THE KNOT
Oluwadabira Adedayo felt a knot in her stomach as she hurried out of the ICU with one aim to get to the pharmacy outside the hospital. The stomach knots were very frequent now but it wasn’t always so. There was a time not too long ago when she felt free, joyful and there was no knot in her belly or heaviness in her heart; good times indeed.
She remembered the first time she felt this knot in her belly; it was at her mother’s 60th birthday a little over five years ago, she’d been enjoying the party with three of her best friends, and while they danced her mom’s friend “Aunty” shade had suddenly pulled her aside and asked why she was rejoicing when her mom who was now sixty had never carried her grandchild “Dabira don’t you want this woman to carry her grandchild in her lifetime? She has given so much for you and your siblings to treat her this way. By the time she turned thirty you were already five years old oh”  that day she felt like someone had punched her in her stomach, she felt like she had somehow failed for being unmarried at thirty-five. She had stopped dancing and gone to her bedroom and stayed there the rest of the evening. But that was the softest knot she ever felt. 
The next time a knot would form in her belly was the evening she found out Damilare’s genotype; In a manner that felt so fated she met Damilare exactly a month after her mom turned sixty he had been transfered from the lagos branch of new heights construction company to the Abuja branch where she worked. 
Damilare was witty, and very adventurous; he lived quite close to the office and would ride his bike to the office twice a week, her was fun and easy to be around, he was incredibly smart and had a razor sharp ind which he shared without any air of superiority, he was slightly shorter than she was about 5 feet 8 inches while she was 5 feet 10 inches and although she liked taller men for the first time she didn’t mind.
The first time they were out together was two weekends after he resumed, he had invited her to hike with him, she had never gone hiking before, it just seemed to risky but for reasons she couldn’t explain she had ignored her fear gone climbing with him, he was so caring through the climb stopping at intervals to ensure she was good, he took a lot of breaks to give her time to catch her breath. The hike was good she felt so free standing at the top of the mountain, looking down, she allowed yanni’s nightingale play in her head as she did a little dance there. That was a good day, she felt free, joyful and her belly felt light. She enjoyed the hike so much two weeks later she requested that they went climbing again, this second climb was better than the first, she needed less rest times she even danced a few times while climbing, they found a clear spot and sat; they shared stories, random childhood stories, both trying so hard to be oblivious to the attraction between them, conversations quickly shifted to their love lives and they ended up sharing a kiss.
“Can I ask you something?” Damilare had asked and she seemed to know what he wanted to ask, but she also needed to know something before he asked anything of her 
“I have something to ask too, Damilare what your genotype is please”
She watched as dread filled his eyes and she knew the answer even before he responded 
“AS” he paused and scratched his neck “I am AS”
A knot immediately formed in her belly, it felt so tight she wanted to throw up, gratefully she hadn’t eaten anything that morning. 
“Can we go back down?” she asked
He nodded and quietly they descended the mountain. 
Dabira’s grandmother; her darling Helen had eight children but lost 6 of them from complications of sickle cell and one in and accident her mother was the only living child of her mother, Dabira had seen firsthand the pain sickle cell anemia caused its hosts and their families, her grand mom died the evening her seventh child was buried, she simply slept and didn’t wake up, and interestingly no was stunned that she passed. Yet a week after finding out each other genotype Damilare came back to ask her to be his life partner and she agreed he had promised that he was fine if they didn’t have any children because of their genotype, he promised and so she agreed to marry him.
The next time she would feel this knot tightly in her belly was the weekend her mom found out Damilare’s genotype after the pastor at her parents church had insisted they ran medical compatibility tests on them before they got married; there were in a tight corner given that in Yoruba culture the church wedding was to take place in the brides church and she didn’t have a fixed church in Abuja so her parents church was an easy choice. When the pastor received the test results he had invited her parents to bear witness to whatever decision was reached. All it took was one look from her mother for the knot to form.
“Dabira you said you knew his genotype and he was AA I asked you several times” her mother asked the moment they got into the house.
“Mummy he has never lied to me about his genotype, I have always known”
“You knew and you agreed to marry him?”
“Mummy we would be fine. We both believe in God and he would not allow us suffer”
“Dabira, My mother taught you about Jesus, she was a Sunday school teacher my entire life, she didn’t knowingly get married to a sickle cell carrier, yet she ended up with Six children with sickle cell. And she lived to see all six of them die. Do you think she didn’t believe in God or he hated her?”
“Mummy your mother suffered a lot because she didn’t marry a person that loved her, she was literally given to Baba, she suffered to care for her children with sickle cell alone, the poverty and unhealthy environment could have killed them”
“Ehn ehn?” her mom raised her eyebrow
“”Mummy, what Damilare and I have is different. We have agreed not to have kids.”
“We agreed to have only two kids when we got married. We have five of you” he dad chipped into the conversation.
“Daddy, Mummy, there is nothing love cannot conquer. I will marry Damilare and we would be fine” she didn’t allow anyone say anything more to her, she immediately got up and headed to her bed room. 
After six turbulent months her family reluctantly allowed her marry him. The reluctance was glaring her father had asked her younger brother to walk her into the church and her mother couldn’t be bothered to sell matching fabrics traditionally called “aso-ebi” to close friends and family they had simply been told a color to wear. Her parents’ reaction should have caused a knot to form in her stomach, but it didn’t not. She was joyful, truly joyful to be marrying a man her soul loved. 
PIMMMMM 
The aggressive honk of an oncoming car jolted her back into the present and she realized she had absentmindedly walked into the road. She quickly regained her composure and carefully walked to the other side of the road; the side where the pharmacy was. As she entered the pharmacy she opened her purse and picked out the prescription sheet.
“Good afternoon ma” the attendant in the pharmacy greeted as she approached the counter, she nodded her acknowledgement and slipped the prescription to her. The attendant looked at her and then at the piece of paper, she was judging her, Dabira didn’t care she was welcome to judge all she wanted. 
The attendant walked to one of the drug shelves and returned with a pack of medication
“Were you told how to use it?”
She shook her head, she’d have simply returned to the hospital and asked the nurse who wrote the prescription but she was off duty. 
“Come with me, the lady pointed towards the injection room of the pharmacy and Dabira followed her.
As Dabira walked out of the pharmacy after the misoprostol had been administered she thought painfully about the knot that had formed in her belly four years ago and had never loosened.
That evening four years ago they had just celebrated their first wedding anniversary his family had come over, Dabira had seen him in a seemingingly heated conversation with his mom but she hadn’t thought much of it, however as the last of their guests left he made the statement that formed the knot “we need to have a child”
“But we agreed not to”
“I didn’t know it would be this hard babe, just one child so my mom, our families and everyone can rest”
“Babe you know how risky this is”
“But from those genotype charts the sickle cell child is usually from the second born”
“Babe we can’t depend on a chart”
They didn’t talk much that night, she couldn’t call her mother to tell her because she had been warned. Their relationship was strained because of her refusal so she eventually agreed. When her mother learnt of her pregnancy she saw the disappointment in her eyes yet there was nothing she could do. She had the knot in her tummy all through the pregnancy; on the day her daughter Teniola was born she had stared at her forehead and her chest looking for some sort of sign and had seen nothing. Her genotype was checked and the result came out negative, that result loosened the knot, their home was joyful Damilare was a present and loving father.
But the rest lasted only so long as a week after Teni turned one she became terribly ill, it was supposed to be malaria they were sure it was but her genotype was checked and the thickest knot ever formed in Dabira’s belly as she received news that her beloved firstborn indeed had sickle cell anemia.
The knot never loosened up, she had spent more days by Teniola’s bedside in the hospital than she had spent on her own bed in the last two years since the diagnosis, most days she had no idea where Damilare was, he expressed that he couldn’t not stand seeing his child in pain and be unable to do anything about it so he rarely came by the hospital to see them, on the few occasions he did come he stayed outside and she would go to the car park to receive whatever her brought for them, while she had literally stopped living and poured out her life into caring for Teniola the child he had sulked until she agreed to have. 
His mom visited occasionally too, but she always complained the smell of hospitals nauseated her so she never stayed long, her own mother? Mama Dabira was with her through every hospital stay, she cooked, she cleaned, she bathed her granddaughter, she served her daughter and not one time had she ever said the words Dabira expected; I TOLD YOU SO. She didn’t care to be right and it left Dabira feeling even more pain in her belly because her mother was suffering because of her stubbornness. 
But a week ago she missed her period and decided to take a pregnancy test and it came out positive which was funny, because given the strain in their marriage she and her husband barely ever got intimate, but a little over a month ago one afternoon she had gone home to have a quick bath and cook lunch while her mom stayed with Teniola in the hospital, Damilare was home when she got there and at his insistence they did get intimate and just that that one time she was already pregnant. 
There was no assurance what the genotype of the next child would be, there was way she could live through what she was living through at the same time for two children. Seeing those two lines on the pregnancy test strip tightened the knot in her belly so terribly she was sure she would die, she sat on the floor in the hospitals bathroom and there she knew something had to be done. The next evening her mom had to go home whish Dabira was grateful for, when an elderly nurse who looked like she would understand came in she had confided in her and asked if she could tell her what to do or just simply help her out with terminating a pregnancy.
“There are plenty ways. But you know it is illegal so nothing is free”
“I understand”
“How many months?”
“Two months ma” she wasn’t up to two months pregnant but she couldn’t determine the exact date of conception”
“Ehn that one is easy. I will come with something tomorrow, you too hold something”
The next day the nurse had given her a prescription sheet and Dabira had given her ten thousand naira. 
  Now as Dabira walked back into the hospital she saw her mom in the reception looking confused and she suddenly felt what felt like the mother of all knots form in her belly and knew something dreadful had happened, she hurried to her mom.
“Mummy why are you outside? Where is Teni?”
“They took her” tears filled her mom’s eyes as she pointed to a now empty corridor
“Who?” she tried to make sense of the direction her mom was pointing “mummy who took my daughter?”
Before her mother could say anything a nurse came out of a room at the end of the corridor, Dabira went to her but the nurse rushed past her, undeterred she followed.
“Please my daughter, the little girl is my daughter. What happened to her?”
The nurse didn’t respond she picked out a stainless steel tray from a cupboard and with hurried steps left the room while Dabira followed behind.
“Get her out of here” a doctor yelled as Dabira followed the nurse into the room where Teniola was, as an attendant pulled her out she caught a quick glimpse of her daughter; the tremors were back, Teni was shaking with such violence and Dabira knew it would take a miracle for Teni to survive.
Her mom took her from the attendant and led her to one of the waiting benches.
“What happened mommy, I wasn’t gone for long”
“The fever” tears filled her mother’s eyes
“Yes the fever but she was already being given antibiotics”
Before her mom could respond the door to the room Teni was receiving attention was opened and the doctor who had asked that she be taken out earlier came towards them. She held tightly to her mom as fear gripped her and her the knot seemed to pull her chest into her belly. 
In movies the doctors would show emotions, sometimes even cry with patients when they had to break news of a death but Dabira didn’t get the movie style announcement
“The infection was severe and spread too quickly. She had what we call a septic shock. We tried but we lost her”
[bookmark: _GoBack]Dabira stood still as a more violent pain hit her belly, she clutched her stomach as she fell to the ground overcome by the belly tightening pain, as she wept in her mother’s arm she wondered if the pain was from the having Teni ripped from her life she cruelly or if it was an announcement that the life in her belly was being ripped out.
