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                      Part 1.  Janka's Early Life 

Janka grew up with her parents in Tubmanburg, Bomi County in Gbarwu, a small village in the Konobo district. 

Janka's Mother Ma Yaa sold palm nuts And cassava  leave at the weyatta market in Konobo district. Arthur Gbowee, Janka's father was a skilled laborer in carpentry, plumbing and building construction. Mr. Gbowee a native Of Bomi County, married  Janka's mother who is from the kpelleh tribe And Mr. Gbowee was from the Gola tribe. A long history Of intermarriage between the two tribes stood as a remarkable bond between them. 

Gbarwu was not Only the birthplace Of Arthur Gbowee, but it was where he was raised by His parents and his Great-grandparents lived in the region for centuries before His birth. Janka has heard stories Of her great grand parents and the life of her grand parents. Her paternal grand parents passed away before her birth, her Only existing grand parent was old mǎ Yartu, her Mother's Mother. 

Old Mǎ Yartu her grandmother, was the chief mistress of the sande society. A place where young girls were taken at a tender age for household preparations. The girls were thaught crafts like: net fishing, basket making, trap making, hair plaiting, food preparation, crocheting, fabric making and household preparations. Janka was 6 years old when she enrolled at the sande traditional school. 

 At the age of 14, Janka graduated from the Sande traditional school, Janka's father , Arthur Gbowee held a large ceremony and a feast for her graduation.  

Janka and the other graduates were adorned in white chalk rubbed all over their bodies, and dressed in a traditional wrapper tied beneath their waists.  Well crafted palm leaves were tied vertical across their shoulders, as they marched barefooted into the feasting chamber. There were tables well prepared in a very large thatched hut �� for the ceremony.  

Arthur Gbowee was the orator of the ceremony and the last to break kola nuts, as was the Gola tradition. Arthur Gbowee had graduated from the poro society during his childhood, despite being a primary school (third grade) drop out. 

Janka's Mother Ma Yaa, did not receive a primary education.

But she was a woman favored in selling, farming and household management. After the graduation event, there would be a marriage ceremony. Each girl will be given a suitor from the male's group (the poro society). 

The girls were positioned into straight horizontal lines as the 

Head of the poro, Uncle Kunu would select a boy to be paired with each of the girls for marriage. Janka was given a suitor named, Tarnue. 

But Unfortunately, there was commotion  between Arthur Gbowee, Janka's father and Uncle Kunu. Arthur Gbowee was furious about the husband given to Janka. This argument led to an unusual uproar of laughter, that no one could withhold their smiles.  

Tarnue was grotesque looking, he had sharp long teeth stretching out from his mouth that could quickly be noticed whenever he smiled and his stucked posture, and weird smile was a terror for her.  Janka , a beautiful , charming looking young girl was too good for the suitor she was given. 

Arthur Gbowee and Uncle Kunu were brought before the chiefs for an investigation. When the meeting was finalized, Uncle Kunu was instructed to search again for a good looking young for Janka, because her parents have refused the selected suitor. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                              Part 2. Coming to Monrovia 

One Morning in October, a heavy downpour of rainfall showered the plains of Gbarwu, flooding Janka's family compound and the Konobo marketplaces. 

It has been raining for the past two weeks, and the entire compound is flooded and the schools are closed due to the flooding. Thoughts ran through Janka's head about a way to solve the situation. As she quietly sat on her bed,  staring at the flooded compound through her window. 

Her father Arthur Gbowee has gone go out to work at a nearby home. And her Mother Ma Yaa, has left early in the morning to sell grains and food stuff at the marketplace. 

Janka being the only child to both parents was left alone at the house during rainy days.  She would stay inside and keep the home safe as whenever her parents went out. The neighborhoods were not so safe during the rainy seasons. Diverse criminal activities emerged in Gbarwu during the rainy season, it was literally because of the heavy flooding.  As the Villagers leave their homes unlocked, thieves would break into their houses, because of the heavy rainfall, the residents could not hear any sound when a thief breaks into their compound. 

And that was why Janka's parents  had left her at the house, so that she would alert the neighbors if a thief breaks into their compound. 

Janka felt sleepy and dose off to bed after an hour. 

Meanwhile, She had fallen asleep while watching the flooding compound, and the tiny droplets of water flow from the window sill.  

When the heavy rainfall came to a pause.  

A loud bang on the door woke Janka from her sleep. 

Janka tiredly stretched out from her mattress, rubbing her eyes  and tried to unlock the door, her face was still pressed from sleeping. 

It was Ma Yaa, Janka's Mother who came in soaking wet with a mixture of tiredness and frustration on her face. "How was market today, Ma? 

Janka asked. Ma Yaa ignored for a moment and replied, "Not good today for our small town.' 

Janka responded, "How?!' 

"Can't you see there is water everywhere?!" 

Janka's Mother angrily blasted! And she opened the bathroom door and fetch a bucket of water from the barrel , and  went to the bathroom. 

Janka was still worried about the compound and how long it would take for the water to dry. 

But just a moment later, Janka's Mother came with a tub full of clothes. They looked like the ones she wore to the market. They were wet and silky. 

" Hang those clothes in the viranda for me". 

She handed a tub full of wet clothes to Janka. 

The viranda was attached to the corridor before reaching Janka's room, and Janka was scared of sitting around the viranda alone. She remember mythical stories about Ghosts who roams around the viranda during rainy days. The ghosts are said to be  very terrifying. 

But Janka had not choice but to do what her mother has instructed her. 

When Janka came back in to the sitting room from the Viranda, her Mother met her at the doorway, with a forceful smile on her face.  She called Janka into her room. " I have something important to tell you, do you know my brother Forley, who lives in Monrovia?" 

He is the last born of our mother, your grandmother Ma Yartu. She added.  

Last market day I asked  Ma. Kortu to send him a message by telephone. 

 You know that I cannot read and write, so I asked her to please tell him to come to Gbarwu and see our compound's conditions, our roof is almost gone.  "you can see that the water is carrying our village?'  

Janka erupted into a brief laughter, though Janka herself has never been to school,  but she knew it was impossible for water to carry an entire village. 

Your uncle Forley said the only thing he can do is to help with your studies in Monrovia. There is no future for you in this town". She added. 

When Ma Yaa concluded, Janka with a childish gesture upon her face became more focused after hearing these words.  

She knew that there was no good school in their village, there was no road or electricity. Overall, she knew that going to Monrovia will be a dream come true for her. 

There are good schools and good friends in Monrovia, Ma Yaa said, and Uncle Forley has many friends. 

And a strange celestial smile arose from Janka's pretty countenance as she very excited about the good things about Monrovia. 

 

 

 

 

 

                            Part 3. Janka's School life

 

 

Janka couldn't help the excitement on the day of her departure to her Uncle Forley in Monrovia. 

Ma Yaa has prepared the clothing and fabric beddings for her, and a cluster of yams, cassava leaves and, potatoes into a basket for Janka to carry along on her journey. 

Her father, Arthur Gbowee brought a tax from Konobo market Janka's loaded her belongings into it. 

Ma Yaa gave a folded piece of paper containing Uncle Forley's phone number to Janka, then she gave her a warm and emotional hug, and  she whispered to Janka, " Be good, take good care of yourself! Janka".  

'Okay Ma". Janka replied with an emotional grind, and she waved goodbye as she hopped into the taxi. 

Arthur Gbowee waved goodbye with an unsatisfied look upon his face and he turned back and went into the house. 

The taxi drove out of the compound, going down the d streets as the water drained downed into the earth. It was a long drive from the village to Monrovia and quiet longer to where Janka's Uncle lived. 

The taxi stopped at the red light market, where Janka alerted  and loaded off her belongings. It was a busy and crowded marketplace and there was a lot of activities too. 

Janak stood amidst the crowd scared and confused, she has never seen a crowd like this before. It was twice bigger and busier than the ones she has seen in the village. 

Janka made her way through the crowd, leaving her bag and belongings at the police service booth. At an old police service booth,there was a man with a telephone, he looked like a policeman,but on the other hand,he seemed like a business vendor. Janka asked the man for a phone. 

And the generous man landed his phone over to Janka. " I don't know how to use it' Janka said, with the contact number clearly seen on the paper.  

"Do you want to call that number?' the man asked.  

Janka nodded positively. 

 " Give me that paper' , he said, and she extended the piece of paper over to the man in the service booth he dialed the number handing the phone over to Janka. 

It was Uncle Forley on the telephone. 

Janka greeted him nicely. They talked about the long road trip, and the name of the market in which she was dropped at. 

The call ended, and Janka handed over the telephone back to the man in the old police booth.  " Thank you Uncle! She said. 

'Okay , are you new in Monrovia? He said, " Yes
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