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I enjoyed my sleep to the fullest, I have not slept that deeply in a long while. 

What an amazing day to wake up to; the day in which I celebrate six decades of 

my existence on earth. I rolled over the bed, and I noticed the other side was 

empty. Where could my heartbeat have gone so early in the morning? Is he in 

the restroom? He will be back soon, and I cannot wait to see the smile beaming 

on his handsome and wrinkled face when he wishes me a Happy Birthday. It was 

going to be a long day full of wishes because my babies have said they would 

not be able to travel home for my birthday party. I wish that they were here with 

me. 

No regrets! Today, I am only going to focus on the wonderful things that have 

happened in my life and the amazing people God has surrounded me with 

despite all the challenges that I have been through in life.  

Where is my heartbeat? I put on my robe and headed downstairs. The whole 

stairway was dark, and I wondered If there was an electrical problem that my 

heartbeat went to fix. 

I ran back into the room to pick up my phone- my source of light for the moment. 

I carefully went down the stairs because I did not want broken bones as a 

birthday gift. Immediately I took the last step, the whole surrounding lit up as 

though there was a conspiracy against me, almost immediately I heard a 

saxophone playing my favourite song. I moved closer and saw the man playing 

the saxophone, behind him was Heartbeat grinning from ear to ear. He moved 

closer to me and enveloped me in a warm hug, and he whispered into my ears 

‘Happy Birthday, My love.’  

The next step he took was surprising, he got down on one knee and asked if I 

would dance with him. Why would he even bother to ask? Of course, it was a 

resounding YES. I told him to get up as he jokingly complained of his back hurting 
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him. He held on to my hands and danced with me. It reminds me of our first 

dance as a couple so many years ago. Here we are, old but still very much in 

love, he means the entire world to me.  

I rested my head on his shoulder and just basked in the peace that I enjoy 

whenever I am around him. The man who weathered the storm together with 

me, the one who never gave up on me, the one who gave me a second chance 

at happiness. My very own heartbeat! 

I opened my eyes briefly as the song being played was about to end, and I saw 

Oluwadarasimi coming towards me from the corner of the house. I thought I 

was hallucinating, I rubbed my eyes and opened them again, and there she was 

in front of me with a huge smile plastered on her face. ‘Happy Birthday Mama,' 

she said after giving me a warm hug. I was still in shock when Oluwatimilehin 

ran towards me from another corner of the house. Oluwaremilekun and 

Oluwafunmilayo also hugged me from behind with little Simisola trying to hug 

grandma too. 

It was like the doors to the ocean of my eyes were opened; tears rolled down 

my eyes uncontrollably. It felt so good to have my whole family together, my 

pride, my own. They were God's amazing gifts to me. What better celebration 

could I have asked for than to be surrounded by my loved ones?  

I pondered over the last decades of my life and the tears would not stop. I, who 

was a fruitless tree, am now surrounded by a loving husband, amazing children, 

and a grandchild. I was called ‘agan' (barren), called a man, and told that I had 

destroyed my womb. 

I have been justified, my days of weeping have been put behind me, laughter 

and joy have become the order of my day, insults and mockery have been erased 
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from my life and respect has been put on my name. Who would have thought 

that the end of me, Mopelola would be better than the beginning despite the 

various storms that I had to pass through? 

People may not understand the reason for my outstanding joy until you can go 

back in time with me to how my story commenced. 

****************************************************************  
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It was a long day in school, I usually do not look forward to the days that we have 

statistics lectures. The lecturer usually takes a long time and I get tired. Thank 

God, this was the last class for the day, I could not wait to go back to the hostel 

to sleep.  

“Finally! Dr. Adeniyi has released you from your boring class.” Sandra said as she 

tapped my shoulders violently. 

“Sandra, please I am tired, I am not in the mood for your rough play, let’s just go 

back to the hostel,” I replied as I held her hand and we made our way to the 

hostel. 

Halfway through, just a few meters away from the male hostel, I noticed a group 

of people walking in our direction. I was not bothered about them, but one of 

them caught my attention. He was not just handsome; he was the definition of 

handsome. He was tall but not too tall, he was perfect! Do you believe in love at 

first sight? At that moment, I fell in love with him. 

As they walked past us, I tapped Sandra’s shoulder. “What is the problem this 

time now? We are almost at the hostel.” She responded. 

“Forget about the hostel matter, my tiredness has vanished. I have just found 

my future husband,” I told Sandra. 

She looked at me and felt my forehead to confirm that I was not running a 

temperature. I pushed her hands away and told her I was serious and that she 

needed to see the guy that I saw. She laughed it off and said we should continue 

our journey back to our hostel. 

****************************************************************  
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My major prayer point was that my path should cross with that of my future 

husband again. Sandra used to laugh at me for claiming that a random stranger 

was my future husband, someone that I might never see again.  

“Enemy of progress, my God will surprise you and you will be a witness to our 

union.”  

“Mrs dreamer, keep dreaming,” Sandra would respond wickedly. 

I was determined to meet my prince charming, but I did not know how to 

achieve that, I only prayed that our paths would cross soon. It seemed that God 

had ignored my prayers as days turned to weeks, and weeks turned to months 

without me seeing my future husband again. Three months passed, and I still 

didn't see my future husband. 

My determination began to wane, and I became tired of waiting for the meeting. 

Perhaps, our paths were not meant to cross again after all. 

****************************************************************  
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Dr. Adeniyi is coming!” The Class Representative announced. 

I found my way to a seat at the back of the class while murmuring under my 

breath because Dr. Adeniyi just could not afford to miss a class even if it were 

for one day. If I had a choice, I would not be in this boring class but the fear of 

missing the marks for attendance or impromptu tests was the beginning of my 

wisdom. I sat quietly because my body was present in the class, but my spirit 

and soul were absent from the class. 

I needed to distract myself a little, that was the major reason I chose a seat close 

to the window and at the back. I looked across the window to see if anything 

was interesting outside and suddenly a figure caught my attention. The back 

view of this person looked so much like my future husband. I was positive 

because I had taken the time to observe everything about him. I thought that I 

was just manifesting my greatest desires, so I turned my eyes away from the 

window. 

But my curiosity had been awakened. I decided to take a second look at the 

window, and I saw the face of my future husband. My heart leapt with joy and 

excitement! While I was still basking in the euphoria of finally seeing my future 

husband, Dr. Adeniyi’s voice jolted me back to reality. 

“Mopelola, what is your contribution to the current discussion going on?” He 

asked. 

I wondered why Dr. Adeniyi was such a killjoy, why could he not choose a better 

time to ask his question. I neither heard the question nor did I know the topic 

for discussion. How could I then make any reasonable contribution? He 

continued sarcastically, “We are waiting for you Ma. We do not have all day.” 

“No idea sir,” I managed to mumble under my breath. 
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“How will you have an idea when you have been distracted throughout the 

class? If you know you are not ready to learn, get out of my class,” he replied 

angrily. 

I knew the only way to get out of this situation that I had placed myself in was 

just to apologize.  

“I am sorry sir,” I managed to utter. 

“Sorry for yourself. Can someone else please contribute to the discourse before 

we forge ahead,” he asked. 

The ‘oversabi’ Maryann quickly raised her hand. She liked to show off in class 

whenever she knew the answers to questions. While I was still despising her in 

my heart for adding to my humiliation, Dr. Adeniyi decided to humiliate me 

further. 

He thundered, “will you keep standing, or have you become a statue?”  

The whole class burst into laughter as I sat down in shame. The humiliation did 

not bother me as much as it should because, at that point, I just wanted the class 

to end so that I could find my prince charming who had entered my faculty. I 

decided to also pay attention to the class for the next thirty minutes left even 

though it felt like a lifetime. 

****************************************************************  
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Immediately after the class ended, I packed my books in my bag and dashed out 

of the class even though the class representative was about to make an 

announcement. I was not interested in any information he wanted to share, the 

only thing on my mind was that I should find my prince charming- my future 

husband. I dashed out and scouted the whole environment but could not catch 

a glimpse of him. I decided to check the cafeteria, but he was not there too. My 

hopes were dashed. How could I lose him again, for the second time? 

I was tired after running all over the faculty looking for him. I ordered my 

favourite jam doughnut and a soda and sought an empty seat in the cafeteria. I 

was tired and was not in the mood to talk to anyone, not even Sandra. I seriously 

hoped that no one would come to my table because I didn't want to transfer 

aggression to another person who was not the cause of my problem. 

The doughnut was nice as usual, and it was enough to make me a bit relaxed for 

the moment. I was enjoying my snacks and trying to figure out what my next 

step would be when a baritone voice jolted me out of my thoughts. 

“Please can I sit beside you or is the seat taken?” 

I was about to lie that the seat was taken but decided to raise my head to see 

the face behind the baritone voice. To my utmost surprise, it was my prince 

charming in flesh and blood. My mouth betrayed me as it opened on its own 

accord while the eyes followed by fixing their gaze on him as if I had seen a ghost. 

I would have remained like that if his voice did not bring me back to reality. 

He reiterated his question, “Is the seat taken?”  

My voice also betrayed me. So, I just shook my head to indicate that the seat 

was not taken. Perhaps, I was love-struck. We both ate in silence, and I wished 

he would break the ice. The female pride in me would not let me speak to him 
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first, even though that was all I wanted to do. I did not want this opportunity to 

pass me by. 

“Forgive my manners, my name is Olawale Adenuga from the Faculty of Arts. I 

hope you don't mind telling me your name?” 

 Finally! The opportunity was here, and I was not about to misuse it. I told him 

that I was Mopelola Ajayi and that I was studying accounting. This introduction 

opened the door for other conversations. I found out that he was in his final 

year, and I told him that I was in my second year. When he was about to leave, 

he asked if he could be my school father so that he could help me with my 

studies and motivate me to attain great grades like him. School father? I thought 

we left that behind in secondary school. But if it meant that I would be close to 

him, then it shouldn't be a problem. I accepted his request and we both agreed 

to meet at the library that night. 

Before he left, he stretched forth his hands towards me and said, “It was nice 

meeting you, school daughter.” I smiled and replied that it was my pleasure and 

that we would see later at night.  

My excitement knew no bounds. Not even the humiliation I experienced from 

Dr. Adeniyi could affect the joy that I had. I wanted to announce to the entire 

world that I had finally met the man of my dreams and he was such a gentleman. 

I, however, had to curtail my excitement but I looked forward to seeing Sandra 

in the hostel and giving her the latest development in my love story. 

****************************************************************  
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“Sandra, Sandra, San….”  

“Why are you screaming my name all over the hostel? Did you win the visa 

lottery,” Sandra asked. 

“Babe, I get gist for you o!” I went ahead to narrate how I eventually met with 

my prince charming to the shame of my enemies and naysayers. She was 

surprised as I expected her to be, but I was just beaming with smiles. She asked 

if he asked me out to be his girlfriend but told her he just asked me to be his 

school daughter. 

“School daughter! Is that why you are excited,” She responded. 

I was not about to let anyone dampen my excitement, not even Sandra. I was 

just excited that I had an opportunity to be close to Olawale and nothing else 

mattered. 

****************************************************************  
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Olawale and I were inseparable just like snails and their shells. Anywhere 

Olawale was seen, I was nearby; except when I was taking lectures in my 

department. He was active in the Student Union government because he was 

the public relations officer. I became a constant visitor to his small office in the 

Student Union building. Once the security officers saw me, they already knew 

who I was there to see.  

Rumours were flying around that we were in a relationship, and I desperately 

wished that the rumours were true. However, Olawale kept referring to me as 

his school daughter and nothing more. Sandra kept encouraging me to accept 

other suitors and stop wasting my time with Olawale. I wished I could, but my 

heart was reserved for only one person and that was my Olawale.  

When his final examination was approaching, I felt that it would be nice to define 

our relationship before he graduated but I didn't want to chase him away by 

bringing up such a question. So, I decided to be patient. Hopefully, I was the 

patient dog who would eat the fattest bone. 

****************************************************************  
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Olawale was a great motivator and encourager, he even made me develop an 

interest in the statistics course that I disliked. He was a goal-getter and ensured 

that I also became one. 

One day, after we had just finished reading together at the library, he 

accompanied me to my hostel. That was not unusual, it was our routine every 

time we finished reading. He held my hands that day; that too was not unusual 

because he used to refer to me as his baby. But that day, the way he held on felt 

quite intense, but I did not want to see it as a big deal. 

As we approached my hostel gate, he suddenly stopped and turned to face me. 

I wondered what this was all about, but I decided to be patient. 

“Mopelola, ever since I set my eyes on you at the cafeteria, I have liked you. I 

did not want to scare you away, that was why I decided to ask you to be my 

school daughter instead. I will soon be graduating, and I do not want to leave 

school without making my intentions known. I love you and it will make me the 

happiest man if you can agree to be my girlfriend. I do love you!” 

Finally! He had uttered what I had always wanted him to say. I was extremely 

excited, but I did not want to appear too cheap. I knew my answer was a 

resounding yes, but I had to make him wait. I told him to give me some time to 

think about it and I would give him a response after his exams. He said he had 

no problem waiting for me, no matter how long it took me. We said our 

goodnights and I took a step to enter the hostel, but I noticed a hand pulling me 

back. It was still Olawale, he stared at me with so much passion, pulled me closer 

gently, and kissed me on the forehead as he whispered good night again. 

I was on cloud nine, I felt on top of the world. Finally, the ‘bad belles’ can rest. I 

went directly to Sandra’s room to share the great testimony. I found her sleeping 
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but I decided to interrupt her sleep because if I had tried to keep such great 

news to myself, I would have exploded out of sheer excitement. 

She murmured groggily, “Mopelola, what now? Why are you disturbing my 

sleep?”   

I did not mind that she was still sleepy, I told her the good news immediately. 

“Olawale asked me to be his girlfriend!” 

That instantly cleared the sleep from her eyes. She reluctantly stood up from her 

bed and asked me to repeat what I had just said. I spared no details in explaining 

everything to her. When I got to the part where he kissed me on my forehead, 

she frowned at it and said he did not love me, or else he would have kissed me 

on the lips. I doubted that and told her it was out of respect for me. I was not 

about to allow anyone, not even Sandra, to downplay my happiness. She asked 

if I had given him a response and I told her that I was making him wait for a little 

while. She bumped my fist in approval of my decision. 

She admonished, “wait for like two weeks to three weeks before giving your 

response so that you will not look cheap.”  

I agreed with what she said. Even though I already had a response, I wanted to 

be treasured and valued. He would have to wait! 

****************************************************************  
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I was on my way to Olawale’s office at the Student Union Building when I saw 

him at the entrance surrounded by so many ladies. That was not an unusual sight 

for me, Olawale was eye candy and I had noticed, on more than one occasion, 

the malicious looks that some of those ladies gave me. As he saw me 

approaching, he smiled at me and indicated that I should wait for him in the 

office. Usually, I would not take it as a big deal but that day, I was jealous. I had 

made up my mind to give my response after two weeks but then I wanted all 

these ladies to know that Olawale belonged to me and only me. 

As soon as Olawale entered the office, I told him I already had a response to his 

question. I moved close to him, held his hands, stared into his eyes, and said, 

“Olawale, I would be deceiving myself if I say that I do not love you. I love you 

so much and it will be a great honour to be called your girlfriend.” 

In excitement, he hugged me and carried me up while I was smiling sheepishly. 

The peace I felt at that moment could not be explained. Finally, I was able to 

love and be loved in return. 

****************************************************************  



 

18 

I missed Olawale so much that it felt like a part of me was missing. His weekly 

letters to me could not replace his presence. However, the letters kept me 

company and kept me updated about everything he was going through. It was 

from his letters that I found out that he was posted to Enugu for his mandatory 

National Youth Corps Service. He even told me how he had to learn some basic 

Igbo language to converse with the market women, haggle and get discounts. 

He told me about the girls who usually flocked around him. It made me jealous, 

but I was comforted when he also wrote that he always boasted to his colleagues 

about his girlfriend's unparalleled beauty. 

His letters constantly brought joy and a smile to my face. My replies were an 

avenue for me to give him all the details of my education; my fights and 

reconciliations with Sandra; and even my family issues. Whenever his letters 

didn't come as early as they should, I would re-read the old letters and even hold 

them while sleeping. Sandra would laugh at me and tell me that I was romancing 

my letters. 

The frequency of the letters soon reduced. They used to be once a week but 

then it became once a month. I assumed that he was probably busy, and he 

would write to me whenever he could, while I continued to write to him once a 

week. 

But soon, all I was confronted with, from my Olawale, was utter silence. I did not 

receive any letter from him, and he did not reply to my letters. One week turned 

into one month, one month turned into two months, and two months turned 

into three months. By then, I began to get worried. I did not know what 

condition he was in; I didn't know whether he was fine or not. I was constantly 

moody, and Sandra only worsened the situation by telling me that he had 

probably found someone else, and he had dumped me. She encouraged me to 
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give the young doctor who had been wooing me a chance. I loved Olawale and 

still held on to the hope that something may have gone wrong. I believed he 

would not deliberately lose contact with me. 

****************************************************************  
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After eight months with no letter from Olawale, I also stopped writing to him 

since the whole exercise seemed futile. However, I was not emotionally strong. 

It affected my appetite and even my concentration in school. My final exams 

were around the corner, and I did not want to jeopardize my excellent grades 

because of a man. I decided that I was going to focus only on passing my final 

exams with flying colours. 

“Mopelola, Mopelola Ajayi…” The hostel matron shouted. “You have a visitor in 

the common room.” 

I wondered who could be visiting me, my parents had only visited twice, and 

they had told me that the next time they would be in my school is during my 

convocation. I told the matron that I would be there shortly. I quickly changed 

into more presentable clothes and made my way to the common room. 

A quick scan of the common room did not reveal anyone I knew. But as I was 

about to leave the common room, I noticed someone standing in one corner of 

the room. I could only see the back of the person and it looked like Olawale’s 

back, but I thought my mind was playing tricks on me. Just to be sure, I 

mentioned his name softly, “Olawale…” 

The person turned around gently, and it was Olawale before me in flesh and 

blood. He looked more handsome than ever; his looks almost melted my anger. 

I was fighting different emotions: on one hand, I was extremely angry that he 

had not communicated with me for so long, only to appear suddenly; while on 

the other hand, I was just excited to see him and relieved that he was well. I did 

not know whether to give him a tight hug or slap him on his face. My emotions 

took over and before I knew it, I was in his arms hugging him tightly and sobbing.  
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He held on to me and showered me with kisses on my forehead while 

apologizing profusely for going under the radar. I pulled back slowly and asked, 

“Why did you not write to me or respond to my letters for so long?” He told me 

that it was a long story, but he would tell me in detail when we went out for 

lunch after seeing a play at the theatre. 

I dashed back into the hostel to upgrade my appearance for the outing. I was 

excited that my Olawale was back, and I knew that if he did not love me, he 

would not come back for me. I blushed a little as I applied powder to my face. In 

no time, I was ready to go, the theatre first and then the lunch date afterwards.  

****************************************************************  
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Lunch was different from usual, I was used to eating at cafeterias with Olawale 

but this time, he took me to a proper restaurant and even held out the chair for 

me to sit, while I smiled sheepishly. After placing our orders, Olawale stretched 

his hands across the table and held on to my hands. 

“Mopelola my love, I am so sorry that I have not been in touch with you over the 

months. I got a job in Lagos with a broadcasting station. I sent a few letters to 

you to give you an update on the recent developments, but it seemed like you 

did not receive them. I am so sorry; you should know that I will not just abandon 

you like that.” 

I rubbed his hands and told him it was all fine and all that mattered was that he 

was there with me and now I know that he did not dump me for another woman. 

He laughed it off and said that was never going to happen. We caught up on 

events of the past months where there was a communication gap. There was a 

lot to talk about and I was more than willing to share. It was the best lunch I had 

ever had, I truly felt like a queen. 

He dropped me off at the hostel, and just before he left, he looked into my eyes 

squarely and I knew that whatever he had to say was going to be serious. He 

said, “my love, I am fully ready to settle down now, I can comfortably take care 

of a family now. Please, marry me. I would like to come and meet your family 

after your convocation.” 

This was what I had always wanted, but it still caught me by surprise. Of course, 

I would love to get married to the love of my life after convincing my dad to 

allow me to get married before going to serve my nation through the National 

Youth Service Corps Scheme. 
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I walked closer to him and gave him a warm embrace while I whispered, “It 

would be my utmost pleasure to get married to you, but you have to do the work 

of convincing my father.” He chuckled and beat his chest that it was not a 

problem while joking that once my parents met him, they would immediately 

fall in love with him. I hoped that would be the case and I also prayed that his 

mother would also accept me since he was the only child and his father had 

passed away before we even met. All I just wanted was his mother’s approval, 

my parents' consent, and a happily ever after. Was that possible? 

****************************************************************  
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I peeped through the window of the car, and I caught a glimpse of my Olawale 

who would be my husband in a few minutes. My father was outside waiting for 

me with his flowing ‘agbada,’ and he was greeting everyone with a broad smile. 

Who would have thought he would be acting like a proud father today, the same 

man who insisted that I finish my NYSC before getting married? His decision did 

not change even when Olawale’s mother pleaded with him, and my mother also 

joined in pleading with him. All their pleas fell on deaf ears. My Olawale was so 

patient with me and ensured that he visited Ibadan from Lagos, at least, twice a 

month to see me. 

“Mopelola, it is time to walk down the aisle,” my father’s voice thundered from 

the church entrance. My sister who was my chief bridesmaid and Sandra helped 

me put my dress in order as I stepped out of the car. My prince charming was 

waiting for me at the altar with his best man. He seemed nervous but when he 

raised his head and saw me, a huge smile spread across his face. I was also 

nervous, especially when I remembered the caveat my father gave me that once 

I was married, there would be no more space for me in his house except for visits 

with my family.  

Family and friends rose as I made my way to the altar, I could see my mother 

and her aso-ebi (uniform) women beaming with smiles. My mother-in-law also 

had her aso-ebi differently. The lengths Nigeria mothers go to when celebrating 

a wedding. I was happy that they were happy for me. I loved Olawale and I was 

so confident that we would be together till death made us part. 

We exchanged our vows before the priest and congregation; “for richer, for 

poorer, in sickness and in health, till death do us apart.” After the vows, our 

parents prayed for us; and the major prayer point was that after nine months, 

they would all return to celebrate the birth of our first child. The whole 
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congregation chorused, “amen.” My excitement knew no bounds as I looked 

forward to a lifetime of bliss and happily ever after- or so I thought. 

****************************************************************  
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I had woken up feeling nauseous, I had already thrown up in the toilet thrice. 

Olawale was worried and said we would visit the hospital first before dropping 

me off at work. I was not worried; in fact, I was secretly rejoicing at the 

probability that my prayers had been answered and I was exhibiting pregnancy 

symptoms. It was already ten months into our marriage, and I had yet to 

manifest any sign of pregnancy. I noticed how people around me would secretly 

peep at my stomach to see if it had started protruding. My mother would wake 

me up every morning with prayers and my mother-in-law’s visits had become 

too frequent. I secretly hoped that I was pregnant so that I could have peace of 

mind. 

“Your test results are out…” The doctor had earlier informed us that different 

tests had to be run to ascertain what the issue was. I was expecting him to say, 

“Congratulations madam, you are pregnant,” but to my disappointment, he told 

me that I had been diagnosed with both malaria and typhoid. All my hopes at 

that moment were dashed. So, I was not pregnant. I had to ask again if there 

was a pregnancy test that they conducted, and the doctor further destroyed 

whatever was left of my hope by declaring that the pregnancy test came out 

negative.  

My heart sank as the doctor prescribed some medication and injections that I 

would have to take. He also recommended home rest, or else I would have to 

be admitted to the hospital. My husband assured the doctor that he would 

ensure that I had adequate rest at home. 

Upon arriving home, I met my mother-in-law to my utmost surprise. She was 

informed about my sickness, and she suggested that not only should I have 

home rest, but I should also resign from my place of work because the stress of 

working may be one of the reasons why I was having difficulty getting pregnant.  
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I tried to convince her that my work did not have anything to do with getting 

pregnant, but she would not hear of it and her son also supported her decision. 

I was not comfortable with this decision; I was doing well at the state Ministry 

of Finance and did not like depending on others. But if the decision would bring 

peace to my marriage and hopefully a child, I was ready to sacrifice my career 

for my family. I thought that once I agreed to my mother-in-law’s terms, all 

would be all right. Little did I know that that was the beginning of my travails. 

****************************************************************  
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My mother-in-law made it her mission to ensure that I got pregnant before she 

left our house, and she did not care what methods had to be adopted to ensure 

that her mission was accomplished. She started with the herbal concoctions that 

she brought from the village. She had three different types of these mixtures in 

three different bottles, and they all came with different instructions. They were 

all bitter and whenever I asked for the components, she would shush me. She 

directed that I had to stand while taking the one in the green bottle while the 

one in the white bottle had to be taken after sex with my husband so that my 

eggs could easily be fertilized by his sperm. The last bottle had to be taken every 

time before I ate. 

Those herbal concoctions tasted horrible, I could not even run away from 

drinking them because she would ensure that I gulped them down and not vomit 

them before she left me to do other things. 

I was the only one she offered those disgusting concoctions; my husband never 

tasted it for once, but he would encourage me to just take it for his mother’s 

happiness and she meant well. As the good wife that I was, I took all she asked 

me to take without complaining to her, but it did not stop there. 

The next stage of my mother-in-law’s mission to ensure that I get pregnant was 

a spiritual intervention. She took me to a prophet with long beards and strange-

looking apparel. I was not sure if it was a church or a shrine, it just looked weird 

to me. I was asked to kneel at the centre, while some group of people 

surrounded me, they were all wearing red clothes and they looked more like 

Sango worshippers. I had my reservations, but I had to be mute to avoid 

unnecessary altercations with my mother-in-law. 

I was given seven candles to hold, some of the candles were red while some 

were white. They were all lit and I was asked to hold them in my hands while 
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they all prayed for me. They started praying mostly in languages that I did not 

understand and made weird movements around me. Suddenly the prophet with 

the beards stopped and told my mother-in-law that some people from my 

father’s village were the ones responsible for my inability to get pregnant. He 

said they would continue with the intense prayers but first, I had to make a huge 

monetary contribution to the church, feed children on the streets, and then I 

would have my head washed at the river. 

My mother-in-law thanked him profusely and said there was no problem with 

all that he had stated. She promised to ensure that I did as he asked. The prayer 

session continued but this time, it was intense as they started to allow the 

candle wax that they held to pour on my body. It was extremely painful, and I 

screamed. The more I screamed, the more wax melted on my body. The prophet 

said it was a sign that the prayers have started working. I wanted to scream that 

it was a sign that my skin was burning but no one was going to pay any attention 

to me. 

After the prayers and burning of my skin, my mother-in-law made me kneel 

before the prophet to give him the prophet seed and then he blessed me again 

and gave me a handkerchief to put on my head whenever my husband and I 

were having sex. From there, we went to the market to buy fruits and sweets to 

distribute to the children, and finally, my head was washed in a river with black 

soap and a local sponge that looked like a bird’s nest. 

****************************************************************  
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Several months passed after we visited the so-called powerful prophet, but I was 

still not pregnant. My mother-in-law was so sure that the so-called powerful 

prophet was our messiah; and when I explained my ordeal to my husband, he 

kept asking me to be patient with her because it was all from a place of love. My 

mother also asked me to be patient as marriage is like a school and I needed to 

bear whatever it was that marriage threw at me. 

My mother-in-law's friend recommended another prophet to her, and she took 

me along with her again to see him. When I suggested that my husband should 

also tag along, she said she knew her son did not have any problem, and the 

inability to bear a child was from me. 

The prophet informed my mother-in-law that I would have to stay back in church 

for seven days and I would be fasting for those seven days. He also told her that 

she would not have to stay with me in church, it was important for only me to 

stay back. She agreed without consulting me and then told me that she would 

inform my husband of my whereabouts. 

I was not comfortable with the whole arrangement, but I still decided to give it 

a shot. After all, I also wanted to bear my child. If it meant a time of solitude to 

get my prayers answered, so be it! I spent the time praying, reading, and 

chanting scriptures. There was an intercessory vigil the first day and I joined 

them. I was given a special garment known as the prayer garment which I had 

to wear before I joined them. 

The next day, one of the ladies that worked in the church woke me up and 

informed me that the prophet said I would undergo some spiritual cleansing at 

the river behind the church. I immediately put my things together and met the 

prophet close to the river. He signalled to me to approach him then he handed 

over a white wrapper to me and asked me to change into it. 
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While still dressed in the white wrapper, the prophet instructed that I proceed 

to the riverside where he started by washing my head with the local sponge 

while praying over me and asked me to shout 'Amen' to each of his prayers. My 

eyes were closed all this while but then the hand moved away from my head 

towards my neck, I was beginning to feel uncomfortable, but I still thought it was 

all part of the rites performed. From the neck, the hand slid into the wrapper 

and started fondling my breasts. At this point, I could not hold myself back 

anymore. I yanked his hands off my chest and asked what he thought he was 

doing. He laughed and said it was all part of the rites; that he was to caress every 

part of my body with the anointing oil and then sleep with me to seal the 

anointing.  

Arrant nonsense! I was disgusted by his utterances, I pushed the prophet aside, 

ran into the church to change and I went back home. It was just the second day 

out of the initially planned seven days of prayer and fasting, but I could not 

afford to spend even one second in that church again. I was not about to be 

sexually molested all in the bid to get pregnant. 

As I got to the house, a shout of “Emere, witch, ogbanje” welcomed me. I was 

confused as to why my mother-in-law would call me such terrible names. I was 

about to ask her what happened when she disclosed that the prophet had 

contacted her and informed her that I was a witch and possessed by evil demons 

and those were the reasons I could not afford to spend the planned seven days 

in his church.  

I wanted to correct the wrong notion that she had, instead she shut me up and 

told me there was nothing I could do to her and her son. She swore to make the 

house unbearable for me and get me kicked out eventually. Her words hurt me 
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deeply and tears flowed freely on my face as I rushed into my bedroom to wait 

for my husband. 

When my husband returned, I heard him speaking with his mum before he got 

into the room. When he entered the room, I started to explain all that happened 

and how his mum had gotten the wrong notion of it all. He simply cut me short 

and said that he knew that I was not a witch and that I should just endure for a 

bit because his mum had all these superstitious beliefs. I requested that both of 

us visit the hospital to find out what was causing the delay, but he said he knew 

he was fine. He assured me that the children would come at the right time, and 

I did not need to worry about it. He hugged me and consoled me till I fell asleep. 

****************************************************************  
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My mother-in-law kept to her promise; she made the house unbearable for me. 

She would not allow me to cook for my husband, she would call me unprintable 

names, and she would call me barren. She even called me a man. She alleged 

that I had done different abortions and my womb had been damaged from those 

abortions.  

Anytime I tried to tell my husband that his mother had to return to the village, 

he would wave it aside and tell me that there would be no him without his 

mother. My mother also advised that I exercised patience with her and that I 

should keep praying. 

I was gradually slipping into depression, I became frail. My husband was rarely 

around; the few times he did not travel for business trips, he would not pay me 

any attention rather he would hide under the guise of being tired. It was getting 

frustrating, but I was not about to lose my marriage, I wanted to make my 

marriage work. 

*************************************************************  
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I went to the market to buy the ingredients that I would use to make my 

husband’s favourite meal, Pounded yam and egusi soup. He had been so distant 

over the past five months, so I just wanted to make him happy and build 

intimacy. I knew he was going to love it; he could not resist a delicious meal 

prepared by his wife. I hoped his mother would allow him to eat my food that 

day. He was scheduled to return from his trip later that evening and I could not 

wait to surprise him with a sumptuous meal. 

As I got into the compound, some suitcases outside the house caught my 

attention. At first, I thought my husband came back earlier than planned, but as 

I looked closer, I noticed that they were my luggage, I was baffled. I inspected 

them and found my clothes inside them. I immediately ran into the house, but I 

was stopped by my mother-in-law. She told me that I had no business inside the 

house, she wanted me to just pack my things and leave. 

I knelt to plead with her, then I noticed a woman with a protruded stomach near 

my mother-in-law. She introduced her as my husband's new wife. My mother-

in-law said the woman was already three months pregnant with my husband's 

child. The floodgates of tears immediately burst open, and I sobbed 

uncontrollably. I could not just watch my marriage crumble like a pack of cards. 

I pleaded with my mother-in-law to allow me to stay back as there was nowhere, 

I could go, I would not even mind sharing the intruder with my husband. 

My mother-in-law shoved me aside and threw my luggage outside the 

compound. She pushed me outside the gate and ensured it was securely locked 

before going back into the house.  

I was devastated, I did not know what step to take. I put a call across to my 

mother and sobbed almost throughout the call. I managed to explain what 

happened and asked if I could return home. My father had warned me that I was 



 

35 

not welcome back home except with my husband, so that was not an option for 

me. She directed me to one of her cousins in Lagos, Aunty Maria. Aunty Maria 

could accommodate me till I found my feet or till I resolved things with my 

husband. 

Aunty Maria was so sweet, she welcomed me with a warm hug and prepared a 

room for me. She did not ask what happened at that time, she just allowed me 

to cry in her arms as she comforted me. She ensured that I ate even though I 

had no appetite. And then she suggested that I should see my husband at his 

office the next day. 

****************************************************************  
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Olawale tried to avoid me at his office. He told his secretary to inform me that 

he was not around, but I had already seen his car outside. I insisted that I was 

going to wait for him until he had no choice but to see me because of the 

nuisance I was causing in the office area. 

I held on to his clothes, I was bitter at that moment and could have done 

anything. He kept apologizing but he made it clear that someone was now 

pregnant for him, and he could not disobey his mother by allowing me to move 

back into the house because his mother thought that I brought ill luck to the 

family. 

He apologized profusely while opening his drawer after I had left his clothes. He 

stretched his hands towards me, and I saw wads of cash in them. “Please, take 

this money and use it to sort out yourself till you can find your feet again, if you 

need anything else, please let me know.” 

His statement infuriated me the more, I took the wads of cash and flung them 

at him. I was almost penniless, but I would not stoop so low as to collect money 

from someone who had zero respect for me and could just dump me at the 

slightest opportunity. I stomped out of his office angrily as the tears rolled down 

my eyes. 

****************************************************************  
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My daily routine was to cry, sleep and cry again. I rarely ate and I became an 

absolute shadow of myself. Aunty Maria was so worried about me, she called 

me and encouraged me to pick the broken pieces of my life back together. I was 

educated and had prospects, she informed me of a job opportunity at a bank 

and asked if I would be interested in it. After so much persuasion, I agreed to 

take the job. I could not continue to live my life like this while my husband 

enjoyed himself with his new wife. 

I soon got a hold of myself; it was not easy settling down with the bank job 

because it was not something that I was used to, but it kept me occupied and 

prevented me from wallowing in self-pity and worry. I also had time to make 

new friends and gradually I began to return to my new self. I rented a small 

apartment for myself and appreciated Aunty Maria for all that she had done for 

me. She did not want me to leave, in fact, her whole family still wanted me 

around, but I told her I would visit from time to time. 

****************************************************************  
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“Your customer is coming o,” Folakemi signalled to me mischievously. Mr. Femi 

Wilson was an exceptionally good customer who was fond of complimenting me 

whenever he came around. I was told that he was a widower and had no kids 

either. Folakemi seemed to think that he had a special interest in me, but I 

thought otherwise. 

“Good afternoon. You look radiant as usual,” Mr. Femi said. I smiled and asked 

what he would like me to do for him that day. He stated his purpose for his visit, 

and I began working on it. When I was done, he asked if he could treat me to 

lunch the next day. I was not so sure about it, so I told him that I would think 

about it and get back to him. 

My experience with Olawale still left a bitter taste in my mouth and I did not 

make time for men in my life. Folakemi insisted that I spend time together with 

Femi. Aunt Maria also encouraged me not to give up on life and love, even if it 

meant just being friends with Femi. I thought about it and decided to try it.  

Femi Wilson started with one lunch date, and I soon became good friends with 

him, but we didn't define the relationship. He learnt about my experience, and 

he was empathetic about it. He also told me how he lost his wife in an accident 

and how he was crushed too but decided to move on with life.  

****************************************************************  
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“Olawale is dead!” Aunty Maria announced at the other end of the phone call. 

“Which Olawale?” I was confused. Aunty Maria said it was the same Olawale, 

my husband. She narrated how she heard the news from someone close to their 

family. Olawale had overheard his new wife talking about how he was not the 

biological father of their son. In shock, Olawale slumped, and he died shortly 

after getting to the hospital where it was also discovered that he had high blood 

pressure.  

We may not have been on good terms because of his actions but I loved him and 

never wished him dead. It was sad that his life had to end that way when it could 

have been entirely different if he did not take the steps that he took. Tears rolled 

down my eyes as I reminisced about the good times we shared. 

****************************************************************  
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Femi and I became good friends and even made our relationship official. Aunty 

Maria was happy that I was moving on with my life and I was happy too, it felt 

like a breath of fresh air. He called to invite me to a private dinner at a five-star 

restaurant and he said he would send a driver to pick me up. I wondered what 

the special occasion was, but he refused to tell me and asked that I wait until we 

met. 

I picked out a red dinner dress that accentuated my looks, applied a little 

makeup, and I was ready by the time the river arrived. The restaurant was on a 

beautifully decorated rooftop. There was an orchestra playing my favourite 

song. I saw Femi looking dashing in his tuxedo, he walked towards me, gave me 

a peck on both cheeks, and pulled out the chair for me. I jokingly asked what the 

special occasion was, and he replied “You.” I wondered what that meant but I 

decided not to engage it further. 

Before we placed an order for our food, he told me that he wanted to let off 

something he had in mind for a long time. He started by saying that he 

understood what I had been through and the challenges I had faced in life. He 

continued by saying that he felt that I was his soul mate and he wanted to be a 

part of my life forever. 

“Mopelola, please will you do me the honour of becoming my wife?” I was 

speechless for some seconds; I was not expecting him to ask me this question so 

soon. Femi had been so good to me and one of the reasons why I could smile 

again. I did not want to make a mistake again, but I also did not want to lose 

such a great man like Femi. 

“Will you marry me,” he reiterated his question. 
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I smiled and said “Yes.” The ‘yes,’ I said was one of the best decisions I had ever 

made in my life. We had a small wedding at the registry and in the first year of 

our marriage, I gave birth to a beautiful baby girl named Oluwadarasimi (God 

has been good to me). In the second year of my marriage, I gave birth to a boy 

named Oluwatimilehin (God has supported me). 

In the fourth year of our marriage, Femi and I decided to adopt our twins; 

Oluwaremilekun (God has stopped my tears) and Oluwafunmilayo (God has 

given me joy). The twins completed our family. 

****************************************************************  
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“Grandma, Grandma” Little Simisola’s voice jolted me out of my thoughts. 

“It is time to cut your cake grandma,” she said. 

I approached the cake stand they had set up for me without my knowledge and 

the whole family sang a birthday song for me in unison. I looked around and 

could not hold back the tears of joy. Would I say God has not been good to me? 

The fruitless tree has now become fruitful. 
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