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Heart pounding rapidly as Dele Williams raced down the street with his backpack 
bouncing along on his back. It was getting dark and people were on their way home. He 
stopped at a road intersection, hands on his knees, gasping for breath as he wiped off sweat 
from his brown face. Before he could regain his stamina, he heard the increasing volume of 
screeching sounds coming from a speeding car that seemed nearby. 

Oh No! He muttered.  

Achuuu! Achuuu! Startled by the sound, he turned and saw a fragile old man who 
appeared to be a beggar, cleaning his nose with an old handkerchief.  

"Bless you sir," he managed to say as he sped off, his long legs carrying his slim body 
away as he looked backward intermittently. 

A black Sedan with headlights on drifted off the intersection in hot pursuit, honking 
as it sped after him on a nearly empty road.   

He rushed into a building and hid behind the door, his chest heaving as he peeped 
outside, hoping not to have been spotted by his pursuers. Spotting the car as it passed the 
building, he exhaled, a wave of ease hitting him. He sucked in oxygen from the atmosphere 
so as to regain his stamina. 

A manly hand appeared from the shadows behind him and grabbed his shoulders. 

"Jesus!" He shouted. The look of fear mixed with shock all over his face suddenly 
dissipated into a smile. "I proved my words. You guys can't outrun me," Dele Williams 
chuckled. 

"You are really fast I must admit. I can't believe you outran us to church," responded 
Kunle Thompson, withdrawing his hand from Dele’s shoulder. 

"You should consider racing for Nigeria since you are faster than a Ferrari," Janet 
Olawale joked. 

"Why won't I run like that when I know what is at stake? I won the bet and you guys 
must keep your word!" Dele uttered. 

"Dele, you are really crazy about prayer oh! So you ran like that just to win this bet?" 
Kunle exclaimed. 

"Bro, prayer is the new fuel oh. Anyone not powered by prayer can't survive in this 
world especially capital letter tongues kind of prayer,” Dele replied, bursting into laughter. 

"Don’t mind him,” Janet responded to Kunle. Facing Dele, she said. “No problem. Is it 
not two hours daily intercession for you for one week? We got your back bro. We will do it. 
Just send us your prayer points." 

      "Prayo, the prayer meeting we came for has started,” Kunle said, noticing the 
convergence of people at the altar of the church building. “Let's go join others." He added, 
pulling them along. 
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 Arewa University was one of the best universities in northern Nigeria. The tall cream-
colored departmental buildings of each faculty were designed to form a shield against the 
scorching sun of Kwara State. With more than seventy thousand students flooding the wide 
campus for daily lectures, it’s impossible to stay hidden once you become popular.  

The Chapel was the only church building permitted to be built on campus by the 
authorities of the university. Christ Chapel as it is popular called was a haven for the 
Christian students living on campus and for the off-campus students who were not satisfied 
with the diverse fellowships outside the school. With an average attendance of five 
thousand students at its service every week, the Chapel executives were saddled with lots of 
responsibilities.  

Dele, being a favourite of the majority of the members who attended Christ Chapel 
had to be appointed to a position that was newly created to accommodate him. He had 
always wondered what made them liked him. Was it his cuteness with he had heard 
fellowship sisters’ blush and giggle about? Some even quarrelling with each other over who 
has more access to him. Was it the manifestations they saw when he ministers? Or was it 
the way prays? He never seemed to understand what it was. It’s probably prayer, he 
concluded after he was nicknamed Prayo. 

Standing in front of the Chapel, the setting sun alighted on his light-brown skin. He 
paced about with his tall medium-build body, greeting the many students who flocked out 
of the Chapel. Some were gisting, some headed to their residence. A service had just ended 
and he had been spotted by a group of people seeking to exchange pleasantries. “Has 
anyone seen Janet?” He kept asking, his brows furrowed above his dark eyes. Running his 
hands through his dark hair, he wondered where she was whilst simultaneously responding 
to the different groups of students coming over to greet him. An act he had to learn to be 
comfortable with even before he was made an executive in the Chapel. The position only 
increased the number of people coming after him. 

He walked back into the massive 10,000 capacity auditorium which was built far 
away from the faculties. He paced through the rows of red chairs which made the building 
looked like a cinema, searching for Janet. Spotting his dark, slim and tall friend, he tapped 
him on his shoulder in a bid to get his attention. “Have you seen Janet?” 

“Yes. I saw her before the service began,” Kunle said. 
“Do you know where she is now?” 
“I can’t tell.” 
Realising he cut in abruptly, Dele apologised to the dark and chubby lady who was 

staring at him with crossed hands and an unfriendly gaze. She was definitely offended by his 
abrupt interruption of her conversation with Kunle. 

“It’s okay. She’s a member of Bible Study department,” Kunle said, responding on 
behalf of the grumpy lady who feigned a smile at his apology. 

“Oh! More grace ma.” Kunle had been appointed as the Bible Study coordinator and 
he had been sucked in it so much that he barely had a free time due to his desire to raise a 
lot of sound believers and the multiple invitations he started getting from fellowships on 
and off campus. 
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“Have you called her?” 
He hit his forehand with his palm, realising he never thought of it. “I haven’t called 

her yet.” 
“Dele! How many times do we have to remind you to use your phone? It’s not wrong 

to use your phone actively bro!” 
“I’m sorry. I’m adjusting,” he said. Searching his pocket for his phone, he turned back 

to Kunle. “Kunle. Uhm… I left my phone in my hostel.” 
“Can you see what I’m saying?” Picking his phone from his pocket, he unlocked it and 

handed it to him. “Call her.” 
“Thanks bro,” he said, walking away as he dialled her number. 
“What’s with him and Janet?” the grumpy lady asked. 
“What do you mean?” Kunle responded. 
“The way the two of them act in and outside church, it’s as though they are dating.” 
Kunle smiled. “They are friends, they are not dating. If they were, I would be the first 

to know.” 
She sighed. “Okay oh. If you say so sir. But that’s the whispers I have been hearing all 

around.” 
 Curious, Kunle pressed. “Whispers from where?” After a second thought, he added. 
“And since when?” 

”Well, I heard that Janet has been…” 
“She’s still around,” Dele spoke. Returning Kunle’s phone, he said. “Let me quickly 

meet her outside. Thanks for the phone. We will talk later.” 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



THE ADVENTURES OF DELE 

Page | 6  

 

3 
 

 

 

 Dele sprang out of the Chapel, looking around frantically in search of Janet. Their 
friendship had grown deeper than he had expected. It started the day Janet came over to 
his hostel in tears. She had cried her eyes out before he could get her to stop. It took him a 
few more attempts to get her to talk. 
 She just sat still, her eyes, fixed on nothing as droplets of tears ran down her cheeks 
in quick succession. Lost in thoughts, she remained still as though she had just encountered 
a ghost or a shocking event that took her off balance. After a while, she began to defreeze 
gradually. Slowly, she started speaking. She just had a heart wrenching conversation with 
Professor Lalunde Oba. This was the third time he was bringing the same conversation up 
with her. He was a notorious lecturer dreaded by all females in the Faculty of Arts especially 
the final year students which Janet was, just like Dele and Kunle. He had overheard gossips 
about the Professor and his dreadful exploits a few times from varying students.  

One time, a couple of the female students from the Faculty of Arts came over to 
Dele’s department which was close to their faculty, in search of a friend who happened to 
be Dele’s course mate. Being one of the best student in the department of Computer 
Science and amongst the top students in his faculty, a lot of his course mates desired to 
learn from him largely as a result of his prudent yet simplified mode of breaking down each 
course into minute chunks which were easily digestible for even the slowest assimilator. He 
had been teaching her when her friends came into the lecture theatre where they were 
seated, in search of her.  

One of the girls had spoken up, probably thinking Dele who was now a few seats 
away from them couldn’t hear them. He had excused himself from their midst to look for a 
flash drive in his bag which he placed five seats away from them. Whilst searching his bag, 
he was taken aback when he heard one of the visiting ladies say to his course mate. “You 
won’t believe Mr Oba asked me for sex in return for grades again!”  

Perturbed, he had wanted to turn and walk up to the lady to ask her to repeat 
herself but after a second thought, he decided to pretend as though he was oblivious of 
their conversations as he continued searching his bag. He was further weakened when he 
heard another of the visiting females affirm her being a victim of the same advances from 
the same Professor.  

He had always thought the stories were fabricated until the real victims, some of the 
real victims who were seated behind him started discussing their experiences with pain and 
disgust written over their faces. 

“Dele!” Janet Olawale called out as she emerged from the woods, walking towards 
him. 

He watched as she took each stride like a peacock. Her firm and moderate size 
breasts plus her curvy behind, shaking in rhythm with each step. Her dark, shiny skin almost 
blending into the nearly dark night. She was a real beauty with a body somewhere between 
slim and plump.  

He wondered if this was what enticed the notorious Professor Oba. She had cried on 
his shoulders that night till she lost her voice and strength. She need not explain further 
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after mentioning his name, he understood exactly what had transpired between her and 
Professor Oba. And it was clear that he really got to her this time.  

They sat in silence as he comforted her trying to ease her frustration. A 22 year old 
lady crying on the shoulders of a 24 year old guy. Never having held a female so close for 
that length of time before, he was surprised at his own calmness and the ease at which he 
patted her and brought succour to her pains. An emotional bond was knitted between them 
that day and they had gone from being ordinary acquaintances to good friends. 

“What’s up?” Janet asked, fist bumping his shoulder playfully. 
He smiled at her. He was glad Professor Oba got arrested after a couple of video 

evidences of his advances at different female students were released on the internet by an 
anonymous person. The school authorities took immediate action to get him tried and jailed 
immediately the videos went viral. He was most glad her results were not tampered with 
before the lecturer got arrested.  

“Where have you been? I have been looking for you.” 
“I escorted one of my friends to her hostel. What happened?” 
“Nothing.” 
“Are you sure?”  
“Yeah! I just need your exposure.” 
“On what?” 
“We have a dinner and award night coming up at the Chapel, and I don’t really know 

much about parties nor am I interested in it. So I need your help so I can give my 
contribution and be left out of the planning.” 

“Dele! You need social skills oh.” 
“I know. Are you going home now?” 
“Yes. Why did you ask?”  
“So we can talk on the road. I need to get home too,” he said. Pointing towards the 

route to the school park, he asked. “Shall we?” 
Chuckling, she replied. “We shall!”       
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Dele’s hostel was a U-shaped two storey building. His room was located at the centre 
of the middle of the curve. He had rented a self-contain apartment that had its own 
bathroom and kitchen, the walls painted in white and navy blue.  

Kunle had come visiting which was a rare thing since he became the Bible Study 
Coordinator at the Chapel. He always had something to do, somewhere to go or a meeting 
to attend except a service was holding at the Chapel, then he would be free. Kunle was the 
kind of guy who get obsessed with his duties and it was clear that he took his duty serious. 

Sitting on his wide bed, they went back and forth, throwing playful banters at each 
other.  

“This one you came around today, it must rain oh.” 
Puzzled, Kunle questioned. “What do you mean?” 
“I’m surprised you came around today. You barely had time to come over since the 

beginning of our appointment.” 
“It’s not what you think. I just got occupied.” 
“How’s the search for workers in your department?” 
“Well, people are showing up. And from the few we have interviewed so far, we 

would still need to hold a series on biblical doctrines just to aid their understanding.” 
“I hope that chubby girl I saw you with last week is sound? She seemed offended at 

my interruption.” 
“Oh! She’s really good.” Sitting straight, Kunle turned to Dele who was by his right 

side on the bed. “Bro, can I ask you a question?” 
Sensing a tone of seriousness in his voice, he replied. “Of course.” 
“What’s between you and Janet?” 
It took him a few seconds to process what Kunle meant, realising it, he bursted into 

laughter. 
“What’s it? Is my question funny?” Kunle pressed, obviously irritated by his reaction. 
Still laughing. “There’s nothing between me and Janet oh. Why did you ask?” 
“Are you sure?” 
“Do I look like I’m joking? There’s nothing between us and what’s behind the sudden 

curiosity?” 
“Well, I have been hearing rumours that you guys are dating.” 
“Rumours from where?” 
“Everywhere.” 
“You know that’s not true right? It’s a norm for rumours to be carried around. It 

doesn’t bother since I know it’s not true.” 
“If you say so.” 
“Is that the real reason behind your visit?” 
“Well, it’s part of it. I was just concerned and wanted to be sure what to believe 

since I also noticed your closeness with her lately.” 
“Bro, we are just friends. Is it now a crime to have a female friend?” 
“Dele?” 
He jokingly replied with a smile. “Yes daddy.” 
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“I’m not saying you shouldn’t have female friends. It’s not possible.” 
“So what are you now saying?” 
“With all your closeness, set boundaries to avoid stories that touch the heart.” 
He leaned over, placing his right hand on his shoulder. “Bro, nothing will happen. We 

are just friends.” 
“You have said it before and I don’t dispute it. I’m just saying ensure you set 

boundaries.” 
“Alright. I have heard you. Thanks for speaking up.”  
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 You never cease to amaze me. Dele Williams conversed while alone in his room. 
      My plans for you are for good and not of evil. Just stick with Me and I will guide 
you into destiny.  

Dele heard the still small voice whisper.  

Alright Lord. I will ensure I... Dele paused, distracted by the sound of a knock on his 
door. He checked his wall clock, wondering who could be looking for him by this time of the 
day. He got up from his bed to answer. 

      Opening his wooden door slightly, he peeped. "Janet! I wasn't expecting you. Come 
in," he said, opening the door wide for her to enter. 

      Eyebrows puckered-up as she walked in, Janet spoke. "I have been trying your 
number all day but it was switched off. Where did you keep your phone?” she asked, 
crossing her hands. 

Dele’s eyes widened, remembering he had a phone. “I’m so sorry. I switched it off 
while charging it and forgot to put it back on. I got occupied.” 

“You have a phone for a reason Dele. I had to drop by on my way from campus 
because of this now.” 

“I’m sorry. At least, sit down for a while.”  

Checking her wristwatch, she took her sit on Dele's bed. “I will soon be leaving for 
my hostel, I don’t want to stay too late outside. It’s almost 8 'o clock and it’s about to rain."  

      "Let me get you something to eat and drink before you go," Dele said, walking to a 
mini fridge placed at a corner in his room. 

      "Thank you. I ate already,” she objected, then added. “I don’t mind a drink, provided 
its cold.” 

Smiling, he replied. “I know just what you need.” 

“Ehmm... Bros, you were not around for the dinner and award service you were 
planning. Why?" 

      "Jesus! Was it this Friday or next week Friday?" 

      Rolling her eyes, she muttered. "No, its next year.” 

“Oh my! I totally forgot.” 

Hands at akimbo, she said. “You forgot a program you were part of its planning 
committee?” 

“I know. I told you I wasn’t really interested in parties. It’s a huge turn off for me.”  

Bringing out a wrapped object, she dropped it on the reading table close to the bed 
where she was seated. “Well, that's where I am coming from. I came by to give you your 
award. Kunle was awarded too." 
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      "I’m so sorry I missed it. I have been gisting with the Holy Ghost and I kind of slept 
off at a point,” Dele said, dropping a tray containing one Hollandia Yoghurt, two glass cups 
with a big nylon filled with Suya. “Gist me, what happened? What’s the award for?"  

      "Aah! Dele, you are tempting me with Suya?” Noticing the increase in the volume of 
the clapping of the thunders, she continued. “You know I can't stay long, I will gist you on 
campus tomorrow."  

      "Let me pack it for you then." 

      The sound of the sudden downpour of rain rented the atmosphere and Janet jumped 
up. Rushing to open the door, her face dropped when she saw the heavy outpouring being 
released backed up by a strong wind and the intermittent clapping of the thunders. It 
seemed like Pentecost but this time, there were no cloven tongues of fire despite the sound 
of the mighty rushing wind filling everywhere. 

      She exclaimed. "I can't walk in this rain, it’s too heavy. I won't even get a bike!" She 
glanced at her wristwatch and gasped when she saw the time. "This is thirty minutes past 
eight. I just pray it stops raining soon." 

      "You can stay here till the rain stops or spend the night if it's too dark and unsafe for 
you to go home,” Dele spoke as he walked towards her, placing his hand on her shoulder. “I 
can sleep on the floor."  

      "Alright. I have no choice. Thank you.” 

“At least, I will get the full gist of what happened before the rain stops,” he smiled. 
“And I have more Suya in the fridge. I can also cook if you get hungry."  

"I’m not hungry but thanks for the offer. The Suya is okay."  

 

 

 

FOUR HOURS LATER 
 

 

 

Janet shivered, the cold seeping into her skin. "It's getting cold and this rain doesn't 
look like it will stop anytime soon." 

      "You know it doesn’t rain frequently here and when it finally does, it falls heavily.” 

“That’s true. But your room is quite cold.”  

“Yeah! It’s because of the position.” 

Yawning. “It is well.” 

“It seems you are sleepy.” 

“Something like that.”  

“You can sleep on the bed," he said, walking towards his closet. 

      "Where you will now sleep? I can't chase you from your bed." 

      Picking an extra blanket from his closet. "On the floor." 

      "Your mattress is quite wide, you can sleep here too. We can just put a pillow 
between us,” she said, shifting to the other half of the bed to create room for him. “I won't 
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sleep well. It will feel like I'm punishing you in your own room, please," she added in a low 
tone. 

      "Alright!" Dele said, returning the extra blanket to his closet.  

"Are you comfortable in your clothing or should I give you one of my pyjamas?" 

      “I don’t mind.” 

Examining his closet closely, he picked one of his pyjamas and handed it to her. “You 
can change in the bathroom.” 

Coming out of the bathroom few minutes later, she said. “Thanks. It's a bit comfy 
though it's a bit tight for me.” 

“It fits you just right,” Dele said, scanning her whole figure accentuated by the tight-
fitted pyjamas on her. She has a nice curve. 

Walking to her side of the bed, she noticed his gaze had been fixed on her. “What 
are you staring at?" 

      "Uhm...” looking away, he said. “Nothing.” 

She moved close to him and pulled his ears playfully. “Talk jor. It’s not like I’m going 
to beat you or something.” 

Pushing her hand off, he said. “I'm just amazed you are this beautiful without make 
up and your hair smells nice too." 

      "Awwwn! Thank you!" Janet blushed, hitting him slightly.  

      After gisting with Dele for an hour, she confessed amidst giggles. "I didn't know you 
were this funny oh. I thought you only knew how to pray.” 

      "I'm all shades of awesome." 

      They stared at each other’s eyes at close length as a sudden silence ensued between 
them. A rush of emotions spiralled as they stared at each other’s eyes and lips 
intermittently. Slowly, they locked lips, flinging the pillow between them away. Hands ran 
through bare skin underneath cloths as they helped each other pull the cloths off. Bare 
flesh, glued, as they were both lost in a world of ecstasy.  

"Stop! Stop!" she moaned. 
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Who could be knocking on the gate by 3am? Cynthia Richard wondered, awakened 
by the consistent banging on the gate. The hostel was fenced after a recent raid from a 
robbery gang who frequently paraded students’ hostel off campus. The gate man had a 
stern principle of not responding to anyone who hadn’t enter the hostel compound before 
10:30pm. Is the robbery gang here again? They wouldn’t keep knocking, they’d have forced 
their way in.  

Peeping through her mist-stained window, she jerked at the sound of her ring tone 
blaring from her phone. Who is calling me by this time? Realising the bang on the gate had 
stopped, she picked her phone and saw the name of the caller – Janet Olawale. Was she 
also wondering who had been knocking on the gate?  

      "Hello?" she said, picking the call. 

      "Cynthia, it is Janet. Sorry for disturbing your sleep. 

“Oh! No problem. What happened?” 

“I’m outside the hostel. Please, I need you to open the gate for me." 

The intensity of the rain had reduced and it wasn’t windy anymore. Shielding herself 
from the drizzling rain with an umbrella, she unlocked the gate, giving room for Janet to 
enter. "Where are you coming from by this time? My God you are soaked in rain!" she said, 
putting her umbrella over Janet. 

      "Thank you for responding. Good night!" 

      Fazed by her cold response which was unusual, Cynthia questioned. "Janet, are you 
okay?” 

Standing at the entrance of her room as she searched her wet bag for her keys, she 
responded. “I’m okay Cynthia. Thank you once again.” 

“Where are you coming from by this time? Couldn’t you wait till morning since it was 
rainy?”  

Baffled by her silence and her fidgeting hands who seem unable to locate the keys to 
her room, she wondered what had happened and where she was coming from. It was very 
unusual for her to stay out late not to talk of getting back home at midnight. She decided to 
try again. “Janet, what’s going on? You are not talking," she whispered, placing her hands on 
her shoulders, a white fluorescence bulb bearing them witness. 

      "I'm okay Cynthia, I just need to be alone. You can go to your room now. Thank you 
dear," Janet said, giving her a wet hug. 
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Cynthia Richard, a final year student of the department of English walked to her 
kitchen in search of sugar. Her slim, fair body clothed by a jean trouser and jersey. She had 
been hungry and wanted to take cassava flakes. Stretching her long legs, she picked her 
sugar container from her a cabinet on the wall and found out it was empty. Oooh! My sugar 
is finished. She stood, running her left hand through her dark curly hairs. I think Janet should 
have some.   

They had been staying in the same hostel for two years and were really good friend. 
Opening the door to Janet’s room, she shouted. "Janeeey! Where are you?" Taking a quick 
glance through the room, she saw Janet crouched on her bed, quickly wiping her wet face 
with the back of her wrist and avoiding eye contact with Cynthia in a bid to hide her red 
eyes. 

      Surprised, she said. "Janet, are you crying again?" 

      "No! I'm not crying,” she lied. “My eyes are just watery."    

Cynthia sat beside her on the bed. "Janet, you know you are a bad liar." And drew 
her close in a warm embrace, her right hand gently stroking Janet's unkempt braids. 

      Overwhelmed by this act of affection from Cynthia, she let out a loud cry, tears 
gushing out of her eyes with mucus dripping from her nose.  

Cynthia tightened her embrace. "It's okay babe. It's okay. Don’t cry. You will be fine."  

      "I don't think I will ever be," she muttered. 

      Puzzled, Cynthia asked. "Why do you think so?" 

      "Don't worry, thank you, I am okay.” 

      Frustrated by her consistent denial of her well-being, Cynthia uttered. "You have 
been crying for weeks now and I noticed this started two months ago when you came back 
home that rainy midnight. Since then, I have caught you several times crying for no reason,” 
she paused. “I also noticed you stopped attending service as you usually do at the Chapel. I 
no longer hear you praying in the midnight. Janet, you can't tell me you are okay! Whatever 
is going on with you, please speak up, I'm here for you. Keeping quiet won't solve the 
problem, it will only bring you more pain. You need to find healing to whatever hurt is 
making you cry like this.” Detaching from the embrace, she lifted her chin and turn her face 
to herself. “Janet, what happened to you?" 

      Pulling her hand off, she shied from her gaze and muttered amidst sobs. "If I tell you, 
will you keep it between us?" she asked, finally making eye contact with Cynthia, hoping to 
find solace in her brown eyes. 

      "Yes, I will. I promise." 

      Sniffing, Janet leaned on the purple wall of her room. 

"I... I... I had..." Janet stammered. 

      Anxious, Cynthia pressed. "You had what?" 

      Sobbing, Janet said. "I had sex." 
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      A deep silence ensued between the both of them as Cynthia tried to carefully 
comprehend her words. She had sex? Was she joking? Taking a quick glance at her. She 
can’t be joking with this countenance. Unsure of how to respond, she asked. "Were you 
raped?" 

      "I wasn't raped. It was mutual.” Unsure of what she might think, she added quickly. 
“It wasn’t intentional either, it just happened."  

 “When did this happen?” 

 “That rainy night.”  

      "Hmmm! Uhm… Who did you have sex with?" 

"Brother Dele." 

      Bewildered, she questioned. "Wait oh! Do you mean the Brother Dele of Christ 
Chapel? Brother Dele the prayer machine? Brother Dele the assistant Holy Ghost? Brother 
Dele my friend? The one I know or which are you referring to?" 

      "It's him.” 

“Wow! How did you two allow such to occur?” 

“Are you judging me?” 

“Oh no! I can’t do that to you or anyone, you are my friend. I’m just surprised such 
could happen between you two.” 

“Well, it happened. We were done before either of us realised what we did. It still 
feels like a dream, it just that the memory is more vivid than that of a dream.” 

“How did it happen?” 

“He won an award at the dinner and award night but he was not present at event. I 
decided to collect it on his behalf and went to his place to give it to him.” 

“So what happened?” 

“It began to rain after I got to his place. The rain was heavy and since it was already 
dark, I had to sleep over. One thing led to the other and we ended up having sex,” her voice 
broke. “I lost my pride, my dignity," she wailed. 

      "It's okay babe. The deed is done already. You only fell, and Jesus will forgive you," 
Cynthia said, pulling her close as she continued sobbing uncontrollably. 

      "I don't think He will," Janet whispered amidst tears. 

      "Why?" 

      Sniffing, she whispered. "I had an abortion last month."  

      "Oh my God! Janet!!" Cynthia exclaimed, withdrawing from her, she stared into her 
eyes, hoping to hear a follow-up statement declaring it was a joke. She tried confirming 
what she just heard. "You did what?" 

      "I discovered I was pregnant," she continued, unfazed by Cynthia’s expression of 
disbelief. "And I couldn't afford to have a baby out of wedlock. My academics will end, my 
parents will kill me. I will become the latest news on campus and my life will be miserable 
forever.” She picked a paper towel from her bag, rolled off a bit of it and blew her nose into 
it. She cleaned her tears with the paper towel after turning to a neat side of it. “I didn't 
know what I was doing and now the memory keeps haunting me. I can't get the cry of 



THE ADVENTURES OF DELE 

Page | 16  

 

babies out of my head! I can't stop the dreams from coming! I can't sleep! I can't pray! I'm 
running mad for my sins!" Janet raised her voice. 

“Janet, I must admit you went too far. Does Dele know this?” 

“No!”  

“Alright. There's no need to run mad. I’m not advocating abortion but there's mercy 
at the cross. Don’t continue wallowing in guilt and self-pity. You might do something 
stupid.” She stood up and motioned to Janet. "Get up. Let me fix something for you to eat. 
We will talk about this after you freshen up and have eaten. You look miserable.” 
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"Is that not Sister Janet entering the church?" Victoria said, pointing at Janet who 
had just entered the Chapel.  

      "It seems she's the one oh. The last time I saw her in church was last semester yet 
she was in school all through,” Wemimo replied. 

“Wonders shall never end.” 

“She how slim she appeared. Only God knows what happened to her." 

“Maybe it is the worries of a final year student and project hustle that got to her.”  

      Victoria opened her mouth, surprised by Wemimo’s response. They were standing 
near the altar, preparing for a service that was to start an hour later. "You mean you haven't 
heard why she went vanished into thin air? No be from my mouth you go hear am oh," 
Victoria said, turning to take her leave. 

      Curious, she immediately pulled her back. "Ahn ahn! Sister Victoria! You know you 
are more current than I am when it comes to campus gist. Let me in on what’s going on." 

      Janet went around greeting old faces when she spotted her Head of Department; 
Victoria, at the altar and decided to go say hello. As she walked towards her, she realised 
she was engrossed in a conversation with a vaguely familiar face. I guess she’s busy. Should I 
talk to her after service? Noticing the hushed whispers between them, she decided to 
interrupt them just to greet them and leave them to continue their conversation.   

    "That girl ehn, only God knows what she has been involved in. It's people like her that 
will be pretending and be doing holy holy. Did I also tell you that Janet aborted the 
pregnancy? How will somebody be that wicked? I even heard that...” 

      Fidgeting at the sighting of Janet behind them, Wemimo whispered. "Vic, stop! She's 
behind you." 

      Victoria turned around and was shocked when she saw Janet staring at her with an 
expression she was unable to decode. Hoping she hadn’t heard their conversation about 
her, she quickly asked. "Hey Janet, how are you? Long-time no see.”  

      Fists clenched, veins popping, Janet swelled, then exploded. "I heard all you said! I 
can't believe Cynthia told you. I'm now the trending news on campus right? No wonder 
everyone I greeted was repulsive to me and the others were looking at me like I'm a filth." 

      "I'm sorry, I didn't hear it from Cynthia. It's not what you think,” Victoria said. 

 Janet stared in disgust as the flood of tears that had converged in her eyes began to 
break loose. “Victoria, you of all people.”  

Feigning soberness. “I’m sorry.”  

Unable to hold it in any longer, Janet sped off while weeping.  

“Janet! Janet!" Victoria yelled after her. 
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Dashing into her room as she left her door ajar, Janet exploded. "I can't find peace 
with myself! My friends left me, Cynthia betrayed me, and even my fellowship members 
detest me. God is definitely using this to punish me!”  

Her blue vest had been soaked in a mixture of tears and sweats. 

I am tired of suffering silently. I wish I can just find an escape route out of this, a way 
to end all this shame and pain.  

Janet sank into her bed, heads buried in her hands. She lifted her head and saw a 
kitchen knife on a stool near her. She had left it there while rushing to campus in the 
morning. She fixed her gaze on it. I really don't have a reason to live again. I should just end 
this once and for all!  

With the back of her hands, she wiped tears from off her face and picked the knife 
from the stool. She held the black plastic handle with her two hands overlapping each other.  

Janet, do you really think this is the solution?  

She barked at the still small voice she heard within herself. Yes!  

Taking a deep breath. The fastest way to end this is to kill myself. This is the only 
solution. If I perish, I perish! She closed her eyes, raised the knife above her head and swung 
it towards her belly. 

"Noooooooooooooooo!" a voice screamed. 

Startled by the shout, the knife fell out of her hand. She turned swiftly to the 
direction of the voice and there staring at her was a stranger, standing outside her door with 
shock written all over her mysterious face. Is that my guardian angel? Shaking the thought 
off her mind, she bent to pick the knife and found herself rolling on the floor away from the 
knife. Picking herself up, she glanced and saw the knife at the feet of the mysterious 
stranger. 

      "You can't die on my watch!" the stranger said. 

      Janet yelled back at her. "You stole my peace, my way out!" 

      "I just gave you another chance at life Janet. You know you don't want to die like this 
Janet." 

      "How did you know my name? Who are you?" Janet enquired. 

      "I was at the Chapel when I saw you storm out while crying and a lady yelling your 
name. I wondered why a grown up lady like you will be crying publicly. I wanted to ignore 
but this strong burden came on me and I sensed a pulling to follow you. That's what led me 
here. Now I realise it was God leading me to you." 

      Hearing this, Janet bursted into tears and crumbled on the floor. Why? Why? Just 
leave me alone.  

Struck by her tears, the stranger sat beside her and drew her close. "I am Kusimi 
Bashir but you can call me Kusimi." 
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      Janet cried. "I'm tired of my life. I just want to end all this once and for all. I wish it 
never happened. I wish I never went that night. I wish I had walked home under the rain. I 
wish I can turn back the hand of time." 

      "What happened and what night are you talking about?" 

      "I had sex, got pregnant then did an abortion." 

      "Oh my goodness!” 

      "We never planned for it to happen, it just happened.” 

      "Were you guys dating?" Kusimi asked.  

      "No, we were not!" Janet replied.   

      "I know you can still find healing but what exactly is eating you up inside?" Kusimi 
asked. 

Taking a deep breath, she sighed. "I haven't heard from him nor seen him since it 
happened. Not a call, text or anything.” 

“Is that all that’s wrong? Feel free to talk.”  

“I feel used, stained. I’m a filth. I’m not comfortable in my own flesh. I can't get the 
memory out of my head. It’s as if God now hates me which makes everything more difficult 
for me. I killed a child," she swallowed. "I'm a murderer."  

“If God hated you, He wouldn’t have led me here.”  

"But I have heard sermons that said once this happen, my destiny is truncated and I 
will never amount to anything in life again. God definitely hates me then. This is my biggest 
fear; to live life without God and without fulfilling His purpose.  

“Janet, relax.” 

“How can I relax? I can't see myself being who I was before the incident. I can't see 
myself being who I dreamt to be all because of this incident. My future is broken and buried 
forever. I give up on life. God doesn’t love me." 

"Janet, God still loves you and He is more than willing to have you back and use you 
for His purpose. He loved you before you were saved so His love for you is not dependent 
on your works. His mercy is everlasting. In as much as you admit you did something wrong 
and you don't plan on going back to it, God will still forgive if you come back to Him. There's 
no peace in suicide, you only find peace in Jesus and in His love. The comfort you seek is in 
Him. Where's your bible? Let me explain some things to you." 

Listening to Kusimi counsel her, she interrupted her explanation. "I feel like a weight 
was just lifted off me and there's this peace within." 

      The door opened, Cynthia peeped in with teary eyes and whispered. "Janet, I'm sorry 
for..." 

      "Get out of my room!” Janet shouted. 

      "I didn't gossip about you. I was only concerned about your psychological and 
spiritual wellbeing." 

      Angry, Janet blurted. "I said get out of my room now! I don't want to see you again." 

      "Calm down, give her a chance please," Kusimi said. 
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      "I will go out of your room but I just want you to know what really happened. I 
decided to tell our Victoria with the hope that she was going to join me in interceding for 
you since she’s our Prayer Coordinator but it seems she spread it around. I'm sorry," Cynthia 
said, teary. “I really didn’t mean any harm.” 

      Uninterested, Janet replied. "I don't want any explanation or pleas... Just get out of 
my sight!" 

      "Alright.” Walking back to the door, she stopped. “One last thing before I go. I found 
out Brother Dele is now a cultist." 
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I'm going to deal with Dele today.  

Walking towards his room in the evening, Cynthia heard muffled giggles. As she 
moved closer, it sounded like a soft-sustained sound. What is going on here?  

As she stood in front of the door, she realised what the sound actually was. Putting 
her whole weight on the wooden door, it broke open. She stared in utter bewilderment at 
the sight before her; two human being, stark naked, detached from each other and tried to 
cover themselves with the bed sheet. "Dele!!!" Cynthia heard herself scream at the top of 
her voice. 

The young tiny lady jumped off the bed, picked her clothes which were scattered 
around the room and started dressing up speedily. Cynthia being furious, found herself 
pounding her fists on the body of the lady. The lady let out a yelp when Cynthia pulled her 
hair.  

Dele who was stunned by the scene unfolding before him charged at Cynthia and 
pinned her down, preventing her from ripping the hair of his sex mate.  

Realising she was free from Cynthia’s onslaught, the young lady fled the room half-
dressed. Seeing this, Dele eased his grasp on Cynthia. “Cynthia, calm down please.” 

She spin around, pushed him off her and pounced on yelling. “You ruined Janet's 
life!"  

It took a while before Dele could get her off him. Exhausted, she sat on the floor. 
Panting heavily, she stared at Dele who was sat a few feet away from her. "Why?" 

Dele understanding the gravity of the situation offered to give an explanation but 
was rebuffed by Cynthia who yelled. "You are a bloody crook!" with splatters of saliva 
piercing the air. 

      "I agree but just listen to me, will you?" Dele asked. 

 “What makes you think I will believe anything you say?” 

 He sighed. “Cynthia, you know I will never hide anything from you.”  

      Of a truth, he had never hidden anything from her up since they met until Janet 
happened. Feigning disinterest, Cynthia spoke in a low tone. "What do you have to say?" 

      Gazing at the floor he sat on, he said. "I never planned for what happened between 
me and Janet to occur. I admire her personality though I never spoke to her about it but 
everything just happened so fast we didn't even realise what was going on until we were 
done." 

      "And the best thing you could do was to send her out in the midnight while it was 
still raining. Who does that?" Cynthia asked, still infuriated. 

      "I never did! In fact, I begged her to wait till morning but she was too embarrassed 
by what happened. She couldn't bear staying in the same room with me. She ran out in 
tears.” Lifting his head up towards his ceiling, he closed his eyes, droplets of tears ran down 
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his cheeks. “I never forgave myself for allowing what happened that night to happen. I wish I 
can turn back the hand of time." 

      Touched by the sight of his tears, she shielded herself from being pitiful. She needed 
all the anger she could gather and she had no plan to allow his tears ruin that. "It seems to 
me you are doing just fine banging ladies. Tell me, how often do you do this and since when 
have you been at it?" 

      "Cynthia!" 

    Sitting straight against the wall, she faced him and said. "So all those times you spent in 
the fellowship as a spiritual person; leading prayers, winning souls and even demonstrating 
power. They were all pretence?" 

 “Cynthia!!!” 

 “What? I can't seem to wrap my head around your real identity again. You are not 
the guy I used to know. Dele, who are you?”  

      "It’s still me. Those weren't pretence, that was the real me," he replied, stretching 
out his hands in frustration. 

      Cynthia blurted. "How can that be the real you? A born again believer cannot be a 
cultist now!"  

      Startled by her statement, his countenance suddenly came alive. “What did you just 
say?” he asked with a strong voice. 

“You heard me.” 

      Sternly, he questioned. "Who told you that?"  

      "You think I won't know? Wait for me to tell everyone." Cynthia said, walking 
towards the door to take her leave when he grabbed her firmly.  

“Tell anyone and you will pay for it with your life." 

      She turned around to look at him, series of thoughts flashed through her mind as she 
gazed at him. Where was the guy I once knew? Where was the guy who loved God? The one 
dreaded by cultists? They started talking on a sunny day when she saw him walking down a 
hallway alone and grabbed saying. "I have a boyfriend so stop disturbing me." He was 
stunned, wondering what was happening but he quickly adjusted his countenance when he 
noticed the five guys who she had been running from. One of them who was leader was 
rumoured to be the deadliest cultist on campus. Though the University authorities frown 
against cultism and set measures in place to tackle it, their efforts hadn’t yielded much 
results. "She's with me sir. I hope there's no problem?" she heard him say, and was glad he 
covered her lie. The expression on the faces of her assailants showed they knew who he was 
and respected him. She had heard Rocky; the cult leader say. "Pastor, e never reach us sey 
na your babe be this oh. Baba, you fit fish well oh. We go leave am sha, we no fit to dey 
share babe with Pastor. Baba, dey pray for us sha." He had always been addressed as Pastor 
before she became conscious of his existence. The moment they went out of sight, she 
hugged him, shocked at herself, she withdrew. "Thank you so much for saving me. They 
have been on my neck for two and a half months now." Their friendship had begun that day 
as he offered to walk her to wherever she was going so as to ensure her safety. She 
remembered giving him a private name known to her alone. My hero.  
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Janet would be dazed if she saw him in this situation. She had introduced him to 
Janet the first time he had visited her in her hostel when she fell sick. She remembered the 
spark she saw in his eyes the first time he had a conversation with Janet. It felt like… 

      "Cynthia! Cynthia! Cynthia!" Dele said, jerking her back to consciousness. "What 
were you thinking of?" Her silence struck him more. If there was one person who knew him 
and he cared about more than Janet and Kunle, it was Cynthia. "Cynthia, if anyone doesn't 
believe me, at least you should. You know where we started from and for how long we have 
been friends. I didn't mean to hurt Janet.” 

      "Are you a cultist?" Cynthia asked, uninterested in his emphasis. 

      Bowing his head, he avoided her gaze. " Ye... Ye... Yes." 

      Cynthia gasped, her hands covering her mouth in a bid to suppress the shock from 
what she just heard.  

Standing before him, they stared at each other, unable to mutter words as Dele’s 
eyes kept meeting and drifting from her gaze. "How?" she managed to asked. 
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"It all started when the incident between me and Janet occurred. I was down and 
sad, I got depressed because I never imagined myself falling so easily with my level of walk 
with God at that time. There was no one to talk to and the name calling by people 
prevented me from speaking out.” 

“What about me? You never said a thing to me about it.” 

“You were busy running around for your project plus your mother was at the 
hospital like you told me. I didn’t want to add my issues to what you were going through 
already.” 

“O wrong now, Dele. You know I would have created time for us. What about your 
fellow Chapel executives, you didn’t speak to them?”  

“I actually told some of them that I was depressed but they thought I was joking. 
Some said they can’t counsel someone like me that I should be able to handle myself since 
I'm a mature believer. I talked with someone though but he just skimmed the surface and 
didn’t even allow me to talk. The more they acted this way, the more my pains increased. 
Everyone looked up to me especially in relation to prayer power and the move of God but 
they forgot I was still human and was liable to carnal tendencies.” He wiped his face as he 
sat on his bed, preventing the flood of tears that were piling up from overflowing to his face. 
"Even Kunle got so busy he never had time for me again. He was just focused on ministering 
everywhere and dealing with the many cases directed at him. I needed a friend, someone to 
confide in but no one would listen because I’m an executive and was known to be spiritual. 
Even you stopped checking on me though I know your hands were tied.” 

“I wanted to. At least, I sent text messages.”  

      "Sometimes, text messages are not enough to convey the weight of certain matters. 
You weren't there when I needed you most." 
      "I'm sorry I wasn't there. It wasn’t intentional," she said, admitting her intentional 
absence. 

      "Well, the incident with Janet was my first time of having sex and I couldn’t forgot 
the experience. It was pleasurable, more pleasurable than it was described in church so I 
started longing for more. I drifted into porn but after a couple of days, porn wasn't enough. I 
had tasted the real thing and deep within, I wanted more of it. And porn wasn’t exactly like 
it. Then I went into masturbation as the hunger for it increased. It wasn’t enough either.” He 
covered his eyes, trying to hide his shameful self. “The desire ravished me so much I had to 
hook up with a girl in my faculty who had shown interest in me some years back and my 
journey into sexual addiction started. It all happened so fast. By the third month after the 
incident, I hooked up with another girl from the Faculty of Education, which was my 
undoing. I never knew she was one of Rocky's many babes." 

      "What! Oh my God! You snatched a girl from Rocky? What were you thinking?" 
Cynthia asked, pacing through the room nervously. 

      "I didn't know! I had no idea she was Rocky's girl," Dele replied. "Please, sit down," 
he added. 
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Taking her sit, Cynthia motioned to Dele to continue. 

      "He caught us one day and threatened not to kill me on one condition." 

      "If you joined his gang?" asked Cynthia. 

      "Yes! So I accepted, to save my life and the Elders of the Cult decided that I will be 
the Devourer as punishment for hooking the Boss' babe." 

      "What's that one?" Cynthia asked, eyebrows raised. 

      "I'm not sure you would want to hear it." 

"Will I be asking if I'm not interested? Answer me jor," she retorted. 

"I am the sex man. When a female joins our cult, myself and the guys under me will 
be the ones to sex them on initiation night till we are tired or till they pass out. So we 
expose them to sex for a week from the initiation day till they get used to it and it becomes 
a lifestyle. I am also the mastermind behind the rape of ladies who are stubborn and those 
who offend our members. I am the guy to go to when you get horny and you have no one to 
do it with. That's the duty of the Devourer," Dele said, unable to look at her. 

      "Oh my God!” 

“The girl you caught me with, I was performing my duties to her. She just got 
initiated last week.”  

“Dele, what have they done to you?" Cynthia exclaimed. 

      "Dele! Dele! Open the door!" voices chorused as they bang on the door of his room.  
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“Oh my God!” Dele gasped, recognising the voice of those at his door. Alerted by 
this, he told Cynthia to keep quiet, picked her up and placed her in his laundry basket then 
covered her with multiple cloths. "Keep quiet. Don't even shake your body," he spoke 
Cynthia, who was frightened. 

      "Guys, how far na? Wetin dey happen?" Dele asked, acting calm as he opened the 
door. 

      "Where the girl wey visit you for house?" Rocky, a dark and heavily built guy asked, 
barging into the room with three other guys who brought an aroma of marijuana and 
alcohol along with them. 

      "Commando, the girl don leave," Dele said, faking a smile. 

      "Ehn? You sure say babe no dey for this your room?" Rocky, who was referred to as 
Commando asked. 

      "Baba, I talk say babe no dey here na. Wetin bring you here sef?" 

      Rocky lifted his vest, bringing out his pistol from his waist. He fixed a silencer on it 
then pointed to a pair of shoes which belonged to Cynthia. "Where the babe wey get this 
shoe?" 

"Ahn ahn! Commando, I talk sey no babe dey here. I stole the shoe for one of our 
girls," Dele lied. 

      "Search everywhere for the babe," Commando instructed.       

They tore the room apart looking for any sign of a person but the search was 
fruitless. Rocky glanced round the room after he was told by his crew that they couldn’t find 
anyone. He spotted a laundry basket that was stuffed shabbily with clothes and walked 
towards it. Standing a few feet from the laundry basket, he saw a solid figure amidst the pile 
of clothes. "Dele, you sure sey babe no dey here?" Rocky asked again. 

      Dele glanced at the laundry basket he had hid Cynthia in then turned to the Rocky. 
“Uhm…,” he remained speechless, sweats gathering on his forehead.  

Commando stared at Dele who was fidgeting and silent. He turned to the laundry 
basket, cocked his Gun and fired two shots into the pile of cloths. He looked at Dele who 
was now frozen then fired a third shot at the pile of cloths. 

      "Commot am from the basket," Commando instructed one of his guys. 

      He packed the cloths from the laundry basket, emptying it entirely and found 
nothing. "Boss, body no dey here," the guy said. 

      Dele stared in utter shock at the basket, wondering what was going on. The guy had 
said he found no one but right before him was Cynthia still in the laundry basket, unharmed 
just as he had placed her there. He took a quick glance at all of them and realised he was the 
only one who was seeing Cynthia in the laundry basket. 

      "Where the babe wey you talk sey e beat you?" Commando said, referring to the 
lady Cynthia caught naked with Dele who had been standing outside the room all this while. 
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      Entering the room, she saw none other than the guys. "Commando, I swear, babe 
dey here. Dele don hide am," she responded. 

      Commando snubbed her then turned to Dele who was now vibrating. "God save you 
ehn, I for kill you, kill the babe if to say I find her here. Remember, I dey watch you. Make 
any wrong move and I go end your life. Make we dey go." 

      Locking the door once the gang members left, Dele turned towards the basket and 
almost screamed loudly when Cynthia came out of it without a single bullet hole on her 
body.  

      "Aaaaaaargh! Haaa... How? Whaa... What? This didn't just happen! No! Who are 
you?" Dele asked. 

      "It's me, Cynthia," she said, walking towards Dele who started stepping backwards 
away from her in fear. 

      "Don't come near me. How did you escape that? I saw you but they couldn't see you 
at all. How did that happen?" Dele asked. 

      "I can’t explain what happened but this I know; Jesus is able to protect His own. A 
new creation shouldn't be scared of death for it is written that He shall give His angels 
charge over me to keep me in all my ways," Cynthia replied. "Have you forgotten you taught 
me all these things and even demonstrated them?”  

      "Oh my! My life… I’m doomed!" Dele said, burying his head in his hands. 

      "Come back to Christ, He will take you back." 

      "I want to, I really want to but I can't just leave the cult. They will kill me and I’m too 
young to die now." 

      "We can find a way round it. I'm here for you. You will be just fine," Cynthia said, 
patting his back as she stood beside him. 

      "It's getting late already and I don't want what happened between Janet and I to 
happen between us. Please go home." 

      "Dele, I am..." 

      "Come over tomorrow and we will talk more on this. Better still, let's meet at the 
school terminus by 2 o'clock. I will be packing away from this place."   

      "Alright. Where will you be moving to?" Cynthia asked. 

      "I don’t know yet but you will find out tomorrow," Dele said. 
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"Dele! Dele!! Dele!!!” a voice yelled, banging on his door. 

      Rushing out of bed, Dele ran to the door, opened it and before him was Rocky and 
two hefty guys - his colleagues in the cult. 

      "You wan commot from this place abi? You wan quit abi?" Rocky asked, brandishing 
a cutlass in his face. 

      Oh my God! Who told him? Nervous, Dele lied. "No, I don't plan on doing running 
away. Who told you that?" 

      "I go use you do scapegoat. Person wey join our gang no fit leave if e no wan pay 
with him life,” Rocky said and charged at Dele who was already pinned to the ground by the 
two hefty guys. Rocky stood over him, staring at his face as Dele begged for his life. Angry, 
he struck, the cutlass aimed at Dele’s head. 

      "Nooooooooooooooo!" Dele shouted, waking up from his sleep. He checked his 
body for wounds only to discover it was just a dream. Catching his breath, he laid back on 
his bed to relax. 

      "Dele! Dele!! Dele!!!" a voice yelled, banging on his door. 

      Startled by this, Dele sat up immediately. Oh no! It was the same voice he had heard 
in his dream. He stood up and peeped through his window and outside stood Rocky with the 
same hefty guys he saw in his dream. Oh my God! I am dead. 

      "Dele! Oh boy, na sleep you dey sleep so? Abeg, open door jor," Rocky shouted. 

      Droplets of sweats formed round his forehead as he found himself fidgeting. He 
opened the door and they entered. 

      "Guy, how far na? Why you no open door since?" Rocky enquired. 

      Dele staring at Rocky's hand, saw the same cutlass that had butchered him in the 
dream and lost his footing but was held by one of the hefty guys. 

      "Guy, shey you well? Why you dey look like person wey see ghost? Wetin do you?"  

      "I’m... I’m fine. I’m alright," Dele managed to reply. 

      "You still dey vex wetin dem boys do you yesterday? Forget am, na the babe wey you 
devour come report you," Rocky said, apologising for threatening to kill him the previous 
day. 

      "It's alright Commando." Dele responded, still staring at the cutlass. 

      Rocky nodded at the two hefty guys and they simultaneously responded by holding 
Dele firmly. Rocky walked towards him, lifted the cutlass and swung it in the direction of 
Dele's head. 

      "Nooooooooooooooooooooo!" Dele screamed. He felt the hands of the hefty guys 
ease their grip on him. He opened his eyes and saw the cutlass before his face. Behind it was 
Rocky, smiling mischievously. 
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      "I wan give you weapon. You don pass our test so I fit trust you to carry weapon for 
now." Rocky said, giving him the cutlass.  

Dele relaxed, realising he wasn't going to be butchered, at least for now. 

      "Oya dress up. We get babes wey we wan go devour." Rocky said, winking at Dele. 

      "Hahaha... Oya now," Dele laughed. "Let me quickly take my bath." 

 

 

 

******* 
 

 

 

It was hot and the noise from the school terminus wasn't helping the situation. 
Cynthia was sweating profusely as she kept looking around hoping to see anyone who 
looked like Dele. Glancing at her wrist watch at intervals, she questioned Dele's 
whereabouts as series of scenarios ran through her mind. Cynthia wondered, was he on his 
way? Was he held up by something or someone? Did his cult group find out he wanted to 
run away?  

      It was 4 o'clock already and they had agreed to meet by 2 o'clock. She picked her 
phone from her bag, and dialled his number for the umpteenth time. He didn't pick up. 
Frustrated, she boarded a taxi, deciding to go to his hostel to see if he already left without 
informing her. 

 

 

 

******* 
 

 

 

      Walking towards his door, she could hear the sound of soft blues blaring. She saw 
shoes in the room through a slight opening from his door. Who could be inside his room? 
Opening the door, she saw littered on the floor bottles of booze. There, was Dele lying on 
his bed wearing only his boxers, alcohol in his hand and two ladies at each side of him 
caressing him. She slammed the door in anger and walked off. She held the footsteps of 
someone running towards her. 

      "Cynthia, wait! I can explain," Dele said.  

      She started to run as tears sprang from her eyes but he was too fast as he grabbed 
her. 

      "Cynthia, please, I can explain." Dele said. 

      "Let me go! I'm not interested in listening," she replied, trying to break off from his 
grip on her. 

      "Cynthia, please relax. I can't just leave like that. They are suspecting me already, I 
need to play it safe," Dele whispered. 
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      "You promised to come back to Christ today. I have been waiting at the terminus for 
hours but you were here ruining your life further. Let me go please," she responded, still 
trying to break free from his tight grip on her arms. 

      "Convocation is next month, I plan to leave once I get my certificate." 

      "Salvation shouldn't be postponed. It's either you get saved now or never. It's 
dangerous to postpone repentance. Come to Jesus now!" Teary, Cynthia said. "I don't want 
you to die." 

      "Cynthia, NYSC is my escape route. It will be an opportunity for me to run away from 
this State." 

      "You will always be wanted no matter where you run to. Your safety is in Jesus," she 
said, as she finally broke off him. 

      "Cynthia, I can't run to my parents for their safety. I will need to relocate to a neutral 
ground." 

"I don't want to lose you. And it seems you are enjoying yourself in this mess," she 
said, pointing to the two ladies who stood afar at the entrance of his door, staring at them. 

"I just have to play along. I have to play it safe.” 

“Your life, your decision!” 

“Cynthia, why are you talking like this?" Dele said, moving close to her. 

"You really want to know why I'm talking this way?" Cynthia questioned. 

"Of course. You are my friend." Dele replied. 

"Well, you are more than a friend to me." 

Shocked by the response, he said. "I’m not sure I understand what you mean." 

“I’m in love with you,” she cried. "Dele, I fell in love with you since the day you 
rescued me from Rocky. Now, you are Rocky's puppet!" she said and dashed off into the 
dark night.     
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"I'm coming," Janet said, responding to a knock on the gate of her hostel while 
approaching it. Opening the gate, her eyes widened as she froze staring unbelievably at the 
human figure in front of her. Her eyes scanned his entirety thrice as she strove to 
comprehend what exactly was happening and why he was here. "Dele!" she muttered. 

      "Janet!" he exclaimed. 

      They both stared at each other in silence, each trying to be cautious so as not to say 
the wrong words. 

      "Come inside," Janet broke the silence, opening the gate wide so he could enter. She 
still couldn't believe her eyes. The last time she saw him was the night they had sex and that 
was almost six months now. 

      "I wasn't expecting you to be around," he said, a look of surprise written all over his 
face as he glanced everywhere except at her. 

      "You forgot this is my hostel?" she asked, wanting to be sure she understood what 
he said. 

      "No, not that. I thought you will be at school," he replied. 

      "Oh! I stayed back to clean my room and get my luggage ready to prevent 
emergency packing since I only have one week left here." 

      "Oh! That's good." 

      "What brought you here this sunny day?" Janet asked, giving him a chair as they 
stood in the hostel compound. 

      "Thank you," he said, rejecting the chair. "I will soon be leaving. I just came to see 
Cynthia," he managed to say, still trying to be comfortable around her. 

      "Cynthia travelled back home and she won't be coming back for convocation," Janet 
said. 

      "Wait... I saw her yesterday evening. How... When did she travelled?" 

      "She had an emergency call yesterday night so she had to pack all night and set out 
this morning with the first bus at the park," Janet explained, arms crossed. 

      "Wow! I called her number several times but it wasn't reachable." 

      "She said she will change her line when she gets to Lagos. And told me not to give 
anyone when she calls me with it. She also said you shouldn't try calling her, she blacklisted 
your number." 

“Oh no!” 

Janet stared at him, wondering why he wanted to meet Cynthia so badly. She had 
ended her fight with Cynthia after realising she revealed her secret to their Prayer 
Coordinator out of a pure motive and love for her. And their relationship had gotten closer 
better since then. Cynthia was sorting her luggage when she started narrating how she had 
confronted Dele. Janet sat in awe as Cynthia unveiled the whole experience to her. She 
looked at Dele who was still bothered by Cynthia’s sudden disappearance and wondered if 



THE ADVENTURES OF DELE 

Page | 32  

 

what she was told was actually true. “Why do you want to see her?” she asked, hoping he 
would speak   

He mumbled words trying to find something to say. “Nothing serious.” 

"Yesterday, while helping her pack her stuffs, she told me everything that 
happened," Janet said, as she sat on another chair. She kept her gaze on him with the intent 
of exploring this opportunity to confirm directly from him what Cynthia had said. 

      "Oh no! What did she told you?" Dele questioned, moving closer to be sure he heard 
her well. 

      "Everything," Janet responded. 

      "Oh my God, Cynthia!" he said. 

      "So it's true?" she asked. 

      "Stay out of it!" he retorted. He hadn't expect Cynthia to tell anyone who he had 
become and he certainly wasn't ready to start explaining himself to Janet. 

      "How do you sleep at night?" Janet asked, not minding the sharp rebuff she just got. 

      Infuriated, Dele shouted. "I said stay out of it!!!" Not knowing what else to do and 
not wanting to face the ongoing query, he turned to take his leave. 

      "I'm sorry for what happened between us. I shouldn't have stayed overnight," she 
said, standing up from her chair. 

      Dele paused. He was surprised she was apologising and even though he wanted to 
leave, he found himself glued to a spot just to hear what else she has to say. 

      "I once had a friend who loved the Lord more than anything or anyone I know. He 
was willing to lay down his life for the cross. That guy was brutal in his pursuit of God, a 
rugged soul winner. One thing that challenged me the most about him was his love for God. 
That passion was what made me decide to change my ways and follow that God. His life 
changed me." She walked towards Dele who was still glued to the same spot, his back facing 
her. Trying to calm the tension that had erupted, she stood in front of him and gave him a 
smile. Gazing at his eyes, she saw streams of tears well up. "That friend taught me the ways 
of the Spirit, how to hear God and gave me countless advice when I got confused. He saw 
who I am before I could see myself and he helped called it forth. He nurtured me till I could 
stand by myself. My life is what it is because of that friend." 

      Placing her hand on his shoulders, she said. "You are that friend! My life is what it is 
because of you Dele Williams." She had barely finished the statement when the stream 
broke free as tears ran down his face. He refused to acknowledge the waterfall whose 
fountain was his eyes and kept staring straight into her eyes. 

      "I know something happened between us and that's the root of whatever you have 
gotten yourself into. I got pregnant, aborted it and almost committed suicide too but I found 
out that despite what happened, God still loved me and all He wanted was for me to retrace 
my steps back to Him. I know you miss His presence. Dele, He said in His word that He won't 
reject anyone who comes to Him. I found my way back to Him, find your way back to Him."  

"Good bye!" Dele responded, lifting her hands off his shoulder as he walked towards 
the gate. 

      "Wait!" Janet called out to him. 
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      After a second thought, he stopped. Wondering what else she wants to say, he 
turned around to look at her only to see her in motion as she rushed into his arms, hugging 
him tightly as he managed to maintain his balance. 

      With tears in her eyes, she stuttered. "This may be the last time I will get to see you. 
Take care of yourself.” Still holding onto him in a warm embrace, she added. “Dele, promise 
me you will find your way back to Him." 

      "Janet..." Dele said.  

She withdrew herself from him and looked into his eyes, eagerly awaiting him to 
utter the promise. 

      "I... I... I uhm... Take care of yourself. Good bye!" he said and took off. 
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Awakened by the alarm, he jumped up, switching it off he wiped his forehead with 
the back of his hand. Putting his phone down, he saw her picture and stared at it. He had 
found a picture of her on his phone and used it as his screensaver. It's been weeks since he 
had heard from Cynthia and he hadn't been able to get her off his mind. The memory of the 
last time he saw her kept flashing through his mind several times and though he pretended 
he didn't care, his heart really yearned to meet Cynthia once again or to at least hear her 
voice just to be sure she is okay. Snippets of her last words flooded his mind. You are more 
than a friend to me. Did she really mean that? She never showed any sign of attraction or 
was he the one who didn't recognise the cues. He heard her laughter in his head. Dele, you 
are running out of your mind. Just push her out of your mind. 

      Then came another wave of her words. Dele, I fell in love with you since the day you 
rescued me from Rocky. Now, you are Rocky's puppet! They were both in their second year 
when he rescued her from Rocky and his gang. How could she have kept it to herself for two 
years till a few weeks to our convocation? He opened his wardrobe and brought out a 
uniform. He stared at it for a long while before dropping it neatly on his bed. He had always 
looked forward to his service year but now that it had begun, he wasn't really sure the 
experience met his expectations except for Loveth. 

      He had first met her struggling with loads of luggage during their orientation camp 
and decided to help ease her burden. It wasn’t out of care, it was just an excuse to hook up 
with a pretty lady. They had become acquaintances since then but there was this striking 
thing about her he hadn't been able to figure out. She wasn't like any other girl he had met 
before and it made him uneasy around him. 

      Dele had missed being a Devourer. Although he ran from his past but it seems his 
past was catching up with him. It's been a couple of days since he got laid and the flesh was 
crying for expression. There were ladies who offered themselves to him amongst the corp 
members but none was his fancy. He had his eyes on Loveth and fortunately they were both 
posted to the tech company. He was keen on satisfying this raging passion that burned 
within him but was unable to decide on how he will achieve it without coming upfront to 
Loveth. Seeing that she was conscious of bodily boundaries, snubbed uninvited hugs and 
frowned at the guys looking for game with her during their orientation. I need to find a route 
to her heart. 
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Loveth seem like a lady who love God. He had been sexually involved with other 
ladies who professed they loved God but Loveth looked like one who wouldn’t give in easily. 
I could as well lure her but how will I do that?  

He stepped into the office, walking through the row of desks, he exchanged 
pleasantries with faces glued to laptops intently and strolled over to Loveth's desk. 
Brimming with smile at her, he said. "Good morning Lovey! You are early today.” 

      "Good morning Dele! As if I'm not always early," she said, turning aside to look at 
him. 

      He soaked her fresh countenance in. The dark-brown eyes tucked in an oval-shaped 
fair face with a neatly set dentition stared at him. Her dark curly hairs laid on her shoulder, 
the top of her moderately chubby figure. He could have sworn she was a goddess in human 
camouflage. He glanced through her entirety and caught himself staring at her big bosom. 

      "What are you thinking about?" Loveth asked. 

      Adjusting his sight, he said. "Nothing. Uhm... I'm just beholding the wonders of God." 

      Chuckling, she questioned. "The wonders of God where?" 

      Stretching his hand at her, he winked. "Before me.” It wouldn’t be bad to ask her out 
right? Tapping her desk, he asked. “Uhm… what are you doing after work today?"  

      "Taking care of the wonders of God," she responded. 

      Laughing. "Do you mind if that's on me?" 

      "If what's on you?" She asked. 

      "Taking care of the wonders of God." 

      "Nah! I will pass. God can handle His wonders."  

      "C'mon! Just one dinner,” he groaned. “Maybe not one but at least this one time?" 

      "I'm not hungry. Thanks!" 

      Loveth was a foodie. How can she say she's not hungry when she loves food? "I have 
seen the food pictures you store in a whole folder on your phone. I have watched the orders 
you placed when the delivery guy comes in here. I know you like good food and I just want 
to take you out to a nice restaurant. Let's have fun and get to know each other. Even Jesus 
had fun nah." 

      "Where did Jesus had fun?"  

      "Lovey, you understand my point now," he said. 

      "I'm Loveth not Lovey." 

      "Alright. Loveth, will you have dinner with me?"  

      Loveth stared at him, wondering what spurned his sudden interest in asking her out. 
There's something about him she had been trying to comprehend. He was mysterious and 
was always conscious of his environment as if running from something or someone. She had 
noticed a scar on his left hand which looked like a hit from a cutlass or knife. I could as well 
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use this opportunity to find out who the guy beneath the veil is. "What time and where?" she 
asked. 

      "5 o'clock at La Ville Cuisines," he replied. 

      "Let's make it 6 o'clock. I have to rush home to freshen up before coming over." 

"Looking forward to it." 

      "Don't be late," she said, facing her laptop. 
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She hadn't been to a date in a while and she was nervous. Wait! It's not a date. I'm 
just having a dinner with a friend. Loveth stood at the entrance of the La Ville Cuisines, a 
classic restaurant famous for its steak frites. She checked her wristwatch and realised she 
was ten minutes early. She entered and glanced around, looking for an empty seat. Her eyes 
caught him smiling as he waved at her.  

      Dele was spellbound. She had worn a blood red short gown that accentuated her 
curves. The colour of the gown had highlighted fair complexion. What a masterpiece. He 
hadn't seen this much of her body before but all thanks to the gown, he was glad he could 
see a bit more of the body he will soon ravage.  

      "You are early," she said, giving him a hug. 

      The fragrance from her body smeared on him. He couldn't tell what cologne it was 
but it smelled expensive. For a moment, he wanted the hug to last longer till he felt a bulge 
between his legs. He withdrew and sat quickly trying to hide the bulge in his pants. The hug 
wasn't up to five seconds, why would you rise up that. 

      "What's going on? What are you thinking about?" she asked, noticing the furrow on 
his face. 

      "Oh! It's nothing. I'm just enraptured by your beauty!"  

      "Thank you!" a soft blush appearing on her face. "You don't look bad either," she 
said, complimenting his look in a tuxedo.  

      The waiter brought their order and they started to eat. 

      "You know I've had my eyes on you for a while."  

      "Oh really?" she asked, picking a fry from the plate of steak frites before her. "What 
were you looking for?" 

      "Haha... Don't let me go there yet." He had been thinking of a way to get to her and 
it seem the food is working. For the first time, she was relaxed and laughing at his jokes. I 
have to make a move or should I wait? "Let me help with that," he said to her. She had been 
struggling to slice free a piece of beef. With one strike, he cut it lose and raised the steak to 
her mouth. "Eat." 

      "No, thanks. I will use my hands." 

      "C’mon! It doesn't hurt. Just eat it," he said, reluctantly as she opened her mouth to 
take it in. She felt her heart soften, she was letting her guard down. Dele had been shooting 
so many shots for weeks now and she felt she should cut him some slack. She was seeing a 
side of him she wasn't used to; being treated nicely by guys without demanding for her 
body. Dele is different, he never mentioned anything about sex or made a move on her body 
so far despite being friends for a few months. 

      "Uhm... Are you in a relationship? he asked. 

      She felt a cold shiver run down her spine. Is he going to ask me to date him? 
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"What do you think?" she replied, trying to be calm. She had to admit to herself that 
she had a soft spot for him. She had been secretly admiring him for a while now and he 
didn't look promiscuous unlike other guys who just wanted to get into her pants. He had 
even been ignoring ladies just because of her. She wasn't sure what answer she would give 
if he popped the question. Please don’t ask me out. 

"Well, you don't seem like you are in one."  

      "I'm not in a relationship. What about you? How's your babe?" 

      Laughing. "I don't have a babe. I'm single too." 

      "Really? Who's the lady on your screen saver?" She had stumbled on the picture 
several times. She didn't want to speculate and had to strike since the opportunity came. 

      Dele was surprised. Why would she ask about Cynthia? Is she jealous? Threatened or 
insecure? Chuckling, he said. "She's a friend that disappeared. I used her picture so I can 
remind myself to look for her one day." 

 “Oh! She looks like someone I know.” She could feel the pain in his words. There's 
definitely more to this story. "Alright. Thank you for dinner. It's almost 8 o'clock, I have to 
get back home." 

 

 

 

   ******* 
 

 

 

Loveth gushed at his decision to escort her just so he was sure she got home safely. 
What a gentleman!  

"Thank you for accepting the invite, I look forward to more of it," Dele said as Loveth 
approached the entrance of her lodge. 

      "Thank you for not making me regret doing so." Standing at her door, she turned and 
bid him good night. 

      "Can I come in with you?" He said, trying his luck. 

      "No, it's late. You have to get home. Maybe some other time."  

      "Uhm... Loveth, I really admire your personality and I would want us to be more than 
friends. What do you say?" 

      Oh no! He finally asked. She felt a dynamite go off inside her. Don't freak out. Stay 
calm Loveth, stay calm. Her face forged a frown but she could feel her heart leaping for joy. 
A deep yearning within her betrayed her facade of an iron lady. Should I give him a chance? I 
definitely have to accept right? I mean I like him. Oh my! Did I just say that? 

      "Uhm... Can you give me some time to think about it please?" she said, feigning 
disinterest. 

      "Alright."  

      "We have a special meeting in my church tomorrow, can you come?" she asked. 
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      Dele froze. He hadn't been to a church since the night with Janet. He decided he had 
to do whatever it takes to get into her pants even if it meant... even if it meant going to a 
church with her. "Text me the address and time, I will be around."  
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Loveth sat on her bed gushing over the memory of the dinner. He was a real 
gentleman. Picking up her phone, she dialled a number. "Babe, you won't believe what 
happened today," Loveth spoke. 

      "C'mon, gist me now," a feminine voice responded with excitement. 

      "It's Dele oh."  

      "How was the dinner with him?" the feminine voice enquired. 

      "It was better than I expected and he seemed like a really nice guy." She had told her 
closest friend all about Dele since he started hitting on her. “You won’t believe what 
happened?” 

 “Try me.” 

 “He asked me out!” 

 “Really?” 

"Yes. Oh my God! He said he wants us to be more than friends." 

      "Hmmm... Is that so?"  

      "Yes now. Why are you not happy for me? Loveth sulked. 

      "I'm happy for you friend. I just want you to be careful like I have been telling you. 
The guy is too mysterious to be trusted just like that," the feminine voice cautioned. 

      "You and your suspicion. I like him and I can always find out more about him." 

      "Have you prayed about it yet?" 

      "Uhm... No... Not yet but I feel peace with it." 

      "Which is at peace; your flesh or your spirit?" 

      "Ahn ahn! What do you mean?" Loveth asked. She was starting to boil with anger. 
She had expected her to cheer her up instead, her friend was questioning her discernment. 
Is it because she's still single and I'm about to leave that corner?  

      "Friend, I want the best for you. I should be able to tell you the truth and prevent 
you from being misled. Take your time and don't rush with this guy." the voice reiterated. 

      She had a history of almost always being right about anything especially with issues 
like this. Loveth hoped her friend's perception would turn out wrong this time. "Alright love. 
I invited him to church tomorrow. I will watch. Thanks. You know I love you," Loveth said. 

      "Gerrout mehn." the voice responded, bursting into laughter. 

      "Good night. We will talk later," Loveth said, ending the call.  

I really have to get it right this time. I can't afford being hurt again by another guy.  
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The program had started before he got to the venue. He came late intentionally so 
he could sit at the back and only be present for half the duration of the meeting. Loveth had 
been calling to know his whereabouts. 

He sent a text message, notifying her of his presence outside the building. The 
exterior of the massive building was crafted and styled excellently. He spotted Loveth 
stepping out of the building, beautiful as usual. Jesus would just have to calm down because 
this lady is so getting laid.  

      Loveth approached him, frowning. "Dele, you are late. The Pastor just started 
ministering."  

      Feigning soberness, he said. "I'm sorry. I had to settle some things but ended up 
losing track of time." Touching her squeezed face gently, he said. "Give me a smile. I'm here 
now."  

      She faked a smile. "Let's go inside. I reserved a seat for you." 

      He followed, taking a quick look at her backside. I have to do all I have to do to get 
inside this cave. 

      Entering the church, he was flustered by the large crowd present in the building. 
They were about five hundred, a tithe of those who were present at the Chapel but it's 
almost a year since he stepped inside a church so everything looked new. He didn't seem to 
remember what service was like. The interior of the rectangular building was painted gold, 
with the altar elevated at the forefront. A couple of stars linked the altar to the front row of 
the seats for the congregation. Everything here ooze an aroma of excellence and for the first 
time in a long while, he got edgy.  

      Seeing him nervous, Loveth wondered if it was the crowd or beauty of the church 
that dazed him. "Let's go," she said, pulling him along as they slid into their seats just as the 
Pastor finished saying a prayer. 

      "You can be seated," the Pastor said with a huge smile revealing the white dentition 
behind his dark lips. Walking across the altar, he continued. "I was in my office praying 
before the service started when the Lord began to speak to me about today's service. I don't 
really have a topic yet but there's a burden on my heart. I trust the Spirit of God to reach 
those for whom He placed this burden on me. Let me just tell you straight up, if you are 
here today, it's not a coincidence. Your steps were ordered." 

      Dele rebuff the Pastor's words. He can't tell me I'm among those whose steps were 
ordered here, I came here myself. I might have been invited by Loveth but I still chose to 
come here. He crossed his arms and found himself listening intently to the sermon and he 
felt a wave of uneasiness hit him deep inside. A nausea aroused and he dragged himself 
outside the building. He rested his hands on his knees trying to catch his breath. 

      "What's going on with you?" 

      He turned swiftly, he hadn't expected her to follow him outside. "I just feel a little bit 
dizzy and needed some air." 
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      With a look of concern on her face, she moved closed to him. "Are you fasting? Do 
you need something to eat?" 

      "Nah! I'm okay," he said, pulling her hand off his neck. She was checking his body 
temperature with the back of her palm. "I'm not sick." 

      "Are you sure?" she asked, trying to ascertain his actual condition. 

      He felt his emotions shift within him. Here before him was a lady he's trying to sleep 
with and her pure, innocent heart is sincerely caring for him. What if she found out who the 
real me is? "Yes." He hadn't finished speaking before she zoomed off into a corner. He 
wondered where she went. He saw her a few minutes later with a nylon bag in one hand 
and a chair in the other. 

      Putting the chair down, she said. "Sit down."  

      Trying to be polite, he rejected the chair but she forcefully pushed him onto the 
chair. Unwrapping the nylon bag, she brought out a fruit juice and a meat pie. "Take and eat 
this." 

      Her kindness struck a chord in him and he was lost in thoughts staring at her. For a 
moment, he felt absolute love and care. One he had only seen in the eyes of Cynthia but this 
wasn’t up to that he had seen in Cynthia. He heard Cynthia’s voice echoed once again in his 
head. You are more than a friend to me. 

      "Dele! What are you thinking of? Eat and let's go back inside." 

      "Thank you!" He could still hear the voice of the Pastor as he munched on the snack. 
There was something about the way he spoke that made him uneasy. There was something 
about the atmosphere inside that building. There was something trying to creep into his 
heart to tear it apart and he was not ready to allow it. Finishing the snack, he stood up with 
a renewed drive. He was going to listen to the sermon and resist everything trying to 
penetrate his heart. "Thank you. Let's go inside," he told Loveth. 

      She led him to their seat as few persons turned around to look at them. Sitting 
down, she leaned on his shoulders and whispered. "You can come over to my place after 
service so I can prepare something for you to eat and take home. You look pale. The service 
will soon be over." 

      He felt his body leap. Finally, a chance just created itself. He smiled mischievously. "I 
can't wait. Thank you!" He continued listening to the Pastor. He felt another part of him 
suddenly came alive, a part that came against his desires. 

      "You are never too deep in sin for God to rescue," the Pastor declared. "God desires 
that you come back to Him after a fall. He doesn't want you to wallow in self-pity and guilt."  

He felt the uneasiness came over him again. He wanted to get out of the building but 
another part of him wanted him to stay. Now arising within him, a conflict of voices or was it 
his thoughts? 

      "For how long will you forsake the grace of God? How long will you continue in sin 
when the grace that brings salvation has appeared to all men? How long will you stay away 
from Him when He is ready to take you back?" the Pastor continued.  

He wasn't ready to repent at this moment. Not when he just got a chance to be 
alone with Loveth at her house. 

"I'm not angry with you. Come back to Me," he heard a still small voice say to him. 
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      "You think He will forgive you with all you have done? Just continue in it," another 
voice, dark and ominous, countered. 

      "Thank you for coming out. Jesus is ready to save you," the Pastor said to the 
persons who walked to the altar in response to the altar call he had made. 

      "Join them, I will cleanse and rebuild you," he heard the once familiar still small voice 
say again.  

      "You think you can be rebuilt? What about all the innocent ladies you devoured? 
This is who you are. Live it," the dark ominous voice whispered. 

      Dele remained glued to his seat and shut himself from the warring voices within him. 
He watched the Pastor lead the people at the altar to Christ and felt relieved when the 
Pastor left the altar for his seat. Taking a quick glance at Loveth, he smiled at her as their 
eyes crossed. 

      "You are here, your name is Dele and today is your first day attending this church. 
Please ensure you see me immediately after this service. I have a word for you."  

      He turned swiftly at the altar only to see the Pastor with the microphone. He had 
been familiar with words of knowledge. He stared at Loveth, expecting an explanation but 
got none so he decided to ask. "Did you tell him about me?" 
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Here he was standing at the door to the Pastor's office, heart pounding. Loveth had 
denied informing the Pastor about him. The service had ended shortly after the Pastor made 
the shocking announcement of his presence. He took another glance at Loveth who sat on a 
couch relaxed, playing with her smartphone. He had wanted to go home immediately the 
service ended but she would have none of it. She dragged him to the Pastor's office and 
promised to wait patiently for him to be done with the Pastor before taking him her place. 
Summoning every ounce of courage in him, he pushed the door open. "Good afternoon sir!"  

Lifting his head from a book he was reading, the Pastor analysed him, closed his book 
then pointed him to a seat directly opposite him. "Good afternoon sir. Come have your sit." 
The Pastor motioned to the seat again.  

The Pastor was much younger than he had imagined. He was mildly built bodily. From 
his posture, he was tall and he looked like he was in his late forties. He felt uncomfortable as 
he sat, watching the wide grin on the Pastor's face. 

"How may I help you?" the Pastor questioned. 

With quivering lips, he uttered. "I am the Dele you spoke about after ending your 
sermon sir. You asked me to meet you after the service ends." 

"Oh! You are Dele!" The Pastor's face brightened as he stretched his hand over the 
rectangular desk between them. "I am Pastor Paul Israel. It's nice to meet you." 

"Thank you sir," he responded, retreating his hand. The Pastors palm was unusually 
rough. "Why do you want to see me sir?" 

Resting his back on the chair with fingers intertwined at shoulder level, a look of worry 
suddenly appeared on his face as he asked. "What are you struggling with Mr Dele?" 

He felt the uneasiness resume and swore Pastor Paul was the cause. Why would he 
think I was struggling with something? Why would he think I was going to talk at all? Even if 
I was struggling with something, why would he think he can help me out? "I don't 
understand what you are talking about sir," he lied.  

The Pastor stared at him intently. "Mr Dele, I'm not sure why God mentioned your 
name to me but if he did, I know there's a reason for it and I'd like you to be free in talking 
to me." 

He sank into his chair at this statement. The same God he had been running from had 
come looking for him. Lifting his head up, he tried to discern if he could trust Pastor Paul. His 
appearance portrayed him as a nice man and he spoke gently but beyond the physical, what 
was he made of? The truth was he had been struggling with thoughts of repentance. He just 
hadn't concluded on when and to whom will he talk to. Taking a deep breath, he stuttered. 
"I'm struggling with forgiveness." 

Pastor Paul leaned on his desk with rapt attention, waiting for him to continue 
speaking. 
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Avoiding eye contact with him, he continued. "I used to love God. I served Him, 
preached Him and taught people about Him. I fell and everything shattered. My life became 
a mess." 

"What happened?"  

His voice quivered. "I... I had sex. It wasn't intentional, it just happened and we were 
done before I realised what was up." 

"I'm listening," Pastor Paul said. 

"I never thought I could fall for such. Never saw it coming. I haven't been able to 
forgive myself since then. I went on into pornography then masturbation and eventually 
joined a cult that I once oppressed. The only reason I can still walk freely in Oyo state is 
because my cult has no branch here and I changed my phone number so they won't be able 
to reach me. I know they will be looking for me now.” His voice broke. “I'm tired of it, all of 
it. I wish it never happened," he sobbed. 

Pastor Paul sighed, allowing him to get sober. "Dele, no matter how deep in sin you 
have gone, Jesus is still willing to receive you back and it doesn't stop Him from loving you." 

"Why will He still love and want me after all I did? I can't count the number of females 
I..." Closing his eyes, he thought of a more polite word to use. "...explored. I mean I shot a 
human being. He didn't die but he almost did. I almost took his life. What kind of God still 
loves one after all that?" he groaned. "I don't understand it." 

"You don't need to understand it, you just need to accept it. For as long as you struggle 
with believing He will forgive you despite all you have done and trying to justify yourself 
through your own works of righteousness, you will end up frustrated."  

"What you do or don't do doesn't affect His love for you." He flipped open his Bible to 
Romans chapter five verse eight. "It was clearly stated here that while we were still sinners, 
Jesus loved us and died for us." He pushed the Bible to him and struck his index finger on 
another part of the page. "Verse 9 says we have been justified by His blood and are freed 
from wrath through Jesus. Stop carrying your guilt and sins when He already made 
provisions for it on the cross." He walked towards Dele and sat in front of him, compassion 
filling his heart as he watched him cry. He placed his right hand on his shoulder and said. 
"Let the past remain in the past. Confess your sins, accept His forgiveness, repent of your 
ways, forgive yourself and embrace the newness of life He has for you." 

"Is that really all it takes?" Dele enquired, his heart finally broken. 

"Yes. God's grace doesn't permit us to sin at will but when we do, He is ever ready to 
accept us back. Jesus is more interested in you coming back to Him after a fall than watching 
you run from Him." Pastor Paul withdrew his hand from his shoulder and took a closer look 
at him. With arms folded and brows raised, he asked. "What exactly are you afraid of?" 

Heart pounding, he rubbed his sweaty palms on his thigh. "I had a close relationship 
with God before..." Swallowing his saliva, he continued. "...I'm scared I may never become 
that person again. My dreams and all I wanted to accomplish with and for God, I'm scared I 
will never be able to. I will never become an honourable vessel in His hands again.” 

"Dele, a fall can slow you down and draw you back but it doesn't make you useless. You 
are going to be pruned and you should learn from the mistake but don't let it keep you 
stagnant. The truth is, things have been lost due to this but there's provision for restoration 
in Christ. You see Apostle Peter denied Jesus thrice, he realised what he had done and 
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repented. That same man went on to do great exploits for God after that fall. God is not a 
respecter of persons, if He could forgive and still walk with Apostle Peter, He can definitely 
do the same with you. " 

A glimpse of hope flooded his heart. This was the answer he had been looking for. His 
work for God can continue but most importantly, he could resume his walk with God. "How 
do I get back sir?" Dele asked. 

"Confess your sins, accept His forgiveness, forsake your old ways and embrace Jesus 
and His ways," Pastor Paul said. 

He bent his head with eyes closed as he confessed his misdeeds. Droplets of tears ran 
down his face and fell to the floor as he muttered words of repentance. The more he spoke, 
the lighter he felt. It was like a weight was being pulled out of him. Suddenly, he felt peace 
mixed with joy flooding his heart. The weight had left and was now replaced with a mixture 
of peace and joy deep within his soul. He lifted his heads, his face was soaked with tears. 

Pastor Paul went on to help him re-activate the gift of tongues and he was so 
engrossed in speaking he had to be stopped by Pastor Paul. 

Cleaning his face with a handkerchief, he watched as Pastor Paul walked towards a 
wooden structure fixed on the wall with books neatly arranged in it. He spotted a tattoo on 
Pastor Paul's right arm, it was slightly exposed as he stretched his hand to pick a book at the 
top section. What's a tattoo doing on his hand? 

Standing before him, Pastor Paul handed him the book he had picked. "This is for you." 

Perplexed, he stared at the book in his hands. On it was imprinted golden letters; 
B.I.B.L.E. "For me?" he questioned. 

"Yes! Take it," Pastor Paul said. 

Looking at the book and the Pastor's face intermittently, he slowly reached out with his 
hand to take it. It was heavy, neat and looked old at the same time. 

"That was the first Bible I bought after I gave my life to Jesus ten years ago.” He raised 
his sleeve to reveal his tattoo and stretched his hand towards Dele. “I was once a cultist too. 
That book in your hand and the Spirit of God produced who you are looking at today. I 
planned to give it to my first child," Pastor Paul explained. 

Dele pressed further. "If it's for your first child, why are you giving it to me sir?" 

"The Lord will have me give it to you. It will teach you about the Way." 

Bemused, he asked "Which way?"  

"Jesus. I have a feeling we will still meet after this. And you might get to hear my story 
later on," Pastor Paul said, smiling. 

"Thank you sir."  

He scribbled on a piece of paper and handed it to him. "You can call me anytime and 
my office is always opened." 

"Alright sir."  

"It's been a pleasure meeting you," Pastor Paul said, standing up to hug him. 

"Good bye sir! Thank you sir."  
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"So this is my house," Loveth said, closing the door, they entered in. 

"It's nice," Dele commented, as he took his sit on a sofa. 

Loveth had managed to secure a room and parlour apartment after leaving the Corpers 
lodge she was staying due to her desire for privacy and hatred for noise. 

"Let me prepare rice for you. I have some vegetable soup I cooked this morning so I'll 
just warm it." 

They had barely engaged in a conversation on their way to her house. Loveth kept 
wondering what went on while he was in the Pastor's office that altered his composure. She 
had noticed his sober countenance and the Bible in his hand, and tried asking about it but 
he quickly changed the topic while holding onto the Bible firmly. 

He sat straight on the sofa, picked the Bible from his side and stared at it again. The last 
time he read a Bible was the day he had sex with Janet. Waves of accusations and guilt had 
flooded his mind. He had allowed the waves to carry him and it took him from the one he 
once loved to living for the one he once hated. Now he is back where it all started and he 
wonders where to start from. Pastor Paul had said the Bible will teach him about the Way. 
Flipping through the pages, he saw a lot of markings, colours each highlighting a place that 
came alive to Pastor Paul, he assumed. 

"What's up?" Loveth said, appearing in a Jersey and shorts. 

"Nothing much!" he replied, still flipping through the pages of the Bible. 

"What did the Pastor discussed you?" she asked, hoping he would talk since they were 
alone now. 

He was unsure what her reaction will be if he told her everything. Will she freak out? 
Maybe chase me out? Unable to conclude, he said. "Just some things."  

"What's with the Bible? You have been checking it frequently since you came out of the 
office." 

"Pastor Paul gave it to me as a gift." he said, taking a look at her. She was seated beside 
him on the sofa and had wiped off her make up. There wasn't much difference, her face still 
retained its beauty despite the absence of make-up.  

"Can I check it out?" she asked, moving closer to him with her hand reaching for the 
book. "It's a nice one. It's neat but looked old and he has highlighted quite a lot of pages." 
she said, after flipping swiftly through the entire book before handing it back to him. "Why 
did he give you his Bible?"  

"Loveth, it's a long story. I'm not sure you want to hear it," Dele said, hoping she would 
stop the series of questions. 

"Well, we are not doing anything currently and the food is not ready so you can get 
started with the story," she responded. “I love long stories.” 

He kept quiet, thinking of what to do. I’d just tell her and see what her reaction will be 
like. It took him a while to decide how and where he should start from. He finally decided to 
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start from the night with Janet and went on to tell her everything that had happened after 
that while skipping some details. "So Pastor Paul gave me the Bible so I can learn the ways 
of Christ and get back to my feet."  

Loveth had been silent as he narrated his story. She remembered the voice of her best 
friend when she told her about the dinner with Dele and how she had warned her to be 
careful. She was right again. She hadn’t expected him to have such a history. She sat in 
silence, brooding on what he had said, not knowing what to say. 

"You said you wanted to hear, I have spoken and now you are quiet," Dele said. 

She was alerted by the smell of burnt rice filling the atmosphere and dashed off to 
check it. She relaxed, realising it was just starting to get burnt and a large portion was 
unburnt. She took a moment to catch her breath. The thoughts of Dele's story filled her 
mind. Dele, a cultist? The Devourer? She came back with a medium-sized brown food flask 
and dropped it before him. "I served your food here. You can bring the flask along with you 
tomorrow on your way to the office."  

"Thanks. I’d do just that." 

"The lady you talked about who wanted to help you escape, is she the one on your 
phone's screensaver?" 

"Yes. She's the one. Why do you ask?" 

"She looks like my best friend. She's currently serving too but will be travelling here to 
spend the weekend with me next week." 

"Oh! Really?" 

"Yeah. I’d like to introduce you to her. Are you okay with that?" 

"It doesn’t hurt to meet your best friend so I’m okay with it." He adjusted his posture 
and faced her. "You know I haven't told you the truth about why my pursuit of you." 

"What's the reason?" 

Laughing at his own folly, he said. "I was hoping I would get a chance to have sex with 
you." The smile suddenly disappeared from his face with a stern look replacing it. "But you 
were my route back to Christ. If I hadn't met you, I don't know what would have happened 
to me. Thank you for not being cheap. Thank you for not breaking your standards despite 
my pressures. You don’t have to worry about being my girlfriend, I cancel that request." 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



THE ADVENTURES OF DELE 

Page | 49  

 

20 
 

 

 

Loveth had been in the kitchen cooking. Her best friend was around and Dele was 
coming over. 

She had told her best friend about Dele’s redemption story and she was eager to meet 
him. While on the call, she had mentioned a friend who had a similar situation before her 
convocation. Loveth had asked her to mention his name which she said was Dele Williams. 
Loveth had been shocked they were talking about the same person but decided to be silent 
about it since Dele and her best friend were going to meet during the weekend. 

Now she was at her place and Dele already called that he was coming over. 

"Babe, the aroma from what you are cooking won't let me rest. Isn't the food ready 
yet?" Cynthia Richard asked, sneaking up on her. 

"It's almost ready," Loveth responded to her best friend.  

"Or you are making it extra delicious because of your crush that's coming?" she joked. 

"You ehn... I have told you before, he is no longer my crush. I was going against the 
Lord's will hoping I might end up dating him but while thinking during the week, I realised I 
didn't discern the role God placed me in his life to play.” 

“And what role is that?” 

“To be a friend. And I can't make a fiancée out of a person God gave to me as a friend," 
Loveth explained. 

"Hmmm... Mama the Mama! I hail oh." 

"Stop whining me." 

Switching off the electric cooker, she walked to sitting room and sat. "Who has been 
taking care of you? You are glowing," Loveth asked. 

"It's the Lord Jesus oh. He rubbed His glory on me and made a glow out of my skin," 
Cynthia taunted. 

Pulling her into the sofa. "C’mon, you understand what I'm asking."  

"Well, I'm still single as I have told you severally and I don't plan on dating any time 
soon."  

"Hmmm... Are you saying you haven't met a guy you like even among your fellow 
corpers?" 

"The only guy I really felt something for was Dele. The one I told you had a similar 
situation with your friend while I was still in school. It’s awkward they both have the same 
name and similar history."  

"Yeah! It’s truly awkward. You guys haven't been in touch since then?" Loveth asked. 

"Well, I got angry one day and changed my number. I instructed a friend to tell him not 
to call me again." 

"Wawu!" 
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"After I got posted, I tried calling his number for weeks but it wasn't going through. I'm 
not sure if he changed his number too. Since then, I haven't been able to talk to him."  

"You will be fine. I believe you will still get to see him one day," Loveth said, trying to 
maintain her suspense. 

"Thank you dearie." 

"Who’s there?" Loveth asked, responding to a knock on her door. 

"It seems your friend is here," Cynthia suggested, quickly adjusting her outfit. 

Peeping through the hole in the door, Loveth replied. "He's the one." 

"Come inside," Loveth said, opening the door for Dele to enter. 

Stepping into the house, he turned to Loveth not noticing the feminine figure seated on 
the sofa. 

Shocked by the sight before her, she stood up. He was obviously ignorant of a third 
person in the room as he talked with Loveth. 

"Dele?" Cynthia Richard muttered. 

Taken aback by the voice, his mouth went wide as he confirmed who had called his 
name. 

Loveth grinned in silence as she watch the drama before her unfold.  

"Cynthia?" Dele stammered. 

She ran into his arms losing all sense of feminine composure as she tightened her 
embrace. Streams of tears dripped from her eyes. 

Loveth sat on a plastic chair allowing them own the moment. She watched as they held 
each other tightly and wondered the kind of bond that had existed between them. 

"You knew about this?" Cynthia asked, facing Loveth. 

Smiling mischievously, Loveth said. "Yes. I wanted to surprise you. I'm glad it worked." 

Cynthia turned back to Dele. The spark in his eyes that had set her heart ablaze was still 
there. "I have missed you so much. She told me about you. We have a lot to catch up on," 
Cynthia said, leading him to the sofa. 
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It was a Tuesday evening, a day known for counselling at the Dominion Christian 
Centre. Pastor Paul Israel had founded the church five years after he was saved and 
pastored it for a decade. His church was one of the biggest church in the city of Ibadan and 
was nationally relevant with branches in Lagos, Enugu, Abuja, Uyo and Kaduna.   

Dele sat patiently outside the office of the Pastor, waiting for his turn amongst the 
crowd of people who had fixed an appointment for a counselling session with Pastor Paul 
Israel. He had rounded up his service year a week ago and wanted to inform Pastor Paul 
who had become his spiritual father. It was two months since the day Pastor Paul called him 
out in the congregation; a day he would never forget. He had improved speedily as a result 
of the pruning process Pastor Paul put him through. One thing he was grateful for was the 
restoration of his fellowship with the Holy Spirit.  

He watched a young lady come out of the office, her eyes reddened as she patted 
them with a handkerchief. A young man had followed her out of the office and embraced 
her as they both walked past him. What’s wrong with them? He imagined they were young 
couples and God alone knows what they were struggling with.  

“You are up next ma.”  

The Pastor’s secretary said to the old woman beside her who had a teenage boy with 
her. The look on his face revealed he wasn’t exactly happy to be here. He watched the 
mother pulled him along with her into the office. He wondered if the child would learn early 
or waste time like he did. Remembering how he had failed to yield to the many cautions he 
got especially the one from Kunle about setting boundaries with Janet even though she was 
a close friend, he wondered if all humans were victims of predicaments because they failed 
to respond to subtle warnings.   

Cynthia had told him Janet got pregnant for him and aborted the baby. He almost fell 
from his seat when she finished the statement. He had wondered how she got pregnant 
since they only had sex once. What does that make him? A father or a pre-father? He had 
struggled to let go of the memory until he had visited Pastor Paul. He remembered he had 
left the office patting his reddened eyes just like the young lady who did a few minutes ago.  

“You are up next sir.”  

He heard the secretary say and it took him a moment to realise the woman and the 
boy were done already. So fast? The boy who had been grumpy came out cheerful and the 
pleasing smile on the woman’s face revealed their issue, whatever it was, had been settled.  

“Good afternoon sir.”  

“Hey Dele. I didn’t know you were coming around.”  

“I forgot to tell you sir. I got this for you sir,” he said, handing over a bag.  

“Ooooh! Nice shoe you got here. Thank you.”  
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“You are welcome sir. I finished my service year last week and I thought I should 
appreciate you with that little token for the tremendous impact God has brought to my life 
through you.”  

“Oh! Glory to God. Congratulations! That means you will soon be leaving Ibadan?”  

“I haven’t decided yet. The tech company I worked with needs a software developer 
and they want to retain me. I also got an offer from a start-up company in Abuja. The pay 
for Abuja is good and I want to go but I just feel like I’m missing something.”  

“Hmmm… Which will the Lord have you go for?”  

Dele paused. “None sir.”  

“And you are not okay with that instruction?”  

“It’s not that sir,” Dele said, scratching his head. “I just feel it’s appropriate for me to 
get something doing since I’m done with service so I can meet my needs and that of my 
parents. I’m not sure I may get this kind of offer again sir.”  

“If the Lord told you not to get any job, what did He told you to do?”  

“Focus on my relationship with Him, destiny and prepare for marriage.”  

“Then do just that. He won’t instruct you to do something that’s not in your interest. 
Dele, learn to trust Him and lean not on your understanding.”  

Facing the floor as he played with his hands, Dele said. “Okay sir. Thank you sir.”  

“How’s your relationship with Cynthia?” He had entered a relationship with Cynthia 
some weeks after they were reunited. It felt like heaven on earth. “It’s fine sir. Going 
smoothly,” he blushed.  

“When do you plan on getting married since the Lord is speaking about it already?”  

“I’m looking at next year sir. But I plan to propose to her in some months’ time. I’d 
have to travel to Lagos for that.”  

“Alright then.”  

“There’s just one thing I’m bothered about sir. She never mentioned anything about 
marriage and whenever I bring it up, she changes the topic.”  

“Hmmm… Don’t push it. Get things right before proposing.”  

“Alright. Thank you sir!” 
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A Call to Salvation/Restoration 
 

If you would like to receive Jesus Christ into your heart, kindly say this prayer: 
Lord Jesus, I confess my sins before you, forgive me. I believe you died, was buried 

and resurrected to take my sins away. I receive your life. Thank you for saving me. Amen! 

 

 

If you would like to renew your commitment to living holy and/or sexual purity, 
kindly say this prayer: 

 Lord Jesus, I repent of all my unholy deeds. I apologise for defiling your body. I renew 
my commitment to holy living and sexual purity. Thank you for your grace on me to live 
holy. Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


