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Many stories do not originate from magnificent events, but from quiet, unexpected encounters and moments of everyday socialization-interactions and experiences held for so long, and truths that may eventually emerge through long-and awaited courage. 

And this novel reveals such a story.

The story unfolds over a single night in a small social gathering in a lively town, where a group of men come together to drink, laugh, relieve stress, and discuss life as they perceive it. Adanna enters into their world as a calm and unassuming presence. She is there by chance - not to argue or teach, but inevitably to listen and enjoy the evening over a bottle of cold water with a familiar person who made her visit possible.

This novel explores people’s beliefs, lives, choices, fears, regrets and desires - especially if they had full control over life choices and decisions. It addresses themes such as marriage, polygamy, love, fidelity, children, abandonment, aging, loneliness, and their consequences. The stories are true, even though they are told like jokes in a drinking place, simply for entertainment.

Though this novel is fictional, the emotions it evokes are real. The feelings, jokes, and the silent echoes belong to many hearts, many lives, and many homes.

DEDICATION TO:

This piece of work is dedicated:

To all the women who learned to survive before they learned to dream.  

To those who carried silence as a protective shield.  

To those who were forced to become strong too early and wise too soon.  

To every soul who feels abandoned yet chooses to remain unbroken.

AUTHOR’S NOTE

This story was born from a single moment — an ordinary night, an ordinary place, and an extraordinary conversation.

While the book *The Woman at the Table* is a work of fiction, it is shaped by realities that are deeply familiar: the weight of choices, the silence of endurance, the stories people tell themselves to live with who they have been. The characters in this book are not meant to represent any specific individuals; rather they embody fragments of many lives, many homes, and many untold experiences.

Adanna herself is neither a symbol, nor a preacher. She is simply a presence- a witness, a listener, and perhaps a mirror. Through her, I wanted to explore how truth often enters our lives quietly, without drama, and how the most profound reckonings arise with little noise. Although Adanna was not there to study men, but by the end of the night, she had attended a master class on how men think about life, women, marriage and loneliness. 

This book does not aim to be judgemental. instead It seeks to observe, understand, and ask questions that do not always have comfortable answers about love, marriage, fidelity, abandonment, aging, legacy, and the quiet strength and perseverance of those who endure.

If any part of this story feels familiar, it is because human minds are more similar than we often assume.
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CHAPTER ONE
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THE INVITATION

Adanna had not planned to stay out late or spend her Friday night with fifteen men in their 50s, 60s, and older. She simply wanted to leave her apartment to get some fresh air and be in an environment where she could see other people, rather than locking herself up inside for over three weeks, reading and researching alone. She  dressed casually, drove to the Hilton Hotel in Abuja, entered the bar, ordered an orange juice, and sat down, watching the crowd around her.

Adanna was about to leave when a male friend called her and invited her to a gathering (local setting called “joint”) which she reluctantly accepted since it was something she rarely did. 

Upon arriving, the place appeared and serene. However, as she stepped out of the car and approached, it became louder than expected. It was a lively spot filled with drinks, food, laughter, and men who were mostly middle-aged or older. Adanna, realizing she was the only woman there, initially, wanted to leave but reconsidered, reminding herself that she was not a teenager either.

The joint was unremarkable, though all joints need to be. Its walls had absorbed countless conversations, numerous confessions disguised as jokes, and many silences buried in alcohol mistaken for peace. It was the kind of place where men came to while away their evenings, forget their titles and names, but remember their regrets.

Adanna thought briefly of a girl who once believed that marriage and love were promises that could not be broken. That girl had married too early and experienced motherhood before she truly knew herself. She had been abandoned before she understood the meaning of commitment. That little girl had cried quietly but survived boldly. Adanna no longer cried, she was now proud.

As she walked in, the room fell silent, as it does when someone unfamiliar enters. A table of men sat in comfortable disorder, bottles half-empty, voices overlapping in familiar comradeship. These were men who had lived long enough to believe they understood life and its certainties.

John, who invited her to the venue, saw her first and stood up, pulling out a chair for her to sit. John said, you made it. I said I would, she replied and sat down.

For a moment, the conversation stopped as the men adjusted themselves. Their eyes measured her presence with curiosity-a woman among men! She was composed. It did not take long to realize that her composure was not the absence of depth.

She placed her bag beside her and folded her hands and lightly on the table. Faces bore untold stories spanning years.

Adanna did not come to teach them. 

She did not speak much or challenge them.

But some nights do not care about intentions; they just happen.

On the other hand, some tables are not merely furniture, but sacrificial stone where truths gather the courage to sit.
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CHAPTER TWO
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THE TABLE OPENS

They did not introduce themselves all at once; the night unfolded gradually.

Adanna sat where John had placed her, the chair still warm from the day and table marked by faint rings left by old bottles. She noticed these details without seeming to notice them. She had learned long ago that rooms revealed themselves more honestly when they believed they were unobserved.

The men were clearly adjusting to her presence. It was evident in the slight pauses between sentences, the delayed arrival of laughter by a second, and in the subtle recalibration of posture and tone. They were not uncomfortable but aware. And awareness, she knew, often masqueraded as confidence until it learned otherwise.

One of the men called for another round of drinks. Bottles were brought, and. glasses were filled. The ritual unfolded with the effortless choreography of habit. This was their usual way of enjoying the evening together.

Amadi was the first to speak to her directly. He leaned forward slightly, smiling in a way that suggested he was both charming and used to being received as such.

“So,” he said, “John tells us you are precarious.” Before Adanna could open her eyes to show the surprising effect of that word, “precarious,”

Amadi laughed. “I said intelligent.”

“And that,” John replied, “is the same thing.”

Adanna smiled faintly-a smile that acknowledged without agreeing.

“I am only visiting,” she said. “Danger usually stays longer.” 

That earned a ripple of laughter - genuine this time.

Chief Obed observed her over the rim of his glass, not with suspicion, but with the careful curiosity of a man who had learned that some people communicate more through their silences than others do with speeches.

“And what do you do when you are not visiting dangerous places?” he asked.

“Nothing,” she said simply. This time, their laughter was softer.

Prof. Deji adjusted his glasses. “That is an underrated skill.”

Adanna replied, which is why it is rarely practiced.

Something began to shift-not dramatically, not visibly-but the table, which had been a collection of individuals, started to become a circle.

Stories began to unfold, starting with the little ones. Complaints about work, businesses, and how prices of things that used to be cheaper have increased. The usual anecdotes shared to pass the time.

Amara listened.

She noticed how Amadi filled silences with confidence, how Chief Obed spoke only after carefully weighing his words, and how Prof. Deji often paused, as if selecting not just words, but truths.

John watched her from time to time, as if checking whether the night was unfolding as he had imagined. It was not. Nights never do.

At some point, someone asked how long she had lived in the city.

“Long enough,” she said.

“And before that?”

“ Long enough.” She said again.

They laughed again, but something in her tone suggested that the question had not been refused; only closed.

The city pulsed with distant noise and restless energy. Inside, the table grew warmer and more familiar. The initial layer of performance began to loosen.

She had not said much yet. Other people kept ordering more bottles, and the tables were constantly being filled. No one had offered her a drink, though she does not drink alcohol, and she had already had her favorite before she set out to honor John’s invitation.

However, the men were beginning to speak differently. She was just listening, and when it became awkward that she had no drink in front of her, she realized she was thirsty. She asked the bar attendant serving them to bring her some water. Chief Obed immediately exclaimed, please give her the water you brought for me and get another one for me. His reaction showed that it had been an oversight not to offer her a drink.

Adanna was definitely enjoying the evening.
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CHAPTER THREE
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS

The men studied Adanna with a sensitivity that believed itself invisible. She could almost hear the quiet calculations behind their eyes-wondering who she might be, what she might want, and how long she might stay. They did this not out of malice, but out of habit. The world, in general, had taught them to measure everything before trusting it.

Amadi decided she was interesting. Chief Obed believed she was careful. Professor Deji thought she was intelligent. None of them were wrong, but none had the full picture.

Introductions circulated around the table like a slow tide. Names were offered, histories hinted at, and professions mentioned as if they were passports. Everyone presented the version of themselves they preferred others to be believe. As more people arrived, to her surprise and excitement, some familiar faces appeared. They were part of them. The evening was becoming very interesting for Adanna.

Adanna offered very little. 

She did not speak of the girl she once was, nor of the woman she had become. She did not speak of the years that taught her about life or the disappointments that brought her clarity. Adanna simply listened.

John noticed this, he had always noticed it.

“You make people curious,” he said quietly, leaning toward her. “You know that, don’t you?”

Adanna smiled. “Curiosity is safer than assumption, Right?” John nodded in agreement and continued drinking.

Around them, the table grew louder, warmer, and more confident. Yet beneath the surface ease, she could sense
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