ATTENDING SCHOOL
School – The Ibos never played with that! They were realizing fast only education could save humans from poverty and disease. Every Ibo family thought it was very important that their children attended school. Boys were usually given preference, thought. So even thought Adah was about eight, her parents were still discussing whether they should send her to school. Even if she was sent to school, it was very doubtful whether it would be wise to let her stay long.
Soon, Adah’s younger brother, Boy, started school. Whenever she took Boy to Ladi-Lak Institute, as the school was called, she would stand by the gate and watch all her friends lining up by the school door. Ladi-Lak was a very small preparatory school. Children were not taught Yoruba or any language. This was why it was such an expensive school. The proprietress was trained in the United Kingdom. Adah would stand there, filled with envy. The envy later gave way to frustration, which she showed in many small ways.
One afternoon a thought suddenly struck her. Yes, she would not go to Ladi-Lak, because Boy was called, she would go to the Methodist School round the corner. Most of her friends attended it and Mr. Cole, the Sierra Leonian neighbour living next to them, taught there. Yes, she would go there.
Other children went to school with slates and pencils. She had none. But she had always watched her father shave. He used a broken slate to sharpen his curved knife. A	dah put that small slate into her dress pocket and ran as fast as she could to school. With her head up, in determination, she walked into Mr. Cole’s class and stood behind. The other children looked up from their work and stared at Adah in wonder. When Mr. Cole noticed her presence, he led her to a table and gestured her to sit down. Then she said in her little loud voice: “I came to school – my parents refused to send me!”
					Adapted from Second Class Citizen, by Buchi EMICHETA.








