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PROLOGUE

Samuel:

(Overthephone) Babe,what’sgoingon?Whereexactlyareyou?Ijustgotoffthe

phonewithyoursisterandshesaysyou’renothomeyetandyou’renotanswering

yourphoneeither.What’sgoingon?Areyouinsomekindoftrouble?Justtellme

whereyouare,Iwillcomepickyouup.

Ruth:

Sam pleasecalm downok?I’m sosorry,I…I…promiseI’llbewithyoutomorrow.I

don’tthinkIcancomebacktonight,youjusthavetotrustme,I’llbehomefirstthing

tomorrowmorning.I’m sosorryhoney,don’tpanicok?Iassureyoueverythingwillbe

fine,Ipromise.

Samuel(Agitated):

Ruth,whatdoyoumeanyoucan’tcomebacktonight?Doyourealizetomorrowisour

weddingday?Ordoesthismarriagemeannothingtoyou?C’monwhat’sallthese?

Whereareyouforgoodnesssakes?

Ruth:

Sam please,don’tbelikethis,Iunderstandhow thismakesyoufeelbutplease,you

havetotrustme,I’llfixthis,I’ll…

Samuel:

Ruth,Idon’tknowwhatyou’reupto,butpleasedon’tdothis,please.

Ruth:

NoSammy,Ican’t,Icouldneverdoyoulikethat.Pleaseforgiveme,Ibegyou.I’llfix

this,Ipromise…



MynameisRuthandIMISSEDMYOWNWEDDING!!!

You’dprobablybethinking“WhomissesherownweddingforGoodnesssakes?”Well,

I’veaskedmyselfthatquestionoverandoveragaintoo,andtheonlylogicalanswerI’ve

beenabletocomeupwithisME.Ohyes!Isaidit;Iam theonlypersonwhocoulddo

somethingthatfrivolous.Icallmyselfarisktaker,butI’vefinallybeenabletoturn

myselfintoapublicdisgrace.

I’vealwaysbelievedeverygirl’sdream istohaveafairytale,skyrocketedwedding,you

knowliketheonesinCinderella,BeautyandtheBeast,Aladdin,andthelikes.Notonly

didIbelievethiswaseverygirl’sdream,Ialsothoughteverygirldeservedtofeellikea

princessonherweddingday,myselfinclusive.So,tothinkthatImissedmyown

wedding,ohno!Mytomfoolerymusthaveclimaxed.

Howdidthishappen?Whydidthishappen?WherewillIstartfrom tofixthis?Letme

takeyoudowntheroadtomysorrystory,maybeyoucanhelpmefigurethisout.

Youknow myfiancé,Sam;heisonemanIdonotjokewith.Ihavealwayswantedto

marrysomeonewhoknowsmeinsideandout,someonewhounderstandsmelikea

favouritenovel,someonewhowouldlovemeunconditionally,careforme,andtreatme

rightwithouteventhinkingforonesifIam worthit;andso,whenIsaid“YES!”toSamuel

Bassey,Iknew withoutadoubtthatIhadmadetherightdecision.Thereandthen,I

vowedtomyselftogivethismanalltherightdoseoflovingandromanceagoodman

couldeverget.

Justsoyouknow,Iam areallylovey-doveyperson,Ilovetodisplayromanticgestures,

butIneverknewitwouldonedaylandmeinapotholeoftrouble.

Virginitytheysayisthebestgiftawomancouldgivetohermanontheirweddingnight.

ButwhataboutthoseofuswhomighthavealreadythrewitrightintothethroatofMr.



WrongbeforeMr.Rightdecidedtoshowup?Whatdowegivethen?

Iwantedmyweddingnighttobespecial,IwantedSam tofeelacertainkindofjoythat

didn’tonlycomefrom thefactthatwe’vejustbeenjoinedtogetherinholymatrimony,I

wantedittobeunexplainablysurreal.

I’m notavirgin;Mr.Wronghaddonemetheregrettablehonours.So,thebeautifulgift

ofmebeingSam’sfirstwasoutofthequestion.Therefore,Ibegantosailtheoceanof

wildthoughts,“WhatromanticgesturedoIperform onmyweddingnighttocompletely

throw mySam offguardandhavehim fallagainhelplesslyintothebottomlesspitof

loveforme?”

ItwasinmyquestofgettingprettyawesomeideasthatIcameacrossoneLucinda

OsujionInstagram twoweekstomybigday.

Lucindaspecializesonplanningexoticmealsforpeoplewhototallylackthecreative

capabilitytodoitthemselves,youcouldrefertoherasaChefGourmet,shegoesallout

inpreparingandservingthehighestqualityfoodwithexcellentservice,shewouldmake

surewhatevermealofthedayyouwantispreparedwithprecisionandpresentedinan

artfulmanner.Icouldn’tgetenoughofwhatIwasseeingonherInstagram page,andso

Ihadtohookupwithher.Noticehow I’vetakenmytimetoexplainwhatbusiness

Lucindaisinto?ThisjustgoestoshowhowverymuchinterestedIwasinpatronizing

her.

MySam isafoodie;hecouldbreakhisbackforgoodfoodliterally,Icouldn’tthinkofa

betterwaytotreatmymanwithanexoticromanticdinnerifnotwithLucindaservices.

Hey!Don’tgothinkingI’m nogoodcook.Sometimesyou’vejustgottositbackand

watchsomeoneelsetakepropercareofyou.Lifeistooshorttoputyourselfunder

unduestress.P.S–it’smyweddingnightwe’retalkingabouthere.



WhateverIhadplannedoutwithLucindawasmeanttobeasurprise,andso,Icouldn’t

tellSam aboutit.Ok,fastforwardtotheweekpregnantwithmyweddingday,itwas

supercrazy;Ihadliterallybeenrunninghelter-skelter,workingallthehoursthatGod

sent.YoucouldsayIworkedmyfingerstothebonejustsoIcouldhavemydream

wedding.Itwastotallyexhausting.Ididn’tknowonehadtoworkthathardjusttopull

offamemorablewedding.

Doyouknow whatwasevenmoreexhausting?ThefactthatIhadlosttouchwith

Lucindajusttwodaysbeforemybigday.Imean,whatshehadtoofferwassupposeto

bethehighlightofthedayforbothSam andI,howonearthwassheoutofreachatthat

pointintime?

Thesurprisingthingwas,Ihadcontactedherfourdaysbefore,andsheassuredmethat

everythingwasgoingtogoasplanned,andthatIhadnothingtoworryabout.Itrusted

herandtookherwordsforit.However,becauseIwastooanxiousofeverything,Ihadto

callinagainandreconfirm thatallwassetformybigsurprise;Imean,howcouldInot?I

justmetthispersononInstagram,it’snotlikewe’veeverdonebusinesstogetherinthe

past.

MyweddingwasmeanttoholdonaSaturday,Ihadtriedtomakethereconfirmation

callonThursdaynight,andforsomereasonIwasunabletogetthroughtoLucinda,plus

shewasn’treplyingtoanyofmytextmessagesbothoffandonsocialmedia.Ifeltit

wasquiteunlikelyforaprofessionalbusinesspersontoactinthisway,knowingshe

hasclientstocarterto.IhoweverdidnotwanttothinktoomuchaboutitasIkepttrying

toreachherinthehopesthatI’dgetaresponseeventually.

IcouldhardlysleepthatThursdaynight,thoughtsofnotbeingabletogetincontact



withLucindahadtormentedmeallthroughthenight,somuchsoIdidn’tevenrealize

thenightwasgraduallygivingbirthtoanewdawn,aFridaythatchangedeverything.

***

Isatuponmybed,legscrossedlikeayogamistressabouttoperform.Withinterlocked

fingers,Ileanedforwardandperfectlyrestedmyelbowsonbothmythighs,whilemy

chincomfortablycaressedmyknuckles.Worryhadindeedtakenovermysoul.

Ikeptstealingglancesattheuglywallclockthathungjustacrossmybed.EachtimeI

lookedatit,itlookedfiercelyrightbackatme,whiletheminuteandhourkeptswinging

byexcitedly,probablysingingmydoom astheyticked-tuckednon-stop.Icouldhear

humanchattercomingfrom acrossthestreet;andthebirds,theygotmeeverytime,

welcomingthedaybreakwithsongsbefittingofangels,songsthatrangwiththejoyofa

newdawn.Thiswassupposedtobeabeautifulday,thiswassupposedtobemylast

dayasaspinster,andIwassupposedtoenjoyeverybitofit.ButLucindaplayedme

dirty,shedidn’treturnanyofmycalls,neitherdidshereplytoanyofmymessages.I

hadpaidhertodoonejob;thoughnotinfull,butIhadpaidahugeamountofmoney

andboydidIfeellikekillingsomeone.

Youwouldn’tunderstand,butthisheavenlydinnerforSam wasabigdealforme;Ihad

beendaydreamingofiteversinceIspokewithLucindaaboutit.Ofcoursebeinga

typicalbusinessperson,shehadfilledmyheadwithalltheexcitingthingsandmagical

momentsshe’dplannedforSam andI.HowcouldIbeblamedforbeinghookedbyher

bait?

Takingafinallookatthewallclockandonelastglanceatmycellphone,inthehopes

thatLucindahaddroppedamessage,Ishookmyheadindisbelieve,gotoutofbedand

headedrightforthebathroom.Atthispoint,IknewIhadtotakeadecision,nomatter



howrationalorirrational,Ididnotcare;Ijusthadtodosomething.

Afteranunceremonioustimeintheshower,Iwasdyingtogettheday’splaninmotion.I

hadsomuchonmymind,morenegativethanpositive,nothankstoLucinda.The

hideouslookingwallclockinmybedroom didn’thavemybestinterestatheartatall.It

keptracingandracingandcouldn’teventakeachillpillforme,well,eventhough

technically,timewaitsfornomanbutDAMN!!!I’dneverseentimemoveatsuch

breakneckspeed.

Iputmyclothesonwithsuchcelerityyou’dthinkIwasinsomecompetition.Ididn’t

caremuchaboutmymessyhair(thankfullyIwasgoingtowearawigformywedding)

andmymakeuplessface(I’m stillsodarnprettywithoutamakeupon),Ijustwantedto

gofindLucinda,Ihadtofindher.

Ididn’twanttobelieveitwasallascam becausetherewassomuchatstake.Her

Instagram pageseemedsolegittome,therewerepostswherepeoplegavetheir

testimoniesaboutherexcellentservices,severalpositivecommentshereandthere,and

totopit,everytimeIhadaconversationwithher,shewasalwayssoprofessional.So,

don’tblamemewhenIsayIcouldn’tbringmyselftothinkingorbelievingsheactually

playedmeacongame.

ThankGodfor“Googlemybusiness”,Igainedaccesstoherphysicalbusinessaddress,

andIwasgoingtotrackherdown.Buttherewasaslightproblem;shewasoperating

from adifferentstate.IwasinCalarbar,CrossRiverState,andsheOwerri,ImoState.

NeedItellyoumydecision?Callmecrazy,butIwasreadytotakethatrisk.Itwaseither

Sam’sbigsurprisewasgoingtohappen,orthatladywasgoingtorefundmyhard

earnedmoney.EventhoughIhadnevervisitedImo,I’datleastbeentosomeother

statesinEasternNigeria,anditdidn’ttakeforevertogetthere.So,whatever!Icould



quicklydashinanddashoutbeforeanyoneevennoticesI’dlefttown.Theworstthat

couldhappenisI’dcomebacksomewhatlate;cookupareallyfancifullieforSam and

mynosyrelatives.NoonewoulddarequestionmebecauseI’m thebride.AtleastsoI

thought.Icouldn’tallow somefakeladyonInstagram dupemeofthousandsIcould

havesavedupformyfuturekids.

WhiletryingtosneakoutthehousethatFridaymorning,Ibumpedintomyimmediate

eldersisterRachael,andmycousinDeborah,gossipingabouteverynothingasusual.I

casuallyinformedthem Iwantedtoquicklyvisitthemanicuristdowntheroadtogetmy

nailsdone.Thankfullytheyjustwavedmeawayanddidn’tengagemeina“QandA”

interviewsession(Phew!).YeahIknowIlied,nobodyreallywantstohearthatthebride-

to-beistakingaroadtriptosomefarawayplaceshe’sneverbeento,justtoseesome

ladywhoseactualexistenceshe’snotsureof.

WhileIsatonthatveryuncomfortablepublictransportvehicleonmywaytotheEastern

Heartland,IforthefirsttimedidnotknowifIwasdoingtherightthing.However,the

candlewasalreadylit,andsotherewasnostoppingnow.

IsentatextmessagetoSam,tellinghim nottoworryifIdidn’tpickuphiscallsforthe

greaterpartoftheday,becauseIwouldbespendingsometimeintheholyroom with

God.Iknowthatwasabittoomuch,butthatwastheonlywayIcouldgethim tonot

bombardmycellwithcallsoutofworry.

ThetriptotheOwerrifeltlikethelongesttripI’deverbeenon.Ihadmyphoneonsilent

modethewholetime.Iknewpeopleweregoingtotrytoreachme,butIdidn’twantto

hearthephonering,itwould’vedistractedmefrom focusingonthemissionahead.I

didn’twanttoturnitoffeitherbecauseIdidn’twantthem thinkingI’m deadorI’d

ditchedSam andranoffwithsomeotherman.



Few hoursintothejourney,Ibegantonoticelargepillowsofcloudsforming,and

blottingouttheoldgoldcolourofthesun.Theoncebeautifulcock-tailblueskywas

beginningtodarkenintogravel-grey.

“Waitasecond;it’snotabouttorainisit?”Iaskedmyself.

Iwasobviouslynotreadyforthatkindofjourney.Whatifitkeptrainingasatthetime

wearriveourdestination?WhatwouldIdo?Ididn’teventravelwithanumbrella.

Mycountenanceimmediatelydroppedliketheurineofascaredlittlechild;Ididn’twant

theraintoputmeonahaltwhenIgottoOwerri.Ididn’tknow abouttheother

passengersonthebus,butforme,timewasessential.IneededtodowhatIhadtodo

andreturnimmediately,soastowalkdowntheaislewiththeloveofmylifethe

followingday.Icouldonlyprayandhopethesuddenchangewasjustafaçade.

Thechangeinweatherconditionwasn’taguiseasIhoped,becausefewsecondsafter

theskywascompletelycovered,theshowersbegantopour.Luckily,itwasn’tasheavy

asIthoughtitwouldbe.Itwasjustsomemizzlerain,suspiringthroughtheairand

weavingwiththewind.Thesoftdrizzlewasshort-livedasthesunslowlycameout

again,castingslantedbeamsoflightacrosstheglasswindowsofthevehicle.As

suddenlyasthecloudshadgathered,theydispersedasthoughtheyhadnevermet.

Heavingasighofrelief,myheartleapedforjoyandmyhopeoffindingLucindawas

rekindled.

Afterabout4hoursononebumpyroadtotheother,wefinallyarrivedourBusStationin

Owerriatabout1:35p.m.Itfeltlikeagoodarrivaltime,takingintocognizancethetime

thebusleftCalarbar.Althoughitwasn’tthebesttimeforabridetobeoutoftown,Iwas

determinedtomakethemostofthelittledaylighttimeIhadleft.Iwantedtobeoutof

thiscityandbackhomebeforenightfall,inorderformyabsencetonotcreateanyform



ofsuspicion.

Immediately,IorderedanUbertocomepickmeupfrom thebusstationtothelocationI

hadfoundonLucinda’s“Googlemybusiness”page.

Itwasanotherlongandbumpyridetothatdestination.Afteraboutanhour30minutes

offlickeringmomentsonthehorriblehighwaysandbyways,wegottoacertainareaof

picturesqueambience,environmentsocontemporary,thisvicinityatleasthadthefirst

goodroadI’dseensinceIgottoOwerri.Intruth,itwasjustbeautiful.

TheUberdriverpulledoverbyajaw droppingtwostoreybuildingcomplex.Iwas

completelyblownawaybythemagnificenceandaestheticism ofthisbuilding.What

actuallystruckmethemostwasthegiganticbillboardthatwelcomedeveryonethat

caredtovisitorevenlookthatdirection.Thebillboardboldlyreadinoneofthemost

stylishcalligraphyI’deverseen–“FRESHIEFLYCUISINE–SAYHELLOTOLUCINDA”.

“Well,well,well,sosheisrealafterall”Ithoughttomyself.

IgavetheUberdriverhisfareandalighted.Iwassoexcited,yetreallypissedatthe

sametime.

IbrisklywalkedtowardstheentrancedoorwhereIwaswarmlyreceivedbyapetit

lookingyoungmanwhoworeanattirethatscreamed“I’m thesecurityguardhereand

mynameisIkenna”.Hellyeah!Brohadanametag.

Ilookedsternlyatthisman,IwantedsobadlytolaughoutloudbutIhadtocontend

myself,besides,Ihadsomethingmoreserioustothinkabout.Butdamn!!!Thatguard

wasn’tadwarf,buthelookedstrangelysmallandveryhilariouswithhislittleblueshirt

andblackpanttrousers.

Hewassoniceandwarm,anddidn’tlookfierceatall.Asamatteroffact,therewas



nothing“guardsman”abouthim.Heseemedsoinnocentandfeeblethatrobberscould

easilythrowhim inthetrashiftheyevervisitedLucinda’sdomain.Buthey!WhatdoI

know?Ididn’thirehim.

Aftersizingupthepoorlittlemanandmakingmyunwarrantedinnermindconclusions

abouthim,Iproceededintothemainbuilding.Guys,Icouldn’tbelievemyeyes;the

interiorofthisbuildingwasevenmoreexplicitandbreathtaking.Ohmygoodness!I’m

sotemptedtodescribeeverysingledetailoftheinteriordesignrightnowbutwell,that’s

notthemainaim ofthisstory,isit?Let’smoveonpeople.

Obviously,withsuchmagnificenttasteinstyle,camegreatstaffing.Therefore,itwas

prettyeasytolocatewhototalkto.Iwalkedovertotheladyatthefrontdesk,andshe

immediatelythrew me a heavygrin;italmostlooked feign,butwho cares.We

exchangedpleasantries,andIdidn’twasteanytimeatall.

“HI,mynameisRuthEtoh.I’m heretoseeLucindaOsuji”Isaidbluntly.

“Oh!Doyouhaveanappointment?”sheasked.

“NoIdon’t,butIbelieveshe’llseeme.We’vebeentalkingonthephone”.

ShelookedatmeindisbelieveafterIsaidthis.Ididn’tunderstandwhy,soIlooked

blanklyintohereyesexpectinghertosaysomethinglike,

“…okpleasehaveasitoverthereandI’dletherknowyou’rehere”.

Butno,shedidn’tsayanythinglikethat,shejustlookedaway,starteddoingGodknows

whatonthedesktopinfrontofher.Ifeltinsulted,herBossowedmeanexplanationand

aservice,andsoIneededtoseeher.Iwasn’treadyforanyreceptionistdrama,andI

wasclearlyrunningoutoftime.

“Younglady,I’dreallyappreciateifyoushowedmethewaytoyourBoss’office.Idonot

havemuchtime”Isaid.



“Oh!I’m sosorryma’am;I’vejustfoundyournameonourclientelelist.I’dinform Mrs.

Osuji’ssecretaryyou’rehere”sheresponded.

“Look,Idon’tthinkyougetit.Idonotwanttoseethesecretary;IwanttoseeyourBoss,

Lucinda.Ididn’tcomethisfartoseethesecretary,soplease,couldyoukindlymakethis

easyforme?I’m runningoutoftime.”Iretorted;feelingveryirritableatthispoint.

“Madam,I’m sorry,it’sjuststandardprocedure”.

Igaveup.Ladywasjusttryingtodoherjob,soitwould’vebeenplainstupidtocontinue

anargumentthatwasclearlygoingagainstme.Obviouslyshedidn’tunderstandmy

plight,andhowdesperatelyIneededtobeoutofthere.

“Fine,canIseethesecretarynow?Icamefrom averyfarplace,andIintendtoreturn

today”Isaidfeelingdefeated.

“Haveasitma’am;you’llseethesecretarysoon”.Shesaidwithasoftsmile.

Iquietlywalkedtowardsthereceptionroom andsattherewithoutmutteringanywords.

Therewereotherpeoplewaitingaswell,andso,Ididn’twanttocauseanydramatic

scene;IknowmyselftoowellwhenI’m feelingveryimpatient.

Ijustsattherequietly,butdidn’teventrytohidethedispleasurewrittenallovermyface.

Ialreadyhad10missedcallsinthelast25minutes,fivefrom mybestfriendAngie,two

from mysister,twofrom mymom andonefrom Sam.Icouldonlyimaginehowmany

morecallsIwouldmissifIdidn’tleavetheresooner.Iwassoscaredofpickingupany

phonecalls.Icouldn’triskanyonefindingoutthatIhadlied.

Isatinthewaitingareaforalittleover30minutesandIdidn’tseeanysignofa

secretary.Noneoftheothervisitorsseemedtobejiggeryorcomplaining.Theyallsat

thereliketheyhadnothingelsetodootherthanrelaxatFreshieFlyCuisine. Trustme,

mypatiencelevelwasalreadyrunningthin.



AsIsatthereponderingonmynextcourseofactionastimewasn’tonmyside,I

noticedsomethingthatmademyheartstarttopalpitate,

“Nononopleaseno,thisshouldn’thappen,thiscan’thappen,notrightnow”Imuttered.

Theweatherconditionhadchangeddrasticallyyetagain,theskywastar-blackandthe

largeNimbostratuscloudswereunstoppablyandmercilesslyeatinguptheCumulus’

thatwerejustsomemomentsagowininganddiningintheskyliketheyownedtheday.

Suddenly,Iheardtappingonthewindows,andthenitbecameapitter-patter.Isaw

peoplerunforcoveroutsideandumbrellaswereopenedasthecloudsspatouttheir

beadsofwater.Itwasindeedhappening;ithadstartedtorainagain,andIknew

instantlymynextcourseofaction.

Ididn’tneedanyonetotellmeIhadtogetoutofthatcityasquicklyaspossible.Just

then,realitystruck,

“WhydidIevenmakethistripinthefirstplace?Wasthisreallyworthit?

Ifeltsodisoriented.Igotup,andstarteddowntowardsthefrontdesktogivethat

receptionistapieceofmymind.Ididn’twanthertogetawaywithmakingmeachieve

nothingafteralmostanhourofwaiting.Themomentshesaw me,Iguesssheknew

exactlywhatshehadcoming.

“Ma’am Iam terriblysorryyouhadtowaitthatlong,I…I...wasinformedthesecretary

wasdealingwithalittlebitofsituationand…”

Shetriedtoexplain,butIwasn’thavingit.



“Wow!Areyouforreal?Arewestilltalkingaboutthesecretaryhere?Whatthehell

happenedtoLUCINDA thewomanincharge?Didshegoextinct?LookhereMiss

Receptionist,youclearly…”

IwasjustabouttoventmyspleenonthisladywhenIheardavoicebehindme.

“Chioma,what’sgoingon?”thevoiceasked.

Iturnedaroundandnoticedaroundheadedyoungmanapproachingthereceptionwith

hisfacedentedwithconcern.Hisrobustfigureandcrankylittlemoustachemadeit

quitehardtotellexactlywhatagegrouphebelonged;butIguessedhewasn’tanything

olderthan30.

“WasheLucinda’ssecretary?”Ithought.

Hehadbetternotbe,becauseifhewere,he’dbesodamnedbecauseIwasaboutto

spewfire.

“Umm…Sir,Iwasjusttellingtheladyyouwerea...abitengagedand…”

Voila!Confirmingthatthefatguywasthesecretary,Iwaitednosecondinlisteningto

thereceptionist’sannoyingstutter,asIturnedfullbodytofacethedonutlookingyoung

manthatnowstoodrightinfrontofme.Myadrenalinewashighupthere,asIlashed

outathim withoutmercy.

“Ohwow!Mr.Secretary,it’sabouttime.Youstrollinhere,feelinglikethebusiestperson

onearth,forgettingthattherearepeopleoverherethathavemoreimportantthingsto

dowiththeirtimeorderthanwanderroundinthe“kitchen”doingGodknowswhat?Oh!I

hearyouprepareexoticdishes,hmmm really?Exoticdishesthatmightaswelltastelike

theslum gutters…”

Ohtrustme;Isaidalot,Imighthaveneededfilterformymouth.Don’tblameme,Iwas



justsomad.Morepissedatmyselfthanthem inallhonesty.IfIhadbeensmarterand

gotanopportunitytogobackintime,Iwouldneverhavemadethistripinthefirstplace.

Justsoyouknow,theshowersfrom heavenwerestillnotreadytoquit.Ilookedoutthe

windowsandnotalotofvehiclescouldbeseenroutinganymore.Icouldonlyhopethat

orderinganUbertotheBusstationwouldnotbeanotherchallenge,becausewith

weatherlikethat,Ihadeveryreasontodoubtifanydriverwouldwanttoacceptaride.

IrememberarrivingattheLucinda’sFreshieFlyCuisineatexactly2:30p.m.Iremember

thisvividlybecauseduh!!!TIMEWASOFTHEESSENCE.Ihadplannednottospend

morethan30to45minutesthere,butguesswhat?At4:25p.m.,thereIwas,still

standinginthesamebuildingwithaconfusedsecretaryandacourageouslypetrified

receptionist,andthebestpart;Ihadn’tachievedanythingsinceIgotthere.Isoon

realizedthatIwasn’tdoingmyselfanyfavoursbystandingthereandreigningabuseson

them.

“Youknowwhat,I’m done.GotellLucindaIdonotneedhercatastrophicservicesany

longerandalso,Ineedmymoneybackifnot,I’dcomebackhere,havethisplaceshut

down,andwewouldhavetomeetincourt.I’llmakesureofthat”.

Thatwasanemptythreatbytheway,butLordwasIpained.JustwhenIwasabout

walkingoutthedoornotmindingtherain,thisfatguyblottedoutthemostdevastating

newsI’dheardallday.

“She’sinacoma”.

Waitwhat!Iwasn’tsureIheardhim right.

“Whatdidyousay?”Iturnedaroundandaskedthesecretarywhohadunapologetically

spilledanunbelievabletruth.

“It’salongstorybutMrs.Osujihadaterribleshock,andfellintoacoma2daysago”he



stated.

Oh!MyGod,WhatdidIjusthear?Iimmediatelyturnedmygazetothereceptionist.Ifelt

averydeephateandangertowardsheratthatpoint.

Whydidshenotsaysomethingearlier?Ifshehad,Iprobablywouldnothavebeen

standingthereatthemoment.Ididn’tevencareaboutthefactthatLucindawasina

coma,orifshewasgoingtodie.Ireallydidn’tevencareaboutthelongstorythe

secretarywastalkingabout.AllIcouldthinkofatthatverymomentwasthewasted

timeandthewastedresourcestakingthattriphadcausedme.

Ifeltbitter,oh!Ifeltsobitter.Ihadlotsofthingstosaytothem,IhadlotsofquestionsI

wantedtoask.ButIfigureditwasallpointless.Everythingwasalreadyalostcause.I

justgaveaheavysigh,hadonefinallookatthesecretaryandthereceptionist,shook

myheadindisappointment,turnedaroundandheadedrightfortheexitdoor.

TheweatherwassoterribleIcouldhardlyhearanythingelseotherthanheavyrain

dropslashingdownontherooftops.Istoodoutsidethebuildingfeelingsofrustrated.

Theangryrainhadstartedtotrespassintomylittleplaceofshadeandmyegowould

notletmegointoLucinda’sCuisineforcover.

AfterseveralunsuccessfulattemptstogetanUber,Idecidedtohopintotheonlypublic

taxiIwasluckytosee.Thankfully,itwasjustmeinthevehicle,andsoIaskedthetaxi

guytotakemetotheBusstationwhereIcouldjoinaBustoCalarbar.

Thepricehecalledoutashisfarewasridiculous,butwhatchoicedidIhave?

Theridetothebusstationwascrazy,theroadswereworsethanIhadmetthem while

coming.Therainkeptgettingheavierandheavier.Somevehicleshadbeenhelddown



byfloodoncertainpartsoftheroad;theangrythunderstorm rumbledandboomedas

lighteningflashedacrosstheskythreateningtotearitup.

Iwassoscaredsomethingterriblewasgoingtohappen.Ievenbegantowonderwhy

thedriverhadstoppedtopickmeupinthefirstplace.Probablyhewasjustagreedy

fellow thatsaw anopportunitytomakemoneyoutoffrustratedandstrandedpeople

likemyself,ormaybehewasjustanotherGoodSamaritan.Thetemptationtoaskthe

drivertopulloveruntiltherainsubsidedabitwasweighingheavilyonme,butIdidn’t,

becausetimewasnotonmyside.

Finally,wegottotheBusStationthatlookedquitedesertedontheoutside.Itwasjust

someminutesafter5o’clockbutitlookedlike7p.m.Thedarkcloudshadtotally

swallowedupthesky,thankstotheunrepentantrain.

Igavethetaxidriverhisfareandranimmediatelyforcovertowardsthestation’s

passengerwaitingarena.Inthere,Imetalotofpeople.Somepeoplehadfaces

decoratedwithfrustrationjustlikemine,whilesomepeoplewerebusychattingand

laughinghappily.

IcaughtaglimpseofamanIthoughtcouldhelpme.Hehadaworker’sI.Dcardhung

aroundhisneck,andsoIwenttospeaktohim.Ineededtofindoutwhattimethenext

buswasleavingtomystate,andwhereIcouldgetaticket.Butwhatthismansaidto

mealmostmademepeeinmypant.

“Madam thelastbusforthedaywassupposedtoleaveat4:00p.m.butfortherain.It

doesn’texactlyseem likewewouldbemakinganymoretripstoCalarbaragaintoday,

becausetheweatheristoodreadfulandit’sareallydangerousroutetotravelwhenit

rainsandespeciallyatnight”.

Heclearlystated.



ForamomentthereIthoughtIwasdreaming,Ijuststaredblanklyatthemannot

knowingwhattosayordo.Inmymind,Iwasdoomed;Iwasdonefor;infact,Iwas

finished.

“Madam areyoualright?”themanconcernedmanasked.

Istilldidn’tknowwhattosayorhowtoanswerthatquestion.Tearswerealreadyrolling

downmycheek;Ifelttheweightoftheworldonmyshoulders.Infact,whenJesustold

hisdisciplestherewouldbeweepingandgnashingofteethinhell,I’m surehehadmein

mindasIwasalreadyexperiencingminehereonearth.

InarratedmypredicamenttothemanandIthinkhefeltsorryforme.However,he

feelingsorryformedidnotchangethefactthattherewasgoingtobenobusgoingto

theCalarbarthatevening.

Theyoungmantooktimetoexplaintomehow terribletheroadswereandhow he

wouldn’tevenlethisworstenemytravelthatrouteinaweatherlikethatespeciallyat

thattimeoftheday.HepointedtoasmallbuildingreallyclosetotheBusStationand

toldmeitwasaguesthouseandthatIcouldspendthenightthere.ButadvisedthatI

returntothestationveryearlythefollowingdaybecausethefirstbustoCalarbarwas

goingtoleaveatexactly5:00a.m.

“5:00a.m?Oh!Finallytherewasaglimpseofhope”Ithoughttomyself.

5:00a.m.wasn’tsuchabadtimetoleave,althoughifIhadmywayIwouldhaveleft

earlier.Ifthefirstbuswouldleaveat5:00a.m asthemanhadsaid,thenwe’dprobably

arrivemyhometownaround8:00a.m orthereabout.Butnotlaterthan9:00a.m.;buying

mefew minutestoprepareformyweddingat10:00a.m.IthankedthekindmanasI

continueddoingthemathinmyhead.



AsIsatinthepassenger’sarenawaitingfortheraintotranquil,Idecidedtobringout

mycellphonewhichIhadintentionallyleftinthedeepestpartofmyhandbaginorder

nottobedistractedbyit.Iwasn’tsurprisedthatIhadover30missedcallsrecordedon

mylogandabout10textmessages;afterall,myweddingwasthefollowingdayandI

wasnowheretobefound.JustasIwasaboutcheckingoutthosewhohadcalled,

anothercallcameinanditwasSam.Thiswaswhenwehadtheconversationyouread

above.

Inallhonesty,afterthatshortconversationwithSam,IfeltlikeIhadbetrayedhim and

theloveweshared.It’strueitwasbecauseofhim Ihadmadethatripinthefirstplace,

butthinkingaboutitnow,maybeIwouldhavethoughtofanothersurprisethatwouldn’t

haverequiredmetoleavetown.

***

Atexactly5:15a.m.ourbuswasalreadyenroutetoCross-RiverState.Therainwhich

hadnotabatedtotallywasmakingalovely,liltingsoundwhilechinkingofftheglass

windowsandwhisperingsoftmurmursintheairlikewhitenoise.

AlthoughIwasn’thappyabouttheweathercondition,IwasjustgladIwasonmyway

home.Itwasn’tthemostamazingjourneyanyway,thelargepotholesandwaterlogs

madeitsodifficulttoenjoyasmoothride.IcouldnevertravelbyroadifIwerepregnant,

letalonetraveltotheImoState.Thebumpyridealonewouldbeenoughtokillthebaby.

Halfwaythroughthejourney,wecouldseeaheavytrafficbuildingupinfrontofus,we

allstarted wondering whatwas causing such a heavytraffic.Iwas particularly

concernedbecauseIhadtobeinmyhometownbefore10:00a.m.formywedding

ceremony.

Aswedroveintothetraffic,itbecamecleartousthatwewereabouttodealwitha



floodsituation.Itappearedtherainhaddoneaprettyseriousdamageontheroad.

Asourbusdriverwentfurther,obviouslyfollowingthequeuedupvehicleswithout

exactlyhavinganyclueofhow badthefloodedareainfrontofuswas,westarted

seeingpeoplejumpingfrom theirvehiclesuntoaroadswallowedupinwaterprobably

filledwithdebris,contaminatedoil,gasolineorevenrawsewage.

Thatwatermusthavebeenabout6inchesdeep.Now Iwasreallyscared.Whywere

peoplegettingofftheircars?Whatwasreallygoingon?

Therewaspanicamongstthepassengersonthebus,therewaspaniceverywhere.You

could see motoristtryto make unsuccessfulreverses thatworsened the traffic

situation,andwewereallinastateofturmoil.Justasweweretryingtofigureoutwhat

wasreallygoingon,oneofthepeoplewhohadcomedownfrom avehicleappearedby

thedriver’swindowandhurledoutindismay:

“Chairman,yougasfindanodawaycarryyourpassengerscommotforhereo.That

waterweyyouseeso,younogofitcrossam o,nadiebedat.Mekufindwayreverse

abeg”.

Hesaidashestruggledoffthefragmentedroad.

Weallheardwhatthemanhadsaid,andasfarasthatroadwasconcerned,weallknew

itwouldbeimpossibletoreversewhileonaqueue.

Thiswasofficiallytheworstdayofmylife.Isattherewithtearsinmyeyes;Icouldn’t

evenbeastrongwomanatthatpoint.Iwasbroken;Icouldfeelmyheartbeatsofastit

seemedtowanttowouldjumpoutofmychest.

Ireachedoutformyphoneasitwouldn’tstopvibrating.Angiewascalling,mom was

calling,mysisterswerecalling,andohmyGodSam wascalling.



Itwasalready8:30a.m,therainhadsubsided.Icouldn’tbelievethiswashappeningto

me.

“WhodidIoffend?”Ithoughttomyself.

AsIsatthereponderingonhowIwasgoingtomissmyownwedding,myattentionwas

drawntotheteenagekidthatsatbesidemeonthebus;boywashavingthebesttimeof

hislife,takingcountlessselfiesandmakingaweirdvideoofhowhewasaboutcrossing

Atlanticocean.

Oh!DearGod,IwasgoingtoslapthatSmartphoneoffhishand,butlet’snotevengo

there.

IwassoconsumedinnegativethoughtsandselfpitythatIdidn’trealizethedriverhad

leftthevehicle.Ididn’texactlyknowwhathehadgoneoutfororhowlonghehadbeen

gone,butimmediatelyhegotback,heaskedallofustogetdownfrom thevehicle.

Confusioneruptedeverywhere…

“Driverwetindeyhappen?”shoutedoneofthepassengerswhosattwoseatsinfrontof

me.

“Whyare you asking us to come down kwanu?”a woman who satbehind me

questioned.

Ididn’tknowwhattosayordo;IjustsatthereasIallowedthetearsflowfreelyfrom my

eyes.Iwastired,Iwasfedup,anddepressionwassettingin.Ijustlistenedasconfused

passengerskeptbombardedthedriverwithquestions.

Wealleventuallygotdown,butonlythendidwerealizedthatapparentlythemotorist

hadfiguredoutawaytomakeaU-turnandtakeanalternativeroutethatwouldleadme



home.

However,tobeabletomakethisU-turn,theyhadtomaneuvertheirwaythrougha

certainfloodedpartoftheroadasonlytherelayanavenueforaturn.Thiswasgoingto

beadangerousprocess forvehicles,especiallysmallcarsandheavilyloadedones,

henceourreasonforcomingdownfrom thebus.

Iwatchedwithableedingheartinmypalm asourbusdrivertriedtomakethedeadlyu-

turn.ItwasoneofthehardestthingsI’deverhadtolookat.

Thebuskepttiltingandswayingthiswayandthatwayasthoughitwascombatingwith

thewaters.IprayedearnestlytoGodthatourdrivermadeitoutinonepieceasother

motoristhaddone.

Slow andsteadyhekeptmoving,tryingtonavigateandmaneuver.Icouldseethe

waterscringetheirteethandreadytoattackifthedrivermadeanywrongmove.

Alas,Iswallowedalumpofsalivaasourdrivermadeitthroughanduntohigherground

onesagain.Excitedandanxiouspassengershopedintothevehicleandimmediately

startedengaginginsmalltalkabouttheincidentweallhadjustencountered.

AswestartedafreshjourneytowardsCalarbarfollowingadifferentroute,allmyhopes

ofbeingabeautifulbrideinalovelylittleballgown,walkingdowntheaisletomeetmy

princecharmingonthealterwasshattered.

Ididn’tevenbothertocheckwhattimeitwas;IalreadyknewIwouldn’tmakeit.Ilooked

toseesomeofthefacesonthebuswithme,Irealizedeveryonebutmehad“relieve”

writtenallovertheirfaces.

Thereandthen,IrealizeditwasonlyGodthatcouldpreparemefortherealityIwould

havetofaceoneswefinallyarrivemyhometown.

THEEND




