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Funny how life works. One person can be having their best life yet, another having their worse yet, and another having it in the ordinary. Life is a mystery indeed. Not that the people having their best lives were good people or bad people, it's just their moment. This and other things explains mystery. It's something we can never understand for as long as we remain humans. Not that it is certain we get to understand the mystery when we die, we never know. Life may remain a mystery even in the afterlife. How life happens, how it works is still beyond comprehension. This is a tale of mystery. Life...
Aisha
It was a hot-red afternoon. Everyone was going about their daily lives. Market women, market men, hawkers, beggars, buyers and other living things in the market. The hustling and bustling continues, I felt invisible as I walked past everyone. I greeted shop owners as I walked past none of them responded and no one greeted me. I didn't care less. There are days people get so occupied with making sales. I wake up to different marketing strategies everyday I get to the market. It's the usual. You learn a lot growing up in a market. Asides that this is Lagos, I have lived my whole life in the market. The only way to be a stupid person as Omo-Oja(market child) is one's village people. You cannot live in Lagos and Lagos market and remain dull. 
Everywhere was hot but silent. Very unusual of a market. I used silent because there has been less sale. The day must be aware of the tragedy about to befall. My mother must have lost count of days she has spent at home. Ayo's mother is a popular fabric seller at Mushin market. She has been in the market for years that she could be referred to as one of the market witches. She's been to hell and back in the past few days. 
...
Ayo's mother was in her living room sad and gazing into space when her phone rang. She picked up the phone, within minutes she screamed and collapsed into the chair she's seated. Her sister ran in to check only to meet her unconscious. She had come to stay with her after the incident few days ago. She ran out to call for help as she couldn't drive. She lives in one of Lagos suburbs. She found one of the neighbours who offered to help her drive the car. 
She remained unconscious until they got to the hospital. Her sister stayed by her bed as the sound of the intravenous drip make the drip drip sound. She was worried. Life has a way of giving you slaps without notice. You could be going about your day trying your best to be careful and a notification pops up on your phone with a family member's death. Your day has been successfully ruined without effort. 
Aisha
Few days earlier...
I was at my mother's shop with her shopkeeper-Tomi. Ayo's mother is out to meet one of her customers planning her son's wedding. She's in charge of supplying the party clothes. She went on one of those supply. I lay flat behind the counter. I was having cramps. I already took pain relief but relief was nowhere near. Like a flash, I got calm. I've never felt such calmness. It looked like peace. I called Tomi severally, no response. I stayed still. We usually don't get along well so I didn't bother anything could be wrong. 
...
Ayo's mother got back in the evening. She was held back by the woman beside our shop. She was known to be a talkative. Talking about random things that happened while she was away. Ayo's mother left her shop saying she needed rest. I was still where I was lying before she left. Tomi welcomed her as she entered the shop. She was surprised to meet me on the same spot she left me. She called out my name, I answered but I guess my voice wasn't loud enough. She called again and again. I kept replying with a scream, at that moment I realised a lot has gone wrong. Ayo's mother ran to my side, she touched my thighs and shake my body. My face is facing the ceiling now. She got no response. Loads of sweat covered her face as she placed her head on my chest, no movement. She screamed for help. Within minutes people are gathered in our shop. Ayo's mother was in the middle of tears when one of the market men moved through the crowd to check Ayo. He was immediately joined by a lady, she seem to come to the market to get vegetables. She dropped her shopping bag and bent down beside the man. From her look, she's educated and probably is a medical student. She checked her pulse, no pulse. She quickly performed CPR. She was hoping for a miracle, she already knew I'm dead. She looked at the man's face, they stared at each other for what looked like forever. Ayo's mother screamed at them to stop the staring contest and wake her daughter up. The man stood up and looked Ayo's mother in the face.
"Ayo is dead." He announced. Like a graveyard, everyone became silent that if a needle dropped to the ground, the sound would be heard. Ayo's mother stood there unable to move without any reaction on her face. The news broke her. One thing led to another. People grabbed her from behind as she was about to collapse, she was led to a stool. Her eyes were open but she mind was somewhere else. It was the longest moment of her life. When tragedy strikes, words play the least role to the bereaved. The more people show sympathy with words, the less you understand those words.
Death does the worst to people. She snapped back to reality as she pulled Ayo by the hem of her dress. People were holding her to calm down, no one dared tell her to stop. They were there comforting her. 
"Ayo, talk to me. I'm your mother- mummy Ayo. This can't be the end." She lamented. Why on earth will you bring this much tragedy and  don't feel any remorse". She cried as she continued. 
"Just wake up and tell me all of these is joke. There's no way you lie down here and watch me helpless. Iwo ni morenkeji mi - you're my partner. Are you not ashamed? How could you allow them bring you home to me lifeless? How? How? Is this how you repay your mother?" She cried as she beats Ayo to wake up. She keeps wailing and they keep comforting her.
Aisha
All my life, I dreaded this moment. I was ashamed of my own self even before my mother asked. I knew she will be disappointed than I can imagine. I am all she's got. Her all in all. I sat on a bench nearby as I watched her wail over me. I'm a disappointment. All she has ever done was loved, cared and adorned me. She's never made me lack. I wish there's something I could do to stop her tears but my power is below that, I am an Àbíkú - a stillbirth. I was meant to go before her. I was a blessing she didn't realise. To make her happy for the moment I'm alive. 
Ayo's mother
It was a beautiful morning, it was still foggy. A baby voice can be heard from a close distance. I ran as I walked. I was on the path that led to the river. Nature calls and I couldn't do anything but answer. Just before I get to the river, I saw this beautiful baby wrapped in a couple of clothes. It must have been dumped there by her mother hoping someone would pick it up on their way to the stream. I resist the urge to hold the baby, I looked around the Bush to be certain no one is watching. I picked the baby up and the cry subsided. I ran as fast as I could back to my house. I unwrapped the baby, washed her and right there I gave her a name -Aisha. Aisha was the reason I had to leave Ayegbaju village to avoid questioning and for a fact I feared her mother might show up. My little sister, Adunni knew I was leaving. I arranged for her to meet me after a year when I'm properly settled. I left for the city that same day with no idea of where to sleep. We got to Lagos around midnight because of the baby in my hand some area boys offered me a small shop which was already crowded and to be paid for. I had no choice, I paid for Aisha's safety.
I barely had a glimpse of sleep as I reflected on my life. There has been a premonition that my daughter will come to me. The where, when or how wasn't stated. I didn't ask either. No one expects a mystery child afterall. I  was married for eight years without getting pregnant once. My husband left me in our house saying no word to me and he never returned. I guess he's tired of my barrenness. He was left with no option but leave.
Before dawn, everyone was up and ready to go out for their daily bread. I held my baby and went out. The little money I had was stolen before I woke up. It was that day I understood the slang - Èkó lón pe ibí( this place is called Lagos). One thing you'll learn in Lagos is survival. Survival is a skill for everyone in the streets of Lagos. Days became weeks and months. I became a stall owner at Mushin market. The popular Mummy Ayo.
For context, Aisha is now called Ayo by everyone at the market. Ayo was my everything and I took care of her as one. She got everything she wanted and most of the market women were of the opinion that my daughter is spoilt which brought about the name - Omo Ayò meaning the spoilt child. Although not everyone knew my Ayo meant spoilt", they believed it to be Ayo meaning Joy. She brings me joy and that's all that matters. Only few market women knew her real name. Some didn't even know what the Ayo she's called meant. Ayo is playful and kind and she's known for that in the market. Except on days when she cries for silly things and I get it for her, she's loved by all in the market. 
To be honest, I knew she's spoilt. 
Ayo's mother
Everywhere seemed blurry. I tried to make sense of the world around me as I partly opened my left eye, right there was my sister. My body hurts, my head aches, I feel tied down by an invisible force. I adjusted on my hospital bed which draws my sister's attention. She managed a smile.
"You're awake", she said. 
"You got us all worried", she added.
She keeps talking without waiting for my response. "Why did you collapse? What happened?", She queried.
At that moment, a tear streamed down my left eye to the hospital bed as I narrated what happened. 
I received a call from someone that Mushin Ajina was been demolished. I narrated to her.
My sister couldn't believe her ears. She was angry. A lot of unswered questions running through her mind. With the anger on her face, she would break an arm and a leg if she knew who called me. How could anyone be that cruel to call a grieving mother about such? Her mind questioned. With the expression on her face, she has been aware of the incident before I received the call.
She couldn't find the right words to use. We stayed silent for some minutes before she broke the silence.
"Who called you?" She asked
"I have no idea. I don't have the person's contact." I replied. She stretched her hand forward requesting for my phone as if I walked here myself. I gave her a bombastic side eye before she realized what she did. My phone would be on the chair I collapsed into or somewhere around it.
We left the hospital after two days. The doctors insisted on close observation before my discharge. 
Adunni
The day Mishin ajina was demolished I was in the market to get groceries when the government officials arrived with a bulldozer. Goods were destroyed, people fainted, some developed heart attack. My sister hasn't packed any of her wares. She wasn't the only one, there were several shops with goods in them. She was still in grieve when the notice was sent.
I stood resting on a counter as I watched Mushin Ajina demolished. It was the most despicable scene I've ever watched. The government officials looked too wicked to be stopped. Shop owners,  stall owners were screaming. That day, people fainted and never woke up. Some developed high blood pressure. That day marked the end of an era. Most of them will never recover from the damage. The debt will lead many to their graves. Things will never remain the same.

Ayo
This was never how I planned to repay you. Destiny is beyond me, it's something I can't control. I just have to let you know that I am Àbíkú. I've been born twice. My mother abandoned me where you picked me up. She was done with my on and off. She decided she wasn't going to have me take away her joy. I am not the child she wanted. I am returning to the spirit world. All that is happening in a few days. If you get lucky, you will find this letter before then. One thing is certain, you won't find this letter before my demise. Nothing prepares you for tragedy. Our memory of it only gets blurry as time passed.
I hope you find peace once I leave, Mummy Ayo. 
Your daughter, 
Omo Ayo.
