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The 3 Chairmen 

By 

Dr Wilson Orhiunu (Babawilly) 

Chapter 1   

'I remember  
When I won the contract (Repeat 4x)  
Yippee ya ya  
Yippee yippee ya ya (Repeat 3x)  
I remember  
When I won the contract' 

Sir Skido sang to himself as his driver manoeuvred his jumbo sized Mercedes Benz through the Lagos 
rush hour traffic.  

The driver percussed the horn like a deaf one-handed drummer who had smoked tons of Igbo to the 
point where he was as high as the tallest palm tree in his village.  

Many other drivers played with their horns; a favourite national past time. The unmarked roads 
were chaotic. The junctions had neither 'yellow fever' nor traffic lights. It was everyone for himself.  

Sir Skido was unperturbed by the noise. His mind was miles away. The car's interior had such a 
relaxing effect on him. 'This car', he told his friends 'was like being in ones mother's womb'. It was 
that comfortable.  

A young boy knocked on the window and smiles.  

He displays a set of teeth which would embarrass the countries many dentists. Sir Skido hit the 
switch and the electric windows descended slowly.  

'Chai, money good o!' he thought to himself.  

'Ehen?' said Sir Skido.  

'Spring water. Fresh spring water' the boy said displaying his bottles on a tray.  

'How I know say no be tap water?' asked Sir Skido.  

ϥ¢ǊǳŜ ǘƻ DƻŘ ƻƎŀΦ bŀ ǎǇǊƛƴƎ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ LŦ L ŘŜȅ ƭƛŜΣ ƳŀƪŜΧŜƳΧƳŀƪŜΧ Ψ 

'No swear for yourself because of water jo' said Sir Skido.  

He brought our some notes from his glorious Agbada and thrust them on the little boys tray. He then 
picked six plastic bottles of water and awaited his change.  

The traffic began to move.  

'Oga make I go?' the driver asked.  
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'No' replied Sir Skido.  

The horning from behind intensified.  

The driver of the taxi behind drove up close with his hand fixed permanently on his screeching horn.  

'Oppressor! Move now!' he shouted.  

Sir Skido was not perturbed.  

'Small boy, why are you not in school?' he asked.  

'Oga teacher no dey. Them never salary them for two months ends now'. The boy said handing over 
the change.  

As they drove off Sir Skido looked back at the boy.  

'Sunday, so this boy is a leader of tomorrow eh?'  

'Oga with no education and so much street sense I think he is on the right track to where we are 
headed o!' replied Sunday.  

A large crowd had gathered outside the giant prison gates brandishing placards of contrasting 
craftsmanship. As they drove past, one  caught Sir Skido's eye. It read- 'THE DEATH PENALTY IS 
INHUMANE'.  

'Na you sabi ' muttered Sir Skido to himself.  

Walking through the long prison corridor that lead to the death chamber frightened Sir Skido. The 
whole atmosphere made his blood run cold.  

The death chamber was bustling with activity. Three men sat on the electric chairs spaced out on top 
of the low stage that had been erected the day before. Two of the condemned men looked 
extremely sombre while the man who sat in the middle, a psychopath who went by the name of 
Killiwe was tucking into his last meal; roast turkey suya.  

An adjoining room had been converted to a public sitting area and the intervening wall had been 
knocked down and replaced with a large glass partition. The crowd of just over a hundred people sat 
quietly in anticipation.  

A woman was feeding her baby amongst the crowd.  

'Lagos people just love to watch criminals die sha' thought Sir Skido as he took his seat.  

There were microphones, lights, TV cameras and miles of cables everywhere. The stage microphones 
amplified the noisy chewing and cracking of turkey bones.  

The woman with the baby, Mama Bomboy stooped forward with the tiny child balanced between 
her shoulder blades and undid her African print wrapper revealing a bright green slip.  

Naturally all eyes were on her. With one swift movement of both hands she had the baby tied tight 
on her back.  
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After working at a knot above her breasts she sat down packed away the feeding bottles and began 
to shout looking at no one in particular.  

'See how e dey eat turkey leg. Eat well o! But make you know say you go die today'. Killiwee heard 
her clearly and laughed.  

'Mama Bomboy wetin now? I never die yet. Leave me make I enjoy my last meal jare'.  

'Stupid armed robber. Na im kill my brother. You go die today!' shouted Mama Bomboy before 
letting out a protracted hiss.  

Sir Skido smiled. This is just the beginning he thought. To himself. 

It all started six months ago. The Prison Governor General other wise known as the PGG who 
incidentally was an old class mate of Sir Skido had decided in his wisdom that death by hanging was 
archaic and that to move with the times the electric chair had to be introduced into the country.  

The 'Chair' had an aura about it, which he figured would strike fear into the hearts of potential 
criminals and thereby help to stem the epidemic state of brutal crimes that had now become 
commonplace in the country at large and in Lagos in particular.  

The crimes ranged from ritual killings and armed robberies to assassinations and kidnapping for large 
ransoms. Support from top governmental officials was phenomenal and in no time a large sum of 
money was available for the project.  

It was at this point the telephone call came. Sir Skido won the contract without tendering. So far, he 
had supplied ninety electric chairs to various states in the country and the best was yet to come. 
Today however was the first time these chairs were being used and the future of his new trade 
depended heavily on what happened today.  

Sir Skido had intentionally turned up late. The idea of an opening ceremony for a death chamber 
didn't seem right to him.  

Neither was this whole business of public execution, but saying that 'business is business' was his 
motto. He knew quite well that if war should break out in the country he could easily live with selling 
ammunition to both sides.  

The reporter from K-TV moved into position a few feet in front of Killiwee and live transmission 
commenced.  

'Good Evening and welcome to this historical programme live from the heart of the maximum-
security prison. This is Ben Benito Junior in the newly opened death chamber.  

For those who didn't know what this was all about, for the first time ever we shall see the electric 
chair at work. I believe it's the first time in Africa. We are indeed leaders of this great continent'. The 
K-TV's producer lifted a card, which read 'APPLAUSE' and the stern faced crowd clapped.  

'Trust us to bring you live and exclusive action as it happens. You know the name K-TV. See you all 
after the break'. The reporter then asked for his nose to be powered while the advertisements ran.  

A pretty student on work experience rushed to him. Her incompetence  as a make up artist was 
obvious from the amount of white powder she had heaped on the faces of the three 'chairmen'. Ben 
Benito Junior smiled as tons of powder was heaped on his magnificent Delta shaped nose.  
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'Abeg start execution make we go home. Which one be all this exclusive eh?' Mama Bomboy said 
loudly. The producer came up to the glass partition to gesticulate to Mama Bomboy to keep silent.  

Back on the air, Ben Benito Junior flashed his teeth and resumed his monologue.  

'²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻƴŜΣ ƴƻǘ ǘǿƻ ōǳǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŎǊƛƳƛƴŀƭǎΧϥ  

'Condemned men' shouted Emeka from somewhere in the audience.  

'Sorry condemned men. Yes three executions on live TV. But before they are executed we shall be 
hearing from them.  

Emeka and his friends began to speak in Igbo. They complained of the injustice of the jury that found 
Oga Landlord guilty of murder.  

'This is a man who if a mosquito is sucking his blood he will politely ask it to leave rather than kill it. 
Now they say he has committed murder' said Emeka reverting back to English.  

The noise threw Ben Benito Junior off track and he looked to the producer for help. The producer 
went on his hands and knees to beg the Igbo contingent to shut up.  

They obliged but shook their heads as if in a daze. Emeka took Oga Landlord as a father. For when he 
needed to open his electrical goods shop at the Alaba International market in Lagos and had run out 
of funds, Oga Landlord gave him a shop space without receiving any monetary advance for rent, 
despite the fact that a three year rent advance payment was the norm. In addition, from time to 
time he had helped Emeka out with 'payable when able' loans.  

Many traders had good reports of Oga Landlord 's kind-heartedness and had campaigned incessantly 
against this death penalty to no avail.  

Ben Benito Junior , 'Bibi J' as he was otherwise called walked past Killiwee and stood next to Oga 
Landlord whose grey hairs seemed to have doubled during the last few months.  

'I am innocent!' he cried into Bibi J's K-TV microphone before a question could be poised.  

'Innocent my foot!' screamed Mama Bomboy. The Igbo contingent scowled  in her direction and she 
froze.  

'With all due respect sir, if you are innocent why are you strapped to this electric chair?' asked Bibi J. 
The old man shook his head remorsefully.  

'Benito you were at the trial yet you ask these questions. Were you asleep?' asked Oga Landlord.  

'No sir, I ask for the benefit of the viewers at home. Please explain'. The microphone was back under 
Oga Landlord's chin. His body heaved as a wave of grief took control of him.  

'The victim was Yoruba as were the judge and jury. What chance did I have?'  

'What part of the country do you hail from sir?' asked Bibi J.  

'I am John Duvie otherwise known as Oga Landlord form Delta State' he paused to look at the ceiling. 
Many eyes went up in the direction of his gaze. There was nothing to be seen.  
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'Na that my tenant Fatayi put me for trouble. To cut a long story short that guy smokes drugs, but 
that one na different matter. You see, one day at about 2 AM, I couldn't sleep so I decided to watch 
a late night movie on a satellite television channel. Much to my surprise half way through the movie 
it switched to a football match.  

I grabbed the remote control and switched back to the film but it flipped back to the football. On 
closer inspection I noticed a strange cable going from my decoder all the way through the wall. It 
was a cable I didn't know anything about. I then went outside and traced this cable till it led me to 
Fatayi's flat'.  

A murmur swept through the seated crowd. Although many knew the story well by heart, the tale 
had become like a favourite soup that tasted new each time it was eaten. 

'People, I went into Fatayi's parlour to find the man watching football. I don't know when he did it 
but he had tapped into my decoder. He even had a decoder and a remote control. That was when 
the big quarrel started and everyone woke up'.  

'Er Oga Landlord did you threaten him?' asked Ben Benito Junior.  

'I didn't mean it. I said I would kill him. It was vex talk. Do you know he was owing me one-year 
ǊŜƴǘΚΩ  

'Is that why you killed him er? Who will train his children now? Murderer!' screamed Mama Bomboy.  

Oga Landlord continued. 'I was annoyed because he told me to 'gerrout of his house'. Me. Which day 
dem born am? Insult!'  

'Oga Landlord I have followed this case closely. Was the murder weapon not found in your room?' 
asked Ben Bentio Junior cautiously.  

'So if I kill person I go leave the knife next to my window? Am I that stupid?'  

'So what are you inferring?' asked Bibi J.  

'Na person put that knife there' said Oga Landlord.  

Many of the Igbo contingents nodded their heads in agreement. Oga Landlord lowered his head 
slowly and began to cry. 'Ha, they would not even release my corpse to my family. They say my body 
will become property of the state. Last night in my cell an inmate told me I have been earmarked for 
the anatomy dissection tables of the local medical school. Me. Oh, life!'  

Seeing the conversation could not continue Bibi J moved to the next chair where a smiling Killiwee 
awaited his interview.  

'What do you think of this whole affair?' asked Bibi J.  

'Benito, there is absolutely nothing to think about. Ol' boy you get toothpick there?' was Kelliwee's 
reply as he struggled to free a strand of tough turkey trapped between his teeth.  

Ben Benito Junior whispered a word of caution into his ear. It was a brief reminder that he (Killiwee) 
was being paid the most for this live coverage and that if he didn't start 'performing' his prospective 
widow will not see the 'balance'.  
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Killiwee appeared invigorated. 'Ah, I don't care much for all this show. We all must die one day. That 
includes everyone in this room, young and old. Has any of you ever seen an armed robber throw a 
retirement banquet at Sixty-five years of age? Oti O! Never. We die young in this business and I am 
ready!' said Killiwee.  

Bibi J waited a few moments to let Kelliwee's word sink in.  

'Aren't you scared?'  

'No'.  

'Do you think this initiative will deter viewers from pursuing a life of crime as you have done?'  

'Lai, lai! Never! My people are probably in bed by now, or perhaps in prison. No criminal worth his 
salt will watch this children's play' said Kelliwee.  

'So what will stop armed robbers and murders in this country?'  

'Kill everyone over ten years of age and we start afresh' said Kelliwee who was now looking bored.  

'We shall start the killing with you!' screamed Mama Bom boy.  

Many clapped. A man flew out of his chair in rage.  

'Barawo. See how e dey talk. When electric touch ya bodi I go see how your mouth go take sharp'.  

Mayhem descended on the place, as curses were unleashed on Killiwee in great quantities. He 
smiled and returned to his Turkey suya.  

The last man was known as Mile Two for he started his 'illustrious' career in that part of Lagos State.  

'Mile Two, how are you?' began Bibi J.  

Mile Two looked straight into the camera and hollered 'make una no tief o! See how I come disgrace 
my family like this eh. See how them go shock me like animal experiment. People make una watch 
with eye open o! God forgive me!' He looked up towards Heaven and everyone followed his gaze.  

Bibi J now wore the face of a clergyman administering the last prayers by a deathbed. He placed a 
comforting hand on Mile Two's shoulder till he calmed down.  

'What are your offences?'  

'I be assassin. I guilty well, well'.  

'So why did you take up such a profession?' enquired Bibi J.  

'Bad friends plus demand and supply principle'.  

'Ah-ah, you  are an economist?' asked Bibi J.  

Mile Two beamed with pride. 'To O-Level standard sir. I got A3 in my WAEC after months of 
cramming O.Lawal'.  
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'I used that book also' said Bibi J whose mind had been transported to the 'good old days' of his 
secondary school education.  

'Look, this is not why we are here jo. Kill the goats and lets go home!' screamed Mama Bom Boy. The 
loud applause and cheering that followed proved she spoke for many.  

'Sorry I got carried away. Now what do you mean when you say demand and supply principle?' asked 
Bibi J.  

'It's the demand for assassinations and spare parts that pushed me into the supply business'.  

'What spare parts?' asked Bibi J.  

'Human parts for rituals. I used to be a big supplier. It is society with its dark and ugly demands that 
pushed me into the trade. Where are all my clients eh?'  

'I was about asking. Can you name them?' asked Bibi J.  

'What proof do I have eh? Who would believe me?' replied Mile Two.  

'Society will soon supply you with two thousand volts. Your cries will be heard in Mile Two!' 
Prophesied Mama Bom Boy.  

'Mama Bom Boy have respect for the condemned now' said Killiwee with his mouth full.  

'Not if the condemned has no respect for the lives of the living!' screamed Mama Bom Boy to much 
applause.  

Ben Benito Junior turned to face his audience. They looked miles away. The large glass partition gave 
the impression one was staring into a large aquarium. 'Please, at least respect these condemned 
men's last words. Some of you think them not guilty don't you?' said Bibi J.  

'Leave them jo. I deserve it. I have sinned and will embrace my fate with open arms' said Mile Two.  

Saying that he lost control and began to wail like a child forcibly wrenched away from its mother's 
breast only to be dumped in cold water.  

Bibi J smiled, this was going well. Will guarantee his immortalization. This was his 'Oprah Winfrey' 
fantasy come true. He would be asking his bosses for a pay rise and his own talk show after this. 'This 
telecast was bound to make Bibi J a household name all over the Country' he thought. He looked at 
the three chairs mounted on the podium, the audience, the lights and the cameras. He felt a 
satisfying warm feeling engulf his whole body.  

Chapter 2  

A man broke through the doors of the death chamber running. He had the look of evil on his face. 
The pot-belied prison officers in pursuit seemed to be moving towards their target in slow motion.  

Bibi J saw him too late. The crazy man clashed heads with Bibi J producing a sickening sound. Next 
they wrestled and rolled on the floor. The crowd who thought it was all  pre-arranged began 
ŎƘŀƴǘƛƴƎ Ϧ.ƛōƛΣ .ƛōƛΣ .ƛōƛΣ .ƛōƛΧΦϦ  
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The grunts and groans interspersed with shearing fabric was music to Killiwee's ears. He slapped his 
thigh in delight.  

'Stop the broadcast. Ban the death penalty. Stop their madness!' screamed the intruder as he 
thumped the now helpless Bibi J on the chest.  

Re-enforcement soon arrived. More prison officers appeared on the scene. They joined in the 
wrestling match and soon wrenched the intruder off Bibi J, with many of them losing their caps in 
the process.  

Bibi J promptly rose to his feet completely disorientated. He licked off the tiny rivulet of bright red 
blood flowing from his upper lip and grabbed the microphone. 'Are we still live?' he asked. His 
producer nodded.  

'This is still Ben Benito Junior live and direct from this historic electrocution. Sorry for that 
interruption. I can assure you it wasn't stage-managed'.  

Killiwee took over 'You Mr. Protester, who made you our saviour?' he said pointing with his turkey 
bone at the crazed intruder who was now being restrained by all seven prison officers who slapped 
and kickined him randomly.  

'Life imprisonment yes! Death penalty No!' he shouted.  

Killiwee looked to his left at Oga Landlord and asked 'Is this fool a relative of yours?'  

'I have never set eyes on him in my life' replied Oga Landlord.  

'You nko?' said Killiwee to Mile Two who lifted his face slowly and squinted in the intruder's 
direction. 'I don't know this man'.  

Bibi J passed the microphone to Killiwee and slipped off for treatment to his facial wounds.  

'So why are you fighting for us now?' asked Killiwee of the intruder.  

The intruder screamed 'This is madness. Why are we destroying precious life like this?! Lynching is 
evil! Death penalty is evil! Abortion is evil!'  

'Sharrup ya dirty mouth!' screamed Killiwee. 'See the dirty mouth you dey take talk. So you mean say 
you get sense pass all the people wey dey watch us for television eh? Your Papa life imprisonment. 
Don't you know life imprisonment in this country is the same as death penalty, only it takes a bit 
longer to die. Inside this prison Tuberculosis and Aids dey nyanfu, nyanfu. Even sef we dey rape each 
other when we dey bored'.  

'So you get women inside?' asked the intruder.  

'I say sharrap your mouth. You send your sister come find us inside here wey we go get woman. 
Nonsense!' shouted Killiwee.  

'Disgusting. I don't know what to say' said the intruder.  

Well my advice to you is to protest against poor conditions in this prison and let me be. I wan die 
quick, quick. Your head like life imprisonment. Do you know what the official food budget per inmate 
is?'  
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'No, I don't know' said the intruder.  

'No, I don't know' repeated Killiwee mimicking the voice of the intruder.  

'One hundred and Fifty Naira. But I tell you, they budget for Five hundred inmates yet we are eight 
hundred. On top of that Prison officers go chop dia own inside the money!' said Killiwee.  

A murmur swept through the crowd. The prison officers hurriedly pushed the intruder out. Bibi J 
rushed over to grab his microphone from Killiwee. The prison Governor General was beside himself 
with rage. He signalled with his fingers he wanted the execution to be got on with quickly.  

Bibi J was now in front of the camera. He had on his producer's jacket, which was two sizes too 
small. Coupled with his swollen upper lip he looked like a student who had just lost a fight.  

'We are now ready to enter the solemn part of this historic occasion. I sincerely hope there will be 
no more hitches. I now call on Pastor Jimoh to administer the last prayers'.  

'Let us pray' said Pastor Jimoh the former full time Super Eagles supporter turned Reverend. All 
heads were bowed. All except the mosquitoes. One landed gently on Killiwee's neck and struck. 
Killiwee slapped his neck so hard everyone jumped.  

'Sorry' he said sheepishly on discovering all eyes on him.  

Pastor Jimoh resumed the prayers. After the loud 'Amen' it was time to go one on one starting with 
Oga Landlord. K-TV took a break for advertisement while many in the audience took the opportunity 
to visit the toilets.  

'Welcome back, this is Ben Benito Junior reporting for K-TV' began Bibi J as soon as transmission was 
resumed. Bibi J stopped the Reverend who was now making his way to Killiwee.  

'How did it go?' asked Bibi J.  

'I am not at liberty to say. That is between Oga Landlord and his God' said Pastor Jimoh.  

'Tell them. I have nothing to hide' said Oga Landlord.  

'Fine then. Well Oga Landlord claimed his innocence. I reminded him of the fact that we have a 
saviour who went to the cross even though he had committed no crime. He seemed to derive great 
comfort from that' said Pastor Jimoh somewhat nervously, as he was not used to TV cameras and 
bright lights.  

'With all due respect sir, how do you know that he is innocent?' asked Bibi J.  

ϥ9ƳΧ ǿŜƭƭΧŜƳΧ L Ŏŀƴ ƻƴƭȅ Ǝƻ ōȅ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜϥ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ tŀǎǘƻǊ WƛƳƻƘΦ  

Killiwee was not keen on prayers. He looked away and chewed at his turkey bone completely 
ignoring the Reverend.  

'Pastor, no waste ya saliva on that one. E guilty well, well' screamed Mama Bom Boy.  

'That's true. I guilty. So lef me alone.'  

The Pastor tried to get through to Killiwee but failed.  
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'Christ died for us all. Guilty and not guilty. In fact there were three on the cross that day. And he 
promised one of the criminals he would be with him in paradise' said Pastor Jimoh.  

'Only one eh? Well Oga Landlord has taken the only seat, so there's no hope for me and Mile Two, 
abi attachment dey?' joked Killiwee. He slapped his thigh and laughed noisily.  

Mama Bom Boy stood to speak.  

'Excuse me Pastor, did they not carry their crosses on the streets in Bible times eh? Why you no 
advise make these Barawos' carry their electric chairs through the streets of Lagos make we for take 
koboko waya dem back. By now Killiwee tongue for don retire'. Mama Bom Boy received a round of 
applause. Pastor Jimoh moved over to Mile Two.  

King Bibi J resumed dialogue with his 'subjects' at home basking under the limelight.  

'Many rang in for tickets for this execution but unfortunately we had only a hundred and twenty to 
give and I would like to thank you all for your interest Now if you would like to be among the live 
audience at the next execution to be staged in a fortnight ring the number now appearing at the 
bottom of your screens. The prison Governor General has asked me to reiterate that this is no freak 
show but rather a demonstration of Government's determination to put back law and order into our 
lives. We would be right back after a few messages from our sponsors'.  

An air of expectancy descended. Engineers worked frantically. Bibi J and crew vacated the death 
chamber, as did Pastor Jimoh. The 'three chairmen' were being strapped down in their respective 
seats of death and a black sack was being put over Mile Two and Oga Landlord's heads. Killiwee 
refused to have his face covered, as he wanted to see the Angel of Death eyeball to eyeball.  

To while away time, Bibi J began to interview members of the audience.  

'And why did you come sir?' he asked a bald man who sat on the front row.  

'I brought my son. He is only nine but has started stealing meat from his mother's pot. I believe 
watching this execution will shock stealing out of his system' said the man, looking down at his son.  

The little boy was embarrassed. He knew his friends would be watching.  

'Isn't it easier just to teach him not to steal?' asked Bibi J.  

'No, this is much better' said the man.  

Bibi J moved on, scanning the audience.  

'So who else thinks this execution is a deterrence to crime?'  

Mama Bom Boy stood up and practically snatched the microphone off Bibi J.  

'I love this electric chair business but I think public lynching would be cheaper'. The audience 
clapped. Mama Bom Boy was fast becoming a TV star.  

'But lynching is barbaric and more so, TV coverage would be completely impossible' said Bibi J.  

Another gentleman raised his hand at the back.  
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'That Mile Two has killed so many. I'm here to see him die'.  

'Anyone you know?' asked Bibi J.  

'Oh yes, two of my friends'.  

The gentleman stopped abruptly following a signal from the producer. It was time. Bibi J felt a strong 
urge to scream -'and now, for what you've all been waiting for!' but controlled himself.  

An ill mood descended on the place. Sir Skido who had remained anonymous in his seat throughout 
broke into a cold sweat. Surely the Angel of Death is now hovering above us all he thought. He 
looked up and saw nothing. His mind drifted to when he was a lad and had followed his father to 
wave goodbye to Uncle Joe who was bound for 'Greener Pastures' abroad. He couldn't understand 
how the same adults who had partied till late into the night during the 'send-off' were reduced to 
tears as Uncle Joe boarded the plane. Even Uncle Sam, a sworn enemy of Uncle Joe shed a few tears. 
Ψ¢ƘƻǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅǎΩ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ {ƛǊ {ƪƛŘƻΦ He remembered vividly what his father had told him when 
he asked what the crying was about.  

'I cried because I feared I may never see him again' Sir Skido's father had explained on the way 
home. Sir Skido looked around. All the faces in the place looked grim.  

The official executioner walked into the death chamber with quick strides.  

The audience let out a gasp of horror. His face was partially covered with a rag that could best be 
described as a rather shabby version of the Mask of Zorro. It served its function though. The 
executioner's identity was concealed.  

'Say your last words' he said out loud. He didn't address anyone in particular and there was silence 
for a few seconds.  

Oga Landlord being the oldest assumed he should start the ball rolling. He  began talking through his 
black headpiece. His voice sounded muffed and distanced like the sound of a radio playing from the 
bottom of a well.  

'I am innocent but not withstanding I have lived a good life. I have educated all my children to 
University level and my widow will not want for anything. O Lord! In to your hands I commit my 
spirit!'  

Next Mile Two cried out 'Lord forgive me. Viewers at home forgive me. Anybody wey wan become 
Jaguda look and learn o! God na ya hand I dey o!'  

And eyes now centred on Killiwee.  

'I am innocent ,wa lai!' he screamed. People looked at each other in puzzlement.  

'Only joking. Ha'.  

Mama Bom Boy brought out a placard she had kept under her seat. THE WAGES OF SIN IS DEATH 
was written in bright red.  

'I hear Mama Bomboy. Now, my last words. I Killiwee have just one thing to say. Fellow Nigerians, 
may I seize this historic moment to canvass for a new state to be created in this country. I have 
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called this state Switzer-state. It would be a haven for all crooks through this great land. Why export 
our looted funds abroad when we can hide them in Switzer-state.  

I propose a land where all men will be free of police or Army harassment. Where the banks would be 
immune from government or police investigations. A land to be mapped out of the existing Abuja 
FCT, where all thieves and have automatic immunity from prosecution.  

For example, if a lynch mob is screaming "Ole! Ole!" in hot pursuit of a thief, as soon as he runs into 
Switzer-state's soil, he is free.  

I also propose we exploit our image with a huge theme park to be located within Switzer-state. I am 
sure the tourists will all rush in to watch us perform 'live' 419, Gbomogbo, kickbacks, open bribing of 
policemen at road junction and of course setting fire to sky scrappers for the fun of it. Long live the 
movement for the creation of Switzer-state!' Killiweee finished with a flourish and now stared into 
space like he was in some kind of trance.  

'Are you finished?' asked the executioner.  

None of the 'three chairmen' spoke.  

The executioner walked over slowly to the engineer and talked for a while before making his way to 
the lever. He made a quick sign of the cross and pulled the lever down. The current rushed into the 
'chairmen' with violence. Everyone screamed.  

Chapter 3  

The 'three chairmen' all looked like they were strapped to seats in a molue doing a hundred miles an 
hour down a dust track. The K-TV cameraman focused on Killiwee's face being the only one on view.  

His bulging eyes and neck veins made him look like one who was straining to deliver a baby African 
Elephant via the back passage. Screams emanated from the audience at random. Most could not 
bear to look and hid their faces.  

The 'three chairmen' continued in their vibrating death dance. They released ungodly grunts and 
smells.  

At this time the first casualties in the audience slumped to the ground. The attending physician 
seemed confused as to whom to save. The dying 'chairmen' or the four people who had fainted. He 
saved neither. For out of the thin air, darkness exploded.  

The screams intensified in the darkness. It was an electric power failure. Mama Bomboy's son began 
to cry. A high-pitched lamentation that seemed to protest his being born in this country.  

Oga Landlord was the first to return.  

'Lord where am I? I hear babies crying. I am in heaven. I am in heaven o!' he screamed with a voice 
that still sounded distant due to the cloth covering his head.  

Killiwee shouted 'Shut up!' No one else spoke.  

'Killiwee is that you?' asked Oga Landlord.  

'Yes, it is I' came the reply.  




