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The tragic accident took everything she loved - her husband and their two sons. Completely broken and downcast, she struggled to find the strength to carry on. But just when she began to find comfort and hope, her mother-in-law, determined to destroy her over the loss, became her greatest battle.

She thought her grief and troubles were the end of her story. But they were only the beginning. For she was not alone.
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​Chapter 1

The Declaration Of War
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The wedding of Madam Irewa Ajulo and Prince Pam Diket was a grand and memorable occasion. Alice, the Chief Bridesmaid, was overjoyed to see people from all walks of life gathered in the magnificent auditorium to celebrate her beloved boss. Almost all the NASCO directors, board members, and heads of departments graced the occasion. Also in attendance were prominent members of the Nigerian Christian Corpers' Fellowship, Plateau Chapter. 

Alice received the shock of her life when, midway through the ceremony, her parents and siblings arrived all the way from Lagos. Her heart leapt with joy, and she would have run into their embrace had she not been serving as the Chief Bridesmaid.

As Dr. and Mrs. Oguntaye, together with their children, Samuel and Yemisi, were ushered to their seats, Irewa's radiant countenance brightened even more. Her heart overflowed with gratitude as she looked around the hall and saw such a large and diverse gathering of guests who had come to celebrate with her.

However, while the couple stood before the priest exchanging their marriage vows, Irewa's former mother-in-law quietly walked into the auditorium. The sight of her instantly stole the bride's joy. Her forty-six-year-old husband, Prince Pam Diket, quickly noticed the sudden change in her mood.

After the ceremony, when they returned to their seats, the groom gently took his bride's hand and asked,

"Love, why the sudden change in your mood?"

"She's here... Who invited her?"

"Who?"

"Ajironke... my former mother-in-law," she replied softly.

"Hmm... Be glad when God brings those who orchestrated your downfall to witness your rising."

"Hmm... Hmm..." Irewa murmured as she fixed her gaze on him. After a few moments, she nodded gently and relaxed. Gradually, her joy returned. It lasted until the reception, when Ajironke began forcing her way through the crowd, determined to take a photograph with the newly married couple.

The honeymoon began on their wedding night. Two days later, at about midnight in their hotel room, Irewa was startled awake by the loud snoring of her newly wedded husband. Unable to fall back asleep, she sat up in bed and began to pray. After praying for about an hour, her mind drifted to the unexpected appearance of her former mother-in-law at their wedding ceremony. The more she reflected on it, the more convinced she became that the elderly woman had attended with sinister motives.

"I know she is evil, but I refuse to be troubled. I serve the Lord of Hosts - the Mighty Man of War," she whispered to herself.

Reassured, she lay back down and eventually fell asleep.

Because of the demands of their respective ministries and careers, their honeymoon ended on the third day, and they returned home. A week later, at dusk, Irewa brought up the issue of Mama Ajironke again while speaking with her husband.

"My spirit cannot deceive me. Her presence at our wedding was not innocent. She came with a sinister agenda."

"She will fail woefully," Prince Pam Diket replied confidently. "Leave her in God's hands, and she will be consumed in the very furnace she has prepared for others." Prince Pam, a renowned fiery preacher, spoke with quiet assurance.

"I believe you," Irewa said. "I only brought it up so that we can pray about it."

"We certainly will," he replied. "But never forget this: devils tremble in a home saturated with the presence of the Holy Spirit." With that, he left to visit a friend.

Irewa accompanied her husband to the car park and waved as he drove out through the gate. She lingered for a while, walking slowly along the driveway and made her way to the flower lawn. While working on the lawn, although Prince Pam had spoken words of faith and assurance to her, her mind was filled with the shadow of an unseen battle.

At length, she returned to the house and slowly climbed the staircase to the master bedroom in their duplex. There, she spent some time making phone calls to family members, friends, and colleagues at work.

Two days later, on Sunday evening, Alice visited the couple, and they enjoyed dinner together. After the meal, Irewa invited Alice upstairs for a private conversation.

"I have good news for you," she said with a smile. "NASCO has decided to retain you as a permanent member of staff after the completion of your National Youth Service."

Alice's eyes filled with tears of joy. She immediately fell to her knees, thanking God with all her heart. Irewa gently lifted her up, adjusted her seat, and sat beside her, holding one of her hands affectionately.

"Alice, now that my wedding is over, we're going to begin a season of prayer and fasting for your marital breakthrough."

"Thank you so much, Ma. I'm deeply grateful."

"Have you seen how God works?" Irewa continued. "When I had almost given up hope that love would ever find me again, God stepped in and love found me."

"Our God is great," Alice replied with a smile. "I'm so happy for you, Ma."

"Thank you," Irewa said warmly. "Very soon, we'll be celebrating yours as well. The God who did it for me will surely do it for you."

"Amen! That's my prayer."

"Alice, never doubt miracles when you serve the God of miracles."

The three of them ended their conversation and went downstairs to join Prince Pam. After spending a few more minutes together, Irewa and her husband offered to drive Alice home.

As they approached Alice's residence and slowed to let her alight, a black Jeep suddenly swerved across their path, forcing Prince Pam to slam on the brakes.

"What kind of driving is that?" he shouted angrily.

The occupants of the vehicle ignored him. Instead, the door of the car opened slowly, and three elegantly dressed elderly women stepped out of the Jeep, and walked calmly toward them. Stopping a few feet away, they spoke in unison.

"We have a question for the three of you."

"A question?" Prince Pam replied, frowning. "Is that why you drove so recklessly and blocked our way?"

Ignoring his rebuke, one of the women stepped forward.

"We have come to ask you this: We heard that butterflies have declared war against tigers.” 

Alice looked at the women in confusion and whispered, "But... How can butterflies fight tigers?" Out of fear, she held Irewa tightly. 

“Tell us: who wins?” the woman asked. 

Irewa remained calm.

"The outcome of every battle is determined by the Lord of Hosts. He alone decides who wins."

Prince Pam nodded in agreement.

"The Scriptures declare that 'the race is not to the swift, nor the battle to the strong.' Victory belongs to the Lord. So, mothers, the battle is the Lord's."

The three elderly women exchanged knowing glances.

"We shall see," they replied in eerie unison.

Without another word, they all fixed their awful eyes on Irewa, smiled oddly and turned; they climbed back into their black Jeep, and sped away into the night.

For a few moments, an uneasy silence settled over Pam, Irewa, and Alice, even as they watched the vehicle disappear into the darkness. Then, Irewa suddenly shuddered and felt like an unseen cloud of darkness settling upon her. 

Prince Pam and Madam Irewa dropped Alice off and returned home. They discussed at length their strange encounter with the three women and concluded that it was a declaration of war. As a result, they could not sleep that night but spent the entire night in prayer. They also agreed to continue the midnight prayer vigil for the next two weeks.

On Monday morning, at the workplace, Madam Irewa had a brief conversation with Alice about the need for her to join the scheduled fourteen-day midnight prayer sessions. Alice told her that she had already begun a three-week prayer and fasting that very morning and promised to be available for the midnight prayers.

At about 1:00 p.m., while alone in her office, Madam Irewa suddenly burst into tears. After several minutes of silent sobbing, she lowered her head onto her desk and dozed off.

While asleep, she saw herself sitting before a large television screen, searching for a channel. To her amazement, the news channel she selected was broadcasting the story of her own life.

As she watched the screen, she saw herself sitting motionless in her bedroom, staring into the darkness while mourning the deaths of her husband and sons.

"Lord, You gave them to me. I don't believe You took them from me - Satan did. But why me, Lord? Why did You allow this tragedy to befall me?" Irewa lamented through her tears.

Overwhelmed with grief, she sneezed unexpectedly, leaned against the wall behind her, and pulled a pillow onto her lap, fixing her gaze upon the ceiling. Her heart was heavy, and it beat rapidly.

Suddenly, a surge of fierce anger swept over her. She flung the pillow across the room and sprang from the bed like a wounded lioness. But before she could steady herself, her body began to tremble violently. Her knees gave way, and she collapsed onto the tiled floor. With her face pressed against the ground, she cried out to God from the depths of her broken heart.

"Lord, I can't bear this loss. It's too much for me. My life is shattered. My heart is broken. Pull me out of this gloomy pit, Lord. I am bleeding inside."

Madam Irewa watched herself on the television screen as tears streamed down her cheeks. She saw herself reach for the pillow, bury her face in it, and sob even more bitterly.

"Is this my portion in life - early widowhood? Lord, this is a real battle. Help me. I can't fight it alone."

After a while, she staggered to her feet and walked toward the door. She opened it slightly, then quickly shut and locked it again, as though she were afraid of something outside. Sliding down against the door, she sank onto the floor. Clutching the pillow tightly with trembling fingers, she cried out again,

"Why did all my boys die on the same day? Death, you killed my husband and my children. You came like a thief in the night and stole everything I had. Like a raging storm, you swept them all away and left me all alone."

Then, like a valiant warrior, she rose to her feet and cried out defiantly,

"Death, you are the cruelest executioner. May you never know peace!"

Instantly, the television screen went blank, and Madam Irewa woke up with a start.

Returning to the present, she slowly lifted her head from the office desk and leaned back in her chair, reflecting deeply on the disturbing flashback she had just witnessed. She prayed quietly for a few minutes before her secretary entered the office and placed a file on her desk.

Little did Madam Irewa know that the vision she just had was only the beginning. 

Since the prayer meeting began, Alice had been going straight from work to Madam Irewa's house each day. However, on the morning of the tenth day of the midnight prayer meeting, she informed her boss that she would first go home to tidy up her room before reporting for work.

Madam Irewa offered to drop her off at home and, if necessary, pick her up afterward for work.

When Alice arrived home that morning, she discovered that her room had been burgled. Her laptop and a few other valuable electronic items had been stolen. To her surprise, the burglar had left behind a handwritten note, promising to return.

She showed the note to her neighbors, who were fellow members of the National Youth Service Corps (NYSC), and read it aloud to them.

When she arrived at work, Alice narrated everything that had happened to Madam Irewa. Her boss collected the note and read it carefully.

"You escaped my plan. Count yourself lucky. Not meeting you at home is only a setback. I will return to avenge your rejection
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