The night she stopped dreaming was the night she knew her husband had died. 
 
She had fallen asleep with the last rain of the year pelting at her window. She could taste wisps of the Sahara in the air, the faint scent of humidity giving way to the cold heat of Harmattan. It was late November, nearing the end of her third trimester. Her belly was round and plump, her ankles ached, and for the last 3 weeks she had fallen asleep after eating suya dipped in yogurt. She had never been happier, and as she drifted off to sleep on the cold marble floor of their living room, something told her that she would never be happy again. She knew he was dead the same way she’d known when he would propose, when she was pregnant, when the two heartbeats in her womb had turned to one, and how she knew she was home the first time she slept in his arms. She knew—she’d prepared for this day every time he left the house, and every time he came home late, every time her calls did not connect. She felt it deep within her and the feeling left her numb.
 
The morning was as she expected. The sun was bright and strong. The air, sharp and cold, already starting to bite. It glittered with particles of dust that had blown in from the Sahel. They danced lazily through the open window, bobbing across the room before settling on their own little space: the arm of the couch, the power button on the remote, the windowsill. She sat there a while, feeling the cold penetrate somewhere deeper than her bones, and she imagined these travellers had come to pay their respects, blanketing her world in a thin layer of grief to match the one that was forming on her heart. She considered staying on the floor, letting the cold seep deeper and deeper till she was paralysed with it, catatonic with it, until she fell into a sleep so deep that the dry winds would take her soul as it lifted from her body to meet her husband’s. She toyed with the idea for a few minutes before getting up to shut the winders and close the curtains. It was late November, Harmattan had come, she was 8 months pregnant, and she didn’t need anyone to tell her that her husband had died.
 
She texted her brother-in-law. Good morning, sir. How is the family? Please have you heard from Daniel? He did not come home last night and his phone is switched off. She had not tried his phone but she knew it was off. Whoever was with it now would have thrown away the sim card and switched it off till they could take it to someone in computer village who could flash an iPhone. She copied the message and sent it to three more people—replacing Sir with Ma when she sent it to her mother-in-law, Ma with Chuks when she sent it to her husband’s best friend, and Chuks with Daddy when she sent it to her father. Within five minutes they all responded. Her father and mother-in-law told her that they had not heard from him but they were sure he was alright and on his way home. Her brother-in-law said he had the number of the friend Daniel went to pick up at the airport and that of his sister and he would call them and get back to her. Chuks told her no with a sad face emoji. All of them asked how the baby was doing and that made her want to scream. 

It was 10:52am when she decided to get on with her morning. She did the dishes from the last dinner they shared. Tidied their apartment. Her apartment now. Made breakfast. Took her vitamins. Watched the news. Showered. She made sure to rub a thin layer of coconut oil on her moisturised skin, adding a second layer to her belly. Harmattan was here, so she would probably start using triple the amount she normally used. She made a mental note to add it to the next shopping list. No need for that, she thought. The lists were for Daniel, she never forgot what they needed to get.
 
When she was done the time was 1:14pm. She took out her phone and called her tailor. Her tailor was an excitable woman from her father’s hometown that she and her mother had been using her for the last 25 years. She suppressed the urge to scream when the woman asked after her baby. She told the woman she would need three sets of native wear made with white fabric, preferably lace. She wanted it to have loose sleeves and come with a head scarf of the same material. Ah, the woman exclaimed; I hope all is well? Sighing, she said Aunty, please just help me. Please. The woman was silent before agreeing and assuring her that she would sew it herself and deliver it herself in three days. Three days she said aloud after she hung up, They would have found him by then. She did not remember how long a widow was supposed to wear white. Three months? Six months? A year? She couldn’t remember. She would ask her mother-in-law how they did things in their place. She didn’t think they would make her shave her head. They didn’t seem like those kinds of people. She hoped they would let her keep the brittle strands pregnancy had left her with. Briefly, she toyed with the idea of wearing white forever, like Queen Victoria mourning Prince Albert till the day she died. Don’t worry, she said, caressing her belly, I won’t make you mourn with me, then she lay down to sleep. The time was 5:27pm. Her husband had died. She was 34 years old, eight months pregnant, and she had become a widow. 
 
The next day brought no news. The air was colder now, sharper still, and there hung a thick layer of fog outside her window that did not disperse till midmorning. Today was different, felt different, tasted different, but she knew no matter how many days followed, the same thing would remain: her husband was dead, she was a widow, and her world would never again be full. She texted the same four people, frantically now, remembering the changes that were needed as she copied and pasted the message from one chat to another. In between calls and frantic texts, she did her daily routine: did the dishes from last night’s dinner (for one this time), tidied her apartment, made breakfast, took her vitamins, watched the news, showered, and rubbed coconut oil. After, she took a taxi to the police station to file a report. In the car park, she stared unblinking at the back of the driver’s head till her eyes started to itch and water. In the station, she told them what happened and cried and pretended to faint. They took her to the inspector’s office and gave her a bottle of cold water. A woman in a faded police uniform snatched the bottle from her and said cold water was not good for the baby. She wanted to scream. The inspector told her he would investigate immediately, that he didn’t want her to worry. Then in a low voice he told her that their cars had no fuel and she would have to drop something if she wanted them to act fast. She stared him straight in the eye as she pushed the folded bills across the table and said please find my husband. His name is Daniel Ogbonna. All quiver gone from her voice. He seemed to flinch for a moment before assuring her he would. She went home. Made dinner. Texted the same four people about the police visit, and slept.
 
They found him the next day.
 
They found him face down on the side of the road, along a deserted track. He was face down, with a hole through the back of his head, and mud on his clothes. Or so they told her. When she got the call, she texted the usual four people and told them to meet her at the mortuary. Daniel’s family were outside when she arrived. Her heart sat beside her unborn child as she sat in the back of the car: the frost that had settled on it threatened to melt and send a flood rushing through her. She placed her hand on her stomach and took a breath, ready for whatever lay beyond. Her mother-in-law started crying when she waddled out of the taxi and into the compound. They clung to each other and cried: her mother-in-law because her son had died, and she because it was the appropriate thing to do. There came a sharp pain suddenly, and wetness on her leg. She had gone into labour. She resisted and pulled and fought as they ushered her towards their car. She wanted to see her husband. She wanted to see Daniel. She was his wife. It was her right. She had to see him one last time. Did they not understand? Tears came then, the first real ones since she woke without dreaming. No, they told her. Biko you are in labour. Think of the baby. She screamed. Not in her head but loudly and with every breath in her body till she fell on the floor. They carried her into the car and drove to a hospital she did not know. They told the nurses to strap her down and she cursed at them as she pushed and pushed and pushed. When she heard the cry, she stopped fighting and slept.
 
Daniel had insisted on meeting his friend at the airport. She remembered telling him that 11pm was too late, and that his friend could get a hotel for the night or take a taxi. He would not listen. It happened on the way back. The inspector told them that he should have known better, that everyone knows armed robbers patrolled that area by that time. She believed it, most of it. She could imagine him being flagged down, torchlight in his eyes. Him getting out of the car and saying Good evening officer, them opening his friend’s bag and finding the dollars he had brought back from Canada, their eyes widen and the nods exchanged, him asking if there was any problem, them laughing and saying You carry exhibit. She saw them slapping him and pulling him and his friend into their van, him protesting and saying his name then handing them his driver’s license and I.D card, him begging for them to look at it and see he worked for Zenith Bank, them driving off to a deserted road, his friend screaming that he was a Canadian citizen. She heard the first shot and saw the friend fall. Her eyes opned before the second one, and remembered how the inspector flinched when she told him her husband’s name. 
 
After the first feeding, she did not touch her baby for 16 hours. The nurses fretted and cajoled and begged. She heard the words Premature and Healthy, but she just stared at the wall. She remembered her mother-in-law shouting, and then the baby’s cries fading. She slept again. She does not remember for how long. When she woke her father was sitting by her side, stroking her arm. The tears came again and he held her tight as she cried into his chest. Ada’m, he said, I am so sorry, He was a good man. She nodded, holding back more tears. You have not touched the child, he told her. She shook her head violently from side to side. Listen to me my child, he went on, this boy is the last thing Daniel gave to you, he is the only link you have to him, do not do this. She settled and held his gaze, and he could tell she understood him. My daughter, he said, gripping her hand, your husband is dead and your child is with your mother-in-law, his grandmother. Remember the boy does not bear our name. He let the silence linger until she nodded. When her husband’s parents came back in, she cried quietly and said Mummy, thank you and she reached for her child, and stroked his forehead before putting him to her breast. What will you name him said her husband’s father. Chike she said, after Daniel’s grandfather. That’s what he wanted if it was a boy. Her mother-in-law began to cry and mumbled about how much Daniel had loved his grandfather and her father-in-law just nodded, vigorously blinking away tears. She looked at her father behind them and he nodded. Daniel never talked about his grandfather. He had wanted to name the child Cyprian, after the writer, but she was going to name him Nathaniel, meaning God’s gift. She could learn to live with Chike, it was not a bad name.
 
It is early December and Harmattan has curled its icy fingers. She had not been there when they buried her husband. They buried him a week after the delivery, in his hometown in the East. They told her she would have approved and sent her videos. The apartment, her apartment, was exactly the same as she left it. Someone had cleaned, and there was a faint whiff of pepper soup from the kitchen. A crib had been set up in their bedroom, her bedroom, and a black nylon bundle sat on the dining table. She set the baby down in the crib and opened the bundle. The lace was pristine and delicate. Much finer than she had anticipated. She put on a white slip from her wardrobe. She put on the loose top first, then tied the wrapper around her waist, and then the headscarf. She had forgotten to ask her mother-in-law how long she had to mourn. 
 
Her name was Adanna. She was 34 years old, a widow, and now, a mother. Every day she would do her routine: She did the dishes from the previous night’s dinner. Tidied her apartment. Mothered her son. Made breakfast. Called her father. Took her vitamins. Watched the news. Showered. Mothered her son, and tried to learn how to live again. She did not know how long it took, but the name Chike stoppedsounding strange in her mouth. She did not know how long it took, but she stoppedwearing the white lace native. She did not know how long it took, but one day, she woke up and discovered that she could dream again.




