THE DOOR TO THE MIND
“Ah, once again, the moment arrives when I am blessed with the opportunity to pour the depths of my heart onto this canvas of creativity. It’s this very gift that sets humanity apart, making each of us a unique tale in the grand tapestry of existence. However, this isn’t my story to narrate; it’s Kofi’s. She carries the emotions, the essence, and the authenticity this narrative requires. I shall now step aside, allowing you to see through the eyes of Kofi.
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CHAPTER ONE: THE BEGINNING
Welcome to my world, a place where I once believed in the beginning that I could navigate everything, understand everyone and live like the best. Alas, that was a deceptive illusion. It was only after my university days that I realized life resembles a rolling boat, its course and destination veiled until the journey’s end.
Well let us start from the beginning. I hail from a family of eleven; excluding my parents who are Nigerians; albeit not the Nigerian parents I might have wished for. Its 7 pm on a rainy Sunday, and yet again, they engage in a heated dispute, pondering who shall succumb first to the frustration that they bring to each other. Tomorrow morning, I depart for school, escaping this tumultuous backdrop. I yearn to help them, but apathy reigns; you wouldn’t blame me, I have tried to settle a couple of dispute this tiny period I have stayed. A friend from my class aptly claims that marriage isn’t a do-or-die affair, a sentiment I find myself not totally agreeing.
Pardon my oversight—I’m in my final year at school and still untouched by intimacy. Not by choice, mind you, but in accordance with my mother’s counsel. She insists it’s the path to a harmonious marriage. Yet, the irony doesn’t elude me, for she, too, entered this union as a virgin, yet marital discord haunts her. This leads me to conclude that perhaps I’ll venture into the unknown soon.
Michael, my partner of two years, has respected my wish to abstain from physical intimacy. Isn’t he the embodiment of a rare gem? My friends, however, whisper rumours of his infidelity, but I remain unconvinced. Even if such suspicions hold truth, I’ve neither seen nor caught him in the act. To me, he remains an angelic presence that I wish to continue with.

	












CHAPTER TWO: ALL ME
The clock read 8:00 AM, and once again, I found myself embarking on the journey to school. My parents hadn’t provided me with any cash for the trip, but I had grown accustomed to it. They covered my school fees, and that sufficed; as long as I could attend school, contentment filled me. I anticipated reaching school by noon, perhaps even earlier. Conveniently, my university was situated in the same state as my parents’, a fact I sometimes wished were otherwise. Nonetheless, at least it made me meet Michael. My intention was to head straight to his place; there was something I needed to discuss with him.
Seated next to me, a lady loudly lamented the government’s apparent neglect of its citizens, leaving me bewildered. It was indeed a chaotic situation, and my bewilderment mirrored the sentiment. We professed to desire a democratic country, but how could we expect fair governance in a land where citizens readily trampled over one another without hesitation? Abeg.
By 1:00 PM, I was en route to Michael’s house, confident that my arrival would bring him joy.
“Michael,” I called multiple times before he finally appeared at the door. I had left my key here when I went home.
“Kiki Sorry for the delay,” he said as he opened the door, smiling. “I was cooking since you texted me so late about your arrival.”
“Oga chef. Will you let me in, or should I stand here and admire your handsome face?”
“Abegi see mouth. Come on in.” He drew me in by the brown scarf on my head and hugged me, holding me tightly, our bodies pressed against each other.
I made my way straight to the room, while he returned to the kitchen.
I appreciated how he treated me; it was all so comforting. After a satisfying meal that far surpassed anything my sister Amaka could prepare, I decided it was time to broach the subject that had been on my mind. As I looked at Michael, the first words that escaped my lips weren’t what I had expected.
“Will we still get married after I finish university?” fully aware of his usual response to this recurring question. Yet, I persisted.
“Kiki, you’re starting again,” he sighed. I had asked this question more times than I could remember. But I craved every morsel of reassurance I could extract.
“Answer me.” I moved close to hold his scanty beards.
“Babe, we will get married before you even come out of your final exam. You would see me and Ejike dressed up, waiting for you outside FTL class 1, waiting for my pretty babe.” I couldn’t help but chuckle, and yes, he did too. Now I could tell him what I really wanted.
Stripping off the clothes from my thick, dark skin I said to my man, sitting clueless about what the matter may be.
“Let’s have sex.” I quickly noticed the discomfort on his face, and he finally he uttered a word.
 “Babe, you are not ready, and you are almost done with school. When we get married, I will touch, smooch, kiss and hold all of you, but not now. You don’t want this; what have your friends said again?” He looked emotionally into my eyes as he pulled me close, holding my hands.
“They’ve said nothing. This is my decision; it’s all me.” I looked at Arinze Emenike Michael, as he stirred in confusion.
“You cherish this so much, how come?” He asked.
“Mine, It is what I desire, so please.” I drew nearer to him, our skin brushing against each other, and my lips locked on his already. The rest is a tale you’re familiar with.























CHAPTER THREE: LIFE THE ROLLING BOAT 

The culmination of my university journey marked a significant milestone, a victory achieved through relentless determination. Michael and I had confronted numerous obstacles to ensure my inclusion in the graduating class, and our joint efforts had ultimately triumphed. It had been seven months since I last set foot in a classroom. Thus making it the longest time I’d ever spent at Michael’s. This was unusual for me, as I typically limited my stays to three days at most. Despite his comfortable living quarters, I valued my independence and Christian principles. My mother’s frequent sermons on the impurity of cohabitation had instilled in me a deep sense of respect for such values. I couldn’t help but recall my parents’ enduring marriage, a beautiful union beneath their imperfections.
As Michael settled the grocery bill, an encounter with an outspoken woman left me momentarily stunned. She declared, “You are living a filthy life; come out or you’ll be condemned to hell.” I met her gaze with a measured stare, scrutinizing her from head to toe, then chose to walk away in silence. I went to Micheal and our path led us straight to the car, where I resolved not to let the woman’s words affect me. I refrained from mentioning the encounter to Michael, instead reflecting on life’s unpredictable nature. If anyone had foretold that my family would turn their backs on me upon learning of my pregnancy, I would have dismissed it as inconceivable. The judgments and reactions I’d endured during this period had been far from pleasant, yet I made the conscious decision to release them. After all, the father of my child stood by my side, and our plans for marriage were set in motion, albeit a year away.
Job hunting proved challenging, exacerbated by the state of the country and the physical limitations of my pregnancy. Michael admirably shouldered the financial responsibilities, a gesture I deeply appreciated.
“Babe, open the door quickly,” I called out.
He responded with a smile as he swung the door open. “See your face.”
“I don’t know why you’re smiling. Are you trying to stress someone’s future wife?”
Chuckling, he remarked, “Ah, a future wife indeed. I apologize for being a mere obstruction.”
Inside the house, Michael assumed his newly acquired role of arranging and cooking due to the pregnancy. Later that evening, I broached the subject that had weighed on my mind—a lingering unease that warranted pastoral counsel.
“Babe, I can’t stand how judged I feel all the time. I never anticipated that our first intimate encounter would lead to pregnancy, and the way my family and friends treat me, as though my world has ended, is truly disheartening. I want us to seek guidance at the new church. I want us to seek counsel.”
“Kiki. I’ve been feeling uneasy myself for the past two months. Well always remember you have me. How about we attend the evening service and speak to the pastor afterward? Does that work for you?”
“I’m cool with it, babe. Thank you for always making everything seem so easy,” I replied, admiring the way his fair skin radiated beneath his white shirt.
As we exited the church after service, a sudden downpour felt unsettling to me. Michael dismissed my unease, attributing it to heightened sensitivity due to my pregnancy.
The pastor’s office was adorned with minimal decor but overflowing with books, an unusual sight outside an academic setting.
“Apologies for the delay,” the pastor said as he settled into his exquisite chair. He inquired about the nature of our troubles, and we poured out our hearts.
Hours later he said. “You both have faced many detours, but remember that you are not judged, for Jesus has already redeemed you. I recommend leading you to Christ right now. After that, I advise you to expedite your marriage, so living together won’t be seen as a sin. For now, Kofi can stay with us as we work towards restoring unity in your families.”
The pastor’s prayers infused us with a sense of peace.
Leaving the church with Michael, we engaged in a heartfelt conversation for about thirty minutes in the car. He appeared relieved. At least we were no longer bound by the burden of sin. My heart brimmed with joy, but two hours later, tears replaced that elation.



















CHAPTER FOUR; I DIED
“Madam, can you hear me clearly? If you can hear me, rise up one finger,” a voice implored. Echoes of faint murmurs and whispers filled my ears, a disorienting symphony in the cold darkness. I wandered alone along a desolate road, the only illumination, a distant light. My soul intention was to follow the path toward that glows until a chilling phrase sliced through my consciousness. “I think she has lost the babies.” Startled, my eyes snapped open, and reality materialized around me.
Surrounded by four nurses, I struggled to make sense of the abrupt transition. Had I gone into labour prematurely, and where is Michael? Panic gripped me, my own body feeling distant and fragile.
Hours later, a tall, dark doctor entered the room, attempting to convey the devastating news. 
“Are you the doctor? Where is Michael?” My voice trembled as I clung to a thread of hope.
Regrettably, the doctor’s words cut through me like a blade. Michael was gone, his life extinguished by a traumatic injury sustained from the car accident and even surgery did not help. I died. The news was compounded by the loss of our unborn children. Confusion and anguish engulfed me. How could this be? Where had Michael gone?
Two agonizing days later, I finally beheld Michael’s lifeless form, and the doctor had performed a heart-wrenching operation to remove the lifeless babies from my womb. The prospect of burying Michael, my son, and daughter together on the same day loomed before me. The weight of guilt and despair bore down upon me. What did I do to deserve this cruel twist of fate? Did I stray so far from the teachings of Christ? The questions swirled, but answers remained elusive.














CHAPTER FIVE ; AND SO
Seated upon the worn, brown chair, I find myself lost in contemplation, seeking to fathom the depths of the calamity that has besieged my heart. It has been precisely four months since I partook from the bitter chalice of life. In this time of turmoil, my family and friends have reappeared as if summoned by fate’s capricious hand. How I wish Michael could witness this transformation.
My intent was never to narrate my tale in this manner, but destiny’s twists are truly unpredictable. Nonetheless, there are questions that plague my thoughts, questions that have tormented me for too long. I wonder if the answers dwell with you.
Why must society be so steeped in religiosity and cruelty? Does God indeed subject us to pain and suffering to draw us closer to Him? If so, was my transgression so grievous that it warranted such unforgiving punishment? Is the conception of pregnancy before marriage such a taboo that not even my own mother could offer solace during those trying times? I recall my earlier assertion about the citizens of this nation, how they would trample each other if given the chance. It was no idle remark. 
I admit that my inability to exercise restraint and wait for matrimony may have led to many repercussions. But can we ever be certain that my path would have diverged? Would Michael still be alive, our marriage on the horizon, and our lost children nestled in our arms next year? Could I have become an exemplar, a beacon of hope for others? My love for Michael remains unwavering, and I make no claim to absolve myself of wrongdoing. Yet, it feels as though I am being punished beyond measure.
The Pastor at the church I and Michael attended preached of no condemnation in Jesus, but even those who should have stood by my side, my parents, condemned me with their silence. I reiterate, I do not seek to justify my errors, but I was served a cup of death, and somehow I survived. But, the poison still courses through my veins.
Consider my family’s pastor’s wife, who once advised my parents to grant Michael and me respite, assuring them that in our darkest hours, we would return. Now she proclaims, “Jesus loves you, and He will protect you.” Though her words hold truth, they ring hollow from her lips.
Life, in its capriciousness, has led me to unforeseen destinations, and I fear I may never muster the strength to move forward, to breathe, and to truly live again. Yet, I refuse to assimilate into a world populated by delusional souls, individuals who misconstrue the essence of love. If ever granted another chance to love, I shall do it differently. But for now, all I crave is the simple act of breathing.

