Hannah, Hannah. So, how are you doing today? My therapist must have called my name at least 5 times before I snapped back to reality. I had been going to therapy ever since that day, the day I lost you. I’ve been going twice a week ever since, on Tuesdays and Thursdays. I was staring at a purple flower vase in her office with lilies that were practically dead in it. My therapist’s name was Doyin; she also made an effort to communicate with me during other days of the week in case I needed to talk.

While I was absent-minded, all I could think about was you. Most of the time, all I can think about is you. When I close my eyes till this day, all I see is the color red. I remember every single thing that happened that day, the day I lost you. I remember the scent of my perfume. I no longer use that perfume anymore because it reminds me too much of that day, even though I know I would never be able to forget. I remember the clothes I was wearing, my jean shorts and white top. I remember it was exactly 3:15, and I remember how brightly the sun was shining on that horrible day.

A day I wish I could forget but I don’t ever want to forget you. I remember running down the street to your house after your mom had called my cell. I remember seeing your body on the ground. I recall how loud the siren from the ambulance was. You know when we would watch superhero movies together, and they’d have super speed? Everything else would stop. That was how it felt; it felt like the earth stopped moving. The tears on your mother’s face had stopped. I remember watching her screaming in slow motion, not even understanding what she was saying, just watching her mouth move, and I remember seeing you on the ground, drenched and soaked in a pool of your own blood.

Hannah, my therapist kept calling my name, and I finally looked up at her. She asked again, “How are you doing today?” How does one even answer such a question? I know she’s just trying to help, but how can I be okay before you left me? I already struggled. We were no longer as close, but you were my reason for being here. You were my reason for living. “I am fine,” I responded to Doyin. “Today has been okay. I had a routine to keep me sane.”

Doyin would give me assignments to keep me in check. Wake up, pray, even though I don’t know if I really believe in God anymore. I used to think being God’s child would protect you at all times from every evil, but I guess it doesn’t. I’ve slowly lost my faith. I haven’t even been to church since then. I loved reading novels, so Doyin made me read a couple of chapters from a particular book, and when we would see each other in therapy, we would discuss and review it. I looked up at Doyin again, and this time, with her eyes basically piercing into my soul, so I started to talk to her. I told her about how I had been going out recently, started trying to talk to Tomiwa again. He had been checking on me since you left, and I felt so bad for how I cut him out. Losing you felt like I lost myself; I could barely breathe.

I met Timilehin when I was in secondary school. I must have been 10 years old back then. I was extremely shy, and I really didn’t have any friends. I actually made an effort to avoid conversations or interacting with people. You must think I’m being ridiculous, but growing up, I was so used to being by myself. Probably sounds depressing, and it probably is, but that’s just the type of person I was. One day during break in school, I had a sweet tooth, so I rushed to the tuck shop at the corner of the school to get ice cream, but the man selling it had increased the price from 50 naira to 80 naira, which made absolutely no sense to me, and I had no money left. But you were also buying ice cream, and you told the man you’d pay for me, and you did, and that was how we started talking. We became best friends. Wherever you’d see Timi, you’d see Hannah. At some point, growing up, people thought we were siblings, and some other people would say that you had a crush on me. Even your mom would always tease, and every time we’d just laugh.

Fast forward to senior secondary school, when we were going into the university, awaiting our WAEC results. I remember how scared I was because I already struggled with my mental health. I was always anxious over the little things, but you kept me in check. You kept me going. You made me smile. My family loved you.

The name of the book I was reading with my therapist for this month was named “A Little Life.” Most times, we’d go through two books in a month. I had been discussing the book with Doyin for about 20 minutes before she cut me off and asked, “So, about Tomiwa, would you give him another chance?” Tomiwa was the boy I had been dating for about a year before you left me. You and Tomiwa got along well enough. After you left, I didn’t know how to love Tomiwa anymore, but it’s been a couple of months, and I’ve been making an effort. Losing you made me realize life is too short not to be happy. But why did it have to take losing you to realize that? How can I be happy without you?

Our WAEC results were out, and lucky for us, we lived on the same street. It was almost like God put you in my life. Thanking Him for knowing you was one of my favorite things to do. Immediately we heard it was out, we went to a park nearby. I remember how I was shaking. I remember how you held me. You knew my dad was strict, especially with education, so I couldn’t afford to fail. So, you helped me check my result before you even checked yours. I remember how you carried me. I remember how you were smiling and wiping my tears. We both passed and got into the same university. We were still following each other as usual, but we were slowly drifting apart.

I got a boyfriend in my 200-level, and I became less available. But we would still talk. But my then-boyfriend was so controlling and would always say he was not comfortable with our relationship. I eventually broke up with him. You were always talking about how you wanted to make money and how you would spoil me and take me around the world. In our 300-level second semester, that was when you met Temilade. She was so beautiful. I had never seen you in love like that before. You would always talk about her all the time, and I have to admit sometimes I would get jealous. But I knew you still loved me, but I knew I also had to give your relationship some respect. You seemed to be really serious about Temilade, talked about getting married to her, introduced her to your mum . You would always say now he has to make way more money. Temi was into graphic design; he worked remotely during the school breaks, and he and Temi would get a place to stay together. So, we started to drift again.

By the time we got into my 400-level, that was when I met Tomiwa. He was sweet and kind, unlike the other guys I had dated. He was attentive and sensitive but still dominant. He was funny, and now the four of us could go on double dates. Everyone always says 400-level is the hardest time, but it was my best year of the university so far. It was peaceful. My relationship with God was exactly where I wanted it, and my relationship with Timi and Tomiwa made my school easier. Timilehin had also finally gotten a job working for a company in Canada, and the pay was extremely good.

Hannah, you do know that you are paying me to say your thoughts out loud. I noticed that you keep wandering off. Are you still thinking about Tomiwa or Timilehin? However, I think you should give Tomiwa a chance. You need to be surrounded by love.

The therapy session was over by that time. I spend so much money to go and discuss my feelings with a stranger. I blame you for this, Timilehin. I know I shouldn’t be mad at you, but I am. I was on my way back home from the therapist’s office, lost in thought as I was driving, and I nearly hit another vehicle. I wonder how I am able to even drive at all sometimes because my mind is never on the road.

When I got home, I took a long, hot shower and continued to read my book. That was when I got a call from Tomiwa, asking if he could come over. It was already pretty late into the evening, but I still let him come because some company wouldn’t be so bad. Tomiwa is such a sweet and handsome man; I don’t know what I did to deserve him. Immediately, he entered, he went straight to the kitchen and started to prepare rice and stew with snail, which was my favorite. He had also got ice cream with him, and he stayed with me all night while I discussed my book with him. He didn’t know what I was talking about, but he loved listening to me. This became a regular habit of Tomiwa visiting me as often as he could, and we started going on dates again. I was still going to therapy as often as I could. I was still struggling with the death of Timilehin every day, but now I had Tomiwa to share my problems with. Some days were better than other days, but the pain was there.

The big day was finally here. Timilehin and I were graduating from the university. Our families came; it was such a beautiful ceremony. My dad invited everyone you can think of. I don’t think he’d ever been that happy. Timilehin’s mom got him a car for his graduation gift, and he was excited. Later that night, Tomiwa, Timilehin, Temilade, and I went for a late celebratory dinner, just us four. And that was when Tomiwa began to give a toast to Timilehin. I had never seen him so happy in my whole life, and before I knew it, he was going on one knee and proposing. This night was a night I’ll never forget. If only I knew the tragedy that would soon befall us all.

Exactly a week after that day, Timilehin and I were back at our parents’ homes, and we were sitting at the park we’d normally spend most of our time when we were home. That was when he told me he was relocating to Canada a month from that day with Temilade. He said they had been talking about it for a while, and they wanted to start afresh over there. So, he gave me his car that his mom had just got him and said that when he leaves, I can have the car.

Today, I went to see Miss Doyin at her office as I was having a bad day. I honestly don’t wish this on my worst enemy. Days like this make me wish I left with you. Miss Doyin noticed I was having a bad day, and she asked me to explain how I was feeling, but I didn’t even know where to start from. I remember sobbing the entire time I was there. When I was done for the day, I went home to get changed because I had a dinner with Tomiwa that I was in no mood for, but we had gotten to such a good place over the last couple of months, so I went home and got all dressed up, and Tomiwa arrived at my house. I know I must have said it a thousand times that he was sweet and handsome, but it doesn’t even do justice. We went to the most romantic restaurant, and he just listened to me talk like he always did. That was when he got on his knee and proposed. I cried so hard; I don’t think I’ve cried that hard. I definitely cry that hard at most 4 times a week, but this time it was for a good reason. I said yes, and he held me in his arms. I felt so safe. Tomiwa didn’t let go of me because he knew some of the tears were because I was sad Timilehin wouldn’t get to witness this beautiful moment.

Timilehin and Temilade were on their way to the airport. I had been in his house all day, saying my final goodbyes and helping them to get ready. As sad as I was, I was extremely happy for him. I was proud of how much he had accomplished. I saw him off to the car, and I went back to stay with his mom for the rest of the day. Neither of us followed them to the airport, and I will forever regret it. About 30 minutes later, we turned on the TV, and we saw that there was an accident that happened along the airport road. So, I started panicking, and I kept calling Timi, but his phone wouldn’t pick. We weren’t sure if the accident affected him. So, his mom said we should keep calling and praying, and so we did. A few moments later, we got a call from his cell, but it wasn’t him who picked it. It was a staff at a hospital. It turns out that Temilade was severely injured in the accident, and the accident severely wounded her womb and made it an inhospitable host for her child. I remember how shocked Timi’s mom was to hear that because no one knew she was pregnant. They said Timi was unconscious but responsive. So, we rushed down to the hospital as fast as we could, and by the time we got there, it turns out that Temilade had lost her life, and Timi was waking up. We didn’t know how we’d tell him that he lost two people today. Immediately, he woke up, the first words out of his mouth were, “Temilade.” I immediately burst into tears; I couldn’t hold myself. Timi started crying quietly. He said, “Let me see my wife, please.” Even in death and pain, Timi was still more calm than I was . His mom just kept holding him and told him that Temilade was pregnant, but both she and the baby died.

Today I went to see my therapist again and told her I was engaged. She was so happy for me; she said I deserved it and I should do my best to enjoy it. She said I deserved to be happy, but in a way, it didn’t feel like that. I felt like I was selfish, moving on with my life, and Timilehin wasn’t here anymore. I couldn’t even enjoy this for myself. On my way to see Timilehin’s mom, I couldn’t stop crying. I felt so bad like I was rubbing my happiness in her face, but she was so happy for me and she prayed for me. She said she always saw me as her daughter, and she’s glad she gets to experience one of her children’s happiness. It broke me even more, but she wiped my tears and said she’d always love me, and she wants me to be happy. She said I owed it to Timilehin to be happy, so after I left her house, I went home to my fiance and started planning my wedding.

A week after the burial of Temilade, Timilehin was quiet. He barely spoke any words; he barely ate anything. He was getting so lean; I didn’t even know what to say most of the time. I tried to stay with him as often as I possibly could, but he became distant. How could Timilehin not even tell me goodbye? Timilehin was my other half; he was my soulmate. I’ve come to learn that your soulmate doesn’t have to be a romantic partner. He was my best friend. I remember laying on my bed one sunny afternoon when I got a call from Timilehin’s mom, telling me he jumped. She was screaming; I could barely hear her voice. She said over and over, “My Timilehin is no more,” and before I knew it, I was running as fast as my legs would let me.
