[bookmark: _da9q0lcon559]Things I’ve done so he’d stay  

Thing 1: I let go. Never of him, but of the ideas I held before him. I used to believe I was the kind of person that could change the world. Now I know that’s not true, I’m not even the kind of person that can change a mind most times. 

Thing 2: I cook. A lot. When I was in university my roommates and I used to make knock-off cookies with nothing but determination, an iron, and milo. We’d snack on them between lectures. The first time I saw him he was leaving a class, taking steps two at a time. He was the head of a sports team, it’s been a while so I don’t remember what sport it was. Either football or swimming. Potentially hockey. The point is, because of his position it always seemed like thousands of people were trying to get his attention as he walked through the halls.  He was in a huge rush the day that started everything. I remember it vividly because I remember the way he stopped for me. His strides were long and hurried but when he was right in front of me he halted completely, stopping just short of barrelling me over.

“Sorry, J.”

It was the first thing he had ever said to me. When our eyes met my heartbeat started racing so fast that it blended into itself. It became one loud, continuous thump that didn't stop for hours after he’d said goodbye. Over the years, I've come to hear that phrase a lot a lot more. I’m familiar with what I see in his eyes when it meets mine. There’s the same childlike innocence in them, like when you’ve been caught doing something bad but you know that with the right tilt of your head and pouting of your lips it becomes something ultimately forgivable. But… here I can admit it doesn’t feel nearly as good anymore. 

Thing 3: Shorten my name because Jedidiah is a mouthful for him. He likes J. When we were younger and I was more prone to sporadically putting on weight he’d call me ‘jedi jedi.’ Sometimes he still does. Which is … fine. Because it’s affectionate and fitting. Like I said, I cook a lot. I even took up baking at some point. In our final year of uni (at which point we’d been together for 6 months), he’d given me over 100,000 naira to start a mini business selling cookies and cupcakes. The official business name was ‘Jedidiah’s bakery’ but everyone took to calling it jedi jedi as well. Which was… less fine. 

Thing 4: Learn to apologise. One day, he’d caught me falling asleep at the dinner table. He lifted my chin with his left hand and forced my clear eyes to meet his bloodshot ones. He looked like he might cry. He explained to me that he’d been driving our (my) car late at night and had nearly swerved into a tree. He said that in what he thought would be his last moments all he could think about was what I would wear for his funeral. He said it would probably be something ugly, or to use his words exactly - ‘unnecessarily flamboyant.’ He said he could imagine my hair braided, bright makeup, wearing all white instead of black, and slaving away in the kitchen with his female relatives. I understood why it made him upset. He didn’t like that I had so many girlfriends. He hated that they encouraged me to grow out my hair and plait it. He hated the way we had wine and pamper nights. One time when I’d come home with my index and middle finger painted black and silver individually, he’d made me scrape it off with a knife. It sounds a lot worse than it is. A knife was the only thing either of us could come up with to get the nail polish off quickly and effectively. If I was thinking, I’d have used the nail polish remover that was available at Alake’s house. He loves who I am. I love who I am. But it’s not always safe to be that person. He was a captain of an all- male sports team. It gave him a much better grip of harsh realities than me. So if he wants me to wear all black for his funeral then that’s exactly what I’ll do.

Thing 5: Remind myself of love, always. Relationships are fleeting these days, I think, because perfection is the standard. People don’t plant roots in their love anymore. I told him, right from the beginning, that I was in it for the long haul. I pour myself into him the way I pour myself into everything. And for that, no one can mock me. I’m past pretending I don’t know what people must think about me. I’m even past pretending I don’t hear it. It’s been easier, as a result of that, to keep my distance from friends who only have negative things to say about my love. Especially Alake. When we were close, she had various affairs that would always end in histrionic displays. I’d take it all in, offering comfort where appropriate, always privately content that my love was on solid ground. I heard the word ‘failure’ so many times when what she meant was that the relationship had come to an end. I used to argue bitterly with her and the rest of the group at our wine and pamper nights. Eventually I gave up and relegated myself to supportive nods and well timed ‘chai’s. Or rather, I gave in. I finally saw where they were coming from. They wanted something out of a situation and they didn’t get it, and by every standard that is failure. I tried to explain to them that if they did things for love instead of with love they would meet the same failure for the rest of their lives. I wasn’t trying to be conceited when I used my relationship as an example, but I would never call Olorunyomi a loss no matter what happened. Everything I’ve ever done with him I’ve done for love’s sake and that's what nobody else understands, that’s why it could never be a failure. 

Thing 6: Say the things that he sometimes forgets to. That I’m enough, that I matter to him (or anyone), and that I deserve to be loved. He always says he loves me, but for the most part it feels tethered to something else. How slim and muscled I can stay, how handsome I can be, how happy I can present as. Sometimes I forget that I belong to myself. Which is not his fault! But… sometimes I go weeks without hearing my own name. My full name I mean. Not J, not ‘jedi jedi,’ not ‘babe.’ Jedidiah. Beloved of the Lord. Beloved of Olorunyomi. Beloved.  I think going so long without hearing it makes me fall into the existential terror of a mid- mid life crisis. I once told him that there are so many things about myself that I don’t remember and he’d smiled and squeezed my bicep like I’d said a good thing. To his credit, he’d only reacted like that because I wasn’t clear about what I’d forgotten. What I meant was that I don’t remember I have a dimple on my left cheek. I don’t remember the way my eyebrows furrow together before I burst into laughter. I don’t remember the sensation of eating a good meal and grinning as my fingers dig into the rolls on my stomach. I stare at the mirror and instead of a person I see a collection of fantasy tv series, short form books, meals from nearby bukas, roundabout walks in the park. I see a collection of things that I love and enjoy and that deeply interest us. They're all things I do with him. Which is (kind of) the problem. I see us. I see him. I look at all the things I love, I look at the things that make me… And I see him. 

Thing 7: Read through the journal entries when I was single. You know when you lose your phone with the cracked screen? When you pray and swear to God that if he just shows you where it is you’ll never be so careless with it again? I’ve never done that. I have always held things close to me and I never let myself forget their value. Olorunyomi means the world to me, and so does the Jedidiah that loves him. When I’m without him, hope feels like something that belongs to me again. In the grocery store, in the laundromat, in the car before I turn into the apartment, all I can think is- today will be the day. Today will be the day that I walk into our home and there are roses littered all over the floor. Or there are lit candles lining the way to our room. Or him - he’s there when I get home. The final thing is what I want more than anything. And what’s love without hope? It makes it feel like, if I climbed to the top of our apartment building and leapt, my feet still wouldn’t touch the ground. But when he comes home it’s better than floating. It’s like leaping and landing, unharmed, on solid ground. Even if it’s late at night, even if he smells like alcohol when he does, even if he kisses me so hurriedly that he misses my lips entirely, he’s there. When I climb into bed I can put my arms around him. I can hold hope. In my old journal entries I run through lines and lines of me lamenting about cold beds, empty hands, and unkissed lips. I’d rather have 2/3 than nothing at all. I’d rather have hope than nothing at all. 

Thing 8: I sound out my fears. Because no relationship is perfect, like I said. I think my biggest fear is the relationship ending. Just because, if I’m wrong about love being enough, that break up would hurt like a bitch. I’m scared that everything my friends have said about failure may start to sound like the truth to me. That I’d want him and not be able to have him, and there’s no reality that that would be enough. There’d be no silver lining, no revolutionary epiphany, no sappy lesson to be wrapped up in the style of a 1.5 hour film. It would just hurt and there’s nothing I could do about it. And in all the sitting and sulking in the dark that would surely become a daily staple, all I’d have would be time to think. My imagination has always been particularly vivid. I would see him with a new job, in a new city, with a new boyfriend. All I would see (even if just in my mind’s eye) would be him, happy. The world is so miserable that all around us are pacifying promises that it’ll get better. Constant talk of strong soldiers and their befitting battles. Whenever I say any of my fears like this out loud to real people, all they think to reply is that a break up isn’t the end of the world. They say I’ll be okay without ever considering that I want to be more. Without him I’d hit such a low that anything better than screaming into my pillow at full volume, bathing fully clothed, and drinking full bottles of 13% alcoholic wine in less than 3 minutes would seem like happiness. But it’s not. It would just be equilibrating. Without him I’d be at constant equilibrium. I’d just be okay. And that’s if I ever forgive myself for some of my sins in the relationship. If I had time away from him to think, really think, I might run myself into insanity. I would hyper fixate on every ‘yes’ I gave away too easily and every ‘no’ I held in my throat. I would spiral into every red flag I made a mural out of and every warning bell I turned into a melody. If I leave, all I’d ever think about was how I should have left sooner. I’d think about the fact that every time I stayed I destroyed and betrayed myself, even if in the slightest. And if he’s not there, I’d go back to cold beds, empty hands, and unkissed lips. If he’s not there I’d have destroyed and betrayed myself for nothing. 

Thing 9: I chase away my fear. Because what good has ever come from it? What good has come from fantasising about a future where I’m miserable?

Thing 10: I stay. It takes two to tangle and all that. I have always known love to be familiar arms and slow smiles, home cooked meals and stew stained joggers. Love has always had four walls, a double bed, and a marble stained bathroom counter. It’s always been a kitchen with an island and brown cabinets, a grey couch with  a blue throw strewn over it. Love has never been a place that I’ve wanted to leave. He has never been a place that I’ve wanted to leave. I wish he would remember I’m a home too. I wish he would remember that I’m somewhere worth returning to. So I’ll prove it. I’ll linger by every door, I’ll try out new hairstyles- shorter this time. I’ll shift my face when he leans down to kiss me so he never misses my lips, I’ll light every candle from our living room to our bed frame. I am a place worth returning to. I am a place that doesn’t deserve to be left. 

