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	Woman is a deep, terrible, unfathomable being like the sea, mysterious and infinite like the sky.

	Alexandre Dumas Fils, L'ami des femmes, March 5, 1864.



	



	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	To my son Marc-Emmanuel, my leitmotiv.

	My wish is that when Marc-Emmanuel reads this book, 

	he feels very proud of his mother.


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Preface

	 

	 

	 

	Why? Far from me the idea of claiming to be a feminist, at least in its pejorative conception, as misogynistic society conceives it. This fundamentalist feminism which claims an absolute and total libertinism for the woman is not the object of my work. As a matter of fact, no one cannot create perfect equality; even nature is unequal.

	What we are talking about here revolves more around equity. A woman's ability to assert her skills and assets other than her femininity, and better still, her secondary sexual characteristics, is actually what I am talking about. In all humility, I raise awareness about what seems normal to us in our daily lives, but which in reality erects barriers around the development and well-being of the female gender. This means that feminism here is the love for what enables women to empower themselves, to fulfill themselves, to blossom.

	It is an undeniable fact that the woman is indispensable and intervenes in all aspects of a man's life. Are these aspects so useless that instead of them contributing to magnify the woman, they rather cause her to be despised, to be underestimated? Common thought has it that she was formed from the man’s rib, close to his arm to benefit from his protection, and close to his heart to be loved. Thus the need for protection and love are the very essence of the woman, who, faced with the man, has no ambition to fight him or to subdue him. But is this really how the woman is perceived? A dependent relationship with her source? And even if that were the case, is it to say that without him, no fulfillment is possible?

	Today's society still imposes a plethora of limits on women who, every day, demonstrate that they have potentialities far beyond what any mortal would have imagined. Not only is her worth not acknowledged, but her work is disconcerting, so much so that it is not appreciated for what it truly is, because it is so unexpected from a woman.

	How long will the female sex be, as Simone Veil puts it, a flaw? How long? How long will the most insignificant and least rewarding tasks be those of women, and those of reasoning, intellect, design, creativity be confined only to the other gender? And even then, is this a necessary reason to consider the woman less than what she is, simply as human as the male? Therefore equal as far as human rights are concerned, but also special because of her specificities? I voluntarily abstain from calling them vulnerabilities. Yes they are, but they do not take anything away from the feminine humanity nor from the potentialities of women.

	This essay, which oscillates between real stories and fictional characters, is a small but modest contribution to the awakening of hearts and consciences, as to the roles that women can play in society, but also to the stumbling blocks that prevent these missions from being achieved, and to the woman's enlightenment, notably the social consideration, the family, the spouse, work...

	It is also a call to the young girl, so that she can believe in her capacities. She must realize that femininity, contrary to what she may have been made to think, is not a malformation. Even in a society that distributes free condoms and subsidizes their acquisition, a non-essential tool for sexual activity, while on the other hand, young girls who, necessarily because of their natural physiognomy, lack sanitary pads for their obligatory monthly menstruation, being a woman is not a handicap. This society, where pregnant women lose their jobs as a result, is not the society that can guarantee them maximum opportunities. Nevertheless, the girl must believe in herself, in her potentialities, in her capacities. The image I have of the strong woman is the mother, the daughter, the housewife, but also the technician, the manager, the company director, the decision-maker. The girl must come to understand that Oprah Winfrey, Serena Williams, Winnie Mandela, Michelle Obama, Angela Merkel, Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie, Maya Angelou, Winnie Harlow, Ségolène Royal, Hillary Clinton, Ellen JOHNson Sirleaf and even her mother, the bayam sellam, the housewife, the teacher, the nurse, all these women wore sanitary towels, but this did not prevent them from being in the highest peaks of society, the highest spheres of responsibility, both family and societal. The woman is everything, can do everything and looks up to everything, no boundary is insurmountable for her or beyond her reach, except the one she has imposed on herself.


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Story of a birth

	 

	 

	 

	It's a girl!!!

	That sentence resonated in him like a blow. Peter walked away from the maternity ward that day very sad...

	My name is Micheline. At the time of this girl's birth, I was 26 years old. I met Peter when I was in Lower Sixth. Then, I was only 18 years old. This young man, handsome, slender, clean, fair-skinned, with white teeth, gave me the feeling of being privileged. I was also privileged that he deigned to look at me. I was a young black ebony girl, 1.80 m, frail but athletic. I was the captain of my college handball team. As the eighth child of a family of twelve, ten of whom were blood relatives and two adopted, I had been lucky enough to be one of the last, and one of the most pampered. My elders cared a lot about younger ones, teaching us everything, bathing us, doing housework, and helping us in doing our homework. It's true that of the twelve, girls were the most numerous; eight against four boys. But in the education we received, my parents did not make much distinction based on gender. Household tasks were divided according to the physical abilities of each person. So it was no surprise that the boys had to split wood and do the laundry, while we were responsible for sweeping and cooking. But when it came to the work in the fields and arduous task of fetching water, physical strength was not important and everyone had to do it. Moreover, no other choice was allowed. When we returned from the field on weekends, which was more than ten kilometers away from our house, everyone had to take provisions for the week. It is therefore easy to understand that whoever did not go to field or pretended to be tired in order to escape from work, was exposed to spending a whole week without provisions; neither plantain, nor sugar cane, nor potatoes, to snack during breaks at school. After working in the field, it was absolutely necessary to put aside moods of tiredness and rush to fetch water. Even though toilets were traditional and didn't require water, we had to wash ourselves once a day and do the laundry. The remaining water was used to sweep the floor. In addition, we had to supply our kitchen with drinking water so that our mother could use it to cook for us. The atmosphere at home was quite good, unlike the neighborhood where fights and quarrels were common, due to polygamy. We were fortunate and privileged to have parents who were strongly influenced by Christianity and adopted it as a way of life. My father was the only one in the neighborhood who did not have several wives. We did not experience the torments of our neighbors, who argued over nothing: distribution of pieces of soap per wife, fairness of food allowance, precedence of the first wife or the "favorite" of the man. We did not have this electric atmosphere that could deteriorate at any moment. We knew neither the filthy language that half brothers and sisters exchanged in the neighborhood, nor the little schemes orchestrated to destabilize a child or a woman. Better still, we never experienced work sessions of traditional doctors, called one after the other by wives, each one to accuse the child of another woman or their common husband for supposedly planning to hurt her or her own child. I first heard the word repudiation from that polygamous family.

	But in our little family hut, everything was laughter, prayer, study. In short a small, quiet and peaceful life, with its little, insignificant incidents of daily life, which were only the result of the plethora of children we were.

	I arrived in Lower Sixth without too much difficulty. I wasn't the brightest, but at least I had a level that gave me hope for a good education. Why not go to university? I was only 18 years old, I had my whole future ahead. I could become a French teacher, since my best grades were in literary subjects, especially French, English and German. I even dreamed of going to Germany, because I liked the language so much. But I knew it was only a dream; my family was quite poor and we were happy to live on our daily bread and study. Travelling to these great countries was only for children of ministers and other great people whom we had the privilege of seeing only on television. Our parents allowed us to go and watch TV once a week, on Sunday afternoons, at one of our neighbors’ homes. That neighbor was only one in our street to own a cathode-screen television in his living room, as well as a Renault 12 in his private parking. We all called him Papa Bourgeois.

	So one Sunday, on returning from Papa Bourgeois' house, my brothers and I remembered that our mother had travelled, and that the rice we had cooked during the day was barely enough for lunch. So, by mutual agreement, we decided to draw the individual sum of thirty-five francs from our savings, which at that time consisted of our daily allowance and the Sunday offering in church. Each of us would get four big doughnuts of five francs each, which at that time were called "moloss", fried red beans for ten francs, and a ladle of maize porridge for five francs. My elder brother collected everyone's share and sent me home to get the plates.

	I rushed home to grab two plates, one for the beans and the other for the corn porridge. Doughnuts were wrapped in cement paper. Still in a hurry, I took the main street to meet my elder brother Gustave at the doughnut spot. As I got to the small sheet zinc door of Mami Pauline's shed, the doughnut seller, a gentleman I had barely noticed was also about to enter, and I narrowly missed trampling on him. So he stepped back slightly to allow me to enter without pushing him, leaving me, without looking at him, to go and meet Gustave, who had already started to eat a big doughnut. "A hungry man is an angry man," goes a common saying. Being with Gustave, was my chance to have an extra doughnut, the gift that Mamie Pauline gave me every time the order was important. Several people were sitting in the doughnut spot, tasting on the spot or waiting for their order to be ready. When I sat down, Gustave waved to the saleswoman to serve me, and told me to come in once my plates were full, that he was going to talk for a few minutes outside with his friend, before meeting us at home. I shook my head to approve, and once my order was served, I left for house. At the road side, I was called by an unknown voice:

	— Excuse me darling, I wanted some information!

	I turned around and saw a young man, slightly covered with a beard, fair complexion, dressed in white shirt and brown khaki trousers.

	
	
— Yes uncle," I answered.


	
— Hello, darling. Where do you live?




	Surprised by the question of this man who just wanted some information, I just raised my hand to point at our house at the end of the street.

	
	
— Don't be afraid. What's your name? I'm Peter.


	
— Micheline, the only word I just said, without being able to hide my fear.


	
— What is the name of your school?


	
— La Rosière secondary school.


	
— Can I pick you up tomorrow after school to discuss with you? He said, pointing to a cab parked across the street...


	
— I don't know. When I close, I go home with my elder brothers.


	
— In that case it's not a problem, so I'll come to the house when you get home from school.


	
— My parents don't allow us to invite people in our house, I said.


	
— I'm not a stranger anymore, you know my name. I recognized your brother with whom you were at the counter. You see we have a lot in common, right?




	We both laughed.

	
	
— I have to go home with my brothers' food, if I delay they will get impatient and get angry with me.


	
— Okay, then I'll see you tomorrow, Micheline.




	I turned around to go on my way, smiling. I wondered who was that brave man who believed he could land in my father's yard, and face my father who always sat on his veranda to watch us come home from school. I imagined the scene and told myself that it was impossible for any young person to face my father's cold and inquisitive look. And that even if he wanted to come closer to our house, seeing my father from a distance would make him turn back. That's why I didn't even bother to discourage him from bearing the risk of getting into trouble with my parents by coming to our house. I laughed aloud and went on my way, forgetting this banal moment, which was going to mark my life forever.

	The next day we went to school and once back, after greeting my father and mother, I put on my sports outfit to go to the handball team's training sessions. It was almost 3:00 p.m. and I wasn't supposed to be late. I jogged there, taking advantage of the opportunity to do my own warm-ups. My team and I went to practice as usual, and by 5:00 p.m. I was home. I showered in a hurry and ate my lunch, which my mother had made sure to keep in a dish covered with another dish. This is how meal is served in large families. It is poured directly in plates and with time, each child recognizes his or her own. Those who were absent were lucky enough to have their mother cover their dishes and secure them in the kitchen, away from the eyes of the most greedy. No sooner had I touched my meal than I heard my father calling my name.

	— Yes, Dad, I'm coming.

	I got out chewing a bite of rice, which I almost gave back when I saw Peter in front of me, beside my father. My mother observed and understood my reaction. My parents were going to shout at me because a man came to the house to ask for me. I was already expecting to see my father get up to chase me with his stick when I heard him say, in dialect:

	
	
— Micheline, do you know him?


	
— I've already seen him, Daddy, I said.


	
— Okay, why don't you carry the chair and give it to him?


	
— Thank you daddy for the welcome and hospitality, answered Peter, in our dialect.




	To my amazement, he spoke my dialect. Worse still, he was sitting next to my father, with whom he was chatting, under the suspicious gaze of my mother. The drops of cold sweat running down my back prevented me from finishing my meal, meanwhile I was starving. It was then that my older sister, Jeanne, approached me and asked:

	
	
— Mich, who's that guy over there?


	
— Ma'a, I don't know. We greeted each other the other day and he told me he knew Gustave. I couldn't imagine that he could come right here.


	
— Mich, she said to me, you know your father. If he was going to kill you, he wouldn’t wait for your guy to leave, he was going to correct you in front of him.


	
— He's not my type. I just said hello.




	At that moment, my father called me and my sister slipped away. I approached the verandah, trembling, ready to run away if my father changed his mind on his apparent cordiality.

	
	
— See your friend off and come home right away, it's almost 6:00 pm and I don't want you hanging out at night.




	I shook my head in approval.

	That's how I foolishly followed the young stranger who said he was my friend, inhabited by a feeling oscillating between anger and incomprehension.

	
	
— I warned you I'd come to your house to say hello.


	
— Hmmm!!!!


	
— Don't worry, I talked to your father. He's not as strict as he seems.


	
— Hmm.


	
— I'm telling you not to worry, I'll do the right thing. You have nothing to worry about.


	
— For me you'll do the right thing? What are you talking about? First of all, why did you come to our house?


	
— I will be straightforward. When I saw you; I immediately knew you'd be my wife. And that's exactly what I told your father.


	
— I'm screwed, how can you say that to my dad? Do I know you? I didn't fix anything with you, my dad will kill me, I answered.


	
— Calm down, he won't, I know what I told him. You're a big girl!


	
— But what do you want? What are you looking for? What do you want from me?


	
— I'm looking for a wife, and you'll be my wife... I'm not looking for a girlfriend, much less a gambling wife. I chose you as the mother of my children. Remember one thing; my philosophy in this life is that whoever wants the rose, shall not be afraid of thorns. I will do whatever it takes to make my choice become effective, believe me.




	I just stood there, frozen, staring at him, shocked, surprised. I burst out laughing, clapped my hands, wished him a good evening without saying another word, and turned back to go home. I took care to go round the verandah and went through the back door, to avoid as much as possible coming face to face with my parents. I had given up the hunger and even the urge to read my classes for the day and sneaked into my room. It was reckoning without my mother's insight, who, despite her calm and extreme gentleness, was the real support for this large family. She had the same idea as me and when I entered the room and pushed a sigh of relief, I heard a sighing voice behind me:

	
	
— Mich, who's the handsome young man who came to greet us there?


	
— Huh mom? I said, shocked.


	
— I'm asking about your friend who was here earlier.


	
— Here you are saying that he's my friend, Mom, so it's like you're saying, a friend.


	
— I want to hear it from your own mouth. You think I didn't notice your embarrassment earlier? Tell me exactly what's going on.




	It was the softness of her voice that convinced me to tell her everything from the beginning.

	
	
— What do you think?


	
— Mom, I don't think anything. First of all, do you want Dad to kill me?


	
— Why is he going to kill you? Your two eldest sisters who got married, did your father kill them?


	
— Marriage? Who said anything about marriage here? I've been explaining since I don't know him and the word marriage comes straight from his imagination. I have to go to school, so I really don't know what you're talking about.


	
— Calm down. I'm not asking you to get married, I'm just saying that a man who comes to your parents as soon as he meets you is serious enough. I hope that without rushing you, you observe him and analyze in your soul and conscience if such a man can suit you. Besides, he speaks our dialect well. I'm the one who sent you to school, so I know you have to study. But you should also know that a woman is called to marry and create her own family. So think and pray. Good night. Shall I cover your meal that you left on the table in the living room?




	It was with these words that my mother came out of my room, and I slipped under the blanket, with only one prayer, to fall asleep. I didn't want to stay awake and think, or imagine what my father was going to do to me, whom I knew was too strict to tolerate boys visiting his house.

	The next morning, I got up early enough to quickly do my chores, shower and subtly got out of bed without being seen by my father. But in the courtyard, as I walked out the door, I heard his voice behind me calling, and I stiffened up:

	
	
— Yes, daddy.


	
— Come and get your day stipend, you shall not stay in school hungry all day.




	With an hesitant step I turned around, trembling, and walked forward, opened my two hands, received the money, and walked away as if I was running away, throwing out a "thank you daddy, have a good day daddy". I left so fast that I was surprised he didn't call me back. I had an uneventful day at school. But just as I was leaving, I heard someone calling me at the school gate. It was Peter. I resolved to go towards him, without really knowing how or why. He greeted me, pointed to his taxi and asked me to get in so that he could take me home. I got into the cab, and I didn't say anything else.

	
	
— How was your day?


	
— Well.


	
— Don't be so cold to me, I mean you no harm. It's even for this reason that I've undertaken to do things well, and openly. Instead, tell me what you've learned at school today.




	Shyly at first, then more naturally, I started to talk to him. And that's how an apparent complicity, but tinged with fear, came about between us. This was the starting point of a love story that led eight months later to our civil marriage. Our story was not a fairy tale, but I didn't blame the man, with whom I had fallen madly in love over the days. His stature, his charisma, his presence, almost dazzled me.

	A month after our marriage, I got pregnant. A few weeks later, Peter lost his father, and became the successor in their family. Now all eyes were on me and I was just entering my twenties. I was afraid of not being up to the task. The immensity of his responsibilities made him an extremely rigorous person. Not only to everyone, but to himself. At times, I couldn't understand him, but I felt sorry for him. I was afraid that this weight was too heavy for him and that he would end up crushing. For Grassfields, inheritance is a huge responsibility. Not only were all eyes on him, but on my pregnancy as well. Some nights I would jump up and down and find him sitting there thinking, and when I asked him what was wrong, he wouldn't answer me, forcing a smile on his face. And then he would caress my belly, saying that when "his son" is here, he will be calmer. When I asked him what would happen if I gave birth to a girl, he smiled and answered: "no, I already told you it is a boy". The enthusiasm with which he drove me to the maternity ward on the day of my delivery said it all. He asked to call his mother and sisters even though I was still in labor. And the long-awaited moment arrived, and I gave birth to... A girl. A beautiful little princess, who had my eyes, my hair, my complexion, my slender face. Peter held her, with joy certainly, but with a small tinge of disappointment, and presented his princess to whom he gave the name of his mother, to his family. What a joy for her to welcome her namesake. She was so happy, but did not fail to tell me that she would only die in peace when she had carried "her husband". I had just realized that this was a disguised ultimatum for me to give birth to a boy as soon as possible.

	The birth of our daughter filled Peter with happiness. But I knew he was worried. Actually, his concern wasn't so much about our daughter. His concern was about our next children. I couldn't hide it from myself; I knew that deep in his heart my husband was desperately hoping that I would give birth to a son, to ensure the continuity of his name and lineage. In our culture, daughters do not have access to properties. Daughters are considered to be in transit in their native family. Generally when their father died, they are not taken into account in the division of property, especially land. Since they had to go to marriage, they did not need, or were not worthy enough to have, a plot of land, since they had no household to build, and would have land to cultivate in their in-laws families. Peter was concerned about his posterity. If he died having only his daughter, the fruit of his labor would go to his brothers, and nothing would be left to his offspring. I understood him, I sympathized with him...

	His fear soon became an obsession when two years later I gave birth to another beautiful girl. He was happy to name his grandmother. He really loved his children, his daughters. But there was a problem. His sisters were looking at me badly, whispering in my back. His brothers were ironically rejoicing, knowing that if I didn't have a son, my husband's estate would eventually come back to them. Soon Peter listened to the whispers, and began to change. My once cheerful husband was becoming anxious. His eagerness to come back in the evening had given way to nightly comings and goings. I understood him, after all it was my fault. It was because of me that he did not have a male child.

	In all sincerity, Peter succeeded in affecting me with this problem. I wanted a boy, I dreamed about it. The more this desire for a son grew in our hearts, the more Peter and I drifted apart. My guilt and his resentment towards me for not having given him a boy gradually erased the complicity that united us. He became cold and angry. Small, insignificant things had become the subject of big arguments. And then came the crisis, I began to regret getting married, I even thought of going back to my parents’ house, with my two children, my daughters. At that moment, he realized that he had gone far, had frustrated and humiliated me, and that I had become unhappy under his roof. My last daughter had already celebrated her first year, and I told myself that she was already old enough for me to entrust her and her older sister to my mother in order to look for a job and take care of them. I wanted to give back freedom to this man who was becoming somebody else because of me. I was starting to resent him, and one night I broke down, I told him everything. I shouted out my despair, I shouted out my pain, I shouted out his pain, telling him how aware I was of his suffering and how much I dreamed of giving him a son. I told him that if he no longer wanted me, if I was no longer his good luck charm, I had rather set him free, to allow him to seek the one with whom he would have his sons. I was ready to get out of his life, he knew it, because I would rather suffer than watch the man I loved die. I think that's when he realized my distress. In tears, he took me in his arms, asked for forgiveness, and promised to make an effort. He begged me not to leave him. What would our plans, our future, our children, become if I were to leave him? That's how I gave up my idea of leaving, and that same night I conceived our third child. I kept this news under wraps. I was afraid of disappointing him again, afraid of bringing back fear and anxiety.

	A few weeks later, a ceremony was held at his family's home, and we went together. I took the trouble to hide my belly, which was not yet visible. At one point, I felt the urge to ease myself; nausea and dizziness caught me off guard. I got up in a hurry to get behind my mother-in-law's hut, trying to vomit. Unfortunately, nothing came out. Threatened by the dizziness, I wanted to return to my seat. But then, I stumbled upon a conversation between two of my sisters-in-law, who didn't know I was coming behind them:

	
	
— Hmmm, your sister-in-law seems to be pregnant again, she said, hardly hiding her irony!


	
— Again? Let's hope that this time it will bear fruit, and that this barren woman will finally give a son to the Father. Otherwise, we'll have to find him a real woman who'll finally be able to give us descendants.




	The word ‘barren’ made me grow a moan that signaled my presence to them, and drew the attention of other people sitting there. I stood there, frozen for a few seconds, and then with a hurried step, I left the place in tears and rushed in the car parked nearby. I was ready to wait for Peter for hours in the car in spite of the heat because there was no way I could go back to the place of ceremony. Rivers of tears blurred my vision; I didn't understand what had just happened, what I had just heard. Me, barren woman! Barren! Whereas I had two children, and I was pregnant. They said it laughing, women like me, that I was sterile. Whereas like them, I knew the joys and sorrows of pregnancy. I had known not once, but twice the pains of childbirth. My daughters were here, alive and well. But I was for this family, the barren, the tree that produces no fruit. So my children were nothing, so that they were not considered as fruit, even bad fruit. I was so upset that I didn't even see Peter coming. I just heard a door open, and that's when I jumped out of my nightmare. I wanted to hastily wipe my face but it was too late, he had seen my tears.

	
	
— Micheline, what manner of leaving is that? Without telling me anything, in front of my family. What do you want my brothers to think? Why are you doing this? I asked for your forgiveness and we moved on, why are you behaving like that?


	
— I have a good reason Peter; it has nothing to do with our worries.




	I hardly ever called him by his first name, except when I was angry. That’s when he realized I was out of my mind. He shut up, looked at me, took a deep breath, and then asked me, more calmly:

	
	
— Mich, what happened? Tell me, there's no problem without a solution.


	
— I'm pregnant, honey.


	
— And is that enough reason to put yourself in such a state? He said it full of joy, full of hope.


	
— That's not all.


	
— What else? Is it another girl? He said to me with a dark look.


	
— No! I said exasperated.


	
— Then?


	
— Peter, I know you're angry with me. I know your family is looking for another woman, the one who's going to give you children. I know they call me a barren woman. There's no point in denying it, I heard them. Is that what you're saying about me? Peter, are these girls not your children? How can you call me sterile? So you don't consider your own daughters?


	
— Micheline stop. I never said that, you didn't hear it from me. Besides, who did you hear it from?


	
— It doesn't matter, the important thing is that I heard, now I know what you think of me.


	
— I asked you to stop, don't mix me up with others. The children you're talking about are mine too, so that's enough.


	
— I don't want to talk about it anymore. I'd rather wait for you here. When you and your super family who think they're God until they choose who's allowed to be called a child and who isn’t will be through, you'll find me here, I won't move. I'll be waiting for you.


	
— Don't exaggerate Mich, you say you're pregnant, and you're the one who wants to be locked in a car in the heat. What's this? Do you want to make me a widower?


	
— That's exactly what your family's looking for, it'll make things easy for them with the fertile wife that was found for you.


	
— That's enough!




	That was the last thing he said to me with anger, and he got out of the car. Less than an hour later, he came back with his mother, who dropped a basket of yams and a bunch of bananas in the trunk, and came banging on my door. I opened it, alighted from the car to say goodbye, without much cheerfulness, and returned back. She asked me to say hello to and take good care of the children. I just said thank you. But in my heart I wondered which children she was talking about. They are the ones who said that I was barren, now she was asking me to greet the children. Anyway...

	Since Peter was already very upset, I didn't want to say a word about it. In fact, I didn't say anything and neither did he. We arrived home, I kissed my daughters, made sure they had eaten, and took my bath before going to bed.

	He met me in bed an hour later. I pretended to be asleep. But I couldn't sleep. I was in way too much pain to sleep. I was burning inside me! I didn't mean to give birth only to girls, I didn't mean to be "sterile". If there was a medicine, a special prayer, a special sacrifice to make a boy, I would have done it already. I was taken out of my reflections by the voice of Peter:

	
	
— Mich, how are you feeling?


	
— It's all right. It's okay.


	
— I hope so, you must be fine in order to give me my son. I know my family's attitude is unacceptable. But I married you, because I love you, and you are my only wife. We're married under the monogamy regime, so I don't understand why you're worried. Besides, our prince is going to be born and will be protected by his two older sisters, and that's a great blessing for him. Please don’t care about what they say.


	
— Peter, I'm afraid. What if it was another girl?


	
— I'm telling you it's a boy, ancestors told me so. In any case, I was told that the provincial hospital has a new device that allows you to find out the sex of the child before giving birth. My friend told me that at six months of pregnancy, you can already do this test. Don't worry, you'll see that I'm right.


	
— I do hope so.




	I turned over to sleep. But I couldn't sleep a wink all night. My anxiety was growing. In the morning, I went out right after Peter, and after the children had breakfast, to meet my mother. I needed to talk to her. I was quite worried, but I was also in bad shape. I didn't want a co-wife, I didn't want to disappoint Peter again. I arrived at my parents' house, and in her usual sweetness, my mother took me in her arms and led me to the kitchen where she was busy around the fire. We sat down, she looked at me and asked me what was wrong.

	
	
— Mom, I'm in a lot of trouble. And I need your help.


	
— What's this all about?


	
— Peter’s family wants to give him a second wife, under the pretext that I didn't give birth. In their eyes, my daughters are not children.


	
— Hmmm, you don’t say!!!


	
— Mom, you have to help me.


	
— By doing what?


	
— Mom, I don't know. Let's go to a healer, they can give me a wash to take away the bad luck, but Mama I beg you, I don't want a co-wife.


	
— Go where, Mich? I think you're losing your mind!


	
— Mom, please understand me.


	
— There's nothing to understand. So you consider it bad luck for you to give birth to girls? Don't let your father hear you. Since you were born, I initiated you to church, and when you were sick, I took you to the hospital. If your problem is an illness, go to the hospital. If it's something else, go to church and pray. Ask God for the solution, I can't do what you're asking me to do now. Desperation may push you to create more problems, while you're trying to solve them. Use your head!




	Those were the words my mother told me. She changed topic and never brought it up again. I was on the verge of implosion, despair had established its seat in my heart. More than a phobia, the idea of polygamy was making me schizophrenic. I had never imagined, even in my worst nightmares, sharing my Peter. It was in this stress, these rises and falls of tension, that I spent the first six months of my pregnancy. The day of the ultrasound arrived. It was with great enthusiasm that my husband accompanied me to the provincial hospital, and I stepped forward to take that exam. I was very shy, not by nature, but out of fear of hearing the word that would mean the end of my marriage; "Girl".

	The man who was supposed to examine me asked me to pull up my t-shirt, and coated my belly with a viscous, transparent, but above all wet liquid. A lit camera was standing right next to my head and there was a black and white picture on it, I didn't even know what it meant. He started to slide a device that was shaped like an arm with a tight fist on the end. It had a rolling shape, which spread a viscous product on my belly. That's when the device started making a sound that sounded like a beating, a heartbeat. The gentleman smiled and said:
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