Hi, there.
I am Tamilore-Jenrola and here is how this goes. I have only been here for 2 decades and some months. Do the maths.
You see, my mother asked me if I had a boyfriend and I said no. I don't think she would like to listen to me go on about my situationships.

For some reason, no man has come bearing a million dollars and a car, to ask for my hands. But it's cool, it's fine. 
When I told my mother no, she turned and said "How old are you and you don't have a boyfriend" 

Color me surprised, woman. I can recall this same woman telling me to not have a boyfriend and now she's on my neck?
Dear mother, the streets are not kind and your daughter is not a lot of people's spec.
Better hold your husband tight and let me breathe, please.

Now, let's break it down.
What is my type? I want a man that's caring, sweet, polite, smart, etc. I could go on and on. I want us to go on romantic walks and I want to write sweet handwritten notes. 
Basically, I want the old fashioned kind of love.
And have you seen the dating scene? It's the ghetto, man.

And this is the major reason I'm still single. If you ask my haters, they will say it is because I am not all that and my shakara is too much.
But who's listening?
I have met a couple loves of my life but to the glory of God, they all left me at the end. And I did not even get the girlfriend tag. 
Is God not marvellous? 

I shall begin to mention my situationships. Oh, he was the cake. And I just wanted to sink my teeth in him.
But I was a freshman and naive too. In fact, I was gullible. Man dem showed me how it went down.
He triggered my anxiety many times but I thought they were butterflies.
He showed me pepper and he wasn't even Yoruba. He told me and I quote "You're the first person that would ever make me feel like this. I haven't found someone worthy enough to be my girlfriend."
Man thought he was Jesus Christ or something. I should have heard what he wanted me to hear and wrap it up. But did I?
I stayed there till I was tired of the disgrace.
Like they would say, wetin my eyes dey find I don see am. 
I saw it in abundance so much that I had to start using glasses.
Joking but you catch my drift.
I got over him after a few -read as thousands of- embarrassing messages and we all went our separate ways.
Situationship #1 was officially over. 

As I was trying to heal, a Yoruba demon sauntered into my life and casually asked "Hey, what's up"
And that's how it started. 
He would have my time today and the next day, it was John Cena style ghosting. 
We attended this party together and he introduced me as his babe to everyone. I felt like a million dollars. I felt on top of the world. I fell from the top spectacularly.

 You see how I keep saying million dollars, it's because I need that exact amount. Do what you will with that information.
Anyways, he was the definition of love bombing. I'm pretty sure that if you open Merriam-Webster Dictionary, he's probably beside the word "love bombing"
I mentioned the word today and my friend asked me how I knew it.

I shook my head and simply told her that what an adult can see while sitting, a child can use trampoline and still not see.
He would shower me with so much attention today and that would be all for the next three weeks.

And before you know it, he's asking if I want to get Pringles. I mean, who says no to Pringles? If I will not get love, I will sha eat.
It fizzled out after a while. He probably found a new person.
Situationship #2 died a natural death.

Here, my memory gets hazy. 
Oh yeah, S. Every woman should have an S in their lives.
He was so sweet and cute and intelligent and and.
Tamilore, if he was these things, why are you not together?
Good question. 
I wanted children, he did not. I would have managed but I thought of my mother. Imagine taking him to my mother and he mentions that he does not want kids.
She would probably give me a side eye and tell me to remain single.
And to be honest, I want babies. My own children. They don't even have to be biological.
But he wasn't having it. I spread all his handwritten notes on my bed and shed hot tears.
Not pretty girl tears, I'm talking "bush baby in the forest" kind of tears.
Because, I really did love him and he loved me, too.
You could have worked something out, Tamilore?
I have learnt that you do not compromise over pertinent issues like that.
It is not something that could be erased. I'm not Bolanle the Builder, I can't change him. It would be selfish to try to change his mind.
I loved him but not enough to kill my future children.
Situationship #3 will now be laid to rest. It was fun while it lasted.

Now, this boy is just foolish.
He saw a fine girl like me and thought the only thing I was good for was friends with benefits.
Wherever you are, I hope they break your heart. Amen.
We started as friends and it was jiggy and all of that.
I started to catch feelings, as usual. And he made like he was feeling me, too. He wasn't.
We made out once and I got around to the whole "What are we?" thing.
Lo and behold, he did not know what we were. Me, I knew but shouldn't we hear from the horse's mouth?
He rambled and rambled and came to the conclusion that we should just be friends.
I just got up and walked my proper walk of shame. 
Ko ju be lo.

You would think I would be sensible and not talk to him again.
My mother probably dropped me on the floor as a child. It's a theory.
Situationship #4 will now go on a brief intermission. Stay tuned.

Then, I met him. Or rather, I saw him in a new light.
We have been friends for a while but he fell. According to him, he had liked me for a while. 
I thought it wouldn't be bad to give it a try. You guys, it was bad. It was any adjective that is synonymous to bad.
It was going well until I noticed some changes. And as the sharp babe that I am, I commented on it and he told me that he was stressed.
I said okay o, we are all stressed. I understand. 
He remained stressed for months but somehow, the stress left his body when he was with his friends and other babes.
Maybe I was the one causing him stress.
It got to my neck when he saw me and held out his hand for an handshake. 
It's me o, your babe. As in, your babe. 
I don't even give my friends handshakes. 

On a Sunday, I fell sick and I ended things. The sickness gave me bravery. Other people drank alcohol to be brave, mine was sickness.
He hit me with the "If that's what you want" 
I laughed in "This is what you've become, Tamilore" and told him that I wanted this.

Now, this is where Situationship #4 would come in.
I thought I was in love but turns out I was in rebound.
I texted him after my break up and wanted to get with him. I went back home with the NO ringing in my ears.
Walai, I feel like God skipped me when he was sharing shame.
I don't talk to him anymore.
Relationship #1 and Situationship #4 will now leave the stage.

A few months after, as the warrior that I am, I went again.
This time around, I wasn't searching. He walked into my life from Twitter.
I had the jolliest three months of my life until the cracks started to appear. 
I went home after the session and I fell sick. And once again, sickness gave me bravery and I ended it.
I was heartbroken but c'est la vie, the French would say.

If you people notice, not any of my situationships or relationship entered half a year.
My mother needs to wash my head in a river. Or maybe I am the problem. But look at me, how can I be the problem, you people?
And there are people dying over me out there o.
And all these ones were the major players in the field. Don't even get me started about the players on the bench.
You will just she'd tears for me.

It brings me to the last man standing.
He was intentional about what he wanted but now, I am too scarred to invest myself fully.
Erase the jokes and self burn, underneath is a broken girl.
A girl who gives everything she has and always ends up hurt.
A girl who feels too deeply and pays the price.
How do you keep giving pieces of your heart out and have them trampled on?
How do you sleep at night knowing no one has ever loved you enough to stay? 
How do you breath knowing that no one would be waiting at the end of the day?
 Just you and your lovely bed and your thousand sad songs.

Your words mock you. The way you're able to write the loveliest of articles but you haven't experienced the love you deeply crave.
And now, you think you just might die single.
Alone and sad. 

But my enemies will laugh at me if they see this. We can't have that.
I'm pretty sure that my mother might press my neck the next time I go home. But my God does not flop.
In case you find a man that has a million dollars to offer, send him my way.  I offer good advice and I look pretty standing next to a man.
Oh yes, I'm good at being a baby girl. Who wouldn't want me?

Apparently, I'm good enough for a good time but not enough for them to stay.
Why is this looking like self pity? It must be the fact that it has been really cold this nights and my pillow is not doing justice.
But when I introspect, I realize I am fine being single. I love being single. You could say it is the fear speaking and you might be right.
I might not love myself on some days but I am always there for me.
And at the end of the night, I slowly undress myself and stay through the night.

So, forgive me if I am not so keen to answer that text or flirt back or send thirst traps. I don't even have thirst traps, all of you should please nau.
Forgive me if I choose myself over and over again. 
I no longer have love to give. I only have me at the end of the day.
Ah, my enemies will mock me.

Anyways, if you have sugar daddy connect, link me up.
But the tiny detail is I don't have sugar. It's only if they want St. Louis abi Dangote's sugar. 
Oh yes, I give nice belly rubs too and I'm a body full of "Sorry, you'll be fine"

Little advice? Love. 
Love is a tricky thing. But when it comes, love as much as you can.
Be grateful that you enjoyed love, no matter how short she stayed.
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Choose love. But not Lagos or Twitter men, sha.
Damilare did not just wake up one morning and decide to publish Nearly All the Men in Lagos are Mad o.
She saw a few things and decided that Lagos men were not for the weak of heart or mind.
Better things are ahead, leave the Lagos part of the Lagos-Ibadan express first before you start looking for man o.

Your eyes will see pepper. 
I have experience. Don't believe me? Read through my trials.

I remain Tamilore-Jenrola and this is Adventures, S1E01.
Stay tuned for other episodes. 

Love,
Yours.
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"Milena, if a million loved you, | am one of
them, and if one loved you, it was me, if no
one loved you then know that | am dead.”

-Franz Kafka, letters to Milena.




