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this winter, you will depart from mama’s house. 
you will have taken myself apart in multiple ways
and borne secrets the elders cannot hear. 

this winter. you will bury my wasted skin. 
half broken, pieces shattered on the marble 
floor; hidden without evidence. 

this winter, you will feel the icy air on my skin 
and it will impale you. you know that it means
no harm but that does not reduce your pains. 

this winter, you will become a fragment. 

I am looking at the plastic stick, with a blank expression on my face. I know what it means but I simply cannot accept it and so I must stare blankly at it, hoping, wishing, praying that somehow that second line disappears.  Sad news, but it never disappears, not on the second plastic stick, or the third, or even the fourth that I take, just to make sure. In fact, it somehow becomes stronger. I don’t know what to think because the potency of that second line holds a message that I simply cannot accept. A message I simply refuse. 

Do I keep it? 
Do I tell my mother? 
Will she tell my father? 
Will they be disappointed? 
Do I keep it? 
Do I tell him? 

I don’t know what to think.   

I am sitting on my cold bathroom floor and I have counted 16 flowers in total on the wall beside me. I must occupy my mind unless I feel like I might run mad. I grab my phone from the sink countertop and dial my favourite takeaway place, maybe some hot chips with peri-peri chicken, spicy rice, coleslaw, lemon drizzle, extra chips and a Coke will solve my current problem. 

Actually, it might make it worse. I’m feeding it, nourishing it, giving it more life. 

FUCK. 

What have I done? 

I’m too young for this. I just got my dream job in my dream sector. How will I be a fancy big city lawyer with a nice apartment and a thriving social life? How will I explain that I fell in love with him, he got bored and now I’m having a baby at 23?  

I don't even remember if the sex was good. At least, I should remember the sex that got me pregnant, right? Exactly but I was drunk off cheap tequila shots and some weird cherry vodka cocktail. 

I’ve lost my appetite and I don’t want to talk to anybody. So, I drag myself to bed and lay under the covers and pray that this is all a bad prank that my body is playing on me. 

It has to be. 
II. 
each morning you wake alone.  

you swathe myself in you pain 
and plead the sun to have mercy on you. 

now, 
we must not dismiss, misinterpret or misunderstand you,
                                                              you are alone does not mean you are lonely. 

just like the moon finds comfort in the 
stars but misses the sun's company
                                                               you are alone.

I made the appointment. 10:30 a.m., Thursday the 15th of May. 

When I called the clinic, I couldn't speak at first 

‘Hello,’ the shrill voice of the receptionist went. 

‘Hello?’

‘Hi, sorry I was distracted’ I replied 

‘Erm, I was just wondering if you could please slot me in really urgently. Erm, I can’t really afford this right now and so I just need it gone. Please do you have any appointments soon’ I said with hesitation in my voice

I could tell she was not impressed. She sounded bored and like she was so over my ranting. I don't blame her, I can’t imagine how many of these kinds of calls she gets a day but she was nice enough. She booked me in as soon as she could and suggested that I bring someone with me to the appointment. 

It’s been two weeks and I still have not told anybody. 

I have not been able to utter the words, ‘ I’m pregnant ‘ 

I spend most of my days in bed. So far, I have only left to pick up my takeaway from the front door and to the corner store to get some tissue paper because I forgot to renew my home delivery subscription. It has been a pretty uneventful two weeks. Sure, my phone is blowing up with calls from my mother and Sade and him. Sure, the firm that I’m meant to be starting at this October is emailing for a reply. Sure, I have a baby growing inside of me. 

Apart from those things, It has been quite uneventful. I have spent my time, rewatching Modern Family in bed and contemplating my life. Oh and how could I forget, I have spent my time crying. 

I have never really liked being on my own. During uni, If I felt lonely or bored, I would go to Sade’s flat and force her to watch really bad Yoruba movies with me on YouTube.  Those ones where the plot is obvious, five minutes into the film. We would place bets on which plotline was most likely and the winner would get to pick the next one.  I miss those times, they were simpler and uncomplicated. 

I am enjoying the solitude to an extent because if I think about I’m not truly alone. That thing growing is right here with me. I wonder if it can feel my uncertainty. I definitely need to tell somebody. I don’t think I can tell him. 

What would I say? 

III.
tonight, you lay awake with warmth from the flames and the breathing body beside you. in your mind, you never thought you would end up like this 

left breast covered by a hollow hand, left foot dangling like a pendulum, left hand interlocked in soft hair 

you are afraid. not of the body beside you or the roaring thunder outside 
but of the little girl inside you

afraid she will unearth the chaos within you
and let past mistakes ruin you. 

When I first saw him, I didn’t think he was anything special. I had not yet realised how long his eyelashes were or how beautiful he looked when he smiled or the little boy sparkle he has is in eyes. He was wearing a baggy black t-shirt with equally obnoxiously baggy jeans and that gold chain that he always hides but catches the light whenever he turns his neck.  He had cool energy but nothing really caught my eye. He was late for our BMAN 121 class: Introduction to Business law and Professor Martins was not having it. That’s when he spoke and stole my heart right from my ribcage. 
His voice was like bourbon. It was smooth and layered. It had depth and all I wanted in that moment was for him to read me a lullaby.  I wanted his voice to send me to the angels and bring me back to earth everyday but I didn’t talk to him that day. I was too shy. 

The next time I saw him was at the library. He was seating on his own reading Baldwin’s ‘Giovanni’s Room’ and so I went up to his table, pulled up a seat and brought out my own copy of Morrison’s ‘Beloved’.  In my head if he was reading James Baldwin,  he had definitely read Toni Morrison and of course, he had. 

We didn’t speak but I could feel his eyes on me. They lingered, not in a creepy ‘who the hell is this’ way but in a more ‘i wonder what her deal is’ way.  I had piqued his interest but I didn’t want to make the next move. We sat in silence and read our novels. Two hour later, we were still in silence. I had started to give up, convincing myself  that maybe he thought I was weird or that he had a girlfriend and then I heard his voice. I heard the drug that had me hooked at first taste. 

‘Wanna grab something to eat with me, take a break from exercising our brains? ‘ he said 

‘What do you have in mind?’ I replied 

‘Something cheap and greasy’ he went 

‘I’m in’ 

We walked to the food truck area on campus and grabbed some pizza slices. That evening, we talked for hours. We spoke about the most random things ever. At some point, we even started talking about the aliens and how probable it was that Professor Martins was one. He was really funny and the banter was top tier.  I did not expect him to be so silly.
That was the beginning of our love story, at least in my eyes. 

I fell for that boy in ways I cannot descibe. He was everything to me. He was on my mind when I fell asleep and the thing I wanted to run to every morning. Looking back now, I can admit that it was not healthy but he was everything I wanted, everthing I needed. He is still everything. 

We dated for two years and we broke up two days till my dissertation was due which made me go a bit crazy. His reason was ‘I want more’. I mean, what more could he have possibly needed. We had planned everything out, graduation, first jobs, first apartment and he wanted more? 

That shattered me and I could not handle it so yes, I went crazy. I was out everynight, I tried everything, I went everywhere, woke up in states that would have made my Nigerian mother call pastors of every denomination. 
 
During one of those many nights out, I called him drunk and begged him to come pick me up. We went back to his and I just wanted him to comfort me and tell me everything was okay. 

He said those words with that violently beautiful voice and now, everything is upside down. 


IV.
when you were  younger, the elders never warned you about how sin is worshipped, how the lust of man’s heart is a beautiful thing to witness, the golden rot of eden’s forbidden apple. You must wish you had known all this before you lent him your innocence, before you took on his savage sins to be yours and provoked ruin. you must not lie this life is a fallacy. a folk tale that mama forgot to mention during  story time under the palm tree. 

I finally told Sade. After 50 missed calls, I messaged her to come over with a bottle of ribena and ice cream. She obliged with no questions asked and once she got to my flat, I took out two spoons and put a yoruba film on for us to watch. 

I could tell she wanted to say something but she didn’t. She stuck her spoon into the ice cream and faced the television. After the opening scene, I said it 

‘I’m pregnant’ I whispered 

‘Ehn, you said?’ She retorted 

‘I’m pregnant’ I said slightly louder 

‘I cannot tell my mother and I cannot tell him but I cannot it’ 

‘Interesting, so when are we going to the clinic?’ She asked 

I could not hold the tears back anymore and I just started sobbing. 

She held me, she didn’t ask any questions, she didn’t make any witty ‘I told you so’ jokes. She held me and let me sob. 

She didn’t even wipe my tears, she just let them fall on her and dry up. 

We made the appointment. I don’t really remember much. I was chocked with guilt and the only way I could follow through was by disassociating. I was there but I thought about anything but what I was there to do.  I do remember the smell of metal.  It was sharp and bitter, the kind of smell that you feel in the back of your throat. It was like a more disgusting version of petrichor.  
We picked up some Chinese after and Sade drove me home. She has been sleeping over ever since the day I told her. We haven’t really talked much but one day, we sat in my bed and cuddled 

‘If it was a girl, I would name her Oluwatumilara and if it was  a boy, I would name him Oluwafisayomi’ is all I said. 

V. 
now, it is spring and the flowers are blooming and the bees are at work
and your mistakes are lessons and no longer tragedies. 

now, it is spring.

a time to find a new home 
because your  body can no longer house your  sorrow 

a time to be 
because the sun will always shine again 


It’s been six months. Six months since I handled the evidence of that wasted night. Six months since I realised that love stories cannot exist if they are one sided. Six months since I realised that men are capable of violently tearing you apart while wondering why you are bleeding. He never called. He didn’t even call to ask how I was. Of course, I never told him the situation but I guess I expected him to reach out. I don’t feel any guilt about the whole situation. I thought it would shatter me but I was just mildly devastated. I’m glad I had Sade. She was my life saver and we got through it together.

To commemorate today, I have decided to ruffle through my old uni journals, look back on my old doodles and scribbles about how pathetic life truly is. For some reason beyond me, thinking about my unborn children has got me really nostalgic. As I reach into the box of worn out, ink decorated diaries, I see a letter addressed to him. It’s dated two weeks before we broke up and looking at it now, I remember what I wrote but I feel so stupid.  

How could I have been so blind, so consumed by my own feelings I did not realise that I was in love with a pretender. I admit I loved him but I guess that’s the thing about love, it’s never a completed project. I used to think that love would come and stay forever.  I have learnt that it can pack up and leave but there is always more to come.

With shaky hands, I open the letter and it goes 
‘ Dear Nate,

Before you, I thought love was meant to consume. I believed it was a feeling that engulfed, capturing all your waking moments and dreamlike sequences. Before us, love was addictive, so addictive kisses became like a breath of oxygen. 

I thought lovers existed to break my universe. To unpick me, planet by planet and ruin the sun within me 

Before you, love was pain and so pain was love and I took it silently, without doubt in mind. 
Pain was what made love worthwhile, made it strong. 

Before you, I never knew the true character of love 

How mysterious it really is, how joyful it can be, how simple it can be, how understanding and seamless it truly is 

Before you, love was an unknown subject, a stranger I am now familiar with 

I love you
Morenike’ 

 
I hope I love again. 






	

