

CALL MY NAME: AMANDA

“Miss”? 
Someone was tugging at me, gently.
“Miss, can you tell me your name”?
I looked around me or at least tried  to. I had no idea where I was. The lights were so bright, I had to squint my eyes to see clearly. My nose twitched at the smell of wherever I was. I couldn’t place the smell. It was… different.
“Miss, can you hear me”?
“Lily” I croaked out softly.
“Pardon”?
My name, you asked, it’s Lily.

No one and nothing prepares you for the sharp sting of grief. No matter how many times you are told or how many years you live a part of you longs for their truths to become lies and for the emptiness you feel to some how go away. You hope and then you pray and hope some more, and slowly reality settles in but not with an immediate peace. In the acceptance, you feel the pain at a different degree and words become just words. Life becomes like a replay and repeat pattern as you stay stuck in the most alive  memory you can find of that person. I did not get to experience that. When death came with grief as it’s companion, he killed my memories along with my soulmate. My name is Amanda and this is my story .

CHAPTER ONE
“Amanda! Amanda!”
I wondered why someone would yell so early in the morning, more so why the strange lady was striding towards her at an alarming speed. She had left the hospital a few months ago after what the doctors had called a fatal crash, but nothing they said made any sense to her. The last thing she remembered was finishing up her law degree but everyone kept  trying to paint this entire life she had before the accident, down to her name being Amanda.. All her IDs  showed her as Lily Ayeye,  so she did not understand why every where she went  she had to deal with people calling her Amanda. It didn’t make any sense. It irritated her to but also left her with a feeling of longing that she did not understand. She rubbed her chest and let out a breath,  spinning around  to deal with what had become a normal episode in her life.
The bright-faced girl spoke in loud animated tones and told her how much she had missed her,  all of the things she had been up to.  It was almost always the same pattern with everyone she met who called her Amanda, except some looked at her with pity  in their eyes. They truly thought she was someone else.  
LILY’S POV:
The girl realized I had done nothing but stare at her and stopped speaking . My heart tugged as tears welled up and dropped down her apple cheeks stained red by the bitter cold . I said nothing. I simply turned my back  and walked in the direction I had just come from. Call me what you want but as much as I felt sorry for the  girl,  there was no way to change who I was and I was sick and tired of people telling me otherwise. I could not be the woman they were looking for.  My family had confirmed to me after the accident that Amanda was not my name and they would never lie to me.

CHAPTER TWO

Do you ever wonder if your dreams are not just dreams but memories your mind holds the dearest or perhaps  fears the most?
Soft laughter  filled the air as we danced to perfect by Ed Sheeran. There seemed to be a thousand lights dotting the night sky and the wet patches on the grass added to the beauty of the night. I just wanted to be here forever.
“I love you…“ he said,  leaning in with the promise of a whisper of a kiss. 
“...my Amanda”. 
I woke up with a start. For nights now, I would wake up like this, in cold sweat, twisted sheets and wet eyes, with absolutely no memory of what I had dreamt about. The only thing that stayed with me was a familiar tugging in my heart. Slowly turning my body over, I swung my legs to the side of the bed and ran my hands through my face to get rid of any sleep residue. I stayed in bed for the next five minutes, trying my best to recall my dream and why it always left me so shaken up and in tears. As usual, nothing came so I made my way to the bathroom and stopped at  the mirror to look at my  reflection. It was the same routine every morning, to look in the mirror hoping that something had changed about me . The only thing different about me was my now shoulder-length hair which I was sure my mom would pop a vein if she saw it. Almost immediately, my phone lit up with the image of my mum and I. I was about 5 in that picture and she had put in a dress that could only be described as a monstrosity with pink and frills everywhere. You could tell by my captured mid wail that I was not happy but she insisted on that picture as her caller id. Oh well.
My phone went off again as my mother tried once more to reach me as she had for months after I travelled out of the country. It was all too much. People kept calling me Amanda or looking at me weirdly and I could not stand it. My mother did not understand why I could not find peace at home, but the space was exactly what I needed to sort out myself, save my morning episodes that I could neither describe as a dream or a nightmare. I turned away from the mirror, and stepped into the shower while listening to Sarah Jakes tell us girls to get up. 

CHAPTER THREE
“Flight 3652 for United airlines will now be boarding!”
I should cancel the flight, I should just go home get back into bed and sleep away this new found confidence to go back to Lagos. After my shower, I had the urge to be home. I  booked the last flight going to Lagos before I ever had a chance to think about it. I had not seen my  family in a year, had not answered most of their calls, well,  only once in a while to let them know that I was not dead. But now I was going home and it was taking everything in me to keep pushing my body and luggage towards the check-in counter.
As soon as I set foot in Murtala Muhammad airport, I felt it. Being back home did not feel as weird as I thought it would. I had already contacted a cleaning service ahead of my departure, so my house looked almost exactly as I had left it,  just more spotless and quiet. Before I left, my mother insisted my sister Obianuju moved in to take care of me. It made me feel choked and worse still, Obianuju and I were not picture perfect sisters. The only thing she lived for was to cling to the end of my mother’s skirts and irritate me. Do not get me wrong, I loved my sister but when it came to boundaries and respect she was at 0, hence our constant clashes.

“Amanda”
“Amandaaa’ he called out again.
“What? What do you want?”
“Why are you being like this? I am not leaving you. I’m just traveling for a few days“.
I knew I was being childish, but a part of me could not accept that and so I kept my lips tightly sealed shut. It was the shutting of the door that brought me back from my daze and before I could chase after him,  he had left the house. He always did that when he got too upset and did not want to get into a heated argument with me. The clock went from 7 to 8 and then 10 pm but still Kuro had not come back yet. Doing what any worried wife would do, I drove out to find him. Where would I start from in a big place like Lagos? I should have ran after him. I called the first person I knew would have the best idea of where was but one by one, my hopes of finding him dwindled. No one knew where he was or had heard from him in the last few hours. Absently rubbing my slight baby bump, I got lost for one brief second as blinding light filled my vision. 
I gasped, clutching my belly and sitting up straight in my bed, chanting the name Kuro all over again . I could remember nothing of my dream except the name that now could not leave my lips and caused a familiar tugging in my chest. No one knew I was back to Lagos and the few hours I got free from my family breathing down my neck was totally worth it. At least that was what  I told myself as I backed out of the driveway into the ongoing traffic. I braced myself.

“We have to tell her mum, I know you want to protect her but this is unfair“
“Shut up.  Shut your mouth up. What do you know about what is right and what is wrong? 
“I know  it is unfair to keep Lily and Kuro apart “.
“Who is Kuro?” I walked in.
Hearing my mother and sister argue as usual made me pause at the doorway to take a breather to prepare myself for the dragging I was going to be put through. For disappearing for a year.  I stood at the doorway, practicing what my excuse would be. That was when I heard it. The same name I couldn't put a finger on.
The silence that followed after my question was one that you could probably drop a pin in and hear it hit the ground.
“Why is nobody saying anything? Who is Kuro?”
“Nobody”
I knew my mother was lying by the way her right eyebrow twitched slightly. It was her greatest tell and she could not help or stand it.
“We lied Lily” Obianuju started.
“Nuju!’
My mother’s eyes pleaded with my sister to be quiet and say nothing but I was tired of not knowing anything and having holes in my memory. I would get answers today even if I had to pry it out of their mouths. As if she read my mind, my  sister started talking so fast, I was scared she would bite her tongue.



CHAPTER FOUR
How does one handle a grief they never even knew they had? How do you come to terms with words you have no memory of? All these thoughts ran through my head as I went over what my sister had said just a few minutes ago. I could not believe it, any of it. How could my own family lie to me about a man that I was supposedly married to?
“He was not good for you Lily”
“What does that even mean mother?! What was so wrong with him that you had to lie to me?
“You know I do not like his kind Lily”
“Mum, Dad leaving you for someone who is white is not a definition for who that person is. You can’t hold it over everyone’s head!”
“Umm, there was one more thing Lily” Obianuju spoke up. 
Nothing could have prepared me for her next words
“You were pregnant“

I screamed into my steering, hitting it hard. I had run out of the house as fast as I could. It had to be a dream. I  was brought out of my thoughts when blinding white lights hit my eyes. I had to swerve to the side of the road to avoid an incoming car. My car came to a screeching halt. It hit me right there! I remember this. I remember the accident. Memories came flooding. I sat there for what seemed like hours, holding my head, reliving everything! Falling out of my car, I let out choked sobs. I remember now. I had driven out that night, looking for him when I got hit. I cried for a man who loved me unconditionally and a child that  never got to see this world.
I got up like a crazed woman. I would find him. Even if I had to burst through every hospital door in Lagos. I knew just where to search.
“Olivia”!
The bright faced girl turned around and looked at me in shock. Probably because I now  knew her name or the desperation in my voice when I called out her name but either way I was determined to see the man that had so plagued my dreams but nothing prepared me for what I saw. I had not seen so many tubes connected to one person before, nor one so lifeless that if not for the steady beep of the heart monitor I would have concluded the man before me dead.
“Kuro”
I let the bedside take my weight as I slumped beside him,  tightly grabbing his hand. 
“I am sorry, I am so sorry . Please don’t leave me Kuro, I am here. I am here now and I will never leave. I won’t argue about you leaving anymore. I will do better, just please wake up”
His silence urged me to  cry more. I begged and prayed that my husband would open his eyes. I wailed even louder when the monitor started beeping erratically. A doctor rushed in as a nurse pried me away from his bed.  All I could think about was loosing him for the second time and I was sure my heart would give up with his. 

CHAPTER FIVE
In the last year I had asked myself how one would grieve, now I also questioned why grief had come after me like one goes after a long lost lover. “Gone too soon” the tombstone read.  
I willed tears to come but none did. I could not come to terms with the reality of this strike by death. A part of me wished I could trade my life for his. Sadly  death was final and there were no trades.
“You taught me to love and accept love . You saw me when I felt the most invincible, you called me a name so precious. I know the meaning of Amanda  now, Kuro. It means one who is worthy of love. You showed me that in every way I believe possible and you waited for me to say goodbye before you let go but could you not hold on a little longer? 
The silence that followed my confession did not deter me nor  scare me. I wanted answers to all of my questions but the dead do not speak.
“Goodbye Kuro” I whispered, placing a kiss on the tombstone and walking away from where my husband now lay.
My story is not exceptional but I’m grateful for something - I knew love. I  experienced unshakable, undiluted, raw and pure love from a man who loved God and could love me and that was enough for me.






