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DEDICATION

	 

	To my ‘Ham’ people, we should never have been called Jaba.

	To this generation, know thy root.
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EPISODE 1 

	THE NEWS

	“What happened, Mummy?”

	Sophie rushed in to find her mother groaning and wailing on the ground, with her eyes red, and mucus flowing carelessly from her nostrils. Her phone was flung on the cushion, a spilt glass of Coke trickled from the centre table and the Tiger remote batteries lay lazily beneath.

	What could have caused her decorous mother to act in such an insufferable manner? 

	“Mummy, what happened?” Sophie asked, raising her voice a little louder. 

	“Your father is dead. His funeral and burial service were done two months ago in the village and I’m just finding out,” her mother replied.

	Without a second thought, she pulled the edge of her wrapper to wipe her eyes and nostrils. 

	“His wife had sold this house and the new owners are coming tomorrow morning for inspection.” Sophie froze. 

	“What’s going on?”, she asked, while trying to grasp the reality that her beloved father, Major Kadam Katu is dead and buried. When? How? What happened? Her world grew dime with each second. Fearing the tremor in her legs would betray her, she grabbed the arms of the cushion and sunk onto the couch, as the sting of grief wrapped its cold arms around her. She surrendered to it and burst into deep uncontrollable sobs. Her mother took her into her arms as they wallowed in the painful reality of his demise. 

	Breathlessly, Sophie mourned the loss of her father, whereas her mother’s tears were beyond grief. She was concerned about their future, her daughter’s education, and where they would lay their heads tomorrow. 

	Hours later, Sophie opened her eyes after crying herself to sleep. Realizing she was still on the floppy brown cushion, she dragged herself up.

	The reality of their situation resurfaced when she saw her mother bringing out their bags and luggage to the sitting room. 

	Hmm! Yeah, she remembered her mother talking about their house being sold by his wife. Now, that was another piece of news too much for a nine-year-old to handle. 

	Sophie rarely saw her father but that was because he doesn’t live with them in Niger state. He was in the military and was posted to Kaduna. But he visited at least once a month and those visits were the only perfect family time experience she has ever had. 

	“How could Mummy talk about another woman?” Sophie wondered.

	“Mummy, why are we leaving our house?”, she asked, although what she really wanted to know was why she would allow another woman to take their house just like that, without even a fight. 

	“Mummy, please…” Sophie was beginning to tear up when her mother held up her hand; 

	“Kusu (please) Sophie, Kusu (please), hold it. We do not have time for self-pity. Go in and pack all your clothes, especially your books. We’re going back home. As you can see, your father is gone and that wicked family didn’t even recognize me as his wife to inform me of his death, talk more of an invitation to the funeral, despite knowing that I have a daughter for him. Mtcheew. See, I don’t have the energy to fight anymore. I have done that ten years ago.” 

	Pulling the clock from the wall, she continued in sober reflection. 

	“It’s not like I have a job. Besides, I’m out of options. Home is all I have left.” 

	“And where precisely is home?” Sophie asked. 

	“Kurmin-Dangana, my hometown,” her mother answered with less enthusiasm. 

	 


EPISODE 2

	THE JOURNEY HOME

	The journey from Minna, Niger state to Kurmin-Dangana, Kaduna South, was about 300 kilometres through Tagbari road. At the motor park, Sophie and her mother boarded a 504 Peugeot wagon. Her mother sat at the rear of the car and lapped her. She wouldn’t pay for an extra seat, not only because Sophie is a minor but also because she must minimize their expenses if it could be helped since their only source of income was gone. She was able to mop out ₦70,000 from her savings and the only gold earrings and necklace she possessed. Everything happened so quickly. If only she had time, she would have sold the refrigerator, TV, gas cooker, and curtains. In fact, she would have sold the whole house and travelled far away with her daughter. 

	Her thoughts joggled back and forth. She could start a new life elsewhere and give her daughter a future brighter and better than hers. She knew going back to the village wasn’t the best option after leaving ten years ago. Everyone knew her story of shame and defeat. Returning after all these years would inevitably attract public ridicule to her and her daughter. However, home was their final abode since they were left with no option. 

	She was lost in thoughts for a while, then an idea came to her mind. 

	“Sophie, Sophie...”, she whispered. “When we get to the village, we won’t tell them we are there to stay. We will say we came for a short visit.” 

	“But why, Mummy? Why do we even have to go there in the first place? I thought you said your parents were late?” 

	“Yes, they are late but my father’s compound is still there and besides, my uncle and his wife still live in the village.” 

	Sophie’s brow furrowed. Her mother’s new plan had just been added to her list of questions but she said nothing, relinquishing her trust in her mother’s plan and safety. 

	“Don’t worry Sophie, I will get a job and we will move to Kwoi. You will go to school there and in due time, you will get married and be loved and respected in the society,” she said with so much resolve, more to herself than her daughter. 

	Sophie said nothing as she blinked her eyes against the hot April air forcing itself into their car. It splashed heat on her face and she drifted into sleep. 

	 

	Hours later, her mother tapped her. 

	“Sophie, wake up. We’re alighting here.” 

	The driver dropped them with their luggage, a big box and two Ghana must-go bags, at a junction. Sophie read the rustic signpost that says ‘Welcome to Kurmin-Dangana.’ 

	“Oh, we are here.” 

	She turned to her mother. 

	“Not yet. There is Gantan village, then Ruzai village before Kurmin-Dangana,” her mother explained. 

	By the time they boarded two bikes to transport them along with their luggage, it was already late in the afternoon. Sophie took a view of the environment as their bikes sped through the dusty untarred road. They passed many huts with thatched roofs, trees, and farmlands with freshly heaped ridges. Some women on foot carrying pieces of sticks for firewood on their heads waved at them. They crossed an old rusted bridge that was probably built in the 50’s. 

	Gantan junction to Kurmin-Dangana was about 8 kilometres, Sophie noted. The LGEA Primary School and the Catholic Church were among the first blocks of buildings as Kurmin Dangana village came into view. 

	Their bikes stopped in front of a small compound fenced with cactus plants, which was a few strolls from the Ecwa Church.

	“Duwari (welcome), Duwari (welcome).” 

	Some ladies sitting under a mango tree came to help them with their luggage. 

	“Ah, Hanita wure boh (you have come),” an elderly man called out as they entered the small compound. 

	“Uncle Dauda ugh dhang swok (good afternoon),” she greeted. 

	“Tri nani? (Who is this?),” he said, pointing his chewing stick at Sophie. 

	“Un kai trishishan bo harmi (so you have brought your bastard child too?)” He said that with a straight face, showing no emotions. 

	They hadn’t even dropped their bags nor rested from their journey, and the battle of shame and humiliation had already begun. Hanita was most grateful that Sophie didn’t understand Jaba language, so she didn’t have to deal with the village gossip and name-calling for days to come.

	 


EPISODE 3 

	AUNTY VICKY

	Hanita and her daughter had settled in. Her father’s brother, Uncle Dauda, and his wife, Aunty Vicky were the only family members left in the family’s compound. An hour later, Aunty Vikky, popularly called Mama Sim returned from Kenyi, the neighbouring village, with her daughter, Sim. 

	“Duwari (welcome),” Sophie’s mother said as she met her by the entrance. 

	“Hanita, wure boh (you have come).” With a broad smile, she welcomed them and pulled Sophie into a warm embrace. Sophie quickly bent her knee in greeting. 

	“Hanita, you have such a lovely daughter here. You are very beautiful my dear.” 

	She released Sophie to have a better look. Indeed, Sophie was a beautiful girl with the most gracious dimples which suited her dark skin. She had a perfectly sharp and pointed nose; a feature that is rare but common amongst the Jaba people of Kaduna state. Her slender body complimented her average height. 
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