
Debola has always misunderstood the language of love; of how it is not a far-fetched dream. She has always believed her heart could never wrap itself whole for another even if she tried. She has moved through every chapter of her life empty and there’s only nothingness left to pour from her heart. The race never ends with Debola. It continues. Day after day. Season after season. Hope after desires. She never stops imagining what wholeness is. It must be a vague concept of happiness. Happiness never finds her whole. It comes in bits and never embraces her. She sits in silence every night, lost in the home she built for herself in her wild fantasies. Yearnings, harbouring the whispers of an Iroko tree, yet only capable of crawling like Ugwu, tiptoeing in webs—tangled, confused, yet steadfastly green and alive.

Debola has been avoiding Okiki for days. Running like a mouse at the sight of a cat. Fearfully. Cowardly. But this is how she’s always been. Running. Running. Running.  The race never ends with Debola. 

To Okiki, they were doing fine. Perfect even. The world that they share is vibrant, bursting with colours and love. Their hearts were full of each other. Here. Here. Here. Their love was here and it was real. Debola was her world. Is her world. How could her own life cease to be hers in a heartbeat? When Debola rejected Okiki’s proposal, Okiki was furious, confused, broken, and embarrassed, but still hopeful that the situation could be remedied. But little did she know that with Debola, hope is a dead thing. And hoping for a dead thing to come alive is like asking the world to end in the wake of your loss. A delicate dance with futility.

Before the heart-wrenching occurrence, Okiki had expected a seamless proposal and never imagined a debilitating worst-case scenario where Debola, the love of her life would tell her no. She must have been so stupid. Naive even at 30 to think  happily ever after was more than a fantasy: that it could be hers with Debola. 
Now she didn’t know which hurt more. Debola’s rejection or her refusal to address the rejection.

Debola has rechristened herself coward and hasn’t stopped muttering it to herself over and over again. What sort of a human breaks their lover’s heart and ghosts without an explanation?
She reminisced on the first time; how she was smitten by Okiki; how she tried to resist whatever was brewing in her heart and how her emotions clouded her fear. Only for her to be reminded now that it was only a matter of time to learn that attraction doesn’t erase age-long loneliness. That attraction doesn’t grow into love in a heart that has never known one. 

It was a gloomy day the first day their paths crossed. It must have been the universe’s warning to Okiki about the hurt lurking in all of Debola’s love stories. That the end would be just as gloomy as that day. But it had to happen. She had to learn. That’s life. You learn the hard way for every hint your heart doesn’t recognize. 

Okiki had just gotten employed at Yellow restaurant and every day for seven days since she started had been a bad one. But this  changed the very day Debola locked eyes with her. Few minutes before Debola walked in, Okiki had been infuriated by a customer, a man whose breath stank like a goat’s poo. He was uncouth and ill mannered. He spoke rudely to Okiki and addressed her as “eeess” in that Yoruba accent that painted her as some sort of animal. And she wondered how long she had to keep up with rude customers like the corpulent man. As if being rude wasn’t enough, he had the  effrontery to ask her for sex. His audacity did not only enrage Okiki, it left her imagining the many ways she would have taught him violent lessons. 

So when Debola stepped in gracefully, crossing each leg over the other in that seductive manner that dissipated Okiki’s anger, and made her heart flutter, Okiki was certain Debola would change the trajectory of her life in a good way.


Here’s how Debola remembers the first time. She visited Yellow for the first time in a long time. Approximately  3 months after her previous visit. She calculated it this way because her last visit to Yellow was her last day with Chisom. She and Chisom had a ritual of eating at Yellow every Saturday night. It was this way until it wasn’t. Until Debola broke Chisom.

Debola is aware of her electrifying aura and carries herself with pride. She knew  the  waiter was tripping the moment she caught a glimpse of her sheepish smile. So she flirted heavily. There’s an unspoken theory in the feminine law of attraction- stare.
But they both knew their attraction was beyond staring till the other person noticed. It was urgent. They needed each other. Their bodies yearned for each other. So they broke this rule and laughed till they found themselves exchanging bodily fluids three nights later. The sex was great. Intense. Earth shattering. So was the love. 


                                                                **************

Debola was five when her parents divorced. The families of both parents had decided that it was best for Debola to live with her mother as men could not be entrusted with the responsibility of adequately catering for children. But Debola knew they were wrong. She knew her father loved her more than anything in the world. Yet, they took that away from her. 

To Debola, her father was her best friend. He wasn’t always around, but he spent a large part of his time with her whenever he came home. They played card games together. Board games too. He taught her how  to play chess at 4 and he ensured she perfected the skill. They painted all of Debola’s favourite cartoon characters. So how could they take that away from her?

Debola's experience with  grief started then. She hoped everyday that her father would come back home. That he would fight for her. She cried every night and wrote him letters, hoping the angels delivered them to him. She missed him. But he never returned. And she believed ever since that love must hurt.

On the day Debola clocked 10, her mother sat her down, reeking of booze and something Debola couldn’t identify then. “I loved your father so much. I gave him my all but it wasn’t enough to keep him. Debola, tell me, what else should I have done for that useless man? I asked for a divorce and he happily granted it. He never loved me. Us.” She sobbed louder and  cursed her ex husband, calling him names till she ran out of breath. 

Debola didn’t know what to say so she stared and allowed her mind to wander. She tried to picture what her father could be doing at the moment. She wondered if he was as bitter as her mother. She wished to see him again, hug  him and let him spin her around. Debola smiled. She could feel her father. His presence brought a subtle smile into her face, and she felt safe until her mother’s voice jolted her to reality. 
“Debola, your father always ran.”

                                                            ****************

For Debola, one year of dating was weighty, heavy and frightening. She had grown to accept love in minute pieces and a year  was not enough to undo all the scary expectations that came with Okiki’s love.  So when Okiki proposed to her, Debola’s mind raced back to her childhood. And how she was never allowed to feel what was truly hers. She knew saying yes to Okiki meant walking that path again and she was done trying this time.

                                                           *****************

Okiki is on her third bottle of wine which is unusual for her. She’s less of an alcoholic when compared to Debola, but it’s been three days and the world is black. Her heart is black. She’s mourning and grieving a living person who might as well be dead. How could Debola shatter her this way? 

Okiki remembers the first time Debola walked into the restaurant where she worked.  Debola never stopped smiling. It was her charm and Okiki was instantly bewitched. They flirted quickly and laughed like old friends. Maybe like soulmates too. Okiki had thought their electrifying chemistry on the first day was their signal to a lasting partnership.  But here she was, grieving.

Debola must have hated her so much to treat her this way. She dug deep into her memory. Were there signs of Debola’s hatred? No! Debola loved her, deeply and truly or was she just delusional? Where did she go wrong as a lover? Was this even her fault? No! She wouldn’t apportion blame to herself on behalf of a coward. But then, how bad could it be for Debola to walk away without a word about what happened?

Was she too much or too little for Debola? Yes, they had differences like if milk should be added before cornflakes or if conrflakes should be added before milk. Okiiki preferred the former while Debola always opted for the latter, but is that enough reason for Debola to reject her?  Maybe things wouldn’t have ended if she had inculcated the habit of pressing the toothpaste from the middle like Debola preferred, but do people leave their lovers for things like this? 

The questions wouldn’t stop coming. Oh lord, save the heart of a heartbroken thinker.

                                                           ***************

Debola is on her second bottle of vodka. Okiki would have complained about her excessive drinking if she was here with her but what does it matter now that she’s in the arms of another woman who doesn’t want love or forever with her? It’s not Debola’s wish to continue to break the hearts of all the women who love her, but there’s something that keeps pulling her away from them. The closer they get, the faster she runs, further away from them. It was like a default setting. She ran even when she didn’t have a reason to. 

As Debola lost herself in the orgasmic pleasure of the new strange woman, she saw her old lovers one after the other, and Yetunde’s voice  was the loudest, screaming, “You’re too broken to be anyone’s lover.” Oh, how could she forget Yetunde, the lover who caught her in bed with another woman? This was her way, hurting and hurting. Coward…coward.

As her body returned to calmness, Debola remembered  Yvonne, the musician whose heart was broken after she snooped into Debola’s phone and read her flirtatious chats with several women she had been cheating with. Yvonne had cried endlessly and severed ties with her. The last she heard from Yvonne was a mail announcing her new single —a diss track for  Debola.

She stiffened as memories of Amina flooded her mind. Holy fuck! Amina was a crazy person. Well, thinking about the events that unravelled after their breakup, maybe she deserved it. Yes, she hurt Amina by sleeping with Amina’s ex and her cousin. But still, who would have thought the meek Amina would weaponise Twitter to seek revenge against Debola? 
Debola trended for days and occasionally, her name still comes up as the wildest Yoruba demon on Twitter.

How could she forget Chisom? Her soft and succulent omo Igbo, yellow like an overripe pawpaw. She cared deeply for Chisom,  better than she did for any of her lovers. But ruining things is Debola’s forte. She had taken Chisom on a date at Yellow. They were having a good time when she subconsciously started making eye contact with the lady across their table. Debola being Debola knew she needed to have a taste of the pretty lady. And it didn’t help when the lady stood up and Debola sighted her massive backside. She lost it there and then and in an unspoken agreement, she and the lady made their way to the restaurant’s bathroom. Debola would have just collected her number to be in contact with her, but she had an affinity for ruining good things. 

Chisom had spent over thirty minutes waiting for Debola. She was getting uneasy and opted to check if everything was okay. On getting to the bathroom she watched in shock and instantly became dizzy with the image in front of her. The lady was sitting on the counter, legs spread wide, Debola on her knees, eating and moaning like she had never tasted anything better.



*****************************

Debola was out at the club at 11:50 pm. It was 10 minutes before her 28th birthday. The plan was to drink and party into her new age, but Debola suddenly felt overwhelmed when she entered the club scene and rushed to the club’s bathroom to calm herself. Then she heard groaning and moaning sounds. As she turned to leave, the bathroom door opened and a man and woman sauntered past her. Debola caught a whiff of the exact thing her mother smelt of on her 10th birthday. The two strangers reeked of alcohol and sex.

Debola thought of her mother. The friction between them had increased over the years.  They never saw eye to eye over anything and it deteriorated when Debola’s mother discovered Debola was a lesbian. It was the last straw that broke the camel’s back. Debola was doing well with hiding her sexuality. It also helped that her mum hated the idea of marriage based on her experience. So she got away with never dating men  until the day the devil came knocking. Debola had just graduated from the University and was still living with her mother. Her then girlfriend, Yetunde visited Debola unannounced and caught another woman riding Debola. Heaven broke loose. Yetunde scattered everywhere. Screaming, shouting  and breaking things. That’s how Debola let her own cat out of the bag. The events that unfolded after strained Debola’s  relationship with her mother. 

It started with family meetings. And progressed to prayer sessions. Then the  deliverance sessions took over. Debola stayed through it all until her mother brought up conversion therapy. Then it dawned on her that home was no longer safe. How much more pain would be inflicted on her for loving women? So she ran and never went back. For once, she imagined what life must have felt like for her mother. How did it feel to lose a lover and daughter? To watch them leave without returning. She put herself in her lovers’ shoes, wondering what the twirling of sweet love into sourness feels like. 
Debola’s earliest experience of love had broken her and the pieces of her heart have been crushed to numb remnants of love. 

