DENIAL IS A RIVER IN EGYPT.

Dear Diary, 
Within the past few weeks, I’ve learnt that the presence of guilt does not absolve you of your sins. I used to think that if I felt bad enough and apologised enough, everything would be okay…but that’s not really the way, is it? Not all things are fixable.
I’m seeing a therapist now and we’ve had three sessions so far. During the last one she told me to start journalling again, that it would help me organize my thoughts and understand my feelings better. I asked her if it would really help since I’ve been writing in you for so many years now and still haven’t been able to achieve that. She still encouraged me to give it a go. ‘Properly listen to yourself’ is what she said. So, here I am. I guess I have to make a conscious effort if I want this to work. 
E is dead. 
He died exactly thirty-eight days ago. I was there when it happened, and it was horrible. 
…………………………
The early morning drizzle started to turn into a proper rain shower, and so he began to jog to his car. She quickened her pace and tried to call out his name when a flash of lightening caused her to freeze in fear. A deep rumble of thunder followed and then, almost faint in comparison, there was a loud cracking sound. It took her a moment to realize that it had come from the tallest tree in the parking lot. She screamed his name and broke into a run when she had noticed a huge, blackened branch near the treetop begin its speedy descent to the ground. 
He didn’t hear the crack, or her calling his name, and the branch – it was more of a log really – landed on him. 
Ice daggers pierced into her heart as she covered the distance between them, and she screamed when she saw the damage; most of the left side of his body was covered by the branch and there was a jagged extension piercing through his chest. What she could see of his left arm and leg were bent at impossible angles and there was red everywhere, seeping from the wound in his chest, his entire left side, and a horrible, horrible gash on the side of his head. The rainwater caused it to spread around him like a sinister bed of roses. He was so still and she was too scared to look at his face. 
He was pronounced dead on arrival at the hospital. A “freak accident” was what everyone called it. 
“Oh! That guy? Hei!”
“Ah! He was so young.”
“He had such a bright future ahead.”
“I heard he’s the only son oh, Chai!”
The condolences of her colleagues, family and friends rolled off her like water off a duck’s back. How could they have any effect on her? He had only been near those trees at that time because of her. As far as she was concerned, she might have as well killed him. 

“Just go inside, I don’t want to see you.” 
Those had been his words when he’d realized that she was following him, and intense waves of panic had engulfed her she hadn’t listened; she’d wanted to do something, anything, maybe reach a compromise? Tell him that they should talk later when they were both calmer? Convince him to come indoors till the rain stopped? 
It didn’t matter now; she would never get to see or talk to him again. Sometimes, especially at night while her mother lay asleep beside her, that scene would replay in her head, and she would clearly see his face; the sadness in his eyes as he avoided hers and the droplets of rain in his beautiful locs of hair. 
I haven’t really been myself. I’ve been crying every day. Somehow, they were very understanding at work, and they gave me a leave of absence with half-pay for about 3 months. Mummy and Egbon came to take me back home to stay with them for now. I forgot about how thin the walls in this house are - I heard them not too long ago while I was bathing. They were talking about how crazy this whole thing is, about how they weren’t even aware I was seeing someone and now I’m in mourning. Maybe I should have told them earlier. Maybe I would have gotten good advice and then all this would’ve been avoided. Maybe he would still be alive. It’s still so hard to believe that he’s gone. He was so real, and now he’s just gone. I still don’t get it. 
Earlier that evening her mother had run a warm bath for her and managed to coax her to get in.  
“Omo mi,” Her mother spoke to her from the bathroom doorway, “I’ll go and quickly prepare something light so that when you’re done, you’ll have something to eat.” 
She’d been unable to supress the small smile that came to her lips at that. ‘Something light’ would probably turn out to be a hefty serving of amala and ewedu. Her reprieve was temporary however, when she felt a familiar, cramp-like pain which had been reoccurring all day, and when the door closed, she’d slipped out of her oversized t-shirt and with bated breath, held onto the hem of her panties. For a brief moment, in her mind’s eye, E’s hands replaced hers and she’d felt a flush of heat from her shoulders up to her head. With a sigh she’d pulled the underwear down and the red-brown streaks had been unmistakable – her period had finally arrived. Slow tears stung her eyes, and she’d sank down onto the toilet seat and sobbed as silently as she could. 
It’s a bit strange but when my period was late, I was… hopeful? I don’t quite understand it, but I think a part of me was willing to accept being pregnant if it meant that there would be a reminder of him around. I’m just tired, every day. My chest really hurts and there’s this constant heavy feeling in my throat that just won’t let up. I’ve been told that these could be a manifestation of my grief and possibly guilt too. It’s weird, I feel like if I don’t feel this way then I’m not taking his death seriously. I feel like if I try to do anything to feel better, I’m making light of the fact that he died. I should have ended things with him since. I feel like he might still be alive if I had. There are times when his sister calls me, and I feel like I can hear blame in her voice. He was such a kind, considerate person and now he’s just suddenly gone, and nothing makes sense anymore. Sometimes I feel like it should have been me… not him. 
Her tears dropped in quick succession and splattered onto the pages of the journal. After dinner (which had indeed been amala and ewedu) she had mindlessly watched tv for a few minutes before announcing that she wanted to go to bed. Sleep had evaded her however and so; she had finally decided to write. 
………………………………
They had met at a bi-monthly book club. Both new members, both looking for a way to meet new people as they had both just moved into town. While there had been no immediate spark of “romance”, it had felt inexplicably like Kismet. A curiousness had been stirred when she first heard his voice (she had heard him before she saw him) and when her eyes finally located him, she had smiled and said “Hi” before she’d truly registered it. He had mirrored her smile said “Hi” back. 
They had soon discovered that they shared a few similarities – an immense dislike for anything chocolate, a love for art, literature and admiring beautiful women. They had both moved due to work and were soon trading stories about their newbie experiences in the big city.
It had been nice to make a friend, and they had slowly developed a routine; hanging back for a few minutes after each meeting to further discuss the books and then some. The minutes had stretched to hours, and they’d exchanged phone numbers, followed each other on social media and were soon meeting at more pleasurable locations within the city; his place, her place, bookstores, restaurants, cinemas, the National Theatre.
They’d hung out every week and spoken about any and everything. From mundane things like what shape the clouds in the sky were and what they’d had (or in his case – hadn’t had) for breakfast, to more intimate details about their lives - families, fears, past relationships, and goals. 
She had asked about his hearing aids which she’d initially mistaken for Bluetooth earphones, and he’d told her about the car crash in early childhood which had rendered him hard of hearing. She’d soon come to understand that the almost effortless flurry of his fingers that occurred when he got excited wasn’t just enthusiastic gesticulation but reflexive sign language.  
He had found out that she only ever spoke about her mom because her father had passed away during her final year of university. Her mother had sunk into a deep depression for two years and it had been difficult to understand her mother’s grief over a man who had been absent for most of their marriage. He soon learnt from their interactions that she had a timid side and would rather keep silent than “shake a table”, and she noticed how he tried ever so subtly to make her as comfortable as could be so that she would speak her mind freely. She admired this about him, his kindness and consideration of others. She wanted to be like him. 
It had felt like the perfect companionship turned limerence until an incident involving her ovulation window, a broken condom, and a mad dash to the pharmacy in the early hours of the morning occurred. She had been worried – she tended to overthink – while he had tried to reassure them both, and when her period had finally showed up, they’d bantered about the whole thing. He’d added ‘mummy wa’ to the never-ending list of nicknames which he had coined for her, and she’d sometimes call him ‘daddy twins’ in return. He would giggle like a schoolgirl at that, and while she revelled in being the reason for his laughter, she had slowly begun to develop an unnerving feeling. 
It had first started as a passing thought, and she had brushed it away, but gradually it had morphed into something which she became unsure of how to handle. 
“What’s wrong?” He’d asked her one day while they were spooning on his bed. She’d been complaining of cramps earlier and had a hot water bottle pressed to her abdomen. 
“Minus the cramps? Nothing really.”
“Are you sure? It seems like something’s been off lately.” 
“Nah it’s just work stuff, I’ll be fine.”
“Those people should stop stressing my iya ibeji, abeg.” He’d kissed her neck and her heart had fluttered. She loved being in his embrace but there it was again, that feeling like something heavy and solid had been stuffed down her throat. She’d shaken her head to dispel it and he’d wrapped his arm tighter around her. She hadn’t been completely honest with him – she’d begun to realise that she didn’t share the same inclination towards kids that he did. 
I don’t even know why or how I hid it for so long. He didn’t call me ‘our mummy’ and ‘mummy twins’ so frequently, but when he did it irked me. I really just avoided bringing the conversation up and tried to convince myself that everything would be fine. I liked him so much and I convinced myself that it wasn’t something to worry about yet. I wanted to believe that we would miraculously make it through, that maybe one day he’d stop placing emphasis on children. I wanted all our similarities, to mean something. Denial is a river in Egypt. In retrospect, this was the dumbest route I could have chosen. I feel like I just took the cowardly way out, and now everything has blown up in ways I could never have imagined. 
……………………………
“I don’t understand.” E sat across from her at the other side of the bed. His brows slightly furrowed as he looked at her. She couldn’t hold his gaze and looked down while her fingers fiddled with the bedspread. It had been so dumb to avoid talking about this for so long. 
“I don’t think I want to have kids.” it felt surreal as she repeated the words. It was early morning. E had spent the night at hers and they had been talking about getting breakfast from the woman who sold pap and akara in the neighbourhood.  He had made a comment about how it was such a typical Saturday morning Nigerian family breakfast and the words that had been plaguing her mind had finally slipped out. She hadn’t meant for that to happen, hadn’t even thought of what the implications could be. 
 “I…don’t think I want them at all.”
“Wait, I’m so confused?” He scratched his head. “When did you realize this?”
“I’ve known for a while now.” She felt shame creeping in and quickly moved on. “I just don’t have maternal instincts at all. The idea of being pregnant is scary and labour is even worse…” she felt heart begin to quicken as she rambled, and she failed to compose herself. 
“So, wait is it pregnancy itself that’s scaring you?”
“I - “ she could feel herself panic, “I can’t imagine having to take care of someone for the rest of my life, I don’t think I’ll be a good mother - ”.
”It wouldn’t be forever though, the kids would grow up. They’d live their own lives.” 
This was the first major conflict they’d had, and she really just wanted it to stop. 
“But that’s not how it works though, kids don’t just magically disappear when they’re older, they’ll always be there till the end.”
“Why is that such a bad thing?”
“It’s not” her voice was small “but I don’t want it, and I don’t know if my mind will change.”
He ran both hands through his locs, bewildered, before he covered his face. She watched him intently as he took a deep breath and got up. 
“Where are you going?” Her voice cracked as she felt a heavy heat rise in her throat. Tears prickled her eyelids. 
“I’m going home. I can’t believe you’re just telling me this now, I think I’ve expressed to you how much I want to be a father.” 
“Wait -”
“No, you wait.” He looked her square in the face. “And you just said it, just like that, without any warning.” He smiled dryly. “Some things make sense now, you always managed to brush the topic aside, in one way or another.” 
Silence. 
“Have you known from the beginning?” His voice was level.
“No”
She had been greedy, she realized. She hadn’t wanted to lose his companionship. Deep down she had known that this would more than likely mean the end for them, no matter how much she denied it. They had shared a level of intimacy where reverting back to being “just friends” would never be feasible and so she had clung to him so desperately because she didn’t want to lose him. 
“You’re not going to say anything else?”
“I’m sorry, I- I didn’t know how to bring it up, and I’m still trying to process it – “
“Right, okay, so this was your way of giving me a heads up, abi? I see.” He shook his head and she finally saw a hint of frustration in his face as reached up to both his ears. He was turning down the volume of his hearing aids so he could tune her out. It was a trick he had told her he got away with frequently when he was in situations he didn’t really care for.
“Wait -” 
He didn’t hear her as he shut her door. 
She felt nauseous. 
“What have I done?” she thought as she got up hazily and slipped her feet into her slippers. “I have to fix this.”
A light drizzle began to patter against her window as she followed him outside. 
