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My younger brother, Samson, and I returned from school one afternoon and did 

not find the key to the house where it should have been. My brother and I attended 

Temitope Nursery and Primary School, Ogba, Lagos. I was in Primary One at the time 

and brother was in Nursery One. We were sweating profusely when we got home 

because it was a hot afternoon. We were also tired, hungry and sleepy.

I told my brother to take off  his uniform and I did the same. We were in our 

underwear. We then sat at the door, waiting for our sisters to return. Next to our house 

was a beer parlour that doubled as a restaurant. It was owned by one of  our neighbours, 

Mama Unoma. We had waited almost an hour, so I decided to tell Mama Unoma about 

our plight and how hungry we were. 

She was kind to us. She gave us a plate of  Garri with Egusi soup and two big pieces 

of  meat. We thanked her and returned to the door where my brother and I devoured the 

meal. After I returned the plate with thanks, I warned my brother never to speak a word 

of  what happened because we had been trained not to ask neighbours for food.

We cleaned our mouths, getting rid of  any proof  of  what we had just done, and 

then began to do our assignments. At that time, Uncle I stepped out of  his room and 

headed for the kitchen. He noticed Samson and I sitting outside. He came to us, asked 

why we were outside and I explained to him. He then told us to come into his room and 

stay there until our siblings arrived. Uncle I was our neighbour, a Benin man, living with 

his brother. On this day, however, his brother was not around.

Not too long after we got to his room, my brother slept off. His room was very cold, 

not because he had any air conditioner, but because his fan was blowing at its peak. He 

asked me how school was and I told him. Soon after, he asked me to sit on his laps. I did. 

He asked if  I knew the multiplication table and I responded in the positive. He told me to 

recite it and I did excitedly. I started from two, but by the time I was on four, I felt 

something against my bum. 

I did not pay attention to it until he grabbed my flat chest with his hands and started 

squeezing. It was painful, so I stopped the recital. He asked why I stopped and I told him. 
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easily said she was not buying. Why did she have to be so mean? Somehow, my 

brother met me again a few minutes after and asked why I was wet and crying. I told him 

what happened. He was boiling with anger and wanted me to describe the woman’s shop, 

but I did not, and thankfully I was not close enough to the shop for him to figure it out by 

himself.

Samson, though my younger brother, always fought for me. I wondered what he 

would do to the woman and I dreaded it. I got home and told my step-mum. She said 

nothing. The next day, for the first time, I stood up to her and told her I was not going to 

sell that day. She was upset and said all sorts, but I did not bulge. She did not give me 

breakfast and I stayed that way until evening. 

In the evening, she said she would never send me to sell for her again, but asked me 

to go collect all the money that people owed us. I met Samson on the way, and he decided 

to follow me. We got some money back, thankfully. However, the money was not 

complete and I did not want her to nag me when I got home. I told my brother to go 

home; I would stay on the road and beg.

Samson refused to leave me. He was going to stay with me and beg. And that was 

how our begging career started, though it did not last more than that day. We started 

going from adult to adult, begging. Some people eyed us, some asked me not to come 

close because of  the Pox. A particular woman waved the money around her son’s hand 

and then gave me. Samson told me not to collect it; that act was too fetish-looking. But 

she was giving me Five hundred Naira; I could not refuse it. I said the blood of  Jesus 

three times and collected it. I had been taught that the blood of  Jesus could nullify all evil 

and I believed. 

That day, before we left the bus-stop, we made Two thousand, Five hundred Naira. 

When we returned home, I gave my step-mum the money we had retrieved, plus Two 

thousand Naira more, from our begging. I gave Samson Five hundred Naira to keep. 

At this point, let me pause on my story to ask you not to judge people too quickly. 

You never know the reason behind people’s actions until they tell you. Many of  us judge 
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different characters. We were then grouped. I was in a group of  over twenty people, 

reading for Toyosi. In between, we were asked if  we could drive and swim. I could not do 

either, so I had automatically disqualified myself. They then put those of  us who could 

not drive or swim in a separate place and we were ignored for a long time. 

Others were asked to go, but I was told to wait. At about 7pm, I was called in to read 

for Toyosi. After that, I was told to wait outside again. After a long time, I was called in. 

Mrs. Funke Akindele Bello read for Jenifa, Lota Chukwu read for Kiki, Beverly Osu read 

for Mercy and I read for Toyosi. We were told to do away with the script and act. We did.

Afterwards, Mrs. Bello congratulated me and told me I got the role. I was in tears. 

She hugged me. I never ever thought I would get the role. She told me to restate my 

details as she checked. I guessed she wanted to confirm my real age. 

“How old are you?”, she asked. I told her I was nineteen. She did not believe me so 

she asked again. “I am nineteen ma”, I said again. “You are such a baby”, she said, smiling 

at me. I then became afraid again that my age would disqualify me, but it did not. “You 

have the role”, she said again after other judges commented that I did not look my age, 

saying I acted well and mature. 

As I exited that room, I rushed to the restroom and said a prayer, thanking Jesus for 

making it happen. I called Dee next; he had been following up all the while, encouraging 

and praying for me. I then called my mum. She screamed over the phone, saying, “thank 

You Jesus”, in Yoruba. I also called Dabest on my way home in the bus.

I could not stop the tears that flowed that night. My mum was waiting for me 

outside our house when I got home. She ran to hug me and she congratulated me. She 

immediately said we would fast and pray to seal it. I agreed to it. She asked if  I had called 

Dee and Dabest. I told her I had. That night, I spoke late into the night with my mum, 

giving her all the details. 

Judging from what I was paid by previous producers who were not as popular as 

Mrs. Bello, my mum and I began to plan for the money we had not seen. We planned on 

giving to the church, getting a good apartment, shopping and saving for school. We were 
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Up until months back, when I still used to jump buses, several people would stop 

me on the road, or in buses to take selfies with them. Sometimes, I had to beg them to 

wait until we were out of  the bus to take the selfie. Conductors in buses expected me to 

leave my change with them the moment passengers started chanting “Toyo Baby!”

Some passengers expected me to pay their bus fares. Some called family members 

and asked me speak with them, saying, “I am in the same bus with Toyo Baby! Speak with 

her”. Some even dared to challenge me, saying, “Aunty Toyo, with all the money you’re 

making, why are you not in your own car?”. 

Bike men that knew me sometimes charged me more. I lost my bargaining power 

with market women because they assumed I had a lot to spend. It got so frustrating at a 

time, because I had no car and had to walk sometimes. I had to wear dark glasses and a 

face cap everywhere I went. But even with that, they still recognised me. I hated leaving 

the house. I honestly cannot remember any place I have been to in Nigeria that no one 

recognised me. 

There was a day I took a bike home and as we rode, the bike man said, “you are 

Toyosi”. I replied and said I was not; I was Juliana. It was not a lie, but it was not the truth 

either. The next time he picked me, he accused me of  lying. I had to explain to him that 

my real name was Juliana. He laughed at me and insisted I was Toyosi.

There was a scary day too. I went to the market and touts blocked me. They started 

hailing me in Yoruba, “Eyan ti Funke Akindele, gbogbo Glo, gbogbo Jenifa Diary, e fun 

wa ni nkan”. They were asking me for money, associating me with Mrs. Bello and Glo, an 

organization she is an ambassador for. I was afraid and my heart was in my mouth. 

It was at the butcher’s place. I was buying meat and I could smell alcohol oozing 

from their mouths. Some were smoking. They were serious; saying they would not let me 

go. I told them I had no money, but they did not believe me. One of  them was puffing 

whatever he was smoking right in my face. 

I wanted to call Dee at that time but I feared they would ask for my phone as a 

substitute. They were already creating a scene. At that point, a scripture dropped into my 
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them ever mentioned my confession to anybody. My secrets were safe with them. 

Nothing changed in my relationship with them. I was amazed at that. But more 

importantly, I was finally light and free.

However, the fact that I had confessed to TiTiMi Adigun did not mean the world 

now knew. People had assumed I was a virgin. I had never said I was but I had never 

corrected their assumptions either. So, I was still in that fix.

Shortly after my confession, Ebony Life TV called me for an interview. I went and 

for the first time in my several interviews, I was asked point blank if  I was a virgin. I tried 

to evade the question, but my interviewer was not having it. She demanded for a yes or 

no. I did not see the question coming and I lied. I said, “Yes, I am a virgin”.

Immediately the interview was over, I hurried to the bathroom in the studio and 

cried. I felt terrible for lying and told God I was sorry. I called Dee on my way home and 

confessed my wrong. I explained further when I got home.

The next thing he said shocked me. He said, “Call her and confess the truth. Ask for 

a rescheduling of  the interview; do it again and undo your mistake.”

I was not going to do that. I felt it was my secret and the whole world need not know 

about it. I was upset with myself, however, for answering her. I could have insisted I 

could not tell. So, I proposed never to answer such again. Easier said than done, right?

Shortly after, I was on another TV interview, Crux Of  The Matter, with Elsie. I was 

invited to talk for sexual purity while the other guest spoke against. In the process of  the 

discussion, around the time when it was heated, I was asked out of  the blues again if  I 

was a virgin. And before I knew it, I heard myself  lying again. I was mad at myself.

I was on another TV interview that trended for a while. It was On The Couch, with 

Lady Ariyike. I talked about sexual purity, but thankfully I was not asked if  I was virgin. 

After that one, I decided to stop interviews altogether. I was tired of  lying or having to 
dread lying if  I was asked straight up.
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The complete story is available for sale at 
www.olayodejuliana.com/rebirth


