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Dedication




To God almighty the giver of wisdom and understanding,my beloved family and every immigrant who endured quietly.

To families who stayed together when survival tested love.

And to those who discovered that dignity is not given — it is preserved.
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Author’s Note




[image: ]This novel is inspired by lived realities shared by many but spoken by few. It is written to witness endurance, not to dramatise pain. If you recognise yourself in these pages, know that your story matters.
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Introduction
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Migration is often spoken of as opportunity. Rarely is it told as endurance.



Even If the Cold Bites is a literary novel that explores the quiet heroism of immigrants whose dreams collide with invisible systems, cultural exclusion, and moral compromise. It is the story of Chuka Okafor, a husband, father, and international student who arrives in Scotland carrying hope, only to discover that survival in a foreign land often demands more than ambition—it demands resilience of the soul.

Set against the stark emotional and physical cold of Scotland, the novel examines racism without spectacle, poverty without exaggeration, crime without glamour, and faith without sentimentality. It is not a story of instant success, but of slow breaking—and careful rebuilding.

At its heart, this novel is about: The silent cost of migration
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Family as the last refuge Fear as a constant companion Faith tested to its limits
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Redemption earned, not given

This is not a tale of victims, but of people who refuse to disappear. Even when the cold bites.
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Chapter 1: The Departure Dream
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The air in Lagos that evening was thick with humidity and the scent of roasted corn from a street vendor outside the compound gate. The sky had turned a deep orange, the kind that made the city look both alive and heavy. Chuka sat on the edge of his bed, the visa letter trembling slightly in his hand. The words on the white paper still didn’t feel real. “Student Visa Granted.”

His wife, Ifeoma, burst into the small room, wiping sweat from her brow. “Chuka, are you sure this is it? Are we really going?”

He nodded, a slow smile forming. “We are. The UK. Scotland. I’ve been accepted for my Master’s in Business Administration. Our lives will change, Ify. It has to.”

The children — Ada, aged seven, and little Somto, only four — were too young to understand the weight of the news. They clapped and danced around the room because their parents were happy, and in their innocence, that was enough reason to celebrate.

Outside, neighbours peeked through the gate, whispering in excitement. In their part of Surulere, few people ever left the country. Those who did were spoken of like legends.

By nightfall, their one-room apartment turned into a small party. Aunties, cousins, and neighbours came with Fanta, jollof rice, and long prayers.

“May the road rise to meet you,” one elder prayed, her palms pressed against Chuka’s head. “May you not go and be lost in the land of the oyibo. Remember who you are.”

[image: ][image: ]

Chuka smiled politely, though the weight of her words settled deep in his chest. He wanted to be proud, but beneath the celebration, a faint voice whispered — What if this dream turns sour?

The Preparation

The following weeks were a storm of goodbyes, lists, and sleepless nights. They sold their small piece of land in Imo State, the last inheritance from Chuka’s late uncle. They borrowed money from a cooperative society, with promises of repayment within two years.

Every kobo went into tuition, visa fees, and plane tickets.

When the travel day finally came, the compound gathered again. Neighbours hugged them tightly, some crying, others wishing it were their turn.

“Don’t forget us when you make it,” one man joked.

Chuka forced a laugh. “I’ll send pounds,” he replied, masking the anxiety in his voice.

At the airport, Ifeoma held Ada’s hand tightly. “It feels like we are dreaming,” she whispered. Chuka adjusted his jacket and glanced at the departure gate. “Dreams are meant to be followed, even when you don’t know where they lead.”

First Touch of Winter

When they stepped off the plane in Edinburgh, the air sliced through them like knives. The children gasped. “Daddy, why is the air biting?” Ada cried, shivering.

Chuka laughed softly. “That’s called cold, my daughter. Real cold.”
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The city was quiet, too quiet for Lagos souls. No street vendors shouting, no generators humming. The silence felt heavy. The family’s host, a distant cousin who had been in the UK for five years, met them at the airport and drove them to a small flat in Leith. The place smelled of damp carpet and unfamiliar detergent.

That first night, they huddled together on a mattress on the floor, wrapped in thin blankets. Chuka stared at the ceiling, listening to the wind howling through the cracked window. He thought of the elder’s prayer — “May you not be lost in the land of the oyibo.”

He whispered to himself, “We’ll make it. No matter what it takes.” Settling In Days became weeks. Chuka started classes at the university. The building was

huge, filled with faces that looked nothing like his. His first lecture was on “Strategic Management,” but he barely understood half of what the professor said — the accent thick as cold cream. When he asked a question, the lecturer smiled politely but moved on too quickly.

At home, Ifeoma tried applying for cleaning jobs. Every time she handed over her CV, she got the same response:

“Sorry, we’re looking for someone with UK experience.”

She would return home quiet, placing her bag by the door. Chuka would ask, “Any luck?” She’d shake her head. “Maybe tomorrow.”
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They learned quickly that tomorrow in the UK was never guaranteed — it had to be fought for. The First Winter Storm

By December, snow covered the streets like sugar. Chuka walked to class through it, his shoes soaked, his hands numb. He felt invisible — a dark figure moving through a sea of hurried white faces.

One evening, after his lecture, he entered a café to warm up. When he tried to sit, a man beside him shifted his bag pointedly, as if guarding it. Chuka froze. The small act stung more than any word could. He smiled faintly, pretending not to notice, and ordered a tea he couldn’t afford.

At home, Ifeoma noticed his silence.

“You’re thinking too much again,” she said, handing him a cup of garri. He nodded. “I just... thought it would be easier.”

“It never is,” she replied softly. “But we didn’t come here to run back.”

Their eyes met. In that quiet kitchen, they made a silent pact — to endure, together. A Fading Call

One night, Chuka’s phone rang. It was his mother.

“My son, we are proud of you,” she said, her voice warm through the static. “But remember, not every smile abroad is a friend.”

Chuka chuckled. “Mama, I know. I’m careful.”

“Good,” she replied. “God will guide you. Come home after your studies. We are counting the days.”

[image: ][image: ]

He promised her he would. He didn’t know then that it was the last time he’d hear her voice.

That night, as he lay beside Ifeoma, the wind howled louder than usual. He stared at the ceiling again — the same ceiling that had become his quiet confessional. He whispered the words that would define his next years in Scotland:

“Even if the cold bites, we will not break.” Chapter 2: First Cold

The first real snowstorm of the season came without warning. It started with

gentle flakes drifting down like feathers, but within hours the wind picked up, and the white turned fierce. From the window of their small flat in Leith, Ifeoma watched as the city vanished under a grey veil.

“Chuka,” she called softly. “It’s snowing again. Heavily.”

He looked up from his laptop — a borrowed one from a classmate — and sighed. “Aye,” he said, mimicking the Scottish accent with a faint grin. “That’s winter for you.”

Ifeoma frowned. “You’re starting to sound like them.”

“Then maybe they’ll give me a job,” he joked, but the laugh died quickly in his throat. Adapting to the Freeze

Life in Scotland moved faster than they could catch up. The city was quiet, clean, and disciplined — everything Nigeria wasn’t — but it also felt cold in more ways than one.
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Each morning, Chuka took two buses to the university. He wore a secondhand coat from a charity shop and shoes that leaked at the toes. The cold bit through him every step of the way. His classmates chatted about ski trips and family holidays. None of them ever asked where he was from, though they looked at him as if they already knew.

One day after class, he tried to join a discussion group. “Hey, mind if I sit here?” he asked.

The group of three paused. One of them smiled politely. “Sorry, mate. We’re kinda full.” There was an empty chair right beside them.

He nodded slowly. “No worries.” He walked away, heart sinking. Later, he would tell himself it wasn’t racism — just coincidence. But deep down, he knew better.

Ify’s Search

While Chuka struggled at the university, Ifeoma searched for work. She would print copies of her CV at the library and walk the grey streets for hours, entering hotels, restaurants, and cleaning companies. The answer was always the same.

“We’ll call you.” They never did.

One afternoon, she returned home drenched and tired. “Any luck?” Chuka asked gently, stirring a pot of rice.

She shook her head. “One woman said she’d think about it. She asked if I can work nights.”
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He turned to her. “You can’t. The kids—”

“I know,” she interrupted. “But if we keep waiting, we’ll run out of food.”

They sat quietly as the rice cooked. Outside, the snow fell harder, coating the windows. Inside, they were learning a new kind of silence — the one that comes with uncertainty.

The Children Adjust

Ada and Somto started school after Christmas. They were the only Black children in their class. “Some of the kids laugh at my hair,” Ada whispered one evening. “They say it looks like a sponge.”

Ifeoma brushed her daughter’s hair slowly. “Your hair is beautiful,” she said firmly. “Never let anyone tell you different.”

“But why do they laugh?”

“Because they don’t understand beauty outside their world.”

Chuka listened from the kitchen doorway, his fists clenching. He wanted to protect his daughter from every cruel word, every ignorant stare — but how could he protect her from the world itself?

––––––––
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The Lecture Hall

In February, Chuka faced his first big assessment: a group presentation on market strategy. He arrived early, eager to contribute. When it was time to assign tasks, one of his teammates


—  a tall blonde student named Paul — said,



[image: ][image: ]

“Chuka, maybe you can handle the data slides, yeah? You’ve got that... international perspective.”
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