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			Okoye is a prestigious African writer born in South East of Nigeria in West Africa. He is an inspirational writer, education specialist, humanitarian activist, researcher and academic. He graduated Cum laude with BA in Philosophy from Saint Joseph’s Theological Institute, South Africa (RSA), an honours degree in Policy and Development, master’s and PhD in Education and Development from the University of KwaZulu-Natal (UKZN), RSA. He is an award-winner and member of the Golden Key International Honours Society, South Africa Red Cross Society (SARCS), South African Council of Educators (SACE), and South African Cluster on Gender and Equality. Okoye has participated in several youth and women’s development programs in the continent. Worked at UKZN and the University of The Free State (UFS) respectively. He has an interest in LGBTQ advocacy and has written extensively on higher education, educational equality, inclusivity, human and social development. Okoye with his excellent gift of judging character has authored books that include De Angelz DNA, Maseko The Civilised Ancestors, English Second Language in Junior Schools; Policy Insights, and so on.

			About the Book

			In this book De Angelz DNA, Okoye as a talented African writer and novelist uses his lyric inspiration to create this fiction with overwhelming eminence. Hence a story of siblings (a boy and a girl) straining to become whom they are as they enter a world where their dreams are ruthlessly shattered, their lust partially fulfilled, and their sexual orientation rebuffed and twisted by the society that chooses ‘morality’ over social justice and human rights. This is a story of enormous compassion which portrays the most painful alienation of people by the people who would not compromise their excessive quest for ‘moral heroism’ over mercy, compassion, tolerance and inclusivity. De Angelz DNA interrogates belief systems and cultures that profess how things should be—and is believed to have found the black cat in a dark room. The systems that fundamentally shun social justice, human rights, mutual respect, inclusivity, tolerance and responsibility of humans to fellow humans, over moral heroism.

			Anthony Gathambiri (from KENYA)

			Dedicated
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			Human life would indeed be very boring without diversity, discoveries, and unexplained realities, meaning there wouldn’t have been doubt, fear, surprises, and of course, yet-to-be-discovered life realities and preferences. The question of where we were when we were not, have over the centuries been addressed by different world views, ideologies and schools of thought yet the question of death and the origin of life continue to puzzle the human mind. Some people have dismissed this puzzle hence the fundamental question of human origin on the ground that when you were not, you simply were not! Other people chose to remain indifferent regarding the puzzle even though most religions believed to have found the black cat in a dark room. 

			Similarly, the question of which sexual orientation is authentic and should be encouraged or should be shunned has recently become the order of the day given the increasing acceptance of self, as well as pressure for human rights recognition. Recently, there has been increasing animosity and legislative hate against people attracted to the same sex and the entire LGBTQIA+ community. Many said Africans were not religious instead they indulged in witchcraft and cultural belief practices. This idea does not make any sense at all; otherwise one would wonder why colonial masters brought colonialism with religion. The colonial master knew that it would be impossible to colonise Africa without religion which is something we can identify with. Then the question would be how we suppose to accept the new religion if we had no prior knowledge of the Supreme being. The mistake the colonial master made is to impose the new religious belief by condemning the existing one. And as if that is not enough, condition our minds to believe that spiritual things are not the same. Not believing that we can think, our education system was designed to help us remember rules and laws that are there to guide our conduct. The implication is overwhelmingly devastating for the colonised because till today we do not think as we should. Our education only helps us to remember and reshuffle sentiments of religious laws and principles put before us. For instance, we were told that holy books have everything we are supposed to know about the Infinite Being and we unequivocally believe that—without asking any questions. but the common logic would have been to ask which holy books were used by the ancient prophets and people we read about in the holy books.  We were told that parts of these holy books were chunked out by our forefathers, but again without any questions being asked, we still believe the books are complete and tell us everything we need to know. It raises the question of who is deceiving whom here?

			We often argue that the one who introduced us to the new religion and Western education set-up had an ulterior motive as if we are interrogating our own life from antiquity. It could also be that the colonial master was helping us using our philosophy. From antiquity, our thinking is never differentiated from our belief, of which these two are complete opposites. Normally, we think to know and what we cannot know or think about we believe and that is how it is. But my colony of people tend to accept anything, and everything attached to God’s name or validated with a holy book. And that gives credence to the philosophy behind bringing us Western education with religion as one package. The question is why we would have brains (we supposedly do not need them) if we can just accept everything that we were told in the name of God. Is it the core reason why we are the way we are today? We see thinking as a deviation from God who supposedly gave us the brain we have. Now, we are taken advantage of and we cannot even think out where exactly our problem originated. Once we hear God’s name mentioned, we sheepishly accept or give in, without thinking or asking any questions. In the past, we were told that in some parts of the world, the top spiritual superiors and leaders declare twins an abomination and ordered the killing of twins, of course, to please their gods and twins were murdered for decades. Today, we are told that God is Almighty and can create, do and allow whatever pleases God without taking permission from humans—and we accepted. The same God is said to be a God of opposites everything God made has the exact opposite, we accepted. At the same time, we are being told that the same God who is Almighty made someone who is supposed to be “straight” in human language but we were told that persons who are not straight are not part of nature or God’s creation—and we also accept that without asking a question. It is really frustrating that we suspend our minds whenever God’s name is mentioned and anyone else who dares to think of asking questions is immediately declared devilish by the same suspended minds. Sentiment becomes our way of thinking. We tend to approach every issue in front of us with a judgmental evaluation of whether it’s right or wrong. In order words, complex thinking hurts—which is an over-simplification of thought. So, we evaluate everything based on the code we were given by culture, religion or by so-called moral superiors. That is what thinking means. But going beyond the already thought-out codes or rules or law, we struggle to evaluate circumstances going past the moral codes to reach social justice. We rather believe that our culture is unchangeable, does not grow old and can never be obsolete. We do that just to avoid further or complex evaluation of our ideas or thought. As such, we do not consider the moment and circumstances that lead to them. Why do you think our leaders think the way they do? Why do you think everyone thinks through their stomach, pocket and even anus? Are you never thought that there is something wrong with the way we think? Some of the codes we use as a yardstick are obsolete, yet we do not care. And why is it we do not still were animal skins since codes and cultures do not supposed to change? Why do you wear clothes instead of animal skins worn by our forebearers? Culture and tradition do be to think so I rather use my sentiment-induced education to judge everyone who is thinking. Is it not true that we cannot think? Is the one who said we could not think really wrong? 

			Isn’t this the moment when we should start interrogating the present circumstance and challenges facing ever-changing humanity? Isn’t possible to start looking at ourselves instead of blaming every other person out there? Look at our leaders they have no clue, what they are meant to do except for blaming other leaders from other nations for the mistakes happening in our own countries. Only when our so-called leaders get sick or needed a vacation that they remember that their counterparts abroad had done better, think better and perform better. Only when our leaders get sick that they remember there are other leaders abroad, thus their colleagues, who have done their assignments well.  And because our leaders can afford oversea medical check-ups and can travel anywhere in the world, they forget that ninety-eight percent of the citizens cannot do the same—complex thinking! Our institutions are all weak because of complex thinking that features others in our plan missing. Hence, the complex thinking that sees self as part of many. Bribery and corruption weaken our institutions because thinking is simplified to me and my family, my pocket, and my well-being. Our leaders are very intelligent, I must confess, especially in creating the impression that the enemy is not within. They make up the narrative that they are forced to be incompetent by external influences. We the followers internalise these diversion and false narratives created by clueless selfish leaders and then fail in our own duties of holding our leaders accountable. Complex thinking hurts or rather we do not care, as such anyone that thinks around us is boring 

			Sometimes it looks like what we are suffering is a curse other times it looks like we are the cause. When you live in the moment, you are the product of the moment; otherwise, you are either daydreaming or fast asleep. Yesterday exists only in memory; tomorrow is just a hope founded in our dream as part of the human unquenchable desire to see another moment and today is all we have. All we have and can live in is the moment. 

			Today, the definition of what we knew about family is widening or changing and that changes every other thing—what do you think? All we need is to live in the moment and always ask the question of how can I make the now better for everyone. About your happiness, please do not ask me. One thing I know is that the connection between you and your happiness must be found inside you. 

			Our parents used to go, and watch magicians perform on a stage but not anymore because the magicians have found a new stage. We don’t have to go to watch the magic being performed on the stage, especially in this modern era when people who think are demonised and declared unbelievers. The magicians know that the newly found stage has concluded the burial of the thinking faculties in its subjects. The people of religion are less thinking beings and their world is unquestionable such that feeble minds consider simple magic tricks as big giant illusions or miracles. Miracle does not supposed to be simple things anymore like waking up in the morning, smiling at your spouse and family, dressing up properly and walking the street, receiving proper human courtesy from other people around you, and writing a book or poem. Life itself is magical and magic is an illusion played as a form of entertainment. The only thing real about human life is how you assist others in feeling better in this whole awful giant illusion called life. These are secrets of life. The one who invented religion and education that is accessible to us today was not convinced we can think—so the solution is now individualised, if you can think then you show it. It also appears that those who cannot think are just judges in their interactive roles. The more you develop your thinking faculties the less judgmental you become. The world is several million years yet the people in it who would probably live less than a century are excitedly concerned about the end times. 

			Meanwhile, there is very little we know about nature, even what we think we know continues to change as we continue to find out more yet some people believe they have found the black cat in a dark room. Happiness has become a big giant illusion that makes people abandon what matters most, character, caring and love. The world’s oldest institution which is relationship and family continues to disintegrate because of the loss of proper thinking. We have devised many yardsticks to measure illusion and convince ourselves that we are right.

			As such our pain has remained strongly tied to the things we want most, and are attracted to or attached to, but cannot have. Positivity is a choice. The happiness in human life depends on the quality of our thoughts.

			Most of us often confuse belief with certainty, like believing in change, and that everything changes make change unstoppable. In most cases, humans are inclined to do everything in their power not to watch the change but to resist it. Most people believe that they cannot change what they believe in, yet they do not expect what they believe in to change them. My late father, Leonard, believed that things can change, and we can change things just as things can change us or change themselves according to the order in nature. On one hand, he believes that when things we want to change happen to change in our favour, we should rejoice and adjust to optimise utility. On the other hand, when things change against our expectations, it then becomes a call for us to either change ourselves in groups or as individuals to activate universal harmony. I am a student of my life, and I have learnt the hard way through life. This is the story of my life; it may be a mistake, but it is my teacher. I wished I had learnt from some other person’s life rather than mine. You might be lucky enough to learn from mine and other people’s experiences because you may not live long enough to have all those experiences by yourself.  

			 Imagine a world where there is no variation or diversity; I mean a world where there is no difference between your parents if you have one. Hence, imagine a world where you cannot differentiate your mother from your father such that they look physically alike and behave entirely the same way. Imagine a world where I look exactly the same as your cousin, cars are identical to trains and aeroplanes in all ramifications identical to yachts, hospitals look like malls, and your television is the same as the radio and the same as your cell phones. Imagine a world where there is no distinction between fire and electricity, water and air maybe. Would that world be where you want to be? Imagine a world where there is nobody to blame for your mistakes, and there is no invisible devil to be blamed for tempting you into wrongdoing and for invisible gods to rescue you from the undesirables. Imagine a world without the devil or temptations; of course, you and I will definitely miss certain things like those temptations that put a smile into our hearts which end up making us vulnerable but spared us excruciating effects of boredom. For sure, the absence of temptation will definitely compel us to go to other worlds or planets seeking pleasurable temptation like the biblical story of angels that sneaked into the world to have a good time with beautiful earthly creatures. Isn’t that an indication that life on earth is admirable at least to heavenly creatures? Imagine a world where there is nobody to be respected, anybody can be humiliated or bullied by you as you journey through life—if there is any—such that when you meet someone who wants you dead, then it’s the end for you. Imagine a world where everyone is a suicide bomber; perhaps you would not have had a chance to become one and to share in the dream of grabbing eternity virgins because others who desired the same virgin reward would have bombed your parents even before you were conceived or while you were still in the womb. 

			Imagine a world where there is no education, and of course, there wouldn’t be a bomb in the first place. Imagine a world where nobody believes in anything. Imagine a world where there is no judgement thinking— and you have nobody to critique—as such you have no choice but to give the noise in your head a tea break! On one faithful day, I was taking an evening stroll down the street. Then I came passing a famous restaurant where I overheard the chef–owner of the restaurant yelling at the only customer sitting and dining in front of him. I was startled why this man would yell at the only customer, so I decided to slow down and listen further. The restaurant owner was complaining that the dish he prepared that evening was confirmed by many customers as the best so far compared to previous spectacular dishes his restaurant has been known for. I looked at the customer who was eating face down and with a mean-looking angry face as I drew closer to the restaurant’s entrance door. The chef eventually saw me and started complaining to me and from what I understood; the chef had been watching this customer for some minutes and perhaps wondering why he was sad looking and out of desperation burst into enquiring from the customer what exactly seemed to be wrong with the dish. But the customer ignored him, which made him, however, more desperate to know and even yell at the customer trying to find out what had happened to the dish. That is when I drew closer to the man who was eating then the chef stopped talking to me but continue to pester the customer with questions. After persistent questioning and yelling by the chef, the customer decided to open up and said, ‘I am just worried about the recent behaviour of my wife.’ It happened the problem was not actually about the food; it was just a family matter. Oftentimes the noises in our heads, lives, culture, and beliefs prevent us from fully listening and enjoying the good thing presented before us by life. How would the customer enjoy the tasty dish in front of him with such an emotionally disturbing thought in his mind? Every person we meet every day is specially made and unique in their own way, and the recognition of that changes everything.

			Ella is Demes’s one and only sister, and they are both my children. All Demes has always wanted most is to have his sister, Ella, who is two years younger than he is. As a child, I would think that like the other children, the two were just being close to themselves as siblings. It gets weird as Demes’s childhood plays would be kissing and hugging his sister. Just as any mother would, I waded into the matter and tried to talk Demes out of his unacceptable juvenile behaviour but to no avail. This is the point when Demes would, in my absence, continue his harassment and experiments on his sister regardless of Ella’s disapproval. Then it became weird that Demes must have been attracted to his sister, the craziest thing one could ever have imagined to transpire between children of their age. As if that was not enough of a problem to be dealt with, Ella too seemed to be something else.

			If I could remember properly, she wanted me, her mother, so much as early as four, but like any mother, it wasn’t a serious issue if your child is attached to you. Isn’t it natural? On her sixth birthday, when she was asked to make a request, all she wanted was nothing, but to cry as usual, she stretched her hand to touch and hold me then the next would be to squeeze my breast. When I bent down to listen to what she wanted to say, all she
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