KOMOREBI

Sunlight filtered through the trees on the day that you were born.
This is the literal translation of your name. This is why I’m here, begging you to stay.
They say that on the day you were born, everything in you wanted to leave this miserable world.
It showed in the way you refused to cry, the doctors pounded their fists on your chest gently, but still you stayed silent.
They plugged you to machines, urging you to stay but you had already given up.
Your mother on the other hand, said it was too beautiful a day for you to die. So she held you in her arms and sang life into your still body. 
You responded hesitantly, opening one eyes first, then the other. The sunshine in your mothers eyes outshined the one glaring through the window beams.
This summed the entirety of your relationship with this woman.

Every time life got too difficult, you would sit with her, cry with her, let her hug you back to strength. She was your anchor.
Till you met me.

I still remember the first day we met.
You danced like you had never done. It was a karaoke bar, so I wondered to myself, what it was that made you move so fluidly.
You did not care about who was watching. 
You danced and danced and danced till I was so sure you were going to pass out.
You would tell me later how the burst of energy came from nowhere and made no sense, because you were having a difficult day.
But I don’t believe in coincidences so here is my theory.
We were supposed to meet.
That dance was your mating call, drawing me to you because somewhere in your innermost being, you needed me.
So I came. 
It was fate. 
“If you stare any longer than that, you’re going to burn holes through my skin”
You laughed together with the words coming out of your mouth. 
I was stunned to silence not for a lack of comeback rhetoric but because every single dialogue suggestion that passed through my brain felt inappropriate for a first time meeting. 
So I cleared my throat and gathered my thoughts.

“You’re beautiful” I blurted. How was that my chosen line of dialogue?

“ I know” you responded, smiling.

I stared at you incredulously but you weren’t fazed by it.

“Dance with me” you said, taking my hands in yours, moving me to a slow sway.
This was how we danced to an off key rendition of Ed Sheeran’s perfect. 

You have always been fluid, for as long as i have known you. Like the way water takes the shape of whatever bottle you pour it into, you melded your way into different worlds seamlessly. I, on the other hand, was the poster boy for rigidity. I admired that about you. Your ability to go where you were needed, to influence that place with the softness of your touch and leave as though you did not just do a magical thing. You did this wonder dance with my heart too.
After the dance, I asked you to follow me outside so we could talk. We sat there under the dark skies for hours, talking and laughing about everything. You told me the miraculous story of your birth, you told me of your mother who was your rock, who was also sick, you told me you were an artist who frequently dabbled in writing and occasional singing. I begged you to do a rendition for me, you refused saying the pressure to impress me would not let you shine. I wanted you to be at home with me, to feel comfortable enough to come undone, but thoughts like these would have been too intense for a first meet so i told you about myself instead. I told you about how I worked in construction as an architect, I showed you some of the buildings I had supervised and erected, you were generous with the compliments. It was this way till the sun came up. Sitting on that curb on the street, then moving to my car to finish the conversation. We watched the sun rise in all it’s glory and you said you had to leave. That building, that place, that day, will forever be etched in my memory.
We had no idea though, as we talked, that somewhere on the other side of town, your mother was dying.
.....................................................
“She’s dead” you sobbed into the phone as you called me later that day. I wondered if you didn’t have any other friends who could be there for you and why it was that you were telling a stranger whom you had just met. But this was what I wanted - to be home for you.
“Send me your location. I’m coming to meet you” I responded.
I got to the hospital to meet a small crowd. Turns out you had friends afterall. Still, I was glad you called. I found you in the corner, crying silently. This was not the picture i expected to meet so i had no idea what to do. I had assumed you would be wailing loudly, screaming and crying and falling apart but here you were, in this small corner, crying like you were afraid to make a sound.
“Hey. I’m here” I eventually said.
You rushed into my arms and stayed there, soaking my shirt with your tears. I had never felt so needed in my life.
..........................
I like to say that we stumbled into a relationship. It didn’t happen with much planning or well thought out intention. We just bonded our way through. After your mother died, you needed another anchor and I was a safe replacement so you leaned on me unbashedly. I was both your distraction and entertainment. We would sit in the sun and burn through hours without noticing. The ways we connected were unusal and unexpected. It was in the supermarket runs when we would laugh loudly without a care in the world. You would dance mindlessly along the aisles to a crowd of one. Ocassionally offering to pay for something or someone. It was in the simple activity of going to church together, siting side by side as the pastor preached a word we needed. It was in salsa fridays and karaoke saturdays where I eventually got to hear your voice for the first time. You mesmerized me from start to finish. 
Our way of life was simple and in all its unconventionality, it worked for us just fine.
......................................
The swelling started from nowhere. It was a sunday morning (8 months into dating you), you called sounding feverish. I remember the race to your apartment, how my legs felt like lead, all the thoughts racing through my mind. I was convinced you were just stressed, or maybe an allergic reaction so I told you to take Loratidin and try to get some rest. The swelling did not stop.
 It started in your ankles, then graduated to your face and other parts. Your concern grew when you saw that your pee was foamy. It took a lot of persuasion to get you to go to the hospital because hospitals made you think of your mother. However, the pain became intolerable, so you went.
They ran test upon test, scan upon scan, ruling out different diagnosis as they went. There was a consensus that maybe whatever was happening to you was idiopathic in nature, seeing as they couldn’t trace the source. None of us could understand it, me most of all. I spent hours poring over articles on the internet, trying my best to figure out what was happening to you but answers eluded me. It made no sense.
We sought out a second opinion. They said you had suspiciously high cholesterol levels and that the protein in your urine was high but that your kidney function was fine based on the test they ran. Most of it sounded like greek to me. This had been almost 2 weeks of back testing and yet, nothing they were saying was making any sense. If your kidney function test was fine, why were you still in so much pain? What was the way forward?
The doctor mentioned that whatever was ravaging your body might be an autoimmune disease. The immune system that was supposed to be protecting you from diseases had turned around to attack you instead. How does your body choose to fight it’s own self? The whole thing was maddening.

They put you on medication - Prednisolone and other tablets I cannot remember now. 
I sat by your bedisde, exhausted but I saw your eyes, you were strained too.
“How are you?” you asked, as I collapsed on the chair at your bedside. 
“I should be the one asking you that” I looked at you incredulously. The swelling had made it so that your formerly outstanding facial features now looked like one big mesh. But your eyes still held the same pull they always had. With you, I was always spellbound.
“You know how I am. But I don’t know how you are” you sniffled. I hated seeing you that way. 
“I hate this” I mumbled.
‘What are they saying?”
“They said your body is attacking itself. They still don’t have a definitive diagnosis”
You looked at me like you were about to cry and as if choosing to dismiss the thoughts, you stretch your hands out to me.
“Come here” You tapped the space beside you.
I move to sit there, cupping your swollen face in my palms.
“I’m scared” you admit.
I try not to let my eyes mirror that fear but I’m shaking inside. 
“How can I make you feel better?” I asked.
“Sing for me” you said.
“Are you trying to get sicker?” I laughed
It made you smile. I loved seeing you smile. I wanted it to stay that way so I grasped at all the possible straws I could think of.
“I could read you a story instead”
“Perfect” you muttered.
I was barely through the first page when you drifted into sleep. How do I love this disease away?
................................

Half-caste was the popular tag that most people threw your way. Your mother married a white man. Marriages like these weren’t uncommon in these parts. She had met him when she traveled abroad to study and theirs had been an immediate kind of love akin to ours. She married him not long after they met and got pregnant with you. He died in the 7th month of her pregnancy, and not being able to bear the pain of losing him, she gathered her things and left Ireland for Nigeria. This is why she clung to you with every breath in her body – you were an extension of their love, a reminder of her Charles. People who knew him, would often say after your birth that you had his eyes and smiled just like him. This mixed race blood that you carried was the reason for your ‘fair’ brown skin and full, curly 3c hair. I wondered if it was also the reason for this disease that was ravaging your body and killing you slowly. I hated seeing you go through this.
“I’m tired. I want to go” you said to me as we sat in the sun, eating salted cashew nuts.
I didn’t have an adequate response then so I pretended not to hear you. You knew though, that it was hard for me to hear but our relationship was never the type to shy away from difficult conversations. The pillars of honesty that we insisted upon demanded that we delved deep into our emotions and tell hard truths. Just like this one.
“I’m sorry” I eventually said, a heavy sigh following the words.
“It’s so hard. I am tired of fighting”
“ I wish I could fight for you” You looked at me with teary eyes and I felt my heart break. “I want to take all of your pain and wear it like a sackcloth with my name inscribed on it” I continued.
“Thank you” The words left your lips like a soft exhale.
“What are you thanking me for?”
“For not getting on your knees and begging me to stay. Even though I know you want me to”
“I don’t think I would survive it if you die”
You were quiet, pensive even. Your eyes tracing the skies as if searching for answers.
“Marry me” I added, making my mind up on the spot.
You laughed in that sing-song way that set fire to my soul. “Is this supposed to be a proposal?”
“I’m serious, KB.”
Your lift your eyes to meet mine and it feels like a freezable moment, suspended in the confines of time and space.
“You don’t even have a ring”
“We can always buy one. You can pick anyone you like.”
“You’re so unromantic”
“I’m sorry. I owe you a realer one”
You sit straight in your chair so that you’re facing me, your eyes holding the glint of a smile.
“It doesn’t get any realer than this” you said and I stifled the insane urge to grab you and kiss you.
“It doesn’t get any realer than this” I repeat. Taking your hands in mine.
“But you sef, how is your response to me wanting to die, an offer of marriage?”
“If you ever choose to leave this world, I want you to do it in my arms”
Silence. We’re both thinking the same thing but none of us say a word.
This is how we often were, like kindred spirits, joint in thought and deed. 
.....................................
They discharge you the next day.
I wanted to take you ring shopping but I knew how drained you were so I took you home and sat there as you took in your apartment with a renewed sense of appreciation. I loved this for you. This recovery. The drugs seemed to be working - the swelling had gone down. You were breathing better and moving better. 
I ordered those spicy chicken wings that you liked from Suya palace. I added plates of pasta and chinese fried rice. You were concerned about how much weight you had lost and I wanted to feed you happy things, anything to spark joy. 
It worked. I had never seen you so full of life. 
You got on your feet and danced to no music at all. Turning, twirling and giggling.
I recognised this pattern. The release of pain and fear with every move of your feet, adrenaline coursing through your veins. Watching you in that moment provoked a similar freedom on my inside. You looked exceptionally beautiful and it was not the kind of beautiful that made you want to watch. It was the kind of beauty that invited you to partake in it. So I put away my logic and joined you in that dance of reckless abandon. Your infectious laughter was all the music we needed. That was us. Raw, free, vulnerably secure.
............................................
Our wedding was the sort of gathering that dreams are made of. Well, our dreams. An intimate gathering of 50 people in a room full of paintings you designed from scratch. We wrote love letters to each other, crying and laughing at intervals. None of your parents were there but I vowed to be both father, mother and husband to you. 
My parents hugged you and loved you and would not shut up about how perfect you were for me. How perfect we were for each other. 
I cannot forget the words you said to me.
“My starlight. You mean the world to me. I say all the time that I call you this because you came into my life and illuminated it in the way that stars beautify the dark skies. It is true. You’re doing it even now with those beautiful eyes, reassuring me that I’m safe here. You’re the long exhale that comes after a prolonged period of holding your breath. I feel like i’ve been holding my breath in anticipation of you and now that you are finally here, I find myself finally breathing free. I promise to be your sunlight, to always illuminate the path you walk on. Just like the sun, I will rise and set with you in mind. I promise to be your solid rock on days when everything else is falling apart. I want to hold you and love in the way the father has designed love to be done. Our love is like a ballet, a stunning, ever-evolving choreography of two souls moving in unison. We have the kind of love that would keep angels entertained for hours on end.
 I do not take this sacred bond for granted and there’s nobody else I’ll rather be talking this life journey with. You’re really my poogie doogie. I love you more than words can express, and I can't wait to continue dancing through life with you by my side. It is such an honour to do life with you, Lanre”
I cried like a baby, Komorebi. You were there, you saw me shed what were supposed to be hard guy tears. And no, I didn’t memorise the vows. But yes, I framed those words and kept them by my bedside.
The first three months of marriage were a beautiful dream of similar nature. Waking up to you was hands down the best part. Laughter lined the walls of our new home. You taught me to paint and I taught you write. I heard you sing more now, unprovoked even. You gave me full, solo concerts complete with the costume and make belief stage. For a while your sickness became a distant memory. You were healing nicely. Until the morning you fainted.
.................................................
I paced the walls of that hospital room, trying my hardest not to lose my shit. But my brain was betraying me without warning. You had been painting as usual, humming a tune I cannot bear to listen to now. Your painting was of a butterfly, halfway into transition. I heard the brush drop to the ground first, then the thud of your body hitting the soft rug beneath you. I rushed to your side screaming your name but you couldn’t hear me. The fear I felt in that moment is still coursing through my veins now, as I pace the hospital reception waiting on feedback from the doctors.
“Mr Coker” a nurse announces loudly.
I walk up to her, indicating my presence. I am ushered into the doctor’s office. The moment I see his face, I know there’s trouble.
“Her kidney function is in disarray” he states. 
I adjust uneasily in my seat “What does that mean?”
“Her blood pressure is also alarmingly high” he continues, as though i didn’t just ask him a question.
“I thought you said the kidney function test she did the last time was normal”
“Yes, it was. And it is possible for these symptoms to progress over time. My guess is on Nephrotic syndrome.”
“Your guess?” I repeated in bewilderment.
“She is showing signs of nephrotic syndrome, especially with the protein levels in her urine. To a large extent, this seems to be idiopathic in the sense that there is no known cause for this to be happening”
My head was spinning. They had finally given your disease a name. This faceless enemy that had waged war on your body now had an identity I could tie it to and I hated it with every fiber of my being.
“So what do we do?” I inquire, suddenly feeling claustrophobic.
“For starters, we can put her on BP meds but I’m worried about her forming blood clots that can lead to a stroke”
“A stroke?” I bellow, swallowing the hiccup that came from nowhere.
“Yes, it is a possibility so I am thinking of also giving her something to prevent the clotting. We can additionally do a couple of dialysis sessions to mitigate the swelling.”
“Alright. Let’s do whatever it takes. I just want her to get better”
...........................................
She does not get better.
It gets worse after that. For the next 3 months that followed, I watched you struggle with the worst kind of pain. X-ray showed fluid building up in your lungs. Then you started having shortness of breath and a terrible wave of exhaustion. You were tired often. Your chest hurt, your body hurt, infection came from nowhere and tore your body to shreds. In all of this, you were still doing the dialysis sessions but they didn’t seem to be working. I was going from work to your bedside everyday for months. I did not want to lie down alone in our bed at home so I moved you to a private room and found a space for myself to crash beside you. 
Your smile slowly started to wane, the fight was draining you and I despised every single minute of it. It was a cruel kind of torture watching you go through your deepest hell and not being able to take the pain away or do anything about it. I slammed my fists into the wall in anger and came back to you with bloodied fists.
You didn’t say a word when I entered, you just watched me closely.
“I know this is hard for you” you finally say.
I break down in tears. You have never seen me cry so you gasp softly as the tears make their way down my face but I couldn’t stop. I bent over in that hospital room and wept helplessly.
You watched me keenly, not uttering a word, just letting me cry.
I felt stupid for being that way when it was you who bore all the pain. Why was I crying?
“I love you” you mutter, when the tears stop.
Your eyes carry meaning that the words cannot properly convey.
“I need you” I say back
“You have me, always” your eyes are brimming with hope and some of it rubs off on me.
Today was one of the good days. Everything else was falling apart but your lips still smiled the same. Your heart, larger than life.
Dancing had always been our home, our safety net. It is why I slid closer to you, taking your hands in mine, watching you twirl in graceful fashion. Everything you do is exceptionally beautiful.
............................... 
Hurricanes do not happen in a single sweep. They develop over time through a series of complex atmospheric and oceanic interactions. These interactions are what cause the storms and hurricanes that inevitably follow, leaving a trail of destruction in their wake.
This is what the past 2 weeks have felt like. Everything was happening too fast.
One minute, it was her heart carrying too much load and slowing down, the next, your  body was refsing to do what it shoul. The dialysis was failing and they were discussing things like palliative care. I refused to agree.
[bookmark: _GoBack]I once heard somewhere that phenomenally good people don’t live long. The person who said this to me cited Jesus as an example and spoke of people he knew who had a similar experience.
I sit here by your bedside wishing with everything in me that it is false.
You cannot go now.
I hold your hands and will you to stay, begging you just like the day you came to this earth. 
begging you to stay. for me.
for us.
for anything.
please stay.
I asked for this room on purpose, hoping for a miracle. I watch the last ray of sun disappear into the horizon, carrying with it my last shed of hope.
Komorebi, sunlight did not filter through the trees on the day you left. The only miracle that took place was my still, beating heart. My ability to form what felt like coherent thoughts as I watched you go.
You never belonged here anyway. You were too good for this place.
Thank you for coming.
