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	I have something to say to you, my dear, Bill. I have gathered enough courage as thick as steel to say it today. Please, Bill, listen attentively and don’t get distracted by anything now, for this courage I have, can melt away quickly like candle if you don’t encourage it to remain strong. So, do I have all your undivided attention? Fine! I can see your affirmative nod. And I hope that in the end, you would still be standing strong, like you are now. 

	I left to do some shopping at the famous Lagos SHOPRITE store on the twelfth day of December 2008, just twenty minutes after you left home for your place of work. He was the person I never thought I would meet. I had for long believed that time had dispersed us so far away that we would never meet again in this world. I had to wipe my eyes twice with the back of my left palm to be totally convinced it was not my imagination that was playing out. I saw him clearly as he was shopping. There was nothing else I was about to do so much than listen to my instinct that urged me to stay away. I could literarily hear that warning. “Stay away! This is dangerous,” my instinct screamed. But I didn’t know he had already seen me and maybe pretended not to have. I had only taken two quick steps away, when his mouth gave voice to my name. His tone arrested further steps I intended throwing. I wanted to go, like my instinct kept on demanding, but I could not, as a force I didn’t know its origin came in strong and swallowed the voice of my instinct. There I stood like a statue as he walked up to me with his face full of smiles. 

