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	To all orphans of our days; young or old, real or imagined!

	
Critical Views On One Love, Many Tears

	Gertrude has a knack for preaching love in a “love-lost” society. This masterpiece is more than just a novel but “spill” of her longing for a “love-filled” world.

	Bright Udi, PMP.

	 

	 

	I'll simply describe Adabugo Gertrude as a multi-talented and highly creative person who always awes me with her deep intelligence that I sometimes say it's very deep for her age, haven known her from when she was just a child. She's quite thorough and excellent with her works, and I'm not surprised to see this masterpiece come from her. This book is a well-derserved blessing, and a must-read for every young person, man and woman!

	Rev. Fr. Anthony Igweagu

	Co-ordinator T.S.E.

	 

	 

	One Love, Many Tears, a story by a young author Gertrude U. Uzoh makes very interesting reading. It presents a moving story of a great African challenge of rapid urbanization with its attendant overstretching of basic infrastructure. The story is tragic in that movement to urban areas is based on the fact that most Africans, Nigerians being no exception, think that the city will provide succor as opposed to the inhibiting rural settlement patterns and practices. The story of Cynthia, Okechukwu and Susan is compelling!

	Dr. Kate Nwufo, mni, fcon

	Director, Special Programmes Center

	Nigerian Educational Research and Development Council (NERDC)

	Lokoja-Kaduna,

	Sheda

	Abuja.

	 

	 

	ONE LOVE, MANY TEARS x-rays the fabrics of man's emotions and the boundaries that demarcate the various options. Set in a contemporary environment, this exposé tries to give succour to all emotional victims. A good read.

	Chu Nwankwo

	Akal Communications Ltd.

	80, Awka Rd,

	Onitsha

	 

	 

	Gertrude, a seasoned Computer Science graduate, can simply be described as an intelligent person full of potentials and talents, and has demonstrated a versatile knowledge in this masterpiece.

	Dr. (Mrs.) Virgy Ejiofor

	Head, Department of Computer Science

	NnamdiAzikiweUniversity

	Awka.

	 

	 

	OneLove, Many Tears is an interesting yarn, spinned and set in our time. A deceptively easy narrative but extremely...Incisive. An intriguing work!

	Rems Nna Umeasiegbu,  PhD.

	Professor of English and Folklore

	Nnamdi Azikiwe University

	Awka.



	



	In Perspective

	They are two, one male, the other female. Both are teenagers. Then there is a third person, who is another female. She is not a teenager, but the mother of the first two.

	Their society turned a hatchery of wickedness, greed, envy, and avarice; which opposes the nest of love, peace, unity and harmony, originally planned for it.

	It is of unique existence pertained by the three characters referred above, in the quest to both identify with their society as well as identify with their individuality.

	It does one thing in particular; It tells how ruthless and callous it could get if untamed - THE HUMAN MIND! - by revealing the existence of a ‘devil’, or rather demonic potential inside.

	There is however, a greater potential inside too - a wonderful capacity and ability to love. This latter has a drastic effect over the former.

	It becomes a problem if the former rules. But a beauty when the latter reigns, bringing but less “evil”, and tending their world towards the afore-original paradise.

	With Okechukwu, Cynthia and Susan, it forms but a mind refreshment on the extent love has depreciated.

	 

	If it could remind one that love and tears are but options from which a choice has to be made by preference and at will, then, it must have achieved its aim.


Felix

	My gratitude goes to the following, who have in this my earthly journey helped me so far at different hurdles and difficult times of my life. Truly, "nmadu bu chi i be ya", meaning direct translationally that "man is god to his fellow man" and meaning implicitly that "we truly find god in our fellow human beings in terms of being salvaged from difficult times or being helped through trying times".

	 

	At various trying times, most harrowing experiences and life-altering events and moments of my life; they all in one way or the other and respectfully in their diverse big and small individual capacities supported me, assisted me and outrightly "saved" me. Without a single doubt, each of them in their own ways are my God-sents and destiny/mission/career helpers.

	 

	1. Mr. Andrew F. Okai

	2. Ma'am Hilda Wekpe

	3. Hon. Dimobi Joseph

	4. Rev. Fr. Anthony Igweagu

	 

	No doubt, I have many more such great people in my life that having them all named here will make quite a longer list. And I'm so grateful to each person for all they've laid in my life in different ways.

	 

	Thank you all, and may God give us the strength and grace to continue doing this life together (and possibly continue in the hereafter and/or even in another lifetime) to the glory of God who made us and made our paths to cross.

	 

	Shalom!

	
One

	It is now two weeks since Cynthia last came outside her mother’s home and three days since she nibbled at any food. She has been indoors for two weeks now, and her health has deteriorated.

	In her exaggerated but genuine agony, she has been on a hunger strike, not because she loves to play with her health or is fond of punishing herself. No, not at all! It is because she is now emotionally a mix of confusion, pain, anger, fear, and hysteria. She considers what has recently befallen her unbearable. 

	Whoever masterminded it will surely remain unpardoned.

	Within those two weeks, except for the last three days, her meals were very meager and almost forcibly served by a maternal aunt.

	Despite persuasion from her aunt, she sternly refuses, in the pained weakness of her heart, to even come outside and view the sun; so she might see that however life is sore, the sun continues to shine and give its warmth.

	But her mind won’t even get around to think of such a thing now. She is too preoccupied in grief to bother about anything else beyond the current distress of her heart. She cares little about anything and does not even take fresh baths to soothe her nerves.

	All she does day and night is occupy her sixteen-year-old mind with thoughts. Right now she is lying languidly stretched out on the bed and moping endlessly into the blurred white space provided by the walls and ceiling of her room, blurred only by her tear-impaired vision. Her mind is filled with riotous but sodden thoughts of the present situation, of past events, and of her future, which seems so bleak now.

	Her eyes are swollen from so much crying, but she appears not to notice. She has more and quite greater worries on her mind. A painful exercise it is indeed, for one so fragile and young. She is in great turmoil and cries most of the time.

	Now, as she turns around to hug her pillows, she is streaking out both tears and a slow song in a faint but melodious voice. The songs, mostly dirges and eulogies to both God and her mother, are meant to be therapeutic, to calm her and ease her sorrows. But instead the pathos and pitiful lyrics of her songs arouse her innermost feelings, making her weep even more. She is obviously troubled!

	She turns around again restlessly and slowly sits up on the bed. Bracing herself, she tries to stand and pace the room once more, as she has done many times in the past weeks, but she is too weak this time to even lift her legs. Instead she feebly slumps her shoulders and then reaches forward a little farther down her legs toward the heavy blanket that spans the foot of the bed. She absently draws the cover up and falls back slowly on her pillows, pulling the cover over her head and trying to hide completely from the harsh reality as she perceives it. But rather than keeping her pain out, the action ends up making her weep harder under the sheets. Any person that looks at Cynthia would most likely pity her, because pain is boldly written all over her.

	All the same, Okechukwu, Cynthia’s younger brother, cannot accept the situation, either. Just like Cynthia, he cares little about anything around him. He merely allows his young and innocent mind of twelve to continue wandering aimlessly, causing him worry and heartbreak. Both of them are at the mercy of their friends, relatives, and friends of their parents.

	Days later, Okechukwu gets stronger, but not Cynthia. Her spirit is still weak.

	She just cannot bear it easily, being that she is such an emotional girl who could not fathom the blow that came her way. Such is her emotional makeup that despite the constant urging of her Aunt Christy, she is still unable to engage in small talk with close friends. If she tries to, her voice gives way like the weakness of a punctured balloon, breaking into disenchanted fragments that only yield incomplete sentences. And usually the tears come showering down her beautiful face, leaving their marks and stains of dejection.

	Unknown to Cynthia, as she is deeply lost in her sorrows, someone just walks into her room now. It is Christy, her mother’s younger sister. Aunty Christy, as often called, is a strong woman. But this time, she, cannot bear the situation, either, and feels the pains of the unhappy incident. In particular, she feels for her dear Cynthia, who is like a daughter to her.

	The effect of all this is not light on Cynthia at all. And lately, Christy is no longer sure of Cynthia’s capacity to carry on longer in this shattered composure. She now double-tasks herself over Cynthia, becoming both a guardian and a watch guard, to avoid any more disaster. She reasons that with this state of mind, Cynthia might harm herself physically, or even consider suicide. Christy is afraid of such thoughts.

	No! Suicide is surely a stupid thing to do, especially now, Christy says to herself.

	 

	It is death again!

	Their father, Mr. Fredrick Obi, died ten years ago when Okechukwu was only two years old and Cynthia was six.

	Suddenly becoming a young widow, their mother, Susan, had difficulty caring for them all by herself, especially when her in-laws, like in a carefully made song, orchestrated them back into poverty. Single parenthood was not easy for her amid the serious challenges she had with her in-laws.

	Susan is in her late thirties, and despite her charming and very outstanding qualities compared to most women of her time, she would still be described as a dimstock, meaning that she is not a modern woman who, empowered inevitably by her broadness, education, and civilization, is very aware of and familiar with her dignity and essential equality among all formations of human classes. It is a reality and awareness that, though quite appreciated in its reform, is very challenging to the assertive and projecting woman that she is. It is not easy at all for the average minds in her community to accept, at least not when the awareness seems to run contrary to some strongly held social, religious, and cultural biases. The discrimination inherent, therefore, is usually subtly covered, being that it is often interpreted as natural order, love, respect, or loyalty to obviously cherished beings and authority. Susan’s society and culture is one fertile ground where such biases thrive like weeds.

	Susan is a natural, intelligent, and strong woman, but the incapacitation of little education and a narrower view, especially in contrast to someone that truly knows, accepts, and respects her essential humanness, does not allow her to use her natural strengths. The weight of her cultural demands and the expectations of her as a woman, especially when she becomes a widow, does not allow that; thus, it swallows her blazing intelligence.

	There seems to be a general but silent fear of freedom in her society—freedom to expound, explore oneself, and evolve completely into one’s full potential. Men, women, and children are equally affected by it. It could simply be the natural inclination to fear an unknown or uncertain outcome. But when one is not only afraid of exploring and expounding herself, but also direly afraid of allowing other people around her to grow in that sense of excellence, it is usually a kind of insecurity. But of course, no one among them, especially the menfolk in her community, would easily admit he is afraid or insecure, let alone agree to being afraid of letting other people excel!

	Yet it is glaringly written in the day-to-day lifestyle of the people and the checkered arrogance and subjection on the faces of the would-be lords. To the great disadvantage of their lower physical aggression, and having been repressed overtime, the suppression and anti-freedom often get more pronounced when women, children, or any subordinate groups are the subjects. The repression simply continues and thrives vibrantly in her town. An unpronounced sacrosanct cycle it is, but the new generation of children, and even the ones yet to be born, will surely call it a circle of doom.

	Such wariness to change can be a good caution in a way, and quite welcomed by many in her community. But Susan is not an unrepressed person who can gladly respect the caution, know the limits, and still expound without allowing any biases and sentiments forestall her positive advancement, including spiritual, intellectual, academic, social, political, and emotional well-being.

	She is entrenched in the socio-cultural practices of her time, and her limitations will not allow her to be a person that can really preserve her own rights or privileges favorably. This incapacitation is primarily why the whole ten years of her widowhood was spent in penury and far below the social middle class, despite her riches and upper class status before. The riches actually were gratefully made possible by her husband, who died earlier than she expected—but who actually expects death?

	In addition to her already daunting incapacitation, Susan had a rather unfortunate childhood and family background that affected both her interpretation of herself as a person and her womanhood. Unfortunately, her family and upbringing was not a rosy one. She grew up witnessing her mother’s abuse by her father. She and her siblings were victims of it, too; none was spared the bitter wine.

	Their father, Mazi Obiajulu, was both physically and verbally abusive. In the guise of disciplinary actions and leadership, Obiajulu was a domineering tyrant. Susan, being the first child, had to experience and witness the abuse and countless domestic violence firsthand, and a lot more than her siblings.

	Yet for a man so domineering and full of physical strength and superiority, Mazi Obiajulu was surprisingly the weaker breadwinner of his own seeds. Obiajulu was a loafing palm wine tapper who drank more wine than he tapped most of his time; thus he never got around to having many people that ask for his services. Most of his work time was leisure times for drinking, leaving insufficient time to fend for his family.

	All through the time of their marriage, Susan’s mother remained subservient to him and gracefully contained the abuse. She inordinately believed it was meant to be that way, since she was a woman, and Mazi Obiajulu was a man who should be allowed his full rein. She believed she was being a humble and good wife, according to the cultural expectations of her. She worked hard at her trade and domestic responsibilities, and her major preoccupation was to raise her children and make sure that Obiajulu’s food was always ready and on time, as well as meet his other needs and errands.

	Ugochinyere, Susan’s mother, was reduced to a quiet mouse that wet her pillows all through the night with muffled tears, only to wake up in the morning to dutifully salute and tend to the master that gave her bitter pills at night. And always with practiced happiness! But Ugochi honestly thought that her ancestors would always console her, knowing that she was a woman that “married her husband well.” She should therefore do her best and be grateful to her husband despite all, for that was truly the test of her humility as a woman. That was her “noble” reasoning and the “right” thing to do in the unwritten culture of her society, which condoned recklessness and irresponsibility from the menfolk and dominated women to indulge them. So Ugochinyere didn’t have many choices in the ignorance that besieged her community at the time, for that was the normal condition ascribed to womanhood.

	Susan was very close to her mother, so she witnessed and drank the same wine of fury, bitterness, sarcasm, name calling, and of course thorough beatings that always generously gushed from her father.

	All these incidents affected Susan’s formation and thus left her with rather little opinion of herself and of what a truly humble person should be.

	Yet in a way, some point in her growing up, nature obviously defeated nurture. Susan seems to be a golden creature out of the dark mines. She is strong above it all and is above the expected outcome of her type and experience. She is good-natured and very spirited, but she is also evidently limited.

	Because of her family’s low income as a young girl, she and her siblings were not able to go to college. Despite that, she is naturally strong and spirited, though she is grossly incapacitated by the lack of tools that could have provided her with legal protection when her husband died. These tools are education, fame, or awareness.

	At the time her husband dies, she has no existing immediate family or anybody that can give her protection. All her waters seem to stream from the same hole: a poor and uneducated background! The solace she once had, her husband, is beyond this physical world and cannot rescue his beloved wife from the calamity that ensues after his death.

	It was actually only by the sheer luck of a beautiful providence, through love, that Susan got scooped out of poverty and lifelong abuse in the first place, when she married Fredrick, the man that loved her. He was an educated man and cherished her to her very soul, overlooking her lower status. He was dedicated to making her a better woman, taking very good care of her every need.

	Fredrick Obi worked with Pathas Airlines Nigeria at the time. He had worked his first three years there as a pilot and then became a senior manager in the weather forecast and control department. He worked with Pathas for eight years before he died, and it was through his well-paid job that he had been able to cater for his family abundantly. They lived very comfortably. He was financially rewarded in his job and had invested a lot in the stock market as well as in capital assets.

	Throughout their married life, Susan lived absolutely dependent life on her husband and was a full-time housewife, without any insurance or security provisions. She had nothing of her own except some tangible benefits she got from her husband, and some beautiful and expensive personal belongings. She even had a car, which Fredrick gave her as gift on their fifth wedding anniversary. At that time, Cynthia was almost four years old and Okechukwu was still in her womb, waiting to pop out at any time. She also had a bank account, into which Fredrick deposited a periodic payment for her personal upkeep and housekeeping.

	Those were her kind of benefits. She was well taken care of in all her needs, and no one—neither Susan nor her husband—bothered to insure anything in her name or their children’s. They never envisaged any disaster could destroy their comfort and stability, much less any thought of the unforeseen circumstance of death that struck them.

	They had a good marriage that was gliding smoothly in success and contentment—until death came calling and took the breadwinner of the family away. Frederick’s death was a big shock to Susan—and who wouldn’t be shocked! But unfortunately for Susan, the shock of her husband’s death was nothing compared to the thunderbolt of the assault she got at his sudden exit. Her earthshaking grief at the loss of her beloved was reduced to a mere shadow beside the giant but unfavorable traditions that arose after. She was stampeded back into the surprising but very harsh reality of her communal existence.

	With the sudden death of her husband, Susan was without support and became a loner. She could not secure a dime from her previous wealth and property amid the turbulent assail of her in-laws. She was not even able to retain enough for the upkeep of her children’s education.

	The blackness of some often-disregarded practices in her community place a woman in front of the door where the foot mats are meant to be. Some severe practices they are, but in the continued disregard and inattentiveness of the people, smartly conceal the free rein of greed and envy beneath it all. This reigns supreme in some ungodly people—and unfortunately she has such people as in-laws.

	Despite her natural spiritedness, intelligence, and strong will, she cannot pull herself out of the culturally expected inferior subordination that requires her to be “quiet as a woman” and not boldly request fair treatment. Even if she did, she would most likely be ridiculed and not given any serious regard or honor.

	Such is the unabashed norm of her culture. It is even enforced when one is bereaved, because it is believed that silence and peace is respect for the dead. Even when grossly mistreated, the woman is still expected to be mute.

	When Susan lost all her property to her in-laws and was eventually dispossessed too, there was nothing she could do to save herself. Every argument and effort she made to restore her possessions were considered trivial and pointless, and quite discordant to custom.

	As she grew more helpless in her lonely fight of reasoning and assertions, she did involve the Umuada, a local sect of indigenous women, but much help did not come from there. Because she was expected by tradition not to be heard or seen, then as a woman mourning her husband, she could only solicit their support in raising concerns on her vanishing property. However, the Umuada unanimously told her to bear all things and be a “good” woman by mourning for her husband without any colossal fight.

	Susan’s mourning period was a real advantage for her in-laws. It was a period of free rein to their greed, because Susan was completely sequestered and prohibited from public interaction and loud activities. Being sequestered in mourning times is an intense practice that, if traced back to old times, might probably have been constituted in good will. But unfortunately, it is often misused as an opportunity to oppress people who are weaker. And in all its potential goodwill, only the widows get sequestered—never the widowers!

	Such was the custom of the land, and Susan speaking up or demanding for her right to fairness and security, even if only that of her children, would definitely have been a loud activity in that mourning time, against which the Umuada advised her, or else she might be expunged from Obi’s kinship and denied access to her children. She was to be mute and conform to the tradition, while the rest of the people that oppressed her lived with little or no care at all about her happiness or feelings. Even as she was taken advantage of in her mourning condition, the important thing to the custom was that she was mourning and should simply remain forlorn—and there were many people around her that were quite eager to enforce those rules. No strong voice in her community was bold enough to consider her view, and many relatives were rather pleased to feast freely on a wealth to which they didn’t contribute.

	Such an austere practice was the order, and it paid Susan nothing but the loss of all her rightful property. She lost all, including her car, which, in the guise of being used for running errands for Fred’s burial preparations, was long gone inexplicable with Fred’s own car.

	Without much breathing space to the grieving Susan at her husband’s death, Fred’s uncles—Dike, Onuma, and Onochie—attacked both her composure and her fortune at once. They struck her by surprise as they claimed everything belonged to Fred, including every tangible thing she ever owned. They claimed everything as Fred’s direct male relatives, as the only recognized next of kin in inheritance—by their tradition of course.

	That left Susan completely traumatized.

	
Two

	Fred is the son of the uncles’ late brother Ofor. Ofor was known to have worked hard during his lifetime, and that singled him out among his brothers Dike, Onuma, and Onochie, who depended solely on the meager food their deprived father, Mazi Obi, could afford for their table.

	In those days, it was a great achievement for a man to leave the village to the city, and Ofor was brave to move out of the village to the city in search of greener pastures.

	He achieved his aim successfully, though it was not a smooth sail. He was not educated, so he moved from place to place in search of menial jobs in the city. He found work at the postal agency as a mail dispatcher and messenger in the city, and from there he eventually migrated to the Rail Way Corporation. There, he was a happy workaholic who got adequate financial rewards. The rewards came meagerly, but that was how he succeeded until he married and settled in the city with his wife. His marriage produced an only child, Fredrick, who was his heir. However, all that was to the envy of his brothers back home in the village.

	Ofor had lived and worked in the city for years before he got married, and even longer after that. At Avis Rail Way Services, he worked in various capacities, working first as an all-round messenger. Then at various times he shuffled from mail dispatcher to car washer, laundry man, kitchen assistant, and finally a janitor. Years passed, and he was subsequently promoted to the position of senior janitor until his retirement.

	Having been to the fortune stream, but only able to scoop droplets in little spoonfuls, Ofor was immensely daunted but thrilled at the same time, by what value education held. He was an honest man with great energy and diligence at work. Yet he realized that his strength could not fetch him greater wealth from the fortune stream as he desired, simply because he lacked formal education.

	Ofor knew that back in the village, he would be a king, not just because he would be respected for being so hard working, but also because he was a brave man. However, going back to the village would only mean employing his strength in farming, palm wine tapping, mud baking, or mat making. For a man of that time and generation, it was a surprise to register the deep, rare abhorrence in which he held such labor.

	By every indication, Ofor seemed not quite cut out for his generation, given the zeal he displayed in his interest and quest for Western education and civilization; it singled him out from his brothers and the entire village.

	He left the village at the age of thirty, in 1931. After twelve years in the city, he was without a wife until he met Nwanyimma. She was a city girl because she lived in that city already with her parents long before Ofor came there. She was from a different locality but of the same tribe as Ofor.

	Ofor’s brothers did not support his marriage to Nwanyimma, but he married her anyway, against their support or understanding. His brothers called her “Nwanyi Mba” in mockery and objection, meaning a woman from another town, as if she was an outcast. But Ofor’s mind was made up. He and Nwanyimma got married, and Fredrick was born seven months later in the same year 1943, since Nwanyimma was already pregnant.

	Ofor’s entanglement, strong love. and attachment for his wife were unbearable to his brothers. who thought he was enchanted, and they openly accused Nwanyimma of some strange, diabolic powers. Nevertheless, Ofor would not listen to them or even go back to the village, as they suggested. He stayed on in the city, fighting his own fight to acquire Western civilization.

	And having seen all that poverty could not provide— civilization, good life, comfort, and happiness—Ofor mourned his losses within himself, because he could only see, feel, and touch them in service of his masters and the elites, but not on his own. Pitiably, he regretted that he was not privileged to have a formal education, which stood strongly as the sharp line between the class of civilized, rich, educated people and that of uncivilized, poor, illiterate ones. He also knew that education is only a privilege for the willing. This is why he resolved that he would give education as his own gift and to his only heir, Fredrick.

	Since it is good to be true to oneself and dream dreams no matter how high and impossible they might seem, Ofor merely imagined that since he ended up in the railways, his son would end up in the airways. This was almost a stupendous joke! Air service was just beginning to spring locally in Nigeria at the time. It seemed an impossible dream for a man of not so tangible and uneducated means like Ofor. He needed not spread it to the mountains, anyway. After all, it was just an imagination, a mere dream in his heart, kept personally and shared only with his wife. Little wonder, then, that Fredrick was gratefully given the education his parents never had. But like a dream come true, this education eventually saw Fredrick hired by the airways, long after his father’s mere imagination.

	Back then, in the forties, fifties and sixties, education in Nigeria made one a god in the actual sense of the word “god” more than today, and there were ready jobs awaiting all graduates, with salaries good enough to make them live like kings or queens. It was not like these days, when jobs are farfetched yet within the fingertips of any exceptional person who dares to be different from the lot, as Ofor did in his time.

	Ofor’s tall standing in his time, even in its very small measure compared to those of others of higher success and education, readily generated various emotions among his peers and brothers. Back in the village, they could only hear of Ofor’s success in the city.

	Without even knowing his esteemed worth in the village, Ofor merely considered himself a struggling man trying to give his son an education. And he was certain about never returning to settle in the village because of its small promises compared to the city, which he liked more.

	But in the village, however, stories painted him as a big man, like a small god, since he now spoke and interacted with white men, as the stories were told in the grapevine. A small mindset indeed, compared to these days, but it was big enough to arouse various emotions of admiration, elevation, respect, and inspiration on one hand, and feelings of envy, jealousy, spite, and hatred on the other.

	It is often said that it is not the coin that makes the man but the character. Sadly, Ofor was too excellent and successful compared to his brothers in terms of civilization, bravery, and noble character. His brothers could not share in his happiness and seeming success. Instead, in their various insecurities, they were merely spurred to envy and jealousy. Ultimately it culminated to silent hatred and dispassion.

	When he retired from active service at the railways at the age of sixty, Ofor had to move back to the village with his wife, in 1961. Despite his many years in the city, he still holds the sentiment of “dying close to his ancestors as a true son of the soil”. And he was glad he did.

	At the time of this move, Fredrick had finished the standard school. With a Justice Ikemefuna Odimgba Scholarship Award in the First Republic, Fredrick left the country to Stratford University in the United Kingdom for his university education in aviation and geographic science. This happened a year after the independence of Nigeria, and he was eighteen years old.

	For fifteen years, Ofor and his wife lived in the village after retirement. Though they still engaged in subsistence farming and petty trading, they were direct beneficiaries of their son Fredrick living in the UK on his student allowances, scholarship bursaries, and part-time jobs.

	It was 1974 when Fredrick returned to Nigeria and Pathas Airways employed him.

	A year later, Fredrick found a wife, Susan, a local girl from a nearby village. Though Susan was not very educated, she was a spirit of her own, which was a strong point of attraction to Fredrick.

	In the same way one may describe a typically strong African woman, Susan was simple but self-willed, even as a young girl. She was also very beautiful and intelligent enough to sweep Fredrick off his feet as he falls in love at first sight.

	It was true love, though Susan was not as educated as Fredrick would have preferred. But he married her still, much to the satisfaction of his heart, and to the honor of his parent’s sentiment that he marry someone they knew had a trusted character.

	Ofor and Nwanyimma influenced Fredrick’s search for a wife. It was an acceptable, almost indisputable practice then, for one’s parents to select or find wives for men. He was thirty-two years old and Susan was twenty.

	It is worth noting that Fredrick’s original name. before joining Western education and civilization, was Okoroafor. He was born on an Afor native market day. With the long stay in the city and his interaction with Western culture, however, Ofor adopted a new faith of religion and converted to Christianity. However, being so attached to his soil, Ofor would not change his name, as suggested during conversion and baptism, and Nwanyimma did the same. But eventually he allowed a new name for Okoroafor at baptism, after a series of convictions were impressed on him. A number of names were suggested initially, but he was called Fredrick finally, which Ofor was told was a good Christian name.

	But in the privacy of his heart, Ofor had allowed the name Fredrick for Okoroafor because he hoped that one day, his son would become influential like Sir Fredrick Newman, then the director general of Avis Railway Services, where he worked.

	When Fredrick married Susan, It was a very joyous moment for Ofor and his wife. Ofor lived to see his dreams come true: a son who was educated and worked with the airways. A son who is now married, and who could see, feel, and touch happiness, comfort, and wealth, as well as own them. A son who could no longer travel all the way to the fortune stream only to scoop mere spoonfuls.

	In fact, Ofor was happy in his old age because he saw the bloom of the legacy he left his son. What more could a parent ask for?

	A year later, Mazi Ofor died at the age of seventy-five. Three months afterward in the same year, his wife, Nwanyimma, followed suit. Their deaths occurred the same year Cynthia was born. When Nwanyimma died at the age of sixty-one, Cynthia was eight months old.

	Frederick’s parents died with satisfaction.

	 

	***

	 

	Each person knows how and from where he began, how he has been living, and how he has been making use of whatever abilities, either viciously or virtuously, that nature and habit gave him.

	Dike is the eldest of the three surviving brothers, and he is the forerunner of their joint activities. The uncles are born of different women to the same father, but their differences often are dispelled by any activity that requires their joint efforts.

	The late Ofor, Dike, Onuma, and Onochie are the four sons of the great Mazi Obiefuna. Obiefuna is great in the sense of his popularity in hunting. Besides hunting, Mazi Obi is also famous in palm wine tapping.

	Obiefuna married Nnenna, the wife of his true heart desire, meaning that Nnenna was not primarily foisted on him by demands of parents or tradition. Nnenna who was very pretty and down to earth.

	Obi had a very bad temper, and Nnenna was the only person that knew just how to calm Obiefuna in his frequent temper tantrums. With his marriage to Nnenna, his temper tantrums were no longer frequent and grew softer, subsequently fading as years wear on in their marriage. He was deeply beloved by Nnenna, and in return, Obi gave all his love to her.

	In the first four years of their marriage, they had two daughters. Adaeke came first, and after two years came Onyeoma. These women have long died, but before their deaths at old age, they were each married with children at their various marital homes.

	It was three years after Onyeoma was born that a boy, Jideofor was born. Jideofor brought a lot of joy and satisfaction to his father. Mazi Obiefuna was so proud of the boy and favored him over his elder sisters. It was not just because he was a boy, but mainly because of his gentler and more articulate nature. Jideofor was different from his sisters, who seemed to share a lot of their father’s short temper. Ofor, as he was fondly called, was gentle in contrast to his sisters and had more of his mother’s nature.

	In admiration as he pictured his beloved wife in their only son, Mazi Obi was so fond of Ofor that his attachment to his son was second only to the one he had for his wife.

	But as years went on, Mazi Obi wanted another child, preferably a son. When Nnenna did not conceive again, Mazi Obi married a second wife, Olamma, who gave birth to Dike five years after Ofor had been born. Three years later, Olamma had another boy and named him Onuma.

	Before long, Obi marries his third wife. Polygamy was an expected custom at this time, and it would surely be an anomaly if Mazi Obi, as popular and strong as he was, stays married to only one woman, no matter how much he may love and respect her.

	Two years after his marriage to his third wife Nkeonyere, she gave birth to a set of twin girls. Olamma, Obi’s second wife. also had another baby girl that same year.

	Obi was disappointed because he wanted more boys, life seeds that would bear his name permanently and retain his lineage! This was the general impression about male issues—a popular reason for preferring sons to daughters. Men feel the women will get married someday, only to bear their husbands’ names. Therefore sisters and daughters belong to other men. It is male issues that get the most respect and regard in matters of serious concern, attention, and decision. This usually goes undisputed, almost naturally accepted among the people of this time, because males are considered the ones that will retain their fathers’ names till death. Such is the cultural sentiment, and men of this time are very fond of their culture and painstakingly live by it.

	Therefore, as he got older, Obi was not happy because he had only three sons and five daughters. He would surely be happier and wouldn’t mind if he had even seven sons and one daughter, or no daughter at all. It was the days of undisputed female gender displacement as an acceptable cultural norm.

	When Nkeonyere finally had another baby after three years, Obi was so elated that he met a diviner to foretell the sex of the baby before he was born. He was overjoyed to hear that the baby was going to be a boy. He even named the boy Onochie long before he was eventually born, believing the baby would replace everything he had lost in past years. He prayed and waited earnestly for another baby boy.

	Disappointedly though, Obi was not in good health when the boy finally arrived. He had a fall off one of the palm trees he was tapping wine from, and he fractured his waist.

	The boy was born just a week after Obi’s fall. Obi was still very delighted to have the baby boy, even though the bundle of joy came during his father’s ill health. He was still named Onochie in accordance with Obi’s sentiment, and he was reverently believed to have truly replaced his father, having grown up to become a great strength, displayed in Onochie’s gregarious gait and farming skills.

	But at the same time, Obi’s life gradually began to reflect a mix of joys and depressions. Being content with what he had, though, he had to endure very painful and regular physiotherapy for a long time to get healed. He now lived the rest of his days without his usual excitement of hunting and farming. Reduced in strength and valor, Obi could no longer carter for his family as he used to. Consequently and quite unfortunately, some of his children grew to become loafers and mischief schemers. Obi was very disappointed, but he could not do much about it.

	Nevertheless, one of his children would single himself out—Ofor, his favorite child. The bond between them remained, and Obiefuna still held Nnenna, Ofor’s mother, closest to his heart.

	However, when Nnenna died years later, Obiefuna lost the only real friend he ever truly had—she was the only one that knew his heart—a woman that calmed and persistently tamed him and his short temper with her love and gentleness. At this time, Ofor is twenty-eight years old.

	The death of his mother now makes it possible for Ofor to finally resign to his long existing and nagging desire to leave the village. He often told his mother of his desires when she was alive, but Nnenna would not let her only son out of her sight.

