Laolu died. My best friend died just like that. His death was the first tile in the domino of my life to fall causing a chain reaction and everything else came toppling after. Nobody deserved to die the way my Laolu died. His death has broken me, it has torn me to pieces, it has caused me to have bouts of insomnia and constant anxiety but more than anything else it is his betrayal that has finished me. Laolu has completely finished me and still has the audacity to remain dead. He has decided to remain dead, and I am angry, very angry because I want to confront him and I cannot, I want to lash him with my tongue and purposefully break his heart so that I can watch his face twist and turn in discomfort at the things I haul at him, but I am not given that satisfaction. I want to see him grapple at my feet, calling me repeatedly because I have locked him out of the house, but death will not award me that pleasure. I want to ask him who gave him the audacity to upend and turn my world upside down. But most Importantly I want to ask him why he betrayed me, tainting all the memories we ever created and leaving me to wonder what our life together meant. Was it all a lie, a ruse, or a prank? All the years we were married, I never questioned his loyalty to our marriage, call me naive but I trusted my husband and I had no reason to suspect him but isn’t that what you do when you’re in a marriage or was I just purposely dense and blind to see what was in-front of me? He has died but his lineage lives on, it lives on in the two sons he left behind, the two sons that took every feature of his face from the slight crook on the bridge of his nose to the bigness of his eyeballs, two sons that I could spend the rest of my life denying their existence but anybody with eyes can tell they are his children but these children are not mine because a mother knows her children and these ones, I did not carry in my stomach nor feed at my breast. Do you see how I have been blindsided?
My mother has been here the minute tragedy befell my life on a very mundane afternoon. My rock through and through, a proper Abiamo. God bless her for me. I had been out and about shopping for the house, nothing special just our monthly groceries. Like I said very mundane. When I got that call from his younger brother, I was in the middle of haggling price with the market woman. I could feel my phone vibrating on the side of my belly where I held my bag against, I ignored the first call saying in my mind that I would call whomever it was back, but the phone rang without stopping. It finally reached a point where I could no longer ignore the phone or the persistent person calling, so I found somewhere to perch my butt against in the kind lady’s shop and started rummaging through my bag, bringing out all its content because somehow the phone had found itself at the bottom. I looked at the caller ID from the many missed calls and it said “Lanre”, why was Lanre calling me? and why was he calling me repeatedly? I let my mind wonder for a while but not too far, concluding that he might just be needing something urgently and he couldn’t get through to his brother. As I was about to call him back, my phone started to ring again, I even subconsciously sang along to my ringtone before answering the call, “Hello Lanre, how are you? I am in the market, so I didn’t hear my phone ringing from all the noise but hope no problem?” I quickly explained myself but there was no sound coming from the other end “Lanre are you there? Aren’t you the one that has been calling? Hello?” still silence, then I started to get worried, and my heart started beating very fast you could almost see the movement of my chest rising and falling if you stared hard enough. I mustered up the courage to speak again but this time I tried to cover up my fear with anger “wo Lanre if you don’t have a reason you called me, I suggest you call back or I will call you back when I am done” I heard a sniffle, then his voice broke the seconds of silence that was starting to form “Aunty Bisola are you alone? Are you sitting down?”
“Yes, I am sitting down but I am in the market in someone’s shed.”
“Aunty Bisola…” his voice trailed off.
“Lanre please talk, you are beginning to scare me.”
“It’s brother Laolu” was all he said, and I jolted up from where I was sitting, already panicking. 
“What happened to Laolu? What happened to my husband? Talk na, are you deaf all of a sudden?”
“He got into a car accident on his way to work….” Was the last thing I heard him say before I fainted. The woman whose shop I had stayed to take the call was the one, with her neighboring market women who revived me after I had collapsed in her shop. She was the one who took my phone and called my mother or, so I was told once I regained consciousness. When I woke up, my mother told me everything about how he was hit by a drunk driver head on and died on impact. I let out a loud, sharp, piercing cry and fell unconscious again.
Since Laolu died and I’ve been in mourning, it has been one in-law or the other that have come to set up camp in my home. They say they are here to mourn with me but all I’ve seen them do is swallow my food in gluttonous pleasure.” iya Bisola, this vegetable soup you made is very sweet o” I overheard one saying to my mother, the nerve. They say they are here to mourn Laolu but they are mourning a man that they never knew while he was alive or cared to know only when they needed him for school fees or feeding. He was my own husband, and nobody else’s, so why are they here faking condolences? Their sham tears only make me angrier.  The audacity of these people to pile on my grief. It’s like they enjoy watching me slowly fade away and become a shell of myself, they never liked me anyway, so why should they care about my wellbeing and why should they stay in my home?  Wasn’t I the witch “Acada” wife that didn’t allow their brother and son perform his duties? But here they are with their shallow “eyah” and “pele” as if that will make up for all the nonsense, they put me through and are still putting me through even in his death. No respect for the dead and the mourning, these ones, especially my mother- in-law. I can see her sly smirk that she fails to disguise every time someone mentions how frail I’m looking, how I need to stop crying and be strong as if it is her joy to see me like this, but I would not be surprised, that old hag. This woman has been the bane of my existence for a long time now, but it wasn’t always that way. When Laolu and I first started dating, she was our number one cheerleader, calling me “iyawo mi” and giving me tight hugs as if squeezing the life out of me was her main goal rather than a warm embrace. Every time we went to do our monthly visit to her, even hours after hugging her, the minty scent mixed with lavender still lingered on my body. She called me regularly and sent me food stuff through Laolu while I was still in school. She even travelled all the way down to my school on my graduation, with a cooler of jollof rice and fried meat in tow. The day we announced we got engaged, she was the happiest.
I wasn’t met with such grace and happiness after 10 years of marriage and still no baby. and today, in my living room, seated with her, the head of their household and the rest of our respective families, I was met once again with that familiar hostility I had gotten used to. Sat across from me was also a face that I had never seen before but the way my mother-in-law leaned in, to whisper things into her ear, rubbed her back and held her hand clasped between hers, the lady, in response to these gestures of affection that my mother-in law had stopped showing me, smiled shily and nodded to whatever she was being told. This made me think, amid my grief, that she was the reason why this family meeting that my mother-in-law insisted couldn’t wait was happening. My mother-in-law called me very early in the morning yesterday “I have some information to pass across to you and the rest of the family tomorrow. It cannot be later than tomorrow.”
“What is this information that can’t wait till after he is buried?”
“Do not ask me silly questions you this girl. When I see you tomorrow then you can ask me whatever”
“At least give me the pleasure of mourning my own husband.”
“He was my son. Mourn him however pleases you but tomorrow, Olori ebi and I will be there to speak to everyone” she hung up without allowing me to say another word.
I laid awake on my bed for the better part of the night as I have started doing since Laolu passed. I will lay there, with my mind racing with so many thoughts all at once that I would wake up with a headache that felt like a million people were pounding yams in one single mortar. This night was no different. I laid there and started talking to Laolu as if he could hear me “I do not know what it is that your mother wants to tell me tomorrow but please let it ease my pain if anything” I said to the darkness of my room. I waited for a response and when none came, I cried and wailed for hours, heaved until I vomited profusely. When I woke up in the morning my limbs were heavy, I tried to raise my hands to cover my eyes from the light that sipped into my room, but it wouldn’t lift, my eyes fatigued from all the crying and were burning from the sun that it felt like someone was pouring lemon juice into them but still I couldn’t move. I tried to roll over to my side, but I couldn’t, so I gave up, laid there, and cried some more. I had somehow managed to pull the cover over my head when I heard the door of my bedroom open. “Bis Bis” my mother said quietly as I heard her walk over to where I laid and rubbed on my back “everyone is downstairs waiting for you, get up let us go and hear what they have to say”. I groaned back at her. After several minutes of persuading me, calling me pet names and trying not to lose her temper, my mother was able to get me into the shower and down the stairs to face what felt like judgement day.
“finally o. our queen has come down” my mother-in-law remarked in Yoruba as I took my sit across from her, while the lady beside her eyed my loosely tied head wrap worn around my month old braids.
“That’s enough” pa Sam said to my mother in-law. Turning to me “Bisola, how are you?”, I nodded my head and laid on my mother’s shoulder.
“Brother mi, we are not here for pleasantries. Let her know why we are here so we can carry on and bury my son” she interrupted.
“That is okay” turning to the lady beside my mother-in-law “you, get up and kneel in front of her.” I sat up straight, looking around at everyone’s face especially my mother’s which had a similar look of confusion.
“This is Teniola, she is the wife your husband left behind in Abeokuta and these boys” he said gesturing to two boys that had been brought into the room without me noticing “these boys are his sons, this one is Lekan” he said pointing to the older of the two boys “and this one Olamide.”
“Sir?” was all I could reply.
“Did you not hear him, or do you want us to repeat ourselves? Okay, fine. Teniola here is your husband’s wife that he put under my care in Abeokuta. For over five years now she has been living with me under strict instructions from your husband that you never find out but now that he is no more and I cannot take care of them alone, I took it upon myself to come here and tell you of your small wife so that they will be present at his burial and when his properties are being distributed, they can be given their equal share”.
“I..I..am..” I struggled to find any words. Every time I tried to open my mouth to say something, all I could hear were my words forming a hard lump at the back of my throat. I tried to get up, to run away and hide, to shield myself from all the words that felt like daggers piercing my heart but all I could do was sit there and stare at this lady kneeling before me, tuning out everything that was being said around me, my mind took a life of its own. What did my mother-in-law mean by my small wife? Laolu will never do that to me, he said he didn’t care if we had any kids, he said he did not marry me to bear him any children. When we found out the problem was from me, he promised me that he did not need children to remain married and happy with me and like a fool I believed him. Even when the pressure from home got worse Laolu told everyone to stay away from me, so what is my mother-in-law talking about? She must be lying as usual just so she could see me sad because he would never betray me like that but deep down in my heart, I knew she was telling the truth because when I came out of my trance and looked at the baby placed in my arms, all I could see in his face was Laolu. I held the baby to my chest as tightly as I could and I wept because I knew that I would forgive Laolu, I knew that I would love these children because they are Laolu’s and my last connection to him and I wept for myself because even in that moment somewhere inside me was happy he left me with this gift.




