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			Foreword

			lamentation sent by a bosom friend AND colleague reflecting on the political lacuna in Africa

			Corruption in Nigeria and other parts of Africa is both endemic and epidemic. It has deeply eaten into society’s moral fabric. The diagram (credit: Online Vanguard, July 3, 2018) depicts the institutionalisation of corruption in government institutions. The executive, legislature and corruption are partners. The executive partners corruption and corruption partners the legislature in a vicious cycle. 

			Corruption is personified as a partner to demonstrate the pervasive nature of this prevailing malaise. In Nigeria, it is institutionalised such that the lecturer comfortably asks the student, “What did you bring for us?” or “What do you offer us?”

			Today, public offices are seen as the Eldorado where one saunters in and plunders public funds with impunity. This corruption has a domino effect of vast proportions, among them, many Nigerians heading for greener pastures only to indulge in nefarious acts and tarnish Nigeria’s reputation abroad. 

			Some have been declared persona non grata, while others are under constant surveillance. 

			Our society has lost its moral compass and flying blind. If we are to change and steer moral trends, we must start from the cradle and catch our children young; people then ascend the throne of political power in a turn. I urge everyone to take up the uphill task of teaching the youth to imbibe, internalise and practise the virtue of integrity, honesty, love, right conduct and action and peace.

			Cameroonian president Paul Biya campaigned for the country’s most recent general election despite his age. He is still desperate for power, like any other African leader and I wonder what the octogenarian, who should be suffering from dementia, forgets in the presidency that everyone wants to die on the throne.

			Biya remains the hallmark of African leaders who preposterously desire to rule for life. Recall how Zimbabwean president Robert Gabriel Mugabe wielded power for 37 good years and was packaging his wife to succeed him, thanks to the strong resistance put up by hardship-terrorised Zimbabweans.

			Gambians had a similar experience at the hands of former president Yahya Jammeh who ruled for 22 years and wanted his tenure in the office elongated. It took the intervention of the Economic Community of West African States Monitoring Group (ECOMOG) and the international community for him to resign. Some African government systems tilt toward hereditary monarchy as this class of rulers has become powerful dictators and view their positions of authority as divine rights. African countries must constitutionally enshrine the tenure and terms of office for their presidents and other government positions.

			OUR DEMOCRACY HAS COME OF AGE 

			Unlike Zimbabwe, The Gambia and some Arab countries like Egypt, Libya and Tunisia that have experienced elongation of the tenure of their presidents in this modern time, the Nigerian democracy has come of age. 

			The only limit to Nigeria’s universal adult suffrage is age (although this limit was allegedly exceeded in the northern part during the last presidential elections by allowing underage voters). Alas, the recent administration has undermined and vitiated democratic principles through flagrant, blatant disregard for court orders, ridiculing the judiciary – the last hope of the common man, reckless violation of human rights that find expression in unfair trials and hearings as well as the destruction of lives and property, social exclusion and political alienation exemplified in skewed and lopsided appointments. 

			These have deposited a Philistine pigmentation in our democratic polity. The government has broken our faith and violated our sense of fair play. Come on. We have the constitutional power and/or right to get rid of the bad eggs (unpopular leaders) by voting. We can change the change. It is time to act, but don’t be an armchair philosopher or critic. You cannot right the wrong by exhibiting political apathy or building castles in the air. 

			HAPPY WORKERS’/LABOUR DAY! 

			Today, I remember the late Professor Miriam Ikejiani-Clark, the former illustrious professor of political science at the University of Nigeria, Nsukka. She used time during lessons to teach her students the dignity of labour. A seasoned scholar whose office was turned into a consulting room, rendering charitable and humanitarian services to students and lecturers. 

			She was an academic giant and digitalised professor who acceded to virtually every demand and sometimes overstepped her bounds to assist students and lecturers academically and financially. 

			I also remember Germans, a highly productive nation whose culture of self-discipline, diligence, integrity and thrift – key factors in economic, techno-scientific and human development – has seen it survive hard times and put it on an equal economic footing with other superpowers.

			I soberly reflect on Nigeria, characterised by a flurry of activity, but nothing significant happens. Consumption rather than a production-driven nation where people are consuming, but not producing. A nation fraught with ghosts and indolent workers who are idle but trivially busy. A nation whose legislature earns whopping salaries and allowances are not commensurate with their inputs, while the majority of other civil and public servants earn peanuts.

			It is a nation where the government claims to be on top of any tragic situation and is being overrun by marauding nomadic herdsmen. It is a nation whose president is a “workaholic”, but paradoxically governing a youth he recently described as “lazy”. A nomadic president whose administration’s anti-corruption and counter-insurgency crusade has lost its credibility and increasingly become counter-productive.

			Lastly, I remember and honour St. Joseph, the Worker, Patron and Ancestor of workers, for his authentic and effective witness to the dignity of human work. The desire to please, empty cleverness and morally bankrupt irony are the worst things that can happen to the truth. This piece is dedicated to workers and everyone in diasporas or exile.

		

		
			Once upon a time, when the treetop was a playground for the monkeys, young Africans crave for adulthood obtained through cultural initiations. This book narrates the experiences of young Elvis who grappled to become ‘civilised’ without losing the sacred mysteries of his ancestors—but would that be possible? In meeting Maseko, his unorthodox mentor, Elvis learnt that an anthill destined to become a giant anthill will become no matter how many times it is destroyed by the elephant, because cricket is never blinded by the sand of its burrowing. The book raises the question of what kind of reception will your children expect when they come to Africa given your contributions. Towards changing the narrative, Okoye searches for solitude in the soliloquy of self to create this captivating fiction.

			By:

			Felix Okoye I. 

			~Uncle Félix

			Preface

			Okoye does not write; he coughs his soul into the pages, leaving an indelible mark. He empowers the pages and gives the pen a voice. The way he weaves the words, infuses words with feeling and feeling with words, and passes his judgement makes the words come alive and similarly the characters; he erects monuments and breaks down strongholds. He is an exciting writer who seeks to tickle our intellectual fancy and help us build castles in the air as he is whimsically inventive in how he moves his pen; he echoes the voice of the gods as a mouthpiece. 

			In this enthralling encounter, Okoye takes us on a journey of African ancestry, taking a rather unusual route in describing a civilised ancestry. He narrates the battles of the infusion of cultural beliefs and civilisation, whatever that means. The young man Elvis leans out of a paneless window, caught between abandoning grassroots traditions and marking himself as part of the civilised without losing the values of his forebears and the sacred traditions of his ancestors. The folk tales of Nnenna, Elvis’s grandmother, have kept him in tune with his ancestry, and she has long kept the scrolls to her cultural background as an early neophyte to Christianity. 

			These tales resounded Elvis’s resilience and encouraged him to pitch a tent in hopes of better days in his quest for more transparent ways to live; this is where he encounters Baba Maseko, a beam of light, an epitome of wisdom, his unconventional mentor. This encounter leads Elvis to an immaculacy of contentment – an epiphany, and it is then that he reaches the realisation that an anthill destined to become a giant anthill will become one no matter how many times the elephant destroys it.

			Elvis’s confrontation is that he should embark on the cultural initiation quest before any contamination of religious education, which Nnenna believes will ground him in his roots, but to which his parents vociferously object. A man is reduced to an obsession with his own folklore as questions of personhood and the true image of African ancestors arise. His arrival at the seminary is clogged up with a feeling of belonging, consumed by algorithms of logical thinking; this is where Baba Maseko reconciles him to the progress and finish of these grim questions.

			Okoye has successfully created charming and highly believable characters that provide the novel with an appealing eminence. This book Maseko has a traditional African flavour and contextual hints. Set in South Africa and Nigeria, it incorporates discourses about issues such as personhood, ancestry and cultural values. It voices the catastrophic demise caused by the empty promises of gluttonous politicians, which, of course, qualifies the novel as a classical piece. 

			Maepane Tshepiso,

			LLB, University of Fort Hare, South Africa

			LLM, University of Johannesburg. 

			Dedicated to People Living in Diaspora 

			Chapter One

			When I was residing in a foreign land, I used to call on the spirit of my father whenever I was in a tight corner and the next morning the situation that had troubled me would subside. Then, he was alive, poor and staying in another country, but nothing stopped him from spiritually intervening in my affairs overseas as a protective father. His spirit as a father protects his children. My soul has always known that nobody is an orphan because my father still responds to my call, even now that he is dead. Until your parents make you an orphan, nobody is an orphan, and not even their death can make you an orphan per se. You can be an orphan even when your parent is alive; that is when the living becomes the dead, just as the dead can become the living. It is all by choice and it begins early in life and never stops, even after death. Just like there is adoption in real life, so also in the afterlife; but why would I put myself up or opt for adoption if my ancestors are up and about? 

			Let us start by saying that we can choose what we believe, but not believing in something does not stop the existence of the phenomenon we choose not to believe in. A philosopher once said that mental slavery is the worst form of slavery, as it gives you the illusive version of freedom. It makes you trust, love and defend your oppressor while making an enemy of those who are trying to free you, open your eyes or awaken your consciousness. Today, we are all in exile and whether we will ever come back home depends on each one of us—stay at home despite where you are currently residing: be the messengers that deliver the gifts of peace, and hope for the lessening of human misery. 

			Many of our parents died in exile; they never made it home; not delivering or delivering from afar is all we received from them. That is something that is not so appealing but is actually very special because we are not far from one another; we are not at all apart. It is interesting because we are one, irrespective of where we are or were. The mystery is in the charter we subscribe to while alive. We have apparently grown so too fast to become parents. So, very soon we hope to become ancestors, although it is not a privilege meant for everyone. Like the biblical story of the Israelites in the wilderness, we continue to ask ourselves: Is our home worthy of our return, as our parents and leaders are? Or are we willing to reach the motherland? There is always a time when the giver becomes the receiver—thus, the irony of life. Do some people still ask when exactly that time will come? Nobody gave birth to him or herself and likewise nobody can bury him or herself. 

			Why do our leaders loot the motherland and send all of us into exile never to come back? Why do they break our peace into pieces so that our fathers and mothers, who survived slavery and wars, have had to take refuge in foreign lands? These cast-away parents are now better than we who hopelessly hope to return home. For home has become where you make it. Our home, the motherland, has been and is continuing to be looted thus to barrenness. This raises the question of whether this is a curse or are we the cause? The question would be: when exactly will the looting stop? What if, in the future, the tide changes direction and the host becomes the refugee? What if the looters’ children or descendants must become refugees or are forced to reside in places or homes that have been completely looted? Will these descendants celebrate their ancestors for building one side and leaving the other ransacked? The poor leaders have sabotaged the integrity of our homes for their selfish desires, whilst the so-called rich leaders have drawn the curtain and celebrate indifference, encouraging the poor leaders or looters to continue their blatant looting. Nobody is ever remembered for being tremendously wealthy but for the good they have done. Yet, our leaders do not care about being remembered. What if being remembered is the only wealth you have on the other side? Then, the first would finally become the last by choice. Of course, some ancestors appear more distinctive and galvanised than others who humbly performed their duty to humankind and scrupulously served in their small-gentle ways. The bottom line is what these ancestors share, which is a love for people.

			The ancestors are living, not dead. Just as one is regarded as a father or mother during and after life, so also are the ancestors. The ancestors are not mere personalities but a little monument of achievements towards uplifting humans out of misery. Those of you who chose to deliver the gift, who became cherished mentors, peace icons, role models, truthful sages or elders, great and wise leaders, philosophers, spiritual mentors and true lovers, the motherland cherishes your attributes. I hereby dedicate this kind-hearted remark received from one of my dedicated students, Erasmus, to every one of you:  

			I feel elated at your remarkable feat and so cannot but rhapsodise over it in this our communication domain. It is no mean feat to attain such academic heights. I have never cast aspersions on or impugn your academic competence, having seen your unflagging & unswerving commitment to study, despite the overly authoritarian & formulaic style of formulation at the college, during my, alas, short-lived formative period. I can recall that one day as I enthusiastically listened to your philosophical argument with your philosophy colleagues, where you unsolicited initiated me into it. Being impressed with my contributions, you foretold I’d be a good philosopher. Interestingly, your prediction has come to pass. I now have better philosophical tools and scales. I want you to see this feat as a call to be on your mettle. I vehemently believe you’ll continue to fire on all cylinders if you remain relentless in your commitment to study. Keep working hard to remain a high-flyer; in life or death your name is immortal!

			In my response, I said: “Dear Erasmus, from the sincerity of my heart, I would like to say thank you for those kind words and compliments. I wish I could take the glory for all that you have mentioned, but I can’t; the magic is you and the magician is the Giver. Do not pretend you do not know that you have made the shot; look with your magnifying glass. You deserve it! It’s your entitlement and my pleasure. It’s what I owe to my ancestors! It’s a gift I have become for your sake! You should thank me by remaining a gift not to yourself but to others—thus, making your life an epitome of a remarkable gift. This includes making your job, position, contributions, talent and life praxis a gift to the whole of humanity. I know you want to see a time in history when politicians and prominent leaders will administer their duties and leadership positions as a gift to the human race, not as a source of wealth and egocentric quests for power. How I wish our leaders would become the gift we all desire and could treasure with joy. I wish our leaders would become proactive thinkers that think not from their anus, stomach and pockets. I wish the rich leaders would become wise too. I wish our leaders would wake up from their slumber and smell the coffee. In conclusion, my dear Erasmus, it is not fully human to feel and not think about whatever you feel. This is the reason we have hurt a lot of people and missed several opportunities and chances at the expense of securing our feelings without shining the light of pure reason on them. No matter one’s class, state and category, there is always that inclination to feel, as well as a deeper clarion call to think. The most dubious and destructive mistakes that have been recorded have often been the result of human feelings devoid of thoughtful consideration of the effect of particular actions and plans.” 

			* * * *

			There are two perfect days in everyone’s life: the day you are born and the day you die. My name is Elvis and the first perfect day of my life, as I was told, was the day my mother, Enema, screamed in tears and in deep-seated pain and joyful hope. It was one of those days when mothers are urged to push by the nurses. It is push-push time that enables both the mother and the child to see the face of the earth when successful. Like most other women in labour, Enema was lying on her back between life and death, screaming at the top of her voice. Immediately, I came out, and just like any other new baby I joined my mother in screaming for the beloved motherland. I came naked into the world, naked with my palms folded and my eyes closed, hence an indication that naked we come into the world and naked we must go. Figuratively, I was born without a silver or golden spoon in my mouth. In those days most people were born in a village hut and delivered by local midwives, but I was delivered in a renowned church-owned hospital managed by many well-trained doctors and nurses. Fortunately, my parents were working in a city where people had easy access to good health facilities or hospitals. 

			Childbirth in traditional Africa, when traced back to the olden days, usually takes place in the home of the child’s parent or in a village hut in the home of a traditional midwife. When the childbearing time draws close, the pregnant mother goes for an antenatal check-up and is attended to by a traditional midwife, who gives her advice and administers special herbs in the event of possible complications. In the event of any complications during childbirth, the presence and assistance of this midwife are sought. In the olden days, the traditional midwife was believed to be a specialist in child delivery assistance. Traditionally, she is regarded as the gatekeeper of the entrance from the world of the ancestors to the world of the living. If for any reason the midwife is not around or reachable when a woman goes into labour, neighbouring women are alerted to assist during childbirth. The men were not allowed inside the hut during the time of child delivery. Nowadays, child delivery and antenatal care take place only at the hospital, where doctors and nurses who are trained in Western medicine are working. As the child emerges from the mother’s womb and takes the first gulp of fresh air he or she cries. In Igbo culture it is believed to be a bad omen if a child fails to cry immediately after he or she has emerged from the mother’s womb. The child’s first cry is believed to be symbolic of the child’s ability to meet and withstand the forces of nature encountered when coming into the world of the living. 

			I was not born prematurely, and my mother gave birth to me successfully without complications. She has always been a happy woman. After her safe delivery, being well-rooted in her religion and tradition, she was grateful to Chukwu-Okike (God the Creator). Her smile when she was shown the face of her newly born baby showed how thankful she was to Chukwu-Okike for granting her a safe delivery. She also had to allow for other customary rites related to childbirth to be performed according to the traditions of her people.  

			The birth of the first son out of a legitimate marriage in Igbo culture is said to remind every father of his immortality and this goes with a remarkable cultural ceremony. The family must perform certain cultural rituals, especially when the child is the first-born male child. The ritual can take the form of a traditional prayer where the father of the child or the head of the family holds the ofor (ancestral staff) or oji (kolanut). The ancestral staff is a spiritual staff that has been passed down from the ancestors to the current generation. In this case, the father of the newly born child invites his neighbours, friends and family members to celebrate. In my culture, there is Chukwu-Obioma (the most merciful God), and there are other recognised demigods. In the traditional prayer ritual, the bearer of ofor or oji registers the family’s appreciation for the gift of the father’s first son—thus, his successor. The ritual also involves the reception ceremony to welcome the newly born child into the family and the announcement of the child’s name by the father. During the reception ceremony, the father pronounces the name he has chosen to call the child. This is followed by merriment. A child from a royal family will require a follow-up ceremony and rituals to culturally declare the child an apparent heir to the throne. This celebration may take place on the same traditional Igbo weekday as the day on which the child was born. The ceremony can also be performed on any day of the week. The Igbo culture has four market days, which are also referred to as traditional weekdays. These four market days are called Eke, Orie, Afor and Nkwo. Unless the child was delivered at home, the naming ceremony takes place preferably on the day the mother returns from the hospital with the child. Recently, most royal families in my culture have preferred to hold the ceremony years later when they are prepared or disposed to do so—but that is if they are still interested in undertaking the cultural rituals. The church rituals are now the preferred alternative for most families whether in the royal family or otherwise. Religion has taken over everything, although it has not proven to have the remedy for the infirmity, which, like the Titanic, is sinking the beloved motherland with her breast milk.     

			Enema was brought up in the Roman Catholic Church by her Christian parents and she had a humble background. She had proven herself a very principled young woman, well cultured and a hard-working lady. Hence, her poor background did not inhibit her resilience and determination to succeed in life. She was able to work her way into being trained as a laboratory attendant after her basic or primary education. She later worked as a laboratory attendant in a government secondary school. It was her first employment which brought her to meet the lucky man Nwankwo, who was working as a typist at the same college. The realisation that they both came from the same hometown, Abatete, seems to have consolidated their love at first sight. As my father told me, each day he went round and round the school compound until he was able to get a glimpse of Enema, which continued until they finally crossed the bridge. They fell in love and were married in a church towards the middle of the year 1978. 

			The town Abatete is about a three-hour drive from the township of Iheala, where they both resided and worked. Enema and Nwankwo were both low-income-earning civil servants owing to their level of education. They both came from poor families, thus had humble backgrounds. I (Elvis) and my three younger brothers were all born in the town of Iheala, where our parents worked for many years as civil servants. I stayed with my parents until the age of five when my aunty took me to live with her in another town called Oba, where she worked as a primary-school teacher. 

			Throughout the time that I lived with my parents, I treasured staying with my mother more than with my short-tempered father, who chose to whip me whenever I went wrong. Enema often got into trouble with her husband when she tried to rescue the child from the harsh whipping or punishment from the angry father. As a mother, she seemed more sensitive to the possible effect of such harsh correctional measures on a little child like me. One thing I remember as a child about Enema was that she never stopped telling me bedtime stories. One night she told me a story of how my middle name came about while she was trying to pacify me after a merciless beating from my ill-tempered father. She said my name Ifeanyichukwu was given to me by my father during the child-naming ceremony; the name literally translated means with God lies infinite possibility. My mother’s elder sister Nnoma, who culturally assumed the role of a mother after the death of their biological mother, came to perform the Omugwo responsibility. On her arrival, she coincidently suggested the same name my father had chosen for me without the knowledge that my father had chosen the same name. Are you asking me how the naming ceremony went? I would tell you if I knew how it went. Expecting the story to come from me is like expecting someone who had a car accident, fell into a coma and was conveyed to the hospital by ambulance for treatment to tell you how much he or she agreed to pay the ambulance. 

			In Igbo culture, Omugwo is one of the traditional practices that have been assimilated into the modern lifestyle of the Igbos everywhere in the world. Omugwo in traditional Igbo culture happens during childbirth. It is a situation in which a mother goes to her daughter’s matrimonial home to assist her for a few weeks or months after her delivery. If the mother is physically unfit or has passed on, then her eldest daughter culturally assumes Omugwo responsibilities, depending on her availability. The eldest sister may delegate the responsibility to her younger sisters in situations where she is unable to shoulder the Omugwo responsibility. In the case of a first-born child, Omugwo serves also as an orientation period when an experienced mother orientates her daughter on how to care for the new-born child. The mother is also in an advantageous position during the Omugwo to identify any possible conduct from the daughter that may jeopardise her relationship with the baby’s father. She can then correct it by advising and counselling the daughter or the couple, as the case may be. Culturally, women, especially young mothers after the delivery of their first child, are considered inexperienced and yet to acquire the necessary skills in caring for themselves and the new-born baby. 

			The day the mother is expected to arrive and the duration of her stay with the daughter’s family vary according to different tribes in Igboland. In my case, Nnoma was supposed to arrive within eight days of my delivery, which is two traditional weeks in Igbo culture. Of course, this is not without the consent of the son-in-law. Depending on his economic convenience, her son-in-law (the daughter’s husband) may need to assist his mother-in-law financially to aid her Omugwo mission if she needs help. In the case where the daughter resides abroad, there has to be a collaboration of both families to ensure that the mother-in-law travels safely and timeously for the Omugwo if the families can afford the travel cost. This tradition remains highly honoured in Igboland such that many mothers have travelled overseas to fulfil this responsibility. After the Omugwo, the son-in-law must show either with money or gifts his appreciation of the Omugwo service as delivered by the mother-in-law, whether the mother made it to the Omugwo or not. 

			Chapter Two

			Life is a school, and we are all students in the same school. Each day comes with a unique experience; the people we meet have, individually and collectively, added a new thing to our experiences. I was in my mid-20s when I secured admission to study at one of the renowned religious institutes in South Africa. This was where I met Maseko, who later became my mentor. Maseko was an experienced and devoted priest in the Roman Catholic Church who, despite his religious commitments, never failed to praise and respect the sacred traditions of his forefathers. He was born and brought up in Swaziland (now Eswatini), in Southern Africa. He was ordained a priest in the late 1980s and since his ordination had been lecturing at the religious institute I was now enrolled at. He was a very tall, slim man with a considerably good sense of humour. Maseko was well known for his hilarious jokes and comments, which often came into play when he accosted people generally, even during his lectures. For example, Maseko used to say: “I am the most handsome man in the entire college, and moreover because of my tallness, everybody will always look up to me.” Maseko was an outstanding tutor in his areas of speciality, which included Philosophical Anthropology, Phenomenology of Symbol, African Philosophy and Contemporary African Thinkers. Anyone who had encountered him, in one way or another, spoke well of his view of life, especially his love for nature and African cultures. 

			According
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