
The FUN-eral
Funerals aren't supposed to be fun—at least, that's what I thought. 
	Well, I thought wrong. My new acquaintance Mọ̀fi has been sure to point that out many times since this funeral's reception began. He further explained to me the importance of celebrating the dead rather than grieving them, he said, and I quote, "Why shed tears to their memories when you can eat party Jollof rice in celebration of those memories?" 
	If I'm being honest, his statement sounds bizarre, but who am I to judge? I've never visited a Nigerian funeral before. I've spent most of my adolescence touring Europe and the knowledge that it encompasses. Yet here I am, surrounded by thick women in matching Iro's and Buba's featuring their Gele's as they gyrate their hips blocking our visions with their well-endowed behind. I shouldn't be staring at their asses.
	This is a funeral, I remind myself. 
	This is a funeral, yet eyes that should sink with glassiness from unshed tears are red and drowsy courtesy of the fifth glass of Whiskey this bald man sitting opposite Mọ̀fi, and I has been drinking. "This is how they cope," Mọ̀fi tells me before I even ask. I find it odd that, in my four years of traveling and basking in the world's wonders outside Nigeria, I had never brought myself to 'The Glass.' This is what my sister refers to drinking alcohol as. She said most of them are drunk in slim glasses, short glasses, wide glasses, tall glasses, and sometimes through the glass bottle itself, hence why she coined it 'The Glass.' 
	Speak of the devil, and she appears. 
	I spot Àbíọ́lá, my sister, huddled in the midst of some guests in her gold and brown Iro and Buba, hers snugs more to her small frame as she lowers her knees in greeting while she walks past a row of chattering guests. I watch her closely, her brown orbs cloud with specks of worry. I find myself wondering what could be on her mind at this time. 
	This is a funeral, I remind myself.
	My sister has many worries, from her addiction to dating married men to almost being a suspect in a murder. This funeral beats them by a mile. Mọ̀fi nudges my side reminding me that as much as Nigerian funerals are fun, hosting them is the biggest hassle. That's why my sister looks out of sorts, she's hosting, and I'm sitting feet’s away from her, not offering any help because I'd rather not get involved with the chatters, alcohol, and extravagance. 
	Àbíọ́lá finally reaches us amidst two round tables to greet the guests that surround it. "Thank you so much for coming," she greets them, forcing a smile at every turn and clenching her tight fists like she's ready to knock one of them cold if they bring up the deceased. 
I remember her telling our mother that what she hates the most are hypocrites. "People who act like they know you all too well are the ones that know you the least," she used to say. And it sunk. She's fighting herself from yelling those words at each of the guests who bring up the deceased, forming familiarity when they were never familiar in the first place. Why pretend to know the deceased? Why hold the host's hands and remind them of your ludicrous encounters with the deceased? Why not just nod when greeted instead of finding every form of attachment you had to the deceased?
	This is a funeral, I remind myself. 
	My sister reaches where Mọ̀fi and I are sitting, and I see her limbs relax when she doesn't have to deal with any more guests at this table. 
	"Well done," I tell her. 
	Hosting a funeral is no easy feat, and I believe her efforts deserve acknowledgment. When she ignores me, heading for another table, I realize maybe I should have offered some form of help to her. My sister and her anger are like a matchbox and a match stick, contained inside the other but, once lighted, easily flammable. 
	"What help can you offer her?" Mọ̀fi asks me in his somber reassuring tone that I've learned to keep track of. 
	He's right. I returned from London a month ago and have yet to figure out my bearings in a place I've long forgotten. My sister can't expect me to jump right at a chance to help, if anyone needs help, it's probably me. I insisted on driving the day after I arrived, and I got lost, what makes my sister think I can handle a packed event center with a bunch of overly dressed people I barely know?
	A slight chuckle from Mọ̀fi breaks me out of my trance, and I silently thank him for being here. I have never been the type to make friends. In my four years of touring Europe, I never got the chance. My sister once criticized me for wasting my high school and college years. I remember her saying, "The friends you make in the brutal academic environment are there to stay." I never listened. Maybe I was arrogant, judgmental, or possibly boring, but I didn't enjoy the company of anyone other than myself. 
	That's why my sudden warming up to Mọ̀fi is quite shocking. In barely an hour, he has managed to break down my barriers, soothe my raging nerves, and water down the bile rising at the bottom of my throat with his strangely calming baritone voice. 
	Now that I think about it, I've never truly taken in his appearance. He definitely missed the funeral color palette, and instead of the coordinated brown and gold, he's dressed in all white from head to toe. The white Agbada he's wearing looms over his tall frame, highlighting his built biceps, oblong face, and healthy black beard that adorns his chin. He's radiating manliness. My sister would call him a 'Yoruba Demon' just from his good looks and mounting muscles. She would say that men from the Yoruba tribe that look and sound like Mọ̀fi are bound to break our hearts. I beg to differ, though, he looks more like a 'Yoruba Angel' than a demon. He has this alluring and irresistible appeal that draws me closer and closer to him, and my good eye for people tells me there's nothing to worry about. He's nothing but a mere mouthwatering man with a mouth that could wreck me. 
	This is a funeral, I remind myself. 
	The loud buzzing of music envelopes the room, and I have to sit still, my back against my chair, in utter shock. What was I expecting? Amazing Grace or a funeral march? Instead, the rhythmic and energetic beat of a Wizkid track reaches my ears. When my father was still alive, he used to say that music died in his era. He said songs these days are about women and their voluptuous bodies instead of songs where people can learn about life and love. The music coursing across the room definitely doesn't teach us about life and love. I glance at Mọ̀fi from the corners of my eyes, and from his deadpan, I instantly remember. These people aren't here to grieve but to celebrate, and if celebrating means listening to an artist lust over a lady's body, so be it. 
	This is one hell of a funeral, I tell myself. 
	"This is the best part," Mọ̀fi tells me as servers with large trays pass through tables plating foods of different colors, sizes, and aromas. I watch the bald man in front of me lick his bottom lip in anticipation, hunger emanating from his attentive gait and wondering eyes. Is he here for the food or the deceased? 
	I have no appetite. It's strange. Mọ̀fi said people come to a funeral reception for the food, most especially the Jollof Rice, but not me. Rather than hunger over the dazzling plate of spicy orange rice with steaming fried chicken perched on it, I'm hungry for something else. I can't put a finger on it, but the more smirks Mọ̀fi throws me, the tighter my belly curls. Why is he so attractive? What is it about him that draws me closer to him? That smile, that voice, those captivating brown eyes. How are the female gazes at this funeral not pinned permanently on him?
	This is one hell of a funeral, I tell myself once more. 
	After about thirty minutes of being unable to hear myself convince Mọ̀fi to eat, his courtesy wins, and we both suffer the empty stomachs together. One by one, fully satisfied men and women exit the halls, stiff toothpicks clutched in between their index and thumb and bags filled with souvenirs clutched in their other hand. I follow suit, glancing around for my sister as the crowd disperses and the music dies down. I spot her, finally settling on a seat as she relaxes her muscles. Guilt gnaws at my insides. She's exhausted. 
	"I had fun today," Mọ̀fi tells me, pulling my attention from the tired circles that dance around my sister's eyes. 
	"Yeah, me too," I say with a distracted ring to my voice. 
	Mọ̀fi clears his throat, and this instantly has my entire focus on his handsome face. "Actually, we can hang out sometime since you're here to stay," he says, his brown eyes meeting mine with a compelling gaze. 
	"Stay?" I question with a smirk. It's bold of him to assume I'm staying. My mother used to call me Àrìn, a dove without a nest flocking from post to post in sought of every form of entertainment. And although funerals like this are quite intriguing, they do not quench my thirst for entertainment. 
	Mọ̀fi chuckles, stepping closer to me so he towers over me. "You do realize that you're staying, right?" He smiles. "You've crossed. You're like basically stuck with me," he adds, brushing his rosy lips together seductively. 
	I stiffen, befuddled. "What do you mean crossed and stuck with you? Is this a new way of hitting on girls that I missed?" I point out in a teasing tone. 
	Mọ̀fi’s smile falls in a heartbeat. "Oh wow," he whispers, his gaze falling on his nicely polished black shoes. "Dẹ́mi, this-"
	"Wait, how do you know my name? I never told you my name," I panic, eyes searching his somber expression. 
	He shifts on his feet, nose flared like times when Àbíọ́lá was preparing to break some form of bad news to me. 
	"Dẹ́mi, you're dead. This is your funeral," he states simply, and if I wasn't in front of a table, maybe I would have staggered into some of the guests on their way out. 
	I shake my head frantically. "No. No. That's not true," I chastise him, but the pained look scribbled on his face clearly screams that he doesn't believe me. My breathing grows agitated, and just as Àbíọ́lá gives a basket of souvenirs to a guest, I stand right in front of her. "See! Àbíọ́lá tell this lunatic that I'm not dead," I command her.
	A cold, harsh breeze floats through my veins just as my sister of twenty-four years walks right through me like I'm non-existent, a breezy figment that just happened to be next to her. 
	"You’re dead, Dẹ́mi. You and I both. You died in a car crash the second day you arrived in Nigeria, don't you remember?" he questions, distress seeping into his tone as he takes calming steps toward my rigid figure. 
	Visions of many nights ago bombard me in seconds, the knock of the rain against the car, the slice from the thunder, and the blistering anguish that overcrowded my heart the moment blackness clouded my vision. Àbíọ́lá wasn't stressed or worried, she was grieving her only sister. Mọ̀fi is speaking, but his voice is muted to my ears the second my eyes scan the room and fixates on the bright blue and white banner with a picture from my college graduation. I was dressed in a black grad robe with gold tassels. Me in my bright red stiletto heels and preppy skirt, and jacket. In my Àrìn era, where no one could hold me in one place for longer than a week. 
	This one hell of a funeral is my funeral, I tell myself, the height of realization dawning through me like a final awakening. 
	

	
