The Change I Want to Make
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Sometime in 2017, I ran into an old friend at a mall downtown Lagos. It’s been eight years since we last saw. As always, Dotun was energetic; his face glistering like the endearing smile of a baby. On sighting me, his excitement was boundless. 

‘Segun! How are you doing?’ It’s been ages. 
‘Yeah, it really is. I’m doing well, and you?’ I asked. 
‘Oh, very well, too (in his deep voice). And how is the country treating you?’ he asked, in a mockingly playful tone. 
‘Not bad,’ I replied, with mixed feelings. 
‘Where are you studying? Nigeria?’ I quizzed further. 
‘Absolutely not,’ Dotun sneered. I’m in the UK doing my stuff. I can’t stay where the Devil lives.’ 

We stared at each other in dead silence for a moment until he hurriedly left off to catch a bus. Though shocked at his unqualified sinister response, I couldn’t agree more, in my voice of reason, the falling state of the nation. 

Hey, Nigeria is drifting from the cliff! There is surely a fault in our stars; if not fixed, it may sink the country irredeemably into nothingness. 

The change I want to make first off is to redirect our education from the path of theorised learning to practised intelligence. Sadly, high scores of students over the years in local and international science-based competitions have brought us nothing other than self-glory. It has failed to translate into enviable innovations and discoveries that can disburden the country. 

Japan, for instance, knowing full well its inability to boast of enormous natural resources, fashioned a fit-for-purpose educational system, modelled after the West (without losing its conventional values) to boost technological productivity. Today our markets are flooded with Japanese brands: from Suzuki to Mitsubishi to Nissan and to Honda, and quality has since not been compromised. To greet the dawn of change, I will reach out (through constant newspaper publications, mails and campaigns)  to  policymakers  to  rejig  school  curriculums  and  increase research funding. If our cry to leave the caste of developing nations is anything to go by, this leap is non-negotiable. Like America, to imitate the great words of J.F Kennedy, ‘we choose to go to the moon . . .’

It constantly beats my imagination how we are perceived as a people without national values and a nation with an emblem of criminality. History tells us that Americans are self-reliant, Japanese are communalistic and Germans are brave. However, we have repeatedly failed to make the mark of discipline, self-reliance and integrity (dormant values in the Nigerian constitution) on the world. For one, the National Orientation Agency (NOA) will be challenged through the pen to wake up to its responsibility of awakening national consciousness and rebranding the country. ‘The future,’ Eleanor Roosevelt said, ‘belongs to those who believe in the beauty of their dreams.’ Quite the opposite, we are great in our dreams but incapable in our performance. We cannot leave our destiny to chance. A new thinking must emerge!

Solidifying  Nigeria’s defence  is another  priority in  the  change  project.  Sadly, thousands of Nigerians have lost their lives to the brutalities of Boko Haram, Niger Delta militants, Shiite Islamic extremists and Fulani herdsmen and bandits. Foreign investors no longer see the country as a safe haven. We cannot watch passively our territories invaded anymore. We must build fortresses of munitions and raise an unwearied army to ward off aggressors. The world is now a battlefield for ideas and military supremacy. Weaklings, if not equipped, may end up being sacrificed for world peace. Such an atoning lamb we cannot be. In collaboration with civil rights groups,  the President  and  State  Governors  will be  made  accountable  for  the staggering  billions  of  naira  earmarked  for  security  (labelled  ‘Security  Votes’) contrary to the  long-standing political  belief  that  it  is a  sacred  fund that is unaccounted for. 

To sum up, we cannot be spectators in the global gladiatorial contest. We look beyond our divided tongues. We agree to reconstruct our past, shape our present and project the future. As a passionate citizen, I will someday be proud to tell my deserter friend, Dotun, that the Devil no longer lives in Nigeria but in hell.
