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Prologue


 


In the photo they are eating something out of frame, pounded yam, perhaps, or maybe eba. They hadn’t bothered to take off their graduation robes; they were ravenous, tired from the heat; their bottoms sore from the plastic chairs they had sat in for hours; their feet swollen from the high-heeled shoes they had worn for the ceremony. Funmi sits on the left. She had pinned a yellow flower to her graduation cap so her loose, bouncy curls, courtesy of Mama Fatima’s hair rollers and not, as many people seemed to think, a biological gift from her late Lebanese mother, frame her face just so. Enitan sits in the middle, her hand hiding her laugh. She had gotten her hair relaxed as well, but the results were not as striking. She was glad that her graduation cap added volume to what was now chin-length, lackluster hair. She had worn powder to mute the impact of her shiny forehead and to cover the smattering of acne that dotted her cheeks. Zainab sits on Enitan’s right-hand side. She wears a tight black scarf that pulls back the hair around her face, and she has twisted the ends of the scarf into a low knot at the nape of her neck so it looks like a sophisticated chignon.


Zainab and Funmi were the striking beauties of the trio – ‘Coke and Fanta’ people would joke when they would see the three of them walking together on campus. That Enitan never got a nickname was a slight she was used to. ‘You attract beauty,’ a boy had told her once, but he had meant this quite literally; she attracted beauty only in the sense that she herself was not beautiful but her two best friends were.


Enitan had wanted to mark their graduation with some sort of pageantry; she was the unabashed sentimentalist of the group, prone to easy tears. She procured a candle used when there was no light and had stuck it in the swallow since they had no cake. Funmi had rolled her eyes at first, saying it was childish, but then Zainab lit the candle and they all erupted into peals of laughter, their shoulders juddering, their stomachs aching from the strain of giggling so hard. The photo hadn’t captured that moment, though, only the aftermath, when Zainab had taken the candle out and they were all eating greedily with their hands, slurping ogbono soup off their fingers.


Though well acquainted with unexpected sorrow, they were still so excitable that day, drunk with the potential they believe they have – at nineteen, twenty-one, and twenty-two, their lives stretch out before them, vast and expansive. They feel fortunate – they are fortunate.


One of them marries a good man and has four sons, four tall, dark sons with cheekbones sharp as cutlasses and milk-white teeth. She will be surrounded by so much steady and abiding affection, so unlike the love she coveted from the romance novels she read voraciously in school, with their dramatic declarations and epic back-and-forth. But then there’s tragedy – the usual, ordinary, ruthlessly unromantic kind. Three strokes and just like that she has an incapacitated husband, and the looming, imminent prospect of life without him. It is so hard to think of what she will be when he leaves her. She has been wife, then mother for so long.


Meanwhile, the one who brought the three of them together suddenly leaves the country, less than a year after this photo is taken, opting to marry the first man who ever really looks at her. She had never known what it felt like to be gazed upon with rapt admiration, to say something and know that she will be listened to. It’s an intoxicating feeling – this attention. For a long time, she will think it is enough to sustain her. She is wrong.


And one of them will become quite rich, as in she-has-an-apartment-in-London, shops-at-Harrods rich, as in she-also-has-a-house-in-Lekki-and-a-sprawling-compound-in-her-husband’s-village rich. As in tinted-black-SUV-windows rich and walk-in-closet-full-of-brand-name-shoes-she-seldom-wears rich, as in drivers-and-servants-and-what-her-husband-does-is-ill-defined-and-definitely-involves-bribery, but-she-prefers-not-to-think-about-it rich.


These three women are essentially sisters, though Funmi would chafe at the sickly sweetness of such a term. Their love has the makings of an ancient habit; it is automatic and unyielding. And though their unexpected separation so shortly after graduation tests their friendship, they remain steadfastly in each other’s lives. And now they are going to be reunited, for the first time since this photo was printed and handed out to each of them, a few days after their college graduation ceremony in Zaria, Kaduna.










Part I


Lagos, December 2015
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Chapter 1


Enitan
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I think they’ve lost our luggage,’ Enitan announced to Remi. They both watched the only item left on the carousel – a haggard, haphazardly taped Ghana-Must-Go bag – make yet another turn.


‘Well,’ Remi said, and then she looked at her mother and they both began giggling, the unfettered, unhinged laughter of the exhausted. Their journey from New York to Lagos had been a chaotic one. Remi was supposed to have spent the night with her mother in Enitan’s new apartment in Jamaica, Queens, where Enitan now lived since she had moved out of the family’s two-bedroom Park Slope apartment. But Remi had decided to take the train to Queens instead that morning, slowing them down considerably.


Even when she and Remi had finally managed to get a car, they had had to endure a two-hour-long wait to get through security at JFK because everyone, it seemed, was desperate to go somewhere warm two weeks before Christmas. Then they had another three-hour wait when they got to Heathrow because their flight to Lagos had been delayed. Now, at last, they had arrived, tired, hungry, and apparently without luggage.


Still, it was good that Enitan and Remi were laughing together. That Remi had even agreed to come had been somewhat unexpected. Since Enitan and Charles had announced their intention to separate, Remi, nineteen years old, had reverted back to a younger, more beleaguered self; her eyes had rapidly filled with tears when they had sat her down and first told her the news. They had not expected her to take it so hard. In truth the divorce had been a long time coming. Remi’s departure for college had clarified that yes, this man Enitan had abruptly and dramatically left Nigeria for, while she loved him and always would in the familial sense (he was the father of her child after all), he was no longer someone she could envision spending the rest of her life with – certainly not as husband and wife. In many ways, it felt like a miracle that they had been together as long as they had. Sometimes Enitan wondered if, were it not for her utter literal dependence on him those first few years in the U.S., and the shared deep sense of mutual obligation toward the other – he for taking her away from everything she had ever known; her for doing so without complaint and even excitement – their marriage would have lasted as long as it had.


But to Remi, who was nineteen but a young nineteen, Enitan thought, a naïve nineteen, her mother was a traitor; she was breaking up their beautiful, close-knit family that had always prompted smiles from neighbors who thought that Enitan’s presence in the neighborhood belied the persistent and aggressive whitening of the area. Just that morning, as Enitan kept refreshing the ride-hailing app hoping for a car to magically appear, Remi had rolled her eyes and sighed melodramatically and then suggested they take the bus so Enitan could save money for the divorce. Enitan had told Remi to cut it out and Remi had rolled her eyes again and so Enitan had slapped her reflexively. They had both stared at each other in shock. Remi began to cry. Enitan said she was sorry and then their car had come.


So yes, laughter was good and suggested momentary forgiveness, which Enitan appreciated. In general Remi had always been bad at holding grudges. And Enitan was grateful that Remi had given up a ski trip with her boyfriend’s family over the winter break to attend the wedding of a girl she had only met twice. Once, when Remi was a baby and Destiny a docile five-year-old, dutifully holding on to the handle of the pram in which Remi had been lying in Washington Square Park; the second time as surly adolescents, when Funmi had come with her daughter on another occasion to the city and they had gotten breakfast at the Waldorf Astoria. Charles had insisted on paying the bill, and Enitan had felt so embarrassed she barely spoke to him on the train ride home.


She hoped that the trip would be good. Charles was going to be spending the holiday with his sisters and their children in that giant house in Newport – that last vestige of family wealth – so if Remi was feeling guilty or traitorous there was no need for that. In fact, before Enitan had finally decided to go to the wedding, Charles, ever the gentleman, had invited Enitan to join him there for Christmas. Everything had been amicable considering, but the thought of being in that drafty house – probably built by slaves, Enitan suspected – seeing the secret, knowing smiles from his sisters, who had never liked her, and all their bratty children – loud and entitled in that uniquely white American way – made her say no. Enitan genuinely would have preferred to stay in her apartment. Alone for the first time in two decades that first night, she had climbed onto the twin bed in her narrow bedroom and cried like she hadn’t cried in years. Not since her mother’s funeral five years ago. Which, incidentally, was the last time she had been home.


‘So, what do we do now?’ Remi asked. Enitan moved a strand of hair from Remi’s face. Remi automatically flinched at the gesture, and they looked at each other then, the memory of the slap still fresh.


‘I wish I had some water,’ Remi said, stepping away slightly from her mother.


‘We should be able to buy some. I have to break these bills anyway,’ said Enitan. ‘But let’s sort out this luggage situation first.’ It was hot, stiflingly so; the overhead fans didn’t appear to be doing much. The bright fluorescent lights only seemed to make the hall hotter. Fellow passengers coming from abroad were quickly shedding layers in the humidity as sinewy luggage boys finessed trolleys stacked with suitcases. Cranky toddlers cried in harried mothers’ arms, a phalanx of drivers with signs for clients stood near one side while oyinbo businessmen, dressed in cargo shorts and boots as if they were going on a safari, marched toward them.


‘Wrong side of the continent,’ Enitan wanted to mutter to them.


She checked her watch – still set to New York time. It was 3:04 p.m. there, which meant it was 8:04 p.m. here. Funmi had told Enitan that Sunday, her driver, would be coming to meet them.


‘We’ll report the luggage missing and then we can find Sunday and head to the house,’ Enitan said. She scanned the crowds looking for a uniformed official. She spotted one walking without evident purpose, a walkie-talkie attached to his belt loop.


‘Excuse me!’


He didn’t seem to hear her. She rolled her shoulders back. She tried to channel the aggression that felt so necessary when traveling in Nigeria. As soon as the plane had slowed to a crawl on the runway, the clicking of unbuckling seat belts began even as one of the flight attendants asked, at increasing volume, for passengers to remain seated. Her pleas were futile as men, always men, sprung out of their seats ignoring her. Enitan and Remi had exchanged a meaningful eye-roll after the man in front of them leaped from his seat with alarming alacrity, opening the overhead bin to retrieve a dilapidated carry-on. That competitiveness, a singular, almost-myopic self-centeredness, that dog-eat-dog mentality, permeated every interaction with a stranger in Lagos. It was why Enitan had always hated visiting Lagos as a child. She felt unprepared, caught off guard by the demands of the city. Abeokuta was so much more tranquil in comparison.


At dinner parties with Charles’s acquaintances, whenever talk turned to cities and the inevitable, slightly ostentatious comparisons of the ones his guests – fellow failed or struggling artists who had lived in Prague or Berlin or what have you – had visited, Charles would tell them that Lagos was like the New York of Africa. She knew he was just trying to draw a point of comparison for them but she still inherently chafed at the phrase, which she hated because it made Africa sound like one massive country, something a lot of Americans irritatingly seemed to believe, if not literally, then in essence. The other reason was because, if anything, Lagos was what New York wished it was at its grittiest. Lagosians were desperate in a way New Yorkers would never be. When failing meant actual starvation, the hustling became boundless. Of course, long term, these gripes didn’t really matter. As Remi never failed to periodically remind Enitan, both cities were going to sink into the ocean one day.


‘Our luggage has not arrived,’ Enitan told the officer, tipping her head up at him in an imperious manner. She watched the officer look at the both of them, his gaze lingering on Remi, who shifted under his eyes. The stares were going to be inevitable on this trip. She was mixed (‘half-caste’ as they said here at home, though Enitan had learned the hard way that this was not the appropriate term in the U.S.) and tall, with a mass of red curls and freckles. No one ever assumed that the short, skinny woman, with closely cropped hair and a complexion the warm brown of a coconut husk, standing alongside Remi was her mother. Enitan had begrudgingly accepted this fact.


The officer smiled, revealing a prominent gap between his front teeth. He leaned in conspiratorially.


‘You are from America?’ He was still looking at Remi, smiling. Remi reddened and looked at Enitan quickly before answering.


‘Yes?’ she said, making it sound like a question. She always sounded less sure of herself when she was anxious. Enitan had given Remi a lecture during their layover in London about not divulging more information than necessary to strangers while they were in Nigeria.


‘You know there are kidnappings. You don’t want to give anybody any reason to think you have a lot of money.’


Remi had rolled her eyes. ‘Please, Mom. You’re being ridiculous. Didn’t you say yourself that kidnappings are happening on the roads? Aren’t we going to be in Lagos the whole time? And as soon as people look at me, they’re going to know I’m not from here, so who are we trying to fool?’


Enitan had been quiet. Remi was right of course. Enitan wanted to scare Remi into being vigilant; she was distressingly lacking in street smarts, a naturally trusting person. She had been the kind of child who would engage strangers in conversation on the subway and would say hello and goodbye as a toddler to passersby when Enitan took her on walks in the park in the middle of the day, sleep-deprived and depressed and often mistaken for the nanny.


Enitan knew her anxiety was slightly unreasonable. But traveling to Nigeria fueled her paranoia. Just the thought of going home made her deeply apprehensive and anxious – on a molecular level. The stress of it. Now that her mother was dead, there had been no strong incentive to ever go back. Not until now.


‘Don’t worry, fine gehl, we will get your luggage for you in no time,’ said the official, and though he did not lick his lips, he looked like he would have had Enitan not been standing there. Enitan cleared her throat and mustered up her strongest glare. The official’s smile weakened. ‘Please, follow me,’ he instructed them. ‘We will go to the computer and should be able to locate your boxes.’ He led them away from the carousels to a booth and asked for their passports and boarding passes. He held Remi’s passport up, squinting.


‘Is this the same person? This small pikin?’ And he smiled again at Remi and winked. This man. Enitan had had enough.


‘Please, tell us where our luggage is!’


The official now eyed Enitan warily.


‘No problem, no problem.’ He began typing on a keyboard – hen pecks, not the QWERTY style Enitan had learned to do on Charles’s old typewriter when she had first arrived in New York, unable to work legally and utterly bored. To save paper, she would reuse the same sheet over and over again so at the end of her self-guided lesson superimposed lines of see the quick lazy fox run filled the page.


‘It looks like your luggage didn’t make the flight,’ the official said.


He printed out a paper and handed it to Enitan. ‘Your boxes will be coming on this flight tomorrow. You should be able to pick them up here at that time.’


He smiled again at Remi.


‘Welcome to Nigeria.’


 


They walked back into the arrival hall, this time studying the signs the drivers were holding up more closely. Sunday should be here by now. She spotted him at the far end of the line.


‘Sunday,’ Enitan said when she saw him. ‘How far?’ They had met before briefly. Five years ago, he had picked her up from the airport and had driven her to Abeokuta the following morning – courtesy of Funmi.


‘This is my daughter, Remi,’ Enitan said.


Remi smiled and stuck out her hand. ‘So nice to meet you, Uncle Sunday.’


Sunday looked bewildered. He took Remi’s hand tentatively, while looking at Enitan as if for permission.


All Remi’s life, Enitan had told her that calling adults by their first names was rude. Mister or Ms. sufficed, though Enitan still thought those honorifics sounded so formal, so distant. They were fine for white people Enitan didn’t know. Charles told Enitan he thought it would be odd for Remi to call their friends ‘uncle’ or ‘aunty’ if they weren’t related. Enitan had fought this battle and won for a while when Remi was young, but by the time she turned eleven, Remi had abandoned the habit. She had decided it was awkward after her friends would stare at her quizzically when she told them the Indian woman with the Trinidadian accent who sometimes picked her up from school was Aunty Maya. Remi hadn’t revived the practice until now.


Enitan smiled at Sunday and he took her carry-on. Then he looked behind them as if he expected the rest of their luggage to suddenly appear.


‘Madam, na all your bag be dis? Where the remaining?’


‘They didn’t make it,’ Enitan said. ‘Don’t worry, we will get them tomorrow. Let’s go.’


They followed Sunday out of the hall and into the humid night air. The streetlights cast a soft lambent glow and illuminated the hordes of flying insects hovering near each lamppost. Enitan used her knuckles to knead her lower back slowly. She had had to pick up extra shifts at the nursing home in order to accrue the ten days of vacation she was taking and to start saving up for the divorce. The dull ache there was a reminder that her body was no longer cut out for such labor. As annoying as standing around and waiting for their missing luggage had been, it was preferable to sitting at the moment. And judging from the long line of traffic right in front of the airport, they would be sitting for a long time.


A zealous young man speed-walked past them commandeering a luggage trolley loaded with precariously positioned suitcases. A fashionably dressed young woman wearing Dolce & Gabbana sunglasses, her phone glued to her ear, followed slowly after him.


Sunday led them to where the SUV was parked and loaded their carry-ons into the trunk. They settled into the car and immediately drove into the snaky line of traffic, succumbing to a snail’s pace.


Sunday put on the air-conditioning and switched on the CD player. ‘God will make a way when there seems to be no way,’ boomed out of the speakers. Enitan recognized the cloying baritone. It was Don Moen, the American praise and worship leader whom her mother had loved so much, especially after she had gotten heavily involved in the Celestial Church and renounced all secular music. She had played Moen’s music ad nauseam.


Remi smiled. ‘This is Grandma’s music.’ Enitan smiled back and squeezed her daughter’s hand.


Enitan’s mother, Sharon, had visited them in New York on two different occasions, and she and Remi had shared a bedroom. Her eyesight was failing, so Charles bought her a portable CD and tape player. Enitan had scavenged around Fulton Market, looking for Agatha Moses or Midnight Crew – Christian acts that at least sang songs in Yorùbá and Igbo with percussion sections that you could dance to. But her mother favored the rhythmless Americans, singing along with the machine in her bedroom until late into the evening. Charles had found it amusing, as he generally found all religious expression to be, until the upstairs neighbors began to complain. But Enitan didn’t have the heart to confront her mother about the noise. Her presence in New York had been a hard-fought détente. Enitan did not want to disturb this fragile peace. And Remi loved her grandmother. The hardness Sharon had acquired in her later years melted in Remi’s presence. She taught Remi how to roll meat pies and how to cut plantain in oblong ovals. She and Remi went on walks together; Remi always so talkative, asking so many questions and Sharon happy to answer them all.


Those were perhaps Enitan’s favorite memories of her mother. Obtaining Sharon’s forgiveness had been such a difficult experience. When Enitan had finally gathered the courage to call her after she and Charles had eloped, the first thing Sharon had screamed into the phone was ‘Is he even a Christian?’ He was not. Not Muslim either. Just nothing. At the time, Enitan had found this thrilling.


As the synth-laden keys began to transition into another song, Enitan knew she couldn’t listen to this music much longer.


‘Please, can you put on the radio?’ she asked Sunday. He nodded and fiddled with the sound system until a pop song started playing.


The singer sang in Yorùbá. Remi hummed along. Enitan looked at her daughter.


‘You know this song?’


Remi pretended to look annoyed. ‘Yes, it’s a huge song, Mom. Afrobeats is global now.’


‘Afrobeats? This isn’t Afrobeat. That’s Fela.’


‘Afrobeats,’ Remi said, emphasizing the plurality of the word. ‘It’s a totally different genre,’ she added, but they had finally started moving and so her voice trailed off as they began speeding toward the bridge. Enitan looked out her own window. The city sprawled before them, a maze of scattered objects indiscriminately placed together: flyover bridges, yellow Keke NAPEPs and fearless okada drivers negotiating space on the roads, weary office workers trudging to car parks, snack and newspaper vendors weaving into traffic, illuminated billboards for Milo hot chocolate and mobile phone service providers featuring cheery brown families. She looked over at Remi, whose face was plastered to the window. This was Remi’s first time in Nigeria, and Enitan was surprised at how suddenly and urgently she wanted Remi to love the country. As if she hadn’t left Nigeria voluntarily for a whole raft of reasons.


‘Is that Makoko?’ Remi asked. Enitan looked out Remi’s window and saw the telltale maze of wooden huts floating above the fetid water – a few canoes with kerosene lamps illuminating the stillness of the ocean. A structural feat, both of human ingenuity and of cruelty.


‘Yes.’


They sat in silence as another upbeat pop song played: ‘I’m looking for my Johnny,’ sang the artist. After two hours, the car finally slowed in front of a gate. A uniformed security guard, his AK-47 resting loosely in his right hand, waved them through. The SUV eased over a cobblestoned path. The car’s headlights briefly shone on a man circling around the perimeter, huffing and puffing, wearing a tight T-shirt that clung to his convex stomach and shiny gym shorts. Behind him a woman in a long flowing buba and denim jeans was walking a tiny dog.


Sunday turned down the street and drove past imposing houses barricaded by cement walls with barbed wire festooned on top. He stopped at a yellow gate and honked the horn. The gate slowly opened forward and then back. Sunday rolled into the courtyard. There were two SUVs parked outside. The headlights from Sunday’s car shone onto the house’s exterior, which was an intimidating bulwark of cream brick with a coral stucco roof. Purple bougainvillea lined the walls and there were banana trees planted around the perimeter of the courtyard.


‘Wow,’ Remi said, opening the car door and stepping out. ‘Beautiful.’ Enitan also got out of the car and stretched. They both watched the front door open.


‘Enitan, is that you?’










Chapter 2


Zainab
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Taking a bus from Kaduna to Lagos had been a mistake. Hamza hadn’t wanted Zainab to do it, but she felt uneasy about flying ever since that plane crash killed all those schoolchildren coming home for the Easter holiday. She also didn’t feel right about spending so much money. Since Ahmed had retired from the polytechnic, they were dependent on the minuscule payments from his pension, which, given the constant threats of strikes at the university, were now often late or nonexistent. The middle child, Hamza, and his family had moved back into their flat presumably so Zainab could help with the children. His wife’s last pregnancy had been a grueling one and taking care of three children under five was a challenge. But they all knew, even Ahmed, though he was no longer capable of expressing it, that it was easier to care for him when there were more adults around. It was too demanding for Zainab to do it alone anymore.


The irony of Zainab, the only one of ‘the trio,’ as they had dubbed themselves back in university, who had not read nursing in school, now relegated to caretaking for her husband was not lost on her. She was content to do it, because she loved her husband and hated to see him suffer. It was hard, though. The demands were difficult. The stroke had left him completely paralyzed on his left side, so he needed help with everything. Getting out of bed in the morning. Eating breakfast. He could only eat soft foods – so she was constantly making moin moin, blending beans and pepper and stuffing them into little foil packets with a soft-boiled egg, heating them over water and then storing them in the freezer, defrosting when she had to.


He couldn’t really talk anymore; the stroke had rendered his speech mostly unintelligible and his mouth partially open at all times. But it was the sponge baths he found most humiliating. Those were the moments when Ahmed seemed the angriest. Though he couldn’t talk, he could shake, and he would violently, purposefully it seemed, going out of his way to avoid being bathed by her. It made him feel helpless and childish. And there was nothing like seeing that once sinewy body, now shrunken because of all the food he could no longer eat, his penis hanging limply between his legs. He was only fifty-five.


Zainab had received the invitation in the mail. Funmi had also texted the WhatsApp group the children had helped set up for them. Funmi was by far the most prolific user of the group. She was always sending video clips without context or doctored photos of American celebrities wearing traditional clothing that would clog up Zainab’s camera feed so that when she wanted to take a video of her youngest granddaughter toddling around in her grandmother’s best high heels, there was no storage available. (Though the photo of the Obamas wearing aso-oke had admittedly made Zainab laugh.) And the Bible verses. There were so many Bible verses. Zainab had repeatedly asked Funmi to stop sending them and Funmi would text Sorry!!!!! with that many exclamation points but then would quickly forget and start back up again, sending devotionals about wearing the full armor of God and being a virtuous wife and how God had a plan and future for the righteous. They were always typed in bright, ugly fonts in garish colors. What made it doubly strange was that it wasn’t as if Funmi was particularly religious. She just sent them because they were sent to her and she was bored and rich. Zainab had once seen Funmi text her ‘Footprints in the sand’ right in front of her when she was visiting Funmi in Lagos. She didn’t even blink, just continued talking as a WhatsApp banner lighted up Zainab’s phone.


Occasionally, Enitan would send a solitary lol in response to one of Funmi’s altered celebrity photos. And Zainab and Funmi had learned through the group chat that Enitan was returning to Nigeria for the first time since she had ‘absconded’ (as Zainab had put it in a letter she had mailed to Enitan’s mother in the hopes it be sent to Enitan in America). It had been a simple text:


I’m coming home. My mother is dead.


Zainab had quickly started finalizing plans to fly down to Abeokuta for the burial, but then Ahmed had his second stroke and it just wasn’t possible for her to go. She hadn’t physically seen Enitan in more than twenty years.


Zainab would have ignored the wedding invitation Funmi texted to the group, as she did most of the things Funmi sent, had Enitan not responded a few minutes later with:


Wow. How time flies. Destiny is getting married. Praise God.


Zainab looked more closely at the text from Funmi now. It was a photo of an invitation:


The honorable Professor Olusegun David Balogun and his wife Architect Elizabeth ‘Bisi’ Balogun and the esteemed General Olayinka Joseph Akingbola and his wife Olufunmilola Faith Akingbola request your effervescent presence at the wedding of their son Dr. Ayodele Esupofo Balogun to their daughter Dr. Destiny Ifeoluwa Akingbola on Saturday, the twelfth of December in the year of our Lord two thousand and fifteen.


Details to follow.


So it was official. Destiny had called Zainab a few weeks before the invitation arrived to tell her Dele had proposed. Zainab and Destiny kept in regular contact, speaking on the phone once a month; she was Destiny’s godmother after all and Zainab had no daughters of her own; only sons – four of them, only two of whom still lived in Kaduna. Zainab liked to think of herself as an intermediary between Funmi and Destiny, whose relationship had always been somewhat strained, primarily because Funmi was a loud and indomitable woman who did not have the patience to deal with a personality as shy and sensitive as Destiny’s.


About eight months before Zainab had received the wedding invitation, she and Destiny had been having one of their monthly phone calls:


‘And do you have any . . . friends?’ Zainab had asked, in a manner that she hoped was subtle but also exact.


‘Oh, Aunty,’ was all Destiny had said at first.


‘I’m just curious. No pressure.’


‘Well,’ Destiny had replied. ‘There’s someone in my program. He’s also Nigerian. I think my parents would really like him.’


‘And do you like him?’


‘I do.’


‘What do you like about him?’


‘He’s very confident.’


‘Is that right?’


‘Yes. Aren’t you supposed to be attracted to the qualities you don’t have? Isn’t that a saying somewhere?’


Zainab laughed. ‘I’m not so sure it is. And why do you not have confidence, Destiny? You know you are the most talented photographer I know.’


‘Oh, Aunty, stop,’ Destiny said.


‘Have you been working on your photography?’


Destiny sighed. ‘I haven’t had any time, not since we started doing rounds. And I have to get used to the lighting here as well. It’s always so cloudy.’


A pity, Zainab had thought. She liked to think that she had been the one to encourage Destiny to pursue her photography even though she was reading medicine; she started taking it up in earnest during the few months she had stayed with Zainab and Ahmed during her gap year between boarding school and university seven years ago now. A creative outlet was a useful thing; she and Destiny had bonded over their love of the arts. And it had been Destiny in whom Zainab had felt comfortable confiding that she had started writing again, after so many years of not doing so.


The next time they had talked, Zainab learned his name: Dele, one of four Nigerians also reading medicine at Destiny’s school in London. A Yorùbá man. Funmi and Yinka would be thrilled. And then the wedding invitation came. Zainab had been surprised at the speed with which it all appeared to be happening; Destiny was only twenty-four. ‘Dele says we’ll have a better chance of being placed at the same hospital if we marry now,’ Destiny had explained to her.


Of course Zainab planned to attend the wedding, but then two weeks before she was set to go to Lagos, Ahmed caught pneumonia and had to be hospitalized. Two days after he had been released, she sat at the dining room table, holding the invitation in her hands. It had come in a velvet envelope and it smelled faintly of dust and pepper; it had been sitting on the dining room table for months now, soaking up the scents of their crowded flat. Zainab traced the lines of embossed cursive with her finger. She looked at her phone then, noticing she had a voicemail from Destiny. It was from a couple of days ago, when Zainab and Hamza had been alternating shifts at the hospital, sitting with Ahmed. Zainab listened to the voicemail. It was hard to hear; all she could make out were the inchoate sounds of loud, thumping music, a chest-vibrating bass, and then she heard Destiny say ‘Aunty,’ and then the line went dead. It was not like Destiny to call so unexpectedly. She wondered if there was something wrong.


During Zainab’s weekly phone conversations with Funmi, Funmi would complain about Destiny’s lack of interest in the wedding planning, but to be fair, the extent of Funmi’s obsession with the wedding planning would be enough to drive anyone mad.


When Zainab and Ahmed had married, the ceremony and reception had been only two hours long. But a wedding thrown by Funmi and Yinka in Lagos? It would be an extravagant and interminable event; a feat of fastidious and immaculate party planning. There would be fog machines and mood lighting, performances from rap stars, so much spraying of dollar bills, maybe even fireworks. Zainab had never been to such a wedding; she only read about them in the society pages. But she knew that this wedding was guaranteed to be a scene; it would probably be written up in the newspapers and on lifestyle sites like BellaNaija. Funmi wouldn’t spare any expense for the nuptials of their only child, and Yinka wouldn’t stop her.


And while Zainab did worry about Destiny, she had to admit she was excited about leaving Kaduna for the weekend. Funmi’s compound in Lekki was massive. It enabled Zainab to pretend that she was fabulously wealthy, at least for a few days. Servants set up the bedrooms so they resembled hotel suites, complete with monogramed towels and custom-packaged soap in the bathrooms. There were even house slippers placed near the bed so your feet wouldn’t have to touch the cold tile floor in the morning, made frigid from all the arctic air-conditioning.


It was the thought of that large soft bed, and those down slippers – of the boiled plantain with fish stew she would ask the cook Muyiwa to make her – that motivated Zainab as she sat on the bus, her lower back aching and her left foot numb. Calling it a bus was generous; it was one of those vans made out of rusted metal and held together by prayer. It had one functioning sliding door. If she looked down when the van was moving, she could see the road speeding by through a tiny hole in the floor. She had been sitting in a window seat but had gotten up to let a mother and her two children, a big-eyed, full-cheeked baby and a little boy, sit next to her. Now Zainab sat in the aisle seat, her bag wedged on her lap, her right hand holding on to the row in front of her for dear life whenever the bus made a sudden lane change. The baby was finally asleep, head nestled against the mother’s bosom, thumb stuck in his mouth, but while he had been awake, she had enjoyed watching him. He was likely around nine months, a few months younger than her grandchild Jenabou, who could now stand on two feet and wander into rooms she was not supposed to. How quickly children grew!


She had packed a small sleeve of Walkers shortbread for the journey and had offered some to the young boy, making eye contact with his mother as a form of implicit permission. He had accepted it gratefully. The baby boy had watched the exchange and waved one dimpled fist in the air, crying out.


‘You want some too?’ Zainab asked, and smiled. ‘But it is too big for you.’ The baby was insistent. He cried and pointed at the biscuit. She broke off a small piece. ‘See, too big.’ The baby began crying in earnest, louder and more prolonged. The mother looked flustered. ‘Here let me,’ she said, and she took the piece of biscuit from Zainab’s hand. She put it in her mouth and chewed a little. Then she spat out the masticated mass in one hand. ‘Here,’ she said to the baby, cupping her palm to the baby’s mouth. Flashing pink gums, the baby sucked on the mother’s hand greedily.


That had been hours ago. The baby and the boy and the mother were all asleep now; their heads in exactly the same position, leaning toward the left, their mouths slightly ajar. The bus had stopped at three different points; the only city Zainab remembered was Abuja, where she was able to get some meat pies and puff puff from a street vendor, and they all got off the bus to piss at the latrines in the bus park. But that was a long time ago. They should have already been on the outskirts of Lagos by now, but as she looked out the window, straining to see recognizable landmarks amid the darkness, all she saw was the color black. She ignored the small pinprick of alarm she felt deep in her abdomen. A man in front of her said aloud with annoyance, ‘What is taking so long now? Have we lost our way?’ Other passengers hissed. Zainab checked the time on her cellphone: 10:31 p.m. She had been texting Funmi updates periodically for the past two hours. Running late, she texted Funmi now. She readjusted herself in her seat and closed her eyes, trying to sleep. They were speeding along and Zainab was dreaming of that bed, when the bus abruptly halted and jolted passengers awake.


‘Kidnappers!’ somebody yelled and suddenly the bus was alert with movement, with gasps and fumbling; the panic rippled like a wave. They all looked out the windows. Standing in the weak glare from the bus’s headlights were seven men holding AK-47s in the air.


‘Jesus! Jesus! Jesus!’ a woman behind Zainab kept uttering.


‘Run them over!’


‘Drive through them!’


‘Why have you slowed down!’ some of the passengers were screaming at the driver. There were no other cars on the road. They had lost their way completely. Zainab looked at the time on her cellphone: 10:53 p.m. There was a missed call from Funmi. The bus came to a complete stop as one of the men walked right in front of the vehicle, waving a flashlight. A rifle hung from his shoulder.
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