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The Big Eyes.
Najjemba had big eyes that made her notice everything.

She noticed ants carrying crumbs on the sleeves of her dad’s lab coat.

She noticed clouds shaped like cows just before it rained.

If anyone did or said anything she didn’t like, Najjemba just rolled her eyes and they got the message.





The Young Mother.

When Najjemba was 24 years old, she married a charming man called Kasozi. 

Their first child was a boy, and when Kasozi broke the news to his family, his mother said she would 
be the one naming the baby.





The Double Eye Roll.

“My mother is coming to name the baby,” Kasozi told Najjemba.

Najjemba rolled her eyes.

“She will take the master bedroom while she is here.”

Najjemba rolled her eyes again and shuffled to the bedroom with her baby.

Inside her head, ideas began popping like popcorn.





The Dramatic Arrival.

Kasozi’s mother arrived with seven suitcases, three handbags, one hat, and a face that looked like 
it had been arguing with people all day.

When Najjemba opened the gate, the woman cast her a stern look.“So, who are you?” She asked.

“I am your son’s wife,” Najjemba replied sweetly.

“Really!” She sized her up from head to toe. “I expected something else.” Najjemba rolled her eyes at her.

“Did you just roll your gecko eyes at me?” 

Najjemba just kept quiet and helped her settle in.





The Patient Wife.

But Najjemba’s Mother-in-law was a woman who kept a grudge. 

From that day, nothing Najjemba did was right.

Her food was either ‘too salty’ or ‘too burned’.
Her hair was either ‘too plain’ or too neat.”
Her eyes were either “too scary’ or ‘too uncaring.”
Her smile was either ‘too plastic’ or too suspicious.”

Every Morning, Najjemba complained to Kasozi about his  mother’s attitude, but all he said was, 
“Be patient,” and then hugged his mum before running off to work. 

The longer her mother-in-law stayed with them, the worse their marriage became. 

Najjemba wondered what she could do to get her to leave their home. 

Then she got an idea.





The Mosquito Circus.

That night, Najjemba made tiny holes in her Mother-in-Law's mosquito net while her mother-in-law 
chatted with her son. 

As soon as Mother-in-law turned off the lights and entered her bed, the buzzing started. 

BZZZZZ! 
BZZZZZ! 
BZZZ! 
SLAP! 
SWAT! 
MISS!

All night, the mother-in-law slapped the air, but the buzzing wouldn’t stop. 
By morning, she looked like she had fought a tiny army.

“This house is haunted!” she cried out to her son in the morning.
“Why?”
“Look how they bit my face, yet I slept under a net”
“Maybe you didn’t tuck it in well.”
“I did, but the mosquitoes in this house are either too tiny or they are invisible ghosts.”

All day, Najjemba fought to keep herself from laughing as her mother-in-law complained about the 
mosquitoes.

She, however, rolled her eyes when Kasozi returned home with a new net for her.





The Whispering Ceiling.

How do I get her to leave my bedroom? Najjemba wondered every day. 
Then, she remembered her mother-in-law mentioning ghosts, and got another idea. 

Two nights later, Najjemba hid a phone with soft, spooky whispers in the ceiling - over her Mother in-law's 
bed. Soon after her mother-in-law went to bed, Najjemba dialled the hidden phone in the ceiling.

“HellllOoooo…”
“Gooooood evening…” spooky voices wafted out of the ceiling, waking the mother in-law up.
“Helllllloooooo,” the voices were scarier this time, and the mother-in-law started screaming at the top of 
her voice.

“Help! I hear scary voices!” 
Kasozi jumped out of bed and ran to the master bedroom.
“What’s the matter, Mum?”
His mum pointed at the ceiling.
“GHOSTS! THEY LIVE UP THERE!”
“I hear nothing,” he said.
“Well, I can’t sleep in this room anymore,” she declared, and went and slept in the living room. 

The next day, Kasozi asked her to go back to the master bedroom, but she vowed never to sleep in that 
room again.

And just like that, Najjemba got her bedroom back.






































