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[bookmark: _Hlk145089984]                                                           Murderous Mrs. Mezie.
	An intriguing and almost poetic thing about mirrors are how they show the viewer everything, exactly as it is. Without filter, nothing hidden nor disguised, every wrinkle, crease, curve and crevice they would dare to display. But the raw reflection of a mirror would never surmise the intent of those who stand before it and glass cannot read the mind.
Jachinma stood before the mirror that evening lit by the flame of a flickering candle, one of the many her late husband, Mezie had bought before he died. He was always prepared for power cuts in the tiny but habitable part of where they lived in Agege. 
Tobe and Chidimma, her children, had pointed out that nowadays if Jachinma kept her face completely still, void of any other emotion, she looked naturally tired. Her eyes were sunken, her formerly fair complexion deepened by the sun, her lips pursed in such a way that in the thick of them one could see the little stencil-like cracks and the stubborn sparse hairs that sprouted on her chin grew white.
 Jachi looked a mess, she knew she did, her lips turned up in a tired smile because she remembered how at the start of the mourning period she had tried so hard to look this way, she had contorted her face in aggrieved expressions wherever she went, whenever anyone on the street asked how she was holding up she would say ‘Chukwu na eh bulie l’anyi elu’ ‘God is lifting us up’  in the glummest voice she could muster and walk away with her head bowed.
 She tried to recall why she felt like she had to glum it up then, whether it was because she felt like deep down she was not really in mourning, asides having to wear an atrocious white wrapper and blouse for a year which—thank God for modern times, else it would have been a black set—or whether it was that she had tried to look bereaved enough to convince the silly people from the market, her Igbo Sisters meeting, the church and most importantly the gossip mill of a street she lived on that she did not kill Mezie.
 					∞
Jachinma got ready that morning for work, placed her white garb on the bed and went into the bathroom. In the quiet of the morning, she could hear the early Fajr call of Alfa Younus far in the distance as well as the sound of her children getting ready for school and work, the kettle boiling and water splashing from a lifted bailer to the ground. The only sound missing was the raucous shuffling about of Mezie through his stack of files, receipts and many other things that should have been discarded a long time ago.
The day after he died, the sun had hardly risen that she burned everything.
It was not that she hated Mezie. He might have not been the most doting father or husband, but he was present, he worked hard and she, even so had her fair share of offence. 
They were wealthy once, had all they needed, the children went to the best school in Lagos until they suffered a huge loss of all they had due to poor financial decisions. 
She was not just particularly fond of him.
Jachinma walked the street with no haste in her step, nowadays she supposed she did more thinking than she had ever done before in her life and only she knew why. Her thoughts included everything and nothing in particular.
 “Widow’s brain” she chided herself wryly. 
Journeys to the office were filled with so much self-reflection that when she eventually got there she would nap throughout the day.
She strolled leisurely past the retail shop on the street, there were several people in front of it waiting to be served or sitting under the canopy tree right next to it. One of such loungers was Oga J, “short-for-Justus!” he would always scream gallingly after introducing himself. 
“Madam Mezie! Ibolachi o! ‘good morning’ sorry oh my dear sister, it is well ehn… Umu-aka gi kwanu? ‘how are the children?” he yelled and she smiled.
It had been 6 months.
 Oga-j was a stout, big-nosed man, who was genuinely thoughtful and kind but had a deep love for hearsay. Sympathies were extended towards her as she passed by, she shook her head slightly because she knew that as soon as she turned away, their faces would seamlessly morph from expressions full of pity to ones of disgust.
As usual, at the detriment of her own sanity, she lingered within earshot, at the turn   of the road, where she was out of sight, to hear what the “masses” thought of her.
“That woman wicked no be small oh! See as she used hunger to kill that poor man! he always came here to collect things on credit”
“Murderer!” another customer spat, flinging her arm around her head with a snap.
“She did not even like that her husband, she always treated him like a leprous person” this one laughed “she has not even turned 50 and she is already widowed. She might have used poison”
“she married him for money nah, abi una no know? As the money finish she come hate am pass shit!” they all burst out laughing. 
Jachinma turned back a few inches and locked eyes with someone, rounding off their mirth, not because she was hurt by any of the thing they said—Mezie’s kin had said much worse, during and after the burial—She just wanted someone to notice she was there, that she knew that their smiles were fake, their ‘sorry ma’s’ were bogus, that she knew how they really saw her. 
But those people would never know the truth… would they? True, she was never openly affectionate to him but how would they know what really happened between her and Mezie, how could they know why she never really loved him?
How would they know?

 
 
             One thing though, was that Jachinma never could find any answers to give her mother and sisters—the persistent bunch—as to why she did not like Mezie…, when he was alive she always tried to pin it to something he did or said, the irritating questions he was fond of asking, but now six feet later she realized that she did not care anymore and she could simply tell them it was just him she did not like, and that it had been like that from the beginning, that he left a simmer in her skin the scarce times they touched, ‘But then why did you marry him? how did you manage to sleep with him and produce the children you adore so much today?’ they would ask…but they would never know, would they?
             How would they know?
They would never know that Jachinma and Mezie’s older brother, Binobi were lovers.
That her and Binobi were in love since their time as students at Nsukka and that he ditched her to wed a Jamaican woman in the U.S.
 That she married his favourite sibling to spite him. 
Would they know how Binobi came back in a frantic search for her, how they made love, and how they kept seeing each other when Binobi relocated home in the fall of that year.    
 If only they knew that she was not completely sure whether her children, Tobe and Chidimma belonged to Mezie or Binobi.
            How she would still be in nonchalant bliss with her lover if she had not been caught.
             How Mezie became a shadow of himself, after he found out. 
             How he took to drinking and became a depressed mess, at the bottom of every bottle, refusing to tell anyone what had been done to him because the way he saw it, he had lost all his money to bad investments and he was not man enough to satisfy his wife that she went running into the bigger, more certain arms of his brother. He was ashamed. 
              Jachinma knew it was selfish to say but, she wished Mezie got angry, she wished he told the whole world what she and Binobi had done in a fit of rage, that he would stand up to his older brother and claim her as his. But he did not and that made her feel a thousand times worse.
             In regretful hindsight, she loved Binobi, but she was sad she hurt Mezie.
             Binobi went back to the U.S, leaving her with the burden of their infidelity. He ended up dying after a long battle with lung cancer. 
The reports that returned from Mezie’s autopsy claimed that aside from alcohol he had also been abusing substances that damaged his kidney and liver.
              What a story it would be! Maybe she would live long enough to tell it.       
              Why! She would have to sweep everyone’s jaws off the ground if they ever got to know, Jachinma sometimes imagined how her ever dramatic mother would act out the scene 
[bookmark: _GoBack]“Jachinma” she would say “Oh Nwa’m! how could you do this to me! You have brought shame upon this household and your marital bed! did I bring a Jezebel into the earth? God have I birthed an adulteress!” she would flail her arms around like a drowning swimmer and shriek like a banshee. 
              The taxi had just stopped Jachinma in front of her office building. She would go in and have a long nap and maybe even get some work done. Whether or not things would have been different if Binobi never left or if Mezie had not found out and became an alcoholic, she would never know but now she alone had to live with the weight of their actions.
          Call it vanity or self-approbation but she refused to be called a murderer, she would not be treated as a pariah, not while she lived. 
 “Binobi and I loaded the gun” she murmured “but Mezie finished the job”.
She only hoped that her children would forgive her when she would eventually tell them in many years to come, but for now…
 They would relocate to Enugu and start again. 
    
   

				    HOUSE 45B
                                            Saved by Sadiq.
      “Nooo! Ayan, please stop!”
       “AHHHH!” 
      the bone chilling scream was followed by eerie silence.               
           Ayanfe’s eyes darted from her shaking bloodied hand, to the likewise blood-stained pestle on the ground, to the freshly made corpse at her feet and lastly to her husband, Sadiq who looked as pale as the ghost that just left their house.
Everyone must have heard all the screaming
Oh! Ayanfe Baraka! You have done it this time! Oh my God! They must have already called the police. La’ilah she thought to herself with weary apprehension.
Sadiq was pacing the room in a befuddled frenzy.
…Sweet, gentle Sadiq.
        Sometimes, to humor herself, she would wake up early in bed and pinch him and then herself, just to be sure he was real and that she was not living in some kind of endless dream. Sometimes it would be while they were making love, she would look into the deep of his chestnut hued eyes and wonder how she could be so fortunate. 	
        He was everything she ever wanted, everything she did not know she needed. She remembered reading novels from Diana’s both Anthony and Gabaldon, Loretta Chase and Julia Quinn, how she would lie in bed under the covers with a flashlight, lost in these ardor fantasies of the man she wanted. The man she got. Sometimes she felt like it was all too good to be true… who would have thought that sad, bitter Ayanfe Baraka Aliyu would ever be genuinely happy. Definitely not her.
For you see, since Ayanfe was much younger she had had an awful temper, one that heavily preceded her. 
Her family was well-to-do, and having such a sour daughter as an only child, throwing tantrums everywhere was stale ignominy for them. 
She would stir up a sirocco of rage not ever minding who was caught within it, not her parents nor family, nor her cousins, nor her friends. From her Islamic schooling till her years as an undergraduate her ill temper held her back from making friends, finding love and keeping either.
Her aunts would always deride her and say she would never marry, that she would end up sad and alone living in a one-bedroom apartment, with no husband nor children, cursing the ground she walked on with her every breath.
And a small part of her believed it.
She turned 35 in the august of 2019, and had nothing going on romantically, she did not care what society had to say though, she could as well be single at 40 or 50 or till she died, she did not care, what did worry her a bit though was how every man that ever approached her or could not was so intimidated by her. 
From her family name, to her own wealth, from how she dressed, the cars she drove, the job she worked at and her run-for-the-hills temper.
But not Sadiq. 
That warm April evening they met. They were stuck in traffic; someone had hit her car while trying to overtake and as one could guess all hell broke loose.
   	Ayanfe saw red and no one was going to save the taxi driver that hit her, already soaked in fear and what smelt like pee. She had already ripped the shirt off the driver’s back when a handsome stranger held her arm and tried to placate her.
Sadiq did not care that her rich brown skin shone red, not nearly as red as her eyes or that she was thrashing and vibrating in fury.
	“Miss please take it easy” he cooed. 
Wait oh her brain interjected 
She had nearly forgotten why she had been screaming for the past 45 minutes and how could she not? This man was ridiculously good-looking. Ayanfe could not recall ever being this attracted to another person before. Her senses were in override and she kept stealing glances at him as he phoned his mechanic, who evaluated the damage and towed her car to his workshop. 
He had already paid for the damage.
Things were happening in such a flurry and the next thing she knew she agreed to a ride home from this Adonis she knew from nowhere. 
He kept on apologizing, making sure she was fine. If only he knew that her mind was too far away, wondering what his lips would taste like, and with a little out-of-character forwardness, she got her answer.
They wed after about a year of courting, to the astonishment and relief of all who knew Ayanfe. 
“Don’t you do anything stupid Ayanfe” Auntie Fati whispered after letting her eyes shamelessly roam Ayanfe’s new husband for the hundredth time. 
Things had gone so wonderfully…She had Ameera, her first baby, her husband’s doppelgänger, she was so close to making partner at the firm and life was peaceful
Then Mama sent Laraba.
Laraba was a distant relative who came to help her prepare baby number two since Mama was in Dubai. 16 years of age, undeniably becoming and the bane of Ayanfe’s existence.
 Laraba was normal when she first arrived; calm, never spoke unless spoken to, subservient, never came out of her room except for food and chores and then suddenly it seemed like she was everywhere, lingering in ever space, always inching nearer to an oblivious Sadiq who said Ayanfe was just being paranoid.
Until Ayanfe found Sadiq’s missing underwear in Laraba’s hands. 
It seemed like she had been sniffing it before Ayanfe entered her room. In hindsight, she should have sent the psycho back home that instant, the girl was clearly possessed. Instead she whipped Laraba and reported her to Sadiq who shook his head and left.
	Somehow, she was now living in her very own prime time Nollywood soap opera.
She had had the last straw when Laraba whispered “Uncle Sadiq is mine” in her ear after a late supper that night. She did not know when her hand reached for the pestle under the sink and pounded Laraba.
Sadiq was staining his hands with Laraba’s blood as police sirens drew closer and closer.
“Wash up quickly, take Ameera and run far away from here”
So, she ran, till her last tear dried. 








	 
