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CHAPTER 1


Cyril rushed through the hallways of Alimosho General Hospital, Igando, muttering ‘sorrys’ and ‘excuse mes’. He had to get to room 209 as quickly as possible. He raced up the stairs, two at a time, wondering why, of all the hospitals in Lagos, his twin sister had been brought here, a hospital without an actual elevator! 
When he ascended the second floor, he stopped and whirled around in search of the room number his father had given him. There it was at the end of the hallway, not far from where he stood. He ran to it and without knocking, pushed open the door. Cyril’s breath was knocked out of him when he saw the state his sister was in. Forcing his eyes away, he saw his parents sitting beside the small hospital bed, his mother in his father’s arms. 
Cyril’s throat constricted. 
“Cyril, you’re here.” Honourable Adekunle Bruce said when he looked up and saw his son standing in the doorway, his eyes fixated on the frame lying helplessly on the bed. 
“Mum, Dad, is Cynthia okay?” Cyril asked as he willed his feet to move further into the room. His mother stood and came to him. Pulling her in, he patted her back as she sobbed into his shoulder. 
“Your sister is in a coma, Taiye.” Desola Bruce managed to speak through her tears. “My baby…”
Coma!
Cyril suddenly felt like his brain had gone into overdrive. How had such a thing happened?
Gently, he pushed his mother back into her chair and squatted beside her. 
“Mum, she’d be fine, okay? Cynthia will be fine, trust me.” Cyril said, trying to convince himself, as well.
He looked away from her and saw his father’s face. It was clouded with pain and sadness. 
Cyril was going to say something to him too when a young doctor in white over-all and a stethoscope hanging around his neck walked in. Rising to his feet, he exchanged pleasantries with the doctor, who introduced himself as Doctor Paschal. 
“Like I’ve told your parents, Mr Bruce, your sister has suffered a severe concussion that may or may not keep her in a coma for weeks. If she is lucky, it won’t take that long. We are keeping her going with an oxygen mask, as you can see.”
Cyril turned to look again at the oxygen mask he had noticed before. Cynthia’s pale face was mostly covered by the huge mask that passed oxygen into her lungs through her nostrils and mouth. She looked so helpless and limp; such a contrast to the boisterous person she was. He turned back to the doctor again. “Can’t you, at least, give an estimate as to when she should be out of this coma?”
“I’m sorry, but we can’t exactly give an estimated date or time. I can’t be specific about that. You would have to make do with prayers and hoping she would respond to treatment.”
“Why was she even brought here in the first place?” Mrs Bruce asked, disgust eminent in her already hoarse voice. “A general hospital?”
“I’m sorry, madam, but this is most likely the closest hospital to the scene of the accident your daughter was in. There was no other option.” 
Mrs Bruce turned to her husband. “Please, let’s make arrangements to move our daughter to Derinsola’s hospital. She would be better taken care of there, than in here.”
“Mum, that would be done, don’t worry. I’ll arrange for that myself. I’ll call Derin and tell her.” Cyril assured his mother and turned to the doctor again. “That would be all for now, Doctor. Thank you so much.”
They shook hands again and Cyril watched the doctor walk out of the room. 
He sighed and looked up at his father. “Dad, please, take Mum home. Let me remain here for the rest of the night.” Seeing his mother was about to protest, he said, “Mum, you have both been here since 12pm when you called me. It’s almost 5pm now. Go home, please. I’ll spend the night here.”
“But Cyril…” she started to say, when her husband cut her off. 
“Desola, let’s go home. Your son is here to look after his sister. We’ll be back tomorrow.” Hon. Bruce told his wife, who sighed in defeat and nodded her agreement. 
After they were gone, Cyril crashed into the seat his father had occupied earlier. Only then did he let the tears come. He was not a negative-thinker but he thought them this time. 
What if his sister didn’t make it?
What if she stayed in coma for months, years even?
He had heard stories of such happenings and wondered if the same fate awaited Cynthia. 
Cyril stared at his sister’s pale face for so long that the next time he checked the time, it was a little past 7pm. 
Yawning, he stood and decided he needed some fresh air. 
Unlike his hurried state earlier in the day, he walked slowly down the stairs this time, until he got to the ground floor of the hospital. Pushing the door open, he got out. 
He looked around and spotted a long, wide concrete bench. He made his way to it and sat at one end of the bench. 
So lost in thought was Cyril Bruce minutes later, that he didn’t notice the petite woman that had joined him.
The woman sat in silence, her presence still going unnoticed, until she spoke. 
“Your heart is troubled.”






CHAPTER 2


Jerking out of his reverie, Cyril turned and noticed the woman beside him. 
She had on the in-patient hospital wear. Her hair was packed in a bun and she stared straight ahead. She was young too, he noticed; younger than he was. 
Because she was looking ahead, he couldn’t see her face, only her profile. He also noticed another thing. 
The walking aid that laid by her side on the bench. 
She was blind. Or to put it more mildly, virtually impaired.
Taking his eyes away from her, he looked ahead as well. “Shouldn’t that be the normal feeling in a hospital premises?’ 
He turned in time to see her smile. “Mostly. Worrying solves absolutely nothing, though.” The woman said. 
“It’s normal to worry. Don’t you?” Cyril asked.
“Oh, I do. A lot, in fact, but I’ve learnt to worry less and trust more.”
Cyril had no idea what she meant but he didn’t pursue it. 
“Are you a patient, as well?” the woman asked. 
Cyril shook his head before remembering she could not see him. “No, I’m not. My twin sister, Cynthia is. She’s in a coma.”
He shook his head. He still couldn’t believe it. 
Suddenly feeling a strange warmth on his arm, he looked down to find the stranger’s palm on his arm. A calm he couldn’t explain or understand filled him. Her palm was warm despite the growing chill of the outdoors. 
“She’s very dear to you.” She said, referring to Cynthia. 
Cyril sighed and nodded. “She is my twin sister. My only sibling by blood.” 
“She’ll be fine.” The woman said and lifted her hand from his arm. 
A small feeling of disappointment filled Cyril. He suddenly felt cold. 
The thought that a blind stranger’s touch was what he was craving at the moment made him laugh.
Not in his head, though, like he’d intended.
“What? You don’t believe she’ll be fine?” 
Cyril turned to look at her. “It’s not you, or what you said.” 
She turned towards his direction as though she wanted to look at him. “What, then?”
Cyril smiled. “Let’s just say it’s not every day I get to converse with a blind stranger with a hopeful attitude and a warm touch. No offense.” 
“Well, if I’ve got hope, why not share it with others, as well?” she smiled. 
“Well, then, I must say you have done such a good job sharing it with me.” 
“Good. Spread the word.” She dramatically said.
Cyril laughed and she joined in. 
She was actually a beautiful woman, he saw. For someone whose world was literally a dark one, she was a ray of light. It was so unusual, he stared at her for longer than was necessary. 
She sighed, a small smile still playing on her lips. “It’s good to have someone to talk to once in a while. I don’t really get to talk to many people; just the nurses, doctor and patients like myself, except when I go to church Sundays.” 
“How long have you been here for?” Cyril asked, his eyes fixed on her. 
She was silent for so long, he thought she probably had not heard the question. He made to ask again when she spoke.
“Too long.” was all she said. 
Cyril understood her choice of words. He was a stranger. 
He wanted to ask her a lot more about herself, but decided against it. He didn’t want her to clam up and stop talking altogether. 
But they had to stop talking, anyway, because a nurse strolled towards them and stopped by the woman’s side. The nurse smiled and touched her. 
“Mercy?” the woman called.
“Yes, it’s me. It’s time for your medication.” The nurse answered, as she straightened the patient’s cane and helped her up. 
Cyril said goodbye and watched them walk away. 
It wasn’t until they had gone far past the hospital doors that he realized he hadn’t asked the young woman her name. 

















CHAPTER 3


“Dear Father, thank you for another day to live; another day to love; another day to plant seeds in the heart of men. Thank you for your Spirit, who never fails to lead me. He’s as wonderful as you promised us. Thank you for Gina. I know you have healed her. She has believed and received your son, Jesus into her life. Please, show her how true you are to your word.
“Thank you for sweet, little Julia. Truly, children are a blessing. She has been a blessing to me. We prayed together for her healing and you healed her. Who else could take away lung cancer in only two days? Definitely no earthly doctor. You’re a wonder, Father. 
“Again, I’m asking that you open Moruf’s eyes and heart. He still doesn’t seem to understand all I tell him.  Please, help me not to be impatient with him. Impatience is not a fruit of your Spirit. I just need him to understand. You have made it known to me that he’s not going to live for much longer. Just don’t take him away yet, until he does the needful. Amen.
“And about the stranger earlier? I do not know him, Lord, but you do. You led me to him for a reason; therefore, let your will be done. Heal his sister, Cynthia, and bring her spirit back from wandering, and unto us. Finally, again today, I pray that wherever my Hope is, do keep her and surround her with the right people. I have no ability whatsoever to watch over her, but you can. I still hope for that day, Lord, when I would hold her in my arms again. Thank you for your protection over me. Help me. Strengthen me. Thank you for Paschal. He has shielded me; shield him as well. Thank you for every answered prayer. Amen.” 
“You and all these your prayers, sef.” Nurse Mercy teased. “Hope you’re praying for me, as well, Aunty Nevaeh?” 
Nevaeh flung her eyes open and smiled. Nurse Mercy had a habit of watching her pray after helping her get ready and into bed. She was a new nurse; one Dr. Paschal had assigned to her, himself, alongside her other duties. 
“Mercy, Mercy.” Nevaeh smiled, pulling the bed covers over herself. “You always just stand there and watch. You should join me, sometime.” 
“Ah, those your long, long prayers. Today’s own was not even long. Yesterday, it was a little over an hour!”
“You stood there the whole time?” Nevaeh laughed. 
“So I could get fired? No. I went and came back to meet you still praying.”
“Creepy girl.”
Nurse Mercy laughed. “Honestly, ehn, it’s because of you I started praying oh.”
“Really?” Nevaeh asked, surprised.
“Yes, but small small o. Not like you, yet” 
Nevaeh smiled. “It’s a good start, however.”
“But, how do you do it?” 
“Do what, exactly?” Nevaeh heard footsteps and knew the nurse was coming closer. 
“A few days ago, I overheard Nurses Sarah and Elvis talking about how you prayed for Elvis once when he had a sudden pain in his knee, and how the pain disappeared. Just like that.” 
Nevaeh smiled.
“Hmm, Aunty Nevaeh,” Nurse Mercy continued. “I’ve only been at this hospital for three weeks, but I’ve noticed you’re the most talked-about person among the staff here. Not in a bad way, though. Anyway, it’s always, ‘she healed this one', 'she prayed for that one'."No go drive Oga Paschal comot for business o!” she ended in pidgin.
Nevaeh laughed and shook her head, but then, she got serious again. 
“Mercy, look, I’ve never healed or saved anyone in my life. It’s not me who does these things. God does them. He acts through me. If I pray and someone gets healed, it’s His doing. You understand what I mean, right?” 
“I guess so. Maybe, tomorrow, or another day you can explain better. I need to check on some of the other patients.”
“That’s alright.”
Nurse Mercy bid her goodnight and left the room.
Nevaeh stretched herself across the bed and closed her eyelids. Before she slept, she said a word of prayer to God for Nurse Mercy. 



CHAPTER 4


Derinsola could not believe her ears. “She’s in a what?!” 
“A coma, Derin. I’m as confused as you are, sis. God, what if she doesn’t come out of it?” Cyril chocked on a sob.
“Hey, hold up. Don’t even let that negative train of thought go into motion, okay?” Derin assured him. “Look, she’ll be fine with excellent medical care, take that from me. She’ll come out and recover nicely. Which hospital is she at?”
“Some general hospital along Igando road. Mum wants her moved to your hospital; that’s why I called.”
“How soon?”
“Today.”
“Oh, no, I feared that.” Derin groaned.
“What’s wrong?”
“Okay, good news, she can be transferred. Less good news, Fred would have to take care of her for a few days, until I can…”
“Wait, why?” Cyril asked.
“Cyril, I’m not in Lagos…”
“What? How could you travel without letting anyone know?”
“I did, okay? I called Cee and told her I was leaving in a few hours. Then when I was almost ready, I called all of your phones but no one was picking up. Not you, and not Mum and Dad, either. So, I sent texts instead.”
“It must have been during the hurry to get to the hospital. I remember getting calls I totally ignored. Anyway, where are you?” 
“P.H. For a conference. Anyway, I could trust my people at the hospital to take fantastic care of Cynthia, but I’m a hundred and one percent sure Mum wouldn’t let anyone who isn’t Derinsola Fijeh touch her daughter.”
Despite himself, Cyril broke into a smile. “Do I hear an eye-roll in your voice, sweet cousin?” 
“A huge one. Mum could be so exasperating.” Derin playfully complained. 
“She loves you; her favourite child.” Cyril teased.
“Oh, please. That’s only because I turned out to be the doctor she wanted either of you to be, even though you have an automobile dealing business and run an amazing orphanage and Cee is a model. By her thinking, I’m the only one with a sensible career. Anyway, I should be back by Friday morning. Then, we’ll make arrangements to transfer her. I’ll call Mum myself to tell her.”
“Better oh!” Cyril exclaimed. “That’ll do just fine. I can’t be the one on the receiving end of her impending tantrum.”
“I’ll call her now. Cynthia would be fine, Cyril.” Derin assured him again and ended the call. 
Sighing and getting increasingly worried about her cousin, she flipped through her contact list to find ‘Mummy D’. When she did, she pressed the call button. 
The conference she had come all the way to Port Harcourt to attend was to commence in a few minutes. If she was lucky enough, she could be off the phone in five minutes. That wasn’t her aunt’s plan though, as she came unto the phone wailing. 
“Derin mi o!” Mummy D started, sobs racking her voice. 
“Mummy, how are you? Cyril just called. She’ll be fine, Maami. It’s okay.” Derin consoled over the phone. 
“Ah, tani mo offend, bayi? Ehn? Won de o. Won ti de! But my God is bigger than them all. He will shame them; all of them!” 
“Mummy, it’s okay. O ti to. She’ll be alright. Nothing will happen to her, okay? We’re all praying for her. She’ll be okay.” 
“Ah, Derinsola,” her aunt continued. “Even the doctor doesn’t know when she’ll come out of the coma. What kind of doctor is that? Isn’t he supposed to know, ni? They say he’s even off duty today and until the weekend, or so.” 
“Mum, we can’t always tell about everything. Just as long as he’s doing his job well. He is, right?” Derin asked.
“It’s a general hospital.” Mummy D said, as though it should have been obvious enough that she didn’t think the doctor was doing alright. “Your brother says he’s a good doctor, but I’d still prefer she be transferred to your hospital, jo. I’d feel better knowing you are the one taking care of your sister. Should we start preparing to move her?” 
“No, don’t yet. I’m not in Lagos and…” 
“You’re not in Lagos, keh? Nibo lo wa?” 
“Maami, I’m in Port Harcourt for that annual Doctors’ Convention I told you about. It’s a three-day programme, so I can be back by Friday morning since I’m traveling by flight. We can arrange for her to move, then, unless you want it now. I could call Dr. Fred and ask him to look into it and prepare, so that…”
Mummy D cut her off. “Ma worry, jare, omo mi.” Then, she put on her sarcastic tone. “That your Dr. Fredi  that uses his eyes to finish Cynthia. Will he even concentrate?” 
Derin had to laugh. God, her Mum was something else. How had she even noticed that? Derin wasn’t entirely surprised, anyway; the woman had the eagle’s eyes. 
She didn’t even know the half of it, though. Fred was obsessed with Cynthia. It was always so obviously written on his face whenever Cee came around. Derin would then tease him and tell him to get his mind off her sister. 
“Mum, he still remains one of the best doctors I know.” Derin defended, though she was glad that Mummy D was already making jokes. 
“Ehn, we’ll wait. Friday, abi?” 
“Yes ma, Friday. How is Daddy? Is he there?” 
“He’s here, but o ti sun, sha. He looked so tired, I made him go to bed.” 
“It is well, Mummy. Say my regards when he wakes and please, rest as well, e jo. Don’t worry too much. Everything will be alright soon.”
“Okay, oko mi. Don’t be late for your meeting o.” 
Derin smiled and shook her head as she looked down at her watch to check the time. “I’m ten minutes late, already, but I’m at the venue, though. So I’ll just walk in now.” 
“Kosi wahala. Take care of yourself, my baby. So ti gbo?” 
“Yes, Mummy, I will. Bye, I love you.” 
“We love you, too. Bye.” Mummy D said and ended the call. 
Tucking her phone into her handbag, Derin smiled. When she thought of Cynthia though, she sobered up. 
In her bid to get in quickly and salvage herself a good place to sit, she accidentally collided with someone else at the entrance to the hall. When she looked up to apologize, her words caught in her throat at the sight of the familiar face she was looking into. 
“Wow, look who it is! Derinsola Fijeh.” The man grinned.
No, it couldn’t be. 
“Paschal? Paschal Olatuja!” she shrieked. 
“The one and only.” He said, spreading his arms out to her. “Come here.” 
Derin wasted no second. She practically flew into them. The all-too-familiar feel of him brought her heart to a temporary stop. 
What on earth was Paschal doing here? She thought as she breathed in the glorious scent of him.  
When he let her go, she grinned up at him. “What are you doing here?” 
“The same thing you probably came for, Derin; to see and hear the renowned Dr Benjamin Carson speak.” Paschal replied.
Derin frowned in confusion. 
Paschal Olatuja had studied Business Management. This was a convention for doctors.
He must have noticed her confusion, because he laughed good-naturedly and took her elbow to lead her into the hall. 
“I don’t understand.” She managed to let out after they’d showed IDs to the security officer at the entrance and had been let in. 
“Well,” Paschal drawled. “I could stand here and explain, while we miss the first day of this promising convention, or I could explain later over a late dinner tonight.” He looked down at her, all-smiles. “What do you say?” 
Because she could never say no to Paschal Olatuja, Derin grinned and said, “Perfect!” 









CHAPTER 5


“Aunty Nevaeh!”
Sweet little Julia, Nevaeh mused as she let her walking aid lead her towards Julia’s bedside. She knew the hospital grounds almost as well as anyone with both their eyes. She rarely needed help to go around and she was grateful to God for such ability. 
As always, Julia rushed over and took Nevaeh’s hand to lead her into the room and unto the bed. 
“Baby girl, how’re you today?” Nevaeh asked.
She heard little pat-pats on the floor and knew the little girl was jumping. “I’m fine, Aunty Nevaeh. How’re you too?”
“I’m alright, my darling. You set to go home, yet?” 
Julia stopped jumping. “Yes, I’m set. Nurse Elvis says my Mummy and Daddy are on the way already.” Then, she went quiet.
 “Are you alright?” Nevaeh asked, concerned. Julia was never quiet for more than two seconds. 
“I’ll miss you, Aunty Nevaeh.” She whined.
“Oh, my dear, I’ll miss you so much as well.” Nevaeh said, beginning to tear up. 
“Follow me home, na. My Mummy and Daddy will agree. I’ll tell them to allow you. Please, Aunty Nevaeh.” Julia begged.
Nevaeh laughed. “You know I can’t Julia, but don’t worry, I’ll visit you soon.”
“Actually, my Daddy said we’ll come visit you whenever I want. What should I buy for you when I’m coming?” 
“How old are you, again?” Nevaeh asked, even though she knew.
“I’m eleven years old.” Julia beamed proudly. 
“Eleven? Are you sure you aren’t already fifty?” Nevaeh teased, frowning playfully. 
“Nooo!” Julia laughed and tapped her forehead in childish exasperation. “I’m only eleven; and my Mummy says I can go to secondary school now since I haven't been able to go in almost two years. I’m a big girl.”
“Yes, you are, Julia. You are. Give me a hug.” Nevaeh smiled and opened her arms. When she felt Julia come into her embrace, a pang of disappointment hit her. She was moved to tears because she couldn’t, by some miracle, see this little angel who had in no little way helped strengthen her faith in God. He had healed Julia, but somehow, Nevaeh felt like it had been for her own sake. 
When the tears came, she made no effort to wipe them away. 
Julia did so herself when she saw them. “Stop crying. I’m still here.” 
“I know.” Nevaeh took her hand. “Julia, remember the Man who touched you, the One in your dream?” 
“Yes, I remember him. He smiled a lot and called me, Julie, like my Mummy does.” Julia replied, smiling.
“Good. Don’t you ever forget him, okay? And don’t stop praying like I taught you. You still remember how?”
“Yes.”
“Could you try it now, Julia?” Nevaeh asked.
“Okay.” Julia replied, but then, paused. ”What do I pray for?” 
Nevaeh chuckled. “Pray for yourself.” 
Julia looked at her and then, said, “No, I’ll pray for you, instead.”
Nevaeh’s heart tightened. God, she loved this child. 
“Dear Father,” she started. “Thank you for today, again, and for our lives, too. I prayed before and now, I’m praying again, but this time, for Aunty Nevaeh.”
Nevaeh smiled. 
“Jesus, I’m going home today. Please, don’t let her be lonely. She already has plenty friends, but still, give her more friends and always make her happy. In Jesus’ name…” 
They said ‘amen’ together, still holding hands. 
That was how Julia’s parents, Mr and Mrs Ekeh met them. 
“They are here!” Julia laughed happily and Nevaeh understood she was talking about her parents. She had felt the extra presence, even though she had not heard them come in. 
“Oh, good afternoon, Mr and Mrs Ekeh.” Nevaeh greeted, smiling. With Julia’s help, she stood. Before she knew it, a warm, petite body was holding unto hers.
Mrs Ekeh, she figured. 
When she felt her body tremble, Nevaeh was alarmed to find that Julia’s mother was crying. 
“Oh, Nevaeh. What do I do for you? How do I repay you?” the woman wept so hard, Nevaeh was stunned. 
“I did nothing, ma. You should thank God, not me. I was only an instrument in His hands. I only prayed and He did the healing. Please, don’t thank me.” She told them, uncomfortable with the show of emotions. Mrs Ekeh finally pulled away. 
She then felt Mr Ekeh’s hand come down on her shoulder. “Of course, we are grateful to God, and to you as well. We’ve been blessed through you. Thank you.”
“It’s fine, sir.” Nevaeh smiled shyly. 
“We would be holding a thanksgiving service in church on Sunday, and we would love for you to come. We could pick you up on our way there. What do you say?”
Nevaeh couldn’t have turned down the invitation, so she said yes. “That’d be lovely, sir. Thank you.” 
“Great.” Mr Ekeh smiled. “Now, there’s a small something we’d love you to have.” 
Nevaeh heard the rustle of a bag. 
When Mr Ekeh found what he had been looking for, he took Nevaeh’s hand and placed something in it. 
When she felt the large envelope in her hand, she was horrified. “No, no, don’t do this, please. I can’t take this, Mr Ekeh.” She pleaded, pushing it back into his hands. 
“Please, take it, Nevaeh.” His wife said. 
“I can’t. Please, give it to God, instead.” She stressed.
“That’s exactly what we’re doing.” Mr Ekeh said. “That was supposed to be the money for Julia’s last chemotherapy. We’re giving it to God, instead, in thanksgiving, for not letting our baby girl go through that process again. We decided to give it to Him, through you. Please, don’t say no. That would only mar our pledge of gratitude.” 
In exasperation, Nevaeh sighed and relaxed when the bulky envelope was pushed back into her hand. “Thank you.”
“Thank God.” The couple said, smiling satisfactorily. 
The next second, Julia came up to her and hugged her. Nevaeh’s throat clogged and she held back a sob. 
It was time for Julia to go. 
“Bye, Aunty Nevaeh.” Julia said, and just like her mother’s had a while ago, her small body trembled against Nevaeh’s. 
“Don’t cry, my dear. I’ll see you on Sunday, okay?” 
Nevaeh felt Julia’s head nod against her body. “Good girl.” She turned to the little girl’s parents. “Did Dr Paschal sign everything before he left?” 
“Yes, he did.” Mr Ekeh told her. “He was sorry not to be here to see her leave.”
Nevaeh chuckled.
That was typical of him. Paschal treated every single one of his patients like family. Julia was probably his favourite patient. He always insisted it was her, though.
Julia’s parents began to gather their daughter’s things so they could leave. When they finished, they left the room, Julia holding tightly unto Nevaeh’s hand. 
Most of the nurses they encountered on their way out hugged and kissed Julia goodbye. 
When the family finally got into their car and drove off, Nevaeh wiped tears from her eyes and turned back in. 















CHAPTER 6


Cyril was just coming out of his sister’s room when he spotted her rounding the corner with the nurse from the other night. 
He hadn’t seen her since that night two days ago and he’d caught himself more times than he could count, unconsciously looking around for her. One more day and he just might have gone asking around for her. 
Well, here she is. 
Wondering if it was best to go to her, he hesitated, but then, of their own accord, his feet began moving and, somehow, placed him right in stride with her. 
The nurse looked up at him and smiled. “Good evening, Mr Bruce.” 
“Good evening, nurse.” Cyril smiled. “Please, may I speak with her for a moment?” 
“Oh, sure.” She said and turned to the lady. “Aunty Nevaeh, someone wants to…”
“I know. Thank you, Mercy. Just go on, I’ll find my way.” The lady said to the nurse.
Nevaeh, Cyril mused.
The nurse walked away and then, she straightened out her walking aid and turned to him.
“Hey,” he started, not sure how to introduce himself so she could remember him. “It’s me, from the other night.”
“I know who it is. How’s Cynthia?” 
Stunned speechless, he stared at her. 
When he didn’t reply, she smiled. “What is it?” 
“Let’s just say I’m more than a little surprised you’d remember.” He admitted.
She started walking and Cyril joined her, noticing how well she meandered her way around. “I’m blind, not dumb or stupid.” Her voice was light.
“No, I didn’t mean it that way.” He cried, slightly embarrassed. 
“I know you didn’t.” she smiled and tried her feet when they got to the base of the stairs.
Following beside her, he watched her climb the stairs, more out of awe and admiration, than ungentlemanliness. 
“How did you know it was me, though? My voice, I’m guessing?” he asked.
“That, and that brain-cell-burning cologne you have on. The same one you had on the other night.” Her smile widened.
Cyril laughed. “How many brain cells do you have left, then?” 
“One or two, I think.” She said, catching his joke and playing along. “They aren’t all dead if I’m still walking, right?” 
Cyril chuckled and shook his head. “You’re something else.” 
He walked on with her until she turned the corner and stood in front of the first door. 
“My room.” She explained. “Wanna visit?”
He smiled. “I’d love to.”
She pushed the door’s handle and walked in. He followed and sat on the only available chair when she asked him to. The room was small and obviously occupied by only her. There was not much in it. A small bed and a wooden drawer. A Bible and a half-full bottle of water sat atop the drawer. He wondered how she read the Bible.
“So, Nevaeh, huh?” he asked when she had located the small bed and had sat on it. “Is it like, Nevea, the body care brand?”
She laughed. “I get that question a lot. No, it’s not. It’s Nevaeh, like N-E-V-A-E-H. Heaven, spelt in reverse.”
“Oh! Oh, wow. Who would’ve thought?” he exclaimed when it hit him. Then he added playfully, “A beautiful name for a beautiful lady.”
When she turned sharply in his direction, he laughed. “What? None of those men out there has used such lines on you?” 
She smiled. “Well, if you haven’t noticed, this lady is blind. Not many men hit on a blind woman.” 
“Tsk. Then, they must be blind, themselves. Eyesight has never been a criteria for beauty, Nevaeh.” Cyril paused. “Nevaeh.” He pronounced again, then smiled and shook his head. “This your name.” 
He raised his head to look at her. She was still smiling.
“Why did your parents decide to name you ‘Heaven’ spelt backwards?” he asked, curious.
She turned away from him. “You seem to be so fixated on my name and have forgotten you’ve not said yours.” 
“Oh, yeah” Cyril tapped his forehead, slightly embarrassed. “Imagine that. Well, I’m Cyril. Cyril Bruce.”
“Cyril.” Nevaeh repeated. “What does it mean?” 
"Lordly." He answered. “Not as wow-y as Nevaeh, huh?”
She let out a small laugh. “Okay, let’s just please, move on. So, what do you do, Mr Bruce?” 
“Just Cyril, please.” He smiled.
“Alright, Mr Just Cyril, what do you do?” 
“Ooh, I see what you did there, Miss Heaven.” He grinned at her.
“Petty.” She laughed.
“Anyway, I’m not really into much. My sisters and I co-own a line of business selling imported automobiles. From there, I get funds to take care of the kids at the orphanage I run.” 
“You own an orphanage?” 
“Yes.” He said, slowly and quietly. “I’m the founder of The Cyril Bruce Foundation for Orphaned Kids.”
Cyril watched her open her mouth and close it again. He knew what was coming. He was still not used to it. 
“You are not  the Cyril Bruce I’m thinking about, right now!” she finally said. “The Honourable Bruce’s son?”
“Maybe. Maybe not.” He muttered. Her reaction amused him. “You listen to your news.”
“You are!” she exclaimed, laughing. “Dear Lord! Your foundation, I’ve heard so much about it. You do such a great job, Cyril. The entire city of Lagos, and in fact, Nigeria, as a whole, is so proud of you.” 
He gave a small, shy laugh.
“I mean, imagine what you do.” She went on. “Your foundation sends kids who have no means of livelihood to schools beyond the shores of this country. Not many people can do that.” 
Cyril smiled. He had heard from countless people how his work on the kids inspire them, and all of that, but this was coming from someone who seemed to truly understand what it meant to be alone. He cherished her opinion the most.
“What inspired the foundation?” Nevaeh asked.
He paused a moment before answering. “When I was about nine years, close to ten, my cousin, Derinsola lost both her parents to a fire outbreak involving a petroleum tanker on their way back to Lagos from their hometown in Ondo state. Derin’s mother happens to be my dad’s only sibling.
”My parents took her in. Derin was only thirteen at the time. My twin sister, Cynthia and I had just completed ten years when she started living with us permanently. It all just made me realize the fragility and helplessness of orphaned children. That was the inspiration and how the whole foundation thing originated.”
“That’s truly insightful.” Nevaeh said. “We need more of your kind in this country.” 
Cyril smiled. He also wanted to know about her, so he asked.
“How about you, Nevaeh? What’s your story?”




















CHAPTER 7


Paschal and Derinsola sat over meals of steaming Jollof rice and spicy grilled chicken in an eatery called, ‘One 2 ‘n’ 2.’
It was a few minutes past seven in the evening. The first day of their conference had gone wonderfully well. They had spent the first few minutes reminiscing about the presence of renowned medical practitioners. The conversation then, moved to past events that had gone on during their university days at University of Ibadan. 
Paschal had always liked Derinsola Fijeh. In school, she had been the smart, out-going, fun-loving girl. Looking at her now, he realized just how much she’d changed.
How much they had both changed. 
He knew she had had a thing for him, then, and he’d used the knowledge to his advantage. He mentally cringed now as he recalled how he’d used the excuse of her affection for him to make her do things he’d wanted. 
If she had noticed, Derin hadn’t complained. Not once. 
Now, Paschal realized just how foolish he’d been. She hadn’t deserved any of all that. 
Oh, well. If God had forgiven him, how could he not forgive himself? 
“I’m still finding this so hard to believe, Paschal. How did you end up studying medicine?” Derin asked him, as she began cutting into her chicken with a knife and a fork. 
“Simple.” Paschal smiled. “I finished and went back. Remember I graduated just before you?”
Derin nodded.
“I’d never really wanted to study anything in relation to business. My dad wanted me to. So, I did.”
“You didn’t want to study Business Management?” Derin looked surprised. “How did I not know a thing of this?”
“What was the necessity, Derin? I was going to finish studying it, anyway. It wasn’t like my father gave me a choice. It wasn’t until my first job I realized I’d be a total waste in the field. I begged my father to help me go back to school to study Medicine, but he would hear nothing of it. He blatantly refused to sponsor me again. I couldn’t blame him though. It was a wake-up call for me. I worked for two years, garnered some fund and went back to school. I was twenty-four at the time.
“Because he felt like I went against his will, my father refused to have any kind of connection with me. I suddenly became an enemy. Only my mother and two siblings spoke to me. After I graduated the National Postgraduate Medical College of Nigeria, I found myself a place and found a job, too.”
Derin had stopped eating and had laid a hand atop his. He looked at her face and the concern he found there worked its way through to his soul. 
He smiled.
Derinsola Fijeh hadn’t stopped caring.
“Anyway,” he continued “I’m thirty-two now and a Medical Doctor. My father though, is late now.”
“I’m so sorry, Paschal.” She whispered. “About everything.”
Paschal sighed. “It’s okay, really. I only wish I’d been able to make peace with him before he died. I wouldn’t have at the time, honestly, but,” he gave a small smile “I know I would now.”
Derin’s hand hadn’t moved from atop his, and he liked the warmth of it. 
“What changed?” 
He looked at her again. He wanted to tell her, but he had a feeling she wouldn’t understand. His smile became teasing. “A lot.”
She shrugged and turned back to her meal. When she looked up at him again, a mischievous smile played on her lips. “How about we eat up and go on to the hotel where I’m lodged? You know, just like old times.” 
Paschal stared at her. 
Of course, he remembered those times, as well. He remembered all too well whom he’d been.
But then, he also remembered whom he’d become. Every trace of the old Paschal had been wiped away. He’d burned bridges, so there was nothing to go back to. 
With that thought in mind, he steeled himself and broke Derin’s heart. “I’m sorry, Derinsola, but I can’t.” 

CHAPTER 8


“There’s no story to tell, Cyril.” Nevaeh said, hoping he’d drop the topic. 
“Everyone has got some sort of story, Nevaeh Heaven.” Cyril replied, his smile still in place.
“Please, don’t try to make me feel bad right now.” She half-snapped. 
The moment she said it, she felt him tense and an uncomfortable silence settled over them. Before she could apologize, he did. 
“I’m sorry. You’re under no obligation to tell me what has transpired in your life. I mean, we’re still practically strangers to each other.” He sounded so remorseful, Nevaeh felt bad for snapping.
She sighed. “I’m sorry. My response was totally uncalled for.” She paused. “Maybe one day. Just not right now.” 
Cyril took her hand and she almost pulled back. The gesture had surprised her. 
“I totally understand. You owe me nothing in return for my small story. I’m sorry you felt that way.”
Nevaeh had a feeling he was looking into her eyes. 
Her blind, blind eyes.
“Now,” he continued. “Take that glum look off your face and smile.”
Instead of the requested smile, she actually laughed. 
“Oh, yeah,” she said in between laughs, as though she just remembered. “You work with children.”
She could feel  the confusion on his face, but she still heard him laugh. 
Then, he asked, “Okay, do I need to call a nurse now, maybe for the hysteric laughter?” 
That only threw her into more fits of laughter, which must have been contagious, because he started laughing so hard, as well. Before long, they were both on the floor, rolling around and laughing at nothing, in particular. 
When they began to sober up, Nevaeh wiped at the moisture that had gathered in her eyes from all the laughter. 
“Okay, what just happened?” Cyril asked. 
“I have absolutely no idea.” She was grinning like a Cheshire cat, but her cheeks were tired from all the laughter.
They both laid there, backs to the ground. None of them seemed ready to stand yet.
“Lord, it’s been so long since I last had such a good laugh.” Cyril said beside her.
“Me, too.” She concurred, sighing happily.
Cyril began to stand. “I should go check on my sister.”
“I’ll come with you.” Nevaeh said without really thinking about it. She stretched out her hand to him for help and he pulled her up as gently as he could, but didn’t let go of her hand. He found her cane and handed it to her. 
“Thank you.” She whispered. 
“I’ll lead the way.” He told her.
“I can walk just fine, Cyril Bruce.” She said, and tried to free herself from his grip, but he held on tight. 
“I insist, Nevaeh Heaven.”
“On leading the way or holding unto my hand? And please, stop with the ‘Nevaeh Heaven’ thing too.”
“Both. And oh, I insist on the name, too.” He sounded like he was grinning. 
She said nothing as they began walking together out of the room and down the hallway. The rest of the journey to Cynthia’s room was in silence. 
When they got there, Cyril pushed open the door led Nevaeh inside. It wasn’t until he’d entered before he saw his mother sitting beside Cynthia’s bed. 
“Mum?” he called, as he helped Nevaeh fold her cane. 
Desola Bruce looked up at her son, a smile spreading across her face. When she noticed Nevaeh, the smile subsided and she looked from her to Cyril, and back. 
“Where have you been?” she asked Cyril. “Your sister could have woken up.”
Cyril sighed and led Nevaeh to the other available chair. Coming to his mother’s side, he kissed her cheek. “I just needed to get some air, Mum.” He glanced at Nevaeh and smiled. “Then, I bumped into a friend.” 
He went back to Nevaeh’s side and placed a gentle hand on her shoulder. “Nevaeh, meet my mum, Desola Bruce. Iya mi, this is my friend, Nevaeh.” He introduced. 
Surprised, he watched as Nevaeh promptly went down on a bended knee in greeting. “Good evening, Ma. I’m so pleased to meet you.”
“Nefia. How’re you?” 
Cyril laughed. “Mummy, it’s not Nefia, ejo! It’s Nevaeh. NEE-VAY-EH.” He stressed. 
“Nevaeh.” Desola tried.
“That is it, ma.” Nevaeh smiled shyly. 
“Ah, oruko wa l'aye o!” Desola joked. “Bawo ni, omo mi?” 
Nevaeh laughed and exchanged her pleasantry. “I’m fine, thank you, ma. How’re you too?”
She turned to Cyril, smiling “Omo oyibo.” Then she turned back to Nevaeh. “I’m fine, too, my dear. Come, let me see your face very well. You know it’s getting dark.” 
Instantly, Cyril’s hand went out to help Nevaeh rise. Then, gently, he walked her to his mother’s side. 
“Kilode, Taiye? Can’t she walk by herself? Are you now a bodyguard?” 
It wasn’t until they were standing before her that Cyril saw that his mother hadn’t realized Nevaeh was blind. 
He knew why.
Though she couldn’t see, Nevaeh’s eyes were open just like every other person’s. 
Her cane had also been folded in. 
The moment his mother looked Nevaeh over and realized it, she exclaimed. “Ah, Cyril, you did not tell me your friend is blind na!” 
Cyril closed his eyes and winced in embarrassment.  
Oh, God!














CHAPTER 9


Nevaeh felt Cyril tense beside her. 
She almost laughed out loud, with him acting like he’d just stepped foot on a land mine. 
“Yes, ma. I lost my eyesight years ago.” She told Mrs Bruce, taking no offense. She’d been in worse situations for this one to make her feel bad. 
“Oh, eyah!” Desola said. “Pele, dear.” Turning to her son, she hit his arm. “Iwo! You let her walk all the way here.”
“Mummy, are you not the one…?”
“Eh, gbe enu e soun, jare!” 
Nevaeh chuckled at the drama as Cyril helped her back to her seat. 
“Your sister called. She says she’s at a conference in Port Harcourt.” Desola explained to Cyril. 
“Yes, Mum. She told me so, too. We’ll have to wait for her to be back, so we can transfer Cynthia there.”
Nevaeh could feel the cloudy moods coming back on. 
Again, she prayed that Cyril’s sister would come out victorious in the battle for her life. 
She sat there with them until well into the night. 

                    ∞ ∞ ∞ 


When Nevaeh woke up from the sleep she had fallen into, it was to a voice softly calling out to Cyril. She opened her eyes and remembered where she was. Then, she sat up straight. 
Someone else was in the room. 
It wasn't just the voice, but the strong trail of cologne that wasn't Cyril's.
"Cyril." The unfamiliar male voice called again.
A moment later, she heard Cyril rustle awake. "Dad, you're here?"
Oh.
"Who's this?" She heard the Honourable ask. His voice was kind and warm, making Nevaeh relax. Knowing he was asking about her, she rose slowly and spokeup before Cyril could. 
"Good evening, sir." She stretched her hand in his general direction. "I'm Nevaeh, sir. A friend of Cyril's.It's a pleasure to meet you."
His hand gripped hers in a firm handshake. "It's nice to meet you, too, young lady. How're you doing?"
"I'm very well, thank you, sir."
"That's good, that's good."He let go of her hand. The accent in his voice was slight but unmistakable. 
"Cyril, how's your sister?"
"The same."Cyril sniffed and stood to move around to the edge of the bed where he sat. Seeing his mother still asleep in the other chair next to Cynthia's bed, he laid a hand on her shoulder and stirred her awake. "Dad, you need to take her home."
"That's why I came." His father sighed. "Derin hasn't called back?"
"Not yet. She said she'd call to check in on Cee in the morning."
Listening to the conversation, a sad smile creeped onto Nevaeh's face. She suddenly remembered conversations she used to have with her own parents. 
Those were the good days, but they were gone, now. 
"Desola, let's go home." Mr Bruce roused his wife one last time.
"Oko mi." She said when she had opened her eyes and adjusted it to the fluorescent lighting in the room. "What's the time?"
"It's past 9pm, Mummy." Cyril told her."Please, go home with Daddy. I'll stay herewith Cynthia."
"Ah, I'm so tired." She yawned loudly before standing and clinging to her husband who steadied her and started to lead her out.
"Goodnight, sir. Have a good night, ma." Nevaeh greeted when she heard their shuffling feet. 
"Ah, my dear."Desola Bruce's tired voice reached her ears."Goodnight, ojare. Don't let him keep you up oh. You need to sleep, too."
Nevaeh smiled. "I would ma. Thank you."
"Goodnight, dear."Her husband said, ushering his wife out the door he had opened. "Cyril, don't forget to call if anything changes, please."
"Alright, sir. Goodnight."
Minutes later, when the sounds of their tired feet had faded, Cyril tried to persuade Nevaeh to go to sleep in her room but she insisted on remaining with him to watch his sister."I'll probably not sleep anytime soon, anyway."
So, shelaid awake but then, remembered she needed to pray and listen to the Audio Bible Paschal had downloaded on her phone. She realized she hadn't left her room with her phone, though. 
Usually, she'd have Julia read to her, or Paschal, when he was around and wasn't too busy, but Julia had finally gone home and the doctor wasn't back yet. She missed Julia and her cheeriness.
"What's that smile on your face?"She heard Cyril ask and she chuckled.
"Just thinking about this little girl who was discharged today. She's so sweet, I miss her already."
"What was wrong with her?"
"Lung cancer."
"Woah. That's huge." Compassion filled his voice. "Does she have a chance?"
"Oh, God gave her one." Nevaeh grinned.
"Why are you grinning from ear to ear?"
"Because God healed her, Cyril."
He grew silent.
"What? You don't believe that?"
"No, it's not that. I mean, I've heard about miracles and such things, but the credibility of it all hasn't really left an impression on me." He shrugged."How possible is it, really, that someone who's been deaf or lame all their life would just," he snapped his fingers "up and get going? I've never really understood such things when I hear them read from the Bible."
"So, you don't believe in miracles, then?"
"Let's say I'd like to believe in them. After all," he turned towards where his sister lay limp, "Cynthia could sure use one."
Nevaeh thought for a moment, realizing this was an opportunity rendered to clear his doubt and glorify God.She'd learned that one of the quickest ways to bring children to God was through healing. Now, she wondered if it was the same for a doubtful man who wasn't sure he believed in miracles. 
She decided it was worth the try, and so, with all the confidence in her heart that God wasn't about to let her down, she stood and slowly madeher way to Cynthia's bedside. 
She heard Cyril bolt from his chair in an attempt to help her. "What's wrong?" He askedbut she said nothing. 
He helped her through the last few feet and stood close beside her. She could feel his burning gaze on her face. She sighed. "Nothing's wrong, Cyril. I just need to pray for her.Give me some space"
"You're sure?"
She nodded and waited for him to move aside a little. When he did, she reached by the side and took Cynthia's hand. It was slightly cold, as it was limp. She traced her way to Cynthia's chest, careful not to accidentally remove the mask that passed oxygen into her lungs. 
Standing there, she prayed. With all of her heart and soul, just like it had been with Julia, Nevaeh prayed for Cynthia's healing and for the Bruce family. 
After about ten minutes, she suddenly felt like rejoicing and she did not hold back. She leaped for joy and began to laugh. 
She knew. She just knew.
Turning around, she reached for Cyril. "She'll be fine."She smiled. 
"I hope so."
"Well, I know so." Was her reply.
While finding her way back to her seat, she told him about Julia's Thanksgiving service thatSunday and invited him to come along. He agreed and she made a mental note to inform Mr and Mrs Ekeh that she would be bringing someone along. 
In her seat, Nevaeh smiled and shut her eyes. Before long, she had drifted off to sleep. 



CHAPTER 10


Early Saturday morning, Cyril meandered his way across town. Traffic, surprisingly, was light and there were less drivers and bus conductors screaming obscenities at one another, as was usual in the city of Lagos. He was on his way to the one place that was his getaway whenever things were rocky. A place filled with laughter, music and sweet, little children. 
He smiled as he ran his brain through every child at the Angels of Light Orphanage. Those kids were his pride and joy. He spent every Saturday with them and wanted to prolong it every single week, but he always had to go. His Saturdays were dedicated to them and he wouldn't have had it any other way. 
They were his kids - as many as they were.
Smiling, his thoughts turned to other things as he drove through Costain road. 
Cynthia had been transferred the previous evening to Derin's hospital at CMS. He hadn't seen Nevaeh since then, though. They'd spent every hour since Tuesday watching Cynthia as they talked about a lot of things. The week was one of the worst he'd ever had to face, but her company had made it all feel better. He definitely couldn't have gone through the week without her. 
At the orphanage, Mrs Kario was the first to welcome him. A cheery, plump widow in her early fifties, who had a teenage daughter twice as cherry, Mrs Kario was the matron in charge of the Angels of Light. She came to the car door as soon as she sighted him coming into the driveway. When he came down, she hugged him. 
"I heard about Cynthia." She said, concern etched on her face and in her voice. "Is she getting any better?"
"Not really,Mama," he addressed her with the fond name the children called her, as she released him from her embrace. "But there's hope."
They walked together into the house. As he usually did, he let his eyes roam in search of something worn or broken that needed fixing. He was always kept updated on things like that by Mrs Kario, but he also liked to see them for himself. 
Within the premises, Cyril had set up courts: basketball, lawn tennis and volleyball,where the kids played during their free time; and on the other side of the compound, there stood out a well-kept two-plot of synthetic-grassed land where they also played football occasionally.
The house was a large two-storey, painted in the children-friendly colours - blue and pink. The first and second floors occupied all the children's bedrooms. In total, there were twenty-four rooms - twelve on each floor. Each room was occupied by two children, except the two larger rooms on each floor that were occupied by three children each. The younger kids stayed on the first floor, while the older ones took up the second. Each room had a bathroom and toilet. 
On theground floor, there was the large kitchen, the food store, the living room where the kids played, a bathroom and toilet, another room that Cyril had stocked with every kind of musical instrument - including a grand piano, - a room Mrs Kario shared with her daughters, Ebunoluwa and Omosewa - who shared a bunk - and her younger sister, Aunty Mosope, another large room where the much younger infants slept in cots, a room set aside for the nights Cyril spent at the orphanage, another room where the three other hired staff stayed and lastly, Cyril and Mrs Kario's offices, just adjacent to each other. 
So far, Cyril saw nothing out of shape.
Shouts of "Uncle Cyril" filled the air as the children spotted him walking into the living room. They had just ended their morning prayers which had been led by Aunty Ope. All at once, a sea of bodies came at him for hugs. Cyril laughed joyfully, and, like he always did, began to pick the little ones up one after the other and high-five or fist-bump the older ones. 
There was Grace, Peter, Eureka, Lotachi, Michael, Sophia and Sonia, and everyone of the sixty kids who were sheltered at the Angels of Light Orphanage. 
And then, there was Ebun, Mrs Kario's eighteen-year-old daughter, who helped in taking care of the kids along with her Aunty Ope. Ebun wasted no time in tucking her arm in his while he finally picked up thirteen-month-old Precious. 
"How's Aunty Cee?" Sheasked, walking with him towards his office. 
Like most of the other kids, Ebun had a special relationship with Cyril. She was the oldest at the orphanage, and like her mother and aunt, had lived there for the last five years. She had lost her father at a young age and Cyril was all too glad to take up the male figure position. Ebunoluwa was bubbly and liked to make everyone laugh.
"She's getting better, hopefully." Cyril said as they walked, not wanting to worry her. "Aunty Derin says there's hope."
Ebun smiled up at him. "She'll be fine. We all prayed for her this morning."
"I'm glad to hear that."
"On the other hand," she chuckled. "Someone's not in a good mood."
Cyril raised a brow, ready for the gist - another thing he was sometimes glad he had Ebun for. She was his self-made eyes and ears around here. "Who?"
"Sewa." She nodded in the direction of a little girl who was sitting by herself in a corner of the living room. 
"What's wrong with my girl?" Cyril asked his informant.
"Mummy says we're not supposed to talk about it."
Cyril rolled his eyes. "Is there anything you do not talk about, Ebun?"
She giggled."Well, she got into a fight with a boy at school, yesterday, and she won."
"What do you mean, 'she won'?"
Ebun shrugged. "Exactly that. She beat the poor boy. Her teacher brought her home herself to report the incident to Mum."
Cyril sighed and handed Baby Precious to her. "Let me go talk to her."
Cyril waited a while after Ebun had left to see her Mum. 
Omosewa was one of the children who had stayed the longest at the orphanage. She had been among the very first batch of kids when the orphanage opened five years ago. She had been four at the time. Now, she was a brilliant nine-year-old, smarter than most of her peers. She was like a sister to Ebun because Mrs Kario had been the one who had raised her, with legal rights. No one knew who her parents were or what she had been doing abandoned at the roadside. Mrs Kario had found her and legally adopted her. Her husband had just died at the time but they had been doing fairly well.
Sewa had beautiful brown eyes and a face that even Cynthia, who considered herself the most beautiful woman in Nigeria - she had actually won the last Miss Nigeria Pageantry Contest - was envious of. Moreover, Cyril was extra fond of her.
Walking on, Cyril meandered and got behind Sewa, then closed her eyes with the palms of his hands. 
"Uncle Cyril."She wasted no time.
"Ah, how did you know?" He groaned playfully.
Sewa rolled her eyes. "Your cologne. Burned my brain cells."
Cyril laughed, and then, remembered the day Nevaeh had said something similar about his cologne, then he laughed some more. 
"Oh, well." He came around to sit beside her. "What can I say? A man has to smell nice. Now, tell me, what's this I hear about a fight at school?"
It was her turn to groan. "Ugh! They told you already."
"I was bound to know one way or the other, girl. Now, why did you go beat up someone's son?"
"He called me an orphanage girl. He always calls me names, Uncle Cyril."she frowned. "I told him to stop but he wouldn't listen."
"So, you decided the best thing to do was beat him up? What are you, The Rock?"
She giggled, but then, sobered up when she saw he wasn't really joking. She looked down at her hands. "I'm sorry, Uncle Cyril. I just got so angry, I didn't think about it."
"Then, you should have reported him to Miss Williams, not fight him." Cyril scolded.
"I know. I'm sorry."She looked up at him. "I apologized to him, already."
"That's good. Don't go around fighting people, okay? Doesn't matter how much you're provoked. Never get into a fight. Now, that doesn't mean you shouldn't stand up for yourself when you're being wronged. By that, I mean when someone says something negative to or about you, you reply with something positive. That way, you don't get hurt by things they say."
"So, what do I say when Frank calls me an orphanage girl, again?"
Cyril looked around at all the children running around, getting into their various chores and then, back at her. He smiled. "You tell him that orphanage or not...you've got an extra large and extra noisy family that loves you. That okay?"
She smiled and nodded. 
"Good. Fist-bump?" He grinned, stretching his hand towards her.
"Uh huh!"She stretched hers, making a small fist and bumped his. 
A couple hours later, when the kids had completed their chores and had a breakfast of Akara and Custard, Cyril had them settled around the living room. There, they had their weekly two-hour session of good music. While some of the older kids played one instrument or the other, the others sang along cheerily to rhymes and songs along with Mrs Kario and Ebun, who led.
Later, Aunty Ope got back from visiting with a friend who had just given birth, and told them stories before they all watched a movie. Cyril usually brought with him a backseat full of popcorn on Saturdays, and today was no different. By the time, Cyril finally bid the kids goodnight, most of the younger ones were already asleep.
Cyril, unfortunately, had to head back to keep vigil at his sister's bedside. 







CHAPTER 11


Early the next morning, Cyril had hurried from the Alimosho General Hospital from Cynthia's bedside where he had spent the night. He had prepared the day before for the Sunday Thanksgiving and that morning, had freshened up in the small bathroom in Derin's office before rushing out to meet Nevaeh and the Ekehs. While Mr Ekeh led the way in his car, Cyril had followed behind in his own Dodge Challenger SRT.
The moment the church service was over, Julia ran all the way to Nevaeh's side and tugged at her dress. 
"Aunty Nevaeh, I'm so glad you came! My Mummy said to come tell you 'thank you'." She beamed at Nevaeh, who adjusted in her seat and smiled.
"I wouldn't have missed this even if the Queen of England was scheduled to pass by my bedside today."
Julia giggled and hugged her. When she let go, she turned her attention to Nevaeh's company. Then she whispered a bit too loudly. "You still haven't told me who this is, Aunty Nevaeh."
Cyril, glad to finally be noticed, fought back laughter at the girl's statement. He stretched out his hand for a shake. "Hello, Julia. Aunty Nevaeh has said lotsabout you. I'm Cyril, Aunty Nevaeh's friend."
"Hello,Cyril.. "
"Uncle Cyril to you, young lady." Mr Ekeh cautioned, coming up to them, his wife by his side modelling a large smile.
Julia flushed and clung to Nevaeh's arm as she chuckled and stood to greet Julia's parents.
"I still can't believe this is Cyril Bruce." Mrs Ekeh - who was still in slight awe since Nevaeh had introduced Cyril to them that morning - said."You look even better than we see in the papers and on TV!"
Cyril laughed and thanked her. 
"Aunty Nevaeh, God answered my prayer." Julia suddenly said, grinning up at Cyril.
"He did?"Nevaeh asked, wondering what she was talking about.
"Yes. Remember when you asked me to pray in the hospital? I asked God to give you more friends so you wouldn't be lonely. See? Uncle Cyril is your new friend!" Her grin expanded.
Everyone laughed and Nevaeh smiled at her thoughtfulness. 
Mrs Ekeh hugged Nevaeh tightly and prayed for her - just as almost the whole church did moments later as they began to leave - and Mr Ekeh thanked her and Cyril profusely.
A little while later, they were on their way home. Nevaeh sat in the front seat of Cyril's car and rested her head atop the head of the seat. 
"Sorry I was a little late this morning."Cyril apologized. 
"You must have been very busy yesterday."
"Well, not extremely." He smiled. "I was just hanging out with my kids."
Nevaeh turned her head towards him. "You have kids?" She asked in disbelief.
Cyril looked at her and actually laughed. "What? No." He knew she was thinking biological kids. "No, I meant the kids at the orphanage. I usually call them mine."
"Oh."
"Yes, 'oh'." He laughed.
"So you go to spend time with them?"
"Every Saturday. Sometimes, once during the week. Morning till the sun says goodnight."
"You seem to be very fond of them."
"I really am. I take it as a duty to be their father." He paused and then, laughed.
"What is it?" Nevaeh asked.
"The way I said, 'father'." He laughed some more. "I'm a father to sixty children. Like Father Abraham." He chuckled. "Father Cyril."
Nevaeh shook her head and laughed. 
"What are they like?" She asked when all the laughter had died down. 
"Well, they're sweet...smart. The little ones ask the funniest questions and the older ones would keep you on your toes 'teaching' you school stuff they think you might not know. So far, we've only got three kids with learning disabilities but they've proven to do excellently at some other things. One of the three turned eighteen last year and we had to let him go. He was an incredible dancer and singer, and so, we had him enrolled in a music-dance school in Ontario, Canada. The other two are girls, who are still with us. One has really improved though, and is into anything Tech. Says she hopes to work with MIT someday. The other is only twelve but makes the most amazing meals! Cooks like a qualified chef and actually attends an online cooking school owned by the French government twice a week."
"Okay, that is just wow."Nevaeh said, shaking her head in wonder. "I think this really proves that education, though necessary, is not everything."
"Exactly." Cyril concurred, then sighed. "Sometimes, though, I feel like I'm not doing enough."
"What do you mean?"
"I don't know, really. Just... sometimes some of them feel down and distance themselves. I had to enforce a weekly counseling session for the older ones and hired two therapists to come in once a week each. They're to talk about everything: school, friends, things that bother them and all of that. Just to keep sanity."
"Has that been working?"
"As much as I can see, it has. Some of the kids at one time or the other have complained of verbal or physical abuse from classmates at school, which sincerely bothers me.
"Just last Friday, Omosewa, one of the younger girls beat up a boy in her class." Cyril let out a small laugh andshook his head. "That girl. I'm actually pretty fond of her. Sewa was one of the first children at the orphanage when it first was opened five years ago. She's an adopted child of the orphanage's matron.bShe's a pretty little girl with little or no trouble at all. On Friday, though, I was told how she beat this kid at school in a fight."
"Why?"
"Apparently, he called her an 'orphanage girl' and told her to go find her mother and father."
"Aw, that's bad. That child needs some serious discipline!" Nevaeh exclaimed, wondering how kids could sometimes be so foul-mouthed. 
"Well, their class teacher punished him. Sewa, too, of course. Then, she made them apologize to each other."
"Good. And then?"
"And then, what?"
"Well, I was hoping she didn't just stop there."
"What else should she have done?"
Nevaeh sighed. "In matters like this, - concerningchildren - we shouldn't only be dependent on moral discipline. Spiritual discipline should apply too. These things are easier taught to children."
"Okay. You've lost me here." Cyril chimed in, just as he pulled the car to a stop at the sign of a red light at the Ojo Cantonment Army Barracks road. "I think I understand what you mean to an extent, but what would you have done?"He leaned back and turned to face her.
"What their teacher did was good, actually but since children are quite...impressionable, it's best to take such times to teach them the spiritual aspect of things."She paused. "I know I would have told themhow insulting and fighting each other aren't things a child of God would do. I would have told them that being at peace with each other is something God would be pleased with. And I do know that right there, I'd have told them both about how God wants us to love each other the way He loved us. All of that... and probably some more."
When she was donetalking, - just as the green light popped up - Cyril had an eyebrow raised. He put the car back in motion before speaking. "Seriously, Nevaeh, you should be a teacher or something. Anything at all that deals with children. God knows you'd be good at it."
She smiled and turned away. "Well, I've not really had any children around me much, so I can't tell.Except Julia, of course."
You know that's not true, her mind chided her.
"Only Julia?"
"Probably." She said, curtly.
"Probably?"Cyril waited but she said nothing more. He smiled. "Is this one of those dark secrets you've refused to talk about?"
She had a faint smile on her face. "There are no dark secrets, Cyril. Just things I'm not ready to talk about."
Cyril nodded and fell silent. After struggling for a bit, he said what was on his mind before she could change the subject. "Just so you know, Nevaeh...I'm here. Whenever you feel like you're ready, I'll be here. I don't think I'll be going anywhere anytime soon."
She nodded. "I appreciate that, but it might never come."
"Whatever the case, I'll still be here."
"Cyril..." she started but he didn't let her.
"I chose this. I love being around you and I find that I really want to know you and actually spend time with you. I don't think there's anything you'd say that'd change my mind, Nevaeh."
She sighed. "If you're saying what I think you're saying...I don't know...I mean, you've barely even known me a week."
"That's not a problem. I'd just work harder at getting to know you."He countered.
"Well, I might never be ready!"
This time, he looked at her and smiled. "I'm a patient man, Heaven. I'm a very patient man."









CHAPTER 12


"Okay, what is wrong with you? You've been acting all gloomy since you came back to Lagos."
Cyril was watching Derinsola. It was her day off from work. She had her phone in her hand and had been staring at it for close to an hour. He was at her house at Ikoyi - a twenty minutes drive from his own place - and was laid back on her couch, watching TV. His mother was at the hospital with Cynthia. It was Monday evening.
"Are you expecting a call or something?" He asked again when she looked up at him.
She groaned. "Do I look that desperate?"
"Well, yeah.What's wrong?"
She nodded. "That's a good question, Taiwo." She called him in the Yoruba name for the twin who came out first."God knows I'd tell you the answer if even I knew it. One moment, we were fine, talking and laughing...and the next, he's all sobered up and talking in parables even Jesus wouldn't have understood!"
Confused, Cyril sat up. "Okay, who are we talking about here? How can you just start gist from the middle. Abeg, give me details, let me understand what you're talking about."
Derin sighed and stood up. She walked to the fridge, got out a small cup of ice cream and a small plastic spoon by the side and headed back to sit on the couch opposite him."Okay, I met someone in Port Harcourt..."
"Ohh," Cyril jumped in. "New guy has your heart running all over, huh?" He teased.
"Just shut up and listen. "She rolled her eyes, smiling. "Mind you, I'm only talking about this to you because Cynthia's not available."
"Yeah, well, she'd be back around soon but for now, I can fill in. Now, tell me about your man issues."
Derin glared at him and he laughed.
"Okay, sorry. Go ahead." He sobered up.
She sat up straight as she shoved the first spoon of vanilla goodness into her mouth. "I ran into this old friend at the convention I attended in Port Harcourtlast week. We used to be friends during our university days. A little more than friends, actually. Not dating, but we kind of had this weird sexual-friendship relationship with no strings attached...until I went and attached a string." She paused, looking like she was annoyed at herself.
"You fell in love with him."Cyril stated, knowing that was what she meant.
Derin nodded. "I didn't tell him, though, even after I graduated, and if he had noticed, he said nothing about it. I was just afraid he'd just stop us from seeing each other altogether. After a while, we lost contact until last week at the convention."
"Didn't you say it was for doctors? He's a doctor as well, then?"
She nodded and continued. "I was surprised and I just couldn't stop staring at him the whole time. I found myself feeling all those things again."
"Hmm." Cyril stroked his chin. 
"We went out to dinner afterwards. Ate and talked. Then I asked him if he was okay with going back to my hotel with me but he just gave an excuse and clammed up. I mean, I risked my pride and everything asking that, and what did I get? A refusal. Polite but very firm."
"Did you ask him why?"
"I did but then, he said I wouldn't understand or something around that line. On Thursday, just before i was ready to come back home, he asked for my number and I gave it to him. I knew he was also heading back to Lagos. Says he works at a general hospital somewhere on the mainland... can't remember now. Cyril, it's been four days since and I still haven't heard a word from him. I'm worried that I might somehow have ticked him off." She sniffed.
"Maybe he's just busy?" Cyril offered, trying to cheer her up. "Sis, he's a doctor like you. Y'all barely even have time for yourselves."
"Cyril, four days is more than enough to make a call of a few minutes." She countered.
"Maybe he's married and doesn't.. "
"Nope, don't even go there. I made sure that was one of the first things I asked. If he were, he'd have told me."
Cyril sighed. "I guess you'd just have to wait some more, then. That's all you can do right now. Abi, you want to go looking around Lagos for him?"
"I had no intention to!" She hissed. 
"Sure?" He teased.
"Ugh! This is why I prefer talking to Cynthia." She whined. "You're no fun to talk to."
Cyril laughed. "Nevaeh doesn't think so."
"Who's Nevaeh." She perked up.
He smiled. "Just this friend of mine I'm still getting to know."
"That smile you have on gives me the impression she's not just a friend." Derin pressed.
"She won't be for too long."
It was Derin's turn to ooh. "It's that dreamy look you have on right now for me."
"Only you know what you're talking about." He said and picked up the TV remote he'd dropped in order to listen to her. 
"She must be something. Your taste in women has always been impressive."
"Nevaeh is a lot more than just 'something'. I've learned more from her in the past week than I ever have from you. All you talk about are your scrubs and stethoscopes." Knowing she was going to fling a throw-pillowat him, he dodged just in time before it came flying. He laughed.
"I do not even blame you. I blame Cynthia for not being here." She sulked. "I really miss her."
"I do, too. She'll be fine. Nevaeh strongly believes so, and I think I do too." Cyril said. "Mum would probably throw her a welcome home party." He laughed. 
"I know, right. That woman would take just any reason to throw one of her parties."
"I hope she does." Cyril chuckled. "It would be appreciated."
They stopped talking after that and Cyril went back to watching TV with Derin going through her phone. After a while,when her cup of ice cream was empty, she looked at him. "Don't you think it's time to go relieve Mum at the hospital?"
"Are you throwing me out of your house?" He frowned.
"Well, yeah. A woman needs her privacy."She snorted.
Cyril smirked and rose. "You didn't need your privacy when you wanted to talk about... what's your doctor love's name again?"
"Okay, please get out of my house. It's about time." She huffed in mock annoyance.
"Yeah, yeah. I'm leaving, Lover Girl." He said and turned away.
This time, he wasn't quick enough to get out of the way as Derin flung another pillow at the back of his head.
"Ow!" He shrieked and turned to face her, face squeezed. "You're a sick person."
"Yeah, whatever."
Cyril clucked his tongue at her, walked to the door and opened it. "Bye, sister."
"Bye, loser." She sang.
Just as the door was closing behind him, he heard her call out. "His name is Paschal, by the way!"



















CHAPTER 13


Nevaeh had just woken up from sleep when Dr. Paschal walked into her room. 
"You're awake. Good." He said, coming to stand beside the bed. 
"Dr. Paschal?" She asked, seeking confirmation.
"Yes, Nevaeh. Good evening." He smiled down at her, as she tried to reach for the bottle of water she had placed on the table by her bed. He helped her get it and sat down on the only available chair in the room. "How've you been?"
Nevaeh gulped down some of the water, then, covered it and set it back on the table. "I've had worse days."
"Any more nightmares?"
"Been a long while since I last had one of those. I'm fine, really. How has work been? Nurse Mercy said something about a woman scheduled for a caesarean section today."
"Yes. We came out about an hour ago. She's fine, along with her really big baby boy." He smiled.
"Thank God.You haven't told me how your Port Harcourt trip went. You've just been scarce since you got back."
"I know." He sighed. "That's the actual reason I came to see you. I didn't think there was anyone better to talk to about this. You always give me the best pieces of advice."
She smiled at him. 
After she'd met Dr Paschal, God had used her to save him, and in turn, had used him to provide food and shelter for her. Dr. Paschal was one person who never joked with her. They had become quick friends, even though, at first, Nevaeh had refused to tell him why andhow she'd ended up at his hospital, with no friends and no family and nowhere to go. Gradually, she began to open up and finally told him everything. He was the only person who knew all of her story.
"I'm listening, then." She said now."Go on."
Shifting in his seat, Paschal told her about Derinsola. How they used to be friends in the university and how they met again the past week.He didn't leave out the kind of relationship they used to have. He told her that he used to really like Derin - though he had never told her so - and he thought the feelings had resurfaced. "I could barely keep my eyes off her, Nevaeh. She offered to take me to her hotel where she was lodged. I knew what she was asking. I almost gave in Nevaeh, almost, but I remembered I wasn't that person anymore. I couldn't do such things any longer. She looked hurt when I rejected the offer. Even though it was for the right reasons, I felt bad, and then, when she asked, I couldn't tell her why. For the first time since I knew Christ, Nevaeh, I'd never wanted not to be thought of as lame so much." He paused and dragged his palm across his face. "I want to make all of this better, but I'm not sure how. For God's sake, how am I even still attracted to Derinsola? She clearly doesn't really know God. I know what to do, but I'm afraid she'll reject it - and me, too."
Nevaeh waited till she was sure he was done talking. Then, she took his hand. "Paschal, I'm happy you didn't agree to her proposal. And I must say: I'm extremely proud of your growth; it's encouraging." When she paused and continued, she reminded him of something the Apostle Paul had said. "Remember Romans chapter one verse sixteen? What does it say?"
"'I am not ashamed of the gospel of Christ, for it is the power of God unto salvation to everyone that believes...'" he reprased, nodding his head. 
"Good. Opportunity makes itself available for a believer to tell someone about their faith, but when the believer does not speak, they rob the unbeliever of an opportunity to know God's love. That's what you have done, Paschal, but I trust you to right things. You should know though, that although God wants us all, it'll still be her choice to make. She could choose to believe or not. Simply do your part by speaking and leave the rest to God. He knows best how to work these things out. 
"Now, I do believe your paths crossed againfor a reason. There are no coincidences with God. So, I strongly suggest you pray about this for better clarity." She squeezed his hand. "You'll be fine, I promise."
She felt his body vibrate and knew he was nodding his concurrence. Together, they prayed for directions for the next few minutes.
"Thank you, Nevaeh. Really."Paschal said when they were done. "Sometimes I wonder how I lived without you." He chuckled. 
"Oh, please."She laughed away his gratitude. "Better get going. You have patients to attend to."
He stood. "Yes, I do. By the way, Miss, I keep hearing talk around here about some rich boy disturbing you." He teased. "Does he know I have friends in the military?"
Nevaeh laughed. "There's absolutely nothing going on with Cyril and I. All these your nurses sef."
"You know how they are." He laughed along. "Is he a believer, too, this Cyril?"
She fell silent before saying, "He's a work in progress."
"Oh." He laughed this time. "So, we're in the same situation?"
"No, we're not!" She argued. "It's not what you think, really."
"Sure?"
"Oh, please, just go away already, Paschal. Yes, I'm sure. Now, go get on with your job!"
He laughed all the way to the door. "Thank you, again." He said before going out and closing the door behind himself. 
Dr Paschal wasn't gone more than a few seconds when she asked herself if she really wasn't in the same situation as him.








CHAPTER 14


"Why are you here?"
Cyril grinned and handed Nevaeh her cane. "I was just on my way to see Cynthia, so I thought you'd like to come with me."
"Cyril, honestly, I'm tired right now. I don't think I want to go anywhere today."She protested.
"Well, you better begin to feel like it, Heaven, because Cynthia came to this morning."
Nevaeh paused, taking in what he'd just said. "Really? Oh, that's beautiful news!"She exclaimed, joy flooding her insides. 
"Yes, and do you want to know what the doctor said?"
"You know I do."She was standing from her bed now.
"According to my cousin, no one in Cynthia's condition could have come out of that coma in less than a month, butshe did after a week and a few days! She couldn't believe it and called my parents immediately. I couldn't resist coming to get you."
By now, Nevaeh's speed in gathering her things had increased. 
Thank you, Jesus! She kept saying under her breath."Let's go, let's go."
Cyril laughed. "One would think it was your own twin who just came out of a coma."
"I'm excited, that's all."She smiled and let him lead her down to his car. 
At the hospital, Cyril's parents weren't there yet. They had both gone to attend a relative's birthday celebration and were on the way.
The nurse in Cynthia's room politely told them they couldn't see her yet as she had fallen asleep and needed rest.
Looking around the room, Cyril's eyes caught a large bouquet of red rose flowers set on the table beside Cynthia's bed. He strode to it and pulled out a note he found attached. It said:

 I'm terribly sorry, Cynthia. Please forgive me. I love you.
                                         - N.

"Who brought this?"He asked the nurse, who was still waiting for them to vacate the room. 
"A young man did this morning, sir. He just inquired about her health and left the flowers by the bedside before leaving. He said he was going to be back later today." The nurse ended.
Concerned, Cyril wondered who it was that had left the flowers and the note, but he couldn't fathom why someone was asking Cee's forgiveness. Putting it at the back of his mind, he took Nevaeh's hand and led her out of the room and back into the hallway they'd come from. There, they sat to wait for his parents to come, or Cynthia to wake up again - whichever happened first.
Neither did.
About twenty minutes into their wait, Nevaeh was half asleep, Cyril's arm over her shoulder, when a man walked down the hallway and stopped before them. Light-skinned and clean-shaven, he had a build like someone who worked out regularly. Cyril had no idea who he was, but he suspected it was he who had left the flowers and the note. Before he could speak, 'N' beat him to it.
"Hello, good evening.You must be Cyril, Cynthia's twin brother." the man smiled, showing a perfect row of white teeth. 
Cyril stood, raising Nevaehwith him."Yes, I am. You are?"
"Chinonso Okpara. Your sister's boyfriend. I've heard a lot about you."
Boyfriend?
The young man stretched his hand for a shake and Cyril took it. "Nice to meet you. I can't say the same, though. She hasn't mentioned you yet."
A wistful smile spread across the stranger's face as Cyril let go of his hand. "Yeah, well. I was expecting to hear that." Turning to Nevaeh, he greeted. "Good evening."
The stranger was about to say something else when one of the nurses brushed past them and hurried into Cynthia's room. After a few minutes, she came back out and told them Cynthia was awake, instructing them to be mindful not to cause her to stay up for too long. "She needs rest. I'll go call Dr. Fijeh now."
"Thank you."Cyril said and led the way into Cynthia's hospital room. His heart soared when he set eyes on her. Most of the tubes had been taken off her face and body and the oxygen mask was gone. She still looked pale, but was definitely awake. She was awake and smiling and Cyril just couldn't believe it! 
She beamed when she saw him, but in the very next second, a fleet of emotions passed across her face, anger the most visible. Suddenly, she lurched at something behind him and almost fell off the bed. Cyril left Nevaeh standing there and ran the rest of the way to grab Cynthia before she fell and hurt herself.
"What gave you the nerve to show your face here?!" She sneered at the man behind Cyril, who had his head bowed. 
In the heat of the moment of seeing his sister alive and well, Cyril  had totally forgotten about the stranger, Chinonso. 
"Nonso, get out right now!" She was really angry now.
"Whoa, calm down, Cee." Cyril tried to placate her, still holding her even as she struggled to break free from his grip. 
"I will not calm down until this lying, cheating bastard is out of here! I do not want to see him, Cyril. He either leaves, or I leave this room for y'all." She was staring daggers at Nonso.
Knowing she was nowhere near joking, Cyril turned to him, but he spoke before Cyril could.
"Look, Cee," he started, his hand stretched out to her. "I'm really sorry. Nothing..."
"Don't you even dare, Nonso. Don't you dare let my name fall from your lying tongue!" She screamed.
Cyril spoke calmly, not wanting to be rude. He had no idea what was going on, but he didn't want a relapse on his sister's health. "Look, I think you should leave. You both can handle this some other time. She doesn't need this right now."
Nonso raised both hands in surrender and turned to walk away. At the door, he ran into Derinsola, just as she was hurrying in, dressed in her scrubs.
"What's going on?"She asked, looking from one face to another. She smiled when she came in, seeing her sister awake, but it didn't last long. 
"That's him, Derin."Cynthia said, weakly.
Derin looked the young man up and down in an obviously appreciative glance. "Him, who?"
"I'm Nonso..." he started to say, but Cynthia cut him off.
"Nobody asked you to introduce yourself!"
"Ohh." Derin was still running her eyes over him. Then she sighed. "Okay, whatever it is you have come for, it's clear she doesn't want you here, so please, not right now." She raised her hands and warded him off, her face stern now. "My patient needs her rest."
Finally, Nonso seemed to get the message and though he looked like he really wanted to weep, he took one last pleading look at Cynthia, - who had turned away - nodded his head and walked out the door. 
"Now that that's overrr..." Derin drawled, turning to Cynthia. "My baby girl is awake!"
"Our baby girl." Cyril corrected, chuckling, as they both hurried over and grabbed their sister in smashing bear hugs. 
"Ow!"Cynthia mock complained. "You two are constricting my air flow!" She giggled. "Have I been out that long?"
"You have no idea." Derin said, as they let her go. "One week and two days. Came to for a minute this morning and went right back to sleep."
"Y'all must have been worried." She frowned.
"Again, you have no idea." Derin said. "We're absolutely glad you're fine."
"Where's Mum and Daddy? And who's this?" Cynthia looked past them to Nevaeh, who had stood just where Cyril had left her, listening to their conversations. 
Derin turned. "Yes, Cyril. Who's this?" She echoed Cynthia's question, a sly smile on her face. 
Cyril stood and went to bring Nevaeh closer. "I'm so sorry." He whispered to her. "I didn't mean to leave you like that."
She nodded and whispered back. "It's fine, Cyril. I'm fine."
"Guys, meet Nevaeh. Nevaeh, these are my sisters, Cynthia and Derinsola." He introduced when they got to the bedside. 
Nevaeh smiled shyly. "Hi. It's so good to finally meet you both, though I've kind of met Cynthia before now."
"You have?" Both ladies asked, surprised.
"Yes." It was Cyril who answered. "At the hospital where you were first taken after the accident, before you were transferred here. I brought her with me to see you one evening."
Derin was giving Cyril the 'I-know-what-is-happening-here' look. "Oh, wow. You two must be very close."
"We're getting along." Nevaeh replied. 
Cynthia was looking at her strangely."So...the cane; you're blind, I'm guessing."
"Cynthia!" Both Cyril and Derin chorused, glaring at her.
Nevaeh laughed. "No, it's fine, really. I get that a lot. There's no harm in confirmation since I don't really look like it. Yes, Cynthia, I'm visually impaired."
Before any one else could be further embarrassed, Mrs Bruce rushed in, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. "Ah, omo mi, Kehinde! Thank God!" She was at Cynthia's side in seconds, hugging and gushing all over her. 
"Mummy!" Cynthia laughed, returning the hug. "How're you? Where's Daddy?"
"Ki lo de ti o n bere mi ni  'how're you'? I'm the one who should be asking!" She sniffed. "Your Daddy is outside parking the car. We didn't come with the driver. I couldn't wait for him since he went on an errand while we were at Iya Tinuke's party. My daughter, you're truly alive and well!" She ended, wiping tears off her face.
"Mummy, I'm fine."Cynthia assured her, smiling.
Just then, Hon. Bruce walked in and joined in the euphoria of having their daughter back. 
"Ese, Olorun Oba o!" Was all he kept saying in thanks to God.

CHAPTER 15


Nevaeh sat in a chair Cyril had offered her and took in all the conversation, the laughter and the joy. It was times like this she missed her own family. All these years, and she still had no idea where they were or if they were still alive.Nevaeh had every cause to regret all that had happened to her in the past. She couldn't deny that her foolish teenage actions were the sole reason she was where she was at the moment. 
At twenty-eight years of age, when most young women were either married, or preparing to, she could say to anyone, 'been there, done that'. Only she'd 'been there, done that' at the wrongest time possible. Because of that, she had lost everything she had been aiming for. In the beginning, she had had every intention to give up on herself, but somehow, in some way, God had reinforced her faith in him that first day she went to church, weeks after Paschal had found her. Nevaeh had found it ironical that it had taken real, physical blindness to actually see God. 
Still, she missed her parents and always wondered how they were fairing without her, being the only child they had been able to bear. 
She missed Hope even more, and though it had taken years and some serious emotional struggle to forgive him, Nevaeh admitted she missed Tony - at least, the early days with him. Days when she was happy and in love, feeling things she now thought would have been better left alone.
Presently, she wiped a tear as another Bruce family hug broke apart.
"So, I'll be right back. "Derin was saying. Nevaeh had liked her the moment she had entered the door. Laughter seemed to always be evident in her voice. "I'll go get all I need to check you all up, Cee. Excitement had me flying down here without all of my kit." She giggled. "Stay awake."
"Of course."Cynthia muttered, weak now from all the activity.
"Nevaeh,dear." Hon. Bruce called out to her. "Sorry o. How're you doing, today?"
"I'm alright, sir." She smiled in the direction his voice had come. "How're you, too, and work, as well?"
"Ah, everything is perfect now. Thanks to God." He was beaming. 
"Nefia, Nefia!" Mrs Bruce greeted as well. "Ba wo ni, omol'omo?"
"Mummy, I'm very well, ma. Thank God Cynthia is awake now."
"Mum, I've told you it's Nee-vay-eh,"Cyril stressed, "Not 'Nefia'."
Nevaeh heard Cynthia laugh and it warmed her heart, knowing God truly had worked a miracle on her.
"Wo, leave me, jare." Mrs Bruce said, still in high spirits.
A minute later, Derin hurried back in, the nurse from before - a pen and notepad in hand - at her heel. Stethoscope around her neck and another notepad in hand, Derin had a professional air about her as she came and stood before her family. "After Cynthia was moved here, we ran more tests in addition to the ones already done from the other hospital. Fortunately, she had no bones broken, as we know. There was a tiny heart beat issue but that has been taken care of. In all, the only serious problem, which we've conquered, thankfully, was the coma. I'll stilI recommend a two-week bed rest and a constant check of her blood pressure. Healthy food and lots of fruits, too." For a second, an unsure look crossed her face, but she wrote down a few things and closed the notepad before giving it to the nurse.Then, she checked Cynthia again; temperature, pulse, vision, and everything necessary."All good. You can go home tomorrow."
"Thank God."Cyril breathed, relieved.
"You're such a good doctor." Nevaeh complimented Derin.
"Aw, thanks. I try." She laughed. 
"See?" Mrs Bruce suddenly said. "I told you people that my daughter was more than capable of taking care of Cynthia. If not for Derin now, who knows what that general hospital doctor would have been doing?"
"No, ma." Nevaeh had to say. Nothing good came out of trying to take God's glory.When she felt every eye on her, she smiled. "Of course, Derin is a great doctor but no one could have brought Cynthia out of that comatose state but God, himself. I believe that Derin was only a tool in his miracle. She said it herself, it's a miracle Cynthia is awake right now and without any major pullback on her health. What I'm saying is, God alone deserves an accolade."She finished with the smile still on her face. 
The room had fallen silent but Cynthia broke it. "Okay, Cyril has brought us a church girrrl." She sang teasingly.
Nevaeh flushed, just as Cyril groaned and complained. "Argh! She's back to teasing me."
Everyone laughed. 
Nevaeh, though, couldn't help wondering if that was how they saw her. Did they think Cyril was in some sort of relationship with her? It seemed too early to ask, anyway, but did she want that?
Without much thought, she knew the answer. She was definitely not ready for another romantic relationship. Cyril might seem a lot different than Tony had been, but that was how it had been in the beginning, too. She had no intention whatsoever to be in that kind of relationship anytime soon - maybe never again - and it didn't matter whatever Cyril had said the other day. 
"By the way,"Nevaeh added, not wanting her friend's reputation soiled in any manner. "Dr. Paschal is a great doctor, as well. He takes good care of every patient in that hospital as though they were related to him." She continued, having no idea that Derin had suddenly tensed up beside her. "He's a good friend, too, when you get to know him." She smiled.
"Well, he seemed like a good and smart man." Hon. Bruce said. 
"He is." Nevaeh confirmed.
The nurse, who had earlier left the room came back in, then, and said something to Derin. 
"Okay, people." Derin addressed them. "Visiting time is over."
"Aw, can't we stay just a little longer?" Mrs Bruce asked, holding onto Cynthia's hand. 
"Mum, you know I can't. Hospital rules, my family or not. Plus, my patient needs to rest." Derin winked at Cynthia as the others reluctantly began to pack up to leave. 
Cyril's eyes narrowed as he looked from one sister to the other. "I know that wink!" He accused. "You two are going to stay up all evening talking about boys!"
Nevaeh laughed.
Derin rolled her eyes. "What are we? Sixteen-year-olds? We don't talk about boys anymore."
"Oh, you now talk about men." Their father said, smiling.
"Aha!" Cyril exclaimed. "It's all the same."
"Oh, please. Get yourself out of this room." Cynthia shooed him away. 
"Wo, you're the patient o." Desola Bruce chimed in just as she got to the door. "Don't let her keep you up for whatever reason."
Cyril kissed his sister's cheek before taking Nevaeh's hand. "We'll come pick you up tomorrow."
She nodded and laid back to sleep as they all went out. 
Outside the door, Derin asked to speak with Nevaeh, as the others went ahead. "Hey, I just wanted to ask about something."
"Oh, alright."
"So, you mentioned someone in there. Dr. Paschal?"
"Oh, yeah. Do you know him, maybe?"
"I'm not exactly sure if it's the same person. I met this old friend last week in Port Harcourt, so I just wanted to be sure..."
That was when it actually hit Nevaeh. Paschal definitely had mentioned the name of the friend he had talked about to her. Derinsola! The name came now.
Could it be?
"You were at that Doctors' Convention, weren't you?" She asked Derin, remembering that that had been the exact reason Cynthia had remained at the hospital Paschal worked at until she had been transferred here. 
"Yes," she heard Derin say. "Yes, I was there. That's where I ran into him."
Nevaeh smiled. "Then, I guess we're talking about the same Paschal."
Elated, Derin pulled her into her embrace. "Oh, thank you. How small the world is!" She laughed and let go of Nevaeh who was laughing now, too. 
"Do you perhaps have his number? I really do need it." Derin begged.
Nevaeh wished she could but she hadn't come out with her phone and that was what she said to Derin. "I don't take it everywhere, seeing as I don't get many calls."
"Oh."Derin sounded disappointed.
"Don't worry, though. I'm very sure he'd reach out to you,soon. I'll get him to call you and talk, Derin. I promise."
Derin sighed and thanked her."We better get going, then. Cyril and the others would be waiting."
As they got closer to where the others were, Nevaeh could feel something was wrong when Derin said, "Cyril, what's wrong?"
Had something happened? Nevaeh thought.
Her silent question was answered when she heard a small sob and knew it had come from Cyril.
















CHAPTER 16


Cyril's heart was tight in his chest. 
They were at the orphanage. All of them: his parents, Derin - who had quickly given instructions to her staff and had come along, and Nevaeh.
Most of the older kids were in tears, huddled together and whispering words of comfort to one another.
Ebun, Aunty Opeand Sewa were most hysterical - inconsolable. The younger girls held tightly unto him and Derin as they cried. He knew Ebun felt the most pain. She had just become an orphan.
Mrs Kario had passed on in her sleep that afternoon. Heart failure, the doctor had said. She had been feeling really tired, Mosope had explained to them, and Ebun had offered to do some of her work while she rested. After lunch had been prepared, Ebun had gone in to call her mother and had found her cold and unresponsive. Her strangled scream had brought everyone to the room, until Mosope had shooed the children away and called an ambulance. 
Nevaeh was aghast at the news. She had hoped to meet the children, but not under such circumstances. She hadn't known the matron but she didn't need her eyes to know how loved the woman had been around here. Even Cyril could hardly stop crying on their way and only did when they got there. He was heartbroken, she could tell. Now, though, he was focused on getting the other two girls to stop crying. From what he had told her on Sunday, she knew the girls were Ebun and Sewa, Mrs Kario's biological and adopted daughters. Her heart went out to them. 
Nevaeh knew what it was like to lose a mother, though it wasn't from their standpoint. So, with a heavy heart and a few tears in her eyes, she said a heartfelt prayer to God: for everyone of those kids, for 

                ***


Days later, Cynthia had had enough of the calls. She, for about the hundredth time that day, rejected another of Nonso's call and flung her phone onto the queen-sized bed that was all hers.
She was beyond pissed.
How did he still have the nerve to set his straying fingers upon her number and call? Who did he think she was? Some gullible girl he could push around and then, apologize to with sweet-smelling flowers?
She wanted to strangle the man.
Cynthia finished wearing the top she had been trying to put on when the call had come in and went to lay on the bed. Even though she willed the tears away, she found herself wiping them again and again.
Since she got back from the hospital, she had wanted to tell someone.The one person she knew she could talk to was only a few doors away. So, she stood and went out of her room.
"Hey, D. You busy?" She asked when she got to Derin's half-open door. They were at their parents' house, the one they had all actually grown up in and still had rooms of their own. They were the only ones around.
Derin, sprawled on her bed, looked up from the book she had been reading and sat up. "Not really. Come in."
Cynthia did and joined her in bed. "I just wanted to tell you something."
Derin looked at her and saw that her face was swollen from crying. She sighed. "I think I know what it is."
Cee shook her head. "No, it's not really about Nonso. Well, not exclusively..."
Derin took her hand. "I know, Cee. I know you're pregnant."
Cynthia was nonplussed. "How...?"
"You were my patient, remember? I'm not sure how they missed it, but when you were transferred, there was no mention of it in your transfer details. Then we carried out our own tests and one of it was a pregnancy test, which just had to be done, seeing as we usually have to determine if we'd only have to save a woman's life or an unborn child's, as well. When it came out positive, I was confused. To be sure, I had the test done again. It still came back positive, and the only person who had an answer was still in a coma."
"Why didn't you tell everyone?" Cynthia whispered, tears gathering again in her eyes.
"I know... I know. Very unprofessional of me, but I wanted to talk to you first. Just wanted you to recuperate first and ask you tomorrow, maybe. But here you are."
"Oh, my God, D."Cynthia sobbed. "It was Nonso. That was why I called you just as I was leaving his house, before I had the accident. I was going to tell you that I'd just found out I was three weeks pregnant and had gone straight to his house from the hospital to let him know but I had no idea I'd find the man I thought loved me over some...some cheap girl!"
Derin sighed. "So, they were really into it?"
"Well, no. Not really. They were just unbuttoning each other's shirts like sex-starved maniacs!"
"Oh," Derin nodded, understanding. "So, they weren't really into it yet. Well, then, thank God he didn't..."
"If I had not stepped in, he would have!" Cynthia protested. "I just lost it when I saw them. I remember screaming at him and leaving in a hurry. In the car, I called you while driving, but after you picked, decided I'd rather talk to you in person. When you ended the call, I remembered you probably were on your way to Port Harcourt so, I was trying to call you again when that big bus hit my car and I lost consciousness. Next thing I know I'm in a hospital bed and there he is, coming to tell me he's sorry. He's sorry!" She cried. "God, Derin, he doesn't even know about this child."
Derin pulled her close and hugged her. "You know we have to tell Mumand Dad and Cyril about this, yeah?"
Cynthia nodded. "You'll help me?"
"Of course." Derin assured her and that was what they did that evening when the rest of the family was back. Their father did not take it lightly.
"Who is the idiot who has that child?" He barked.
"Daddy."Cynthia squeaked.
"I'm asking you a question, Kehinde. Whose child is that?"
His wife,who was sitting next to him, turned. "Oko mi, e farabale. Calm down."
"Desola, I'm not angry."He did not take his eyes off his daughter. 
"Daddy, I'm sorry." Cynthia said, before he could say another thing. "I know this is bad for your reputation..."
"Look, Kehinde," He stood and went to her. "I do not care about my status, or whatever. What I want to know is why one of my daughters is carrying the child of someone I do not know. Why now? Did we push you too hard to get married that you decided to do this?"
Cynthia shook her head. "No, daddy. It just... it just happened."
"Omo mi," her mother chimed in. "Ta lo ni omo? Ehn?"
"Mummy, it's my...my boyfriend, Nonso."
"Nonso keh?" Her mother frowned. "Ah, omo Igbo gan na!"
If not for the seriousness of the situation, Cyril would have laughed. He took a glance at Derin and saw she was barely holding back laughter, too. 
"What does he do?"Their mother asked again.
"Mummy, he's a gym instructor at Fit And Fine, Ikeja."
"So, why haven't we met this boy you talk about?" Their dad asked. 
"I was really going to tell you and Mummy about him soon, but I hadn't found the time. Even Cyril and Derin had never met him until the day he came to the hospital."
"Which hospital? How come we didn't see him?"
"She sent him away before you came." Derin spoke.
"Sent him away? Why?"
Derin looked to Cynthia, who explained everything again. 
"Ah, so he was the one that caused the accident." Their mother stated.
"No, mum. He wasn't. I was just angry and wasn't really driving properly. Nonso had nothing to do with it." Cynthia defended, surprising even herself. 
"It's the same thing!" Her mother insisted. "If you hadn't gone to see him that day, you wouldn't have been in that accident."
"Desola, that's not the point." Her husband snapped. "Moreover, she's now past that. There's no need to relive it." He turned back to Cynthia. "Now, two things, Kehinde."
"Yes, daddy?"
"One, you're keeping that child." He started.
"Of course." His wife concurred.
Cyril and Derin nodded, too. 
"I wouldn't have it another way, Daddy." Cynthia smiled weakly.
"Two," he continued. "You're marrying that boy."
That did not come as a surprise to Cyril. He just knew their father was going to say that. Cynthia though, looked shocked, almost defiant.
"Dekunle, you want your daughter to marry a cheat?" His wife queried. 
He turned to her. "Oh, he wouldn't even look at another woman by the time I'm done with him."













CHAPTER 17


Two weeks later, Cyril sat in his office at the orphanage going through some files. He had come along with Nevaeh, who was in the living room with some of the younger children who were still, a little too young to begin school. 
The position of the orphanage's matron was still vacant, and though he knew Aunty Ope was best suited for it, he was still struggling with coming to terms with giving Mrs Kario's position to someone else.
Knowing he had no choice, Cyril made up his mind to have Mosope take up the position starting that day. She was up to the task, having been here helping since the beginning. He was certain nobody knew the job better. Mosope was still sober, but she definitely looked better than Ebun now, who had mostly locked herself in the room she shared with her mum and aunt and cried during the days that had followed and at the funeral.
Another shot at his heart was Sewa. The week before, himself and Mosope had reluctantly agreed to put Omosewa back up for adoption. Following Mrs Kario's death, she was now fully a child of the state, something the social workers who were affiliated with the orphanage had reminded them on their condolence visit last week. 
Cyril, himself was more than willing to adopt Sewa, but even he knew that was impossible at the moment. No court would grant him an adoption if he were still unmarried, no matter the amount of love he had for the child. One of the things required for the adoption of a child was the suitable home of a married couple who had the financial means to properly take care of the child. Cyril had the means, of course, but there was no spouse. He had never more regretted his single status. There was no guarantee, either, that he would be married before a couple came for her. Mosope couldn't take her, either, for the same reasons.
Cyril had his head on the table before him, worried sick and mentally absent when Ebun and Sewa walked in.
"Uncle Cyril." Ebun called, setting herself on the edge of his table, while Sewa took the seat across from him. 
Cyril raised his head at her voice and smiled weakly at them.
"It's definitely good to see you girls looking a little like your old selves." He complimented to which they smiled but said nothing.
"You're alright, aren't you?" He asked them both for confirmation.
Ebun was dressed up in a knee-length blue gown and had light makeup on. She was looking less pale today, Cyril noticed. Her light skin shinned under the fluorescent bulb above them.
"I'm fine, Uncle Cyril." She smiled to assure him. 
"Well, I'm not fine!" Sewa spoke up, frowning.
Of course, they knew why. He had told them both about putting Sewa back up for adoption and they had taken it worse than he'd expected. 
"I do not want to go live with people I don't know!" She whined.
"I know, alright?" Cyril cut in. "I'm much less enthusiastic about this than you are, Sewa, but right now, my hands are tied. It's beyond me." He stood and came around to squat before her. "You know I'd adopt you in a heartbeat, but I've explained why I can't already. I'm not married yet..."
"Well, then, go get married! Aren't you too old to be single, anyway?" Sewa joked, even though he could see that her heart wasn't really in it.
"You know I'll also get married in a heartbeat if there was someone..."
"Oh, please." Ebun, this time. "It's not like we've been blind to the looks you've been giving Aunty Nevaeh!"
"Even today!"Sewa giggled and Ebun high-fived her.
Cyril narrowed his eyes at them and stood from the squatting position. "Is that what you two talk about in your free time?"
They shrugged and giggled again. 
"Anyway," Cyril continued, refusing to take the bait. "The best we can do is make sure to find you a decent family and home, Sewa. That okay?"
Sewa nodded. "What about Ebun?"
Cyril studied the teenager. "That's up to her now. You're eighteen." He addressed Ebun. "You could choose to remain here on a really good payroll for the time being...or go to the university."
Ebun shook her head. 
"What?" Sewa asked her, confused. "Which do you want to do?"
"I don't know, really." Ebun stood and began to pace. "I'd love to remain here with Aunty Ope and all the other kids, but I'd also love to be out there, doing my own thing, really experiencing life for myself."
Cyril went to her and placed a comforting hand on her shoulder. "There's no rush, girl. You just tell me what you want, whenever you're ready and you'll get it."
She nodded, tears forming in her eyes. "Thank you, Uncle Cyril. Really, you've been like a saviour..."
"Okay, don't start." Cyril turned away.
"But it's true! Mum told me everything: how you took us in and gave her and Aunty Ope jobs here five years ago. I mean...she had almost no qualifications, but you let her do the job. And now, Sewa and I are reaping from it, too." She was crying now. "We've never lacked anything at all and it's all thanks to you."
Ebun closed her palms over her face and really cried. Sewa went to her and hugged her for a bit before letting her go.
"Hey, hey." Cyril said, going to her, too. "There's really no need for all of this, Ebun. Honestly, your mother's best qualification was the heart, time and resources she put into making sure she adopted Sewa. I had just newly become acquainted with her at the time, but I could see it; that love for lost children. When I open this orphanage, I just knew no one could do it better. I assure you, she deserved the job and even better."
"I know." Ebun sniffed. "I just miss her so much, right now. I'm not sure how I'm going to go off into the world on my own without her. That's the real reason I'm scared of going to the university." She confessed.
Cyril pulled her to himself and in the moment, his heart tore because he had never thought about that. Ebunoluwa had lived all her life with her mother beside her. This was a big change and he wasn't sure how to convince her she could do it. 
Before he could speak though, she gently pushed away from the embrace and looked tearily at him. "I think I'd love to leave, Uncle Cyril."
He went quiet, but then asked to be sure. "You're sure that's what you want?"
She nodded. "I'm sure. I don't think I can really stay here, anyway. She's... everywhere. I'm not sure Ican deal with that. I think I can handle myself out there. I don't know how yet, but I'm about to find out." She rocked back and forth on her heel, a small smile appearing on her face. "So, yes, I'd love to go to the university."
Cyril thought about it. "A university in the country or abroad?"
"One in Nigeria, please. I'd like to come see you all from time to time. I'd rather not waste the time I have with those still in my life."
"Final decision?" Cyril asked.
"Final decision."
He sighed and nodded. "Fine. You'll have that, then. You just let me know when it's time to take the JAMB examination. Pass that and I'll make sure you get into the best private school there is in the country."
She smiled. "Thank you. I promise to do my best!"
"I have no doubt you would." He smiled back. 
They both turned to Sewa. 
"It's settled, then." She said, looking from one to the other. "Apparently, we'd be needing new staff."
Cyril grinned. "I already have one candidate in mind."
















CHAPTER 18


Cyril was going upstairs to Nevaeh's hospital room the next morning when he ran into Dr. Paschal.
"Oh, hello, Mr Bruce." The doctor gave him a warm smile, stretching his hand out for a shake.
Cyril took it. "Good morning, doctor."
"It's a fine morning, indeed, isn't it? On your way to see Nevaeh?"
Surprised, because the man not only knew why Cyril was there, but also seemed to be on a first name basis with Nevaeh, Cyril let go of his hand and gave a tight smile. "Yes, to both questions."
Dr. Paschal chuckled. "How's your sister, Mr Bruce? I hear she has come to."
"She's very well." He said curtly.
"Pleased to hear that. I'm glad she was perfectly taken care of. What hospital was she transferred to again? I seem to have forgotten."
"Live Well Hospital, CMS." Cyril said. "It's actually owned by my cousin. She's a doctor, herself."
"Oh, great." He nodded. "Well, I was also on my way to see Nevaeh. Do you mind?" He gestured that they walk together. 
"Not at all."
When they got to Nevaeh's room, she was on her knees, mumbling to herself. Instantly alarmed, and thinking she was in pain, Cyril made to rush to her side and ask what was wrong, but the doctor's hand on his arm stopped him.
"Don't." He said. "She's praying."
Cyril looked again and realized it was true. "Oh."
"Yeah. Let's just sit and wait it out."
Cyril eyed him. "Don't you have rounds to go on, or something?"
Dr Paschal smiled, offered the only available chair to him and took a standing position by the wall. "I just finished the last of my early morning rounds. I've got some time to spare before getting set for a few deliveries here and there."
Cyril narrowed his eyes at theman, wishing he'd just leave. It wasn't that he disliked the doctor. He just didn't like that he seemed to be really close with Nevaeh. 
It's not jealousy, he told himself as he settled into the chair. 
The way Nevaeh had defended him at the hospital that day, two weeks ago... 
Cyril shook his head. What did it matter, anyway?
Nevaeh was still someone he only recently met. Why was he beginning to think of her as more than that?
He knew he wanted more than that. He wished there was away to really get to her. she had seemed even more closed off the past few days and was only really free on days they spent atthe orphanage. Somehow, she had been there for him in the course of Mrs Kario's death and burial but still had a distant air about her. 
Dr Paschal took his weight off his left leg and rested it onthe right. Cyril turned to him, slightly annoyed that the man was still there. What more could he possibly have to say, other than, 'How're you feeling, today?'
Cyril looked at his watch and saw they'd been waiting nearly ten minutes. He turned again to the doctor. "Do you make it a habit of watching her pray?" He asked in a low voice.
Dr. Paschal smiled. "Mostly."
Cyril raised a browand his tone came out rougher than he'd intended. "Why? Because she can't see you do it?"
The smile did not leave the doctor's face. "No, because it strengthens my faith."
"Can you two please stop bickering? You're going to give me a headache."
At Nevaeh's voice, both men turned. Cyril was the first one at her side. He heard the doctor chuckle and wondered what was funny. Ignoring him, Cyril turned his full attention to Nevaeh as she rose and sat on the bed. She looked exhausted and Cyril knew it was because she had spent almost the whole day at the orphanage the day before. 
"Did you sleep at all?" Dr Paschal beat Cyril to the question.
"Just a little." She replied, wrapping herself in the sweater she picked from beside the pillow. 
"You sure you're okay?" Dr Paschal continued, concerned. "Maybe you should give the orphanage a break. I mean, it's taking its toll on you." He glanced at Cyril and quickly looked back at her. "You know what I mean."
Cyril's ears perked up. Something had definitely passed him by just now. Did this doctor know something he didn't? And how did he even know she had been visiting with the kids? 
Even more, it confirmed that they were very close.
"I'm fine, Paschal. Really." She stressed. 
He sighed and shrugged. "About the other stuff? The one I told you about the other day? I called already and set up a date. Hopefully, it goes well."
Nevaeh turned her head in his direction. "Good. Let's see how it goes, then."
"Sure." Dr. Paschal pushed away from the wall. "Try to get some sleep, Nevaeh. I'll check on you soon."
"You don't have to."
"Well, I want to." He insisted. 
Turning away, he nodded at Cyril and left.
Irritated, Cyril sat on the chair again, dragging it closer to her. "You two seem pretty close."
She shrugged. "You could say that."
"How long have you known each other?"
"As long as I've been here."
"Which is?" He pressed. Maybe she's tell him one of those things she always kept under mental lock and key. When she didn't answer, he took her hand but she pulled it away. Relentless, he took both hands this time. She stayed put.
"Nevaeh,"he began gently."I understand you haven't known me long, but I want you to trust me. I really do want to know you."
"There's nothing to know, Cyril."
"Yes, there's a lot to know. Sometimes, when I talk to you, I feel like there's a wall I can't get past; a wall I do want to get past." He paused. "Just want to see what's on the other side."
Nevaeh pulled her hands away. "Why? Because you feel sorry for me?"
Even sarcasm could not cover the pain he thought he heard in her voice. "Far from it."
"It wouldn't make a difference, whatever it is."
Cyril leaned back in his seat. "Okay, tell me this one thing, Heaven..."
"Stop with the name already."
He smiled. "You know I won't. It suits you better than Nevaeh does. Now, my question. Were you born blind?"






CHAPTER 19


Nevaeh wanted to throw something at Cyril and tell him to go away. 
"Wow. Very straight to the point." She said, her tone flat.
"You know me." She could hear the smirk.
Nevaeh wanted him to stop asking questions. She had no answers to give him. But if she answered this one, maybe then, he wouldn't ask another. "No. I wasn't born this way."
She knew he was waiting for her to continue, but she left it at that. 
"Well?"He finally said.
"Well, what?"
"What happened?"
Instantly, the memories started to flood her head, rising from layers of years past. She pulled them back down neatly and shook her head. "Just an incident."
"What kind?"
Anger surged within her. "Oh, so now, what am I? One of your orphaned kids you think you can change their lives?"
"Ouch." He straightened. 
Nevaeh mentally slapped herself. She knew how much those kids meant to him, especially now."I'm sorry. That wasuncalled for."
He went silentfor a while and then, heasked. "What are you afraid of, Heaven?"
Many things." Nothing. I'm not afraid of anything."
"Come on, everyone is afraid of something."
"Well then, what are you afraid of?" She asked him.
He fell silent again. When he spoke, it was in a small, sober voice. "Sometimes, I'm afraid I wouldn't be able to do enough for those kids. I'm afraid I wouldn't be able to reach out to so many others like them out therewho need help."
Nevaeh smiled. "Trust me, you're doing more than enough, as it is.You've provided enough for those kids to last them their lifetimes."
"It's more than that, Heaven. Sometimes, even money does no good."
"What do you mean?"
He sighed. "I once came across a young girl and her mother. I was driving past, one evening, and just saw them there. I quickly found a place to park and walked the distance back to them. What I hadn't noticed before was that the woman had another child strapped to her back and was expecting yet another child. You don't even want to know where I found this people."
"Where?" Nevaeh asked, her curiosity piqued. 
"Under a bridge." he continued. "I talked to them for a while and found out some things. At first, the mother was reluctant to tell me anything, but when I mentioned that I had a shelter for kids like hers and showed her proof, she began to talk. Her husband had left them a few years back when her first child - the young girl I saw - was only nine, and they had lost their house and everything they owned. Confused, I asked about the infant she held and the one growing in her stomach. She looked away and refused to answer me. Her daughter though, who was now a thirteen year old, wasted no time in telling me. That evening, I learned that two wealthy-looking men had approached them about two years back, there, under the bridge, and had promised to give the woman money to buy food weekly to sustain herself and her daughter if they both let the men pick them up every week. I was horrified to learn that this woman had had no choice than to let herself and her young daughter become some kind of sex slaves. When she first got pregnant and told the two men, they told her to stay away and that only the daughter had to keep coming. After she had the child, they beganto take turns every week, so that someone would be available to take care of the child. Their small pay increased by a few thousand nairas - which was only really enough to feed them for the rest of the week until they got another - and after a few months, she got pregnant again. This time, she was asked to stop permanently and was paid off not too handsomely. When I asked ifthe daughter still visited the men, I was told she did. Furious, I asked questions about these men, but they could provide no useful information: no names, no address, no good descriptions, nothing. I had every intention to have them found and arrested but the woman would hear nothing of it. Frustrated, I begged her to, at least, let me take her children with me to the orphanage which, at the time, was only six months old. She neither agreed nor refused. Told me to give her some time." He finally paused. "I wish I hadn't."
"What happened? I mean, you finally took the kids to the orphanage, right?" Nevaeh asked, hoping that was what had happened.
Cyril shook his head. "That's what I meant when I said that sometimes, money and the promise of good things does not help. Before I left that day, I gavethem all of the money I had on me. I really needed that woman to see that I could be trusted and wasn't like those other shameless men, and I think that kind of helped. Everyday after, I went back, but she still wasn't ready. For the next few days, I stayed away, but one evening, the next week, I got there and this woman hysterically told me her daughter was dead. Shocked, I asked how it had happened. Apparently, her daughter had gone to visit the men that week as usual, but hadn't returned, even after two days. The morning before, a few men had brought the girl's bloated body back to the woman, claiming to have found her dead close to the community's canal and had recognized her as the woman's daughter. They buried her immediately. When the woman told the young men of her suspicions that the two wealthy men had something to do with it, they went in search of them, asking questions and doing anything to get answers. Unfortunately, when they finally found the house, they were too late. The men had fled the area, leaving almost nothing in their wake." He put his head in his hands. "I saw all the more reason why I had to take that little boy, the infant, with me and to find her somewhere to stay, too, but again, she refused, saying she wanted nothing more to do with people who wanted to take her children away. I gave that woman as much money as I could that day, but she only collected it, thanked me and told me to leave them alone." He sighed. "The next day and the next after that and in the days that followed, I went back but never once saw her again."
"I can tell you haven't really been at rest since then." Nevaeh said, softly.
Cyril looked up at Nevaeh just as she wiped a tear from her face. Just then, he realized that once again, she had succeded in turning a question on him to escape answering one of his, but he answered her. "No, I haven't."














CHAPTER 20


Derinsola walked into Cold Stone, Yaba and immediately spotted Paschal sitting at the far right, staring out the window. When he had called the day before and asked her where she'd like to meet, Derin had never been more elated in her life. Her heart was dancing around in her chest as she walked up to him. He smiled when he turned around and saw her. Standing, he hugged her and told her she looked absolutely beautiful in the green and white floral dress she had on.
Derin blushed. "Thank you. You don't look bad yourself." She said, sitting in the chair he'd drawn out for her before he went to sit back in his. He was dressed in a black shirt and navy blue trousers and a glistening white pair of sneakers. 
"Oh, I try." He smiled, humouring her and looking down at his outfit.
Immediately, they ordered pizza and ice cream and began to dig in.
"I'm sorry it took me so long to call." He apologized. 
"You must have been very busy. We always are." She smiled.
"No kidding."
And so, they began to talk and laugh about work and its many turn-ons and turn-offs. 
"My favourite patient?" Paschal said, when she asked. "Has to be Nevaeh."
"Oh, my God! I totally forgot." Derin exclaimed. "I met her a few weeks ago. I was so surprised she knew you!"
"Who, Nevaeh? You know her?"
She nodded. "She's a friend of my brother's. Met her after one of your patients was transferred to my hospital. Cynthia Bruce happens to be my sister."
Paschal looked surprised. "Wait, Cyril and Cynthia Bruce are the cousins you used to talk about then in school?"
She laughed. "Yes!"
Paschal shook his head and smiled. "No wonder you seemed to go through med school so smoothly, with such a family behind you."
She shrugged. "They've been a blessing, honestly. Made me miss my parents much less."
"Well, I guess I now have a good reason to not poke my nose into Cyril and Nevaeh's business anymore." Paschal chuckled.
Derin smiled widely and looked up from the slice of pizza she'd been trying to pick up. "Something is going on with those two, isn't it?"
Paschal looked at her like he was trying to figure out something. "You seem not to care about her disability."
"I honestly would have, but from the very first moment, she knocked me off my feet and judging from the look he gets on his face when she's around, I doubt Cyril has even noticed that fact. She's nice."
"Nice isn't even the word for Nevaeh." Paschal smiled. "She's a lot of good things."
"How come you know each other so well?" Derin asked, seeing the look on his face."I wondered that too, when I heard her talk about you the other day."
"I've known her a few years. It's a long story. She's been through much more than the average person can handle."
Derin nodded and looked into her cup of ice cream. When his hand came across the table and covered hers, she slowly looked up at him, butterflies suddenly engulfing her belly. She saw the look in his eyes and thought she understood what he wanted to say. Risking it again, - and just to be sure he hadn't actually rejected her for nothing the last time - she asked, "You want to get out of here? Your place, maybe?"
Instantly, he withdrew his hand like he'd been burned and every trace of friendliness disappeared. Confused, she stared at him. "What's wrong?"
He shook his head, refusing to look at her.
Derin felt tears welling in her eyes. Had all those times meant nothing to him? Did he not find her attractive anymore? Or perhaps, - she felt an odd tightening in her chest as she thought this one - did he love someone else? Nevaeh, maybe? He'd talked to highly ofher and he seemed to be very fond of her. Derin shook her head. How could she not have known?
"You're in love with her, aren't you?" She finally said.
"Who?" He looked confused.
"You know who, Paschal. You're in love with Nevaeh." She accused, her heart wringing in her chest.
"What? No!" He was looking at her like she'd said something really ridiculous."No, I'm not  in love with Nevaeh."
"If you're not, then, what is it?" She was trying not to shout. "The last time, you blew me off and now again? You were fine with it all those years ago, so what's the difference now?" She retorted.
"Derin, for one, you and I are not in any kind of romantic relationship." He sounded calm, but Derin was on the verge of losing her temper.
"We weren't then, either, but you never once complained." She paused."No, I  never once complained, Paschal. I've been foolish many times in my life, but I've never been more foolish than I was with you. I knew  you were using me and I let you. I let you because..." her voice broke. "...I let you because I loved you, and somehow, I foolishly still do." She laughed bitterly to herself and turned away. "God, I'm such a fool."
"No, you're not, Derin." Paschal tried to take her hand but she whisked it away. "I will not deny all your accusations. I've owed you an apology for years. I was foolish too, myself and I refused to see what I was doing to you. I'm so sorry, Derin. You did not deserve any of that.I'm sorry." He didn't mention that he had always known that she loved him - or that he also did love her, too.
"So, what changed, exactly? Or did you just suddenly grow a conscience?" She spat.
"I changed, Derin." He stared straight at her and she was slightly surprised to see tears in his eyes. "I'm a changed man, now. Things aren't the same anymore. You might laugh or say I'm crazy, but I'll tell you the truth. I got born again. I've been saved, cleansed of all my sins and I'd rather die than go back to them... even if you are the one offering."
Derinsola stared at him, her lips pursed. Tears burned her eyes and she fought not to cry there. Scraping the chair on the floor as she stood, she picked her purse, dropped a few thousand naira, took one last look at Paschal and said, "Thank you for insinuating I'm a sinner. Have a good day, Paschal."
She didn't turn back once as she walked out of the door she'd come in through, Paschal staring after her. 














CHAPTER 21


Nonso had his heart in his mouth as he walked up to the hospital's receptionist. He had decided to give Cynthia space of a few weeks. As he asked again for her room number, he wondered if it would be enough.
Just please, still be there.
"Miss Cynthia Bruce?" The tall, dark receptionist said, when he asked for his girlfriend. "She has been discharged, sir."
Nonso cursed. "When was that, please?"
"About three weeks ago, sir."
Nonso passed his hand across his face. "Can you please give me an address or a phone number that's not hers, or anything at all I can reach her through."
The girl shook her head. "I'm sorry, sir. I can't possibly divulge such details to you, but I guess you can talk to the hospital's owner. Miss Bruce is Dr. Fijeh's cousin."
"I'd like that, please."
Nonso waited as she put a call to the office. After she dropped the call, she directed him where he was supposed to go. He thanked her profusely and went down the hallway.
At the door to the office, he knocked and was told to come in. The doctor sitting in the chair across the table was the same one who had been in Cynthia's hospital room the day he'd come to see her. He realized she was the cousin -Derin - Cynthia used to talk about.
"Good afternoon, Mr. Okpara." She sounded formal, like she hadn't met him before. Gesturing to the seat opposite her, she asked him to sit.
He hadn't gotten a chance to meet any of Cynthia's family and as he settled into the chair, Nonso regretted the circumstances around which he finally had. 
Derin went straight to the point. "What do you want? Cynthia isn't here anymore."
He leaned forward. "I know we started off on the wrong foot but you should know that I really do love your sister and I never want to hurt her again."
"How is that supposed to be my problem?"
"I don't expect it to be, but please, I need to see Cynthia. I have to see her. Please, help me." He begged.
Derin stared at him. "You know, the reason Cynthia went to your house that day was to tell you she was pregnant with your child, only to meet you knee-deep in 'cheatery'." She sneered.
Nonso stared at her, stunned. "What...what did you say? She's what?"
"You heard me, Nonso. Cynthia is pregnant."
Cynthia was pregnant with his child?
Befuddled, he ran his hands over his head, trying to gain control of his emotions. He saw clearly now just how much he had messed up. What had he gone and done?
Remembering the accident, his head snapped up to look at Derin. His eyes pleaded with her. "Please, tell me she didn't lose the child in that accident."
Derin sighed. "Fortunately, she didn't."
Nonso let out the breath he had been holding. Thank God.
He was about to say more when a knock sounded at the door and it immediately opened. Cynthia's twin, Cyril walked in. Nonso watched his face tighten as he recognized him.
"What is he doing here?" He asked Derin, though his cold gaze was still fixed on Nonso, who quickly stood and raised his hands in front of him as if to ward off an impending attack. "Hey, I know I've seriously messed up and I've been trying to apologize. Cee's not picking my calls. Coming back here was the only other option I had. Please, hear me out."
Cyril advanced. "Oh, wow. Now, you want to apologize?" He barked. "Where was that sense of reasoning when you were playing around with another girl, leaving my sister to hurry off into an accident that could have claimed her life and that of her unborn child? Your child!"
Nonso stood his ground, determined and refusing to step back. "I'll regret my actions till I die. It's no excuse that nothing really happened with the other girl. I'm ashamed enough that it even got that far." He shook his head and looked to the floor. "I regret every moment." He looked up again at Cyril. "Right now, I'd do anything to right things with Cynthia. It's only been five months, but I swear I've never loved anyone more. Please, help me." He blinked back tears that were threatening to spill.
Derin and Cyril stared at him until, finally, Cyril spoke as went and sat atop Derin's desk. "I guess we could talk it out."
Nodding, Nonso took his seat again. 
"Just so you know," Derin said, "Doesn't matter how sorry you are or how much we try to help you, it'll still be Cynthia's decision."
Nonso nodded again. "I know. I just want a chance at it again. Especially now I know she's carrying my child."
"What's your plan, then?"Derin asked.
Nonso looked from her to Cyril and back. "All I know is I really want to marry Cynthia."
"Good." Cyril said. "We'd help."

                         ***

Friday evening, Nevaeh was on her bed in the hospital when Cyril called. Running her thumb over the smartphone Dr Paschal had insisted on getting her, she slid her finger through the middle of the screen to the right side to answer the call after the automated voice had announced the caller. 
"Come with me again to the orphanage tomorrow, Heaven." He said within the first minute.
Nevaeh smiled at the thought of spending another day with him - and the kids. "I'd love to."
"You ever been to the Slave Trade Centre?" He asked her.
"Heard of it, but I've never been there."
"Well, then, prepare for a long ride to Badagry. It's an excursion!" He sounded really excited like he was a kid, himself.
Early the next morning, she stood prepared and waiting when he came through the door. 
"Cyril?" She asked for confirmation.
Chuckling, he spun her around, his breath hot on her face. "It's me, of course."
She laughed, not even bothering to free herself from his grip. "I could have fallen, you know."
His tone turned sweet. "You couldn't. You can't fall when I'm with you."
"Cheesy, much?" She smirked and grabbed the earrings she had laid on the table just before he came in. As always, Cyril watched her, seeming to never not  be surprised at how well she handled herself. He knew that Nurse Mercy laid out everything she needed to wear each day, but Nevaeh never let her help with getting dressed. A few times, Nurse Mercy had told him, Nevaeh had come out wearing her clothes inside out and had laughed about it along with those who had seen. 
He watched her now, as she finished fixing the earring on her left ear and started struggling with the second. Stepping forward, he eased it from her hand. "Let me."
She stood still as he slipped the earring through her earlobe, the warmth emanating from his body leaving her tense. Somewhere from under the pile of memories she thought she had buried came one, clear and eminent in her mind's eye. It was of Tony, dressed in a black suit on the day he'd been Bestman for a friend, doing exactly the same thing Cyril was doing now. Her breath got caught in her throat and she quickly moved away when he was done. Clearing her throat, she grabbed her cane from atop the table and told him she was ready.
At the orphanage, the kids swarmed around her, excited for another Saturday of fun. Together, they piled into the long bus with 'ANGELS OF LIGHT ORPHANAGE' inscribed on it. Only kids seven and above were allowed on the excursion. Aunty Ope and the rest of the staff who weren't going stayed behind with the younger ones. 
Cyril sat in front with the bus driver. Nevaeh had the twins, Sophia and Sonia on either side of her and Ebun and Sewa behind them. Throughout the journey, thirty-five of sixty children, Nevaeh, Cyril, Ebun and Sewa and two staff sang and clapped as they rode through the Lagos-Badagry express way on their way to Badagry's Slave Trade Centre and the sea called 'Point Of No Return'. 







CHAPTER 22


Cyril sat with Nevaeh, Sewa and Ebun as their tour guide talked about how the white men had succeded in convincing Africans to give their sons and daughters in exchange for guns, mirrorsand anything that looked shiny or like metal. 
"These things fascinated us, blacks." The short and sturdy guide, who had earlier introduced himself as Mr. Padonu, a Badagry born-and-bred, was saying. He pointed at Ebun. "Maybe it was your own Great-great-great-grandfather who sold his daughter just so he could see his black face smiling back at him in the mirror!" He teased. 
Everybody laughed, just as they had every few minutes since they'd come. Mr Padonu could take a career in stand-up comedy and excel. 
Cyril leaned into Nevaeh. "Enjoying yourself?"
She nodded, smiling. "It's my first time here. I probably look as excited as the kids."
Cyril chuckled and turned his attention back to the guide, who was now leading them to the first storey building in Nigeria, which had been built by Reverend Henry Townsend of the Church Missionary Society (CMS) in1845. Mr Padonu finally decided to let them take a break before heading to the last tour point - The Point Of No Return.
Glad for the break, Sewa told Cyril she had to use the bathroom and insisted Nevaeh go with her, instead of Ebun. He reluctantly agreed. Nevaeh was happy to oblige her, though. Cyril watched them go, a smile etched on his face. 
"You know," Ebun said beside him. "It's funny that those two look somewhat alike."
"I'm not surprised." He answered. "They even have a like spirit. It's no wonder they like each other's company."
They sat silently and watched the orphanage staff share packets of biscuits and plastic bottles of soda.
"You like her, don't you?" Ebun suddenly asked, referring to Nevaeh.
Cyril looked at her, surprised. "Who's even giving you wings to ask such questions, this girl?"
She laughed. "Come on, Uncle Cyril. It's me, you know."
"Ehn-hen? Who are you?" He teased.
"Uncle Cyril, I'll be nineteen soon. I know these things. Do you know if she likes you, too? It's hard figuring her out, sometimes." She smiled.
"Ebunoluwa!" He scolded, though he was laughing.
"What? I need to know."
"Amebo."
"Yes, thank you." She laughed. "But really, do you like her?"
"I think it's a little past 'like'."
Ebun's eyes widened. "You love her, then?"
"I'm not sure I'd call it love, yet."
Ebun rolled her eyes. "You're in the middle."
He said nothing.
"Uncle Cyril, don't you care that she's blind?"
Cyril didn't have to think about it. "Sometimes, Ebun, character outshines physical traits." He smiled. "It's like a substance cocked in a bottle. When opened, it could either be sweet-smelling, like, let's say, a floral-scented perfume or foul-smelling like stale food. No matter how ugly-lookingthe bottle is, the sweet-smelling perfume would catch your attention when opened. Likewise, it doesn't matter how beautiful or elegant the bottle is, the foul-smelling odour would be repulsive to you."
"Well," Ebun chimed in. "Some people are lucky to be the 'fine bottle' and still have a pleasant fragrance."
Cyril shook his head. "Not lucky, Ebun. People like that are not lucky. They are principled... disciplined. Not just anyone can pull that off."
She smiled and nodded, understanding his point. "I think Aunty Nevaeh is one of such people. She's actually really beautiful."
Cyril looked ahead and saw Sewa and Nevaeh approaching them, hand-in-hand. He smiled. "She is."

                        ***

By the time they got back to the orphanage, more than half the kids on the bus were asleep. All the kids had chattered excitedly about the excursion before, one after the other, they began falling asleep. 
When Cyril and Nevaeh bid everyone good night at the house, it was almost 9pm. They had to hurry, seeing as Cyril had to drop Nevaeh off first, before heading home. 
On the way back, Cyril mused on everything that had happened that day. He had had a lot of fun with the kids, as usual, and hoped Nevaeh had, too. When he turned to her, though, she was looking away from him and out the window. She had been silent since they left the orphanage. 
"Nevaeh?" He called and looked back at the road.
"Hmm?" Her voice sounded small, choked.
"Are you alright?" Concerned, he looked at her again, and back at the road just in time to swerve to the right to avoid an oncoming vehicle. Road workers were constructing the express way during the day, causing every vehicle to follow the one-way option.
Nevaeh sniffed and turned to face him. He was alarmed at the tears he saw rolling down her face. Cyril swore and pulled the car to the shoulder of the road.
"What's wrong, Heaven?"
Had he done or said something wrong?
When she said nothing, he turned on the car's engine again and drove further ahead. When he saw a safer place, he parked the carand turned off the engine. He turned again to Nevaeh and took her hand. He could barely see her face in the darkness, but he knew that the tears hadn't stopped. He made to turn on theinner car light, but decided against it. 
"Hey, did I do something wrong?"
She still said nothing but she sniffed again.
"Nevaeh..."
"It's not you, Cyril."She finally said. "You've done nothing but show me kindness. It's just..."
"Tell me, Heaven. I'll listen to whatever it is."When she hesitated, he added, "Please?"
The tears came again. Shifting, Cyril pulled her close, letting her cry on his shoulder. 
"I don't know where she is, Cyril?" Nevaeh sobbed. "I don't know..."
"Who? Who are you talking about?" He ran his hand up and down her back. 
"Hope."
As though saying the name had caused a stabbing pain, she let out a cry and then, sucked in a breath. 
He wanted her to keep talking, but he thought if he didn't push her to, she might not. "Do you want to tell me about her?"
Nevaeh pulled away, but Cyril held on to her hands.
"You can tell me."
She sighed. "Today... today, those kids..." she wiped another tear. "They reminded me again of everything. Things I could have had, or actually, things I had but lost, eventually."
Cyril knew this was a lucky break. He let her talk.
"I wasn't born blind."
He nodded. He already knew that.
"My parents weren't very religious," she continued. "but they were extreme disciplinarians. So much, I felt choked everyday, even as an only child. So, one day, I said, 'to hell' and went out with friends at night. I started going out late at night behind their backs. I'd go on dates, when I was supposed to be in school. My grades dropped drastically and I had to repeat SS2. I hated school, anyway. I knew that if I repeated a second time, though, I'd be asked to withdraw from school, so I got a little serious. I was seventeen and still in SS2 when I met Tony at a friend's party. He had just graduated from the university, where he majored in civil engineering. He caught my eyes in an instant and I felt super lucky when he began to show interest in me and said he'd like to see me after then. I'd skip school and go to his house to see him. Tony would buy me things so expensive, I'd be afraid to keep them. When he got a job months later and moved into a better apartment, he shocked me by asking me to marry him. Of course, my parents would hear nothing of it. They insisted I finished school and write my WAEC examinations first, at least, but I couldn't wait. I was so afraid he'd be gone by the time I was done with all of that. So, I left home and married Tony, defying my parents." She shook her head. "I was so happy, Cyril. I'd never been happier my entire life. I felt loved and very lucky. I'd turned eighteen by the time we got married, and he was twenty-five. He was doing so well for himself, I felt very proud. In my head, his education and wealth was going to cover up for where I lacked. I had my life all planned out. When nineteen rolled around, I found out that we were expecting a child. I was ecstatic. Tony was, too, or so I thought. Less than a month later, we had an argument and he hit me."
Cyril's fist tightened and the muscles around his jaw worked as he clenched his teeth in anger. He let her continue, though. She was staring straight ahead as though she was looking back into the past.
"That was the beginning of the two years of domestic violence I suffered. It didn't even matter that I was pregnant. I remember that was when I started praying again. I'd beg God everyday that Tony wouldn't end up killing our child, or worse, both of us. I couldn't leave as I had nowhere to go. I couldn't go back to my parents knowing how I'd left. So I prayed and loved even more. My daughter came early. She was so small, I thought she wouldn't stay long. I named her Hope; for both of us. Tony couldn't care less about what she was named. He seemed to hate her. I'd go to the market and come back to meet Hope shrieking because Tony, whom I'd left her with, had gone out, leaving her lying alone on the cold floor. The third time it happened, I lost it when he got back. We fought and he hit me so hard, the next things I saw were hospital walls. I'd had a concussion. The day after I was discharged, I had this short-spanned seizing of my eyesight. It became frequent. I'd just be covered in total darkness for a few seconds. I told Tony about it, but he said nothing. The situation worsened, began lasting long minutes. Tony refused to take me to the hospital and locked Hope and I in the house whenever he went out. One day, the darkness just didn't let up. I waited, as usual, but...it just didn't. I cried for days, all the while struggling to feed and take care of Hope in the darkness. Tony would not help. He blamed me for fighting with him and having a concussion. He knew what had caused it but no apology came. I was twenty when I finally realized I was probably never going to get my eyesight back. Hope had just turned one and though I frequently had suicidal thoughts, I just couldn't leave her alone with Tony. I couldn't even imagine what he could do to her."
Nevaeh started crying again and Cyril silently comforted her.
"He took her away from me, Cyril. I was trying to feed her one night when he came and took her from my arms. Alarmed, because he had never even so much as touched her since she was born, I started screaming, not knowing what it was he wanted to do. He hushed me and promised to be back. I had no idea where he went but when he came back, it was without Hope. I asked where she was and he told me someone was taking care of her and that he was going to take me to her. He told me to take a few things and follow him. He drove for a very long time. When we reached somewhere, he asked me to come down from the car and I did. Then, he told me he was sorry, that he had left Hope somewhere on the road and that whoever found her was going to take care of her. Then, he said he had no choice but to do the same to me. He wished me well, and before I could comprehend a thing, he drove off, leaving me screaming, stranded and alone in the middle of God knew where. I haven't heard from him since then. Even worse, Cyril, I have no idea where my girl is, or if she's even alive."
"Did you try asking someone where you were?"Cyril asked, mortified.
Her laughter was a dry, throaty sound. "We lived in Ogun State, Cyril. All my life; both with my parents and with Tony. That night, when I finally thought to ask the first person I was able to grab, I got the shocking reply of my life. Tony had left me in Lagos State."




















CHAPTER 23


Cyril didn't realize he had been crying until rain pelts began to hit the car's roof as soon as Nevaeh had stopped talking. He had a lot to say but his throat was closed tight with a lump the size of a fist. Squeezing her hand, he wiped her own tears. "Let's get you home."
She nodded, hearing the sound of the rain. "What time is it? Nurse Mercy with be worried, knowing I'm not back yet."
Checking the time on his phone, he cleared his throat. "It's past 10pm already and I didn't mean the hospital, Heaven. You're coming home with me."
She started to protest but he added. "My parents' house, not mine. I'll call Paschal and Nurse Mercy to let them know you'll be going with me."
"Would your parents be okay with it?" She asked, worried. 
"Trust me, they would. My mum has been going on about you for days on end." He smiled. "Plus, Cynthia has been staying with them since she left the hospital. Now that they know she's expecting a child, I doubt they'll even let her out of their sights. Also, its Derin's day off tomorrow. She'd be home."
He saw that she still hesitated, so he added - because he knew that was what was on her mind, "We'd go to church tomorrow. I'd take you myself."
Finally, she agreed, saying she'd like to see his family again, anyway. Cyril wanted to tell her that they could be her family too, if she married him, but he kept his mouth shut, figuring now was not the time to talk about such things. He turned to look at her one last time before he started the car. She looked so beautiful staring off at nothing like that. The sight of the moonlight on her dark skin was priceless. Before he could think twice, or even stop himself, Cyril slid his hand behind her and pulled her close. When he felt her stiffen, he let her go. Raising his hand, he brushed his fingers over her face.
"I wouldn't hurt you, Nevaeh." He smiled sadly. "I'd never hurt you."
Drawing away, he started the car and drove off into the night. 

                         ***

Nevaeh listened as Cyril spoke to Paschal and then, Nurse Mercy on the phone he had connected to the car's bluetooth, on the way home. Both had wished them a good night, Nurse Mercy, not even bothering to hide her glee. Nevaeh blushed. She was slightly excited, though. It was going to be her first night away from the hospital in seven years.
She couldn't believe she had finally told Cyril about Hope. Now someone else, apart from Paschal knew. She didn't know what to feel and she had no idea what was going through Cyril's head. Did this perhaps, change things between them? Was there even a 'things'? What was wrong with her wondering about it, anyway? 
Cyril had said he wasn't going to hurt her. Would she be wrong to believe him? Hadn't she been wrong about a man once before? Wasn't one bite all it took? 
Many questions ran through her head in the silence. She knew she trusted Cyril. He had earned it. She just didn't trust herself and she had no intention to be a permanent burden to anybody. 
Especially not to Cyril Bruce.

                         ***

Cyril couldn't have been happier about the way his family treated Nevaeh. They absolutely loved her and made her feel like one of them. Even Cynthia had her laughing in minutes. 
Nevaeh decided to take only water since it was too late for a proper meal, and announced shehad to go to bed early since she intended going to church the next day. Derin warmly told her she had already prepared a room for her since Cyril had called ahead. Grabbing Cynthia by the hand, they bade the others good night. Their parents followed, too, leaving Nevaeh with Cyril. 
"I'll take you upstairs to the guest room." Cyril offered and took her hand and purse. The guest room was just before the Master bedroom his parents shared. Cynthia had already laid out one of her silk nightwears on the bed. Cyril picked it up and gave it to Nevaeh. "I bet you'd love to take a shower. It's hot."
She nodded. 
He took her to the bathroom and let her feel out where everything was. He asked if she'd prefer to soak in the tub for a while, but she said no. She wanted him to wait for her and she didn't want to take his time.
"Unless you want to go to bed now."
"I'd rather have you settled in first. Can't have you toppling over yourself." He teased.
"I won't!"
He laughed. "You barely know the place, so how won't you?"
She smirked. "It took me only two days to feel out the hospital area, Cyril. I knew it like the back of my hand under two days!"
"Reminds me that you still haven't told me how you came to know Dr Paschal so well."
She thought about it. "How about I tell you the rest of the story after I take this shower? You'll wait here, won't you?"
Feeling confident, he kissed her forehead. "I'm not going anywhere, Heaven."
And he didn't.
When she came out, she had on the nightwear Cynthia had left her. She looked good in it. He went and helped her from the bathroom door and sat her down on the bed. Then, like he usually did at the hospital, he took a chair and sat in front of her.
"So?"
She laughed softly. "You're in such a hurry."
"I guess I've just been a little jealous." He confessed.
She frowned. "Why would you be jealous?"
She understood when he said nothing. "Paschal?" She laughed. "If you haven't noticed or do not know, Paschal is quite taken with your cousin, Derin."
Cyril stared at her, confused. "Derin and Dr Paschal? How? They don't even know each other."
"I guess you really did not know." She sighed. "They were friends in the university and they met again at that medical convention they attended in Port Harcourt three months ago, just around the time we met..."
Cyril began laughing. So the Paschal Derinsola had told him about was the Doctor Paschal! It was funny, but he was relieved.
He wasn't surprised Derin hadn't updated him on the whole thing. Her gist buddy - Cynthia - was back, anyway. He laughed even more, until Nevaeh hit him, reminding him it was already way past 12am. 
"And here I was, thinking he had a thing for you!"
"How could you think that?" Nevaeh laughed, herself, the thought incredulous to her. 
"I just thought so." He looked at the time again. "As much as I'd love to sit and listen to you, I'd rather you get some sleep before tomorrow."
"You mean today?" She smiled.
He smiled, too. "Yeah, today."
"So you'd go with me to church?"
Cyril had never really been a church person, but for her, he knew he'd go anywhere. "Yes, I'd go with you to church, Heaven."
He stood and said goodnight, watching as she settled in. Leaning down, he patted the pillows right for her and turned off the light as he left. As he did, Nevaeh thanked God for how the day had gone. She prayed for Cyril and his family and finally, she closed her eyes to sleep.
That night, Nevaeh slept more peacefully than she had in years. 















CHAPTER 24


Nevaeh woke up to Cyril calling out her name. Sitting up, she yawned and stretched. Then, as she did every morning, she began to pray.
"Good morning, Pretty Face." Cyril's voice greeted as soon as she was done. 
Another name? Was he serious?
"Good morning to you, too. What's with the cheesy pet name?" She asked, swinging her feet downwards and into her slippers.
"Well, it's my first time seeing you straight out from bed in the morning. You look absolutely beautiful."
She knew he was grinning. She was struggling not to smile, herself. "I would throw a pillow at you right now, if I knew where you were standing."
Cyril laughed and came to her. "Had a good night?"
She nodded. "Definitely."
"Good. So which first - bath or breakfast?"
"Bath, I guess, but I'm worried I don't have what to wear to church. How did I not remember that, yesterday? More importantly, how on earth did you convince me to come with you on a Saturday night?"
Cyril chuckled. "Relax. Cynthia has got this."
"Oh, no! I couldn't bother her again, Cyril."
"It's no bother, silly!" Cynthia's voice reached Nevaeh's ears as she came into the room. "I brought you some clothes."
"Some clothes? I just need one, Cynthia." Nevaeh protested. "Just for church today, that's all. I promise I'd..." She stopped when she heard Cyril laughing. "What's funny, Cyril?"
"You should see the heap of clothes Cynthia's carrying, Nevaeh. Girl has brought you her whole wardrobe!" He laughed. 
Nevaeh's mouth fell open. "Oh, no no..."
Cynthia frowned and hit her brother. "Shut up, Cyril. And Nevaeh, they're not too many. It's really just a small part of my wardrobe." She laid the clothes on the bed. "They would really look good on you. Plus, they wouldn't be my size in a few months, anyway. I'm pregnant!" She said, gleefully.
Nevaeh was going to say that she knew but wasn't sure if it would be okay to tell her she had heard the news from Cyril. So, she smiled, instead and said congratulations. "And thank you so much, Cynthia. For all of this." She said, referring to the clothes.
The hug was unexpected, but Nevaeh let herself settle in Cynthia's embrace. 
"It's nothing. I truly have more than I know what to do with. Enjoy your time at church, you two. I'm going back to bed."
Cynthia let go of Nevaeh and left as abruptly as she'd come.
"Don't cry." Cyril said to her, before she realized she had actually shed a tear. 
She turned away. "I'm not. You should go get ready, yourself."
"You can manage?"
"You know I can, Cyril."
She heard him turn to go, and called him back. 
"Anything?" His voice was mockingly sweet, because he knew what she wanted to ask. He knew she'd need him. 
"Could you help me pick out what to wear?"

                        ***

Nevaeh and the Bruce family were having lunch after church when the doorbell rang.
Derin stood and went to get it. When she walked back in what an apologetic look towards Cynthia, Cyril knew Nonso had come. Seconds after, he walked in. 
Cynthia raised her head and saw him. She was on her feet in seconds. "What are you doing here?"
"Good morning, sir, ma, everyone." Nonso greeted, before looking back at Cynthia, who was now looking from Derin to Cyril. 
"What is he doing here? How did he get here?"
Cyril stretched his hand to her. "Relax, Cee. We invited him."
"We? Who is 'we'?"
"Cyril and I." Derin answered.
"Great." Cynthia laughed bitterly. "Just great!" She started to leave when her father called her back. 
"Sit down and listen to the young man, first!" He said. 
Without a choice, she went and sat back down, her face turned away from everyone.
Nevaeh nudged Cyril and whispered. "Is that Nonso?"
"Yes." He whispered back to herand turned his attention to Nonso who was speaking now, prostrate before them.
"First," he was saying to the parents. "I really want to apologize, sir, ma. I didn't intend to meet you both under these circumstances. I swear, I love your daughter. I made a mistake I'd never make again." He turned to Cynthia. "Cee...I just came to apologize. I regret what almost happened. It was the first time and is definitely going to be the last I'd try such. I promise, nothing happened with that girl. I have no excuse, though. I'm truly sorry."
Nonso had tears running down his face and Cyril almost pitied him. Cynthia wasn't even looking. It was a sincere apology, but he knew she wasn't convinced. 
"Please, Cee."Nonso was still saying, up on his knees, now. "For our child. Please, marry me. I wouldn't dare hurt you again. Ever!"
Cynthia stood and stared down at him. She shook her head. "How can you be so sure?"
She didn't wait for an answer before walking out on him. Everyone heard her bedroom door slam behind her.
"She walked away, didn't she?" Nevaeh asked, a wistful smile on her face. 
Derin sighed. "She did. I'll go talk to her."
"No." Nevaeh stood. "Let me go."
Cyril looked up at her. "You're sure?"
She placed her hand on his shoulder. "Trust me, Cyril, Cynthia needs someone who understands. I can handle this. Just take me to her room."

                         ***

"Go away! I don't want to talk to anybody."
"It's me, Cynthia. Nevaeh. Please, open up. Just a few minutes and I'll be out of your hair." She said, gently. "Please."
Slowly, the door opened and Nevaeh stepped in. Cyril led her to sit on the bed, admist the death glare Cynthia was giving him. 
"I'll wait outside." He said and walked away.
"Nothing you say would help, Nevaeh." Cynthia came to sit beside her.
"You think so?"Nevaeh smiled. "How about if I tell you I've been betrayed by a man before?"
"You have?" The surprise in her voice was evident.
"Yes. Well, not exactly the same kind of situation, but by a man, all the same. I know what it feels like being betrayed, Cee, especially by someone you love. It's crazy when you think of how they hurt you and it's hard to let go, too."
Cynthia sniffed. "I don't know what to do, Nevaeh. I don't think I could forgive him now. I mean, it was supposed to be impossible for him to do such a thing. I never would have thought..." she started to cry. "How do I forgive him, knowing he almost did it once and what's the guarantee he wouldn't go all the way the next time?"
Nevaeh patted about for her hands and took them."There's absolutely no guarantee, but you would only be hurting yourself if you choose not to forgive him. I'm not asking that you marry him; that's your decision to make, but you have to forgive him.That's what God would want you to do."
"What has God got to do with this?"
"Good question, Cee. Let me have your Bible, if you have one."
Reluctantly, Cynthia stood and went searching. When she found the Bible she took to church when she went once in a while, she placed it in Nevaeh's hands and sat down again. Nevaeh gave it back to her. "You'll read.Luke 17:3." She wanted Cynthia to see the herself.
"'Pay attention and always be on your guard [looking out for one another].'"she read. "'If your brother sins [misses the mark], solemnly tell him so and reprove him, and if he repents [feels sorry for having sinned], forgive him.'"
"See that?"Nevaeh said when she finished. "Nonso wronged you. In fact, he wronged you and your family. You have rebuked and corrected him and he has seen his wrong and repented. Don't you think it's time to forgive him?"
Cynthia was silent.
"No? How about this? II Corinthians 2:7.Let's check it out."
Just as slowly and reluctantly, she opened again and read: "'So, instead [of further rebuke, now] you should rather [graciously] forgive and comfort and encourage him, to keep him from being overwhelmed by excessive sorrow.'"
"Next verse..."Nevaeh urged her to read on. 
"'Therefore, I urge you to reinstate him in your affections and reaffirm your love for him.'"
Nevaeh sighed. "Isn't it wonderful?"
Cynthia was crying again. "But how? How is this exactly what I needed to hear? I've never thought of it like that. I didn't think that not forgiving Nonso would make him sorrowful. I don't think I can bear to see him like that."
"That is exactly how God feels about you, too."
"ButI can't love someone that way!"
"Yes, you can." Nevaeh shook her. "Let me tell you something. It's quite simple. You have sins and shortcomings of your own, right?"
"Yeah, I know I do." She replied in a small voice.
"I'm not here in your room as a judge, Cee. It's just that you have to be willing to acknowledge your own faults to be able to look past that of others."
Cynthia nodded and Nevaeh saw she was ready to listen. She smiled. Wasn't it God who turned hardened hearts into broken and contrite spirits? And wasn't the gospel God's power onto salvation?
Praying in her heart, Nevaeh asked God to finish what he had started.
"I'm glad you know you have faults, yourself, but you could be blameless right now, this instant, before God. Without his forgiveness and cleansing, you'd never be able to have true joy, nor would you fully understand why you have to forgive those who wrong you. Only when you receive God's Spirit will you truly understand."Nevaeh paused. "Wanna try and see?"
There was no hesitation in Cynthia's voice. "I'd love to."

                        ***

Cyril would have been surprised that Nevaeh was capable of bringing Cynthia out of that room if he didn't already know her. There was this compelling spirit she had that he just couldn't figure out. Nevaeh spoke gently but firmly and people were always ready to listen to her. They respected her and Cyril thought that was priceless. Shaking his head in wonder, he watched as Nevaeh had his sister walked back into the living room. 
Nonso had not gotten up from where he was kneeling and Cyril had to give it to the man. His eyes widened now, as he watched his girlfriend - or would it be ex now? - come towards him. 
Cynthia led Nevaeh to Cyril and went and stood before Nonso in tears.
"What did you do?" Cyril whispered to Nevaeh.
She smiled and shrugged. "I just talked. God led, I followed."
"You forgive me?"Nonso's voice brought back his attention.
Cynthia nodded. She pulled him up and hugged him. "If God has forgiven me, how can I not forgive you?"
Nonso looked confused, but he started crying. "I'm sorry, Cee. I'm so sorry." He pulled away from her embrace. "I'm going to be there for you...and...and for our baby. Let's get married."
"On one condition."Cynthia finally said, after giving it some thought.
"Anything." Nonso was ready.
Cynthia smiled. "We wronged God, Nonso. I've gotten back on track. You need to, too."
Nonso frowned. "What do I do?"
Cynthia's smilewidened as she turned to face Nevaeh. "Nothing much. Just let Heaven talk to you." She told him.
"Hey!" Cyril protested. "I'm the only one permitted to call her that."
His sister gave him a sweet smile. "Trust me, she's Heaven to me now. Like it or not, I've adopted it."


CHAPTER 25


Five weeks later, news came about a couple ready to adopt Omosewa. When Cyril called Nevaeh to tell her about it, she was not surprised to hear him sound so sad. 
"I'm not sure I can bear to see her leave, just yet." He said to her. "I've gotten so used to having her around."
"I know that you mean. It'll get better with time. Plus, you'd be making sure it's a good, comfortable and healthy couple. Nothing to really worry about." She tried placating him.
"I'm even more worried for Ebun. Sewa has always been a little sister to her. I'm not sure how she'll take it."
"Don't worry. It'll probably be for a short period. She'd be going to the university a couple months from now, anyway. I suppose she wouldn't have much time to miss anybody." Nevaeh said.
She realized she felt really sad, too; sadder than she thought she'd be. Sewa was a sweet girl with a brazen mind and Nevaeh had found it hard not to love her. They'd had beautiful conversations on many occasions - since Cyril had begun to make her go with him every week - and she knew that Sewa, even openly, adored her. For a girl of only nine years, - almost ten - Sewa was more thoughtful and smarter than most kids her age. Then, there was something else Nevaeh usually thought about - she was right about the same age Hope would be if she were still alive. 
That was, in fact, the most reason Nevaeh always looked forward to seeing Sewa every week, to be reminded of something she once had. 
"Why aren't you married, Aunty Nevaeh?" Sewa asked her on one such visit, bending to retie her boot's lace. It was about three weeks after Mrs Kario's demise. They were sitting just within the orphanage's compound on a hot Saturday afternoon as the kids were getting set for a football match with the girls playing against the boys. 
Nevaeh was caught by surprise at the question but though Sewa was only a child, Nevaeh found herself speaking honestly to her."Well...I was married once. Even had a baby girl."
Sewa looked up. "You were? So, why aren't you married anymore?"
Coming up with a way to properly answer her wasn't easy, so Nevaeh smiled and told her it was a long story, one she just might tell her someday.
Sewa stared at her. "Maybe one day, I'll tell you about my real Mummy, too."
"Your Mummy?"
"Uh huh. I'll find her." There was so much hope in her voice, Nevaeh's heart constricted, knowing it'll take a miracle for something like that to happen.
"You think so?" Nevaeh's voice shook.
"Yes." She went quiet, then said. "I hope she'll be like you, Aunty Nevaeh."
As though she was going to see her, Nevaeh turned, heartstruck."Why would you want that?"
"Who wouldn't?"She replied. "You're the closest thing to a mother I have right now, apart from Aunty Ope, who I'm not exactly close with, and though, I know my real Mummy is still out there somewhere, I think I'm okay having you for now."
Nevaeh was still trying to find speech when one of the girls called Sewa to hurry on into the field. Hugging her, Sewa whispered, "Wish me luck!" and then, she was gone, her retreating footsteps pounding the earth beneath her. 
Shaking her head now, Nevaeh remembered she was still on the phone with Cyril. 
"Would you gowith me to meet the couple, Heaven?" He was asking. "Honestly, I think I'd need all the emotional support I can get to go through with Sewa's adoption."
This was the only thing that bothered her about her life presently - her seemingly blossoming relationship with Cyril. Afraid of whatever it was, she had no intention to define it and with that in mind, she almost said no. Then, she remembered it was Sewa, and Nevaeh knew she'd be glad to know the kind of people who'd probably be adopting her.
"Yeah, sure. I'd go with you." She finally said.
"Thank you. See you tomorrow, then."

                        ***

The Periolas were an overly comfortable couple. Mr Justin was an engineer and his wife, Mrs Seun was a schoolteacher.
Cyril liked them instantly. Between Mr Periola's firm handshake and warm, toothy greeting and his wife's shy smile, he pegged them to be good enough. 
"We're glad to have you."Cyril said to them after introducing Mosope as the matron and Nevaeh as a friend.
"You're welcome, sir, ma." Nevaeh greeted politely and with a small smile.
"Please, sit." Cyril invited as they all walked into his office. "So, I guess you've thoroughly gone through Omosewa's file?"
"Yes, definitely." The husband replied. "An outstanding school record, I must say, plus she sounds like a wonderful little girl."
"She is." All three of them - Cyril, Nevaeh and Mosope - agreed together and Cyril realized they were all trying to put on brave fronts. Smiling, he went on. "I guess you'd like to meet her, now?"
"We'd love to." Mrs Periola could hardly contain her excitement. 
Cyril signaled her and Mosope stood and went out into the hallway, where Sewa had been told to sit. Seconds later, she came back in, Sewa at her heel.
Cyril asked Sewa to sit and then, he introduced the couple to her after she had greeted them. "Mr and Mrs Periola would love to adopt you and take you home with them. What do you think?"
Sewa looked from the man to wife and then, back to Cyril. "Would I get to see you all often?"
"If it's okay with Mr and Mrs Periola." Cyril said, looking to them for confirmation.
Mrs Periola stood and came around to her. "Hi, again, Sewa." Her voice was gentle. "My husband and I do promise to let you see your friends from time to time. Is that okay with you?"
Sewa nodded and looked back to Cyril, Nevaeh and Aunty Ope. "Is it okay with all of you? I mean, if it's not, maybe I should just stay?"
Cyril chuckled and took her hand from across the table. "We all love you, Omosewa, and we certainly will miss you, but you'd be better off out there with Mr and Mrs Periola than in here. They'd take good care of you and you get to do all the things you want to do. I know it's hard, but you're a good girl and you can do it, okay?"
"Okay." Her voice was small. This time though, when she looked up again at the Periolas, she smiled for the first time since she came in. "I like them."
Everyone laughed.
"So, you'll go home with us?" Mr Periola was excited.
Sewa nodded.
"Great. So, we'd get the paperwork ready by next week and then, we'd take this to court." Cyril smiled at the couple.
"So, I have one week before going?" Sewa asked.
"Yes, you do, darling." Mrs Periola smiled at her. "At least, you can say a proper goodbye to your friends."
"So, we'd be back next week. We're so glad you'd be living with us." Mr Periola said to Sewa. "We hope you'd like it."
The couple thanked Cyril, Mosope and Nevaeh again and shook hands. Then, they picked their bags and headed home. 
"Well," Nevaeh said, on the way back from escorting the couple out. "That's sorted."
Cyril sighed. "God, I'm going to miss her."
"One week is enough to let her know that, don't you think?"
Cyril smiled. "I intend to make the most of it."















CHAPTER 26


The next day, Cyril sat in Nevaeh's room at the hospital, watching her pray. She looked so tranquil where she knelt beside the bed, praying loud enough that he could hear her words.
It was almost an hour since he came in and met her in the position. She still hadn't moved.
How did she pray so much and for so long?
Slightly amused, he watched her until she was done.
"Finally, someone is ready to acknowledge my presence." He said, when she finally rose from her knees to sit on the bed after another thirty minutes.
Nevaeh frowned. "Maybe I should just go back to praying."
"Ouch." Cyril put his hand on his chest in mock offense. 
She smiled, stretching. "Don't worry, I won't. What time is it?"
"Almost 6pm."
"I thought as much."
Cyril brought his chair closer. "Have you always been... prayerful?"
He watched her smile. "That's a story for..." she hesitated.
"Today?" He asked,hopefully.
When she said nothing, he felt disappointed. "Not today, then."
"Actually..." she laughed. "I think I'd like to talk about it."
Cyril would have leaped for joy if he wasn't already so comfortable sitting.
She was about to tell him another thing concerning herself. Since that night in the car, two weeks ago, she had not brought up anything relating to her past and he had decided to let her do it in her own time. 
Maybe his patience was about to pay, after all.
Unlike that night when she was hysterical, she looked nothing less than calm now. 
"Let's see." She started. "How did I become prayerful? Or better still, how did I become serious with God?"
He shrugged. "You know the better way to put it."
She smiled. "Okay. So, remember how I left home and married Tony? And how he separated Hope and I?"
Cyril nodded, and then, quickly remembering she couldn't see him, said, "Yes, I remember."
And again, his blood boiled, like everyday since then, whenever he remembered what her husband had done to her.
"That night..." she shook her head. "I had never been more frightened in my entire life, Cyril. I was blind and lost... afraid for my life and my child's. I knew Tony enough to know that he truly had done what he said he had done. That night, too afraid to move, I slept there by the roadside...like a beggar. I remember crying for hours before sleep overtook me. I don't know how long I slept or what time it was when I woke, but when I did, a woman was singing over me."
"What woman?"
"Till date, I do not know who she was, or if she was even real, but I recognized the tune as something my mother used to sing. I remember singing along." She chuckled and then, continued. "I was lost and weary but somehow, that song spoke volumes of hope to me. As much as I wanted to be dead, I still had my daughter in mind. It felt like I was seeing visions of her. I slept off, eventually, and when I woke again, the woman was gone, but there was a long stick in my hand. I think she must have put it there before leaving. For the first time in years, I seriously prayed to God. That morning, for some reason, I judged myself. It seemed to me like I was paying for running away from home and for the heartache I must have caused my parents. I'd always heard of God and of his love and faithfulness, but I'd been too into myself to recognize Him. I truly repented there and then. If God's intention had been to take away the things that kept me from really seeing Him, just so I could start over with Him, it worked. 
"Anyway, after I woke, I tried to find my way back. I walked on my own for days and many times, people were kind enough to help me around. To eat, I begged.The day I got here, I remember telling myself that I just couldn't go on. I was exhausted from all the walking and in my increasing despair, I sat by the roadside and cried. After sometime, someone greeted. I didn't think the person was talking to me, so I didn't reply. But then, they came close and put their hand on my shoulder. It was Dr Paschal. He told me his name and asked if I needed help with anything. At first, I was wary but as much as I didn't want to fall into the wrong hands, I was famished and needed something to eat. I told him so. He left and came back with a plate of food and a bottle of water. I thanked him profusely and began to eat. Everyday after, he came back with a plate of food and a bottle of water. One day, he invited me to go with him to the hospital he'd just started working at - this very hospital we're sitting in now - and I followed him. Dr. Paschal gave me a bed and took care of me, fed me and gave me medication because I was on the verge of a breakdown health wise. He made me his responsibility. All this he did, without asking a dime or even the story behind my presence." She shook her head again. "I'll forever be indebted to him, Cyril. He honestly has done somuch for me till date. Anyway, I started attending church again - there's one nearby. He'd have one of his nurses take me there Sunday mornings and come back to get me later in the afternoon. I got to learn a lot more about God, so much, I started sharing my faith with Paschal, who got saved himself, not long after. He told me I helped his faith a lot, and I was glad I could help him in some way.I couldn't believe God had used me like that, but it happened. 
"Next thing I knew, he had bought me a phone." She laughed, reminiscing the day. "Then, he tried to get me out of here, saying I couldn't continue to live in a hospital. Told me he wanted to rent a place for me and keep someone to help me around but I refused. He hasn't stopped asking, actually, but it's been less frequent. The first few years, I constantly had nightmares. They wouldn't stop or go away. So, one day, he finally got to asking me about my story and I told him everything. Within days, he had booked an appointment for consultation with an optometrist friend. But it was two years too late."She smiled sadly. "My eyesight was already too damaged and there was nothing that could be done, unless I was going to try my luck at surgery. The price was too exorbitant, and Paschal didn't have that kind of money. He was going to borrow, I remember but I wouldn't let him. He had done too much, already." She said nothing for a while, then she turned in his direction. "So, there, you have your story."
Cyril was quiet. There was a huge, unmoving lump in his throat and it was expanding like dough. 
"Cyril?"Nevaeh called, wondering if he was still there. 
Cyril wiped at the tears he had on his face and without realizing it, he sniffed. 
"Are you crying?" She asked incredulously.
"Crying keh?" He quickly denied as he cleared his throat. "I'm not crying."
"I would roll my eyes now, if it would mean anything." She said, sarcastically. "I can hear you cry."
Despite himself, Cyril laughed. He stared at her for a while, trying to imagine just how she had gone through the past years. He realized that only God could have been her help through it all. He sat there, staring in awe at her. The whole revelation heightened his love and respect for her. His heart beating rapidly, he pulled her close to himself. 
"I'm sorry you had to go through all that, Heaven." When he pulled away, he didn't let go of her hand. "God really does love you, you know." He watched her smile. "I have no doubt you'll also find your child."
"You sound so sure."
"How could I not be? How could you? I mean, your life up till now is a miracle. You're the one who just told me all of this.You'll find her, believe it."
She smiled. "Did you just acknowledge that you now believe in miracles?"
"I guess." He smiled, too. "Yes, I do believe in miracles."
"For all I know, Cyril, Hope could have died that day. Maybe she didn't even live long enough to be found. Maybe..."
Cyril's forefinger went to her lips and she stopped talking. He placed her head on his shoulder and his arm went around her. "I'm going to help you find her...or at least, whatever happened to her. I promise."











CHAPTER 27


Derinsola was exhausted. 
It was a little past 8pm. She had come into work at 9am that morning and hadn't had anything to eat in hours. 
"I'm done for today." She told her assistant, Dr. Fred. "If there's any emergency you can't handle, let me know immediately. Mrs Maxwell isn't due to deliver for a little while longer, but if the baby decides to come early, I bet you can handle it."
Dr. Fred nodded. "We'll be fine down here. You just go home and get some sleep. You need it." He looked her over. "You look dead on your feet."
"I feel dead on my feet." She said stiffly. "Alright, then. Goodnight."
"Yeah, goodnight, Dr. Fijeh."
As Derin walked the rest of the way to her office, she secretly hoped she wouldn't get any emergency calls. She needed all the sleep she could get. She was numb everywhere - and not just physically. 
As much as she tried not to think about Paschal, she found herself doing so on many occasions. She was still hurt and angry that he seemed to think her unworthy of his affection simply because she wasn't 'born again'. He hadn't exactly said it in that manner, but wasn't it all the same?
What did being saved have to do with having sex? What was his problem? It would have been better if he had just told her he didn't want a relationship with her than bringing up lame excuses. 
Derin rubbed her temple as the neared her office. She could feel a headache coming on. She increased her pace, impatient to get home and fling herself into bed. All her hopes of going home came crashing, though, as she rounded the corner and found Paschal patiently waiting at her office door. He was leaning on the wall beside, legs crossed and arms akimbo. Derin's heart betrayed her and leaped. Dressed in a blue sweater and jeans, she was sure she had never seen him look so good. 
When he saw her, he pushed himself off the wall and smiled. "You look like you're ready to get rid of your medical license."
He was making jokes? She was in despair and he was making jokes?
"What are you doing here?" She didn't wait for his response as she took out the key from her scrub pocket and opened the door. He followed her in. Throwing down her notepad and pen, she turned to face him. 
"I came to see you, of course."
"What for, exactly, Paschal?" Her voice was strained because she was trying not to let anger flow into her words.
"You don't have to be so cold, Derin." He stepped forward, both hands deep in his pockets. "I'm actually here to apologize."
She shrugged.
His hands came outand rested by his sides. "I realize that I may have sounded self-righteous on our last date. That honestly wasn't my intention, believe me. All I wanted was to show you how different things are now."
Derin looked straight at him. "Your words made me feel like you suddenly had set a standard that no matter what I did, I could never reach." She heard the hurt in her voiceand she turned away from him, not wanting him to see her cry.
"I'm sorry you felt that way. I would never set standards above you, Derin." He reached out and turned her to face him. "There were never any standards and if there were, you would ace them all. You outclass many women. All those years ago," he shook his head, remembering. "I don't know why I never told you or let you know, but there has not been a time when I didn't love you, Derin. I hate what I did to you and I'm truly sorry. I love you and I have no intention to hurt you any further."
Derin's heart probably did a 360 right then. He loved her?
"Then why?" She asked. "Why do you keep doing this to me if you love me like you say? It's not wrong to want to spend time with someone you love, so, why do you make it seem like a big deal?" She shook her head in confusion.
"I have answers to all your questions, but I can only give them to you if you would let me." He had his hands on both sides of her shoulder and he was looking right into her eyes. "I want to start all over with you, Derin. One step at a time. I want to show you my new life and share it with you. You haveno obligation to stay, if you do not like it, but I'm sure you would."
Derin stared at him. She had no idea what he was talking about but he had made her curious enough and looking at him, she knew she could never say no to him. She wanted so badly to be a part of his life and if all it took was to let him show her what his life now looked like, she was in. 
She had nothing to lose, anyway.
"Paschal, you had better not be falsely leading me on, right now." She threatened.
"I wouldn't dare." He said and pulled her into his embrace. "I mean every word I just said. Moreover, Derinsola Fijeh, you're too special to be falsely led on."














CHAPTER 28


It wasn't Saturday yet, but Nevaeh had agreed to go with Cyril to the orphanage that afternoon. Sewa had only two days left before the Periolas came to sign paperwork and claim herand Cyril wanted to spend some time with her before then. Nevaeh did, too. 
They met Mosope in her office, sorting through files and documents. Many of the younger kids had just gotten back from school and the house was alive with idle chatter. 
"How're the kids taking it?" Cyril asked Mosope, after appending his signature on a document she had handed him.
"Sewa's leaving? Well, no one's really talking about it. It's Ebun  has refused to leave her side. Yesterday, she said she felt like we're ripping her sister apart from her." Mosope sighed. 
"And you? How're you?" Nevaeh asked, feeling sorry. 
"She's been like a daughter to me, really, but what can I do? What has to be done has to be done." She concluded.
"I'm sure Mrs Kario would also have wanted what was best for Sewa." Nevaeh said, playing with her fingers."I really think that, as much family as she has here, she'd still be better off with an actual mother and father. I'm sure your sister would have wanted that for her, too."
Mosope nodded, resigned. 
"What was she like,your sister, I mean?" Nevaeh suddenly asked.
Mosope smiled. "She was everyone's mother. It didn't matter your age. She loved to take care of things and people." She paused, reminiscing. "I remember when my sister, Temi, brought Omosewa home. She had found her wandering alone. The sweet little thing wouldn't stop crying. She cried for days, as though she knew she was no longer with her mother. Ebunoluwa was ten at the time, and took to her instantly. She was so elated to have a baby in the house. Ebun had just lost her dad - and her light - the previous year and somehow, it had taken that little baby's presence to bring Ebun back."
Nevaeh smiled, imagining the scene. "How old is Sewa, again?"
"She's ten, now. Turned ten last month." Cyril answered.  "Ten years too old." He joked.
"That's not really her birth date, though." Mosope threw in. "We didn't know what exactly it was, so we let her celebrate her birthday on the day we brought her home. She obviously looked like a one-year-old, then so we concluded her next birthday would make her two years. We were just glad that, at least, she lived long enough to be found."
"Did your sister report the missing child?" Nevaeh asked, wondering.
"We did." Mosope continued her story. "Waited for weeks for her to be claimed, but no one came forward. So, instead of dropping her off at an orphanage, we decided to adopt her. My sister used her last penny to make sure we kept her. At the time, we knew nothing about orphanages, anyway. It wasn't until we moved here from Ogun State that we started working here for Uncle Cyril."
Nevaeh's head came up instantly. "Ogun State? You used to live in Ogun State?"
Mosope nodded. "Yes. We moved after my sister's husband died. We used to..."
"Wait," Nevaeh cut her off, her heart rapping against her chest. "In what year...no, what month was it when your sister brought Sewa home?"
Mosope didn't think about it. "I believe it was sometime around late April, 2013."
Nevaeh's heart stopped and she almost fell over. 
"Are you okay?"Cyril asked her, his hand coming around to steady her.
"Cyril," she squeaked. "That's exactly when Tony took Hope away; exactly two weeks after her first birthday in April, 2013. You don't think...?" she stopped, for fear that she was hoping on something that seemed too good to be true.
"Are you okay?"Mosope asked. "What are you talking about?"
Nevaeh wasn't about to start explaining, but she had another question to ask. "Was there anything, Ope...anything at all found with Hope...Sewa, when your sister found her?"
"If you're asking about clothing, I'm sure those are long gone, Nevaeh." Cyril chimed in, hoping not to sound like he wanted to dampen her spirit.
"In truth," Mosope answered. "There was nothing else, except what she had been wearing, which, like Uncle Cyril said, have long been discarded."
Like someone whose spirit had been pulled out of her, Nevaeh fell back into her chair, crestfallen.
"Hey..." Cyril started to say, squatting at her side, but she cut him off.
"I know, Cyril. I know. I shouldn't hope so much. It's useless."
"That's not really what I was going to say." He smiled wistfully.
"It doesn't matter!" She cried. "I'll never find her."
Cyril stood and went behind her and began rubbing her shoulders. Then, he looked at Mosope again, whose eyes was parrying from him to Nevaeh and back. She looked so confused, Cyril could have laughed if the situation wasn't serious. "Sope, are you sure there's nothing available from that day? It would really help if you could remember anything at all."
Mosope thought for a while, and then, her eyes suddenly narrowed. "Now that I think about it, there was something." Her hand came up to her chin as she thought. "Yes, there was this ribbon...like a hair band."
"Pink?" Nevaeh couldn't stop herself from asking.
Mosope turned to her, surprised. "Pink, yes."
Nevaeh took deep breaths to calm her fraying nerves before asking if the ribbon was still available.
"I'm honestly not sure, Nevaeh, but I'll go check in our room." Sope stood and left the office.
Nevaeh looked like she was going to faint any minute, so Cyril increased his pace, massaging her shoulders to relaxation. "Don't be nervous." He said gently, as his hands worked. "If it isn't, we can always try again. Don't hope too much on this."
Nevaeh felt too weak to even smile. "Isn't that an irony? I named hervHope, after all. Even after all these years, Cyril. I still have hope, somehow. I thought I'd lost it, but it seemed like I'd only been suppressing it. I refuse to do that, anymore." She sniffed, blinking back tears that threatened to spill. "So, no, Cyril, I would  hope, because hope is all I've got right now and it's all I can do until I know what happened to my baby girl."
Cyril stopped working her shoulders and came around to face her. He took both her hands. "Then, I would hope with you, Heaven, and together, we'll find her."
She nodded.
Just then, Mosope walked back in. "I found it!"
Cyril went and collected it from her. "It's pink, Nevaeh. So, how would you know?"
Nevaeh took another calming breath. "There's only one way to know. I had Hope's pink ribbon made specially for her first birthday. I had a blacksmith engrave a few words upon the metal, behind where a few tiny precious stone had been put. "She paused and stretched her hand. "Let me have the ribbon."
Cyril gave it to her.
Nevaeh held it and turned it around in her hand. After all these years, she had forgotten what her daughter's ribbon felt like. A small, niggling thought came to her mind. Any girl could have a pink ribbon. It was a common colour among baby girls, anyway. Preparing herself for disappointment, she stretched out her hand and one of them collected it. 
"Please, check."Nevaeh said in a small voice. "What do you see, if anything at all?"
Cyril waited. As much as he wanted this for Nevaeh, he tried not to rejoice before it was confirmed. Finally, when he turned over the ribbon, his heart rammed against his chest. He stared at the words in shock, his breath catching in his throat.
Mosope, seeing his reaction, took the ribbon from his hand and gasped. She turned to Nevaeh, whose eyes were wide with anticipation.
"What is it? Did you two find anything?" She asked quickly.
Mosope smiled, tears gathering in her eyes. She didn't know the whole story, but something told her Nevaeh had just found her missing child. She went to Nevaeh and laid a gentle hand on her shoulder. "Yes, Nevaeh, we found something." She paused. "Can you remember exactly what was engraved on this ribbon you talk about?"
Nevaeh nodded. How could she not? She had told the blacksmith what to write, hadn't she? "Yeah, I remember. It said, 'FOR BABY HOPE."'
"For Baby Hope." Cyril said at exactly the same time.
Nevaeh's stood slowly. "Is that..."
"What is written on this ribbon?" Sope completed her question for her. "Yes, Nevaeh, that is exactly what we are looking at."
Cyril couldn't believe it and his voice said so. "I think we just found your daughter, Heaven."
Nevaeh couldn't contain herself anymore. Doubling over, she wept, and then she laughed and wept. She would say, 'Sewa is Hope' and laugh, and then, 'I found my girl!' and the tears wouldn't stop. Cyril and Mosope held her, crying and laughing along. 
"This is some crazy situation." Cyril laughed, himself.
"If I hadn't witnessed this, myself, I never would have believed it!" Sope shook her head, awed.
As hard as she still found it to believe, Nevaeh realized that somehow, God had planned and arranged all of this. Right there, unminding of the company, she fell to her knees and spoke words of utter gratitude to God.












CHAPTER 29


Omosewa looked from Cyril to her aunt, Sope.Aunty Nevaeh sat staring at her, tears in her eyes and Ebun sat beside her, looking as stunned as she was, herself.
What on earth were they talking about?
"I don't understand..." she said, looking from one person to the other.
"I know this is too much for you to take in, but it's true."Mosope toldher. "We found your mother."
"But how is Aunty Nevaeh Sewa's birth mother?" Ebun cut in. "I'm confused."
Cyril was the one who told the day's story. "But that's only all that happened today, Sewa. There's more...lots more and the best person to tell you all of it is... Aunty Nevaeh." He signaled to the others. "We'd leave you both to it." Stopping at Nevaeh's side on his way out, he took her hand and squeezed it. "You've got this, Heaven." He whispered to her and then, left. 
Sewa turned her full attention to Nevaeh. She still didn't understand, but a large part of her felt like she had just walked into a miracle. She remembered the first day Aunty Nevaeh had prayed with her, and that night, feeling confident in her praying ability, Sewa had asked God to give her back her Mummy as her tenth birthday gift. Was this it?
But Aunty Nevaeh? How?
"Aunty Nevaeh? Is it true?" She finally asked.
Gathering herself enough to speak, Nevaeh nodded. "It's true, Sewa. I'm your mother."
"But...but how can you be so sure?"
"God works in mysterious ways, Hope." Aunty Nevaeh sniffed and cleaned her face. "That's your real name: Hope."
Sewa smiled. She had always wanted to know her birth name.
Hope. She liked it.
"I'll tell you what happened." Aunty Nevaeh continued. "Come, sit beside me."
Quickly, Sewa rose and pulled her seat closer and then, listened keenly as Nevaeh began to tell her of everything that had happened before her birth and after, until that afternoon. When she finished, both of them were crying and holding onto each other. Taking the pink ribbon, Sewa stared at the inscription. It had been there all along, her name. Just then, it really dawned on her that her mother had finally found her. 
Reaching into her purse, Nevaeh felt around for something. When she found it, she took it out and gave it to Sewa. Sewa stared at the little girl in the picture.She was grinning at the world with both her parents flagging her on both sides.There was no mistaking the pink ribbon in her hair and there was absolutely no doubt the child was her. The resemblance was so pronounced, every doubt she had left disappeared. She realized that that was the first picture of herself she had seen where she was much less than a year old. All of her baby pictures didn't begin until after one year old. 
When her eyes fell again on the man in the picture, she looked up at her mother. "Is this...my daddy?"
"It is, indeed." Nevaeh smiled. "He is handsome, isn't he?" Her tone was light.
"Yes, very handsome, but very bad." Sewa frowned, remembering the story her mother had just told.
"No, no, don't say that."Nevaeh took her hand. "Your father was a good man. Some things just didn't stay the same. Hope, I need you to forgive him, just as I've done." She paused and smiled. "I've not taught you about forgiveness, have I?"
Sewa shook her head. "You've not."
"Great." Nevaeh chuckled. "I'll tell you."

                         ***

Cyril was strangely emotional as he watched Nevaeh and Sewa talk. He was standing by the door still trying to wrap his head around all that had happened that day.
Just how?
Tears came to his eyes again ashe watched them hug and he heard Nevaeh tell her daughter she loved her. 
In all of these events, one thing stood clear in Cyril's mind: God had used him  to bring these two back together. He couldn't understand why God would use him, of all people. The whole thing felt so surreal, he began to cry again. 
For one, he hadn't been faithful to God, himself, but God had come through for someone he loved. Two people  he loved. He had answered both their prayers in one fell swoop.
Secondly, Cyril realized something else: if Nevaeh would agree to marry him, he would still end up being Sewa's father - just as he'd wanted.
Looking at them now, he couldn't hold back. In three long strides, he went through the door and joined them both in the hug.














CHAPTER 30


Later that evening, Cyril sat watching Nevaeh sleep in her hospital room. After the day's events, she had fallen asleep the second she laid on the bed. Cyril knew she'd be surprised to still see him there when she wakes up. She had told him to go home, but for some reason, the warmth of a hot shower and his bed seemed like nothing compared to being with Nevaeh and watching her sleep.
Stretching his hand, he ran it gently across her hairline. In an instant, her eyelids flew open. 
"Hey, it's me." He said to calm her, regretting that he had awakened her.
She sat up."Cyril?"
"One and only." He joked.
"You scared me. Aren't you supposed to be home?"
"I know, I'm sorry. I just couldn't resist watching you sleep." He smiled.
"Okay," Nevaeh smirked. "Apart from the fact that that's just creepy, what do you think we are in? Some rom-com?"
"Maybe."
"You're grinning, aren't you? I can hear it in your voice."
Cyril laughed. "Your sense of hearing is one of a kind, then."
She shrugged. "It comes with the blindness."
"Don't do that."
"What?"
"Make jokes about your lack of eyesight."
She shrugged again and said nothing.
"How're you feeling?" He asked. "Honestly."
She sighed. "I'm not sure what to feel, Cyril. I'm happy, sure. I mean, I'd waited nine years straight to meet my daughter again, but I'd also been dreading it."
"Why?" Cyril asked, even though he thought he knew what it was she wanted to say.
"Cyril, of what use is a blind mother to a young girl? What's the necessity if I can't even see her, if I'd never be able to see her?"
"Don't do that to yourself, Nevaeh." Cyril told her. "Sewa thinks nothing of your situation. She's not like that, plus, she truly loves you, Nevaeh, even before all of this came to light. Sewa became real cozy with you long before she got to know you're her mother." He paused. "All I'm saying is, you have nothing to be worried about."
Nevaeh leaned back and rested her head on the wall behind the bed. Cyril watched her, wondering what she was thinking. He didn't have to ask.
"What does she look like now, Cyril?"
He smiled at the question and almost immediately, a mental image of Sewa came to mind. "Do you know the meaning of 'Omosewa'," When she shook her head in the negative, he continued. "It means 'Beautiful Child' in the Yoruba language. Mrs Kario knew what she saw when she gave her that name." He chuckled.
"She was a really beautiful baby." Nevaeh reminisced.
"Your daughter truly is a beauty. Like her mother. She's dark skinned, like you, too. Bright, brown eyes. She's a tall girl; not over-the-top tall, but tall."
"She definitely got that one from her father." Nevaeh smiled.
Cyril stared at her. "Do you miss him?"
"Sometimes. When I remember those early days, how he took care of me and made me feel loved... special... I miss him in those times. I still don't have an idea where he is, Cyril. Same goes for my parents."
Cyril wanted to tell her that he could make everything right again, that he could love her a thousand times more than Tony ever did, but instead, he said, "Do you want me to find them for you?"
She sat up."You could do that?"
"Have you forgotten who I am, Heaven?" He joked.
She scoffed. "Don't get all heady, now. Wouldn't that be too much stress, though? I mean, it's all the way in another state."
"Doesn't matter. I'll get on with it as soon as I leave here."
Nevaeh nodded and thanked him. 
"Now, about your eyes." He said. "I've been thinking...would you like to try again? The surgery, I mean. We could set up a meeting with a good consultant and see how it goes from there."
"Cyril, that's..."
"If you're about to say no, don't." He countered, before she could finish. "This is something I want to do, Nevaeh. There's also something else."
"What?"
"Please, marry me." He suddenly said and Nevaeh could tell he wasn't joking.
She looked surprised, obviously not expecting that he was going to say that."Cyril, I... I can't."
"Why can't you?" Cyril was confused. 
"I don't know... for one, I'm still legally married to Tony...I think and two...two..." she stopped, seeming to change her mind on what she was about to say..
"Two, what?"
"Cyril, I just can't, okay?"
Cyril's eyes narrowed. "I think I know what this is about. Nevaeh, you have to stop being self-conscious!"
"I'm not!"
"Really? Tell me you weren't just about to say you can't marry me because you'd feel like a burden to me."
Nevaeh said nothing.
"I knew it."
"Don't you even start with that." She looked angry. "You're the one with the perfect life and perfect family, how would you know what it's like to not have everything? You're not the one stuck in darkness for the rest of your life! I was a burden to Tony and that's why he did what he did. I'd rather not do that to someone else again, Cyril."
Cyril couldn't believe she had just defended Tony's actions. How was it possible that she always saw people's actions from their perspective, even when those actions had only hurt her?
"Nevaeh, does it look like I care about that? About whether you can see or not?" He was trying not to get angry, himself. "You'd never become a burden to me, so much that I'd leave you. These past months should have told you that enough. If anything, I want to stay by your side even more! And no, Tony didn't do that because you had become burdensome, but because he was a selfish and cruel person, who couldn't come to terms with the fact that he had hit his wife into blindness! Don't you ever  blame yourself for that again." Shesaid nothing but he grabbed and shook her. "You hear me?"
She nodded, stifling a sob just before it escaped from her throat.
Cyril sobered. "I might not know what it's like to not have everything, Nevaeh, but I do know that my life is committed to giving people who do not have everything, something. I thought that would count for something in your books, maybe." He shook his head and stood. "I guess it doesn't."
"Cyril..." Nevaeh called, when she heard his footsteps receding.
Cyril was too hurt to turn back around. "Goodnight, Nevaeh." He said finally and left her there, weeping.



















CHAPTER 31


The next day came and went and Cyril did not show up, neither did he call. 
The morning after, when Nevaeh had beaten herself up enough about her foolishness, she decided to call him. Guided by her phone's automated voice, she dialed his number and was surprised to hear the familiar tune of his ringtone just outside her door. When a knock came and the door was pushed open, she could tell he was the one when the scent of his cologne filled the air.
"Cyril?"She called.
"Good morning, Nevaeh."
Nevaeh, not Heaven. She noted. He always greeted, 'Good morning, Heaven.' Plus, the greeting was not the cheery one she was used to, either.
She stood quickly. "Cyril, I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to offend you."
Cyril came to stand before her. "It's okay, Nevaeh. If I were still angry, I wouldn't have come. I'm sorry I left the way I did." He sighed and told her to sit as he did same. "The Periolas would be at the orphanage soon. You'd have to come with me."
"What are we going to do?" She asked. "I mean, they're this close to getting an adoption."
"Don't worry about that. The best we can do is explain everything to them. No one in their right mind would want to take a child away from their mother."
"Yeah, right. Tony did."
"Exactly. He was not in his right mind." Cyril smiled. He was going to say something else when he remembered something Ebun had said. "There was this day...oh, it was that day at the Badagry Slave Trade Centre," he told her. "Ebun mentioned in passing Sewa's uncanny resemblance to you."
"She did?"
"I'm telling you. I don't know how I didn't see it then..." he trailed.
"There was no way you could have known." She smiled. 
"Now that I think about what Ebun said and the actual truth of your relationship with Sewa, I'm awed, really." He shook his head and turned to her again. "I've been thinking about it, Nevaeh and all I can say now is, I believe in God. I don't think I'd ever seen real manifestations of what He can do until I knew you. First, it was Cynthia and now, this with you and Sewa. These were miracles close enough for my eyes to see." He paused, still staring at her. "I want a try."
"At what?"
"A relationship with God, Heaven. Something real and tangible, the kind you have with Him. I want that, too."
"Oh my God, Cyril." Nevaeh whispered, her voice soft.
"What?"
"You don't realize how beautiful this moment is." She laughed. "I've been praying for this!"
"For what, exactly?"
"For you! For you to realize just how much you need God. Looks like God answered this one quicker than I expected." She giggled.
Cyril was touched that she had been praying for him. "Well, I'm glad I finally did. I almost did not have a choice anyway, what with Cynthia and Derin doing all they've been doing these past few weeks."
"What have they been doing?"
"I don't know how or why, but Cynthia suddenly started praying frequently and reading a Bible, and I know it has something to do with whatever you said to her that day in her room, and Derin..." he chuckled. "She's been going with Paschal to church, but I bet you know that."
Nevaeh laughed. "Yes, I do know about Derin, but Cynthia!"
"You don't even know the half of it." Cyril continued. "Just yesterday, Cynthia cancelled a modelling shoot for this Sunday so she could go to church with Nonso. My sister - who would never miss an opportunity to stand before her camera babies - blew the appointment off."
"But she's pregnant. Couldn't that have been the reason?"
"No, I heard her myself on the phone. She said she had to go to church. Moreover, the bump is barely visible and if she needed an excuse anyway, the perfect one would be her wedding plans. Nobody has let me hear anything else, the last few weeks. It's been one wedding detail or the other."
"You can't blame them." Nevaeh smiled. "It's an exciting thing to plan. Now," she moved to face him. "How about that relationship you said you want?"
"Well, what am I supposed to do?"
"Pray."She said. "That's what. Just say a simple prayer of confession and surrender to God, and that's it."
"The kind they lead sinners to pray in church?"
She smiled. "Something like that, but I wouldn't say it with you, or anything like that. You know what you want and you know why you want it." She paused. "You do know why this is important, don't you?"
He shook his head.
"Okay. I'll explain." There, she told him about God's redemption plan,even before man was made and how God's prophets had spoken about the people's Messiah; how Jesus had come in the fleshand died, how he was buried and resurrected and had given men the right to sonship with God. "There's actually still a whole lot!" She told him, almost an hour later. "But we'd come to that. One step at a time, right?"
Cyril nodded, awed at the revelation and wondering why he was just really knowing these things. "One step at a time."
"Good." Nevaeh was beaming. "So, how about that prayer? You ready?"
Cyril had never been more ready for anything in his entire life. "I'm ready, Heaven."
So, she took his hands and they prayed together. When they finished, Nevaeh couldn't help herself. She stood and began to dance.
Cyril laughed as he watched her, until he couldn't help himself, either. He stood and joined her. After a few minutes, they both collapsed face-up into the bed and laughed harder when it squeaked under their weight. 
"What we have just done, Cyril, is nothing compared to what's happening in God's heaven, right now." Nevaeh told him.
Cyril grinned, out of breath. "I can't begin to imagine."














CHAPTER 32


The Periolas were not having any of it. "Is this how you do your job here, Mr Bruce?" Mr Periola asked angrily.
"Please, listen first, sir." Mosope said to him.
"Mr Periola," Cyril cut in. "You didn't let me finish with the reason Sewa can't be adopted. You see, when you and your wife here came to make your intentions known the other day, we had no knowledge of Sewa's birth mother's whereabouts, but we do, now."
Mr Periola frowned. "What do you mean?"
Cyril told them then, of all that had happened two days ago and how they had come to find Sewa's mother. He turned to Nevaeh. "Nevaeh, here, sir, ma, is Omosewa's birth mother."
"But how?" Mrs Periola asked.
Nevaeh went into the story again and when she was done, Mrs Periola had tears in her eyes. "You're such a blessed woman." She turned to her husband. "There's nothing we can do, Justin. We can't take her child away from her."
Mr Periola nodded and apologized for causing unnecessary ruckus.
Cyril smiled and said it was fine.
"What do we do now, since we can't adopt Sewa anymore?" Mr Periola asked.
"There are sixty beautiful and smart kids in this building, Mr Periola." Mosope smiled. "We guarantee that whichever one you choose to adopt, you wouldn't regret doing so. All our kids are properly trained, both in morals and education."
"I think it's just perfect then, that I mention the twins my husband and I were admiring on our way in." Mrs Periola's eyes were wide and curious. "How about them?"
There was only one set of twins at the orphanage and Cyril was more than glad to tell Seun and Justin Periola about them.
Seven-year-old Sophia and Sonia were finally going to get a home.

                          ***

Cyril was ready to go home and have a celebratory drink after dropping Nevaeh off when he ran into Dr. Paschal at the foot of the stairs.
"Mr Bruce. So good to see you! Looks like you don't plan on giving Nevaeh a break." Dr Paschal joked. 
"Dr. Paschal." Cyril laughed. "It's good to see you, too."
"Oh, please, just call me Paschal, after all, we'd be family soon."
"Hmm." Cyril nodded. "I was just about to go home and celebrate, but I guess I'd have to do it with you. If you aren't too busy, that is."
"Celebrate what?"Paschal was asking when he seemed to realize. "Wait, about Hope, right...Sewa..." he seemed to not know what to call her. "The adoption didn't go through, I'm guessing."
"Yes, it did not. Not only did the couple not take Nevaeh's daughter away, they actually also left with an appointment with a judge to adopt our only set of twins."
"So fast?" Paschal was surprised.
Cyril winked. "My Daddy is an honorable."
Paschal laughed. "What are we waiting for, then? Let's go havethat drink, abeg!"
Together, they walked to the hospital's cafeteria. They ordered a bottle of red wine and talked.
"How's your relationship with my sister going?"Cyril asked him.
"Pretty well, in fact. I'm rather more envious of your relationship with Nevaeh. You two would be really happy with each other."
Cyril chuckled. "I guess she's the only one who doesn't think so."
"What? You've asked already?" Paschal was surprised.
Cyril nodded. "Just two days ago."
"And she refused." Paschal was nodding. "Just give her some more time, I guess. She's gone through a lot. Too much, I wonder how she can still shine so brightly."
Cyril looked up from his glass. "She has told me all you've done for her. Thank you, really. You saved her."
"And God used her to save me, in turn." Paschal chuckled. "Tit for tat."
Cyril stared at him. "You're a good man. I misjudged you."
"You can say that again." Paschal laughed. "Well, you are, too. I mean, you're planning on marrying a virtually impaired woman. I doubt, even I  can do that."
Cyril chuckled again. "True."
"I guess what they say is true, then." Paschal was smiling. "Love, truly, is blind."
"No, it's really not, actually. I guess it just chooses to either see past what others see or see what others do not  see." Cyril countered.
"Okay, that makes sense." Paschal nodded. "Nevaeh would be lucky to have you. Y'all  will be lucky to have each other. I couldn't have found a better man who deserves her." Paschal said and then, making his right hand into a fist, he stretched it across the table. 
Cyril stretched too, and fist-bumped it.
"Please, marry her quickly and take her off my hands." Paschal joked and they both laughed and raised their glasses to each other in their new found friendship.





CHAPTER 33


Cynthia and Nonso's wedding was extremely private, with only family members and a few friends in attendance. The internet, somehow, still got wind of it and it buzzed with news of the wedding, and with fans wishing Cynthia Bruce well.
It was on this day Cyril announced to Nevaeh that he had finally found her parents. They had long since moved from the address Nevaeh had given, but they had finally been found. It was an extremely emotional scene when Cyril drove Nevaeh back home a week later to meet her parents, who could barely even recognize her. Where they sat in their small parlour that morning, they wept bitterly after they heard what had happened to her. 
"I never trusted that boy for one day." Her ageing father confessed.
"Neither did I." Her mother added, still crying. "But all she wanted was to marry him. We searched all over for you, Nevaeh. It was as if you had just disappeared from the face of the earth! How could we have known you were in another state entirely?"
"I'm so sorry, Mum, Dad." Nevaeh was still crying. "I didn't mean to leave you both. I was young and really foolish. I learnt my lesson the hard way."
"Well, that's life for you." Her father finally said. "You'll learn one way or the other. So, who's this young man, then? Is he the Paschal?"
"No, Dad, this is Cyril. He's a friend. He runs the orphanage where I found my daughter." Nevaeh told them.
"Where's she, then? Why didn't you bring her along?" Nevaeh's mother asked, tears coming to her eyes again at the thought of a grandchild from her previously lost but now found only child.
"She's still at the orphanage, for now, sir. We weren't sure if we could bring her yet, but you'd get to meet her, soon." Cyril answered. "We hope to get her out as soon as we find a suitable place for her and Nevaeh to stay."
At that, Nevaeh frowned, wondering what he was talking about. He wasn't going to help her do anything. He'd done enough. She was ready to find a way to make a living now that she had a reason to do so, and she intended to make enough to sustain herself and her daughter. She'd failed her once, it wasn't going to happen again.
"Also," she heard Cyrilcontinue. "We've set an appointment with a consultant opthalmic surgeon. We're hoping that something canbe done to recover Nevaeh's eyesight."
Cyril watched them nod their approval. 
"And you're the son of that politician? That Adekunle Bruce?" Nevaeh's mother asked, looking him over. 
Cyril smiled and nodded. "Yes, ma, I am."
"So, what's your relationship with Nevaeh? I mean, how did you two get to know each other?" Her father asked.
"Oh, my twin sister was in an accident a few months ago and was taken to the hospital Nevaeh has been at. We met there, sir."Cyril answered.
Nevaeh's dad was nodding. "Well then, let me be clear on this. It's obvious that you're not helping her for ordinary reasons and I don't know what those reasons may be, but you seem honest and sincere. As you can see, even though she brought some of what happened to her on herself, my daughter, Nevaeh has gone through a lot and so, I'd like that you do not become another Tony. Now, are you just friends, or is there something more?" Her father finished.
Nevaeh shifted in her seat. How had the conversation gotten here?
"Dad, we're not..."Nevaeh started to say, but Cyril cut her off.
"Well, sir, ma, I think this is the perfect opportunity to tell you both that I'd like to marry your daughter, Nevaeh."
Nevaeh turned sharply. "What are you doing?" She whispered to Cyril but he said nothing and she could just tell  that he had a smile on his face.
"Okay, good, good." Her father said. "I can't say I distrust you like I did Tony, and from what I already know about you, you're a good man, someone Nevaeh could use at this point in her life. Go ahead and do whatever you want, son. You have our blessings."
Cyril, extremely glad, instantly prostrated before them in gratitude. "Thank you very much, sir, ma. I do intend to take good care of her." He said before standing and sitting back down.
Nevaeh wanted to scream. What just happened?
She had absolutely no intention of marrying Cyril. It didn't matter that she loved him...
No, wait. That wasn't what she'd intended to think!
Okay, well maybe she did  love him, but he had no right to do what he'd just done and she didn't care if her parents had fallen in love with him, themselves, she wasn't changing her mind.
"Now, this is a proper man!" Her father exclaimed. "Yes, you have my blessings on this one."
Nevaeh forced a smile and thanked her parents again.
By late afternoon, Cyril and Nevaeh left, with a promise to bring their grandchild, Hope Omosewa to see them soon. 

                        ***

Two days later, Nevaeh and Cyril sat before one of the consultant opthalmic surgeons at Vision Capital Eye Hospital, Victoria Island. Nevaeh had just finished recounting how she lost her sight years ago.
"Okay, I see how that must have happened." Dr. Frank Ifeaka nodded solemnly. "You see, concussions are head injuries that result from blows to the head. A blow to the head causes the brain to move back and forth rapidly and sometimes, violently, which can cause the brain to bounce around or twist in the skull. This movement is traumatic, really and can damage brain cells, create chemical changes inside the brain, or cause all the brain cells to fire at once, which ismuch like a seizure. You see, a blow to the head need not be severe to cause a concussion. Even a mild blow could cause a concussion that could cause visual dysfunction. Severe concussions can cause double vision... or blindness. 
"Let me ask, Miss Nevaeh, can you remember, even slightly, if, prior to the day the darkness became permanent, you experienced blurred vision, dizziness or eye coordination issues?"
Nevaeh didn't have to think about it. She remembered it clear as day. "Yes, Doctor, I did. It started the day after my husband hit me that last time.I was dizzy almost all the time and I remember having blurred vision, too."
"Hmm, okay. Now, that's something collectively called 'post-trauma vision syndrome'. In your case, this wasn't quickly attended to and therefore, led to blindness." Dr Ifeaka finished. 
"So, what steps can we take to correct this, doctor?"Cyril asked quickly, praying something good would come out ofthis visit.
"First, I'd like to do a scan, to really ascertain what I've explained and hopefully, I'll find something new." The doctor answered. "If I don't though, I'm afraid, even a surgery would do no good. This situation has lasted years and it'd be almost impossible to find a solution."
"Okay, okay. Let's start somewhere, then." Cyril told him.
Outside the office, in another, down the hall, they paid for and ran the scan. Cyril was praying. 
Please, God. Help us.
Doctor Ifeaka stared unsmiling at the screen. "Mr Bruce, Miss Nevaeh, at this point, I honestly believe nothing else can be done. What I'm looking at is a totally dysfunctional retina. The retina is this thin layer of cells behind the eyeball where light is converted into neural signals sent to the brain. Your retina, though, Miss Nevaeh, has packed up on receiving light and sending these signals, hence, the continued darkness."
"Well?" Nevaeh said from where she lay. "Isn't it correctable?"
Doctor Ifeaka moved away from the screen and helped Nevaeh up. "I'm afraid it's going to be a stretch, but if you still insist on going through surgery, the effect of it would only be the barest minimum."
"I think we would still love to try, doctor." Cyril said. "It doesn't matter how small, we'd take anything."
"Fine, then, Mr Bruce. Let's fix her a date."











CHAPTER 34


On the day of the surgery two weeks later, Cyril pulled up at the hospital, Nevaeh by his side. He took her hand and they headed in. About thirty minutes later, they were briefed on how the surgery would go. 
When a nurse came to hand Nevaeh an operation gownand a net to put over her head, Cyril finally gave a thought to the nudging he'd been feeling since he woke up that morning. 
Pray.
There was the voice again saying the same word. It was something he was having trouble understanding. He had been praying, but he felt like he wasn't really understanding what God really wanted. He turned to talk to Nevaeh about it, but changed his mind.So, there, while they sat waiting for Nevaeh to be called into the operating room, he did the one thing he had learned to do when he needed direction. He prayed again.
While he did so, his mind ran back to a Bible passage he had come across the previous week.
'Is any sick among you? let him call for the elders of the church; and let them pray over him, anointing him with oil in the name of the Lord...'
What was next? What was next?
'...and the prayer of faith shall save the sick!'  he remembered.
Cyril couldn't be sure but was that what he was missing? But who were the 'elders' here? It wasn't like he could take her back to the church he had started attending with her, so she could be prayed for. They'd miss the surgery appointment! Couldn't he just pray for her himself? He continued to pray, though, hoping he'd fully understand what God wanted before Nevaeh was called in. 
Within the next few minutes of his praying, he suddenly heard commotion outside. He carried on praying, not wanting to stop until he had what he wanted and he wouldn't have if he hadn't glanced out the waiting room window to see the Angels Of Light Orphanage bus parking outside the gate. His heart skipped. Had something happened?
He turned to Nevaeh. "I'll be right back."
She nodded as he let go of her hand.
Outside, Cyril saw people - everyone - alight from the bus: Paschal, Derin, Nonso, a now-obviously-pregnant Cynthia, his parents, Mosope, Ebun, Hope Sewa, Little Julia and her parents, Nurse Mercy and a few of the older kids at the orphanage. Everyone was there!
Cyril couldn't believe what he was seeing. Hurrying to the bus, he started talking as everyone started talking back at him. "Where's Aunty Nevaeh?"..."Has she gone in?"..."She can't go in yet!"
It took Cyril a while to calm everybody down. People were beginning to look at them strangely. "Wait! What's going on? Why's everyone here?" He asked when they finally let him speak. 
It was Paschal who answered. "Cyril, we were allgathered together at the orphanage praying for the success of the surgery when we got a word to come here instead to pray and anoint Nevaeh's eyes!"
Cyril was confusedly going to ask why when everything became clear to him. 
The elders! To pray and anoint!
"Oh, my God." Cyril laughed. It was amazing how God had said the same thing to them all in two different places! There, he knew that the 'elders' in this case were all of these people whom Nevaeh meant a lot to. "Let's go in, then. Quickly!"
He turned around and the whole pack followed him to where Nevaeh was being taken by the hand by a nurse to go into the operating room.
"Wait, please." Cyril begged the nurse. "Just give us a few minutes."
"Cyril?" Nevaeh turned. "What's going on?"
"Hi, Aunty Nevaeh!" Most of the kids greeted.
"What's happening?" She asked again, hearing the voices of people she knew.
"Everyone came to pray for you, Heaven." Cyril smiled. "And I mean everyone!"
"Oh, my God, that's so sweet." She cooed and laughed. "Hi, everyone!"
"Okay, okay, there's no time, now." Paschal took over. "Everyone, come together and place your hands on Aunty Nevaeh." They did. "Now, remember what we're praying for: the success of the surgery." He said after they had anointed her eyes. "Got it? We have only a few minutes, guys. So, let's do this!"
And like that, everyone began praying - loud and clear. Every single person who had come down from that bus was praying seriously, Cyril and even Nevaeh included. When Cyril looked around, he saw that all the people in the waiting room and inside and outside the hospital had gathered to watch what was happening. His eyes parried back to the circle they'd made and Cyril realized that everyone right there in that circle, who had made time to come pray for Nevaeh, were all people who had been, in one way or the other,affected positively by her. Tears came to his eyes as he watched them pray wholeheartedly for her. Closing his eyes again, he began praying, himself. 
The now-unsmiling nurse came forward and touched Cyril, reminding him that the surgeons in the operating room were waiting - and that they were making noise at a hospital! He nodded and continued praying. The nurse came again two minutes later, but this time, he didn't even answer her. So engrossed in the prayer was he that when he heard the scream, his heart skipped and then, when he opened his eyes, Nevaeh was flailing about beside him.






CHAPTER 35


Nevaeh's eyes were closed in prayer, just like everyone else who was there praying for her. Even as she prayed, her heart swelled with gratitude for all of these people. She was glad to have them.
Open your eyes, she suddenly heard.
Thinking she probably didn't hear well - because why would she open it when there was nothing to see, anyway? - she continued to pray.
Open your eyes, Nevaeh.
There was no mistaking the voice and  the instruction this time. Still wondering, she slowly raised her eyelids, but there was nothing but the usual darkness. She was still trying to understand why when she suddenly felt a strong pull, like someone was vacuuming her eyeballs out. It was painful, but in the instant she could have screamed from the pain, her lips froze midway, because suddenly, it looked like she was staring at people. Then she realized she actually was staring at people! Nevaeh couldn't believe her eyes. When she closed them and looked again, just to be sure, she saw something she'd never  forget her entire life: standing behind each person in that circle was a huge, glistening man clothed in white. It took her seconds to realize she was looking at angels! When she blinked again and opened them, the beings were gone from her sight but she could still feel intensely their presence.
Again, Nevaeh couldn't believe that her first sight in ten years had been accompanied by a  vision.Before she could stop herself - not like she wanted to, anyway - she was jumping and screaming, turning around and around recklessly in pure joy.
She could see! God had done it!
Everyone had stopped what they were doing and were now staring at her. When she heard Cyril's voice call her name, she turned and... stopped. The realization that she was looking at Cyril's face - finally! - brought her to tears - she was plain bawling. 
"Oh, my God. Oh, my God!" She kept screaming.
"Nevaeh, what's wrong?" Cyril asked again, looking at her.
Her hands shook as she lifted them to his face. "Cyril." She whispered, tears rolling down her face. "I can see you."
He stared at her, shocked. "What...what do you mean you can...?"
"I can see you!" She said louder, now and turned. "I can see everybody!"
Everyone in the circle and outside of it began talking to each other. Didn't they believe it?
Nevaeh walked up to one of the ladies in the circle and stared her in the eye."Please say something.... anything."
"Uh, okay...?"
That was more than enough for Nevaeh to know who she was looking at. "Cynthia!" She laughed and looked down at Cynthia's dress. "Always the shiner. You just had to wear an orange dress."
The buzzing amongst the crowd intensified. "She really can see!" Someone from outside the circle shouted.
And before Nevaeh could turn around again, the whole circle was clamouring around her, hugging and crying and kissing and laughing. There were faces all around her and from their voices as they spoke, she noted everyone's features. She saw Mr and Mrs Ekeh and sweet little Julia, Hon. and Mrs Bruce, Derin, Cynthia, Nonso and all the other kids whose names she remembered. When Pashcal's turn came, he cried the most. Nevaeh held on to him and cried. It was he who understood most the joy she was feeling. He understood the years and the pain and had been there in the beginning until now, when it was ending to begin again. 
The next face was Ebun's. Nevaeh held her close. This girl who had become much more to her in the past months was shaking as much as she was. "I'm so happy for you, Aunty Nevaeh." She cried.
"I know."Nevaeh smiled through her tears and kissed her beautiful, round face. "I know."
When Nevaeh saw Hope next, she needed nobody to tell her that was her daughter. Nevaeh choked on a sob as she went down on her knee. Hope looked like a ten year old Nevaeh had been brought from the past. Cyril was right: she was an extremely beautiful girl. Everyone gave them some space as they hugged each other.
"Mummy!" Hope said for the first time since she knew about their relationship and Nevaeh's heart just about tore apart. She pulled her daughter close and they cried together. In all of the nine years since she'd last held her baby girl, Nevaeh had never imagined that she would ever be able to see her again. But didn't God work in mysterious ways? 
"Hope." Nevaeh cried as she pulled back and looked into her daughter's face again. Raising her hand, Nevaeh wiped away the tears on Hope's face. "Now, I truly have you back. God, you're so beautiful."
"Got it from you." Hope smiled through her tears. "You should see yourself in the mirror."
"I'll get to that soon enough." Nevaeh laughed and stood, letting go of Hope's hand.
There was one last person and Nevaeh watched as he came up, wondering how she had been with this man all along and he looked nothing like she'd imagined. Her imaginations hadn't even come close. 
"Hey, Heaven." Cyril's voice ran down her spine like warm water, as he took her hands.
"Hey, you." She smiled, her eyes running over his lush features. Cyril had the warmest brown eyes that enunciated the rest of his perfectly chiseled face. His haircut was low and classy and Nevaeh had to hold herself back from doing a few things. "Looks like I won't be making blind  jokes, anymore."
He smiled, though there were tears in his eyes. "And maybe you'd agree to marry me, now."
"Probably." She let him wipe the tears off her face and pull her in for a hug. They stood there together, holding each other, with everyone else looking on. 
When they finally pulled apart, Nevaeh turned and looked at everyone. "Thank you." She whispered, her emotions over the top. "You all really are my family."
They all nodded amidst teary smiles. When she stretched out her arms for a huge family hug, no one was left behind.

                     ***

Barely five months later, Cynthia and Nonso welcomed their beautiful baby boy whom they named Oliver and at the family dinner after his christening, Paschal and Derin announced their engagement. 
As the excitement began to subside, Cyril rose and everyone turned to him. "Okay, I don't mean to steal baby Oliver's or your 'shines'" he started, pointing at Paschal and Derin. "But I bet I had this planned before you two." He smirked." Nevaeh?" He called, turning to her. She was sitting just by his left at the table. Instantly, he took out a ring box from inside his trousers pocket and went down on a knee and everyone at the table 'oohed'and 'ahhed'.
Nevaeh's eyes widened.
"Nevaeh, I know you'll say I've come again." Cyril said and everyone laughed, including Nevaeh. "But now that we know you're no longer tied toyour past by marriage, I don't think I'll be standing from here until you agree to marry me." He smiled and then, sobered. "You know, I've never known anyone whose life models Christ's like yours. From that very first night at the hospital, you stood eminent as an inspiration. I mean, it's solely because of you Paschal, Cynthia, Derin, Nonso and myself all have Jesus, today."
"And me, too!" Hope cut in and everyone laughed.
"Of course." Cyril grinned. "How could I forget? Hope and Ebun and all the kids at the orphanage, too. I don't know how you did it but because you came along with Jesus into our lives, we now have him, too."
Nevaeh was smiling through her tears, realizing just how true his statement was. As it always had in the last few months, her heart danced as she looked at Cyril. 
"I love you, Heaven. I love you so much and I'd take you and your daughter if you just say yes. Would you marry me, Heaven?"Cyril ended.
Nevaeh was finding it hard to speak past the enormous lump in her throat, but she managed to let out a strangled 'yes'.
In a bid to tease her, Paschal half-sang, "We can't hear youuu!"
Nevaeh laughed and shouted, "Yes, I would marry you, Cyril!"
The whole table erupted with rejoicing as Cyril slipped the beautiful silver ring into her finger. Desola Bruce stood and started singing and dancing to one of her many Yoruba tunes. It took no time for the rest of the family to join in. 
"You just had to make a scene, didn't you?" Nevaeh whispered to Cyril, smiling sheepishly as they danced together.
"You know I never do things the 'not fun' way." Cyril grinned down at her. 
"Just say you were dying to have me." She teased.
"You know I was." He agreed.
"Tsk." She looked away. "Too bad Tony just had to die. You'll probably still be begging."
Cyril grimaced, remembering how he had come upon Tony's whereabouts - or his extinct, at the time. Apparently, he had married a new wife who, four years later, had poisoned him and run off with all of his money.
"If you had said no this time, I would have gone and married someone else." He told her.
Nevaeh laughed. "Yeah, right. Like you don't love me too much to do that."
"Tsk." It was his turn to click his tongue. "Unfortunately, I do. I love you, Heaven. Too much."
Nevaeh smiled and buried her face in his chest. She hadn't heard anything better in a long time.







EPILOGUE 

Two years later...

Nevaeh was standing over her eleven-month-old twin boys, Marshall and Sinclair in their nursery when Cyril came up behind her.
"Shh!" She said, before he could speak.
"Why are you up here again in less than ten minutes since the last time." He frowned.
She turned. "I thought I heard one of them cry and it's been an hour since then, silly."
"Same thing you said the last time."
Nevaeh laughed softly. "You're not jealous of your children, right now, are you?"
"Maybe." His frown deepened.
Grinning, Nevaeh took his hand and led him back to their room, which was just opposite the nursery and next to the room Hope shared with Ebun, who was currently away at school.
Nevaeh and Cyril got into bed. 
"You know, you should stop stressing yourself. That's why your mother is here." Cyril said.
"I know." Nevaeh smiled and leaned into him.
Cyril probably was a better parent than she was, but Nevaeh had let herself learn from him and from both their mothers. His relationship with the boys was spectacular and with Hope, he didn't even have to try.She called him 'Daddy' now and nothing had left Cyril more over the moon.
Hope was also getting along pretty well with her maternal grandparents, who never ceased to show her how much they loved her.
On the other hand, Cyril's parents never missed an opportunity to spoil her and the boys with over-the-top gifts. Hope earned it even more when she graduated primary school top of her class and got into the prestigious Federal Government College, Lagos.  
Mosope was still taking perfect care of the Angels of Light Orphanage as matron. A few more staff had been employed as the number of kids multipled, even as many others left.
Nevaeh, herself, had started up a subsidiary under The Cyril Bruce Foundation which she had named Hope For Sight Foundation.The idea had come up on that very day her own sight had been restored. In full support, Cyril had contacted the Christian Blind Mission (CBM), Australia with hopes for a partnership and they had donated a building to Hope For Sight. In a little less than a year, the foundation had supported over three hundred beneficiaries. 
Now, as Nevaeh heard her husband snore softly, she smiled. Thinking back again, as she did sometimes, to how God had raised her from a lonely, blind beggar to the visionary wife of a respectable man and mother of three amazing children, Nevaeh felt her eyes well up. This was one of those many moments of gratitude she seemed to have everyday. She closed her eyes and asked God to help her serve the people he'd given to her rightly.
She finished just as Cyril muttered in his sleep and turned, wrapping his arm around her. She giggled and closed her eyes to sleep again.
She didn't have to worry about anything.
God had given her perfection.
















Here Is A Sneak-peek On My Next Book, "HOT BLOOD"


                                               One

Dayo stood facing away from his enraged mother. It was that look he hated, and she was giving it to him. The one that seemed to tell him she would have been better off without being saddled with a douchebag son like him. 
"Se ò fé pa mi, ni, omo yi ?" She started in the Yoruba language. "Burglary? Have you gone mad? What did you keep in Dr. Fiwajomi's house that you went there to take? Do you want to kill me? You're lucky he's not pressing charges! I should have left you in that police cell, then, maybe you'd regain your senses after a few days!" 
When he refused to speak, she came closer and in the light of the morning sun,  he could see tears gathering in her eyes. He felt no pity.
Who was she to tell him how to live his life? It wasn't like she was doing any better, sleeping with that crazy young man who thinks his money could buy him a place as Dayo's father. Over his dead body. 
And that was exactly what he said to his mother. In the next instant, the prints of her palm and five fingers were implanted on his cheek.
"How dare you?!" She shrieked in his face. She was getting ready to slap him again when he raised his own hand and without really thinking about it, shoved her away from him. She stumbled and fell backwards, shock written on her face. 
Yes, he had just pushed his mother, but he still felt no remorse. 
He wanted to shout obscenities at her and tell her it was all her fault. But he stood quietly, staring as she laid on the floor of their ancient two bedroom apartment. 
"You don't get to tell me how I live my life." He said quietly, even though his emotions were tumbling around within him. He had to get out of there or he really would kill her. 
Turning around, he pulled the old, wooden front door open and went out, leaving his mother shouting his name and begging him to stop. 
No, he couldn't stop now, he knew. Nothing could make him stop now. It felt like something was eating through him, paralyzing his thinking but he liked the feeling. He felt okay, even though he'd often been told he was not. 
"Adedayo, if you step an inch out of this house, don't you dare come back!" His mother screamed from behind the door.
"Nothing has ever sounded better!" He shouted back, his body threatening to burst open from rage.
"Well, good riddance!" was the last thing he heard her say.
Of course. 
He laughed bitterly now, as he walked down the narrow street away from his father's house. 
Of course, it was good riddance. Wasn't that all she had ever wanted, to be rid of him so she could play lover girl? So she could act like his father wasn't dead because of her?
He was going to oblige her, then.
He wanted to be able to do with his life whatever he wanted. He wanted a place where no one could tell him who he was or was going to be. A place where he wasn't called downgrading names like, 'ole oshi ' or 'omoburuku'. In his mind, he was heading for some sort of destruction, but again, he thought he liked it. 
In that moment, he decided. He knew what to do. He was leaving Ibadan. He didn't know where to, but it seemed like he was being pulled away. He didn't care, anyway. 
 It was either he found something meaningful to do with his life, or died trying.
There was nothing here for him. 
Not anymore.
          





AUTHOR'S NOTE


I really can't tell where the inspiration for this book came, but I remember just wanting to write something about a woman who didn't let her physical disability derail her from being the 'light of the world'. I tried not to make her look too perfect because, I mean, she's human, too and I really wanted to portray how easy it is to bring people to God through your association with them. God always has plans for us, even in the lowest valleys and if you can perhaps, look past your own misfortunes and determine to help others through theirs, you'd see that it's only the beginning of 'shinning your light'.
We're all God's children and siblings together in Christ. Let love not be withheld from your daily association. It goes a long way!
Thank you so much for reading Blind Perfections. I really, really hope you loved and enjoyed this book and were inspired by it.
If you did, I'm only an email away at sambofavour12@gmail.com. Yes, I'd love to hear from you.
You can also leave an honest review on Amazon at https://www.amazon.com/Blind-Perfections-Favour-R-Sambo-ebook/dp/B0B6GCDPX7/ref=kwrp_li_stl_nodl?nodl_android=1
Thank you for reading.
See you in the next adventure!

                                                                                                                                                      
                               Favour R. Sambo.
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