

SACRED ENVIRONMENT          
He gave consent and the masked man pulled the two little fishes out of the belly of the bigger fish Mazari held in his hand.  They were brought out broken and he heard himself say “Eiyo wah! Beesim Allah” rather tentatively, and he came awake.  It was a chilly night and he clutched his garment tight to himself on the old bamboo bed.  Yerima and Magaji, his two teenaged sons were sleeping on the red floor of the adobe hut.
The first wailing was a gust of heated breath in the distance early that morning.  4:00am precisely.  Chinese whisperings made versions on the time and the sound but the sight remained the same.  Burned in memories.  Even the muezzin’s call; prompt as ever, couldn’t change it.  Mazari heard the snorting mucoid sound a ram makes as it gives its spirit at slaughter.  Just next door.  Along with the entrails of a Quranic reading.  Then he knew it has begun.  The vengeance of the HATERS OF WESTERN EDUCATION.
They lurked just by the classroom wall, watching not-so-furtively but listen they did to the words coming from the class… with a growing sense of outrage.

“… a sense organ can be defined as a group of specialized cells or receptors capable of receiving or detecting a stimulus and transmits the impulse to the brain or central nervous system …”  the tutor, an anxious pretty Youth Corp member who looked uncomfortable in the brown fatigues stared irritably at the silent class, sensing the disinterest due to lack of perception, shrugged and continued anyway. 
“Sense organs in mammals include …” she tallied each on the chalkboard with a cane.

“skin, nose, tongue, eye…” 

That was when they moved stealthily into the classroom… six men with fierce yet slightly vacant expression as if on drugs.  The young woman was shot between the eyes and stray bullets decimated class population within seconds. Students fled other classes making for the dirt roads.  One of them took out a knife from an arm sheath and slowly began to carve out the nose and eyes of the dead woman. School was dismissed.
***************************************************************************************

Never let your enmity for anyone lead you into the sin of deviating from justice.  Always be just: that is closest to being God-fearing (al-Maidah 5:8). 
***************************************************************************************

 The only sound within the group was that of the crickets in the surrounding growth of vegetation.  The room was lit by a shaded lamp in the middle of the long table creating a somber and gloomy ambience.
“Seriki, do you think your posture on this matter is proper and in line with our faith”? An uncertain voice from the near-stillness of the night, deafeningly breaking the silence within.  The man at the end of the table shifted a piece of paper sideways.  Speculatively. He hacked and spat a glob on the floor by the foot of his seat as if in contempt. 
“Did you say ‘faith’ Yaseen”? He spat.

“Yes… yes, Seriki” A timid response.

 “Please, do not confuse religion with politics … our aim is to make governance uncomfortable for him.  That is politics, my brother” The delivery was solemn.
“But, but, the ‘instrument’ is unaware of this and …”

“That is how it has to be, it’s a screen we have created and must sustain.  When we are through using the ‘instrument’ … we will grant him his quietus.  He knows too much” The voice was cool.  Ominously cool. 
 “Fahad… you have been silent …” Seriki prompted.  A rather rotund man in swathes of silk robes and turban coughed meaningfully.
“The Caliphate will step in as peace-makers and attempt to mediate.  We will make a plea to both sides”
  “Yes.  That is good, we shouldn’t be seen as sitting on the fence and should push suspicions away.  Call for a meeting..... make a play at peace-making as you’ve said…” Seriki pulled at his nostrils wearing a speculative expression.
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


Wherever you are, fear Allah.  If you follow an evil deed with a good one, you will obliterate it and deal with people with a good disposition. ---- Prophet Muhammad
*
*
*
*
*
*
*



As with a slow-motion relay, the lengthy rosary in the hand of Shaaban broke its string and the huge beads roll of lethargically along the glassy marble floor of his mansion, he watched in a haze as each glass bead exploded into smithereens.  Ten in all. Beneath the heavy boot of someone whose anatomy or visage is unclear.  He blinks with thick grooves between his old All- knowing eyes. And the vision abated. 
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


Supremely exalted is therefore Allah, the king, the truth, and do not make haste with the Quran before its revelation is made complete to you – Taha 20:114.
*****************************************************************************************
The old flea-beaten ass wobbled into the crowded marketplace laden with farm produce and a worn red leather bag hanging from its neck.  Deep into the grain and chicken section of the market it stopped as if sensing danger and whinnied with eyes bulging out whites from their sockets.
The explosion shook the noon-day commercial hob, sending grains shooting like darts into the traders and buyers.  The toll, according to later reports, was put at one hundred miserable souls.  

Dead for the CAUSE they were oblivious of. Unwise to the fact that the delivery-boy had been an ass.  
Indeed, the wasteful are brothers of the devils and ever has Satan been to his Lord ungrateful – Al-“lsra’ 17:27

*
*
*
*
*
*
*


A hand reached out to depress the space bar to freeze the visual.  The bearded man with a picnic pink check cloth for head-covering gazed at them from the computer screen.
“Just look at him, dressed like a rebel leader, feeding fat on sadqa dropped on his lap by the enemies of state” someone grumbled.
“Isn’t he a rebel leader? He’s up at arms against the nation, killing everything ideology, ideas, concepts, faith and everyone caught in his sight.  Northern and Southern values”

“Are you seriously saying that his posture isn’t religious since ‘am a Christian and …”  “Mr. President, we are here and we can relate.  The man, whether he knows it or not is all wrapped up in several things”
“Namely” 
“But of course, religion, ethnicity, politics, fight for injustice” The man described quotation marks with both hands. 

“poverty and this blatant and much touted aversion for western education”, he concluded
 “O.K. gentlemen…” he gazed lazily at the nine men sitting round the table, making eye contact with each of them in turns.

“What do you advise? I am open to suggestions”, he delivered spreading his hands across the table.

The men sighed almost in unison
 “Kill him” Someone blurted almost inanely. 
 “This business is hydra-headed and another insane red-eyed idiot will assume leadership” someone offered.  A few heads nodded agreement.
“Then keep killing”
 “We are not in the creeks, Dokpesi”
 “I take an exception to that!”
 “It’s alright.  We know they are spread across the North but where is the central command?”
“Borno state, of course”, Dokpesi said patiently as if trying to educate a slow learner. “I think, Mr. President, that what we should be considering right now is the instigator and not the executor.  There are obviously some elements… dissident elements, a fall-out from last general elections, who are the prime motivators of the messy situation we are here seated to discuss”
“Exactly!” Dokpesi thumps the desk
 “I suggest that we smoke them out and bring justice to bear on these louts whoever they may be” There was a grave silence in the room.  Momentarily  all nine men could see the flash of apprehension that coursed through the features of the man at the end of the desk.
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


The white Toyota bus pulled to an abrupt stop and with a great sense of urgency, the side door flashed wide open.  Several masked men bearing ammunition belts across their chests spilled out dragging a hapless young man with them.  His hands and legs tied.  They dumped him without ceremony and formed a half-circle around him.  They were menacing and struck terror in the psyche of their captive.  Their garb comprised the inevitable picnic cloth draping around their necks.
A man in their ranks brought out a small black book and began a reading in Arabic.  The sun burned down without mercy, reflecting from the crude double-edged knife that apparently was fashioned in a smithy in hell.  The man holding the knife, slowly and deliberately, slid, the edge along the neck and hairline of the kneeling victim.  Like a ram. He was one-eyed.  A flawed sacrificial offering. It blinked miserably but with a quiet resignation to the obvious outcome of the proceedings.  Someone busied himself with a small digital camera.  Interesting.  But one fact was clear.  He could have been one of them.  Perhaps a traitor or just a scapegoat.  The reading closes solemnly and the man was pushed to the ground falling on his side.  The knife flashed again as it made for the victim’s throat.  A crimson geyser. He didn’t even kick. It was swift.  The head was carefully placed on the victim’s chest to expressions of praise in Arabic.
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


And do not make your hand chained to your neck or extend it completely and (thereby) become blamed and insolvent --- Al-‘isra’ 17:29
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


One after the other they moved up on the line to get cut.  Right at the back of their necks.  Five short incisions and a smearing of a black balm.  Protection, they told them, it would bring.  Like all faithful burning with the fiery zeal of a rebellion, they quietly endured the pain.  Resilience.  Yet they had a sure consolation of the fact that the … infidels shall pay.  Pain.  One hundred and thirty of them at the camp.  Their identity slowly began to change.  The pain endured.  The fresh raiment of their faith.  New cell phones loaded with huge amount of calling credit.  A fairly large brown goatskin bag for each initiate. Dynamite.  10 – pack. And they were ready.  Their destination.  North and South of the Benue river.  As each moved triumphantly out of the camp, the fading glint of sun struck on the features of the two sons of Mazari,  Yerima and Magaji.
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


Whosoever chooses to follow guidance, follows it for his own good; whosoever goes astray, goes astray to his own loss -- al Isra 17:15.
*******************************************************************************************
“Honourable president, Sir, it is crystal clear to every member in sitting, this morning, that if we do not act and fast in that recourse of action, the ship of our statehood … of our nation, will berth at a strange and catastrophic port.  The question now is ‘How?’ The flambouyantly – robed individual adjusted his cap and sat to stare at the house in session.  Expectation. The senate president leaned out to press the button of the microphone.  His bald head glistening.
“I have listened very carefully to members who spoke their minds out of the collective frustration this unwholesome situation has placed the nation.  This is an opportunity to test the provision which hitherto has been redundant in our penal catalogue.  Every act of terrorism in whatever guise is to be visited with the absolute sentence.  Let us test it… let us use it, honourable members.  As of this moment that provision is active”, he hits with the gavel.  The house steers and bursts with acceptance.
“Who will bell the cats? At best they shall label some poor almajeeri as terrorists and lead them to slaughter,” a rotund respectable-looking man whispered into the ear of the man sitting next to him. 
“Do they even know the cats? They are unseen … untouchable…,” he gave response with a chortle.  He felt a nudge in his pocket and quickly reached for his phone. He read the ominous message with a worried gaze.
They left yesterday.  All equipped as instructed and with support funds.  Expect destruction shortly.  Play your role or else she dies.
“The house will now adjourn its sitting.  Thank you honourable members, have a wonderful weekend.  Don’t do what I wouldn’t do …” The president bubbled with mirth.  It failed to hit the recipient of the message.
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


Allah wills to lessen your burden; and man was created weak-- Nisa 4:28.
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


The archeology class was drawing to a close and she smiled.  She loved Egyptology.  Faysaht Fayad was expecting a call from her Nigerian fiancé.  It was due any day now.  Her “yighi”.  The honourable member of the upper house was the man of her dreams.  She slid silkily into the reverie of their first meeting in Kano at the emir’s palace.  It was a splendid dinner.
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


The round end of the muzzled handgun nudged her back to the lecture hall, she started hyperventilating when she realized the import of this intrusion.  With deft hands, she was guided out of the hall by a balding young Egyptian male with a mischievous smile, the brand found on Salman Rushdie. Somewhere along the gloomy corridor, they met with two other male youths one of which pricked her with a hypodermic needle.  She slumped against him almost instantly.  Someone’s phone rang with a buzz. 
 “Yes, sir, … we got the insurance you requested … Alright, to the hills then … bye” Flipping back the mobile phone, he hissed
 “let’s go”.
  At the street level, he made a face at a curious passerby.
“She had one too many.  It’s her birthday, we shouldn’t have let her”, he smiled apologetically. His two friends laid her gingerly, feigning affection, in the backseat of a black Mercedes SUV. Exactly 7:00pm, the Mercedes drove smoothly through the gates of the Cairo university
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


When he received her distress call a week earlier, senator Abdulbasid Sirajo instantly knew the perpetrators.

The puppeteers were his comrades in the higher circles of society, people one should never offend because they never forgave.  Paying back one grievous deed with a more grievous one.  His support and unguarded approval of the Southerner has made them to be suspicious of his sudden loyalty and needed a reassurance.  It was a test he was willing to pass.  They wanted to see his reaction or non-reaction.  Now, with the latest sms, they were no longer hiding.  They wanted him to know. They were watching … listening.
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


Indeed Allah is all knowing of all the hidden things in the heavens and on earth; indeed he knows what lies within the hearts – Fatir 35 : 38.
The State Commissioner of Police, Alhaji Birnin-Kebbi had just put away a well laid lunch and was bubbling with high spirits.  He gave the rump of his Southern mistress a pat of appreciation.  She smiled indulgently, and stared at his large paunch and shook her head. 
“You won’t be able to, my dear. The meal was too large”.

 Alhaji belched disgustingly.

 “You’re right, Lara. I’ve an important appointment anyway” he rose gathering his garment round himself.  Lara gave him a light kiss brushing her lips across his Jawline.
“Don’t be late for dinner next week, darling.  I already picked the wine” she smiled mischievously.  He made for her behind but she cleverly danced out of his reach.  Lara could read him easily like the Quran, again she knew the best way of having a hold on these big men is to ration your body.  Available but in small portions and they can’t wait for the next visit.  Six years. Her friends were still bewildered about her staying power.  She fluttered two fingers waving her goodbye as he walked briskly towards the gates.  Never see them off beyond your doorstep.  Another trick. Insecurity. An insecure man is easily manipulated.  It has been working for the past six years.
As she was turning indoors, she heard two sounds; the car’s ignition and …
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


The two sons of Mazari watched from the comfort of a brown Toyota Corolla as the man left the white stuccoed duplex and climbed into the black Peugeot 607.  They held their breath … and hands, with ears pricked for the sound.  It had been an easy job.  The neighbourhood was one of those highbrow types with low density and little traffic.
The rich hate noise of any kind except of course, the type produced by a money-counting machine.  The explosion was an assault and insult upon the rich within the vicinity.  One would have expected a commotion of some sort.  Nothing happened.  Just some ruffling of curtains from bedroom windows.  The rich were having their beauty sleep.They switched the ignition and slowly drove towards the wreckage and the mangled body.  He will have to wait permanently now for his next ration.
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


We have sent you to the entire mankind to give them good tidings, and warn them; but most people do not understand this (Saba 34:28)
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


The new territory was a city of intrigues. Almost everybody that was somebody had a secret.  Big or small. At least a peccadillo.
Ziyaul had a big secret.  He runs a trendy hair salon which one could comfortably call a “Gossip House” where frustrated lovers and wives swill gossip and gulp secrets like chilled red wine.  He was tall and lighted –skinned.  You can call him handsome or beautiful depending on your state of mind or your sex.  The glass doors slid open and Sirajo stepped in with a dark beauty, she had a fresh untouched, untainted look that would appeal to the citizens of the territory.  The sophisticated whores, housewives, career women, et cetera all turned to gaze at her with a blend of envy, rage, bitterness, approval and hate.
“Fresh meat”, someone said in a harsh whisper.
“Evening, ladies, you’re all looking great” Sirajo smiled leading his companion to a divan to the far left of the salon.  She was wearing red.  A simple dress.
 “spoken like a true politician”, a woman said under the skillful ministrations of Ziyaul.  Two stylists approached the divan but Sirajo waved them away indicating Ziyaul.  He whispered something in the ear of his companion and made a beeline for Ziyaul. 
“Her hair is lousy, give her one of those Brazilian stuff.  Transform her, my friend, he said slipping a bulky envelope into Ziyaul’s hand.  And he was gone.  The hair stylist glanced at the young lady.  “Code Red”, he muttered under his breath.
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


Sirajo’s final thrust was indicative of his spent passion.  As he slowly withdraws, with a head still swimming in paradise, Ziyaul’s gentle voice brought him down to earth.
“What do you want this time, senator? ”
 Sirajo sighed tremulously.

 “come with me, Zee”
 They both left the room and walked slowly into the massive balcony adjoining the bedroom.  Far beneath them, they could see the points of light in the dwellings below the rocks.  The night was chilly yet they felt it not.  The moment for them was quite tense, the one was calculative and speculative the other patient in anticipation. 
 “They think they have my back against the barrel.  You will travel to Riyadh in two days, I have a job for you.  Your papers are ready”, he gave Ziyaul’s hand a gentle squeeze.
“O.K that gives me time to prepare and shoot another video for the internet. The Ansaru have been quite busy.  I wonder how long this masquerade will continue” 
 “We can both decide that, can’t we? They won’t know what had hit them” Sirajo erupts with glee.
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


“… We shall no longer permit or entertain… the desecration of our sacred environment, the heavily bearded light-skinned individual was saying with lunatic vehemence.

 “… our children must not be defiled by the accursed infusion of ideas and values of the corrupt West … infidel pigs muscling into our holy doctrines… we shall continue to decimate, inshallah, every suggestion, whisper, nuance and intimation of this perfidious western influence within our sacred environment, we shall fight without ceasing, without fear…”

The screen blinked out with the noise from the camera’s microphone.  Senator Sirajo sighed, shutdown the laptop and reclined in a swivel chair, his hands laced across his belly.

A smile of pleasure settling in his features. 

 “Ziyaul is a master craftsman in many ways than meets the eye”

*
*
*
*
*
*
*


Allah wills to explain his commands to you and show you the ways of those before you and to incline towards you with His mercy – Nisa 4:26.

*
*
*
*
*
*
*


With a glazed expression he stared into the porthole ignoring the sleek manoeuvres of the dark-skinned female on the aisle seat; flash of thighs … flash of knickers while wearing a saintly and lady-like mien.  She was just too restless. Ziyaul shuffled down a bit and adjusted his seat to reclining position pulling down the blinkers over his eyes.  The woman was beside herself with peeve and hissed.  They were apparently the only ones still awake in the first-class cabin.  He gave a lopsided grin at her irritation as he heard her rummage through her bag.
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


The chime from the door resonated down the oak-panelled hallway briefly interrupting the festive mood.  The décor looked like some packaged deal from Qatar.  Music was soft sitar, meditative, eight women lounging and chatting, surrounded by gift items.  The maid spoke through the security phone by the double doors. 
“Am Hassan from the Brotherhood, your new neighbour”, a pleasant voice from the instrument.  The maid made a face at the gilded ceiling and opened the doors.  He was beautiful yet had strong sculpted masculine features.  In his hands were two gift-wrapped packages.

“Good evening, sister.Asallam Haleikum A pleasant evening this one” His words and bearing were too smooth so much so that the veil of indifference worn  by the maid slipped “Asallam Haleikum” she smiled shyly, ushering him into the dwelling.
“I hear it’s Saphirah’s birthday today and came in the spirit of friendship and good neighbourliness”
“I see … welcome to our humble home”, a middle-aged woman said from her sitting position among throw-cushions on the rug.

*
*
*
*
*
*
*


That night, when they were alone, mother and daughter began to unwrap the gifts.  And the large gilted volume of the Holy Quran bound with rare oriental mastery, came to light.  
“This bottle of fragrance came with it … “Paloma”, I wonder what it smells like” Saphirah giggled.

 “There’s only one way to find out, my daughter”, mother teased
 “Yes, mama” She depressed the dispenser and a spurt of scent filled the room.  Both inhaled daintily at first.  Then a noseful and a mouthful. Both laid back among the pillows.  And blissfully slept.
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


Believers fight for Allah and disbelievers fight for the devil-fight against the friends of the devil; undoubtedly the devil’s conspiracy is weak – Nisa 4:76.
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


With ululation as a solemn backdrop, dignitaries and nobles of the Islamic North received the two oak caskets at the Kano International Airport. Seriki clenched jaws and hands,nursing great grief and a fresh resolve.  Vengeance. 
“It is not the issue of whether it should be convened or not but if it will bear positive and tangible fruitage and not another version of the usual junketing charade, we witnessed during the Abacha era. Will delegates to the National Conference not attend with the view of
lining their deep pockets and…”

“ I beg to disagree with the honourable member ….Mr President, sir, we would be missing the point if our line of thought aligns with that of the representative from Jalingo Central; an

area of the North reknown for its paucity of ideas and mineral resources. In fact, it is bereft of credible human…”

“ I beg your pardon, you pastoral nincompoop! And I do not mean that in a religious sense but a direct reference to your nomadic origins”, the first man blurted out in rage throwing his cap to the floor. And all hell was let loose in the hallowed chambers. The sergeant-at –arms dived for the mace. A weapon for head-bashing. The story of Mr Ebubedike perhaps occurred to him. At that very instant Sirajo’s mobile phone vibrated within the folds of his garment. He reached for it and answered the call but his ear was pricked erect with gibberish and a wail of static like a transistor dial that is yet to hit a station.

He winced and suddenly clutched his head with both hands and slumped into the aisle close to the steps that led to the main floor of the house. Warring members were initially oblivious of the strange twist…until a mobile police officer moved in to help….
********************************************************************************************************

“ Sir, he died right inside the chambers foaming in the mouth…doctors at the medical facility

Said it was a cerebral stroke or something”, someone was saying on the phone.

“Thank you, my friend. May Allah grant him peace in paradise….Alhujan”, Seriki disconnected the call and shot a meaningful look at his nervous companions.

“Seriki, now that he’s gone there seems to be no need keeping his would-be bride”, someone offered in a quiet tone of deference
Seriki smiled evilly, twisting one end of his whiskers.
“We will keep her for sport”

“But she’s innocent”

“So were my wife and daughter!” he screamed banging a huge fist on the table.
**********************************************************************************************                                   

Ziyaul was aggrieved alright. And he went through the whole gamut of emotions.

Bereavement. Love. Hate. Anger. Desolation. Self-loathing. Worthlessness. Vengeance.

Pain. Depression. Aggression. Insecurity. Helplessness. Resolution. Above all else, one

emotion was the strongest. For someone whose apparent lifeline had been severed, it wasn’t so surprising. WORTHLESSNESS.
********************************************************************************************************

Unshaven and unkempt, Ziyaul sat amongst the faithful of Islam during the fifth hour of prayers. Striking a similitude of yoga poses on the oriental carpets in the magnificent central mosque in Minna were a collection of the shakers and makers of Northern politics. The Press called them “The Mafia”. From his position, Ziyaul could make out a few “notable” faces and smiled sardonically. Retired Army generals, former Heads of state, Islamic scholars, traditional chieftains, two Emirs, members of the National Assembly, et cetera.
They were fresh from Abuja; venue of the Conflict Resolution Conference. It was as if the

Nation was at war and the region at the moment was designated a demilitarized zone, safe
for a confab and worship.
“Allah must guide us all at this time in the history of our great nation….oh, Allah, lay open the truth between us and our people, for you are the best of all to lay open the truth…”,the chief Imam was saying spiritedly, not surprising though. After all, it is not every day you have such a splendid congregation of faithfuls.
“…. modesty and faith are both companions: when one is taken away the other is also taken! Yet as we seek the truth, how many a sign within the heavens and the earth did we pass over while we therefrom were turning away, so it says in the book of Yoosuf 12 : 105.

Prophet Mohammad (SAW) said ‘wherever you are, fear Allah. If you follow an evil deed with a good one, you will obliterate it and deal with people with a good disposition and do not consider any kindness insignificant, even meeting your brother with a cheerful face…
Every act of kindness is sadqa! ’ ’’

Ziyaul slowly began to ease himself from the prayerful pose and stretched himself, legs straight in front of him. Then he stood up. Instantly, he came within the telescopic sights of

a security operative’s rifle.
“A potential hostile, what do I do, sir? he whispered hoarsely into a tiny microphone, leveling his weapon.

“Observe closely, sergeant”, a response in his ear.

“Ad-Dukhan 44: 8 — ‘There is no deity except Him Allah: He gives life and causes death. He

Is your Lord and the Lord of your first forefathers…’ Allah-akbar !!!”, Ziyaul yelled with maniacal zeal. That was when the trigger was squeezed. It seemingly set off a series of explosions. The ominous first was from Ziyaul. A dynamite pack strapped somewhere on his body. A now charred fragmented flesh. Other explosions caused the central dome of the mosque to implode and come crashing down on….

But the RESOLVE was never buried…
********************************************************************************************************

Sitting on the age-worn mat; a family heirloom, Mazari picked his phone and answered the 

call.

“Saanu, eh Magaji…..eiyo wah !...haraam ne….keep up the good fight in the name of Allah,

Let them continue to burn, we must not relent in our efforts. Nooo…. who would ever think that I Mazari the son of Yola is the Man?”

The resolve…. rages on…
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