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Dedication: 

For Samuel Ojogbe, 

Whose spirit flows with the river, 

And to my mother Lois J Armstrong who taught me that I can do anything if I push hard enough! 
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About the Author 

Ilura Armstrong is a storyteller drawn to the mysteries of Nigeria—its people, traditions, and ancient folklore. Her work blends supernatural fiction with emotional memory, exploring love, loss, and the unseen ties between the living and what endures beyond them. 

She believes in soulmates, in rivers that remember, and in stories carried through drums, dreams, and whispered names. 

The River Remembers is her tribute to Samuel Ojogbe, and to the river that carries his memory. 
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Chapter 1: The Land Wakes 
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The earth trembled before the curse was named. 

In Kogi State, under the red sun, the river whispered secrets older than memory. The Igala people knew these waters well — some called it a blessing, others a warning. The river fed the village when it was kind. When it was not, it gave back bones. 

Ene and Eshe were sisters bound by blood and silence. They lived where the river’s edge held both life and death. That evening, as the sun dipped low and the air grew unnaturally still, Ene noticed the first sign — a strange pattern in the mud, serpent-like, curling with deliberate purpose. 

She called Eshe over. Neither spoke. 

The elders would later name it Igu Egu: the serpent’s mark. The last time it had appeared, a generation had been lost to the waters. 

Far away, on another continent, Ilura had just agreed to leave everything she knew. 

For decades, her life had been measured by who needed her. Now, for the first time, she was choosing something for herself. 

It had begun simply — a message over the internet, a conversation that refused to end. The screen flickered before settling. Samuel’s face filled the frame, familiar now in the small rituals of light and shadow — the way he leaned closer when he listened, the soft curve of his smile when he spoke her name. 

Samuel, who taught philosophy by day and pursued archaeology at night, had learned to read both human and earth-made patterns. 

“So when are you coming?” he asked, his voice warm despite the distance. 

Ilura laughed softly, feeling something loosen in her chest. “Soon,” she said. “Very soon.” 

Seeing him like this — alive, real, waiting — made the journey feel inevitable rather than frightening. The miles between them shrank to the width of a screen, and for a moment, the world beyond it faded entirely. 

Samuel’s words were thoughtful, steady, familiar in a way she couldn’t explain. After nearly two years of late-night conversations, shared questions, and quiet laughter across a screen, she agreed to travel to Nigeria to meet him. At fifty-five, soft around the edges from years of careful living, Ilura felt a flutter she hadn’t known in decades. Samuel’s presence calmed something restless inside her, even from thousands of miles away. For the first time, she allowed herself to imagine being fully seen — and fully alive. As the plane hummed beneath her, the air smelled faintly of metal and warmth. The vibration under her feet reminded her of distant storms, of rivers she had only seen in photographs. She closed her eyes, suspended between fear and anticipation, unaware of the mark already pressed into the earth across the ocean. 

Thousands of miles apart, the river stirred.   
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Chapter 2: Ilura Chooses 
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The airport did not feel heroic. 

It felt fluorescent, over-air-conditioned, and oddly indifferent to the size of the decision being made inside her chest. 

Ilura stood for a long moment with her ticket in hand while people flowed around her in practiced currents — families corralling children, business travelers moving with mechanical urgency, voices layered in languages she couldn’t follow. No one here knew she was about to change her life. No one cared. The ordinary world had not paused to mark the moment. 

That steadied her more than encouragement would have. 

She moved forward. 

Security bins, shoes off, bag through the scanner. Each small instruction grounded her. Step by step, the past became something behind glass instead of something she still lived inside. 

For years her life had been measured in pill bottles, appointment calendars, and the fragile rhythm of breathing in rooms that smelled faintly of antiseptic. Caregiving had not been a role — it had been gravity. Every choice orbited it. Even grief had come quietly, not as a storm but as the slow realization that no one needed her schedule anymore. 
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