The Thin Line
Short story by Teidou Ogriki

There’s a thin line between love and hate, foody and gluttony, kindness and nativity—but no one ever talks about the important one; the thin line between loneliness and obsession. It’s as though the walls around you are closing in trying to trap you into this bubble—a box. You scream as loud as you can, but no one can hear you. They’re not listening hard enough; they don’t care enough. The empty feeling becomes numb and your little box becomes softer, made of dust clouds. But what happens when someone does hear you?

Ebi was nine years old when her dad left. Her and mother where left alone in a run-down estate with little to nothing left to their name. Everyday, since he left, she would climb the roof of her house of that she would be the first to see him when he returned. Days turned to months and months turned into years. She gave up eventually, her hope burned to the ground. 

Her mother ran a shop, sometimes after school she would go and help her mother sell Ankara material and laces. They were barely scraping by, but they were surviving. 

She was barely twelve years old when she met him, her friend. Her first friend. He was slightly taller than her, and dark. He was about the same age as her and she recognized him from school. He came in holding hands with his mother, wide eyes scanning the colors of materials. His mother picked up an orange Ankara and felt the material with her hand. She nodded slightly, pleased with her choice and made her way towards the cashier, Ebi. 

“Good morning, ma,” Ebi curtsied.
“Good morning dear, how are you?”
“I’m fine, thank you ma.”
“Okay, where is your mother?” The woman looked around questionably, she needed her advice for material she will use to sew for a wedding ceremony.
“She’s not here ma, but that color will not be good for you skin ma, you should go with a darker color.” Ebi made her way towards an array of clothes and picked out a darker material, to her amazement, it was better than what she had picked. The woman smiled at her and told her to package it for her. 
“Keep the change, dear.” Ebi’s eyes lit up slightly and curtsied. The woman looked down at her son, “Dayo, tell her thank you.” That was the first interaction they had and since then, Dayo and Ebi became inseparable. After school, Dayo’s mom would drop them off at Ebi’s house and they would talk and play on the roof. It was all going well

Until Dayo got new friends. 

She watched them play around on the fields and across the halls. Her hands fisted when she heard his laughter in the classroom. He stopped dropping by their house for a while, decided to play football with his friends after school. But one afternoon, he did. 

As he stepped out of the car, he saw her on the roof and smiled. He rushed inside the house and climbed unto the roof. She didn’t look back because she heard his footsteps and still stared straight ahead when he plumped down beside her. 

“I didn’t see you at school today.” He started. Ebi didn’t respond. He packed little stone laying on the roof and played with them. “The football match yesterday was crazy.”

Again, Ebi didn’t respond. Dayo huffed out in annoyance. 

“Ebi, are you angry with me?” Finally, she faced him, “Yes.”

“I didn’t do anything.”

“You made new friends.” Ebi muttered, clenching her shorts, “you made new friends and left me alone.”

“But I’m here now”
“You left me before.” Dayo huffed and stood up to leave and Ebi panicked and she got up as well.

“Where are you going?!” She was frantic now. 

“I’m going to play with my friends.”

“But what about me?” She was nearing tears.

“I don’t want to be your friend anymore.” He turned around to leave but Ebi dragged him by his collar. Dayo struggled but Ebi had a tight grip. Pain overwhelmed her and she caused a fit. 

“You’re not leaving me,” she shouted over and over until Dayo stopped struggling. She paused and sniffed. She said his name but there was no answer. He fell limply on the roof and Ebi screamed. She climbed into the house and told her mother. 

“Listen to me, when they ask you what happened you’ll tell them that he fainted do you hear me,” Her mother warned, and she sniffed and nodded her head. She told herself she would be lonely forever. 

Then there was Tobi.

He was young and dashing and full of energy. As one of the most valuable basketball players in his school, and the reason behind every basketball trophy Green Scale Secondary School owned. Ebi winced at the high-pitched screams that erupted from the crowd of girls as he scored yet another goal. She grumbled to herself; end of year exams was around the corner, and she needed to study to keep her scholarship. She couldn’t afford to be wasting time on this. She observed the teachers for a while; they were too invested in the game to pay attention to students and snuck out.

Hours passed and hurried footsteps were heard on the pavement of the school’s grounds and Ebi could practically feel the vibrations of the earth shake. She groaned in annoyance, now the library was going to be noisy she thought. Students rushed into the room with books in their hands and everyone fumbled around to sit in groups. She eyed the girl’s that sat across her as she watched them giggle over a picture on their biology textbook. She stared back at her empty table and ignored the tug on her chest. But there was another tug—on her shoulder. 

She nearly gasped when she met eyes with Tobi scratching the edges of his biology book. 

“Hello.” He said and made himself comfortable on his table. She was too shocked to say anything, so he spoke again, “I know we haven’t spoken before but you’re one of the smartest in our set.” She smiled inwardly, yes, she was, “and I would like you to tutor me.” 

She made a friend.  

They became close after numerous tutoring sessions, and then progressed to something more after passing countless exams. He asked her to be his girlfriend towards the ending of SS2 and she jumped at the idea. 

Being the lady friend of Tobi came with perks; special privileges, more friends and her popularity grew. She went from being a nobody to be the “most popular girl at school.” It helped that she was also smart; the world was her oyster.

Until it wasn’t.

Tobi and Ebi began to fight regularly. It started with small matters until Ebi decided to go big.

“You don’t answer my calls anymore.”
“I told you, I was at a basketball game.”
“But what if something was happening to me, eh? You would have left me to die like that.” Tobi got angry and ignored the urge to punch a wall. They were arguing behind the walls of their classroom. Everyone had gone for lunch; they were alone. Tobi released a breath and steadied himself.
“Ebi, please. Let’s not fight. You know I love you, right?” She eyed him but nodded and he drew her in for a hug and kissed the top of her head. “I’ll see you this evening, okay?”
“Okay.” And watched him run off with narrowed eyes. He said the words like he meant it, but Ebi knew that he didn’t. He didn’t love her. She learned from a young age was that all men do is lie. 

After school that day, Ebi waited for everyone vacate the premises before she made her move. She had been watching him since lunch period and the way his lady friend caressed his arm and leaned into him when she laughed caused a lot of tension in her stomach. She followed them into the library and allowed their mouths to intertwine before she hit a large dictionary on the girl’s head; knocking her unconscious. Tobi was frightened.

“Why, Tobi? I thought you said you loved me!” She screamed at him and tears were threatening to spill. “You said you love me!”

“I did but I got stressed, Ebi--” He started backing away slowly. Ebi noticed and her heart beat faster. He’s running away from me.  “You were around me all the time, you got clingy and it was suffocating me.”

“My love was suffocating?!” She took out the knife she stole from the cafeteria from behind her skirt and gripped it slowly and started moving towards him. “I’m willing to forget everything that happened if you apologize.”

“I’m not apologizing.” He stood his ground, but his stance was weak. Once she started at him, he ran as fast as he could. Ebi chased after him, the adrenaline pushing her above her limits. They were on the football field now, and Ebi picked up a stone and aimed for his head. He fell.

And bled.
She ran towards and when she saw the amount of blood beside his face; she wailed and cried, punching his lifeless body continuously, “don’t leave me,” she cried repeatedly.


Freshers from different regions of the world make their way into the orientation hall like a swarm of bees attached to a beehive. Ebi found herself being pushed side to side by the body of students and gave up the struggled as her small frame couldn’t handle the crowd. Everyone rushed to their seats and Ebi was left with the last chair at the back of the auditorium. Applause erupted from the room and Ebi craned her neck to get a better view of the reason behind the applause. She slumped on her chair, giving up. She felt a tap on her shoulder,

“Hey, I’m Tola, nice to meet you.” He extended his hand and Ebi accepted the gesture,
“I’m Ebi.” 
“You’re really pretty.” Ebi blushed, as far as her smooth brown skin could go. And just like that.

She made a friend.

Adetola and Ebi became close. Although he was studying Engineering and she was studying Law, they both made time for each other. And it was going great. The more they spent with each other, the more at peace they felt. They bonded over the stories about their past and the trauma they’ve had to endure.

“My parents are divorced when I was young; my mother told me they grew out of love.” Tola told her during one of their outing on the earlier days of their friendship. 
“I’m sorry to here that.” Ebi empathized with him, “Who did you grow up with?” She asked. 
“My father.” He responded solemnly. He watched his mother remarry and treat his stepsiblings with love and hated himself for the way he lived. His father was too hard on him, never cared about his interests. 
“I’m sorry you had to go through that, my own father left my mother and I alone.” She knew exactly how he was feeling, which was why they worked so well. They understood each other.

Until they didn’t.

While Ebi grew more comfortable in the relationship, Tayo became more anxious. The amount of men Ebi attracted put him on edge. The smiles and giggles she sent their way when they would walk together made him question everything. That’s the way she smiles at me. Is she pretending to love me? His thoughts were spiraling. Everywhere Ebi went, he followed her like a lost puppy; people in the university called him “Ebi’s pet,” but that didn’t bother him. 

He was hers and Ebi was his. 

One sunny afternoon after general lectures, Tayo was waiting in line for Ebi while she stood beside him in anticipation of their meal. They have had back to back classes since morning and was glad they would finally catch a break. Some slow minutes later, it was Tayo’s turn at the ticket booth when he noticed Ebi’s attention was no longer on him. The ticket lady was carrying his things, but his eyes were somewhere else.

Why is she touching his arm like that?

He didn’t realize he was staring when the ticket lady aggressively drummed two packs in front of him. He bowed apologetically and made his way towards the ‘couple’. He hugged Ebi’s side and forced a smile on his face. The boy was much taller than he was, tall dark and handsome. No doubt he was in his final year. The boy frowned down at him,
“Can I help you?” He said. Tayo cleared his throat,
“I’m Adetayo. I’m her boyfriend.” The final year boy laughed and punched him lightly, “sorry boy, I didn’t know she was taken” and walked away.

That threw him off

After they got their food, Tayo stormed out of the cafeteria in anger, leaving Ebi behind. Once they got out, she forced him to look at her.

“What is your problem?” He was gob smacked.
“I’m the one with the problem?” He scoffed, “you go around flirting with every guy on this campus.”
“It’s just harmless flirting, it doesn’t mean anything. Everyone knows we’re together.” She argued back. She couldn’t believe he could get angry about something so trivial.
“Except the part that they don’t. You somehow miss out that part.”
“It doesn’t come up.” He couldn’t believe this. By now people were gathering around to watch the ‘it’ couple fight; some recording; but they didn’t care.
“Admit it, you love the attention.”
“You’re sick.”
“You’re obsessed with it—that’s why your dad left you!” She slapped him. Hard. Ebi tried hold back her tears, the whispers and flashes were suffocating and the walls around her were closing. She couldn’t take it anymore. She ran. 

She was leaning against the railing on the top floor of the science building and enjoyed the kiss of the wind on her hair. He looked over at her, while she was staring straight ahead.
“We’re over,” she started but he gave her a cynical look.
“No,” She frowned, “it’s not until I say it is.” She scoffed and began to walk away when he dragged her back and started strangling her. “You’re not leaving me, do you hear?” She struggled hard and went limp. He panicked and dropped her on the floor, his eyes welled up as he began to shake her frantically. 

His mourning didn’t last very long. Ebi woke up and punched him hard. He stumbled back on impact and proceeded to kick him in the balls. Once he crouched in pain, she strangled him by the collar.

[bookmark: _GoBack]News spread around campus of a dead body found in front of the science building. Rumors said it was suicide. Ebi decided to keep a low profile. Her world was dark and grey, and she would never trust anyone again.

“Hey Ebi, I heard the news hope you’re okay.”

And just like that, color came back. 


 

