
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Amanuel

        

        
        
          Angela N. Mata

        

        
          Published by Two Black Doves Publications, 2025.

        

    



Copyright © 2023, 2024, 2025 Angela N. Mata. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

Quote from Carl Gustav Jung, spoken during a filmed interview with Dr. Richard Evans in Küsnacht, Switzerland, 1957. Restored footage available via The Jungian Aion YouTube channel, https://www.youtube.com/@TheJungianAion. Quote: “The unconscious is not just evil by nature; it is also the source of the highest good...” Used respectfully and with acknowledgment.

AMANUEL

Third Edition. July 2025.

Written by Angela N. Mata.






	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Preface
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“The illustrious psychoanalyst Carl Jung once said: All that I have learned has led me step by step to an unshakable conviction of the existence of God. I only believe in what I know, and that eliminates believing. Therefore, I do not take His existence on belief. I know that He exists.

This is our peculiar walk of faith...”
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Addison Manor
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RIVER VALLEY SUITES provided standard lodging for travelers. It was located in Greater Asaba. The Obianas were transients, newly arrived from Accra. They rented a flat for two while waiting for permanent housing. Franklin had a car now, a jasmine green Subaru with only thirty thousand miles on it. He bought it from a dealership for almost half its worth. That was one of the perks of being a man of the cloth.

The couple started off for Anambra early one morning. They were in the countryside now. Franklin held covetously to his wife’s hand while cruising along a narrow, dirt-laden road. The wonder in her face made him smile. Beatrice hadn’t been herself since their last miscarriage. The change of scenery seemed to be doing her some good.

The Accrains aimed to start life anew in the village they were heading to. Franklin was the new minister. He wondered what condition he might find the chapel in. Elori was a poor town. His father’s life began there. But the elder wanted more for his family. He earned a fellowship to study abroad and returned with a doctorate from Oxford. The professor raised two sons in nearby Awka. Franklin knew very little about his father’s humble beginnings. He was anxious to see the land of his forebears.

A cobblestone entrance sign stood a few feet ahead of them. It read ADDISON MANOR in fancy lettering. The minister turned there and stopped at a gated compound at the end of the short, gravel road. Franklin blew his horn for admittance. The gatekeeper hurried to unlock the gate. He was a middle-aged man dressed impeccably in casual Western attire. Franklin found him too polished for the job. Yet his smile assured them they were welcome. The minister nodded appreciatively, then pulled into the cobblestone courtyard.

What stood before them stole their breath away: a two-story Victorian Tudor with more windows than they cared to count. Another car was parked on the property, a stylish gray coupe with a Delta license plate.

Amara Achike worked as a realtor out of Asaba. She materialized on the porch no sooner than Franklin shut down his motor. Amara was a pretty ajebo, sharply dressed in a navy business suit. She seemed anxious to meet the new arrivals. Franklin exited the Forester and helped his wife out of the passenger side. He hooked his arm about hers and approached with a smart walking cane in his right hand. The minister was garbed in a swanky new senator’s suit. He’d inherited a title from his father and donned the traditional cap. His beloved wore a beautiful m’boubou that matched his ensemble to a fault. Achike found them majestic and bowed slightly at the waist.

“Father Obiana, I greet! Welcome to Addison Manor. This must be your wife.”

“Yes, I’m Beatrice.”

“I’m very pleased to meet you, ma. My name is Amara Achike. The Oweles hired me to manage this property for them. They are your new landlords.”

There was a peculiar branding on Achike’s right cheek. The couple couldn’t help but notice. Achike caught Franklin staring and rubbed her hand across the mark. He hadn’t meant to embarrass her, but such things were an oddity to him. His parents had been devout members of Awka’s Anglican Communion. Franklin’s decision to enter the ministry made them exceedingly proud. Achike smiled again, much to his relief.

“Well, I must say the Oweles are truly enamored by you people! They’ve been anticipating your arrival for some time now.”

“Really?” Franklin replied. “We’re not at all familiar with them. I’ve been communicating with a lass named Monica this entire time. In fact, I thought we’d be meeting her here today.”

Achike’s laughter was almost mocking. Suddenly they felt small. She saw the look on their faces and swallowed back her hilarity.

“Father Obiana, Addison Manor is not your ordinary home by any means! The Oweles are scrupulous about every query they receive. A background check is required for all potential occupants. Very few ever get this far. You’re a native. That, my dear, is an added plus! Monica and I are working together to get you people settled in quickly.”

She rolled her eyes back to Beatrice and smiled again.

“Chai! Your wife is very beautiful. It’s a pity about the miscarriages. The Oweles adore children. This house has been specially equipped for them. There’s a playset out back.”

The breath rushed out of Beatrice. She hadn’t told anyone about their ordeal. She looked to Franklin for an explanation. His eyes were still on Achike.

“Could we just get on with business?” he said.

“Oh, yes, of course!”

Achike opened the door for them. The couple stepped into a vestibule with marble flooring and wainscot walls. A crystal chandelier hung high above them. The winder staircase to the right extended to a small railed banister. Soft sunlight poured in from an upper window, illuminating the entire area. Beatrice grinned excitedly as she made a complete turnaround.

“Wow! I like it already,” she said.

Franklin frowned at the chandelier. “Don’t you think it’s a bit extravagant?” he asked. “There’s only the two of us, Bea.”

“You’ll get used to it,” Amara assured them. “Please allow me to show you around. You can take your decision later on. I know you will stay.”

The couple faced her again and waited patiently for her to begin the tour.

“Addison Manor was constructed by a local contractor over the course of seven years. It has remained unoccupied ever since. The land itself has been in Oga’s family for many generations. There are seven bedrooms, a servant’s quarters, double parlors, three full baths, a kitchen, pantry, and dining hall. The home comes fully furnished, of course. A washer has been added for your convenience. There is even a small staff at your disposal.”

“Now wait a minute!” Franklin said. “We hadn’t planned on any domestics. Bea does all our laundry and cooking. I should be upfront with you–we cannot afford to keep them on. You see, I’m the only one with a regular paycheck at present. My wife resigned from her post in Accra to follow me here.”

“Oh yes! You’re a psychoanalyst, right?” Beatrice smiled proudly, confirming her assumption.

“No worries, Father! The Oweles have taken all of that into consideration. The staff is wholly devoted to them. You are only renting the place for now.”

An arched passageway led to the great room. Beatrice felt her heart flutter when she set eyes on the baby grand, but followed Amara up the staircase. They headed straight for the master bedroom. Amara ushered the couple inside. It was an airy suite with modern mahogany furnishings. Beatrice strolled around at her leisure. She adored the long drapes at the windows. They reached the floor and had a matching pocket valance.

Beatrice parted the drapes and caught a view of the property’s backyard. It was a fenced-in area surrounded by a lush, green forest. There were colorful flower beds, a furnished patio, and the playset Amara mentioned. The redwood treehouse gym was built around a giant teak tree. It nearly brought her to tears as she imagined children climbing and going down the green spiral slide.

“This is the largest of the bedrooms–your master suite,” Achike explained.

“Why haven’t the Oweles claimed this house for themselves?” Beatrice asked.

“Well, Oga decided to rent the property before Addison Manor was ever built. I did mention it earlier. The house stands on his ancestral land.”

“Ah-ah!” Franklin said. “How is it possible, Amara? I distinctly remember Monica telling me the Oweles were oil magnates from Etche.”

“The Oweles are better suited to answer that,” she replied. “I have no explanation to offer you. I’m only going by what was told to me. Now, your rent here is set at five hundred thousand per annum. I presume this won’t be a problem for you. We have looked over your finances. Our asking price is considerably lower than what you were paying in Accra.”

“Ha! For all of this?” he exclaimed.

Beatrice was taken with the room’s floating vanity. It had deep double drawers that were sectioned off inside–perfect for her cosmetics. A pretty oval mirror hung above. She settled into the plush salon chair and adjusted her height with the lever beneath.

“Everything looks so polished and new!” she said.

Achike stepped around the minister and approached with a smile.

“Madam was put in charge of decorating the home,” she said. “You will find that it comes with every amenity a modern family could ask for. The Oweles have provided them all for your personal convenience.”

Franklin dusted his hands. “Heyyy! All of this for so little? It seems too good to be true.”

“It is unheard of!” Beatrice said.

“Yet here we stand. It should be clear to you people by now that money is no object here. This is all about what Addison Manor can do for you. Everything is negotiable at this point.”

The minister approached with his hands resting on his hips.

“I don’t get you!” he said. “Nothing worth having ever comes this easy.”

Amara’s smile remained as they locked eyes.

“Whoever said this would be easy, Father? To whom much was given, of him much will be required.”

“And those who gave him much will demand even more!” Franklin replied.

“So... do we have a deal or not?”

Franklin looked around for his wife. She had already slipped away from him. The woman was searching through the wardrobe now. His silence prompted her to look back.

“Yes!” she mouthed silently.

He faced Achike again, sighed, then shook his head indecisively.

“Mmm, I’m not just sure! Something seems very off about this whole ordeal. You must understand that Accra has been my home for many years. I feel as though I’m standing on foreign soil. We will need to meet with the landlords before making any solid commitment.”

“As you wish!” Achike replied. “We can certainly arrange that for you.”

She reached inside her pocket and pulled out a business card. Amara offered it to the minister.

“Give me a call once you’ve made up your minds.”

Franklin accepted and read silently.

*******
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THE OBIANAS WERE BACK at their hotel by nine. They showered and dressed for bed. Beatrice was grooming her hair in the dresser mirror now. Her husband lay sprawled across the bed. He had the Vanguard spread out before him. It was his favorite out of all the Nigerian journals.

“So what do you think about the house?” he asked. “Should we take it?”

“Franklin, yes! How could you even ask me that? We’ve been talking about moving to your father’s land for years. Let’s do it in style! Honey, that house is gorgeous. I really don’t understand why the owners are renting it out for so little. We’d be paying eighty thousand cedis per month for a home like that in Accra. In any case, I think it’s the ideal choice for us. There’s something very special about the atmosphere. I felt it right away. Everyone was so nice!”

Franklin lowered his paper. He met her eyes in the mirror and smiled.

“Yes, I felt the same way. But on the other hand, they could all be ritualists setting us up for sacrifice to some bloodthirsty demon.”

Beatrice rolled her eyes at his dramatics.

“Franklin, I swear, you can be so silly at times!”

“Well, do you really think a minister should be living so lavishly? It’s only the two of us, Bea. What do we need with all that extra space?”

Beatrice froze while staring at her reflection in the mirror. Her face had suddenly turned grim.

“Oh wow! In all my excitement, I nearly forgot our dilemma. Three miscarriages, Franklin! It can only be a curse. Perhaps the ancestors are trying to tell us we aren’t meant for each other.”

Franklin sat up on his side of the bed and laughed. She wondered why. It wasn’t a laughing matter to her.

“Beatrice, you surprise me! I never knew you were superstitious.” He approached and massaged her shoulders from behind. “Honey, we will try and try again. Life is a miraculous thing! Remember that our ways are not God’s.”

Beatrice stood and allowed him to embrace her. She adored his affection. It felt wonderful to be wrapped in his giant arms.

“Franklin, you are still a young man. I have no right pressuring you to remain in this marriage.”

Her words stunned him. They’d been together for ten blissful years. He held her back roughly.

“Bea, you have stood by me through thick and thin. Why should I abandon you now? Darling, you know my every fault and habit. I know yours. I could not ask for a better spouse. You are my soul mate! Children grow up and away from their parents. We will remain together always. I will die in your arms.”

Beatrice laid her head against his chest. Warm tears streamed from her eyes and wet his nightshirt. He didn’t seem to mind.

“Franklin, you need a child. We have this beautiful home reserved for us but no offspring to fill it. I want what’s best for you.”

“Darling, you are what’s best for me. I’ll never leave you. If you really must have this child, then I suggest we adopt.”

Beatrice pushed away from him and met his eyes again. They were warm and caring as always. He meant every word of what he said. But it didn’t help to ease her guilt.

“Lord knows my heart goes out to the orphaned,” she said. “But Franklin, this is about preserving bloodlines. We are Africans!”

Franklin dried her face with his bare hands and then kissed her lips repeatedly.

“My Honey Bee!” he professed. “You’re so beautiful to me. Madame called while you were in the shower. We’ve been invited to lunch at their home tomorrow. Let’s rest now. Nnewi is almost an hour away. We will take our final decision after we have heard them out.”

He walked her over to her side of the bed. Franklin smiled as he watched her pull down the covers and settle in. When she was cozy, he cut the lights off and took his place beside her.

Beatrice resisted his advances. He kissed his teeth irritably while glaring down at her.

“Oooh, Bea! It’s been three months now. For how long will you wallow in self-pity?”

There was no reply. Beatrice turned her back to him and closed her eyes. She hoped that he would do the same.

“Beatrice, I need you. Please don’t deny me again tonight.”

Beatrice remained unchanged. He fell back on his pillow and sulked while staring at the fan winding above them. 
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The Oweles
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THE OWELES LIVED IN an upscale division of Nnewi. They owned a detached duplex secured by an iron gate. It was a downgrade from Addison Manor but beautifully furnished. Most of the artifacts adorning the home had been collected during their travels. They came from varied regions of Alaigbo and the Yoruba kingdoms. An aromatic assortment of lush, tropical plants was on display as well. A Yoruba servant helped to maintain everything. The Oweles called him Kemi.

Their guests arrived just before noon. Madam insisted that they be served at what she called the “proper table.” Kemi ushered them to the home’s beautiful salle à manger.

Franklin observed the couple in silence while they dined. He wasn’t sure how old the Oweles were, but Madam was well-preserved. She appeared to be his junior by many years. Marilyn had apparently lived abroad for some time. It was evident by her mannerisms and speech.

Kemi stepped forward and refilled Franklin’s water glass after a few sips. The minister thanked him with a nod. Kemi was an excellent cook. He had served all of the couple’s favorites. It was more than a coincidence. The smirk on his face told them so. Franklin wondered how he could’ve possibly known.

A highlife rendition of The Lord's Prayer streamed while they supped. Franklin suddenly found himself swaying to the lively beat. The Oweles delighted in his merriment. They were a conventional couple. Madam met her guests in a beautiful white lace kaba and slit. Her husband wore the traditional isiagu. Their facial scars took Franklin by surprise. They were identical to Amara’s and in the same place. Perhaps, he thought, they’d been received before they found the Lord.

Amanuel laughed as if he could read minds. His eyes were fixed on Franklin. Marilyn was equally mesmerized by Beatrice. The young woman’s every movement seemed to intrigue her. Madam’s staring unnerved Beatrice. Nonetheless, she smiled back.

Franklin stopped eating after a while and settled back in his chair. “Chief, Chief!” he declared. “I’m very curious about how your family came to own properties in Igboland. I was told that you derive from Etche.”

Amanuel looked taken aback. He smiled a little and shook his finger at the minister. “Marilyn, don’t you like this young man? His intelligence astounds me! Son, you are the first person to ever ask me that question. It is a very good one indeed.”

“And so?” Franklin urged him on with a nod.

The elder sat back and released a long sigh. “Well, we were all one people in the beginning. Eri is our ancestral father, as you well know. He had six children. They founded many kingdoms. The head of every royal house claims descent from at least one of these lineages. Elori’s rulers were no exception. Many say the Igbo choose their king. But a sovereign rules by divine right in my father’s land.

“You see, my good man, our Great Eze Olisa took a virgin bride from Ozuzu. I am their only son. So when His Majesty died, his nobility and all properties were passed down to me. It was then that my legitimacy came into question. A war broke out among the titled men. My dear mother feared for our lives. She fled with me during the night and retreated to her homeland. Her Majesty raised me within the culture she knew best. She remained a widow until death claimed her as well.”

“So the kingsmen ran her off,” Franklin said.

“Yes, that is correct. Elori went without a sovereign for many years. The throne remains vacant to this very day. I am Etche by inheritance and a citizen of Elori by birth.”

“Well, I’m intrigued,” Franklin said.

Merlyn’s eyes were on the minister now. She smiled at his handsomeness. “How did you find the house?” she asked.

“Well, Bea has fallen madly in love with the place. We don’t quite understand why your asking price is so small.”

“It’s so beautiful!” Beatrice said. “Have there been other offers?”

“There have been many! But it was your story that touched our hearts. Our daughter Monica first brought you to our attention. I had this feeling you were so right for the home! Addie agreed when we shared your letter with him. Two miscarriages. My poor dears! We find your resilience very commendable. You see, our purpose here is to bring you prosperity and a future filled with hope.”

Beatrice appreciated the empathy. It didn’t seem to hurt so much coming from Marilyn. Perhaps it was the age difference. She was a married woman but still in need of a mother figure. Her own was so far away.

A constant creaking sound stole her attention away. Her eyes settled on a beautiful ladder-back rocker sitting in the adjacent room. It swayed gently in the breeze blowing through an open window. Marilyn smiled at her curiosity. It was her private quarters. Kemi had left the door open in his haste. A wicker basket filled with spools of yarn sat next to the chair. That was all that could be seen from where Beatrice sat.

Franklin cleared his throat for the couple’s immediate attention. “So, uh, Beatrice and I were discussing the house on the way over. We’re willing to pay double.”

Chief Amanuel laughed again. “My children!” he professed. “They know not the hour nor day. Do they, Marilyn?”

“The house is yours,” she announced. “You can move in anytime you’d like.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
AMANUEL

A savior arrives in a time and place least expected.

7

ANGELA N. MATA





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





