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On a bright Saturday afternoon, August 30, Amaye

stepped out of her home in Kasuwan-Garba. She carried

her pots, her spices, and her quiet hope for another

ordinary day.

She was known for her food, the steaming bowls of

soup, the warm rice, the laughter she shared as freely

as her meals. To her, selling food was more than

business; it was survival, the way she kept her family

alive.
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Chapter One
Amaye’s Last Market Day



That day, customers gathered as usual. Between

spoons and smiles, Amaye’s voice rang with joy. But

one joke, twisted into something it was not, turned her

laughter into danger.

The crowd changed. Their voices were no longer filled

with cheer but with anger. Amaye was dragged away,

accused of words she never meant.
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Her day ended not in the warmth of her kitchen but in

the cold shadow of violence.

Amaye’s story reminds us: words can be

misunderstood, but no misunderstanding should ever

cost a life.
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In Sokoto, another story unfolded. Usman Buda was a

butcher, strong of hand but kind of heart. He worked

every day to feed his family and care for his children.

One afternoon, he spoke softly to a beggar who was

using the Prophet’s name to plead for alms. His words

were gentle, a reminder, not an insult. But in the ears of

some, they were twisted into an accusation of

blasphemy.
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Chapter Two
Usman, the Butcher 



Before long, fury swept over him like a storm. His voice

was drowned out, his life ended too soon.

Now his children wake each morning without their

father, and his elderly father wonders: How will they

eat? Who will care for them?

Usman’s story shows us how fragile truth can be when

anger rules over understanding.
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Chapter Three
Deborah’s Cry for Learning

Deborah Samuel was only 22, a bright student at Shehu

Shagari College of Education.

She joined school not for conflict, but to learn, to

dream, and to build her future.

One day, tired of classmates filling a WhatsApp group

with endless religious messages instead of schoolwork,

she spoke up: “Let’s keep this group for learning.”
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Her simple plea was twisted into blasphemy. Her

classmates, who should have been her friends, turned

into a mob.

Trembling with fear, her voice was silenced. Her dreams

were buried before they could blossom.

She died for speaking up.
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Epilogue
What We Must Remember

These stories are not just tales of sorrow. Amaye,

Usman, and Deborah were all murdered for an alleged

accusation.

Across Nigeria and the world, many people have lost

their lives to mobs, to anger, to misunderstanding. Yet

in every tragedy, there is call to avert future occurence.
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The first edition of this report was

published on Southern Herald as a

long-form article under the title “Killing

Mobs: In Nigeria, Alleged Blasphemy is

a Death Sentence.”
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