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  Foreword


The Road to Discovery  is a creative work of arts designed and produced by Michael Chukwudi to unfold the mysteries borne on human debility. One is exposed to a lifestyle which may not be conventionally acceptable because of pride, ego, envy, humiliation, foolishness and their likes.
A critical summary of the book proves the underlying effect of barrenness in an African setting of the story. Anulika represents the suffering masses who are plunged into a societal demeanor of culture, associations, tradition and ethos in the communities. Such beliefs and norms call for reformation.
It takes people like Anulika to bridge the gap between the old and the modern system of life endeavour. A girl so determined to make her future being fruitful in spite of odds that enveloped her at tender age when she lost her parents to death. In the old system there was no difference between barrenness and female-child bearing. They are tied with the same knot; but in the presence: modernism, there are tremendous changes that a female is as good as the male child, except on one (The one is for you to brainstorm).
Modernism is a way of reformation through education and its facts. It is a pathway to enlightenment. It builds up understanding to create love, happiness, peace and unity. The development in any society cannot be void of these abstracts.
Ejikeme and his beloved wife, Nwanyimma had no formal education. Illiteracy was their thorn in flesh even as best farmers in the whole community of Amagwu. They were humiliated for lack of a male child who would become the hire of the family. Anulika was their only child who depicts degraded quality because she was a girl. Nwanyimma’s barrenness before she finally had a female child was bitterly expressed. She commented, “How long? Ages? Eternity? Or in the graveyard? {‘m beginning to lose my patience. I want to carry my own child that I‘ll enjoy the beauty of marriage. Perhaps, the joy of parenting. Everybody will know at least I’m not a witch as they refer to me”. She was banished for some years because she fought a woman who insulted her. It was a taboo in the land for a barren woman to fight a woman who has a child.
Barrenness could lead to disassociation and banishment, and cold wars among brothers. It leads to polygamy to avoid childlessness in a family, particularly for a male child. Thanksgiving to their gods was necessary after a bountiful harvest that pleased them. Custom permits ladies and girls to dress in attractive and modest apparels to be admired by suitors who would marry them. Oh! Multiple funny things to lure a brother on a lady he never proposed to marry. What an interesting paradise of proverbs and idioms to fancy this
work.
It is good to learn from those who knew better. Illiteracy may be eradicated only when the educated are encouraged to deliver their talents to those who need them. An illiterate leader would always arrogate himself undue privileges over the
v
educated who is well informed on the matter. Igwe of Amagwu, King Ogueji, is a good example of them who ignorantly could lead their subjects to the ditch. Take a habit of transforming your darkness to light.
Leadership that cannot positively influence your society must be dropped and replaced. Leadership is a privilege not a right. Anulika was dropped as poor and wretched orphan yet her stride to education exposed her to the world. She refused to compromise her background. Her prospect and vision for life were not ruined. She was known to the world as a medical practitioner who invented drugs to cure Lassa Fever.
The story focuses on culture, tradition, and norms in Amagwu. They believed on spells as apportioned by their gods on the people as nemesis. The leaders’ blood streams are full with bribery and corruption as they avert the truth but promote injustice. The book is good and I recommend it for your reading and studies.
Ikhechi G., Owabie University of Ibadan, Ibadan






  
  Reviews


Blurbs from different literary critics in support of the work 
	The Road to Discovery is an innovative pathway for the youths of this 21st century.



Prof. C.V. Nnamani. Former, HOD Department of Applied Biology,
Ebonyi State University, Nigeria.
	…enthralling, yet the inner core sometimes leaves you sad asit also draws your attention to the very realities of a society…



Ofonime Inyang, PhD, Former General Secretary, Association of Nigerian Authors (ANA)
	Michael C. Ikegwu’s “The Road to Discovery,” is a story of courage and dreams that flows through panoramas of pain and hardship in which human condition is constructed, dissected, and depicted. It is a journey inside the infinite shades of emotions that move and change the world - a journey worth sharing and diving into. Michael’s capturing words mesmerize, shout, whisper, and transport with rhythm and emotion into an intricate universe, our own.



Michal Musialowski, Scholar of Nigerian poetry and a poet, English Department Leibniz University Hannover, Germany.
	This book is recommended especially for youths and parents.It reveals a typical life situation where poverty and ignorance have hindered the development of the society. It is therefore an eye-opener to our contemporary society. Nothing good comes easy but ‘He who opens a school door closes a prison’.



Sr. Nora Obianuju Ubadiniru Principal, Divine Love
Secondary School, Trans-Ekulu
	Michael Chukwudi takes a bold step into questioning thesocietal norm hinged on male dominance.



Opia-Enwemuche Maxwell O. Author of ‘The Oracle of Isieke and Diary of a Keke Driver.






  
  Chapter One


It was a bright cold evening in May in the nineties. Nwanyimma sat in front of a musky, damp, mud house with a thatched roof. The wind would rush through the holes in the window, leaving the door to hang on its hinges at a jaunty angle. Mazi Udemba’s house outlasted every home in the Amagwu-nze village. Mazi Udemba’s house was built with original materials. 
She was in her early forties and tall. Her chocolate skin began to turn darker due to a lack of proper maintenance and as usual, Africa’s harsh weather. She sat on a brown old wooden chair on the front porch of the hut; wearing a yellow sleeveless blouse tied wrapper that extended to her knees. She carried an old calabash on her lap. The calabash contained melon seeds. As she peeled off the seed coatings, she couldn’t help but stare at the birds chirping and flying to and fro; as if they were looking for prey to devour. She held her face forward in a steady, palpable, authoritative gaze.
Nwanyimma sat beating her legs in intervals to scare away and kill off the mosquitoes. These mosquitoes have grown to be the size of houseflies, buzzing around looking to land on and bite her ears. Nwanyimma would clap kpam, kpam to kill the mosquitoes. A mosquito landed on Nwanyimma’s leg, sucking her blood. She swatted it dead then cleaned the blood on her legs. Nwanyimma then continued to peel the melon seed coatings.
Soon enough, a rat passed by her hut side. “Bingo,” she called. Bingo, her dog lay close to the old kitchen site which is a stone’s throw from the hut. She signaled to Bingo “shi, shi,” pointing toward the direction of the rat. Bingo’s predatory instincts kicked in. She went for the kill, diving toward the rat. The rat skirted into the bushes near the hut, while Bingo watched. She then returned to her previous location to lie. Check.
Not long enough, Ejikeme, Nwanyimma’s husband came through the narrowing path that led to his medieval hut. Ejikeme is a tall, middle-aged man with an average-built body. He has a large mustache and in his chieftaincy wear made from the skin of a lion, or isiagu as it was colloquially called. Ejikeme has an oblong face with angular cheekbones and a pointed chin. His dark eyes were small and spaced evenly apart; sitting below his bushy eyebrows. Ejikeme held his gnarled wooden staff in his right hand. As he walked, the staff made a knocking sound in intervals; kpom, kpom. Bingo saw Ejikeme and rose; running towards him with her tail wagging. Ejikeme ignored Bingo’s greetings. The expression on his face explained his mood. Bingo went back and laid down.
She dropped the calabash on the floor, poured back the melon seeds on her hand, and sighed “ewo!” she re-tied her wrapper as she stood to welcome her husband. With her cosmic smile, she moved to greet him, but he was mute. He walked past her. Nwanyimma felt uneasy as this is the first time her lovely husband ignored her. This did not faze her though because she believed that no matter how unpleasant things are, she will find a way to put things back in order. Nwanyimma stood with her mouth open, gazing at nothing as all kinds of thoughts ran through her mind. She watched him walk away, head low, shoulders slumped.
Ejikeme slammed the door angrily and directly sat on the reclining chair, leaning backward. Nwanyimma stood outside for a moment, and carried by her deep concern for her husband’s unconventional attitude, she stepped into the house.
She went to a small room in the hut and got water from the earthen pot. The water was cold from the weather. She squatted and gave her husband the cup with a warm welcome. Ejikeme stretched out his dark-skinned hand and drank the water, thanking his wife. Nwanyimma squatted by Ejikeme, yearning to hear the mystical news that changed his demeanor. She collected the cup and kept it inside a basket near her. Ejikeme took his wife into his arms as if to reassure her that all is well. He learned a long time ago to love his wife even in the thickest of fog. Those thin arms of his weren’t enough to calm her anxiousness. Tears already formed in her eyes and began to drip down.
Nwanyimma desperately kept asking herself “What could’ve gone wrong?” Every second of her husband’s muteness removed a bit from her brain.
Ejikeme cleaned the tears with his right thumb and took a brief breath. Hum, he looked up the old thatched roof and down the mud floor, and then he turned to his wife. He was yet to tell her what the ordeal was. Nwanyimma waited for some minutes to hear from him. She then became impatient, she stood up, retied her wrapper, strode to the window, and stood mute with her hands crossed as she looked at the bushy back of the hut; waiting for her husband to talk.
He watched her stand then got up and held her hand, “Nkem, I’m so sorry for having acted the way I did earlier.”
She hopefully thought that her husband would tell her what the problem is. Nwanyimma demanded to know what brought about that bitter attitude of her husband.
She looked at him, used a low tone, and said.
“Nkem, I think it’s better to tell me what made you so infuriated.” she added, “Perhaps, the problem shared is half solved. Remember, I’m your wife and I ought to know what’s eating you up”.
Ejikeme touched by his wife’s words like a child forced a word from his mouth, he told her that his older brother and the elders had been the bone in his throat.
Still confused, she said to him, “Nkem, make me understand. What has your older brother done this evening?”
Ejikeme took a brief breath again, looked at his wife, and reminded her of the promise they made before they married, he could only state that; “Even in the dreaded moments, in hardship, and in good times, we should not relent nor let what they say affect the way we see ourselves.” This time, he drew her closer, and they embraced.
She still had no notion of what message her husband wanted her to hear, but without a doubt, his words were meant to prepare her for the news she wouldn’t embrace.
With a low-pitched voice, he told her “The elders, including my only brother, told me that you are barren. They gave me the ultimatum that I should remarry, or else they will ban me from associating with them. Nevertheless, what exasperated me the most was when my older brother Ikeobi told me that ‘I’ve no one who’ll answer my father’s name, someone who’ll inherit my property, not even a mere female child that’ll take care of us at an old age’.”
With a furious voice that took the high notes of a prolonged, painful squeal, she called the gods to know why they abandoned her. She talked to the gods as if they were there with her.
“Gods of my forefather, what did I do wrong to deserve all this? At least, I lived my life trying to please you by preserving my virginity until marriage.” she sobbed as she spoke in anger.
Ejikeme tried to put her together and told her the gods will one day remember them.
Out of pain, she shouted “How long? Ages, eternity, or in the graveyard? I’m beginning to lose my patience. I want to carry my child and enjoy the beauty of marriage and perhaps the joy of parenting; so that everybody will know at least I’m not a witch as they refer to me.”
Ejikeme tried to calm her down and raised his voice, “Enough nkem, at least I’m not complaining and will never do, let us just hope. One day, the gods will bless us with a child. Nevertheless, who are we to question the gods in their makings? Mortals like us?” he hugged her tightly, her head tie brushed against his chin.
It was already six-thirty in the evening, and she left to prepare food for her husband, believing that one day the gods will indeed remember them as her husband assured. She prayed it happens soon to surprise and dumbfound her foes.
* * *
Two days later, it was about six 0’clock in the morning and the birds were awake speaking in a high-pitched staccato. It was a cold odd morning. The darkness still covered the sky in the Amagwu-Nze village. It was the time of the year when the nights were longer and days shorter. Nwanyimma hurriedly woke up from her old bed made of bamboo trees, a mat, and a wrapper spread on the top; softening the surface for a relaxed sleep. Ejikeme was still sound asleep snoring hu, hu, hu. He wore an old shirt and black trousers. He covered himself with a wrapper because of the cold weather. Nwanyimma sat at the edge of the bed with her legs on the floor. She tied a wrapper that extends from her chest to her knees and put on a sweater. She tapped Ejikeme to stop him from snoring. He turned but still feeling sleepy, answered each time she tapped him with an ee, ee, ee. Ejikeme went back to his early morning sleep. Nwanyimma stood up, and strode to the window, arms crossed across her chest, she was cold. She stood beside the old window covered with a wrapper to prevent the cold air from rushing in as usual. She pulled down the wrapper a little to allow enough light so that she can prepare the morning meal. There was much work to do at the farm.
The atmosphere was dark causing her to soliloquize, “Why is the atmosphere so dark, but the cock is already telling us that it’s early morning and to begin the day’s work? Hum!” she exclaimed, “It’s the gods that have an explanation for my questions.” she added.
Ejikeme was wriggling on his bamboo bed as he snored.
Nwanyimma stood agape gazing at nothing; listening to the cheerful songs of the birds. He rolled over on his bed and stretched his arms high above his head onto the cold mud floor, brushing his hand against the old lantern. Ejikeme reached for his wife but she wasn’t on the bed.
He got up and exclaimed, “Ewo!” thank the gods it’s yet another day.”
Hearing his voice, she turned and greeted her husband, “Nkem ututu oma (good morning Nkem).” they exchanged pleasantries while Ejikeme was still on the edge of the bed with his hands placed on the bed.
He demanded to know why his wife woke up that early.
Asking in a lovely low tone he said, “Nkem, why are you denying yourself sleep on this cold, lovely morning? Come back to bed.” he stretched his hands and gestured for her to come back.
She smiled and told him “It’s already the morning, the birds are chirping to the gods. The cock has already crowed for the fifth time, I need to get the food ready and get going. At least, it’s our first time going to the farm after the first rain from the gods.” she waited, motioned, and continued; “Maybe you forgot that the earlier you work, the earlier you finish.” She added.
Ejikeme smiled at his wife’s gestures and insisted that she still needs some rest to be able to work at the farm. She went back reluctantly to bed. Ejikeme laid back while she sat gazing at the old thatched roof of the hut.
At about seven O’clock in the morning, she set to go to the farm with Ejikeme. She tied a wrapper that extends to her knees, wore a long sleeve, tied a scarf around her waist, and carried a basket. Inside the basket were a machete, a small hoe, food in a calabash, and a jar of water. She stood with certitude waiting for Ejikeme who was still inside the hut. After waiting a few minutes, she became impatient. The only thing she could think to do was the farm work. She was a hardworking woman who was never tired until she finished her chores.
She raised her voice calling her husband, “Nkem, please be fast we need to get going so that we’ll finish the work at the farm before the rain starts falling, you know too well that we are in the rainy season.”
Ejikeme who was still inside the hut came out with a hoe placed on his shoulder. He wore an old singlet, shorts, and a hat on his head that covered his forehead. Ejikeme bent his head as he walked through the door to avoid hitting his head on the edge.
“Nkem, please don’t be mad at me I was trying to get ready,” he said softheartedly as he gave his wife a suiting smile.
“Let’s get going since you’re already done,” she said smiling back at him.
Ejikeme reminded her that he’ll be stopping by to see Mazi Udoka to negotiate when he’ll come to help them with the farm work. Mazi Udoka’s hut was just a few meters walk from Ejikeme’s compound. They both set to the farm. Bingo got up, wagged her tail, and followed them. Nwanyimma motioned to Bingo to go back but she was eager to head to the farm that day.
After several attempts to make Bingo go back home, Ejikeme told his wife she can come.
“Who knows, the dog will catch a squirrel for us today,” he said smiling.
With a low tone, she replied, “Nkem, who’ll look after the house? You and I know that she had been a good watchdog!”
“Gods of our fathers will watch in our absence,” Ejikeme snapped.
They both smiled and continued walking to the farm as they talked.
She exclaimed as though something came to her mind, “Chei! Nkem, do you still remember that this year is the harvest of the gods?”
“Oh!” Ejikeme shouted, “I almost forgot, that reminds me, our crops will do well this season,” he added.
“Well, well,” she said with enthusiasm, “when we harvest, we’ll take a bountiful quantity to the gods to give thanks. Importantly, we’ll ask them to bless us with our children,” she said worriedly.
“Nkem, you worry a lot, they’ll surely bless us when it’s time, and soon enough, they’ll surely answer our prayers,” Ejikeme reassured.
“I see!” she replied worriedly.
They walked for about ten poles and got to Udoka’s hut. The hut’s entrance was too narrow, and it has farms to the right and left. The farm belonged to Udoka’s wife Adaego.
“Nkem, you will be going with Bingo while I see Udoka so that I can talk about the work with him,” Ejikeme said.
“Do not waste time so we’ll finish the work early,” she said softly.
“Yes, nkem”, he replied.
“Ngwa Bingo, uje,” she said to Bingo.
She left with Bingo while the husband took the entrance to Udoka’s hut. Bingo was running at the front while she followed her at the back.
Adaego sat on the verandah of the old hut. Adaego is a short, overweight, woman in her fifties. Her hair was neatly plaited with local thread. She sat on an old wooden chair with a tray of local rice, separating the chaffs from the rice by blowing air continuously on the tray when suddenly Ejikeme came in.
Seeing him, she greeted,
“Ututu oma nwoke mara mma.” he is fondly called this by the villagers. Although Ejikeme is a handsome man in his late forties, she wondered how handsome he was in his youth.
“Nneoma, ututuoma,” he replied.
Adaego raised her voice to call her son Jidenna to get a seat for their visitor. Ten-year-old Jidenna ran out from the hut wearing shorts with many patches. The patched holes still exposed parts of his buttocks, and allowed for gas to pass freely whenever he farts because of this, his friends keep ridiculing him.
“Nne, you called me?” he asked.
“Yes! Get a seat for our visitor,” she replied.
He was about to go when Adaego called him back,
“Bia!” she shouted, “You don’t know how to greet again or is it part of what you’ve been learning from those stupid friends of yours?”
Feeling shy this time, he turned, covered his face with one of his hands, and greeted
“Ututuoma Nna anyi,”
“Ututuoma nwam, kedu?” Ejikeme replied.
“Odimma,” Jidenna replied.
“He’s only a small boy, with time he’ll change, please do not scold him this way again,” Ejikeme said warmly.
“Oh!” she shouted, small boy? His mates have given birth to two children,” she said shouting at Jidenna to go inside and get a chair. Jidenna went in lackadaisically to get the chair.
“Married?” Ejikeme probed. “What does this age know about marriage? It’s child abuse,’’ he added.
Jidenna brought the chair, kept it on the floor, and dusted it with his right hand “kpam, kpam.”
“Nnam you can now sit,” he said.
“Thank you so much, my son,’’ Ejikeme said as he threw a friendly slap across his shoulder, and sighed as he bent to sit.
“Ewo! The gods of our fathers,”
Adaego with her mouth opened to her jaw gazed at Ejikeme while he tried to sit on the wooden chair.
Ejike’s wife walked for about ten poles and came across mama Ifenyinwa, the wife of Mazi Ikeobi, and the only older brother of Ejikeme. She’s tall, dark, and has an average body build. She wore a short sleeve blouse, with a tied wrapper that extended to her elbows. She heads to the farm with a basket relaxed on her head and her hands on her sides without supporting the basket.
On seeing her, Ejike’s wife greeted her, “Ututuoma nwunyedi m,”
With her devil-may-care outlook and stellar smile, she passed without responding to the greeting. Ejike’s wife was so curious to know what brought about the rough but bitter manner of mama Ifenyinwa.
“Nwunyedi m, I’m greeting o!” she said the second time.
Like a lion making an uproar, mama Ifenyinwa shouted, “O gini! Amosu nwanyi, what’s so good about this morning eeh?” she said as though they‘ve been quarreling for ages.
“Nwunyedi m what have I done to you to deserve this barbarous attitude of yours early this morning? Nevertheless, I greeted you when I saw you,” she asked surprisingly with her mouth opened to her jaw.
Mama Ifenyinwa in her aggressive manner, and with the basket still relaxed on her head, clapped her hands, displaying what she said.
“Stop it, you sycophant,” mama Ifenyinwa said angrily. “You pretend to be who you’re not,” she added. “Why don’t you let us live the way we’ve been before the witch breeze blew you to our family?”
Still surprised, she demanded to know what‘d have brought about the aggressiveness and nonchalant attitude of mama Ifenyinwa. She paused, shook her head in surprise, and continued;
“But mama Ifenyinwa if I may ask, what exactly is the problem? Tell me. Let us settle them amicably.”
“Mama amicable, you think you know how to blow big grammar eeh?” she shouted, “You should use that big grammar to get pregnant instead of bewitching all in this family. Nevertheless, you and I know we’re both illiterates, it baffles me to see that you’re now blowing big grammar.”
“Mama Ifi, why not tell me what I’ve done? Let me correct myself than insulting me this early morning,” she replied furiously.
“No! No! Stop it, why do you always pretend as if you don’t know what you’ve done?” Mama Ifenyinwa shouted. “You bewitched your husband to talk to my own good-looking and charming husband any way he decides?”
She was intensely violet as wind or storm; she drew closer to her, “it’s high time you left to your family because your presence in this family is no longer recognized.” She Points at Bingo that sat on the narrowing path waiting for Ejike’s wife. She said, “That’s where you belong. She’s just barren just like you. One day, the air will blow, and the buttocks of the hen will expose.”
Ejike’s wife was goaded by anger said, “Mama Ifenyinwa, I’ll not have you insult me.” Before she could finish talking, mama Ifi as she was colloquially called cut in.
“What will happen? Tell me, will you fight me? I won’t need the gods’ help with the person I’ll defeat,” she said boastfully.
“Mama Ifenyinwa, I’m only respecting you, but it seemed you never deserved my respect.”
Stormed by anger, mama Ifi raised her hands and struck her with a sound like the cracking of a bullwhip.
“Who do you think you are to talk to me any way you like? I married into this family before you,” she added.
Ejike’s wife paused her lips, raised her hands back, and threw her hand forward as strongly as she could, slapping her in the face. The crack of her hand contacting her skin echoed off in the air. Without a moment of hesitation, mama Ifi retied her wrapper more firmly, removed her foot wears and jumped Ejike’s wife. Unfortunately, Ejike’s wife overpowered her. Soon enough, she was already on the ground. Ejike’s wife was on top of her teaching her a lesson she’ll never dare to forget. Bingo was running in every nook and cranny of the road looking for help. Mama Ifi was on the floor shouting profusely and swearing from the ordeal with Ejike’s wife. She managed to get up and thank the gods for the two maidens Ekemma and Adaobi for coming back to the stream. Ekemma balanced a bucket of water on her head while Adaobi had a brimming water pail balanced on her head supported by her left hand and talked with her right.
On seeing the two women, they suddenly dropped the water and ran on their heels to separate them. They scramble to help the two women end their fight and succeeded in doing so. When mama Ifi got up, she was badly bruised and injured.
She picked up her basket and helped her put it on her head as she walked away promising Ejike’s wife that she’ll answer the elders for fighting her. It was never new in the history of Amagwu-Nze village that barren women were not to fight mothers with children. Barren women in Amagwu-Nze were osu, or outcasts as they believed. They all believed that either the women or their mothers wronged the gods and in turn, they decided to block their wombs. Ejike’s wife, Ekemma, Adaobi, and Bingo left their different ways.
The family hut had only one entrance that was about one meter wide. She got to the hut, and her husband; Mazi Ikeobi sat on a reclining chair eating his food. Mazi Ikeobi is a lightskinned man in his late fifties. His square and heavy-set jaw was eternally set in a smirk; confining the lines of his mischievous eyes, which glittered with a self-pride of a man who thinks himself to be the best in Amagwu-Nze. He had a big akpu bolus he was about to swallow when he saw his wife crying as she marched towards the hut. He managed to swallow the akpu bolus, struggling with it to pass through his tiny but big throat that had expanded because of the constant swallows that are big enough to feed five children.
“What?” he shouted as he rose from the chair with unwashed hands.
When his wife got to the verandah of the hut, she dropped the basket balanced on her head, stood as she slouched, and cried bitterly with indiscipline as though she lost a son. Her husband tried to get a better grasp of her, but she shouted a cry like a child.
“It is that barren witch that your brother married from Akpuato,”
“Ewo!” shouted Ikeobi with his mouth wide agape, that witch of a barren woman?
“Yes o, Nna anyi!” she replied.
“Aru!” shouted Ikeobi, “She forgot the place of the barren in this village?”
He held his wife close and helped her head lean on his shoulders as he tried to put her together, boasting to deal with her. She cleared her eyes upon hearing this.
“Ehe!” she shouted, that was what I’ve been wanting and waiting to hear from you at least she will know her place in this village.”
They both went inside the hut while she carried the basket along.
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