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    To every woman who dares to dream beyond the boundaries set before her, and to those whose voices remain unspoken, waiting for the right moment to rise. This is for the daughters of the soil, whose roots are deep and whose wings are strong, ready to soar beyond the horizon. May you always find the courage to honor both your heritage and your future.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Roots do not fear the wind; they bend, they grow, and they carry the soil with them.
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PREFACE
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In the quiet villages of Nigeria, as in all corners of our world, exists a fundamental truth: our ability to connect with others while honoring ourselves determines much of our success and happiness in life.

Adanna's journey—from dutiful daughter to young woman charting her own course—reveals that true influence comes not from force but understanding. Like the principles in "How to Win Friends and Influence People," her story demonstrates that people respond to appreciation rather than condemnation, and that supporting others' dreams creates deeper bonds than demanding compliance.

Within these pages, you'll witness a transformation where relationships evolve not through rejection of tradition, but through mutual respect that transcends it. You'll see how patience and empathy ultimately win more support than rebellion, and how genuine understanding paves paths where none seemed possible.

The wisdom woven throughout this narrative echoes what I've seen work across generations and cultures: seek first to understand; find honor in others' positions even when disagreeing; express genuine appreciation for different perspectives; and give others the dignity of making their own choices.

May Adanna's story serve as a reminder that our deepest connections—to family, culture, and self—grow strongest not when severed in pursuit of freedom, but when tended while still reaching for the sun. Like the pouch of soil she carries onto that plane, may these pages be something you carry with you, showing that positive influence begins with respect for where others stand and faith in where they might grow.

​
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Have you ever stood at the crossroads of your life, your heart pulling you in one direction while duty and tradition pull you in another?

The story you're about to read changed my life before I even wrote it. And I believe it may change yours too.

When I first met Adanna in my imagination—this brilliant young Nigerian woman caught between her dreams of education and her community's expectations—I recognized a universal struggle that transcends borders, cultures, and generations. You will likely see yourself in her story, regardless of where you come from or the path you've walked.

I'll never forget the day I watched a young woman in my village turn down a prestigious university scholarship because her family had already accepted a marriage proposal on her behalf. The look in her eyes—a mixture of resignation and buried dreams—haunted me for years. What if she had found a way to honor both her roots and her ambitions? What possibilities might have unfolded?

This question became the seed from which "Daughter of the Soil" grew.

Throughout human history, countless bright minds have been dimmed by the phrase, "This is how things have always been done." But I've also witnessed the extraordinary power of individuals who find the courage to ask, "What if there's another way?"

You'll meet characters in these pages who will frustrate you, inspire you, and perhaps remind you of people in your own life:

	Adanna, whose determination to chart her own course will make you question where compromise becomes surrender

	Obinna, who challenges our assumptions about those who uphold tradition

	A mother whose love must find expression beyond the boundaries she herself was taught


I've received hundreds of letters from early readers who tell me they couldn't put this book down, reading late into the night to discover how Adanna navigates her impossible choice. "I found myself holding my breath during the engagement ceremony," one reader wrote. Another confessed, "I've never been to Nigeria, but this story made me examine choices in my own life I've been afraid to make."

The most powerful words I've heard came from a father who read the manuscript: "I've always pushed my daughters toward the practical path. This story made me ask myself what dreams they might be hiding from me."

As you turn these pages, I invite you to consider:

	What traditions in your life deserve to be honored, and which ones might need reimagining?

	What would you risk for the opportunity to become fully yourself?

	How might education transform not just an individual life but an entire community?


Whether you read this in a bustling city apartment or a quiet rural home, Adanna's journey will challenge you to examine the balance between honoring your roots and spreading your wings. My greatest hope is that her story will give you the courage to pursue your own impossible dreams—and perhaps to support others in pursuing theirs.

The world changes one brave decision at a time. May this story inspire yours.

With anticipation for the journey ahead.
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CHAPTER 1: LOSS AND DUTY
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The air was thick with the scent of damp earth and funeral incense, heavy like the grief that pressed against Adanna's chest. Drums pulsed in measured, mournful rhythms, their somber beats carrying across the village gathering to mark a life returned to the ancestors. The red soil clung to Adanna's bare feet as she stood at the edge of her father's grave, feeling the earth that had nourished generations of her family now ready to receive its son.

Around her, the mourning songs of the village women rose and fell like waves against the shore, their voices blending into a tide of sorrow. The elders moved in practiced ceremony, their dark wrappers sweeping against the dusty ground as they circled the freshly dug grave. But Adanna remained upright, her spine stiff as the iroko tree that had sheltered her father's compound for generations, her fingers curled tightly around the small cloth bundle of kola nuts she would place on her father's chest.

"Ndo, sorry," whispered a voice beside her. A weathered hand pressed against her shoulder, the cool touch of gold bangles brushing her skin. "Your father was a good man."

Adanna nodded without turning. She had heard these words a hundred times since dawn broke, since the elders had carried her father's body from the house wrapped in the finest ukara cloth, adorned with symbols of wisdom and strength. Words that were meant to comfort but landed hollow in the cavern that had opened inside her chest.

Her mother stood a few paces away, supported by her sisters, her face hidden behind a black cloth as tradition demanded. The soft tremor of her shoulders was the only sign of the storm within. Adanna wanted to go to her, to be held as she had been as a child, but custom kept them separate in this moment—the widow and the daughter had different paths of mourning to walk, different rituals to observe.

The chorus of village women shifted their melody, their harmonized voices calling to the ancestors to welcome Chukwuemeka home. The sound vibrated through Adanna's bones, beautiful and terrible at once.

"It is time," announced Uncle Emeka, her father's younger brother, now the head of the family by default. His voice carried the newfound authority of his position, a mantle he had claimed with unsettling readiness. The coral beads adorning his wrists caught the late afternoon sunlight, symbols of the status that had transferred to him with her father's last breath.

The village priest stepped forward, his white garments stark against the sea of dark mourning clothes, cowrie shells and feathers adorning his headdress that rustled with each solemn movement. He raised his hands to the sky.

"We return Chukwuemeka to the earth that sustained him. May his spirit find peace among the ancestors. May his journey across the great river be swift."

The elders moved forward one by one, each taking a handful of the rust-colored soil and releasing it over the simple wooden coffin. The hollow sound of earth striking wood struck Adanna like physical blows. When her turn came, she knelt at the graveside, her fingers curling into the warm soil. She wanted to hold onto it, to stop time in this final moment of connection to her father.

I am not ready, she thought. I am not ready for a world without you in it, Papa. Not for the weight of what comes next. Not for the silence where your voice should be.

But the eyes of the village were upon her, measuring her composure, judging her dignity as the daughter of a respected man. So she released the soil, watching as it scattered across the polished surface of the coffin. A single tear escaped before she could blink it away, falling to mingle with the earth.

"The daughter honors her father," murmured one of the elders approvingly. "She carries herself with dignity, as befits her upbringing."

Adanna rose to her feet, brushing the remaining soil from her palms. The dark indigo fabric of her wrapper felt suddenly constricting, binding her to a role she wasn't prepared to play. She had been raised to be strong, to hide her emotions beneath a veneer of composure. Her father had valued education and independent thinking, but he had also taught her the importance of respecting their ways. Now, at twenty-two, she stood in the precarious balance between the life she had planned and the duties that would surely be thrust upon her.

The burial ceremony continued as the sun began its descent toward the horizon. The heat of the day gave way to a gentle evening breeze that carried the scent of wild hibiscus and wood smoke from cooking fires. Songs rose and fell, prayers were offered, and stories of her father's life were shared among the gathered community. Adanna listened to tales of his generosity, his wisdom, his dedication to family. Some she had heard before; others were new to her, glimpses of the man her father had been outside the walls of their home.

"He once walked three villages over to bring medicine to the carpenter's child," an elder recounted, his voice thick with emotion. "And stayed to help with the harvest when the man could not work."

"When the school needed repairs," added another, "Chukwuemeka was the first to donate materials, the first to offer his labor."

Stories that painted her father as the pillar of their community—generous, wise, devoted. Stories that now seemed to cast long shadows across Adanna's future. Who will I be without you guiding me? she wondered silently. Who will they expect me to become?

As the ceremony drew to a close, people began to disperse, moving toward the family compound where food and palm wine awaited. The funeral feast would continue long into the night, a celebration of life following the solemnity of burial. Small children, released from the strict formality of the ceremony, darted between the adults, their energy a stark contrast to the somber occasion.

Adanna moved to follow, her legs heavy with exhaustion, but Uncle Emeka's hand on her arm stopped her. His fingers pressed firmly into her flesh, not enough to hurt but enough to convey authority.

"Wait," he said. "The male elders wish to speak with you."

Something in his tone made her heart quicken with apprehension. She glanced toward her mother, who was being led away by the women of the family, then back to her uncle's impassive face. The scent of his cologne—too strong, too modern for the occasion—mingled with the earthy smells of the burial ground.

"Now?" she asked. "Should we not wait until after the mourning period?"

Uncle Emeka's expression hardened slightly, the lines around his mouth deepening. "Some matters cannot wait. Your father's passing leaves you without protection. As head of the family now, it is my responsibility to secure your future."

The circle of elders had gathered beneath the sprawling branches of the iroko tree, their faces grave as they beckoned her forward. Adanna approached with measured steps, her hands clasped before her as she had been taught to do in the presence of the village authorities. The tree's ancient branches spread above them like protective arms, filtering the waning sunlight into dappled patterns across their solemn faces.

"Sit, daughter of Chukwuemeka," said the oldest among them, gesturing to a low stool placed at the center of their circle. His voice carried the weight of decades, of countless decisions made beneath this same tree.

Adanna lowered herself onto the stool, feeling suddenly small beneath their collective gaze. These were men who had known her since birth, who had watched her grow, who had nodded in approval when her father spoke proudly of her academic achievements. Yet today, something had shifted. They looked at her not as Adanna the bright student, but as a woman with a role to fulfill.

"Your father was a respected man," began the elder, his voice carrying the weight of judgment and decision. The traditional red cap on his head marked him as a title-holder, a man whose words shaped the community's direction. "He served this community well. Now that he has joined the ancestors, we must ensure that his legacy continues."

Adanna inclined her head respectfully, the beads on her wrapper clicking softly with the movement. "My father taught me to honor our traditions." The words felt both true and false on her tongue true because he had indeed taught her respect for their culture; false because he had also encouraged her to question, to seek her own path.

"Good." The elder nodded, exchanging glances with Uncle Emeka. "Then you will understand the importance of what we have arranged."

A cold sense of foreboding washed over her, like the sudden chill before a rainstorm. "Arranged?"

"Before his illness worsened, your father and I discussed your future," Uncle Emeka said, his chest puffing slightly with importance. The brass buttons on his formal agbada gleamed in the fading light. "He agreed that a suitable marriage would be the best protection for you and your mother."

The world seemed to tilt beneath Adanna. Marriage? Her father had always supported her dreams of university, had promised that she would continue her education. Had that changed in his final days, or was her uncle reshaping truth to suit his own purposes?

"I" she began, but the elder raised his hand, the gesture silencing her as effectively as if he had covered her mouth.

"It is decided. Obinna Okafor has asked for your hand, and we have accepted on your behalf. He is a successful businessman, respected throughout the region. Such a match brings honor to your father's memory and security to your family."

Obinna Okafor. Adanna knew of him—a man at least thirty, who had built his fortune trading goods between their village and the city. His compound on the edge of the village boasted a modern concrete house with a metal roof instead of thatch, a generator that hummed through the night when the rest of the village lay in darkness. He was considered a good catch by traditional standards: wealthy, established, from a good family. But he was a stranger to her, and the thought of becoming his wife sent a flutter of panic through her chest like trapped birds beneath her ribs.

"When?" The word escaped her lips before she could temper it with proper deference. In the distance, the drums had shifted to a more celebratory rhythm, marking the transition from mourning to remembrance. The contrast to her inner turmoil felt like mockery.

"The formal betrothal will take place after the mourning period," replied her uncle. "The marriage itself at the start of the next harvest season."

Three months. They were giving her three months before her life would be handed over to a man she barely knew. Three months to surrender the future she had planned, the education her father had promised her.

"I am honored by Obinna's interest," she said carefully, buying time as her mind raced. The scent of funeral incense still clung to her skin, the taste of grief still bitter on her tongue. "But I had hoped to continue my studies. Father always encouraged—"

"Your father is no longer here," Uncle Emeka cut in, his tone hardening. "These are difficult times, Adanna. Your mother needs support. The family needs stability. Obinna has offered a generous dowry."

Her uncle's words hung in the humid air between them. Adanna felt the weight of them pressing down on her shoulders like the heavy traditional beads around her neck—ornaments that marked her as belonging to this place, to these traditions.

"The decision is made," added the elder with finality. "Your uncle has acted in accordance with our ways. A daughter must trust the wisdom of her elders."

Adanna lowered her eyes, a gesture of submission that hid the rebellion stirring within. The soil beneath her feet—the same soil that now covered her father—seemed to pulse with her heartbeat. "I understand."

The meeting concluded with details she barely registered—mentions of dowry negotiations, betrothal ceremonies, expectations of a good wife. Through it all, Adanna sat still as stone, her face a careful mask that revealed nothing of the turmoil beneath.

As the elders dispersed and she was finally released to join the funeral feast, Adanna walked slowly toward the family compound. The celebration was already underway, palm wine flowing freely as voices lifted in songs of remembrance rather than mourning. Food was being distributed—pounded yam and egusi soup, jollof rice, fried plantains—the abundance a testament to her father's standing.

But Adanna moved through it all like a ghost, accepting condolences with practiced grace while her mind raced with silent calculations. Somewhere between her father's grave and the edge of the compound, between duty and desperation, a seed of resistance had taken root.

Her cousin Chidi appeared at her side, his young face solemn but his eyes alert. At fourteen, he looked up to Adanna, often trailing behind her to hear stories of her school achievements.

"They have decided something," he said, not a question but a statement. Even a child could read the signs.

Adanna nodded slightly. "They have decided everything."

"And you?" he asked quietly. "What have you decided?"

The question startled her, so direct and yet so perceptive. In that moment, with funeral drums echoing across the compound and the first stars appearing in the twilight sky, Adanna felt something crystallize within her. The tears she had held back at her father's graveside now burned behind her eyes, not just with grief but with determination.

"I have decided," she whispered, "that this is not the end of my story."

Later, when the compound had grown quiet and most mourners had departed or settled into sleep, Adanna slipped away to her father's small study—a room that had been his sanctuary, filled with books and papers that reflected his unusual respect for education. In the dim light of a kerosene lamp, she found the small wooden box where he kept important documents. Her fingers trembled as she lifted the lid.

Inside, beneath certificates and letters, lay an envelope addressed to her in her father's careful handwriting. She broke the seal, unfolded the paper within, and began to read. His words, written during his illness when he must have sensed the end approaching, flowed over her like cool water:

My Adanna, my daughter of the soil,

If you are reading this, I have returned to the earth that bore us all. Do not weep too long for me. Instead, remember what I have always told you: you were born to grow tall, like the iroko tree, with roots deep in our traditions but branches reaching toward your own sky.

I fear that in my absence, others will try to decide your path. They will speak of duty and tradition—important things, yes, but not the whole of life. Remember that the strongest traditions bend without breaking, like the palm tree in the storm.

I have set aside what I could for your education. It is not enough, perhaps, but it is something to begin with. The bank book is hidden beneath the loose floorboard under my desk.

Be strong, but not unyielding. Be respectful, but not silent. And know always that whatever sky you choose to reach for carries my blessing.

Your loving father

Adanna pressed the letter to her chest, tears finally flowing freely down her cheeks. In the quiet of the night, with only the distant sounds of nocturnal creatures for company, she allowed herself to grieve—not just for her father, but for the simple future that had died with him.

But as the first light of dawn crept through the window, illuminating dust motes dancing in the air, Adanna carefully folded the letter and tucked it into her wrapper. She would honor her father—not by being the daughter others expected, but by being the daughter he had raised: strong, determined, and unwilling to surrender her dreams without a fight.

The traditional mourning period stretched before her—weeks of prescribed rituals and restricted movements. Beyond that loomed the betrothal her uncle had arranged. But between now and then, there was time. Time to think, to plan, to find a way forward that would honor both her father's memory and her own future.

As she left the study, the first cockerel crowed to announce the new day. The sound, so ordinary and yet so full of continuation, reminded her that even after the deepest loss, life insisted on moving forward. And so would she.
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CHAPTER 2: MEMORIES OF PROMISE
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Dawn broke over the village in delicate threads of gold, illuminating the fine sheen of dew on the leaves outside Adanna's window. Three days had passed since her father's burial, and already the rhythms of the house had shifted. An emptiness occupied the spaces where his voice should have been, where his footsteps should have sounded. The mourning cloth still hung at the compound entrance, marking their home as one touched by death. It would remain there for weeks, a public symbol of their private grief.

Adanna sat on the edge of her narrow bed, palms pressed against her eyes. Sleep had become a distant companion, replaced by the constant swirl of thoughts that plagued her midnight hours. Three months until the betrothal. Three months to find another path.

Her father's letter lay tucked beneath her sleeping mat, the edges already softening from how often she had unfolded and reread it. She had not told her mother about it—not yet. The grief was still too raw, the wound too fresh. And there was the matter of the money her father had mentioned. She needed to find it before her uncle took complete inventory of the house.

A soft knock at her door pulled her from her thoughts.

"Adanna?" Her mother's voice, thin with exhaustion. "Are you awake?"

"Yes, Mama. I'm coming."

She wrapped her wrapper around her waist and stepped into the main room where her mother sat on a low stool, her mourning clothes hanging loosely on her frame. Three days, and already she seemed diminished, as if grief were consuming her from within.

"Uncle Emeka will be here soon," her mother said, her fingers working steadily at separating beans for the morning meal. "He wants to discuss arrangements for the house."

Arrangements. The word hung between them, loaded with implication. Her uncle's efficient management of their future had begun even before the earth on her father's grave had settled.

"I thought I would sort through Papa's study today," Adanna said carefully. "To organize his papers."

Her mother's hands stilled momentarily. "Yes, that would be good. Your uncle mentioned... he mentioned that we might need to clear that room. For storage."

The unspoken truth settled in Adanna's stomach like a stone. For storage. Because her father's books and papers—his pride, his connection to a world beyond their village—were now considered unnecessary. Because the space could be better used for yams or household goods. Because the daughter of the house would soon belong to another compound, and the widow would be relegated to a smaller room.

"I'll start right away," Adanna said, her voice steady despite the tightness in her throat.

Her mother nodded, then reached to touch Adanna's hand. "Your father was very proud of you. I want you to know that."

"I know, Mama."

"And this arrangement with Obinna... it is a good match. Better than many girls can hope for."

Adanna bit back the words that rose to her lips. But I hoped for
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