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			BIOGRAPHY

			Eucheria has spent her life turning challenges into stepping stones from her early years in Nigeria to her journey of rebuilding in Canada. She has learned to embrace change with courage and compassion. Her memoir shares the lessons, heartbreak, and triumphs that shape her. Today, she continues to inspire others through her writing, reminding readers that healing is possible, and hope is always within reach.

			
			Eucheria is a Nigerian-born writer living in Saskatoon, Saskatchewan. Her work centres on resilience, belonging, and the courage to speak one’s truth. This is her debut memoir.

		

	
		
			DEDICATION

			This book is dedicated to people and families worldwide who have experienced or are now dealing with any kind of mental illness or breakdown, as well as to everyone who has experienced homelessness due to a mental breakdown. This book is dedicated especially to my sister, Virginia Bukie, who lost her life too soon to a mental disorder.

			
			Let us recognize and break any form of mental circle in our lives and in the life of our family members.

		

	
		
			SYNOPSIS

			I was the third youngest of eleven children of my parents. I went to secondary school then to college to study business education. Shortly after college I met my husband, started a business, left it to my younger sister, Franka, and joined my husband in Canada where he was from.

			This book will help you understand my life, my childhood, and my development during college. You will learn how I found out about having a mental disorder that drove me to homelessness, what triggers a mental breakdown, my experiences during a breakdown, how I have managed the disorder, and how I overcame it. You will also learn how I overcame homelessness and now live in the most beautiful house in the neighbourhood that I call a mansion. You will find about my experience with pills and the side effects I experienced.

		

	
		
			TABLE OF CONTENTS

			Biography

			Dedication

			Synopsis

			Chapter 1:    Growing Up

			Chapter 2:    Moving To Canada

			Chapter 3:    London England

			Chapter 4:    Red Deer Alberta

			Chapter 5:    Hospital Red Deer Alberta Canada

			Chapter 6:    Walking On The Street

			Chapter 7:    Saskatoon Saskatchewan

			Chapter 8:    Losing Touch With Reality

			Chapter 9:    The Lighthouse

			Chapter 10:  The Hospital In Saskatoon

			Chapter 11:  Back To The Real World, The Community

			Chapter 12:  The Stage Were The Bible Was No Longer A Factor

			Chapter 13:  How I Came Out Of This Deepest Crucial Stage Of My Mental Breakdown

			Chapter 14:  Life Afresh

			Chapter 15:  Love Happened

			Chapter 16:  The Mansion

			Chapter 17:  What Triggers My Mental Breakdown Over The Years From Experience

			Chapter 18:  What I Should Have Done Differently To Prevent My Series Of Mental Breakdowns

			Chapter 19:  My Coping Mechanism And Overcoming My Mental Breakdown

			Chapter 20:  Pill And It Sides Effect:

			Conclusion

			Acknowledgements

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1:

			GROWING UP

			In the small village of Kakwagom, Nigeria, everyone believes in God, and my mom always made sure to take my siblings and I to church. Agnes Bukie, the wife of Francis Bukie, would not be the only Christian of the village not to make an appearance. My dad did not attend church with us, but my mother prayed for him through the spirit. I was the third youngest of nine sisters and two brothers. One of my brothers, passed away when he was just three months old. By the time I was six years old, I was called my mother’s handbag. She took me everywhere, showed me off, and had me convinced that I was her favourite, despite there being so many of us.

			Some of my older sisters already had families of their own by the time I was born, but the demands of motherhood never threatened the time we got to spend together. Since most of them opted to stay close to home, I grew up alongside my sisters’ children. I established lifelong friendships with my nieces and nephews, while relishing in the daily gifts, compliments, and general spoiling that comes with being a younger sibling.

			I loved to be spoiled, but I loved spoiling my sister Lorencia more. She was four years older than me. I idolized her: her beauty, her wit, her understanding, and warm nature. I shared things with her that I could never share with anyone else, forging an unbreakable bond between us. I made sure everyone knew it, too. When I learned to braid hair, she was my first client. When she convocated from school, I made her a dress from scratch. My other sisters would get jealous, questioning why I never offered the same treatment to them. But Lorencia was special to me, and I didn’t want to share her with anyone. No matter where we were, we would giggle about things that seemed so important, but matter so much less now. Most of the time, we didn’t care who this bothered. It was just us in our own little world, trading secrets in hushed whispers. At the worst of times, we would get lost in each other. We would catch ourselves getting scolded by our mother, pleading with us to respect the holiness of the church and reminding us of the power of the Word of God and to take it seriously. She was right; we knew she was right. The Bible taught us the just path, informed our morals, and made us whole. It was the core of my identity for as long as I can remember. It was how I knew right from wrong. To me, there was no greater honour in life than to serve God fully. In fact, my dream job was to be a reverend sister of the church. And so, with this in mind, Lorencia and I found a way to calm our hearts and be still because our mother was right; we knew she was right.

			We were not rich by any means, but we always had enough to eat. My dad was a hard worker; he owned many acres of land. He had banana plantation farms, palm tree plantations, and a traditional farm. This was why he wanted a big family so that his kids could help him with the farm work. He had a side hobby of tapping palm wine. My dad’s palm wine was the talk of the village. “Sweeter than honey,” the villagers would say. Every morning, before my dad came back from tapping the palm wine, customers were already lining up at the door. My dad never tasted it himself for reasons I’m still not sure of. But I know he was well-off in the village, and people respected him for that. We had one of the best houses in the village back then, and I was proud of his achievements and aspired to the same level of success as him.

			Although we planted several different crops on our farm, yam was the king of the crops. It was always planted in the centre of soil heaps and the largest of any other. Yam was so special that the Boki people created an entire festival for it, marked by the day they are to be harvested and eaten. On the 17th of August, everyone harvests their yams and covers them with cocoyam leaves in preparation for the big reveal for the next day’s festivities. My village took the event very seriously; no one was allowed to harvest, eat, or even see the yams until the 18th finally arrived. Then, on the day of the celebration, all the villagers proudly displayed their harvest for everyone to see.

			This was always a very exciting time for the children of Kakwagom, and as a child, I was no exception. I recall going to the farm with my mother, days before the festival, inspecting and counting our soil heaps, trying to guess whether our yams had grown big or not. After digging up the yams, my mom would select the healthiest yams to give to the church for blessings. Then on the special day, all the villagers cooked some of their new yam, pounded it into dough, and served it with soup. There are many different soups made for this special occasion, but the most popular ones are afang soup, egusi soup, vegetable soup, and sesame seed soup. Children, family, and friends got together to celebrate and enjoyed eating together. The Boki New Yam Festival holds some of my fondest memories of community and camaraderie, a time to celebrate hard work and reap the fruits of your labour with the people you love.

			When I was nine years old, my world closed in on me. My mother passed away from breast cancer. My father had long since refocused his attention on his second wife, and I worried, in a deep, true, aching way that I would be forgotten. I felt as though I had lost my purpose in life. Her favourite handbag was left to sit on the shelf, with no one to follow around, no one to bring me to the market, to church, or to friends’ homes. Every moment I had was dedicated to finding glimpses of her. I dreamt of her every single night for an entire year. When all was quiet and still, I would make my way to her farm alone, believing that if I stared long enough at the bushes in the distance, she would appear, ready to give me more words of wisdom and encouragement. I grieved in the way a child does when they have lost a parent too soon. I wondered who would rejoice at the telling of my first love, who would cry with me at the beauty of my firstborn, who would hold me through my depths of despair, and most of all, who would feed me breakfast in the morning. Day after day I would visit the farm, but she never appeared. And night after night, I would dream of her still.

			My sister Mary slathered words of comfort over my broken heart like a healing salve over an open wound. The first of my mother’s womb and the first to step into her role when she passed, Mary would wipe the tears from my eyes, hold me close, and tell me it is well. She would remind me that I still had my sisters who loved me and would take care of me. Mary gave me the courage to move forward. And from this moment on, something in me changed. I told myself that it was time to grow up and become my own person.

			A passion was sparked deep within me to become independent. My dreams of becoming a reverend sister were quickly dashed by the harsh throws of reality. After my mother’s passing, I knew I needed to learn how to become self-sufficient, and so I set out a path to do just that. My first business venture began when I was only eleven years old. On my midday breaks from school, I would make that same trek out to my mother’s farm, but this time with a determination unlike anything I had before. I would shed my school uniform and don my shabbiest clothing, knowing the polyester was no match for the heaping mounds of dirt and never-ending sweat from the unforgiving sun. From here, I would get to work weeding the grass, tilling the soil, sowing seeds, harvesting the growth, and at times, processing products all by hand. The real reward came when I could finally take my corn, okra, peppers, yams, or cassava to the market and put them up for sale. I would go to the local market to purchase garri. Garri is a popular, creamy-white or yellow staple food in Nigeria made from processed, fermented, and fried cassava tubers. And then sell it to wealthy business men and women at a higher price. Cold hard cash, baby. That’s what it was all for. I kept my nose clean but firmly pressed to the grindstone. I had big dreams, and by God’s grace, I knew they would come true. Even as a child, I prayed, and as I did, things came to pass.

			The money was only a means to an end. I knew education was important. After I finished secondary school, I visited my sister Virginia and her fiancé at their home in Obudu. The trek to Obudu on public transit was long, and it was at times like these that I wished I could cut down the six-hour drive with several stops. Hardly anyone in my village had a vehicle, save for Akpola, the largest man I’ve ever seen, with one leg that had stopped working many years before. He made up for it by using a Vesper to get around from place to place. Obudu had one of the many colleges of education in Nigeria, and Virginia and her fiancé helped me research admissions. I was beyond grateful for their assistance. Despite my desire to be independent, I was not so full of myself so as not to accept help when offered, especially from my sisters. After all, Mary had told me they would look out for me, and I was happy to see things falling into place. I hurried home to the farm and my business so I could earn the last of the cash I needed to carry out my plan. The cash flow had truly been impressive for a girl of only fourteen years old, and I was quite proud of myself and all I had accomplished so far. Having more than enough for the semester. I never stopped thinking about my mom, but I stopped myself from dwelling on her death, as painful as that reality was.

			Now financially secure, I gathered all the money I had saved and started getting the rest of my affairs in order. The simplicity of predetermined school uniforms was gone, and I now had to decide how to show up in the world. The market had various ready-made clothes, available quicker than having them tailor-made, but also more expensive. As someone dedicated to wise spending, I always opted for the tailor-made option, picking out my fabrics and taking them to the most popular tailor in town. Awranga had made quite a name for himself and was well renowned for his clothing artistry, but his biggest claim to fame were his thumbs. Awranga never had to use an iron to prep the edges of his fabrics for sewing. All he would do was press his akpola thumbs into the fabric and slide them along, creating the perfect crease. It was surely a sight to behold, and everyone in the village brought their orders to him because of it. Sometimes he became so overwhelmed by his workload that he would take off for days, leaving everything behind except the money you paid him. Thankfully, this was not the case when I brought Awranga the fabric for my clothing. I had a new wardrobe, a hostel ready for my arrival, and more than enough money to hold me over for the next semester. I couldn’t wait to go to school.

			___________

			The city of Obudu had to be ten times larger than the village I was used to. It was all sprawling business districts filled with stores and restaurants open longer hours as you needed them. It was a far cry from the village market, open only once every five days. I was eager to take on this new life and immerse myself in the college experience. I began my preliminary year at the Federal College of Education, Obudu, with this same ambition. I prioritized my studies above everything else, hunkering down in my hostel to study for hours on end. The semester end exams had us prelim students gripped with the fear of failing and flunking out. Prelim is a one year, full-time academic program designed to prepare secondary school leavers for university or college admission. There were no carryovers in prelims. Those of us who could not prove ourselves in that first trial year would be sent home, packing nothing with them but the shame of an unrealized dream. But this girl had something to prove, and so I didn’t let up.

			Despite my efforts to remain studious, I was an extraordinarily bubbly girl, who couldn’t help but make friends. I easily slid into the campus social scene and found myself surrounded by peers whom I adored. One of my closest friends went by the name Amarachi, and our friendship sprouted in a slightly unorthodox way. Amarachi lived in the same hostel as me. I would pass by her room almost every day on my way to the showers. I began to notice that she never once left to attend lectures.

			Day after day, I would peek through her open window and find her laying in the same spot on her bed, quiet and alone. I began to wonder why she never left, and I started to worry about her. So one day, I decided to approach her and ask if there was something wrong. She wouldn’t confide in me, but over time I discovered she didn’t have anything to eat. She had been hungry and tired, unable to find the strength to attend lectures, make friends, or leave her room at all. I tried inviting her to join me for lunch, but she was a very shy girl and never took me up on my offer. I did feel for her and looked for another way to get her out of bed.

			Since I knew she was shy, I decided to go to her room and give her the keys to my beverage cupboard. I told her to feel free to go into my cupboard and eat whatever she liked. When I got back from school that day, I noticed a few beverages were missing from my cupboard. Then I looked in her room, and she was gone. I was impressed. Not only had she helped herself to my food, but she had actually gone to her lectures. After that, Amarachi really started opening up to me, and I continued to share my food with her. We became so close that at the end of the semester, I took her home to the village to visit my family and to see my father’s farm. I got to prove to Amarachi that sharing my food was the least of my worries because of how much the farm provided. We took plenty home with us and continued our tradition of sharing meals together over the years.

			By the end of the year, I had successfully passed all my prelim exams. But my first year as a full student proved to be very interesting. I knew that I couldn’t be sent back home if I failed a course, that I could continue rewriting the exam until I passed. I told myself I didn’t really need to study, as the stakes were so much lower now. I began to see my college experience in a new light. With no motherly advice or wisdom to keep me in check, no pressing prelim exams to keep me on track, and plenty of friends with buzzing social lives, I was struck with a sudden sense of freedom. A total freedom to do what I pleased. And so, true to the bubbly sixteen-year-old girl that I was, I ran with it, full steam ahead. I wanted to see everything, do everything, and experience everything. I felt it was finally time to take advantage of the new life I had worked so hard for. And so I did.

			I found myself partying every Saturday, going to church every Sunday, and using my charm to gather myself more than a few boyfriends. I joined a soccer league and started running track and field, claiming the title as one of the most highly decorated athletes. I was both intimidating and adored by the masses, and boy did I love the attention. I was enjoying my life so much that I failed two courses. And once the gravity of the situation finally hit me, I soon realized just how foolish I had been. I learned the hard way that it was much more difficult to study for two exams at once than it was to study for one at a time. And so, I moved forward, vowing to prioritize my studies above anything else once more.

			At a certain point, my style and looks became the talk of the campus. I became so popular in school that even the lecturers couldn’t hold their affections from me. I would like to say that this was rare, that the adult teachers of my school were simply so dumbstruck by my beauty, and mine alone, that they would forsake their marriage vows for the chance at an evening spent with me. Unfortunately, this was not the case, and many of the lecturers had taken to the idea of picking up a side chick at their cushy campus job. Most of the time, I paid no mind to their advances. Although I enjoyed the attention, I was still too focused on my studies to be distracted by men much too keen on taking advantage of my youth. I had already learned that I could do that all on my own. This was until I caught the eye of one particular lecturer. He was different from the others; younger too. He was more reserved and kept to himself. He was handsome, not too tall, and not too short, with clear, fair skin. Best of all, he wasn’t married. And I found myself getting carried away, only slightly, with him.

			I started hearing whispers that I should enter the beauty pageant at my college. Miss FCE, or Miss Federal College of Education, was a highly sought after title for all the girls aiming to prove their beauty in college and garner the attention of that one boy who wouldn’t give them a sideways glance. Although these weren’t my issues, the thought of entering the contest did appeal to me, and nearly everyone told me that I had a sure shot of winning. And so, in my second year I had the mind to contest for Miss FCE. Much to the dismay of the audience in the crowd that season, I didn’t compete. But I still considered myself beautiful as almost everyone on campus called me Miss FCE. I held my shoulders high, knowing I would have been the people’s choice. But I still did not let Miss FCE or the attention of all the guys get in my way, as I knew they weren’t the true reason I was in school. Even with all these side attractions, I continued studying hard to pass my exams. And during every semester break, I continued my farming business to save for my expenses.

			Throughout my school years, fate brought me to a girl named Mercy. We were taking the same course and had many of the same classes. As it turned out, her older sister, Vivian, was best friends with my sister, Lorencia, so of course, the friendship between Mercy and I felt as though it was meant to be. She was a very empowered and beautiful girl. We bonded over our dreams and ambitions, as well as our fears and insecurities. She inspired me countless times with her bravery and intelligence, and she was someone I knew I could rely on when I needed it. We became such good friends that we decided to leave the hostel and rent a room together in the city while we finished school. We had the best of both worlds; we studied and partied together, sometimes on the same day.

			She invited me to her home in the village of Buje, and so we made a plan to travel together during one of our semester breaks. Located in the Boki local government headquarters, Buje was incredibly beautiful. It was the first time I experienced a natural landscape vastly different from the one I grew up in. Kakwagom was covered in densely packed rainforest and farmland, and although Buje shared this, the rainforests were interrupted by towering mountains that struck me with a sense of smallness I had not felt since moving to Obudu. Mercy knew of my interest in farming and taught me their ways. A lot of the techniques were similar to ours, as we are both Boki people, but there were few differences I was keen on uncovering. Mercy’s family had the same farming technique, although there were various crops which I had no experience in planting. One’s field could have thousands of heaps with various crops, and I had my fun scoping out what Mercy’s family had to offer. It reminded me of simpler times in my youth, trotting around the farm with my mother, scoping out yams to offer up for the Boki New Yam Festival.

			Among the differences between the Kakwagom people and the Buje people is that we never cooked our cassava root and pounded it to be eaten on the same day. But they did so. I found it interesting as it was a much easier method, with a faster turnaround time from product to ready-made food, than the long process that the Kakwagom people took. In my village, we usually fermented the cassava in water for days after digging them from the soil. Then, there was further processing to be done before it was ready to be eaten. We either did this or turned the cassava root into garri, one of my most popular selling items during my youth farming days.

			Mercy had a brother by the name CY. He was blown away by my beauty and frequently pursued me, but I wasn’t particularly fond of his advances, already overwhelmed by the amount of attention from the boys I had back in college. I was there to spend time with Mercy’s family, and I wasn’t pleased by his attempts to separate the two of us from the group. Mercy enjoyed trying to convince me to go on a date with him, and I found myself falling for that. Our stay in Buje lasted one week before we returned to school.

			Immediately after, it was time for our teaching practice. I was sent to Ikom Community Secondary School, and I really enjoyed it. I felt as though teaching came naturally to me, and suddenly my choice of school, as well the effort I had put in throughout the years all felt worthwhile. I taught accounting for three months and received rave reviews from the lecturer who assessed me. It was then time to finalize my schooling.

			___________________

			In 1999 I was a vibrant girl. I just finished college and not long after completing my last class, I met a man who was to become my husband. It was a night not unlike so many others. My friends and I were dancing at the club, moving and twisting our bodies in ways I can’t imagine doing anymore. A group of four or five men entered the club; working men, no doubt from overseas as their pale complexions would suggest. Their eyes wandered over the women on the dance floor, both curious and intentional.

			I was intrigued by them, but more specifically the one with the beautiful smile and storm grey eyes so different from any I had seen before. He was gorgeous, tall, and full, with a round face and pointed nose. Before, I had not even known what kind of man I wanted, but when I saw him, I knew he was the one. I was elated when we finally locked eyes, and the expression on his face implied a similar interest. Sure enough, he made his way over to me and asked if I wanted a drink. I obliged willingly. He asked me for my name, and I unknowingly told him a fake name that would become my nickname for the rest of my life: Tessy. He called me Tess. We were immediately enthralled with one another, and I watched giddily as he ignored the advances of several other beautiful women for my sake.

			The rest of our night was spent talking and whispering sweet nothings to each other. I had known from the moment he walked through those doors that we would walk out of them together. And after that, I vowed to never leave his side if I could help it. It was love at first sight, something I hadn’t experienced until I met Robert William Colvin. I was so enamoured by him that no one else mattered. I was ready to forsake my family if they opposed our union. But I was lucky that it didn’t come to that. I loved him so much I slept with his picture on my pillow every night we weren’t together.

			It has occurred to me that the club wasn’t a good place to meet my husband. I had developed a belief system and made it my goal to live a life that was just as described in the Bible. On many sleepless nights throughout the course of our relationship, I tortured myself over this. I kept telling myself that I was a bad person, living a bad life, and wasted so many years feeling awful about myself. Despite all of this, I was so in love with Bob that I just could not give him up.

			Bob was a Canadian living in Nigeria for work. But for my family and friends, it didn’t so much matter where he was from as it did what he looked like. He was White and I was Black. They assumed I was being deceived by him. At the time, interracial relationships were heavily frowned upon in my country. We quickly became the subject of gossip and rumours amongst everyone I knew. They said he didn’t love me, and there was no way he was going to take me to his country. Nobody understood how I would end up falling in love with him. After the hundreds of years of colonization my people had endured at the hands of his people, they felt betrayed that I loved him. How could I forsake my own? How could I succumb to the charms and manipulations of a white man and give him my hand after we had fought so hard and for so long to be freed from their grasp. They thought it was only fair I should exploit him, drain him of what he had, and return to my previous admirers with my newfound gifts and riches. Surely that’s all the foreigners were good for. Who would think of something so silly as to fall in love with one? But I didn’t think myself a fool, despite how smitten I was. I was completely overtaken by love, and I didn’t let any of that bother me. It wasn’t about his people or mine. It wasn’t about the way his skin contrasted with mine when we held each other
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