Dear Mrs Nwokebelu,

Where to begin? I've given it much thought, and all evidence points to Malory Towers, that blatant propaganda fed to us since we could read. Our boarding school in Sagamu, Nigeria, was a world away from Cornwall; where Malory Towers had rock pools and riding stables, we had elephant grass and soldier ants. But the one thing we had in common with Darrell and Sally and the rest of the gang was midnight feasts. And you, Nwonky – that's what we called you, you see – were charged with bringing these clandestine gatherings down. This meant you had to trudge through the bush from your house in staff quarters, in the middle of the night and armed with only a torch, to sniff out the contraband – tinned sadines, Indomie noodles, boiling rings, cream cakes – that we had snuck in past prefects and mistresses. It meant you had to hoist your not inconsiderable bulk into the roof cavities we'd stored them in. You conducted your on-the-spot inspections, knowing from our smirks and whispers that you were unlikely to find anything. The frustration must have driven you up the wall.
I'm so sorry. I hope your hip recovered. It certainly felt that way when you caned us.


Best wishes,
Bim Adewunmi
