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…WE WERE MEANT TO VANISH

Please understand me babe: I know am
leaving

I’ll be back with a fortune maybe

My greatest fear is to sit back and watch you
suffer

_ain’t no food on the table…our son will be
starving to death

Please remember this day: I have got to join
the army.

Pray to God that I get back and uplift my
family

I’ll keep your love in my heart, your smile
forever by my side

I never wanted this, but this life is so
hard

Keep our son by your side

In case I earn a bullet; remember my
words

You are my everything; my moon and my
world

I’ll do this shit for my son

He’ll be my motivation every time am holding
that gun.

 


…confessions from the grave

 


 



PART ONE

 




She pushed all the boxes under her hospital
bed and pressed the red button on top of her headboard. In a few
minutes, Sister Brandy walked in with a smile… “Here I am Cath, how
are you doing today?” she said checking out the room form attached
to Catherine’s bed… “I can see you had your favorite milk shake
yesterday…” she said still looking at the form. “We were to have it
together: remember?” she placed the form attached on the brown clip
board back on the hinge of the bed. “Why are you always leaving me
out of the fun?” she asked looking at her friend who was trying so
much to smile.

“You sound real alive today Brandy,” she
said… “I am sorry I left you out of the milk shake experience…I
just didn’t know I would wake up today…” she said with a choky
laugh.

“Please keep these safe for me…I feel less
strong every day.” She pointed towards the box pile stashed under
her bed.

Brandy and Catherine had been a friend since
college; they even went to the same hospital for practice after
their course. As soon as they graduated Catherine chose to go the
family way as Brandy opted to concentrate on her career. She knew
about Silas and Catherine but opted to stay out o f it.

When it got apparent that her friend was on a
downward spiral, she tried talking Catherine out of that situation
but her friend was already too neck-deep into Silas. ‘I wish I had
done more’ she often thought ever since that day

When Catherine had told her of her intention
to tell her family the truth, she encouraged her saying, “it would
give you peace and them too…”

This made Catherine decided to write the
letters to her husband and children as she couldn’t face Ken with
the truth. Sis. Brandy took all the boxes and placed them in the
wall cupboard carefully twisting the key in place and placing it in
her breast pocket.

She went to Catherine's bedside and held her
left hand. Her eyes were still closed but her heart was beating. As
she looked at her friend’s body she could tell that her condition
was getting worse every passing day. ‘The accident had been quite
an eye-opener for her though… it was meant to finish this journey…’
she thought as she looked at the beeping machines attached to her
friend’s body.

“Silas is a real selfish character…”
Catherine whispered trying to open her eyes,

“I wish I could stay longer to correct all
that went wrong,” she added with a regretful sigh.

“There is no time for regrets let it go so
that you can truly rest when the time comes.” Brandy told her still
holding her hand. “Tell Ken I will be happily waiting for him and
don’t forget to tell him all the other things that I said,” she
said. “take care Brandy, and don’t follow my lead.” She closed her
eyes and tightly squeezed Brandy’s hand for a while then finally
let go.

There was a silent though quite an audible
release which Brandy was all quite familiar with by this time. She
knew Catherine was gone, forever gone. She called in the floor
doctor who was on duty to handle all the protocols as it was
required as she tried reaching her friend’s husband.

“Time of death….” She could hear Dr. Obade’s
voice as she walked down the hall past the nurses’ station. Ken was
not at home, she tried calling his workplace but he was in a
meeting so she left a message for him to call back as soon as he
could.

By the time he did call back, Brandy had gone
through the pain spiral severally and knew it was one of the things
she would have to carry in her heart for a long time. “You know you
can take the day off…” she had been told but she opted to stay and
bury herself in work.

Ken got to the hospital as fast as he could
after he was informed of his wife’s passing. “I had to drive him
here; he couldn’t after that phone call.” A friend told to Sis,
Brandy as Dr. Obade updated Ken on the medical report of his
deceased wife. “You did well,” she said. “Thank you for taking care
of him. He will need that kind of support.” She handed him a glass
of lemonade. “Have some…this might take a while.”

Bernard looked at the lady handing him the
glass of lemonade and thought to himself, ‘where have I seen this
face?’

“Call me Brandy, Sister Brandy… Catherine was
a friend, not only my patient” Brandy said. “Thank you,” Bernard
said sipping the lemonade. She left the visitors’ area for the
three boxes Catherine had left with her. “Ken she asked me to give
you these… her last words.” She said quietly handing him the three
boxes as Bernard looked on. Ken took the boxes carefully looking at
them… “I don’t think I can deal with them right now” he whispered
trying his best to stay collected. “You don’t have to right now.”
Brandy quietly responded considering the weight of the information
the boxes carried. “I could keep them until you decide to have
them.”

“No I will keep them with me…this is
something of hers…until I am ready, I will keep them.” He responded
placing them on his lap. “I have to go for the kids…” he added
getting on his feet. “I am driving” offered Bernard who had been
watching the two in silence.

“Thank you for the lemonade.” He said smiling
politely at Sister Brandy. “It was one of the best I have ever
had.”

Sis Brandy placed the empty glass on the
‘used glasses’ basket as she left the visitors’ area to her office
holding on to her box…her only friend’s box. ‘I wish I could have
done more.’ She kept on thinking, “maybe there was something
different I could have done.”

Ken got Kevin and Tomina from school took
them for some snacks before they got home. Bernard made sure they
were safely home before he left for the office. They didn’t say
much on the way to school and after they had got the kids from
school…Ken didn’t mention the hospital or their mother. ‘I wonder
how he will do it…’ Bernard thought, ‘this must be so hard on him…
“I wouldn’t want to be in his shoes right now,” he said to his wife
when he got home later that day. “It’s not an easy spot to find
yourself.” She responded pouring him some tea

***

That evening after dinner two of the four
boxes were opened. Brandy read and re-read what her friend had
written in her final hours. “This is truly a letter from Cath,” she
said as her purring housemate rubbed against her leg.
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“Evening, I hope I didn’t wake you.” She said
as soon as the line was connected. “No, you didn’t…I guess you read
your letter…?” he said as a matter of fact. “That’s better…Yes, I
did. How did you know?” “I opened mine too…I was just about to give
you a call…” “What of the kids, you told them already?” she asked
swallowing audibly. “Not yet…I am still not sure how to tell them
any of these.”

“I guess you would need a lot of help with
them…” she said relieved… “Yes I would, I need all the help I can
get. Do you think you can make time and meet me?” he asked
fidgeting with the box on his table. “Yes I can but first I need to
head out…she asked me to do this one last thing for her way off in
Ager.” “Okay…anything I can do to help?” he asked looking at the
wall clock. “Yes, Ken could you hold off the burial? I would like
to attend but after I have done this one last thing she asked…I
will do my best to be as fast as I can.” “I think that is okay. I
can do that…one last thing for Catherine; right?” he responded with
a heavy sigh “Thanks a lot, Ken…pass my love to the children. I
promise I won’t be long.” “That’s fine Brandy…I would need a lot of
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