The Day I Let Go
“Breathe, breathe, breathe…” No matter how many times I sing it to myself, this borrowed technique from years of marginally-priced therapy does nothing to calm my nerves. I am in my bathroom, holding on to the sink and intently listening to the slow tip-tap of water drops from the sink I’m strangling. It’s the only thing holding me upright. In my mind though, I am under the sink, my knees close to my chest, rocking back and forth and shivering like a bucket of cold water was dumped over my head. Today is the day of my book promotion. Yes, I am a writer, No, it is not my first promotion event. I have known about today for a month, and I honestly didn’t think I would be this anxious. I have already written a fantasy duology, but instead I chose to dig into my past and write the book I have to promote today. 
“Eniwoto, are you good? Someone calls out to me. 
It is Efe, my husband. The man who can see through me and who I know that if I open this door I will have to talk this anxiety through and I would rather just live in this cold bathroom forever. I am inspecting the living conditions of the bathroom and wondering where I would sleep when he continues, “I’m coming in…” and he does just that. 
“Eniwoto, what’s the problem?” he asks.
“I don’t think I can do this” I reply.
“The book event?” he asks.
I fight the urge to reply sarcastically, and nod instead, but a smile slips out and betrays my intentions. He looks at me and goes “you wanted to give one stupid answer, shey” and I laugh. I tell him the book event was a mistake. That I never should have agreed to it and I don’t think I’ll do it. He looks at me and goes,
“Comfort or advice?
“Comfort” I respond.
“Eniwoto see, not going for the event does not make you anything less of a writer or take anything from the book. It’s still going to sell regardless of whether or not you did this event. So as your second in command, we can stay home and I’ll answer all the calls and make an excuse for you” he says. I am happy with this reply. But his face has contorted into this expression of having more to say, and I can already guess but still.
 “That was beautiful and I appreciate it so why do you look like you want to ruin in?” I say.
He laughs and proceeds to ruin in.
“Eniwoto again as I said I would gladly stay home with you for any and every reason except your anxiety.” He says.
I stare at him and go “What anxiety? I just don’t think I should go for this”. I almost believe myself. Almost.
“You poured your soul into this book. Now I understand that it has taken from you more than the last two did, which in my opinion is why you need to talk about it. Talking about it would help you let go.” He concludes.
I could argue with his logic if I wanted, but I did need to talk about it. I would feel better if I did, and maybe this deep rooted anger would leave my soul.
“Okay. Let’s go.” I respond.
In little to no time, we’re in the car, turning out of the driveway, out of our estate and into Lagos traffic. I opted to drive so I could busy myself and not lose my nerve. However, the drive is quicker than I hoped, probably because I wasn’t focused on it and it was pure muscle memory.  However, I had decided to trust in Lagos traffic to slow us down but apparently, I’m on my own. I pull into the parking lot of the library where the promotion event is to take place. It is called Chapter Eleven. I remember being curious about the name when the event was first booked. It’s still interesting to look at in person. It is hosting a book fair on its property, which gives it the perfect ambience for today. Normally, at this type of event I would sit under the tents on the lawn for two hours maximum and sign copies of the book bought by fans. But today, my agent had decided that since I wrote a book which was fiction inspired by facts, it would have more impact if I spearheaded a book club type thing. So I had to sit somewhere surrounded by avid book readers and open up about why I wrote this book and maybe even go a step further by reading out an excerpt from my book. Maybe all of this is why my raging anxiety is telling my mind to turn on my heel and run back to my car and drive home. But no, if my marginally-priced therapy has taught me anything it is that I am more than my emotions. Efe takes my hand as we walk into the library building. My agent, Dara is at the reception area and welcomes us immediately she sees us.
“Mr and Mrs Ovo welcome” she starts. She turns to me and asks “sis howfar? Are you ready”. Since I don’t trust myself to answer out loud, I nod yes. Efe squeezes my hand while stifling a laugh. I turn to him and ask “what’s funny?”
“Your eyebrows shot up to your hairline when you nodded just now” he answers, still trying and failing to stop laughing. My face is still stoic when he looks up. “Oya sorry, sorry mm eniwoto” he apologizes. I narrow my eyes at him before swatting his arm and laughing it off. I need all the laughter I can get before I have to go in there and act like I know what I’m doing. Imposter Syndrome is real. Dara explains my itinerary to Efe and I.
“So we’re taking the elevator to the second floor where the book reading will be held then we will join other writers under the tents outside for the autographs and after you will be released and you guys can thoroughly enjoy the fair and I will be out of your hair for the next month. So shall we get started?” she finishes.
“Yes” I respond.
We take the elevator and in no time, we are standing at the back of a semi-filled room. People are moving around taking their seats and making themselves comfortable. Some recognize me and wave, others ask for pictures, while some engage Dara in conversation. Efe holds my hand and tells me “You got this. I’ll be sitting right in the middle so you can focus on me if you need a familiar face”. Soon enough, a moderator goes up to give introductions and call me up.
“So without further ado, please allow me to call up to the stage Adaora Ovo to tell us about her new book”.
I move from the back and climb up the steps to the stage amidst the cheers and claps that I know are from Efe. I sit on the chair facing the crowd and smile. Dara hands me the book and I take a look at it, accompanied with a deep breath bracing myself for this talk.
“Good afternoon everyone, my name is Adaora Ovo. Thank you all for attending this event for my new book” I finish.
A round of subtle applause erupts and dies down as easily. I’m staring at the book, wondering what everyone would think if I stood up and walked briskly out of the room. To help, Dara had toyed with the idea of a pre-written speech for me to read from, but I had refused at the time. Past me probably had faith that future me would have grown a pair. Present me knows she didn’t. Another deep breath with my head down, then I look up and talk as it comes.
[bookmark: _GoBack]“The name of my book is “Dear Daughters of an African Home”. The idea for this book comes from a place of deep knowing. It is inspired by real stories of different women and their experiences growing up as daughters in an African home. Every chapter follows different individuals inspired by women who are the first child and first daughters, to third child but second daughters as well as only daughters. Let me not bore you with my writing process and I’ll read from a chapter of a woman who’s a first daughter and first child”. Some people nod, others put up their phones. It’s generally a positive reception to my book and it gives me motivation to continue. I flip to the seventh chapter. I know the story so well, maybe because I pored over every detail and subjected Efe to countless reviews. I placed her story in the middle chapter so it would blend in. I smooth over the page and clear my throat, just as someone’s flashlight comes on and I know they’re recording. I glance at Efe, he raises his eyebrows and brings it back down in a quick gesture and I read.
“…I am the first born child and first born-daughter. My parents would tell you without a doubt that they never thought of me being an only child. I was always going to have siblings and help raise them. I never hated raising them mind you, but I wondered sometimes if raising them gave the impression that I was grown. My father thought I had to talk really loudly and answer every question thrown our way when I was younger. He thought I was quiet and timid. The solution was putting me on the spot in public. He thought my younger brother was so loud that people would think he was first born and I was not supposed to let that happen. My father was an overseas contractor so he stopped staying home for long periods of time. In those periods my mother would raise us and I’d fight her and we’d laugh and we’d love. During those times I went to a boarding secondary school. My father was not too thrilled with the idea and neither was I. I wondered why my mom hated me so. Was I really so hard to live with? Anyways, my father’s job placed him at home and that was when it all started. At first he would go off about mine and my siblings’ characters. Something along the lines of ‘where did you learn this from’ and ‘who raised you’. I remember feeling irritated at the question, like are you saying my mother did a bad job? I started trying to please him. It felt like the next logical course of action. At the time I wanted for peace to reign and I didn’t want to be a catalyst of any quarrels whatsoever. What I was not aware of was that I had started people-pleasing to strangers. I found it too easy to pick and choose parts of my personality that I decided matched another person. I could go as far as pretending to be a whole other person. I was fighting to stay peaceful by losing parts of myself. Eventually, puberty kicked in and so did proper self-awareness. The arguments started to be more frequent and it felt like we were always fighting. That is my dad and I. Usually the argument would be ignited by my facial reaction to something he said or did. He would ask what I meant by that face, I wouldn’t respond because I was too scared to and I would cry. The day after my mom would sit me down and explain the issue like I wasn’t there when it happened. She would explain that it was best I never argued back that words couldn’t kill and I would think ‘but what if it can’. She would push that I apologize when my father came back from work and when I did apologize in response he would later get me something. It could be a bag, jewelry, clothes, anything really and my mother would praise me. I remember hating the feeling of my emotions being bought. The first time I was equally as angry and refused to apologize it was over a hangout…”
I stopped reading from the book and looked up at the eager faces of my audience. Some had gotten lost in the story and others were lost in thought.
“I wrote this book because of two things. First, because I have been holding on to the anger since it is the only proof that it happened and I was tired of punishing myself. Secondly, the power of community. That daughters share a generic experience but a unique one all the same. It is a love letter to daughters, women and wives who thought they were alone. It is to say that you are strong, beautiful, enough. It is to say that you are valid. So I hope the feelings which spurred this book into existence and stories of all these women inspire us to be more than our pasts, content with our present and hopeful for our future. Thank you”.
A round of applause and cheer fills the room and my soul feels light. I get down from the stage, shake a few hands and go straight to Efe who pulls me into a hug. I bask in it as he kissed the top of forehead muttering praises. Dara makes a beeline for us and congratulates me as well. She then ushers us outside under our tent for me to give autographs.
“That was beautiful and everyone loved it. I’m already thinking of how to buy the book and finish that chapter” Dara squeals as she settles me in. I smile at her as she goes to supervise the line and then disappear into the crowd. Efe asks if I want anything and I tell him not yet. He however leaves to get something for himself. In the meantime, I autograph, take pictures and have conversations with eager book buyers. I can’t help but feel absolutely light and happy. The seventh chapter was my story and talking about it really helped let go. While in thought, a teenage girl comes up for an autograph with my new book.
“Who do I address it to? I ask.
“Adaora” She responds.
I’m too quick in writing before I realize we have the same name. I look up to make a joke but there’s no one there. I look around before seeing her across the field. I stand to give her the book when she smiles and waves and leave. A feeling of deja vu covers me. Eventually, i shake off the shock and smile, understanding dawning on me. I settle back down and keep the book. It’s addressed to me after-all. I did it for us.













