Fifteen years was a really long time to be hung up on a person. It was an eternity; in those years a person could have died through many means, he could have committed suicide, or washed away in the waves of an angry sea where his remains will be fish feed. He could have had his body ravaged by an unknown illness while his helpless family watched, if he didn’t drown in a well or river,  he could hang down lifeless from a tree, that’s if he wasn’t shoved off a building.

The man had so many options to choose from but he went with the one he wasn’t offered; he showed up in her life. 

It wasn’t really that he showed up at her yard lovesick and all, it was nothing like that. 

When Ibidunni first met Afolabi, she was highly suspicious of his intentions. It was during her first year in Ilorin, he singled her out from her friends and walked up to her.

You’re that girl on Biola’s phone. You’re even more beautiful in person

Biola. She snorted irritably

Biola was the idiot she had a crush on in secondary school, he had been looking to take advantage of her teenage naïveté, so she stopped talking to him. As revenge, he gave out her phone number to anybody who was willing and they bombarded her with calls, heckling her about friendship. She knew he was only trying for a reaction but she denied him her attention. She eyed the lad, he sensed her suspicion and stepped back.

It’s not what you’re thinking, I just wanted to say hello

Yeah, thanks. She scoffed. 

Later that evening, she went to a cyber cafe off campus for her course registration, she made a quick detour to her Facebook profile to keep up with the internet while waiting for her registration to be completed, as she browsed through her notifications, she saw a friend request from one Afolabi Olawale who turned out to be the same person as the guy who accosted her earlier in the day. She begrudgingly accepted his request and went through his profile, he was alright and he also seemed to possess a personality, something Biola was sorely lacking. 

Folabi became impossible to dismiss from Ibidunni Abebi’s life, he was contagion whose charm spread ever so rapidly, he quickly won her friends over by being nice and funny, it was apparent that he lived on the edge too, always ready for the next dangerous thing. Ibidunni Abebi loved the edge, but she skirted away from it a lot. She had fallen off too often and now preferred to stay far enough.

Like the snail and it’s glued on shell, Folabi went wherever Ibidunni Abebi drew him to; the theatre to watch plays, sitting quietly under the trees doing nothing, listening to only solemn music and many more things that formed her idea of intimacy. He let her see him fully too, Folabi was a gifted dancer, the flailing of his hands often entranced her, there was a power in the quickness of his legs to the beat of gan gan, and his shoulders honoured the bata drum like it was king over his body. 

It took them little time to fall into a thing where she loved him but he wasn’t so sure of what it was with him. He was every woman’s man, every girl liked him for something, his dance, his style, his charm and his prowess when a lady’s back hit the sheets for him. Ibidunni Abebi was too innocent to figure out why girls seemed to flock around him, but she was jealous. Every minute he spent away from her made her irritable and sick. 

Why don’t you want to admit your feelings for this guy? 

Labimpe her friend inquired from her after she had lashed out angrily at yet another innocent bystander.

I’ll just observe him some more. You know, one has to be sure.

Has he given you any reason to doubt him? I see how he looks at you, this could be the love of your life.

Indeed he was, the relationship that emerged from their friendship was extraordinary in a way that was bare. Apparent to the blind was this love that must have been sanctioned by God himself, her name was a prayer on his lips and his, a song in her heart. 

What good thing lasted anyways? She scoffed as she remembered that she was in the present, very far from the naive lover girl of her imaginations. 

I was such a fool. She smiled wryly as she dumped the skirt she had just ruined into a pile.

I wonder why I bother myself with sewing these days. The tailors should fix that tomorrow.

Her studio was empty and it was dark outside, which meant she was in LaLa land when every single one of her employees filed out of the studio to their respective houses. 

She hadn’t remembered Folabi in a long time, since he left for the US with broken pieces of her heart. It was his final act of destruction, and there were so many of them.  She shifted uncomfortably in her car as she remembered the first person to approach her with the accusation of sleeping with someone’s man. 

We’re just friends. She whispered unbelievably, then the second, third, fourth and fifth person came along with the same accusation. It was an unbearable humiliation for her, Folabi moved on immediately and the new object of his desires was threatened by their friendship, so she told her friends about Ibidunni Abebi.

She tugged angrily at her seatbelt, almost yanking it off. If insult wasn’t enough, Mope made sure to add salt to it. One afternoon she waltzed into her studio, mischief heavy in her eyes, she was everything Ibidunni thought she wasn’t, short but not petite, they were about the same size, 8, but what she lacked in height, she made up for in the size of her hips. At twenty, her hips were several inches wider than Ibidunni’s.

She cleared her throat.

I hear that you make the most beautiful dresses in Lagos, I’ve come to see if you can make me something for my wedding. Afolabi and I are getting married in July.

She stopped what she was doing and looked up just in time to catch the glint in Mope’s eyes.

I don’t make wedding dresses. Besides, I’m a little too busy to take on more dress orders. 

She explained as calmly as she could, knowing the real reason Mope was in her studio was to taunt her. 

She sighed as her car entered the shared driveway of her house, thoughts of Folabi were no longer welcome in her head. He was married and successful, with children and she was just doing fine on her own. She settled for a mug of coffee to go with the biscuits Labimpe gave her. 

It had been many years since she let herself be with any man, she had a few one night stands and followed a few occasional romantic leads, but they didn’t amount to any tangible relationship.

The first time Folabi kissed Ibidunni Abebi, she felt something change within her. She had never been kissed before so it was awkward but he was skilled, and so he eased the awkwardness out of her. When she averted her eyes from his, he redirected her back to him.

Don’t be shy, you’re beautiful and I’ll love for us to be together.

Don’t you have those final year girls to follow. What do I know?

He laughed, understanding what she implied.

I like you, my eyes only see you, all of my five senses are trained for you. Abebi, if you let me, I’ll spend the rest of my life worshipping you.

She flung the biscuit tin across the room, how dare he show up so casually. She had waited for him, desperately trying all the tricks within her power to get him back. Even random people knew they were made for each other, and his friends, who she loved to hate; took her in like their younger sibling. 

Not only did he break her heart for no reason, he also tried to rub it in her face. 

I don’t want you to take it the wrong way but Mope isn’t exactly okay with our friendship. While I’ll always hold you dear, I don’t think we can continue being friends

She nodded in agreement, and moved the furthest away from the limelight, hurting desperately with each passing day.

What had happened between them again?

In the days that led to their first break up, dread clogged her throat, she was only in her second year of university, yet the future seemed bleak to her with Folabi. He still wasn’t taking life seriously, doing any and everything his heart desired, she was certain they were going to end up poor if they got married. So she talked to him about it.

Are you implying  that I wouldn’t amount to anything because I’m doing the things I’m passionate about? If you don’t believe in me, then I don’t think we should be together.

Her eyes widened in horror.

That’s not what I’m saying, I was just worried about the future.

A future you already don’t believe in, I’m good. At least I’ll have only myself to worry about henceforth.

He turned sharply from the path they had been walking through and went back the way they came from. She cried all the way to her hostel, it was unseemly of her. She wasn’t always chirpy but she also never wore a frown. That night, she saw his dead mother in her dream. They had met once before she died and she immediately felt as though they shared a bond.

My daughter. What you share with Folabi  is so powerful, the intensity of your love… I fear that you both might abuse this gift God gave you. You were created for each other, and the future, it will take care of itself.

She felt chastised by the dream even though she knew it was just a weird dream and nothing more. She loved him and saw no way about her life without him in it. So she gave him one long painful week to stew over his rash decision. By midweek, she could barely eat or function properly and so behind her back, her friends called Folabi to inform him that she was losing her mind.

She tossed in her bed that night, unable to sleep. Why did he show up at her studio like that? Expecting her to greet him with open arms, she sighed. 

Their last and final break up had been a marriage between vengeance and humiliation, by then she was no longer dreaming of the future but living it. As she graduated from university, her parents had gifted her the studio and a car, in anticipation of Folabi’s marriage proposal. He was the perfect son to her parents, her siblings also loved him. Things weren’t smooth but they were hanging on, after having gone through thick and thin, side by side in love. 
He announced to her that he was no longer interested in their relationship because she no longer fit into the future he was building and that in fact, he had a new girlfriend. It wasn’t as if she didn’t see the signs, she saw them, but Folabi was hers and that was all that mattered. Even when he stopped being affectionate towards her, she felt safe. 
He still wanted them to be friends after all that had happened, they had after all shared too much to harbour animosity towards each other. 

It’s not the end of the world, Abebi

For the first five years, she tried to remove every element of surprise from her life, no unplanned parties or anything of the sort. She grew content with planning every single detail of her life.

She rolled her shoulders and sighed deeply, sleep was eluding her yet again. This only happened when her heart was as troubled as it currently was. 

Folabi did not merely stroll into her studio that afternoon, it was his last resort to getting her attention. He tried all he could to reach her but she just didn’t seem to be interested in talking to him, but Folabi was never one to back down, he never let up. He showed up in the studio within an hour of landing in Lagos. She was hung over the thrifted sewing machine he got her for her 19th birthday that year, she was going to cherish that gift forever—he was a broke and struggling corps member when he bought it from the pittance he was paid at work. He remembered how she fell to her knees, with tears of joy rolling down her cheeks as she gratefully prayed for him. He was the first to buy into her tailoring dream; designing and winning her new customers. It wasn’t until her parents saw their combined dedication to her fashion business that they took her seriously.

He cleared his throat, making her jump and knock her forehead loudly on the sewing machine.

You kept it. That’s impressive.

She froze, startled to have heard his voice after so many years of tucking herself away from his life. She knew he was divorced, one of her bridal clients couldn’t stop talking about it at her fitting. She stayed away nonetheless, he had acted uncharitable towards her with the break up and to make matters worse, she sacrificed her reputation for his, when Mopelola and her friends went on a tirade claiming that she was sleeping with him—that she wanted to snatch Folabi. It was obvious to the blind and loud enough that the deaf could hear it that Folabi only had eyes for Ibidunni Abebi, even Mopelola knew it but still went ahead with her marriage to him. 

She darted her eyes around the studio, to see if her staff had caught the awkwardness of her composure being rattled, she collected herself and shot up from the machine. 

Welcome to Ibidun Oni sir. How may I help you? Would you like to have one of our custom dresses resized to fit your wife or sister?

His eyes turned to slits, she was acting like he was a mere customer. 

I’m here to see you, Ibidunni.

Did you purchase a piece recently that you have complaints about?…

He frowned, why was she doing this?

Ibidunni, I’m sorry. 

If you’re sure there’s no way Ibidun Oni can be of service to you today then you can go through our website and book an appointment with us virtually.

She droned on, ignoring all of what he had said till she heaved at the end of her policy statement.

Abebi. 

Please don’t call me that sir, we have no personal relationship to warrant that. 

She turned to leave.


