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Turning and turning in the widening gyre
The falcon cannot hear the falconer;
Things Fall Apart; the centre cannot hold;
Mere anarchy isloosed upon the world.
--W. B. Yeats, The Second Coming"



CHAPTER ONE

Okonkwo was well known throughout the nine villagesd even beyond. His fame
rested on solid personal achievements. As a youag af eighteen he had brought
honour to his village by throwing Amalinze the CAmalinze was the great wrestler
who for seven years was unbeaten, from Umuofia tmiNb. He was called the Cat
because his back would never touch the earth. dtthia man that Okonkwo threw in a
fight which the old men agreed was one of the éstsince the founder of their town

engaged a spirit of the wild for seven days anéseawghts.

The drums beat and the flutes sang and the spestaeld their breath.
Amalinze was a wily craftsman, but Okonkwo was lggsery as a fish in water. Every
nerve and every muscle stood out on their armshein backs and their thighs, and one

almost heard them stretching to breaking pointhtnend Okonkwo threw the Cat.

That was many years ago, twenty years or moredaridg this time Okonkwo's
fame had grown like a bush-fire in the harmattaa.ws tall and huge, and his bushy
eyebrows and wide nose gave him a very severe ldekoreathed heavily, and it was
said that, when he slept, his wives and childreth@ir houses could hear him breathe.
When he walked, his heels hardly touched the groamd he seemed to walk on
springs, as if he was going to pounce on someb&dg.he did pounce on people quite
often. He had a slight stammer and whenever heawgsy and could not get his words
out quickly enough, he would use his fists. He hadhatience with unsuccessful men.

He had had no patience with his father.

Unoka, for that was his father's name, had diad/gars ago. In his day he was
lazy and improvident and was quite incapable ohkimg about tomorrow. If any
money came his way, and it seldom did, he immelgidteught gourds of palm-wine,
called round his neighbours and made merry. He yavgaid that whenever he saw a
dead man's mouth he saw the folly of not eatingtwina had in one's lifetime. Unoka
was, of course, a debtor, and he owed every neigrdgmme money, from a few cowries

to quite substantial amounts.



He was tall but very thin and had a slight stoble wore a haggard and
mournful look except when he was drinking or playon his flute. He was very good
on his flute, and his happiest moments were thedwthree moons after the harvest
when the village musicians brought down their mstents, hung above the fireplace.
Unoka would play with them, his face beaming witbslsedness and peace. Sometimes
another village would ask Unoka's band and thencohg egwugwu to come and stay
with them and teach them their tunes. They wouldogsuch hosts for as long as three
or four markets, making music and feasting. Unakaedl the good hire and the good
fellowship, and he loved this season of the yeaemthe rains had stopped and the sun
rose every morning with dazzling beauty. And it was too hot either, because the cold
and dry harmattan wind was blowing down Irom thetmoSome years the harmattan
was very severe and a dense haze hung on the demes@®Ild men and children would
then sit round log fires, warming their bodies. Kadoved it all, and he loved the first
kites that returned with the dry season, and thiereim who sang songs of welcome to
them. He would remember his own childhood, how Bd bften wandered around
looking for a kite sailing leisurely against theublsky. As soon as he found one he
would sing with his whole being, welcoming it baftkm its long, long journey, and

asking it if it had brought home any lengths oftlalo

That was years ago, when he was young. Unokayrtven-up, was a failure. He
was poor and his wife and children had barely ehaiogeat. People laughed at him
because he was a loafer, and they swore nevendohiien any more money because he
never paid back. But Unoka was such a man thatilaya succeeded in borrowing

more, and piling up his debts.

One day a neighbour called Okoye came in to see He was reclining on a
mud bed in his hut playing on the flute. He imméeliarose and shook hands with
Okoye, who then unrolled the goatskin which heiedrunder his arm, and sat down.
Unoka went into an inner room and soon returned wismall wooden disc containing

a kola nut, some alligator pepper and a lump otevthalk.

"I have kola," he announced when he sat down,p@sded the disc over to his

guest.



"Thank you. He who brings kola brings life. Buthink you ought to break it,"
replied Okoye, passing back the disc.

"No, it is for you, | think," and they argued likkis for a few moments before
Unoka accepted the honour of breaking the kola.y®@kmeanwhile, took the lump of

chalk, drew some lines on the floor, and then jaiihtis big toe.

As he broke the kola, Unoka prayed to their amesdor life and health, and for
protection against their enemies. When they hadnetitey talked about many things:
about the heavy rains which were drowning the yaheut the next ancestral feast and
about the impending war with the village of Mbaitnoka was never happy when it
came to wars. He was in fact a coward and couldeat the sight of blood. And so he
changed the subject and talked about music, anthtésbeamed. He could hear in his
mind's ear the blood-stirring and intricate rhythofisthe ekwe and the udu and the
ogene, and he could hear his own flute weavingnith @ut of them, decorating them
with a colourful and plaintive tune. The total effevas gay and brisk, but if one picked
out the flute as it went up and down and then brgkénto short snatches, one saw that

there was sorrow and grief there.

Okoye was also a musician. He played on the ogguehe was not a failure
like Unoka. He had a large barn full of yams anchad three wives. And now he was
going to take the Idemili title, the third highastthe land. It was a very expensive
ceremony and he was gathering all his resourcestiteg That was in fact the reason
why he had come to see Unoka. He cleared his tlamodtbegan: "Thank you for the
kola. You may have heard of the title | intendake shortly."

Having spoken plainly so far, Okoye said the nexif a dozen sentences in
proverbs. Among the Ibo the art of conversatioregarded very highly, and proverbs
are the palm-oil with which words are eaten. Okayges a great talker and he spoke for
a long time, skirting round the subject and thdtirty it finally. In short, he was asking
Unoka to return the two hundred cowries he haddweed from him more than two
years before. As soon as Unoka understood whdtiéml was driving at, he burst out

laughing. He laughed loud and long and his voicg raut clear as the ogene, and tears



stood in his eyes. His visitor was amazed, andsgaéchless. At the end, Unoka was

able to give an answer between fresh outburstsrh.m

"Look at that wall," he said, pointing at the feall of his hut, which was rubbed
with red earth so that it shone. "Look at thosedinf chalk," and Okoye saw groups of
short perpendicular lines drawn in chalk. Thereenfare groups, and the smallest group
had ten lines. Unoka had a sense of the dramalic@aime allowed a pause, in which he
took a pinch of snuff and sneezed noisily, and thercontinued: "Each group there
represents a debt to someone, and each stroke iewdred cowries. You see, | owe
that man a thousand cowries. But he has not com&ke me up in the morning for it. |
shall pay you, but not today. Our elders say thatsun will shine on those who stand
before it shines on those who kneel under therhall pay my big debts first." And he
took another pinch of snuff, as if that was payihg big debts first. Okoye rolled his
goatskin and departed.

When Unoka died he had taken no title at all aadvias heavily in debt. Any
wonder then that his son Okonkwo was ashamed of tortunately, among these
people a man was judged according to his worthramidaccording to the worth of his
father. Okonkwo was clearly cut out for great tisinge was still young but he had won
fame as the greatest wrestler in the nine villagieswas a wealthy farmer and had two
barns full of yams, and had just married his thwte. To crown it all he had taken two
titles and had shown incredible prowess in two rii@al wars. And so although
Okonkwo was still young, he was already one ofgteatest men of his time. Age was
respected among his people, but achievement wasevAs the elders said, if a child
washed his hands he could eat with kings. Okonkaab diearly washed his hands and
so he ate with kings and elders. And that was hewame to look after the doomed lad
who was sacrificed to the village of Umuofia by itheeighbours to avoid war and
bloodshed. The ill-fated lad was called Ikemefuna.



CHAPTER TWO

Okonkwo had just blown out the palm-oil lamp angetsthed himself on his bamboo
bed when he heard the ogene of the town crieripgtbe still night air. Gome, gome,
gome, gome, boomed the hollow metal. Then the gaee his message, and at the end
of it beat his instrument again. And this was thessage. Every man of Umuofia was
asked to gather at the market place tomorrow mgrri@konkwo wondered what was
amiss, for he knew certainly that something wassamHe had discerned a clear
overtone of tragedy in the crier's voice, and ewew he could still hear it as it grew

dimmer and dimmer in the distance.

The night was very quiet. It was always quiet @tcen moonlight nights.
Darkness held a vague terror for these people, theeravest among them. Children
were warned not to whistle at night for fear ofl espirits. Dangerous animals became
even more sinister and uncanny in the dark. A siwek® never called by its name at
night, because it would hear. It was called a gtrAnd so on this particular night as the
crier's voice was gradually swallowed up in theatise, silence returned to the world, a
vibrant silence made more intense by the univensiadlof a million million forest

insects.

On a moonlight night it would be different. Theppa voices of children playing
in open fields would then be heard. And perhapsehwt so young would be playing in
pairs in less open places, and old men and womerdwemember their youth. As the

Ibo say: "When the moon is shining the cripple lmees hungry for a walk."

But this particular night was dark and silent. Aindall the nine villages of
Umuofia a town crier with his ogene asked every itealpe present tomorrow morning.
Okonkwo on his bamboo bed tried to figure out th&ure of the emergency - war with
a neighbouring clan? That seemed the most likelgar, and he was not afraid of war.
He was a man of action, a man of war. Unlike hibda he could stand the look of

blood. In Umuofia's latest war he was the firsbtsng home a human head. That was



his fifth head and he was not an old man yet. @afgoccasions such as the funeral of a

village celebrity he drank his palm-wine from hisf human head.

In the morning the market place was full. Therestnbave been about ten
thousand men there, all talking in low voices. @&stlOgbuefi Ezeugo stood up in the
midst of them and bellowed four times, "Umuofia kwe' and on each occasion he
faced a different direction and seemed to pushathevith a clenched fist. And ten
thousand men answered "Yaa!" each time. Then tiva® perfect silence. Ogbuefi
Ezeugo was a powerful orator and was always chtsepeak on such occasions. He
moved his hand over his white head and strokedvhite beard. He then adjusted his

cloth, which was passed under his right arm-pit #ed above his left shoulder.

"Umuofia kwenu," he bellowed a fifth time, and tbewd yelled in answer.
And then suddenly like one possessed he shot cutefti hand and pointed in the
direction of Mbaino, and said through gleaming whi¢eth firmly clenched: "Those
sons of wild animals have dared to murder a daugiit€muofia." He threw his head
down and gnashed his teeth, and allowed a murmsubressed anger to sweep the
crowd. When he began again, the anger on his fasegone, and in its place a sort of
smile hovered, more terrible and more sinister tiha anger. And in a clear
unemotional voice he told Umuofia how their daughtitad gone to market at Mbaino
and had been killed. That woman, said Ezeugo, ivasife of Ogbuefi Udo, and he
pointed to a man who sat near him with a bowed h&hd crowd then shouted with

ainger and thirst for blood.

Many others spoke, and at the end it was deciléollbw the normal course of
action. An ultimatum was immediately dispatchedMtbaino asking them to choose
between war - on the one hand, and on the otheoffae of a young man and a virgin

as compensation.

Umuofia was feared by all its neighbours. It wasverful in war and in magic,
and its priests and medicine men were feared ithallsurrounding country. Its most
potent war-medicine was as old as the clan itd&dbody knew how old. But on one
point there was general agreement--the active iptena that medicine had been an old

woman with one leg. In fact, the medicine itselfsvealled agadi-nwayi, or old woman.



It had its shrine in the centre of Umuofia, in aarkd spot. And if anybody was so
foolhardy as to pass by the shrine after dusk hesuee to see the old woman hopping

about.

And so the neighbouring clans who naturally knefvtlese things feared
Umuofia, and would not go to war against it withéiust trying a peaceful settlement.
And in fairness to Umuofia it should be recordedttit never went to war unless its
case was clear and just and was accepted as suth®sacle - the Oracle of the Hills
and the Caves. And there were indeed occasions whenOracle had forbidden
Umuofia to wage a war. If the clan had disobeyesl @racle they would surely have
been beaten, because their dreaded agadi-nwaydwawer fight what the Ibo call a

fight of blame.

But the war that now threatened was a just waenBEtae enemy clan knew that.
And so when Okonkwo of Umuofia arrived at Mbainothe proud and imperious
emissary of war, he was treated with great honodr raspect, and two days later he
returned home with a lad of fifteen and a younginir The lad's name was lkemefuna,

whose sad story is still told in Umuofia unto tHesy.

The elders, or ndichie, met to hear a report obridko's mission. At the end
they decided, as everybody knew they would, thatgi should go to Ogbuefi Udo to
replace his murdered wife. As for the boy, he bgémhto the clan as a whole, and there
was no hurry to decide his fate. Okonkwo was, ttoeee asked on behalf of the clan to
look after him in the interim. And so for three ygdkemefuna lived in Okonkwo's

household.

Qkonkwo ruled his household with a heavy hand. Wiges, especially the
youngest, lived in perpetual fear of his fiery tempand so did his little children.
Perhaps down in his heart Okonkwo was not a crumh.nBut his whole life was
dominated by fear, the fear of failure and of wesde It was deeper and more intimate
than the fear of evil and capricious gods and ofimahe fear of the forest, and of the
forces of nature, malevolent, red in tooth and cl®konkwo's fear was greater than
these. It was not external but lay deep within leilfndt was the fear of himself, lest he

should be found to resemble his father. Even d@sl@tboy he had resented his father's



failure and weakness, and even now he still remesabeow he had suffered when a
playmate had told him that his father was agbatat vas how Okonkwo first came to
know that agbala was not only another name for emamg it could also mean a man
who had taken no title. And so Okonkwo was rulecbhbg passion - to hate everything
that his father Unoka had loved. One of those #hiwgs gentleness and another was

idleness.

During the planting season Okonkwo worked dailyhenfarms from cock-crow
until the chickens went to roost. He was a vergrgjrman and rarely felt fatigue. But
his wives and young children were not as strond, smthey suffered. But they dared
not complain openly. Okonkwo's first son, Nwoye swhen twelve years old but was
already causing his father great anxiety for hi@pient laziness. At any rate, that was
how it looked to his father, and he sought to adrt@m by constant nagging and

beating. And so Nwoye was developing into a saédamuth.

Okonkwao's prosperity was visible in his househdlé. had a large compound
enclosed by a thick wall of red earth. His own toutpbi, stood immediately behind the
only gate in the red walls. Each of his three witasl her own hut, which together
formed a half moon behind the obi. The barn wa# bgainst one end of the red walls,
and long stacks of yam stood out prosperously .inAtt the opposite end of the
compound was a shed for the goats, and each wiifealemall attachment to her hut for
the hens. Near the barn was a small house, thei¢medhouse" or shrine where
Okonkwo kept the wooden symbols of his personal gudi of his ancestral spirits. He
worshipped them with sacrifices of kola nut, foodi gpalm-wine, and offered prayers to
them on behalf of himself, his three wives and edjtildren.

So when the daughter of Umuofia was killed in Mizgilkemefuna came into
Okonkwo's household. When Okonkwo brought him henag day he called his most

senior wife and handed him over to her.
"He belongs to the clan," he told her. "So lodleahim."

"Is he staying long with us?" she asked.



"Do what you are told, woman," Okonkwo thunderadd stammered. "When

did you become one of the ndichie of Umuofia?"
And so Nwoye's mother took Ikemefuna to her hut asked no more questions.

As for the boy himself, he was terribly afraid. eteuld not understand what was
happening to him or what he had done. How coulétrfeev that his father had taken a
hand in killing a daughter of Umuofia? All he knevas that a few men had arrived at
their house, conversing with his father in low tenand at the end he had been taken
out and handed over to a stranger. His mother heput Witterly, but he had been too
surprised to weep. And so the stranger had brokight and a girl, a long, long way
from home, through lonely forest paths. He did kratw who the girl was, and he never

saw her again.



CHAPTER THREE

Okonkwo did not have the start in life which margugpg men usually had. He did not
inherit a barn from his father. There was no barnnherit. The story was told in
Umuofia, of how his father, Unoka, had gone to ciinthe Oracle of the Hills and the

Caves to find out why he always had a miserabledsir

The Oracle was called Agbala, and people came fewrand near to consult it.
They came when misfortune dogged their steps omwhey had a dispute with their
neighbours. They came to discover what the futetd for them or to consult the spirits

of their departed fathers.

The way into the shrine was a round hole at tde ef a hill, just a little bigger
than the round opening into a henhouse. Worshippads those who came to seek
knowledge from the god crawled on their belly tiglbuhe hole and found themselves
in a dark, endless space in the presence of Agbldaone had ever beheld Agbala,
except his priestess. But no one who had ever echwito his awful shrine had come
out without the fear of his power. His priestessodtby the sacred fire which she built
in the heart of the cave and proclaimed the willh&f god. The fire did not burn with a

flame. The glowing logs only served to light up wely the dark figure of the priestess.

Sometimes a man came to consult the spirit oflead father or relative. It was
said that when such a spirit appeared, the maritsaguely in the darkness, but never
heard its voice. Some people even said that thely Heard the spirits flying and

flapping their wings against the roof of the cave.

Many years ago when Okonkwo was still a boy hiedg Unoka, had gone to
consult Agbala. The priestess in those days waeraam called Chika. She was full of
the power of her god, and she was greatly fearadkd stood before her and began his

story.



"Every year," he said sadly, "before 1 put anypdrothe earth, | sacrifice a cock
to Ani, the owner of all land. It is the law of ofathers. | also kill a cock at the shrine
of Ifejioku, the god of yams. | clear the bush aed fire to it when it is dry. | sow the
yams when the first rain has fallen, and stake tisdman the young tendrils appear. |
weed -- I”; “Hold your peace!" screamed the prissteher voice terrible as it echoed
through the dark void. "You have offended neitter gods nor your fathers. And when
a man is at peace with his gods and his ancegi@sharvest will be good or bad
according to the strength of his arm. You, Unoka&, known in all the clan for the
weakness of your machete and your hoe. When yaghipeurs go out with their axe to
cut down virgin forests, you sow your yams on exted farms that take no labour to
clear. They cross seven rivers to make their farrgeu stay at home and offer

sacrifices to a reluctant soil. Go home and wd& & man."

Unoka was an ill-fated man. He had a bad chi os@®l god, and evil fortune
followed him to the grave, or rather to his dedtn,he had no grave. He died of the
swelling which was an abomination to the earth gsdd When a man was afflicted
with swelling in the stomach and the limbs he wasallowed to die in the house. He
was carried to the Evil Forest and left there te. dihere was the story of a very
stubborn man who staggered back to his house ahtbhae carried again to the forest
and tied to a tree. The sickness was an abomingtitre earth, and so the victim could
not be buried in her bowels. He died and rottedyaatrove the earth, and was not given
the first or the second burial. Such was Unokdts. fd/hen they carried him away, he

took with him his flute.

With a father like Unoka, Okonkwo did not have #tart in life which many
young men had. He neither inherited a barn notlg tior even a young wife. But in
spite of these disadvantages, he had begun evésimather's lifetime to lay the
foundations of a prosperous future. It was slow paidful. But he threw himself into it
like one possessed. And indeed he was possessbd fBar of his father's contemptible

life and shameful death.

There was a wealthy man in Okonkwo's village whd three huge barns, nine

wives and thirty children. His name was Nwakibiel i@ had taken the highest but one



title which a man could take in the clan. It was tfois man that Okonkwo worked to

earn his first seed yams.

He took a pot of palm-wine and a cock to Nwakibliieo elderly neighbours
were sent for, and Nwakibie's two grown-up sonsewalso present in his obi. He
presented a kola nut and an alligator pepper, wiviete passed round for all to see and
then returned to him. He broke the nut saying: Wallsall live. We pray for life,
children, a good harvest and happiness. You wilehahat is good for you and | will
have what is good for me. Let the kite perch andHe eagle perch too. If one says no

to the other, let his wing break."

After the kola nut had been eaten Okonkwo brougstpalm-wine from the
corner of the hut where it had been placed anddsiiom the centre of the group. He

addressed Nwakibie, calling him "Our father."

"Nna ayi," he said. "1 have brought you thisditklola. As our people say, a man
who pays respect to the great paves the way foowis greatness. | have come to pay

you my respects and also to ask a favour. Butdeirink the wine first."

Everybody thanked Okonkwo and the neighbours brbwgit their drinking
horns from the goatskin bags they carried. Nwakib@ight down his own horn, which
was fastened to the rafters. The younger of his,swho was also the youngest man in
the group, moved to the centre, raised the poti®teft knee and began to pour out the
wine. The first cup went to Okonkwo, who must tdstewine before anyone else. Then
the group drank, beginning with the eldest man. ieeryone had drunk two or three
horns, Nwakibie sent for his wives. Some of themea®ot at home and only four came

in.

"Is Anasi not in?" he asked them. They said she eamning. Anasi was the first

wife and the others could not drink before her, smdhey stood waiting.

Anasi was a middle-aged woman, tall and stronghjt.oThere was authority in

her bearing and she looked every inch the rulethef womenfolk in a large and



prosperous family. She wore the anklet of her hoglsatitles, which the first wife alone

could weatr.

She walked up to her husband and accepted theffmmmhim. She then went
down on one knee, drank a little and handed bagektin. She rose, called him by his
name and went back to her hut. The other wiveskdirathe same way, in their proper

order, and went away.

The men then continued their drinking and talki@gbuefi ldigo was talking
about the palm-wine tapper, Obiako, who suddenkegm his trade.

"There must be something behind it," he said, mgghe foam of wine from his
moustache with the back of his left hand. "Thereinne a reason for it. A toad does not

run in the daytime for nothing."

"Some people say the Oracle warned him that hddafaill off a palm tree and

kill himself," said Akukalia.

"Obiako has always been a strange one," said NeaKil have heard that many
years ago, when his father had not been dead weiy, he had gone to consult the
Oracle. The Oracle said to him, 'Your dead fathant& you to sacrifice a goat to him.’
Do you know what he told the Oracle? He said, 'Askdead father if he ever had a
fowl when he was alive." Everybody laughed hearikgept Okonkwo, who laughed
uneasily because, as the saying goes, an old wasraways uneasy when dry bones

are mentioned in a proverb. Okonkwo rememberedwisfather.

At last the young man who was pouring out the wietl up half a horn of the

thick, white dregs and said, "What we are eatirfqnished."

"We have seen it," the others replied. "Who wiiindl the dregs?" he asked.
"Whoever has a job in hand," said Idigo, lookind\Natakibie's elder son Igwelo with a

malicious twinkle in his eye.

Everybody agreed that Igwelo should drink the dréde accepted the half-full

horn from his brother and drank it. As Idigo ha@tlségwelo had a job in hand because



he had married his first wife a month or two befdrke thick dregs of palm-wine were

supposed to be good for men who were going ingo thives.

After the wine had been drunk Okonkwo laid hididifities before Nwakibie.

"l have come to you for help,” he said. "Perhaps gan already guess what it
is. | have cleared a farm but have no yams to $&mow what it is to ask a man to trust
another with his yams, especially these days wioeimg men are afraid of hard work. |
am not afraid of work. The lizard that jumped frohe high iroko tree to the ground
said he would praise himself if no one else didegan to fend for myself at an age
when most people still suck at their mothers' lieedéyou give me some yam seeds |

shall not fail you."

Nwakibie cleared his throat. "It pleases me to ag@ung man like you these
days when our youth has gone so soft. Many young h@e come to me to ask for
yams but | have refused because | knew they waidtdgump them in the earth and
leave them to be choked by weeds. When i say tizetm they think i am hard hearted.
But it is not so. Eneke the bird says that sincen rhave learned to shoot without
missing, he has learned to fly without perchindnalve learned to be stingy with my
yams. But | can trust you. | know it as | look atuy As our fathers said, you can tell a
ripe corn by its look. | shall give you twice foundred yams. Go ahead and prepare

your farm."

Okonkwo thanked him again and again and went hie@leng happy. He knew
that Nwakibie would not refuse him, but he had exqtected he would be so generous.
He had not hoped to get more than four hundredssé¢el would now have to make a
bigger farm. He hoped to get another four hund@ds/from one of his father's friends

at Isiuzo.

Share-cropping was a very slow way of buildingauparn of one's own. After
all the toil one only got a third of the harvesttBor a young man whose father had no
yams, there was no other way. And what made it @or<Okonkwo's case was that he
had to support his mother and two sisters fronniéagre harvest. And supporting his

mother also meant supporting his father. She caoldbe expected to cook and eat



while her husband starved. And so at a very eatyvehen he was striving desperately
to build a barn through share-cropping Okonkwo alae fending for his father's house.
It was like pouring grains of corn into a bag fofllholes. His mother and sisters worked
hard enough, but they grew women's crops, like g@ros, beans and cassava. Yam,

the king of crops, was a man's crop.

The year that Okonkwo took eight hundred seed-yfiore Nwakibie was the
worst year in living memory. Nothing happened atptoper time,- it was either too
early or too late. It seemed as if the world hadegmad. The first rains were late, and,
when they came, lasted only a brief moment. Theitdasun returned, more fierce than
it had ever been known, and scorched all the giteerhad appeared with the rains. The
earth burned like hot coals and roasted all thesytirat had been sown. Like all good
farmers, Okonkwo had begun to sow with the firshgaHe had sown four hundred
seeds when the rains dried up and the heat retudtedvatched the sky all day for
signs of rain clouds and lay awake all night. la thorning he went back to his farm
and saw the withering tendrils. He had tried tatgecbthem from the smouldering earth
by making rings of thick sisal leaves around th&ut by the end of the day the sisal
rings were burned dry and grey. He changed thenmyealay, and prayed that the rain
might fall in the night. But the drought continufedt eight market weeks and the yams

were killed.

Some farmers had not planted their yams yet. Werse the lazy easy-going
ones who always put off clearing their farms aglas they could. This year they were
the wise ones. They sympathised with their neighbeuth much shaking of the head,

but inwardly they were happy for what they toolb#otheir own foresight.

Okonkwo planted what was left of his seed-yams rwiige rains finally
returned. He had one consolation. The yams he tvad before the drought were his
own, the harvest of the previous year. He still tredeight hundred from Nwakibie and

the four hundred from his father's friend. So heildonake a fresh start.

But the year had gone mad. Rain fell as it hacné&llen before. For days and
nights together it poured down in violent torreraed washed away the yam heaps.

Trees were uprooted and deep gorges appeared dénagmlhen the rain became less



violent. But it went from day to day without a pausThe spell of sunshine which
always came in the middle of the wet season dicappear. The yams put on luxuriant

green leaves, but every farmer knew that withonsbine the tubers would not grow.

That year the harvest was sad, like a funeral naguly farmers wept as they dug
up the miserable and rotting yams. One man tiectloth to a tree branch and hanged

himself.

Okonkwo remembered that tragic year with a coldesithroughout the rest of
his life. It always surprised him when he thoughit ¢ater that he did not sink under the
load of despair. He knew that he was a fierce éightut that year-had been enough to
break the heart of a lion.

"Since | survived that year," he always said,Halssurvive anything." He put it

down to his inflexible will.

His father, Unoka, who was then an ailing man, bad to him during that
terrible harvest month: "Do not despair .1 know yall not despair. You have a manly
and a proud heart. A proud heart can survive argéfalure because such failure does

not prick its pride. It is more difficult and mobéter when a man fails alone."

Unoka was like that in his last days. His lovetalk had grown with age and

sickness. It tried Okonkwao's patience beyond words.



CHAPTER FOUR

"Looking at a king's mouth," said an old man, "eveuld think he never sucked at his
mother's breast." He was talking about Okonkwo, Wad risen so suddenly from great
poverty and misfortune to be one of the lords ef ¢kan. The old man bore no ill will

towards Okonkwo. Indeed he respected him for hilmstry and success. But he was
struck, as most people were, by Okonkwo's bruscggeimedealing with less successful
men. Only a week ago a man had contradicted herkatdred meeting which they held
to discuss the next ancestral feast. Without lagkihthe man Okonkwo had said: "This
meeting is for men." The man who had contradicted rad no titles. That was why he

had called him a woman. Okonkwo knew how to kithan's spirit.

Everybody at the kindred meeting took sides widug when Okonkwo called
him a woman. The oldest man present said steralytttose whose palm-kernels were
cracked for them by a benevolent spirit shouldfooget to be humble. Okonkwo said

he was sorry for what he had said, and the meetingnued.

But it was really not true that Okonkwo's palm#eds had been cracked for him
by a benevolent spirit. He had cracked them hims&ffyone who knew his grim
struggle against poverty and misfortune could agttse had been lucky. If ever a man
deserved his success, that man was okonkwo. Aady &je he had achieved fame as
the greatest wrestler in all the land. That waslack. At the most one could say that
his chi or personal god was good. But the Ibo pedgwlve a proverb that when a man
says yes his chi says yes also. Okonkwo said yssstongly, so his chi agreed. And
not only his chi but his clan too, because it jutlgeman by the work or his hands. That
was why Okonkwo had been Chosen by the nine vidldgecarry a message of war to
their enemies unless they agreed to give up a yowsng and a virgin to atone for the
murder of Udo's wife. And such was the deep feat their enemies had for Umuofia
that they treated Okonkwo like a king and brought b virgin who was given to Udo

as wife, and the lad Ikemefuna.



The elders of the clan had decided that Ikeme$imald be in Okonkwo's care
for a while. But no one thought It would be as lag three years. They seemed to

forget all about him as soon as they had takeuldeesion.

At first Ikemefuna was very much afraid. Oncewict he tried to run away, but
he did not know where to begin. He thought of histher and his three-year-old sister
and wept bitterly. Nwoye's mother was very kinchim and treated him as one of her
own children. But all he said was: "When shall Ilggme?" When Okonkwo heard that
he would not eat any food he came into the hut withig stick in his hand and stood
over him while he swallowed his yams, tremblingiesv moments later he went behind
the hut and began to vomit painfully. Nwoye's motlvent to him and placed her hands
on his chest and on his back. He was ill for threeket weeks, and when he recovered

he seemed to have overcome his great fear andssadne

He was by nature a very lively boy and he graguakcame popular in
Okonkwao's household, especially with the childr&konkwo's son, Nwoye, who was
two years younger, became quite inseparable fram tecause he seemed to know
everything. He could fashion out flutes from bamistems and even from the elephant
grass. He knew the names of all the birds and ceelctlever traps for the little bush
rodents. And he knew which trees made the strorimgegs.

Even Okonkwo himself became very fond of the boywardly of course.
Okonkwo never showed any emotion openly, unlelss the emotion of anger. To show
affection was a sign of weakness,-the only thingtvdemonstrating was strength. He
therefore treated Ikemefuna as he treated everyblsdy- with a heavy hand. But there
was no doubt that he liked the boy. Sometimes wigewent to big village meetings or
communal ancestral feasts he allowed lkemefunactmomapany him, like a son,

carrying his stool and his goatskin bag. And, intjékemefuna called him father.

Ikemefuna came to Umuofia at the end of the caeefeason between harvest
and planting. In fact he recovered from his illnegsty a few days before the Week of
Peace began. And that was also the year Okonkwke lilee peace, and was punished,
as was the custom, by Ezeani, the priest of thih gaddess.



Okonkwo was provoked to justifiable anger by hisiygest wife, who went to
plait her hair at her friend's house and did nairreearly enough to cook the afternoon
meal. Okonkwo did not know at first that she wasatdhome. After waiting in vain for
her dish he went to her hut to see what she wagyd®here was nobody in the hut and

the fireplace was cold.

"Where is Ojiugo?" he asked his second wife, wame out of her hut to draw

water from a gigantic pot in the shade of a smma# in the middle of the compound.
"She has gone to plait her hair."
Okonkwo bit his lips as anger welled up within him

"Where are her children? Did she take them?" lkedhsvith unusual coolness

and restraint.

"They are here," answered his first wife, Nwoyatsther. Okonkwo bent down

and looked into her hut. Ojiugo's children werergatvith the children of his first wife.
"Did she ask you to feed them before she went?"
"Yes," lied Nwoye's mother, trying to minimise @jo's thoughtlessness.

Okonkwo knew she was not speaking the truth. Hikedaback to his obi to
await Ojiugo's return. And when she returned he heavery heavily. In his anger he
had forgotten that it was the Week of Peace. Hgt fivo wives ran out in great alarm

pleading with him that it was the sacred week.

But Okonkwo was not the man to stop beating somhelbalf-way through, not

even for fear of a goddess.

Okonkwo's neighbours heard his wife crying andt gbeir voices over the
compound walls to ask what was the matter. Somé¢hem came over to see for

themselves. It was unheard of to beat somebodwygltine sacred week.



Before it was dusk Ezeani, who was the priestefdarth goddess, Ani, called
on Okonkwo in his obi. Okonkwo brought out kola aumd placed it before the priest,
"Take away your kola nut. | shall not eat in theib® of a man who has no respect for

our gods and ancestors."

Okonkwo tried to explain to him what his wife hddne, but Ezeani seemed to
pay no attention. He held a short staff in his hahéch he brought down on the floor to

emphasise his points.

"Listen to me," he said when Okonkwo had spok&fou’are not a stranger in
Umuofia. You know as well as | do that our foretathordained that before we plant
any crops in the earth we should observe a weakhioh a man does not say a harsh
word to his neighbour. We live in peace with odlofes to honour our great goddess of
the earth without whose blessing our crops will gi@w. You have committed a great
evil." He brought down his staff heavily on thedto"Your wife was at fault, but even
if you came into your obi and found her lover op tof her, you would still have
committed a great evil to beat her." His staff catoe/n again. "The evil you have done
can ruin the whole clan. The earth goddess whomhgwe insulted may refuse to give
us her increase, and we shall all perish." His tom& changed from anger to command.
"You will bring to the shrine of Ani tomorrow onda&-goat, one hen, a length of cloth

and a hundred cowries." He rose and left the hut.

Okonkwo did as the priest said. He also took wvhiim a pot of palm-wine.
Inwardly, he was repentant. But he was not the toago about telling his neighbours
that he was in error. And so people said he hacespect for the gods of the clan. His
enemies said his good fortune had gone to his Heaely called him the little bird nza

who so far forgot himself after a heavy meal trethallenged his chi.

No work was done during the Week of Peace. Pemglled on their neighbours
and drank palm-wine. This year they talked of nughelse but the nso-ani which
Okonkwo had committed. It was the first time fornpgears that a man had broken the
sacred peace. Even the oldest men could only reerenre or two other occasions

somewhere in the dim past.



Ogbuefi Ezeudu, who was the oldest man in thegd| was telling two other
men who came to visit him that the punishment fogaking the Peace of Ani had
become very mild in their clan.

"It has not always been so," he said. "My fatledd tme that he had been told
that in the past a man who broke the peace wagedagn the ground through the
village until he died. But after a while this custavas stopped because it spoiled the

peace which it was meant to preserve."

"Somebody told me yesterday," said one of the geumen, "that in some clans
it is an abomination for a man to die during theeWef Peace."

"It is indeed true," said Ogbuefi Ezeudu. "Theyédéhat custom in Obodoani. If
a man dies at this time he is not buried but a@stthe Evil Forest. It is a bad custom
which these people observe because they lack uaddmsg. They throw away large
numbers of men and women without burial. And wkathe result? Their clan is full of

the evil spirits of these unburied dead, hungrgiddarm to the living."

After the Week of Peace every man and his famégdn to clear the bush to
make new farms. The cut bush was left to dry arel\iias then set to it. As the smoke
rose into the sky kites appeared from differenéations and hovered over the burning
field in silent valediction. The rainy season wapr@aching when they would go away
until the dry season returned.

Okonkwo spent the next few days preparing his -s@eads. He looked at each
yam carefully to see whether it was good for sowlBigmetimes he decided that a yam
was too big to be sown as one seed and he sggftily along its length with his sharp
knife. His eldest son, Nwoye, and lkemefuna helpiga by fetching the yams in long
baskets from the barn and in counting the prepaesdis in groups of four hundred.
Sometimes Okonkwo gave them a few yams each t@apreBut he always found fault
with their effort, and he said so with much threaig.

"Do you think you are cutting up yams for cookihgi@ asked Nwoye. "If you

split another yam of this size, | shall break y@aw. You think you are still a child. |



began to own a farm at your age. And you," he saitkemefuna, "do you not grow

yams where you come from?"

Inwardly Okonkwo knew that the boys were still pmung to understand fully
the difficult art of preparing seed-yams. But heught that one could not begin too
early. Yam stood for manliness, and he who couddl feis family on yams from one
harvest to another was a very great man indeednkdm wanted his son to be a great
farmer and a great man. He would stamp out theugiigg signs of laziness which he

thought he already saw in him.

"I will not have a son who cannot hold up his heathe gathering of the clan. |
would sooner strangle him with my own hands. Angafi stand staring at me like

that,” he swore, "Amadiora will break your head you!"

Some days later, when the land had been moistanédo or three heavy rains,
Okonkwo and his family went to the farm with baskef seed-yams, their hoes and
machetes, and the planting began. They made simgleds of earth in straight lines all

over the field and sowed the yams in them.

Yam, the king of crops, was a very exacting kiRgr three or four moons it
demanded hard work and constant attention fromaroektill the chickens went back
to roost. The young tendrils were protected fromheheat with rings of sisal leaves. As
the rains became heavier the women planted maiglns and beans between the yam
mounds. The yams were then staked, first witheligilicks and later with tall and big
tree branches. The women weeded the farm three tndefinite periods in the life of

the yams, neither early nor late.

And now the rains had really come, so heavy amsgigtent that even the village
rain-maker no longer claimed to be able to inteevefie could not stop the rain now,
just as he would not attempt to start it in therheé the dry season, without serious
danger to his own health. The personal dynamismimed to counter the forces of these

extremes of weather would be far too great forhinman frame.



And so nature was not interfered with in the meddif the rainy season.
Sometimes it poured down in such thick sheets akemthat earth and sky seemed
merged in one grey wetness. It was then uncertdietiver the low rumbling of
Amadiora's thunder came from above or below. Ahdimoes, in each of the countless
thatched huts of Umuofia, children sat around thesther's cooking fire telling stories,
or with their father in his obi warming themselfesm a log fire, roasting and eating
maize. It was a brief resting period between thactrg and arduous planting season

and the equally exacting but light-hearted montharf/ests.

Ikemefuna had begun to feel like a member of Olai& family. He still
thought about his mother and his three-year-olgisisind he had moments of sadness
and depression But he and Nwoye had become soydattpthed to each other that
such moments became less frequent and less poidkemefuna had an endless stock
of folk tales. Even those which Nwoye knew alreaaye told with a new freshness and
the local flavour of a different clan. Nwoye remeardd this period very vividly till the
end of his life. He even remembered how he hadhledgvhen lkemefuna told him that
the proper name for a corn cob with only a fewtscatl grains was eze-agadi-nwayi, or
the teeth of an old woman. Nwoye's mind had gonemediately to Nwayieke, who

lived near the udala tree. She had about threl &aet was always smoking her pipe.

Gradually the rains became lighter and less frequend earth and sky once
again became separate. The rain fell in thin, slgnshowers through sunshine and
quiet breeze. Children no longer stayed indoorsrhaat about singing: "The rain is

falling, the sun is shining, Alone Nnadi is cookiagd eating."

Nwoye always wondered who Nnadi was and why hellshiove all by himself,
cooking and eating. In the end he decided that Nmagst live in that land of
Ikemefuna's favourite story where the ant holdsdasrt in splendour and the sands

dance forever.



CHAPTER FIVE

The Feast of the New Yam was approaching and Uraueés in a festival mood. It
was an occasion for giving thanks to Ani, the eajtiudess and the source of all
fertility. Ani played a greater part in the life tife people than any other diety. She was
the ultimate judge of morality and conduct. And whkaas more, she was in close

communion with the departed fathers of the clansehbodies had been committed to
earth.

The Feast of the New Yam was held every year befloe harvest began, to
honour the earth goddess and the ancestral spiritee clan. New yams could not be
eaten until some had first been offered to theseepp Men and women, young and
old, looked forward to the New Yam Festival becatigegan the season of plenty--the
new year. On the last night before the festivaigaf the old year were all disposed of
by those who still had them. The new year mustrbagfh tasty, fresh yams and not the
shrivelled and fibrous crop of the previous yeall éooking pots, calabashes and
wooden bowls were thoroughly washed, especiallywwbeden mortar in which yam
was pounded. Yam foo-foo and vegetable soup washie¢ food in the celebration. So
much of it was cooked that, no matter how heavily family ate or how many friends
and relatives they invited from neighbouring viksg there was always a large quantity
of food left over at the end of the day. The stwas always told of a wealthy man who
set before his guests a mound of foo-foo so higl tifose who sat on one side could
not see what was happening on the other, and itneasintil late in the evening that
one of them saw for the first time his in-law whadharrived during the course of the
meal and had fallen to on the opposite side. It waly then that they exchanged
greetings and shook hands over what was left ofabé.

The New Yam Festival was thus an occasion forthwgughout Umuofia. And
every man whose arm was strong, as the 1bo peaplewsas expected to invite large
numbers of guests from far and wide. Okonkwo alwasieed his wives' relations, and

since he now had three wives his guests would radkéely big crowd.



But somehow Okonkwo could never become as enthtisiaver feasts as most
people. He was a good eater and he could drinkooteo fairly big gourds of palm-
wine. But he was always uncomfortable sitting atbéor days waiting for a feast or

getting over it. He would be very much happier vwogkon his farm.

The festival was now only three days away. Okorikwaves had scrubbed the
walls and the huts with red earth until they refeclight. They had then drawn patterns
on them in white, yellow and dark green. They teehabout painting themselves with
cam wood and drawing beautiful black patterns airtbtomachs and on their backs.
The children were also decorated, especially thair, which was shaved in beautiful
patterns. The three women talked excitedly aboatréfations who had been invited,
and the children revelled in the thought of beipgied by these visitors from the
motherland. lkemefuna was equally excited. The Nam Festival seemed to him to
be a much bigger event here than in his own villageplace which was already

becoming remote and vague in his imagination.

And then the storm burst. Okonkwo, who had beelking about aimlessly in

his compound in suppressed anger, suddenly fourd tet.
"Who killed this banana tree?" he asked.
A hush fell on the compound immediately.
"Who killed this tree? Or are you all deaf and @

As a matter of fact the tree was very much al®@konkwo's second wife had
merely cut a few leaves off it to wrap some foodd ahe said so. Without further
argument Okonkwo gave her a sound beating andhkeftand her only daughter
weeping. Neither of the other wives dared to imesfbeyond an occasional and

tentative, "It is enough, Okonkwo," pleaded fromeasonable distance.

His anger thus satisfied, Okonkwo decided to gb lmnting. He had an old
rusty gun made by a clever blacksmith who had ctorire in Umuofta long ago. But
although Okonkwo was a great man whose prowessunasrsally acknowledged, he

was not a hunter. In fact he had not killed a rdhwis gun. And so when he called



Ikemefuna to fetch his gun, the wife who had juserb beaten murmured something
about guns that never shot. Unfortunately for hkor@®wo heard it and ran madly into

his room for the loaded gun, ran out again and diateher as she clambered over the
dwarf wall of the barn. He pressed the trigger trede was a loud report accompanied
by the wail of his wives and children. He threw dotlie gun and jumped into the barn
and there lay the woman, very much shaken andtémggd but quite unhurt. He heaved

a heavy sigh and went away with the gun.

In spite of this incident the New Yam Festival veadebrated with great joy in
Okonkwo's household. Early that morning as he effea sacrifice of new yam and
palm oil to his ancestors he asked them to prdtect his children and their mothers in

the new year.

As the day wore on his in-laws arrived from thseerounding villages, and each
party brought with them a huge pot of palm-winedAhere was eating and drinking till
night, when Okonkwo's in-laws began to leave fairtthomes The second day of the
new year was the day of the great wrestling mag&ttvéen Okonkwo's village and their
neighbours. It was difficult to say which the pemmnjoyed more, the feasting and
fellowship of the first day or the wrestling Cortted the second. But there was one
woman who had no doubt whatever in her mind. She @konkwo's second wife
Ekwefi, whom he nearly shot. There was no festinalll the seasons of the year which
gave her as much pleasure as the wrestling matenyMears ago when she was the
village beauty Okonkwo had won her heart by thrgntine Cat in the greatest contest
within living memory. She did not marry him thencbese he was too poor to pay her
bride-price. But a few years later she ran awagnfleer husband and came to live with
Okonkwo. All this happened many years ago. Now Bkwas a woman of forty-five
who had suffered a great deal in her time. Butldv® of wrestling contests was still as

strong as it was thirty years ago.

It was not yet noon on the second day of the Neamn Yestival. Ekwefi and her
only daughter, Ezinma, sat near the fireplace ngitor the water in the pot to boil. The
fowl Ekwefi had just killed was in the wooden mart&he water began to boil, and in

one deft movement she lifted the pot from the dinel poured the boiling water over the



fowl. She put back the empty pot on the circulad pathe corner, and looked at her
palms, which were black with soot. Ezinma was akvsyrprised that her mother could

lift a pot from the fire with her bare hands.

"Ekwefi," she said, "is it true that when peopie grown up, fire does not burn

them?" Ezinma, unlike most children, called hermeotoy her name.

"Yes," replied Ekwefi, too busy to argue. Her dateg was only ten years old

but she was wiser than her years.

"But Nwoye's mother dropped her pot of hot souwdther day and it broke on

the floor."
Ekwefi turned the hen over in the mortar and begasuck the feathers.

"Ekwefi,” said Ezinma, who had joined in pluckitite feathers, "my eyelid is

twitching."
"It means you are going to cry," said her mother.
"No," Ezinma said, "it is this eyelid, the top dhe
"That means you will see something."
"What will | see?" she asked.
"How can | know?" Ekwefi wanted her to work it cherself.
"Oho," said Ezinma at last. "I know what it isetivrestling match."

At last the hen was plucked clean. Ekwefi trieghti out the horny beak but it
was too hard. She turned round on her low stool@ndhe beak in the fire for a few

moments. She pulled again and it came off.

"Ekwefi!" a voice called from one of the other swutt was Nwoye's mother,

Okonkwo's first wife.



"Is that me?" Ekwefi called back. That was the ywapple answered calls from

outside. They never answered yes for fear it mighan evil spirit calling.

"Will you give Ezinma some fire to bring to me?"eHown children and

Ikemefuna had gone to the stream.

Ekwefi put a few live coals into a piece of brokeot and Ezinma carried it

across the clean swept compound to Nwoye's mother.

"Thank you, Nma," she said. She was peeling newsyand in a basket beside

her were green vegetables and beans.

"Let me make the fire for you," Ezinma offered.

"Thank you, Ezigbo," she said. She often calledBmgbo, which means "the

good one."

Ezinma went outside and brought some sticks framuge bundle of firewood.
She broke them into little pieces across the sbleeo foot and began to build a fire,

blowing it with her breath.

"You will blow your eyes out," said Nwoye's mothkroking up from the yams
she was peeling. "Use the fan." She stood up ahedpout the fan which was fastened
into one of the rafters. As soon as she got uptriwblesome nanny goat, which had
been dutifully eating yam peelings, dug her teato the real thing, scooped out two
mouthfuls and fled from the hut to chew the cudhia goats' shed. Nwoye's mother
swore at her and settled down again to her pediimgma’s fire was now sending up
thick clouds of smoke. She went on fanning it umidurst into flames. Nwoye's mother

thanked her and she went back to her mother's hut.

Just then the distant beating of drums began dohrehem. It came from the
direction of the ilo, the village playground. Everjlage had its own ilo which was as
old as the village itself and where all the gresremonies and dances took place. The
drums beat the unmistakable wrestling dance - quight and gay, and it came floating

on the wind.



Okonkwo cleared his throat and moved his feeh¢olteat of the drums. It filled
him with fire as it had always done from his youle trembled with the desire to

conquer and subdue. It was like the desire for woma
"We shall be late for the wrestling," said Ezintnder mother.
"They will not begin until the sun goes down."
"But they are beating the drums."”

"Yes. The drums begin at noon but the wrestlingisvantil the sun begins to

sink. Go and see if your father has brought outs/éonthe afternoon."
"He has. Nwoye's mother is already cooking."

"Go and bring our own, then. We must cook quiakiywe shall be late for the

wrestling."

Ezinma ran in the direction of the barn and brauggck two yams from the

dwarf wall.

Ekwefi peeled the yams quickly. The troublesomenyagoat sniffed about,
eating the peelings. She cut the yams into smatdigs and began to prepare a pottage,
using some of the chicken.

At that moment they heard someone crying justidettheir compound. It was

very much like Obiageli, Nwoye's sister.

"Is that not Obiageli weeping?" Ekwefi called a&sothe yard to Nwoye's
mother.

"Yes," she replied. "She must have broken her nate'

The weeping was now quite close and soon the refmildiled in, carrying on
their heads various sizes of pots suitable to thears. Ikemefuna came first with the

biggest pot, closely followed by Nwoye and his tysunger brothers. Obiageli brought



up the rear, her face streaming with tears. InHaed was the cloth pad on which the

pot should have rested on her head.

"What happened?" her mother asked, and Obiaddliheer mournful story. Her

mother consoled her and promised to buy her hehangot.

Nwoye's younger brothers were about to tell theather the true story of the
accident when Ikemefuna looked at them sternlythayg held their peace. The fact was
that Obiageli had been making inyanga with her Sbe had balanced it on her head,
folded her arms in front of her and began to swaywnist like a grown-up young lady.
When the pot fell down and broke she burst outhégy She only began to weep when

they got near the iroko tree outside their compound

The drums were still beating, persistent and ungimg. Their sound was no
longer a separate thing from the living villagewts like the pulsation of its heart. It
throbbed in the air, in the sunshine, and everhanttees, and filled the village with

excitement.

Ekwefi ladled her husband's share of the pottage a bowl and covered it.

Ezinma took it to him in his obi.

Okonkwo was sitting on a goatskin already eatiisdihst wife's meal. Obiageli,
who had brought it from her mother's hut, sat am flbor waiting for him to finish.

Ezinma placed her mother's dish before him and/ghtObiageli.

"Sit like a woman!" Okonkwo shouted at her. Ezintmaught her two legs

together and stretched them in front of her.
"Father, will you go to see the wrestling?" Ezinasked after a suitable interval.
"Yes," he answered. "Will you go?"

"Yes." And after a pause she said: "Can | bringryahair for you?"



"No, that is a boy's job." Okonkwo was specialyd of Ezinma. She looked
very much like her mother, who was once the villbgauty. But his fondness only

showed on very rare occasions.

"Obiageli broke her pot today," Ezinma said.

"Yes, she has told me about it," Okonkwo said eefmvmouthfuls.

"Father," said Obiageli, "people should not talkew they are eating or pepper

may go down the wrong way."

"That is very true. Do you hear that, Ezinma? ‘e older than Obiageli but

she has more sense."

He uncovered his second wife's dish and begaattér@m it. Obiageli took the
first dish and returned to her mother's hut. ArehtilNkechi came in, bringing the third
dish. Nkechi was the daughter of Okonkwao's thirtewi

In the distance the drums continued to beat.



CHAPTER SIX

The whole village turned out on the ilo, men, wonaex children. They stood round in
a huge circle leaving the centre of the playgrofred. The elders and grandees of the
village sat on their own stools brought there bgirttyoung sons or slaves. Okonkwo
was among them. All others stood except those vaineecearly enough to secure places

on the few stands which had been built by placmgath logs on forked pillars.

The wrestlers were not there yet and the drumineld the field. They too sat
just in front of the huge circle of spectators,ifigcthe elders. Behind them was the big
and ancient silk-cotton tree which was sacred.itSpif good children lived in that tree
waiting to be born. On ordinary days young womerowlesired children came to sit
under its shade.

There were seven drums and they were arrangeddiaogdo their sizes in a
long wooden basket. Three men beat them with stieksking feverishly from one

drum to another. They were possessed by the spitie drums.

The young men who kept order on these occasiosBediaabout, consulting
among themselves and with the leaders of the twestlung teams, who were still
outside the circle, behind the crowd. Once in alevhivo young men carrying palm
fronds ran round the circle and kept the crowd baglbeating the ground in front of

them or, if they were stubborn, their legs and.feet

At last the two teams danced into the circle dreldrowd roared and clapped.
The drums rose to a frenzy. The people surged fohvilche young men who kept order
flew around, waving their palm fronds. Old men neddo the beat of the drums and

remembered the days when they wrestled to its iicatixg rhythm.

The contest began with boys of fifteen or sixteEmere were only three such
boys in each team. They were not the real wrestleey merely set the scene. Within a

short time the first two bouts were over. But the@d created a big sensation even



among the elders who did not usually show theiitereent so openly. It was as quick
as the other two, perhaps even quicker. But vemydeople had ever seen that kind of
wrestling before. As soon as the two boys closeai® of them did something which
no one could describe because it had been as gaiekflash. And the other boy was
flat on his back. The crowd roared and clapped fané while drowned the frenzied
drums. Okonkwo sprang to his feet and quickly satrdagain. Three young men from
the victorious boy's team ran forward, carried Bmulder high and danced through the
cheering crowd. Everybody soon knew who the boy. whs name was Maduka, the

son of Obierika.

The drummers stopped for a brief rest before #ad matches. Their bodies
shone with sweat, and they took up fans and begdantthemselves. They also drank
water from small pots and ate kola nuts. They becandinary human beings again,
talking and laughing among themselves and withrstino stood near them. The air,
which had been stretched taut with excitementxeslaagain. It was as if water had
been poured on the tightened skin of a drum. Magpfe looked around, perhaps for

the first time, and saw those who stood or sat tetttem.

"l did not know it was you," Ekwefi said to the man who had stood shoulder

to shoulder with her since the beginning of theanes.

"l do not blame you," said the woman. "I have meseen such a large crowd of

people. Is it true that Okonkwo nearly killed yoitlwhis gun?”

"It is true indeed, my dear friend. | cannot yiatlfa mouth with which to tell the

story."
"Your chi is very much awake, my friend. And hawny daughter, Ezinma?"
"She has been very well for some time now. Pershpshas come to stay."
"l think she has. How old is she now?"

"She is about ten years old."



"l think she will stay. They usually stay if thdp not die before the age of six."
"| pray she stays," said Ekwefi with a heavy sigh.

The woman with whom she talked was called Chi€lee was the priestess of
Agbala, the Oracle of the Hills and the Caves.rttirary life Chielo was a widow with
two children. She was very friendly with Ekwefi atitty shared a common shed in the
market. She was particularly fond of Ekwefi's odjughter, Ezinma, whom she called
"my daughter.” Quite often she bought beancakesgand Ekwefi some to take home
to Ezinma. Anyone seeing Chielo in ordinary life ulb hardly believe she was the

same person who prophesied when the spirit of Asglvals upon her.

The drummers took up their sticks and the air esleiet and grew tense like a

tightened bow.

The two teams were ranged facing each other athesslear space. A young
man from one team danced across the centre tahkee side and pointed at whomever

he wanted to fight. They danced back to the cangether and then closed in.

There were twelve men on each side and the cly@lemnt from one side to the
other. Two judges walked around the wrestlers amerwthey thought they were
equally matched, stopped them. Five matches emd#ds way. But the really exciting
moments were when a man was thrown. The huge abitiee crowd then rose to the

sky and in every direction. It was even heard engtrrounding villages.

The last match was between the leaders of thesteBhney were among the best
wrestlers in all the nine villages. The crowd wamrdkewho would throw the other this
year. Some said Okafo was the better man, othedsheawas not the equal of Ikezue.
Last year neither of them had thrown the other @tengh the judges had allowed the
contest to go on longer than was the custom. Tlaelythe same style and one saw the

other's plans beforehand. It might happen agasytdsar.

Dusk was already approaching when their contegaeThe drums went mad
and the crowds also. They surged forward as theytsmg men danced into the circle.

The palm fronds were helpless in keeping them back.



Ikezue held out his right hand. Okafo seizednd they closed in. It was a fierce
contest. Ikezue strove to dig in his right heelibd©kafo so as to pitch him backwards
in the clever ege style. But the one knew whatdter was thinking. The crowd had
surrounded and swallowed up the drummers, whos#idrahythm was no longer a

mere disembodied sound but the very heartbeaegbi¢ople.

The wrestlers were now almost still in each othgrip. The muscles on their
arms and their thighs and on their backs stoodhndttwitched. It looked like an equal
match. The two judges were already moving forwarcgéparate them when Ikezue,
now desperate, went down quickly on one knee inadampt to fling his man
backwards over his head. It was a sad miscalcualatiguick as the lightning of
Amadiora, Okafo raised his right leg and swungvérdhis rival's head. The crowd burst
into a thunderous roar. Okafo was swept off his ligehis supporters and carried home
shoulder high. They sang his praise and the yoummen clapped their hands: "Who

will wrestle for our village?
Okafo will wrestle for our village. Has he throwrhundred men?
He has thrown four hundred men. Has he thrownnalted Cats?

He has thrown four hundred Cats. Then send hind wwfight for us."



CHAPTER SEVEN

For three years Ikemefuna lived in Okonkwo's hookeland the elders of Umuofia
seemed to have forgotten about him. He grew ragikéya yam tendril in the rainy

season, and was full of the sap of life. He hadbex wholly absorbed into his new
family. He was like an elder brother to Nwoye, drain the very first seemed to have
kindled a new fire in the younger boy. He made feel grown-up, and they no longer
spent the evenings in his mother's hut while stuked, but now sat with Okonkwo in

his obi, or watched him as he tapped his palm toeethe evening wine. Nothing

pleased Nwoye now more than to be sent for by lather or another of his father's
wives to do one of those difficult and masculingk&in the home, like splitting wood,
or pounding food. On receiving such a message tfirauyounger brother or sister,

Nwoye would feign annoyance and grumble aloud atamen and their troubles.

Okonkwo was inwardly pleased at his son's devetwygmand he knew it was
due to Ikemefuna. He wanted Nwoye to grow intowgtoyoung man capable of ruling

his father's household when he was dead and ggomtthe ancestors.

He wanted him to be a prosperous man, having dnoudyis barn to feed the
ancestors with regular sacrifices. And so he wasyd happy when he heard him
grumbling about women. That showed that in timewwild be able to control his
women-folk. No matter how prosperous a man walseitvas unable to rule his women
and his children (and especially his women) he m@sreally a man. He was like the

man in the song who had ten and one wives andnmtgh soup for his foo-foo.

So Okonkwo encouraged the boys to sit with hinhisiobi, and he told them
stories of the land--masculine stories of violeace bloodshed. Nwoye knew that it
was right to be masculine and to be violent, bumedoow he still preferred the stories
that his mother used to tell, and which she no tstil told to her younger children--
stories of the tortoise and his wily ways, andha bird eneke-nti-oba who challenged
the whole world to a wrestling contest and was lfgnahrown by the cat. He

remembered the story she often told of the quaetleen Earth and Sky long ago, and



how Sky withheld rain for seven years, until cregthered and the dead could not be
buried because the hoes broke on the stony EartasAVulture was sent to plead with
Sky, and to soften his heart with a song of théesufy of the sons of men. Whenever
Nwoye's mother sang this song he felt carried awdkie distant scene in the sky where
Vulture, Earth's emissary, sang for mercy. At sy was moved to pity, and he gave
to Vulture rain wrapped in leaves of coco-yam. Bathe flew home his long talon
pierced the leaves and the rain fell as it had méaiken before. And so heavily did it
rain on Vulture that he did not return to delivés message but flew to a distant land,
from where he had espied a fire. And when he gaethe found it was a man making a

sacrifice. He warmed himself in the fire and at déntrails.

That was the kind of story that Nwoye loved. Batriow knew that they were
for foolish women and children, and he knew that father wanted him to be a man.
And so he feigned that he no longer cared for wosngtiories. And when he did this he
saw that his father was pleased, and no longekesbhim or beat him. So Nwoye and
Ikemefuna would listen to Okonkwo's stories aboiltat wars, or how, years ago, he
had stalked his victim, overpowered him and obfihis first human head. And as he
told them of the past they sat in darkness or tine glow of logs, waiting for the
women to finish their cooking. When they finishedch brought her bowl of foo-foo
and bowl of soup to her husband. An oil lamp wasid Okonkwo tasted from each

bowl, and then passed two shares to Nwoye and lkerae

In this way the moons and the seasons passedth&ndhe locusts came. It had
not happened for many a long year. The eldersleaigsts came once in a generation,
reappeared every year for seven years and theppdiaeed for another lifetime. They
went back to their caves in a distant land, whieey were guarded by a race of stunted
men. And then after another lifetime these men egddahe caves again and the locusts

came to Umuofia.

They came in the cold harmattan season after déineebts had been gathered,

and ate up all the wild grass in the fields.

Okonkwo and the two boys were working on the redeo walls of the

compound. This was one of the lighter tasks ofdfter-harvest season. A new cover of



thick palm branches and palm leaves was set owdlie to protect them from the next
rainy season. Okonkwo worked on the outside ofwh# and the boys worked from
within. There were little holes from one side te tither in the upper levels of the wall,
and through these Okonkwo passed the rope, oietiget the boys and they passed it
round the wooden stays and then back to him,- andhis way the cover was

strengthened on the wall.

The women had gone to the bush to collect firewaod the little children to
visit their playmates in the neighbouring compounidse harmattan was in the air and
seemed to distill a hazy feeling of sleep on theldv@®konkwo and the boys worked in
complete silence, which was only broken when a paln frond was lifted on to the

wall or when a busy hen moved dry leaves abouenckaseless search for food.

And then quite suddenly a shadow fell on the waaltl the sun seemed hidden
behind a thick cloud. Okonkwo looked up from hisrkvand wondered if it was going
to rain at such an unlikely time of the year. Blat@st immediately a shout of joy broke
out in all directions, and Umuofia, which had dozedhe noon-day haze, broke into

life and activity.

"Locusts are descending,” was joyfully chantedrgwvbere, and men, women
and children left their work or their play and ramio the open to see the unfamiliar
sight. The locusts had not come for many, manysyesard only the old people had seen

them before.

At first, a fairly small swarm came. They were thebingers sent to survey the
land. And then appeared on the horizon a slowlyingpwmass like a boundless sheet of
black cloud drifting towards Umuofia. Soon it coedrhalf the sky, and the solid mass
was now broken by tiny eyes of light like shinirtgrsdust. It was a tremendous sight,

full of power and beauty.

Everyone was now about, talking excitedly and prguthat the locusts should
camp in Umuofia for the night. For although locus#sl not visited Umuofia for many
years, everybody knew by instinct that they wereyvgood to eat. And at last the

locusts did descend. They settled on every treecarglery blade of grass, they settled



on the roofs and covered the bare ground. Migletly branches broke away under them,

and the whole country became the brown-earth cabtlre vast, hungry swarm.

Many people went out with baskets trying to catblem, but the elders
counselled patience till nightfall. And they werght. The locusts settled in the bushes
for the night and their wings became wet with déhen all Umuofia turned out in spite
of the cold harmattan, and everyone filled his bagd pots with locusts. The next
morning they were roasted in clay pots and theaapin the sun until they became dry

and brittle. And for many days this rare food watea with solid palm-oil.

Okonkwo sat in his obi crunching happily with lkefuna and Nwoye, and
drinking palm-wine copiously, when Ogbuefi Ezeudume in. Ezeudu was the oldest
man in this quarter of Umuofia. He had been a gasak fearless warrior in his time,
and was now accorded great respect in all the &laefused to join in the meal, and
asked Okonkwo to have a word with him outside. Anodhey walked out together, the
old man supporting himself with his stick. Whenytheere out of earshot, he said to
Okonkwo: "That boy calls you father. Do not bedraand in his death.” Okonkwo was
surprised, and was about to say something wheolthman continued: "Yes, Umuofia
has decided to kill him. The Oracle of the Hillddahe Caves has pronounced it. They
will take him outside Umuofia as is the custom, &idhim there. But | want you to

have nothing to do with it. He calls you his father

The next day a group of elders from all the niflages of Umuofia came to
Okonkwo's house early in the morning, and befosy thegan to speak in low tones
Nwoye and Ikemefuna were sent out. They did not géaty long, but when they went
away Okonkwo sat still for a very long time suppugthis chin in his palms. Later in
the day he called lkemefuna and told him that he twabe taken home the next day.
Nwoye overheard it and burst into tears, whereugerfather beat him heavily. As for
Ikemefuna, he was at a loss. His own home had gtlydoecome very faint and distant.
He still missed his mother and his sister and wdwddvery glad to see them. But
somehow he knew he was not going to see them. iHembered once when men had
talked in low tones with his father, and it seemeav as if it was happening all over

again.



Later, Nwoye went to his mother's hut and told tinat Ikemefuna was going
home. She immediately dropped her pestle with wklad was grinding pepper, folded

her arms across her breast and sighed, "Poor'thild.

The next day, the men returned with a pot of wifteey were all fully dressed
as if they were going to a big clan meeting or &y p visit to a neighbouring village.
They passed their cloths under the right arm-pig &ung their goatskin bags and
sheathed machetes over their left shoulders. Okordot ready quickly and the party
set out with Ikemefuna carrying the pot of wine.d&athly silence descended on
Okonkwo's compound. Even the very little childreemed to know. Throughout that

day Nwoye sat in his mother's hut and tears stodusi eyes.

At the beginning of their journey the men of Umaaklked and laughed about
the locusts, about their women, and about somengftde men who had refused to
come with them. But as they drew near to the odtskif Umuofia silence fell upon

them too.

The sun rose slowly to the centre of the sky,theddry, sandy footway began to
throw up the heat that lay buried in it. Some bictgruped in the forests around. The
men trod dry leaves on the sand. All else was tilEmen from the distance came the
faint beating of the ekwe. It rose and faded wiih tvind--a peaceful dance from a

distant clan.

"It is an ozo dance," the men said among themseRet no one was sure where
it was coming from. Some said Ezimili, others AbaareAninta. They argued for a
short while and fell into silence again, and thesele dance rose and fell with the wind.
Somewhere a man was taking one of the titles oflais, with music and dancing and a

great feast.

The footway had now become a narrow line in therthef the forest. The short
trees and sparse undergrowth which surrounded érésmuillage began to give way to
giant trees and climbers which perhaps had stoodh fthe beginning of things,
untouched by the axe and the bush-fire. The suakbrg through their leaves and

branches threw a pattern of light and shade osahdy footway.



Ikemefuna heard a whisper close behind him anteturound sharply. The man

who had whispered now called out aloud, urgingatters to hurry up.

"We still have a long way to go," he said. Therahe another man went before

Ikemefuna and set a faster pace.

Thus the men of Umuofia pursued their way, armild sheathed machetes, and
Ikemefuna, carrying a pot of palm-wine on his heaalked in their midst. Although he
had felt uneasy at first, he was not afraid nowoi@vo walked behind him. He could
hardly imagine that Okonkwo was not his real fatliie had never been fond of his real
father, and at the end of three years he had bevemyeadistant indeed. But his mother
and his three-year-old sister... of course she dvaot be three now, but six. Would he
recognise her now? She must have grown quite bigv His mother would weep for
joy, and thank Okonkwo for having looked after fsmwell and for bringing him back.
She would want to hear everything that had happémédn in all these years. Could he
remember them all? He would tell her about Nwoyd &is mother, and about the
locusts... Then quite suddenly a thought came iypon His mother might be dead. He
tried in vain to force the thought out of his mifidchen he tried to settle the matter the
way he used to settle such matters when he watlealdoy. He still remembered the

song: Eze elina, elina!

Sala

Eze ilikwa ya

Ikwaba akwa ogholi

Ebe Danda nechi eze Ebe

Uzuzu nete egwu Sala



He sang it in his mind, and walked to its beath#& song ended on his right foot,
his mother was alive. If it ended on his left, slees dead. No, not dead, but ill. It ended
on the right. She was alive and well. He sang tmsagain, and it ended on the left.
But the second time did not count. The first vaje¢s to Chukwu, or God's house. That
was a favourite saying of children. Ikemefuna li&k a child once more. It must be the

thought of going home to his mother.

One of the men behind him cleared his throat. kdeima looked back, and the
man growled at him to go on and not stand lookiagkb The way he said it sent cold
fear down Ikemefuna's back. His hands trembled etygon the black pot he carried.
Why had Okonkwo withdrawn to the rear? lkemefuriaties legs melting under him.

And he was afraid to look back.

As the man who had cleared his throat drew up mmsed his machete,
Okonkwo looked away. He heard the blow. The pdtaietl broke in the sand. He heard
Ikemefuna cry, "My father, they have killed me!" las ran towards him. Dazed with
fear, Okonkwo drew his machete and cut him downwds afraid of being thought

weak.

As soon as his father walked in, that night, Nwéyew that lkemefuna had
been killed, and something seemed to give way @sion, like the snapping of a
tightened bow. He did not cry. He just hung limm kiad had the same kind of feeling
not long ago, during the last harvest season. Estaifgt loved the harvest season. Those
who were big enough to carry even a few yams inyaldasket went with grown-ups to
the farm. And if they could not help in digging tie yams, they could gather firewood
together for roasting the ones that would be etitere on the farm. This roasted yam
soaked in red palm-oil and eaten in the open faa® sweeter than any meal at home. It
was after such a day at the farm during the lastesa that Nwoye had felt for the first
time a snapping inside him like the one he now. fElitey were returning home with
baskets of yams from a distant farm across tharstnehen they heard the voice of an
infant crying in the thick forest. A sudden husid liallen on the women, who had been
talking, and they had quickened their steps. Nwiogd heard that twins were put in

earthenware pots and thrown away in the foresthbutad never yet come across them.



A vague chill had descended on him and his headskathed to swell, like a solitary
walker at night who passes an evil spirit an thg.wiénen something had given way
inside him. It descended on him again, this feelmigen his father walked in that night

after killing lkemefuna.



CHAPTER EIGHT

Okonkwo did not taste any food for two days after teath of Ikemefuna. He drank
palm-wine from morning till night, and his eyes weed and fierce like the eyes of a rat
when it was caught by the tail and dashed agaiestioor. He called his son, Nwoye, to
sit with him in his obi. But the boy was afraididf and slipped out of the hut as soon

as he noticed him dozing.

He did not sleep at night. He tried not to thitoat Ikemefuna,-but the more he
tried the more he thought about him. Once he golraim bed and walked about his
compound. But he was so weak that his legs coutdhha&arry him. He felt like a
drunken giant walking with the limbs of a mosquitdow and then a cold shiver

descended on his head and spread down his body.

On the third day he asked his second wife, Ekwefroast plantains for him.

She prepared it the way he liked--with slices ¢dbeian and fish.

"You have not eaten for two days," said his daegBizinma when she brought
the food to him. "So you must finish this." She datvn and stretched her legs in front
of her. Okonkwo ate the food absent-mindedly. 'Steuld have been a boy,' he thought
as he looked at his ten-year-old daughter. He pldssea piece of fish.

"Go and bring me some cold water," he said. Ezimosbed out of the hut,
chewing the fish, and soon returned with a bowt@dl water from the earthen pot in

her mother's hut.

Okonkwo took the bowl! from her and gulped the watevn. He ate a few more

pieces of plaintain and pushed the dish aside.

"Bring me my bag," he asked, and Ezinma broughgbatskin bag from the far
end of the hut. He searched in it for his snuffdleott was a deep bag and took almost
the whole length of his arm. It contained othengsi apart from his snuff-bottle. There

was a drinking horn in it, and also a drinking ghuand they knocked against each



other as he searched. When he brought out the-botifé he tapped it a few times
against his knee-cap before taking out some snuthe palm of his left hand. Then he
remembered that he had not taken out his snuffrspide searched his bag again and
brought out a small, flat, ivory spoon, with whibtle carried the brown snuff to his

nostrils.

Ezinma took the dish in one hand and the emptemidw! in the other and
went back to her mother's hut. "She should have beeoy,” Okonkwo said to himself
again. His mind went back to lkemefuna and he shielf only he could find some
work to do he would be able to forget. But it whs season of rest between the harvest
and the next planting season. The only work that did at this time was covering the
walls of their compound with new palm fronds. An#ddkwo had already done that.
He had finished it on the very day the locusts camieen he had worked on one side of

the wall and Ikemefuna and Nwoye on the other.

"When did you become a shivering old woman," Okealasked himself, "you,
who are known in all the nine villages for youraal in war? How can a man who has
killed five men in battle fall to pieces becauseHas added a boy to their number?

Okonkwo, you have become a woman indeed."

He sprang to his feet, hung his goatskin bag ershoulder and went to visit his
friend, Obierika.

Obierika was sitting outside under the shade obramge tree making thatches
from leaves of the raffia-palm. He exchanged gnegstiwith Okonkwo and led the way

into his obi.

"l was coming over to see you as soon as | fimighat thatch,” he said, rubbing

off the grains of sand that clung to his thighs.
"Is it well?" Okonkwo asked.

"Yes," replied Obierika. "My daughter's suitorasming today and | hope we

will clinch the matter of the bride-price. | wardyto be there."



Just then Obierika's son, Maduka, came into thefram outside, greeted
Okonkwo and turned towards the compound, "Come simake hands with me,"
Okonkwo said to the lad. "Your wrestling the otdery gave me much happiness.” The

boy smiled, shook hands with Okonkwo and went theocompound.

"He will do great things," Okonkwo said. "If | hadson like him | should be
happy. | am worried about Nwoye. A bowl of poundgins can throw him in a
wrestling match. His two younger brothers are mpremising. But | can tell you,
Obierika, that my children do not resemble me. Whame the young suckers that will
grow when the old banana tree dies? If Ezinma heshlka boy | would have been

happier. She has the right spirit."

"You worry yourself for nothing,” said ObierikaTHe children are still very

young."

"Nwoye is old enough to impregnate a woman. Atdge | was already fending
for myself. No, my friend, he is not too young. Aick that will grow into a cock can be
spotted the very day it hatches. | have done my toesiake Nwoye grow into a man,

but there is too much of his mother in him."

"Too much of his grandfather," Obierika thoughit he did not say it. The same
thought also came to Okonkwo's mind. But he had learned how to lay that ghost.
Whenever the thought of his father's weakness aigré troubled him he expelled it
by thinking about his own strength and success. smtie did now. His mind went to

his latest show of manliness.

"l cannot understand why you refused to come wlto kill that boy," he asked
Obierika.

"Because | did not want to," Obierika replied giyar"l had something better to
do."

"You sound as if you question the authority arel dlecision of the Oracle, who

said he should die."



"l do not. Why should 1? But the Oracle did ndt ase to carry out its decision."”

"But someone had to do it. If we were all afrafdbmod, it would not be done.

And what do you think the Oracle would do then?"

"You know very well, Okonkwo, that | am not afraxfiblood and if anyone tells
you that | am, he is telling a lie. And let me tgbu one thing, my friend. If | were you |
would have stayed at home. What you have donemwilplease the Earth. It is the kind

of action for which the goddess wipes out wholeif@s"

"The Earth cannot punish me for obeying her magsg'h Okonkwo said. "A
child's fingers are not scalded by a piece of hanhywhich its mother puts into its

palm."

"That is true,” Obierika agreed. "But if the Omdaid that my son should be
killed | would neither dispute it nor be the oneltwit.”

They would have gone on arguing had Ofoedu noteconjust then. It was clear
from his twinkling eyes that he had important ne®at it would be impolite to rush
him. Obierika offered him a lobe of the kola nuthea broken with Okonkwo. Ofoedu
ate slowly and talked about the locusts. When hisHed his kola nut he said: "The

things that happen these days are very strange.”

"What has happened?" asked Okonkwo.

"Do you know Ogbuefi Ndulue?" Ofoedu asked.

"Ogbuefi Ndulue of Ire village," Okonkwo and Obler said together.

"He died this morning," said Ofoedu.

"That is not strange. He was the oldest man ifi #&id Obierika.

"You are right," Ofoedu agreed. "But you oughtatgk why the drum has not

beaten to tell Umuofia of his death."



"Why?" asked Obierika and Okonkwo together.
"That is the strange part of it. You know histfinsfe who walks with a stick?"
"Yes. She is called Ozoemena."

"That is so," said Ofoedu. "Ozoemena was, as yoawk too old to attend
Ndulue during his illness. His younger wives didtth/Vhen he died this morning, one
of these women went to Ozoemena's hut and told3ter.rose from her mat, took her
stick and walked over to the obi. She knelt onkrexes and hands at the threshold and
called her husband, who was laid on a mat. 'Oghuéd(ilue,’ she called, three times,
and went back to her hut. When the youngest wifietueecall her again to be present at
the washing of the body, she found her lying onrtfas, dead."

"That is very strange, indeed,” said Okonkwo. 'YTiell put off Ndulue's

funeral until his wife has been buried."
"That is why the drum has not been beaten tdJellofla."

"It was always said that Ndulue and Ozoemena In&dnaind," said Obierika. "I
remember when | was a young boy there was a soagtdbem. He could not do

anything without telling her."

"l did not know that," said Okonkwo. "I thought kas a strong man in his

youth."
"He was indeed," said Ofoedu.
Okonkwo shook his head doubtfully.
"He led Umuofia to war in those days," said Oliari

Okonkwo was beginning to feel like his old selfag All that he required was
something to occupy his mind. If he had killed llefona during the busy planting

season or harvesting it would not have been soltbadnind would have been centred



on his work. Okonkwo was not a man of thought Huation. But in absence of work,

talking was the next best.
Soon after Ofoedu left, Okonkwo took up his gomtdlag to go.
"I must go home to tap my palm trees for the aften,” he said.
"Who taps your tall trees for you?" asked Obierika
"Umezulike," replied Okonkwo.

"Sometimes | wish | had not taken the ozo titkgid Obierika. "It wounds my

heart to see these young men killing palm treesemame of tapping.”
"It is so indeed," Okonkwo agreed. "But the lawtled land must be obeyed."

"l don't know how we got that law," said Obierikén many other clans a man
of title is not forbidden to climb the palm treeefd we say he cannot climb the tall tree
but he can tap the short ones standing on the drdurs like Dimaragana, who would
not lend his knife for cutting up dogmeat becalgedog was taboo to him, but offered

to use his teeth."

"l think it is good that our clan holds the ozdletiin high esteem," said

Okonkwo. "In those other clans you speak of, ozoitow that every beggar takes it."

"l was only speaking in jest," said Obierika. Abame and Aninta the title is
worth less than two cowries. Every man wears thesith of title on his ankle, and does

not lose it even if he steals.”
"They have indeed soiled the name of 0zo," saidiRko as he rose to go.
"It will not be very long now before my in-lawsmoe," said Obierika.

"I shall return very soon," said Okonkwo, lookiaigthe position of the sun.



There were seven men in Obierika's hut when Okonketurned. The suitor
was a young man of about twenty-five, and with himre his father and uncle. On

Obierika's side were his two elder brothers and Wkadhis sixteen-year-old son.

"Ask Akueke's mother to send us some kola nutsid ©bierika to his son.
Maduka vanished into the compound like lightningeTonversation at once centred on

him, and everybody agreed that he was as sharpaaea

"l sometimes think he is too sharp,” said Obier@mewhat indulgently. "He
hardly ever walks. He is always in a hurry. If yae sending him on an errand he flies

away before he has heard half of the message."

"You were very much like that yourself," said kiglest brother. "As our people
say, 'When mother-cow is chewing grass its yourgsamatch its mouth." Maduka has

been watching your mouth."

As he was speaking the boy returned, followed bgueke, his half-sister,
carrying a wooden dish with three kola nuts anyatibr pepper. She gave the dish to
her father's eldest brother and then shook harety, shyly, with her suitor and his
relatives. She was about sixteen and just riperfamriage. Her suitor and his relatives
surveyed her young body with expert eyes as if ¥suge themselves that she was

beautiful and ripe.

She wore a coiffure which was done up into a cireshe middle of the head.
Cam wood was rubbed lightly into her skin, andoa#r her body were black patterns
drawn with uli. She wore a black necklace whichdndiown in three coils just above
her full, succulent breasts. On her arms were neblyallow bangles, and on her waist

four or five rows of jigida, or waist beads.

When she had shaken hands, or rather held ouhdmed to be shaken, she

returned to her mother's hut to help with the cogki

"Remove your jigida first," her mother warned &g snoved near the fireplace

to bring the pestle resting against the wall. "iweay | tell you that jigida and fire are



not friends. But you will never hear. You grew yaars for decoration, not for hearing.

One of these days your jigida will catch fire onuyavaist, and then you will know."

Akueke moved to the other end of the hut and bégaemove the waist-beads.
It had to be done slowly and carefully, taking eatting separately, else it would break
and the thousand tiny rings would have to be strimggther again. She rubbed each
string downwards with her palms until it passed Itttocks and slipped down to the

floor around her feet.

The men in the obi had already begun to drinkgalen-wine which Akueke's
suitor had brought. It was a very good wine and gréwl, for in spite of the palm fruit
hung across the mouth of the pot to restrain thelyiliquor, white foam rose and

spilled over.
"That wine is the work of a good tapper,” said Gkwo.

The young suitor, whose name was Ibe, smiled lyoaod said to his father:
"Do you hear that?" He then said to the others: Wiknever admit that | am a good

tapper."
"He tapped three of my best palm trees to deathid' his father, Ukegbu.

"That was about five years ago," said lbe, who aglun to pour out the wine,
"before i learned how to tap." He filled the filsbrn and gave to his father. Then he
poured out for the others. Okonkwo brought out bigs horn from the goatskin bag,

blew into it to remove any dust that might be thared gave it to Ibe to fill.

As the men drank, they talked about everythingepkthe thing for which they
had gathered. It was only after the pot had beeptieththat the suitor's father cleared

his voice and announced the object of their visit.

Obierika then presented to him a small bundle hafrtsbroomsticks. Ukegbu

counted them. "They are thirty?" he asked. Obieniddded in agreement.



"We are at last getting somewhere," Ukegbu said,then turning to his brother
and his son he said: "Let us go out and whispeettmy." The three rose and went
outside. When they returned Ukegbu handed the burnfdsticks back to Obierika. He
counted them,- instead of thirty there were nowy difteen. He passed them over to his
eldest brother, Machi, who also counted them and: $&/e had not thought to go
below thirty. But as the dog said, 'If | fall dovior you and you fall down for me, it is
play'. Marriage should be a play and not a fightveoare falling down again." He then
added ten sticks to the fifteen and gave the buiedlékegbu.

In this way Akuke's bride-price was finally sedtlat twenty bags of cowries. It

was already dusk when the two parties came tatisement.

"Go and tell Akueke's mother that we have finish&bierika said to his son,
Maduka. Almost immediately the women came in witiigabow! of foo-foo. Obierika's

second wife followed with a pot of soup, and Madbkaught in a pot of palm-wine.

As the men ate and drank palm-wine they talkedualtioe customs of their

neighbours.

"It was only this morning," said Obierika, "thak@kwo and | were talking
about Abame and Aninta, where titled men climb greed pound foo-foo for their

wives."

"All their customs are upside-down. They do notide bride-price as we do,
with sticks. They haggle and bargain as if theyespuying a goat or a cow in the

market."

"That is very bad,"” said Obierika's eldest brothBut what is good in one place
is bad in another place. In Umunso they do not diargat all, not even with
broomsticks. The suitor just goes on bringing bafgsowries until his in-laws tell him

to stop. It is a bad custom because it always leadsquarrel.”

"The world is large,” said Okonkwo. "I have evesald that in some tribes a

man's children belong to his wife and her family."



"That cannot be," said Machi. "You might as wely shat the woman lies on top

of the man when they are making the children.”

"It is like the story of white men who, they sare white like this piece of
chalk," said Obierika. He held up a piece of chalkich every man kept in his obi and
with which his guests drew lines on the floor beftirey ate kola nuts. "And these white

men, they say, have no toes."
"And have you never seen them?" asked Machi.
"Have you?" asked Obierika.
"One of them passes here frequently,” said Mdétis name is Amadi.”

Those who knew Amadi laughed. He was a leper, thedpolite name for

leprosy was "the white skin."



CHAPTER NINE

For the first time in three nights, Okonkwo sldggé woke up once in the middle of the
night and his mind went back to the past three dagsut making him feel uneasy. He
began to wonder why he had felt uneasy at all.d$ Wike a man wondering in broad
daylight why a dream had appeared so terriblerodti night. He stretched himself and
scratched his thigh where a mosquito had bitten asmhe slept. Another one was
wailing near his right ear. He slapped the ear laoped he had killed it. Why do they
always go for one's ears? When he was a child btken had told him a story about it.
But it was as silly as all women's stories. Mosgjughe had said, had asked Ear to
marry him, whereupon Ear fell on the floor in ungofiable laughter. "How much
longer do you think you will live?" she asked. "Yate already a skeleton." Mosquito
went away humiliated, and any time he passed hgrheatold Ear that he was still

alive.

Okonkwo turned on his side and went back to sléép.was roused in the

morning by someone banging on his door.
"Who is that?" he growled. He knew it must be Ekwe

Of his three wives Ekwefi was the only one who lbobave the audacity to

bang on his door.

"Ezinma is dying," came her voice, and all thegexdy and sorrow of her life

were packed in those words.

Okonkwo sprang from his bed, pushed back the dwlhis door and ran into
Ekwefi's hut.

Ezinma lay shivering on a mat beside a huge fwa her mother had kept

burning all night.



"It is iba," said Okonkwo as he took his machetd avent into the bush to
collect the leaves and grasses and barks of th@esvent into making the medicine for
iba.

Ekwefi knelt beside the sick child, occasionakeling with her palm the wet,
burning forehead.

Ezinma was an only child and the centre of herhed world. Very often it
was Ezinma who decided what food her mother shpragare. Ekwefi even gave her
such delicacies as eggs, which children were realtbyved to eat because such food
tempted them to steal. One day as Ezinma was eatinggg Okonkwo had come in
unexpectedly from his hut. He was greatly shocked swore to beat Ekwefi if she
dared to give the child eggs again. But it was isgide to refuse Ezinma anything.
After her father's rebuke she developed an evemedteappetite for eggs. And she
enjoyed above all the secrecy in which she nowttegen. Her mother always took her
into their bedroom and shut the door.

Ezinma did not call her mother Nne like all chddr She called her by her
name, Ekwefi, as her father and other grownup medp. The relationship between
them was not only that of mother and child. Theraswsomething in it like the
companionship of equals, which was strengtheneduci little conspiracies as eating
eggs in the bedroom.

Ekwefi had suffered a good deal in her life. Shd horne ten children and nine
of them had died in infancy, usually before the ag¢hree. As she buried one child
after another her sorrow gave way to despair aed tb grim resignation. The birth of
her children, which should be a woman's crowningrygl became for Ekwefi mere
physical agony devoid of promise. The naming cergmafter seven market weeks
became an empty ritual. Her deepening despair fexpdession in the names she gave

her children. One of them was a pathetic cry, Onbikp?-

"Death, | implore you." But Death took no notic&nwumbiko died in his

fifteenth month. The next child was a girl, Ozoemren



"May it not happen again." She died in her elelenbnth, and two others after
her. Ekwefi then became defiant and called her detd Onwuma--

"Death may please himself." And he did.

After the death of Ekwefi's second child, Okonkinazl gone to a medicine man,
who was also a diviner of the Afa Oracle, to engwhat was amiss. This man told him
that the child was an ogbanje, one of those wickleétlren who, when they died,

entered their mothers' wombs to be born again.

"When your wife becomes pregnant again,” he skt her not sleep in her hut.
Let her go and stay with her people. In that wag wfil elude her wicked tormentor
and break its evil cycle of birth and death."

Ekwefi did as she was asked. As soon as she begsgeant she went to live
with her old mother in another village. It was #hehat her third child was born and

circumcised on the eighth day.

She did not return to Okonkwo's compound untieéhdays before the naming

ceremony. The child was called Onwumbiko.

Onwumbiko was not given proper burial when he d@konkwo had called in
another medicine man who was famous in the clanhfergreat knowledge about
ogbanje children. His name was Okagbue Uyanwa. Rlagvas a very striking figure,
tall, with a full beard and a bald head. He wabktlig complexion and his eyes were red
and fiery. He always gnashed his teeth as he éstém those who came to consult him.
He asked Okonkwo a few questions about the dead.cAll the neighbours and

relations who had come to mourn gathered round them
"On what market-day was it born?" he asked.
"Oye," replied Okonkwo.

"And it died this morning?"



Okonkwo said yes, and only then realised for ih& fime that the child had
died on the same market-day as it had been bomn&lghbours and relations also saw

the coincidence and said among themselves thatstwery significant.

"Where do you sleep with your wife, in your obiiorher own hut?" asked the
medicine man.

“In her hut."

"In future call her into your obi."

The medicine man then ordered that there shouldobeourning for the dead
child. He brought out a sharp razor from the gadatslag slung from his left shoulder
and began to mutilate the child. Then he took &y¥o bury in the Evil Forest, holding
it by the ankle and dragging it on the ground bétimm. After such treatment it would
think twice before coming again, unless it was oh¢he stubborn ones who returned,
carrying the stamp of their mutilation--a missimgger or perhaps a dark line where the

medicine man's razor had cut them.

By the time Onwumbiko died Ekwefi had become ayveitter woman. Her
husband's first wife had already had three sohst@ing and healthy. When she had
borne her third son in succession, Okonkwo hadgsiewed a goat for her, as was the
custom. Ekwefi had nothing but good wishes for Beit she had grown so bitter about
her own chi that she could not rejoice with othever their good fortune. And so, on
the day that Nwoye's mother celebrated the birtinesf three sons with feasting and
music, Ekwefi was the only person in the happy camypwho went about with a cloud
on her brow. Her husband's wife took this for malexce, as husbands' wives were
wont to. How could she know that Ekwefi's bittemesd not flow outwards to others
but inwards into her own soul,- that she did nainté others for their good fortune but

her own evil chi who denied her any?

At last Ezinma was born, and although ailing skensed determined to live. At
first Ekwefi accepted her, as she had acceptedrstheth listless resignation. But

when she lived on to her fourth, fifth and sixtragg love returned once more to her



mother, and, with love, anxiety. She determinedtse her child to health, and she put
all her being into it. She was rewarded by occadi@pells of health during which
Ezinma bubbled with energy like fresh palm-wine.stich times she seemed beyond
danger. But all of a sudden she would go down adauwerybody knew she was an
ogbanje. These sudden bouts of sickness and heatth typical of her kind. But she
had lived so long that perhaps she had decidethyo Some of them did become tired
of their evil rounds of birth and death, or tookymn their mothers, and stayed. Ekwefi
believed deep inside her that Ezinma had comeato She believed because it was that
faith alone that gave her own life any kind of megn And this faith had been
strengthened when a year or so ago a medicine rmdndihg up Ezinma's iyi-uwa.
Everyone knew then that she would live becausebbad with the world of ogbanje
had been broken. Ekwefi was reassured. But suchhesaanxiety for her daughter that
she could not rid herself completely of her feandAalthough she believed that the iyi-
uwa which had been dug up was genuine, she cotldymore the fact that some really

evil children sometimes misled people into diggiga specious one.

But Ezinma's iyi-uwa had looked real enough. Isveasmooth pebble wrapped
in a dirty rag. The man who dug it up was the s@kagbue who was famous in all the
clan for his knowledge in these matters. Ezinmamatdvanted to cooperate with him
at first. But that was only to be expected. No ogbavould yield her secrets easily, and
most of them never did because they died too youbgfore they could be asked

guestions.

"Where did you bury your iyi-uwa?" Okagbue hadeasEzinma. She was nine

then and was just recovering from a serious illness
"What is iyi-uwa?" she asked in return.

"You know what it is. You buried it in the groustmewhere so that you can

die and return again to torment your mother."

Ezinma looked at her mother, whose eyes, sad laadipg, were fixed on her.



"Answer the question at once," roared Okonkwo, wstawd beside her. All the

family were there and some of the neighbours too.

"Leave her to me," the medicine man told Okonkwa@ icool, confident voice.
He turned again to Ezinma. "Where did you bury yigiaowa?"

"Where they bury children,” she replied, and thétgspectators murmured to

themselves.
"Come along then and show me the spot,” said #digcime man.

The crowd set out with Ezinma leading the way @kagbue following closely
behind her. Okonkwo came next and Ekwefi followad.AVhen she came to the main

road, Ezinma turned left as if she was going tostheam.
"But you said it was where they bury childrenXexbthe medicine man.

"No," said Ezinma, whose feeling of importance wenifest in her sprightly
walk. She sometimes broke into a run and stoppathayddenly. The crowd followed
her silently. Women and children returning from #teeam with pots of water on their
heads wondered what was happening until they saaglle and guessed that it must

be something to do with ogbanje. And they all kiigwwefi and her daughter very well.

When she got to the big udala tree Ezinma turedédinto the bush, and the
crowd followed her. Because of her size she madevag through trees and creepers
more quickly than her followers. The bush was alith the tread of feet on dry leaves
and sticks and the moving aside of tree branchasnta went deeper and deeper and
the crowd went with her. Then she suddenly turmeshd and began to walk back to the
road. Everybody stood to let her pass and thed &feer her.

"If you bring us all this way for nothing | shdlkeat sense into you," Okonkwo
threatened.

"1 have told you to let her alone .1 know how ¢aldwith them," said Okagbue.



Ezinma led the way back to the road, looked Ieft aght and turned right. And

so they arrived home again.

"Where did you bury your iyi-uwa?" asked Okagbubew Ezinma finally
stopped outside her father's obi. Okagbue's voias unchanged. It was quiet and

confident.
"It is near that orange tree," Ezinma said.

"And why did you not say so, you wicked daughtérA&alogoli?" Okonkwo

swore furiously. The medicine man ignored him.
"Come and show me the exact spot," he said quietizinma.
"It is here," she said when they got to the tree.
"Point at the spot with your finger," said Okagbue

"It is here," said Ezinma touching the ground whgr finger. Okonkwo stood

by, rumbling like thunder in the rainy season.
"Bring me a hoe," said Okagbue.

'‘When Ekwefi brought the hoe, he had already pigteahis goatskin bag and his
big cloth and was in his underwear, a long and shiip of cloth wound round the waist
like a belt and then passed between the legs téadstened to the belt behind. He
immediately set to work digging a pit where Ezinha indicated. The neighbours sat
around watching the pit becoming deeper and dedjerdark top soil soon gave way
to the bright red earth with which women scrubbbd floors and walls of huts.
Okagbue worked tirelessly and in silence, his t&thking with perspiration. Okonkwo
stood by the pit. He asked Okagbue to come up estlwhile he took a hand. But

Okagbue said he was not tired yet.

Ekwefi went into her hut to cook yams. Her husbhaad brought out more yams
than usual because the medicine man had to b&#auna went with her and helped in

preparing the vegetables.



"There is too much green vegetable,” she said.

"Don't you see the pot is full of yams?" Ekwefkad. "And you know how

leaves become smaller after cooking."
"Yes," said Ezinma, "that was why the snake-lizaliéd his mother."
"Very true," said Ekwefi.

"He gave his mother seven baskets of vegetablesdk and in the end there
were only three. And so he killed her," said Ezinma

"That is not the end of the story."

"Oho," said Ezinma. "I remember now. He broughtthar seven baskets and

cooked them himself. And there were again onlygh8» he killed himself too."

Outside the obi Okagbue and Okonkwo were digghmg pit to find where
Ezinma had buried her iyi-uwa. Neighbours sat adlowvatching. The pit was now so
deep that they no longer saw the digger. They galy the red earth he threw up
mounting higher and higher. Okonkwo's son, Nwoyepd near the edge of the pit

because he wanted to take in all that happened.

Okagbue had again taken over the digging from ®kon He worked, as usual,
in silence. The neighbours and Okonkwo's wives wew talking. The children had

lost interest and were playing.
Suddenly Okagbue sprang to the surface with tiyaof a leopard.
"It is very near now," he said. "I have felt it."

There was immediate excitement and those who sigiag jumped to their
feet.

"Call your wife and child,” he said to Okonkwo. tBiskwefi and Ezinma had

heard the noise and run out to see what it was.



Okagbue went back into the pit, which was nowaunded by spectators. After
a few more hoe-fuls of earth he struck the iyi-uia. raised it carefully with the hoe
and threw it to the surface. Some women ran awdganwhen it was thrown. But they
soon returned and everyone was gazing at the oag dr reasonable distance. Okagbue
emerged and without saying a word or even lookintha spectators he went to his
goatskin bag, took out two leaves and began to dhew. When he had swallowed
them, he took up the rag with his left hand andabetp untie it. And then the smooth,
shiny pebble fell out. He picked it up.

"Is this yours?" he asked Ezinma.

"Yes," she replied. All the women shouted with jogcause Ekwefi's troubles

were at last ended.

All this had happened more than a year ago andntzihad not been ill since.
And then suddenly she had begun to shiver in tightniEkwefi brought her to the
fireplace, spread her mat on the floor and builtea But she had got worse and worse.
As she knelt by her, feeling with her palm the wmirning forehead, she prayed a
thousand times. Although her husband's wives wayeng that it was nothing more

than iba, she did not hear them.

Okonkwo returned from the bush carrying on his $boulder a large bundle of
grasses and leaves, roots and barks of medicaed ind shrubs. He went into Ekwefi's

hut, put down his load and sat down.
"Get me a pot," he said, "and leave the childalbn

Ekwefi went to bring the pot and Okonkwo seledtsel best from his bundle, in
their due proportions, and cut them up. He put tlerthe pot and Ekwefi poured in

some water.

"Is that enough?" she asked when she had pouratduat half of the water in

the bowl.

"A little more... | said a little. Are you deaf®konkwo roared at her.



She set the pot on the fire and Okonkwo took smiachete to return to his obi.

"You must watch the pot carefully," he said aswent, "and don't allow it to
boil over. If it does its power will be gone." Heemt away to his hut and Ekwefi began
to tend the medicine pot almost as if it was itsetfick child. Her eyes went constantly

from Ezinma to the boiling pot and back to Ezinma.

Okonkwo returned when he felt the medicine hadkedolong anough. He

looked it over and said it was done.
"Bring me a low stool for Ezinma," he said, "anthik mat."

He took down the pot from the fire and placecdhifriont of the stool. He then
roused Ezinma and placed her on the stool, adfnelsteaming pot. The thick mat was
thrown over both. Ezinma struggled to escape frbm ¢hoking and overpowering

steam, but she was held down. She started to cry.

When the mat was at last removed she was drenichpdrspiration. Ekwefi

mopped her with a piece of cloth and she lay dowa dry mat and was soon asleep.



CHAPTER TEN

Large crowds began to gather on the village ile@sn as the edge had worn off the
sun's heat and it was no longer painful on the bdlyst communal ceremonies took
place at that time of the day, so that even wherag said that a ceremony would begin
"after the midday meal" everyone understood thabitld begin a long time later, when

the sun's heat had softened.

It was clear from the way the crowd stood or Bat the ceremony was for men.
There were many women, but they looked on fromftimge like outsiders. The titled
men and elders sat on their stools waiting forttlas to begin. In front of them was a
row of stools on which nobody sat. There were rifighem. Two little groups of
people stood at a respectable distance beyonddbés.sThey faced the elders. There
were three men in one group and three men and oneaw in the other. The woman
was Mgbafo and the three men with her were hehbrst In the other group were her
husband, Uzowulu, and his relatives. Mgbafo andinethers were as still as statues
into whose faces the artist has moulded defianzewlu and his relative, on the other
hand, were whispering together. It looked like yakisng, but they were really talking
at the top of their voices. Everybody in the crowas talking. It was like the market.

From a distance the noise was a deep rumble cdoyi¢ite wind.

An iron gong sounded, setting up a wave of expectan the crowd. Everyone
looked in the direction of the egwugwu house. Gogmne, gome, gome went the
gong, and a powerful flute blew a high-pitched blahen came the voices of the
egwugwu, guttural and awesome. The wave struckmbrmen and children and there
was a backward stampede. But it was momentary. Weeg already far enough where

they stood and there was room for running awanyfaf them should go towards them.

The drum sounded again and the flute blew. Thesdewas now a pandemonium
of quavering voices: Am oyim de de de de! fille@ thir as the spirits of the ancestors,
just emerged from the earth, greeted themselvesheir esoteric language. The

egwugwu house into which they emerged faced thestpaway from the crowd, who



saw only its back with the many-coloured patternd drawings done by specially
chosen women at regular intervals. These womenrrsaw the inside of the hut. No
woman ever did. They scrubbed and painted thedmitsalls under the supervision of
men. If they imagined what was inside, they kegirtimagination to themselves. No
woman ever asked questions about the most powanidiithe most secret cult in the

clan.

Am oyim de de de de! flew around the dark, closedlike tongues of fire. The

ancestral spirits of the clan were abroad.

The metal gong beat continuously now and the fshell and powerful, floated

on the chaos.

And then the egwugwu appeared. The women andrehilsent up a great shout
and took to their heels. It was instinctive. A wonféed as soon as an egwugwu came
in sight. And when, as on that day, nine of theatgst masked spirits in the clan came
out together it was a terrifying spectacle. Everblfg took to her heels and had to be

restrained by her brothers.

Each of the nine egwugwu represented a villagthefclan. Their leader was

called Evil Forest. Smoke poured out of his head.

The nine villages of Umuofia had grown out of tiiee sons of the first father of
the clan. Evil Forest represented the village ofugm, or the children of Eru, who was

the eldest of the nine sons.

"Umuofia kwenu!" shouted the leading egwugwu, paghihe air with his raffia

arms. The elders of the clan replied, "Yaa!"

"Umuofia kwenu!"

"Yaal!"

"Umuofia kwenu!"

"Yaal!"



Evil Forest then thrust the pointed end of higlirg staff into the earth. And it
began to shake and rattle, like something agitatiitiy a metallic life. He took the first
of the empty stools and the eight other egwugwwabdg sit in order of seniority after
him.

Okonkwao's wives, and perhaps other women as it have noticed that the
second egwugwu had the springy walk of Okonkwo. &rel might also have noticed
that Okonkwo was not among the titled men and sldeno sat behind the row of
egwugwu. But if they thought these things they kd#mm within themselves. The
egwugwu with the springy walk was one of the deatthdrs of the clan. He looked
terrible with the smoked raffia "body, a huge woodace painted white except for the
round hollow eyes and the charred teeth that welg@gaas a man's fingers. On his head

were two powerful horns.

When all the egwugwu had sat down and the sourtleofnany tiny bells and
rattles on their bodies had subsided, Evil Forestressed the two groups of people

facing them.

"Uzowulu's body, | salute you," he said. Spiritevays addressed humans as
"bodies." Uzowulu bent down and touched the earith Wis right hand as a sign of

submission.

"Our father, my hand has touched the ground,alie: s

"Uzowulu's body, do you know me?" asked the spirit

"How can | know you, father? You are beyond oun\kledge."

Evil Forest then turned to the other group andesiked the eldest of the three
brothers.

"The body of Odukwe, | greet you," he said, anduk¥k bent down and

touched the earth. The hearing then began.

Uzowulu stepped forward and presented his case.



"That woman standing there is my wife, Mgbafo.drmed her with my money
and my yams. | do not owe my inlaws anything. | diwvem no yams .1 owe them no
cocoyams. One morning three of them came to myeéhdaesat me up and took my wife
and children away. This happened in the rainy seddwave waited in vain for my wife
to return. At last | went to my in-laws and saidthem, 'You have taken back your
sister. | did not send her away. You yourselve& toer. The law of the clan is that you
should return her bride-price." But my wife's begth said they had nothing to tell me.

So | have brought the matter to the fathers ottar. My case is finished. | salute you."

"Your words are good," said the leader of the ecjwu. "Let us hear Odukwe.

His words may also be good."

Odukwe was short and thickset. He stepped forwsatljted the spirits and
began his story.

"My in-law has told you that we went to his houbeat him up and took our
sister and her children away. All that is true. tdlel you that he came to take back her
bride-price and we refused to give it him. Thabals true. My in-law, Uzowulu, is a
beast. My sister lived with him for nine years. Darthose years no single day passed
in the sky without his beating the woman. We haiedtto settle their quarrels time

without number and on each occasion Uzowulu walsygui

“It is a lie!" Uzowulu shouted.

"Two years ago," continued Odukwe, "when she wagmant, he beat her until

she miscarried.”

"It is a lie. She miscarried after she had gongldéep with her lover.”

"Uzowulu's body, | salute you," said Evil Foresitencing him. "What kind of
lover sleeps with a pregnant woman?" There wasud tourmur of approbation from
the crowd. Odukwe continued: "Last year when myesisvas recovering from an
illness, he beat her again so that if the neighdbbad not gone in to save her she would
have been killed. We heard of it, and did as yoeeHzeen told. The law of Umuofia is

that if a woman runs away from her husband herebpidlce is returned. But in this case



she ran away to save her life. Her two childrerobglto Uzowulu. We do not dispute it,
but they are too young to leave their mother. rifthe other hand, Uzowulu should
recover from his madness and come in the propertavégg his wife to return she will
do so on the understanding that if he ever beatadein we shall cut off his genitals for
him."

The crowd roared with laughter. Evil Forest rosehts feet and order was
immediately restored. A steady cloud of smoke fosm his head. He sat down again
and called two witnesses. They were both Uzowuleighbours, and they agreed about
the beating. Evil Forest then stood up, pulled luatstaff and thrust it into the earth
again. He ran a few steps in the direction of tleenen,- they all fled in terror, only to
return to their places almost immediately. The mgevugwu then went away to consult
together in their house. They were silent for agltime. Then the metal gong sounded
and the flute was blown. The egwugwu had emergeéd again from their underground

home. They saluted one another and then reappearée ilo.
"Umuofia kwenu!" roared Evil Forest, facing thel@ls and grandees of the clan.

"Yaa!" replied the thunderous crowd,- then siledescended from the sky and
swallowed the noise.

Evil Forest began to speak and all the while rekegeveryone was silent. The

eight other egwugwu were as still as statues.

"We have heard both sides of the case," said Ewiest. "Our duty is not to
blame this man or to praise that, but to settledibpute.” He turned to Uzowulu's group

and allowed a short pause.
"Uzowulu's body, | salute you," he said.

"Our father, my hand has touched the ground,"i@dpUzowulu, touching the
earth.

"Uzowulu's body, do you know me?"



"How can | know you, father? You are beyond ouowledge,” Uzowulu

replied.

"I am Evil Forest. | kill a man on the day thas life is sweetest to him."

"That is true,"” replied Uzowulu.

"Go to your in-laws with a pot of wine and beg yavife to return to you. It is
not bravery when a man fights with a woman." Henéar to Odukwe, and allowed a

brief pause.

"Odukwe's body, | greet you," he said.

"My hand is on the ground,” replied Okukwe.

"Do you know me?"

"No man can know you," replied Odukwe.

"I am Evil Forest, | am Dry-meat-that-fills-the-oth, 1 am Fire-that-burns-
without-faggots. If your in-law brings wine to yolet your sister go with him. | salute
you." He pulled his staff from the hard earth amaist it back.

"Umuofia kwenu!" he roared, and the crowd answered

"l don't know why such a trifle should come beftite said one elder to another.

"Don't you know what kind of man Uzowulu is? Hdlwot listen to any other

decision," replied the other.

As they spoke two other groups of people had oeplathe first before the

egwugwu, and a great land case began.






CHAPTER ELEVEN

The night was impenetrably dark. The moon had besgmy later and later every night
until now it was seen only at dawn. And whenever itioon forsook evening and rose

at cock-crow the nights were as black as charcoal.

Ezinma and her mother sat on a mat on the flaer #éfieir supper of yam foo-
foo and bitter-leaf soup. A palm-oil lamp gave gatlowish light. Without it, it would
have been impossible to eat,-one could not havevknehere one's mouth was in the
darkness of that night. There was an oil lamp intla four huts on Okonkwo's
compound, and each hut seen from the others lolikeed soft eye of yellow half-light

set in the solid massiveness of night.

The world was silent except for the shrill cryin§ects, which was part of the
night, and the sound of wooden mortar and pestivaayieke pounded her foo-foo.
Nwayieke lived four compounds away, and she was®rimts for her late cooking.
Every woman in the neighbourhood knew the soundwediyieke's mortar and pestle. It

was also part of the night.

Okonkwo had eaten from his wives' dishes and veas neclining with his back
against the wall. He searched his bag and broughhis snuff-bottle. He turned it on to
his left palm, but nothing came out. He hit thetleoagainst his knee to shake up the
tobacco. That was always the trouble with Okekeisfs It very quickly went damp,
and there was too much saltpetre in it. Okonkwo matdbought snuff from him for a
long time. Idigo was the man who knew how to grgmbd snuff. But he had recently

fallen ill.

Low voices, broken now and again by singing, redcldkonkwo from his
wives' huts as each woman and her children tokl stdries. Ekwefi and her daughter,

Ezinma, sat on a mat on the floor. It was Ekwéfits to tell a story.



"Once upon a time," she began, "all the birds vievied to a feast in the sky.
They were very happy and began to prepare thenséivehe great day. They painted

their bodies with red cam wood and drew beautifitgrns on them with uli.

"Tortoise saw all these preparations and soonodesed what it all meant.
Nothing that happened in the world of the animalsre&scaped his notice,- he was full
of cunning. As soon as he heard of the great feaste sky his throat began to itch at
the very thought. There was a famine in those @aygkTortoise had not eaten a good
meal for two moons. His body rattled like a pieéaly stick in his empty shell. So he

began to plan how he would go to the sky."

"But he had no wings," said Ezinma.

"Be patient,” replied her mother. "That is thergtd ortoise had no wings, but

he went to the birds and asked to be allowed twigothem.

""We know you too well,' said the birds when thed heard him. "You are full
of cunning and you are ungrateful. If we allow yowcome with us you will soon begin

your mischief.'

"You do not know me," said Tortoise. '1 am a ¢geahman. | have learned that a

man who makes trouble for others is also makirfigrihimself.'

"Tortoise had a sweet tongue, and within a sl @ll the birds agreed that he

was a changed man, and they each gave him a feaitlewhich he made two wings.

"At last the great day came and Tortoise was itts¢ to arrive at the meeting
place. When all the birds had gathered togethey #et off in a body. Tortoise was
very happy and voluble as he flew among the bads, he was soon chosen as the man

to speak for the party because he was a greatrorato

"There is one important thing which we must nogéd,’ he said as they flew on
their way. 'When people are invited to a greattféias this, they take new names for

the occasion. Our hosts in the sky will expectousdnour this age-old custom.’



"None of the birds had heard of this custom baytknew that Tortoise, in spite
of his failings in other directions, was a widetgatelled man who knew the customs of
different peoples. And so they each took a new naitteen they had all taken, Tortoise

also took one. He was to be called All oj you.

"At last the party arrived in the sky and theistsowere very happy to see them.
Tortoise stood up in his many-coloured plumage t#agked them for their invitation.
His speech was so eloquent that all the birds wgtad they had brought him, and
nodded their heads in approval of all he said. iThests took him as the king of the

birds, especially as he looked somewhat differarhfthe others.

"After kola nuts had been presented and eaterpebele of the sky set before
their guests the most delectable dishes Tortoideskian seen or dreamed of. The soup
was brought out hot from the fire and in the veoy ip which it had been cooked. It was
full of meat and fish. Tortoise began to sniff alodhere was pounded yam and also
yam pottage cooked with palm-oil and fresh fishefEhwere also pots of palm-wine.
When everything had been set before the guestsopbtiee people of the sky came
forward and tasted a little from each pot. He thresited the birds to eat. But Tortoise

jumped to his feet and asked: Tor whom have yopgres this feast?'

"'For all of you,' replied the man.

"Tortoise turned to the birds and said: "You rerbemthat my name is All of
you. The custom here is to serve the spokesmainaiis the others later. They will

serve you when | have eaten.’

"He began to eat and the birds grumbled angrihe Ppeople of the sky thought
it must be their custom to leave all the food fogit king. And so Tortoise ate the best
part of the food and then drank two pots of palmeyiso that he was full of food and

drink and his body filled out in his shell.

"The birds gathered round to eat what was left tanpleck at the bones he had
thrown all about the floor. Some of them were tagrg to eat. They chose to fly home

on an empty stomach. But before they left each tomt¢k the feather he had lent to



Tortoise. And there he stood in his hard shell @ilfood and wine but without any
wings to fly home. He asked the birds to take asags for his wife, but they all
refused. In the end Parrot, who had felt more atigay the others, suddenly changed

his mind and agreed to take the message.

"Tell my wife," said Tortoise,'to bring out allgéhsoft things in my house and
cover the compound with them so that | can jumprdéwm the sky without very great

danger.'

"Parrot promised to deliver the message, and fleem away. But when he
reached Tortoise's house he told his wife to baagall the hard things in the house.
And so she brought out her husband's hoes, maclpte's, guns and even his cannon.
Tortoise looked down from the sky and saw his wveifmging things out, but it was too
far to see what they were. When all seemed readgttremself go. He fell and fell and
fell until he began to fear that he would nevepdialling. And then like the sound of

his cannon he crashed on the compound.” ';,; "Bidie?" asked Ezinma.

"No," replied Ekwefi. "His shell broke into pieceBut there was a great
medicine man in the neighbourhood. Tortoise's wéet for him and he gathered all the

bits of shell and stuck them together. That is Whytoise's shell is not smooth."
"There is no song in the story," Ezinma pointet ou

"No," said Ekwefi. "1 shall think of another ondtlwa song. But it is your turn

now."

"Once upon a time," Ezinma began, "Tortoise antdw@ant to wrestle against
Yams--no, that is not the beginning. Once uponree tihere was a great famine in the
land of animals. Everybody was lean except Cat, was fat and whose body shone as

if oil was rubbed on it..."

She broke off because at that very moment a lowdhigh-pitched voice broke
the outer silence of the night. It was Chielo, phiestess of Agbala, prophesying. There

was nothing new in that. Once in a while Chielo wassessed by the spirit of her god



and she began to prophesy. But tonight she wa®ssidg her prophecy and greetings

to Okonkwo, and so everyone in his family listeriBlde folk stories stopped.

"Agbala do-0-0-0! Agbala ekeneo-0-0-0-0," came toie like a sharp knife
cutting through the night. "Okonkwo! Agbala ekme-gio-o! Agbala cholu ifu ada ya

Ezinmao-0-0-0i"

At the mention of Ezinma's name Ekwefi jerked head sharply like an animal

that had sniffed death in the air. Her heart jumpaiafully within her.

The priestess had now reached Okonkwo's compoathavas talking with him
outside his hut. She was saying again and agairAtiizala wanted to see his daughter,
Ezinma. Okonkwo pleaded with her to come back enrttorning because Ezinma was
now asleep. But Chielo ignored what he was trymgay and went on shouting that
Agbala wanted to see his daughter. Her voice wasless as metal, and Okonkwo's
women and children heard from their huts all thet said. Okonkwo was still pleading
that the girl had been ill of late and was asleekwefi quickly took her to their

bedroom and placed her on their high bamboo bed.

The priestess screamed. "Beware, Okonkwo!" shenedar "Beware of

exchanging words with Agbala. Does a man speak whgod speaks? Beware!"

She walked through Okonkwo's hut into the circulmmpound and went

straight toward Ekwefi's hut. Okonkwo came aftar. he

"Ekwefi," she called, "Agbala greets you. Wheremy daughter, Ezinma?

Agbala wants to see her."

Ekwefi came out from her hut carrying her oil lampher left hand. There was a
light wind blowing, so she cupped her right hanghelter the flame. Nwoye's mother,
also carrying an oil lamp, emerged from her hute Thildren stood in the darkness
outside their hut watching the strange event. Olar'd youngest wife also came out

and joined the others.

"Where does Agbala want to see her?" Ekwefi asked.



"Where else but in his house in the hills anddiees?" replied the priestess.
"l will come with you, too," Ekwefi said firmly.

"Tufia-al" the priestess cursed, her voice craghike the angry bark of thunder
in the dry season. "How dare you, woman, to go rieetioe mighty Agbala of your own

accord? Beware, woman, lest he strike you in higarBring me my daughter.”
Ekwefi went into her hut and came out again witmba.

"Come, my daughter," said the priestess. "I stety you on my back. A baby

on its mother's back does not know that the wigng."

Ezinma began to cry. She was used to Chielo gahligr "my daughter.” But it

was a different Chielo she now saw in the yelloW-hght.
"Don't cry, my daughter,"” said the priestess,t"fggbala be angry with you."

"Don't cry,” said Ekwefi, "she will bring you baalery soon. | shall give you
some fish to eat."” She went into the hut againtandght down the smoke-black basket
in which she kept her dried fish and other ingretiiefor cooking soup. She broke a

piece in two and gave it to Ezinma, who clung ta he

"Don't be afraid," said Ekwefi, stroking her headich was shaved in places,
leaving a regular pattern of hair. They went owsadjain. The priestess bent down on
one knee and Ezinma climbed on her back, her &fhglosed on her fish and her eyes

gleaming with tears.

"Agbala do-0-0-0! Agbala ekeneo-0-0-0!..." Chidlegan once again to chant
greetings to her god. She turned round sharply vealted through Okonkwo's hut,
bending very low at the eaves. Ezinma was cryingllyp now, calling on her mother.

The two voices disappeared into the thick darkness.

A strange and sudden weakness descended on Eksveffie stood gazing in the

direction of the voices like a hen whose only chitds been carried away by a kite.



Ezinma's voice soon faded away and only Chielo lweggsd moving further and further

into the distance.

"Why do you stand there as though she had beeragkd?" asked Okonkwo

as he went back to his hut.
"She will bring her back soon,"” Nwoye's mothedsai

But Ekwefi did not hear these consolations. Shedsfor a while, and then, all
of a sudden, made up her mind. She hurried thr@igimkwo's hut and went outside.

"Where are you going?" he asked.

"l am following Chielo," she replied and disappaghin the darkness. Okonkwo

cleared his throat, and brought out his snuff-bBdttbm the goatskin bag by his side.

The priestess' voice was already growing fairthandistance. Ekwefi hurried to
the main footpath and turned left in the directadrthe voice. Her eyes were useless to
her in the darkness. But she picked her way easilyfhe sandy footpath hedged on
either side by branches and damp leaves. She legan, holding her breasts with her
hands to stop them flapping noisily against herybdhe hit her left foot against an
outcropped root, and terror seized her. It wasllasmen. She ran faster. But Chielo's
voice was still a long way away. Had she been mommoo? How could she go so fast
with Ezinma on her back? Although the night waslc&&wefi was beginning to feel
hot from her running. She continually ran into th&uriant weeds and creepers that
walled in the path. Once she tripped up and fellly@hen did she realise, with a start,
that Chielo had stopped her chanting. Her heart \iekently and she stood still. Then
Chielo's renewed outburst came from only a few padead. But Ekwefi could not see
her. She shut her eyes for a while and opened #uaim in an effort to see. But it was

useless. She could not see beyond her nose.

There were no stars in the sky because there wamaloud. Fireflies went
about with their tiny green lamps, which only matihe darkness more profound.
Between Chielo's outbursts the night was alive it shrill tremor of forest insects

woven into the darkness.



"Agbala do-o0-0-0!... Agbala ekeneo-0-0-0!..." Ekiveudged behind, neither
getting too near nor keeping too far back. Sheghothey must be going towards the
sacred cave. Now that she walked slowly she had tonthink. What would she do
when they got to the cave? She would not dareter eBhe would wait at the mouth, all
alone in that fearful place. She thought of all theors of the night. She remembered
that night, long ago, when she had seen Ogbu-adali-one of those evil essences
loosed upon the world by the potent "medicines"chitihe tribe had made in the distant
past against its enemies but had now forgotten kmveontrol. Ekwefi had been
returning from the stream with her mother on a daght like this when they saw its
glow as it flew in their direction. They had throwown their water-pots and lain by the
roadside expecting the sinister light to descenthem and kill them. That was the only
time Ekwefi ever saw Ogbu-agali-odu. But althoughad happened so long ago, her

blood still ran cold whenever she remembered tiuitn

The priestess' voice came at longer intervals nbwi its vigour was
undiminished. The air was cool and damp with demniia sneezed. Ekwefi muttered,

"Life to you." At the same time the priestess aaal, "Life to you, my daughter."

Ezinma's voice from the darkness warmed her mathezart. She trudged
slowly along.

And then the priestess screamed. "Somebody isingatkehind me!" she said.
"Whether you are spirit or man, may Agbala shaveryeead with a blunt razor! May
he twist your neck until you see your heels!"

Ekwefi stood rooted to the spot. One mind saiddgn "Woman, go home before
Agbala does you harm." But she could not. She stodd Chielo had increased the
distance between them and she began to follow agie had already walked so long
that she began to feel a slight numbness in thiesliamd in the head. Then it occurred to
her that they could not have been heading for @8ve.cThey must have bypassed it long
ago,- they must be going towards Umuachi, the éaittlvillage in the clan. Chielo's

voice now came after long intervals.



It seemed to Ekwefi that the night had becometie liighter. The cloud had
lifted and a few stars were out. The moon mustre@gring to rise, its sullenness over.
When the moon rose late in the night, people daidas refusing food, as a sullen

husband refuses his wife's food when they havereliled.

"Agbala do-0-0-0! Umuachi! Agbala ekene unuo-o4blvas just as Ekwefi had
thought. The priestess was now saluting the villsiggmuachi. It was unbelievable, the
distance they had covered. As they emerged intoplee village from the narrow forest
track the darkness was softened and it becamebt®ssisee the vague shape of trees.
Ekwefi screwed her eyes up in an effort to see darghter and the priestess, but
whenever she thought she saw their shape it imnedgidissolved like a melting lump

of darkness. She walked numbly along.

Chielo's voice was now rising continuously, as wiske first set out. Ekwefi
had a feeling of spacious openness, and she gu#ssedust be on the village ilo, or
playground. And she realised too with something Bkjerk that Chielo was no longer
moving forward. She was, in fact, returning. Ekwegdickly moved away from her line

of retreat. Chielo passed by, and they began toagk the way they had come.

It was a long and weary journey and Ekwefi fddelia sleepwalker most of the
way. The moon was definitely rising, and althouighad not yet appeared on the sky its
light had already melted down the darkness. Eka@did now discern the figure of the
priestess and her burden. She slowed down her gaces to increase the distance
between them. She was afraid of what might happ&hielo suddenly turned round

and saw her.

She had prayed for the moon to rise. But now shumd the half-light of the
incipient moon more terrifying than darkness. Therld/was now peopled with vague,
fantastic figures that dissolved under her steaalzegand then formed again in new
shapes. At one stage Ekwefi was so afraid thatrszely called out to Chielo for
companionship and human sympathy. What she had wesenthe shape of a man
climbing a palm tree, his head pointing to theteard his legs skywards. But at that
very moment Chielo's voice rose again in her passkshanting, and Ekwefi recoiled,

because there was no humanity there. It was nataimee Chielo who sat with her in the



market and sometimes bought beancakes for Ezinmmamvshe called her daughter. It
was a different woman--the priestess of Agbala, @racle of the Hills and Caves.
Ekwefi trudged along between two fears. The souhnkdeo benumbed steps seemed to
come from some other person walking behind her.afes were folded across her bare
breasts. Dew fell heavily and the air was cold. &ndd no longer think, not even about
the terrors of night. She just jogged along in B-$flaep, only waking to full life when

Chielo sang.

At last they took a turning and began to headHercaves. From then on, Chielo
never ceased in her chanting. She greeted hemgadnultitude of names--the owner of
the future, the messenger of earth, the god whoacotan down when his life was

sweetest to him. Ekwefi was also awakened and dwmurbbed fears revived.

The moon was now up and she could see Chielo amuna clearly. How a
woman could carry a child of that size so easilg &r so long was a miracle. But

Ekwefi was not thinking about that. Chielo was aatoman that night.

"Agbala do-0-0-0! Agbala ekeneo-0-0-0! Chi negbadu ubosi ndu ya nato ya

uto daluo-o-o!..."

Ekwefi could already see the hills looming in th@onlight. They formed a
circular ring with a break at one point through e¥hthe foot-track led to the centre of

the circle.

As soon as the priestess stepped into this ringillsf her voice was not only
doubled in strength but was thrown back on allsidiewas indeed the shrine of a great
god. Ekwefi picked her way carefully and quietlyneSwvas already beginning to doubt
the wisdom of her coming. Nothing would happen twnka, she thought. And if
anything happened to her could she stop it? Sheldwoot dare to enter the

underground caves. Her coming was quite uselesshstught.

As these things went through her mind she didrealise how close they were
to the cave mouth. And so when the priestess wainrka on her back disappeared

through a hole hardly big enough to pass a henefikiwoke into a run as though to



stop them. As she stood gazing at the circular rees& which had swallowed them,
tears gushed from her eyes, and she swore withithae if she heard Ezinma cry she
would rush into the cave to defend her againgthallgods in the world. She would die

with her.

Having sworn that oath, she sat down on a stamhydeand waited. Her fear had
vanished. She could hear the priestess’ voicetsathetal taken out of it by the vast

emptiness of the cave. She buried her face indpeahd waited.

She did not know how long she waited. It must Haeen a very long time. Her
back was turned on the footpath that led out oftitls. She must have heard a noise
behind her and turned round sharply. A man stoedetlwvith a machete in his hand.

Ekwefi uttered a scream and sprang to her feet.

"Don't be foolish," said Okonkwo's voice. "1 thbtigyou were going into the

shrine with Chielo," he mocked.

Ekwefi did not answer. Tears of gratitude fillegr eyes. She knew her daughter

was safe.

"Go home and sleep," said Okonkwo. "1 shall warehi'

"I shall wait too. It is almost dawn. The firstatohas crowed."

As they stood there together, Ekwefi's mind westkbto the days when they
were young. She had married Anene because Okonlagot@o poor then to marry.
Two years after her marriage to Anene she could ibee longer and she ran away to
Okonkwo. It had been early in the morning. The ma@s shining. She was going to
the stream to fetch water. Okonkwo's house wasiewiay to the stream. She went in
and knocked at his door and he came out. Everosetldays he was not a man of many
words. He just carried her into his bed and in dlaekness began to feel around her

waist for the loose end of her cloth.



CHAPTER TWELVE

On the following morning the entire neighbourhoodrev a festive air because
Okonkwo's friend, Obierika, was celebrating hisgl#er's uri. It was the day on which
her suitor (having already paid the greater partef bride-price) would bring palm-
wine not only to her parents and immediate relatitbat to the wide and extensive
group of kinsmen called umunna. Everybody had beeited--men, women and
children. But it was really a woman's ceremony #relcentral figures were the bride

and her mother.

As soon as day broke, breakfast was hastily eatehwomen and children
began to gather at Obierika's compound to helpbtide's mother in her difficult but

happy task of cooking for a whole village.

Okonkwo's family was astir like any other familp ithe neighbourhood.
Nwoye's mother and Okonkwo's youngest wife werelye® set out for Obierika's
compound with all their children. Nwoye's motherral a basket of coco-yams, a cake
of salt and smoked fish which she would presentOtamerika's wife. Okonkwo's
youngest wife, Ojiugo, also had a basket of plastaind coco-yams and a small pot of

palm-oil. Their children carried pots of water.

Ekwefi was tired and sleepy from the exhaustingegiences of the previous
night. It was not very long since they had returiétke priestess, with Ezinma sleeping
on her back, had crawled out of the shrine on ledlly bike a snake. She had not as
much as looked at Okonkwo and Ekwefi or shown amprise at finding them at the
mouth of the cave. She looked straight ahead ofaherwalked back to the village.
Okonkwo and his wife followed at a respectful dista. They thought the priestess
might be going to her house, but she went to Oka'tkwompound, passed through his
obi and into Ekwefi's hut and walked into her beano She placed Ezinma carefully on

the bed and went away without saying a word to adyb



Ezinma was still sleeping when everyone else wsis, aand Ekwefi asked
Nwoye's mother and Ojiugo to explain to Obierikalfe that she would be late. She

had got ready her basket of coco-yams and fishsheimust wait for Ezinma to wake.
"You need some sleep yourself," said Nwoye's nroth®u look very tired."

As they spoke Ezinma emerged from the hut, rubbergeyes and stretching her
spare frame. She saw the other children with thater-pots and remembered that they
were going to fetch water for Obierika's wife. Strent back to the hut and brought her
pot.

"Have you slept enough?" asked her mother.
"Yes," she replied. "Let us go."

"Not before you have had your breakfast," said &kwAnd she went into her

hut to warm the vegetable soup she had cookedilgist

"We shall be going," said Nwoye's mother. "I viéll Obierika's wife that you
are coming later." And so they all went to help @lka's wife--Nwoye's mother with

her four children and Ojiugo with her two.

As they trooped through Okonkwo's obi he askedhdWvill prepare my

afternoon meal?"
"l shall return to do it," said Ojiugo.

Okonkwo was also feeling tired, and sleepy, fdnaigh nobody else knew it,
he had not slept at all last night. He had feltyvanxious but did not show it. When
Ekwefi had followed the priestess, he had allowédwhe regarded as a reasonable and
manly interval to pass and then gone with his migche the shrine, where he thought
they must be. It was only when he had got there ithaad occurred to him that the
priestess might have chosen to go round the vildigst. Okonkwo had returned home

and sat waiting. When he thought he had waited Emmugh he again returned to the



shrine. But the Hills and the Caves were as sdsrdeath. It was only on his fourth trip

that he had found Ekwefi, and by then he had beagmaneely worried.

Obierika's compound was as busy as an anthill.pbeany cooking tripods were
erected on every available space by bringing tagetiwee blocks of sun-dried earth
and making a fire in their midst. Cooking pots weaptand down the tripods and foo-
foo was pounded in a hundred wooden mortars Sontkeoivomen cooked the yams
and the cassava, and others prepared vegetable oupg men pounded the foo-foo

or split firewood. The children made endless ttpthe stream.

Three young men helped Obierika to slaughter th® goats with which the
soup was made. They were very fat goats, but ttiesfaof all was tethered to a peg
near the wall of the compound and was as big asadl sow. Obierika had sent one of
his relatives all the way to Umuike to buy that gtiavas the one he would present

alive to his in-laws.

"The market of Umuike is a wonderful place,” s#ie young man Who had
been sent by Obierika to buy the giant goat "Tle#eeso many people on it that if you

threw up a grain of sand it would not find a wayal to earth again."

"It is the result of a great medicine,” said Oikar "The people of Umuike
wanted their market to grow and swallow up the ratxlof their neighbours. So they
made a powerful medicine. Every market day, befoeefirst cock-crow, this medicine
stands on the market ground in the shape of amvoidan with a fan. With this magic
fan she beckons to the market all the neighboulags. She beckons in front of her
and behind her, to her right and to her left."

"And so everybody comes," said another man, "homesy and thieves. They
can steal your cloth from off your waist in thatrket."

"Yes" said Obierika. "I warned Nwankwo to keepharp eye and a sharp ear.
There was once a man who went to sell a goat. #ié len a thick rope which he tied
round his wrist. But as he walked through the miahe realised that people were

pointing at him as they do to a madman. He coutdunderstand it until he looked back



and saw that what he led at the end of the tetteey mot a goat but a heavy log of

wood."
"Do you think a thief can do that kind of thinggie-handed?" asked Nwankwo.
"No," said Obierika. "They use medicine."

When they had cut the goats' throats and collagbiedblood in a bowl, they held
them over an open fire to burn off the hair, anel $mell of burning hair blended with
the smell of cooking. Then they washed them andtloein up for the women who

prepared the soup.

All this anthill activity was going smoothly whensudden interruption came. It
away!). Every woman immediately abandoned whateterwas doing and rushed out

in the direction of the cry.

"We cannot all rush out like that, leaving what ame cooking to burn in the

fire," shouted Chielo, the priestess. "Three or faflus should stay behind."

"It is true," said another woman. "We will allolwrée or four women to stay
behind."

Five women stayed behind to look after the cookints, and all the rest rushed
away to see the cow that had been let loose. Wiegndaw it they drove it back to its
owner, who at once paid the heavy fine which tHageé imposed on anyone whose
cow was let loose on his neighbors' crops. Whemtbmen had exacted the penalty
they checked among themselves to see if any woradrfdiled to come out when the

cry had been raised.
"Where is Mgbogo?" asked one of them.
"She is ill in bed," said Mgbogo's next-door ndigbr. "She has iba."

"The only other person is Udenkwo," said anotheman, "and her child is not

twenty-eight days yet."



Those women whom Obierika's wife had not askeuaetp her with the cooking

returned to their homes, and the rest went back,dady, to Obierika's compound.
"Whose cow was it?" asked the women who had blkened to stay behind.

"It was my husband's,"” said Ezelagbo. "One ofyibeng children had opened

the gate of the cow-shed."

Early in the afternoon the first two pots of palvine arrived from Obierika's in-
laws. They were duly presented to the women, wiamkdia cup or two each, to help
them in their cooking. Some of it also went to tinele and her attendant maidens, who
were putting the last delicate touches of razoheo coiffure and cam wood on her

smooth skin.

When the heat of the sun began to soften, Obisrd@n, Maduka, took a long
broom and swept the ground in front of his fathebs And as if they had been waiting
for that, Obierika's relatives and friends begaratiave, every man with his goatskin
bag hung on one shoulder and a rolled goatskinumaér his arm. Some of them were
accompanied by their sons bearing carved woodeaisst®@konkwo was one of them.
They sat in a half-circle and began to talk of mé#mpgs. It would not be long before

the suitors came.

Okonkwo brought out his snuff-bottle and offeretbiOgbuefi Ezenwa, who sat
next to him. Ezenwa took it, tapped it on his krsgeaubbed his left palm on his body
to dry it before tipping a little snuff into it. Bliactions were deliberate, and he spoke as
he performed them: "1 hope our in-laws will bringmy pots of wine. Although they
come from a village that is known for being clostdd, they ought to know that Akueke

is the bride for a king."

"They dare not bring fewer than thirty pots," s@#onkwo. "I shall tell them
my mind if they do."

At that moment Obierika's son, Maduka, led out grent goat from the inner
compound, for his father's relatives to see. THegdmired it and said that that was the

way things should be done. The goat was then lel twathe inner compound.



Very soon after, the in-laws began to arrive. Ygpumen and boys in single file,
each carrying a pot of wine, came first. Obierik&ktives counted the pots as they
came. Twenty, twenty-five. There was a long breadd the hosts looked at each other
as if to say, "1 told you." Then more pots camartyhthirty-five, forty, forty-five. The
hosts nodded in approval and seemed to say, "Neawy #re behaving like men."
Altogether there were fifty pots of wine. After tpet-bearers came Ibe, the suitor, and
the elders of his family. They sat in a half-motimys completing a circle with their
hosts. The pots of wine stood in their midst. Ttrenbride, her mother and half a dozen
other women and girls emerged from the inner comgpand went round the circle
shaking hands with all. The bride's mother ledlas, followed by the bride and the
other women. The married women wore their besthsl@nd the girls wore red and

black waist-beads and anklets of brass.

When the women retired, Obierika presented kota taihis in-laws. His eldest
brother broke the first one. "Life to all of us Baid as he broke it. "And let there be

friendship between your family and ours."
The crowd answered-. "Ee-e-e!"

"We are giving you our daughter today. She wilbbgood wife to you. She will
bear you nine sons like the mother of our town."

" Ee-e-e!"

The oldest man in the camp of the visitors repligdvill be good for you and it

will be good for us."
" Ee-e-el"

"This is not the first time my people have comentarry your daughter. My
mother was one of you."

" Ee-e-e!"



"And this will not be the last, because you untiers us and we understand you.

You are a great family."
" Ee-e-el"

"Prosperous men and great warriors." He lookethéendirection of Okonkwo.

"Your daughter will bear us sons like you.
" Ee-e-el"

The kola was eaten and the drinking of palm-wiegam. Groups of four or five
men sat round with a pot in their midst. As thergwg wore on, food was presented to
the guests. There were huge bowls of foo-foo aednsing pots of soup. There were

also pots of yam pottage. It was a great feast.

As night fell, burning torches were set on woodigmods and the young men
raised a song. The elders sat in a big circle drdstngers went round singing each
man's praise as they came before him. They hadthorgdo say for every man. Some
were great farmers, some were orators who spokdhirclan. Okonkwo was the
greatest wrestler and warrior alive. When they bade round the circle they settled
down in the centre, and girls came from the inmenpound to dance. At first the bride
was not among them. But when she finally appeacddirig a cock in her right hand, a
loud cheer rose from the crowd. All the other daserade way for her. She presented
the cock to the musicians and began to dance. Hesstanklets rattled as she danced
and her body gleamed with cam wood in the sofioyelight. The musicians with their
wood, clay and metal instruments went from songaiog. And they were all gay. They
sang the latest song in the village: " If | hold hand She says, 'Don't touch!" If i hold

her foot She says, 'Don't touch!
But when | hold her waist-beads she pretendsmionow."

The night was already far spent when the guests to go, taking their bride
home to spend seven market weeks with her sufmdly. They sang songs as they
went, and on their way they paid short courtesits/i® prominent men like Okonkwo,

before they finally left for their village. Okonkwuoade a present of two cocks to them.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Go-di-di-go-go-di-go. Di-go-go-di-go. It was theve talking to the clan. One of the
things every man learned was the language of thiewsd-out wooden instrument.

Dum! Dum! Dum! boomed the cannon at intervals.

The first cock had not crowed, and Umuofia wals stiallowed up in sleep and
silence when the ekwe began to talk, and the cashattered the silence. Men stirred
on their bamboo beds and listened anxiously. Sotheb@s dead. The cannon seemed
to rend the sky. Di-go-go-di-go-di-di-go-go floatedthe message-laden night air. The
faint and distant wailing of women settled likeeadsnent of sorrow on the earth. Now
and again a full-chested lamentation rose abovevikng whenever a man came into
the place of death. He raised his voice once arewi manly sorrow and then sat down
with the other men listening to the endless wailofgthe women and the esoteric
language of the ekwe. Now and again the cannon bdoithe wailing of the women
would not be heard beyond the village, but the ekexried the news to all the nine
villages and even beyond. It began by naming tha:dUmuofia obodo dike! "the land
of the brave." Umuofia obodo dike! Umuofia obodd&eadilt said this over and over
again, and as it dwelt on it, anxiety mounted iarg\heart that heaved on a bamboo bed
that night. Then it went nearer and named thegelid Iguedo of the yellow grinding-
stone!" It was Okonkwo's village. Again and againddo was called and men waited
breathlessly in all the nine villages. At last than was named and people sighed "E-u-
u, Ezeudu is dead." A cold shiver ran down Okonkvb@ck as he remembered the last
time the old man had visited him. "That boy caksiyfather,” he had said. "Bear no
hand in his death.”

Ezeudu was a great man, and so all the clan wassduneral. The ancient
drums of death beat, guns and cannon were firedl,naen dashed about in frenzy,
cutting down every tree or animal they saw, jumpowgr walls and dancing on the
roof. It was a warrior's funeral, and from morntifnight warriors came and went in

their age groups. They all wore smoked raffia skand their bodies were painted with



chalk and charcoal. Now and again an ancestralt spiegwugwu appeared from the
underworld, speaking in a tremulous, unearthly #@od completely covered in raffia.
Some of them were very violent, and there had laeevad rush for shelter earlier in the
day when one appeared with a sharp machete andomgisprevented from doing

serious harm by two men who restrained him withiblp of a strong rope tied round
his waist. Sometimes he turned round and chasedtafise men, and they ran for their
lives. But they always returned to the long ropettadled behind. He sang, in a

terrifying voice, that Ekwensu, or Evil Spirit, hadtered his eye.

But the most dreaded of all was yet to come. He alavays alone and was
shaped like a coffin. A sickly odour hung in the &wherever he went, and flies went
with him. Even the greatest medicine men took ehelthen he was near. Many years
ago another egwugwu had dared to stand his groefotebhim and had been transfixed
to the spot for two days. This one had only onedhand it carried a basket full of

water.

But some of the egwugwu were quite harmless. Grghemm was so old and
infirm that he leaned heavily on a stick. He walketsteadily to the place where the

corpse was laid, gazed at it a while and went aagmn--to the underworld.

The land of the living was not far removed frone tthomain of the ancestors.
There was coming and going between them, espeaitfystivals and also when an old
man died, because an old man was very close tarntestors. A man's life from birth to
death was a series of transition rites which brougim nearer and nearer to his

ancestors.

Ezeudu had been the oldest man in his village,aarids death there were only
three men in the whole clan who were older, and foufive others in his own age
group. Whenever one of these ancient men appeartteicrowd to dance unsteadily

the funeral steps of the tribe, younger men gawe ama the tumult subsided.

It was a great funeral, such as befitted a nolderiar. As the evening drew
near, the shouting and the firing of guns, theibgatf drums and the brandishing and

clanging of machetes increased.



Ezeudu had taken three titles in his life. It veasare achievement. There were
only four titles in the clan, and only one or twemin any generation ever achieved the
fourth and highest. When they did, they becameddhi#s of the land. Because he had
taken titles, Ezeudu was to be buried after datk wnly a glowing brand to light the

sacred ceremony.

But before this quiet and final rite, the tumuitieased tenfold. Drums beat
violently and men leaped up and down in frenzy. Swere fired on all sides and
sparks flew out as machetes clanged together iniasirsalutes. The air was full of
dust and the smell of gunpowder. It was then tmatone-handed spirit came, carrying a
basket full of water. People made way for him drs@es and the noise subsided. Even
the smell of gunpowder was swallowed in the siddyell that now filled the air. He

danced a few steps to the funeral drums and thehtwesee the corpse.

"Ezeudu!" he called in his guttural voice. "If ybad been poor in your last life |
would have asked you to be rich when you come adgihyou were rich. If you had
been a coward, | would have asked you to bring ageir But you were a fearless
warrior. If you had died young, | would have asked to get life. But you lived long.
So | shall ask you to come again the way you caeferé. If your death was the death
of nature, go in peace. But if a man caused ithaballow him a moment's rest." He
danced a few more steps and went away. The druchshandancing began again and
reached fever-heat. Darkness was around the caméithe burial was near. Guns fired
the last salute and the cannon rent the sky. Aed tftom the centre of the delirious fury
came a cry of agony and shouts of horror. It wa# asspell had been cast. All was
silent. In the centre of the crowd a boy lay inalpof blood. It was the dead man's
sixteen-year-old son, who with his brothers and-baithers had been dancing the
traditional farewell to their father. Okonkwo's gad exploded and a piece of iron had
pierced the boy's heart.

The confusion that followed was without parallelthe tradition of Umuofia.

Violent deaths were frequent, but nothing like thesl ever happened.

The only course open to Okonkwo was to flee fréma tlan. It was a crime

against the earth goddess to kill a clansman, andrawho committed it must flee from



the land. The crime was of two kinds, male and fem@konkwo had committed the

female, because it had been inadvertent. He cetdir to the clan after seven years.

That night he collected his most valuable beloggimto head-loads. His wives
wept bitterly and their children wept with them mout knowing why. Obierika and half
a dozen other friends came to help and to conswie They each made nine or ten trips
carrying Okonkwo's yams to store in Obierika's baknd before the cock crowed
Okonkwo and his family were fleeing to his mothadalt was a little village called

Mbanta, just beyond the borders of Mbaino.

As soon as the day broke, a large crowd of mem fEzeudu's quarter stormed
Okonkwo's compound, dressed in garbs of war. Tleeyire to his houses, demolished
his red walls, killed his animals and destroyedlasn. It was the justice of the earth
goddess, and they were merely her messengers. Adyno hatred in their hearts
against Okonkwo. His greatest friend, Obierika, \®asong them. They were merely

cleansing the land which Okonkwo had polluted wlith blood of a clansman.

Obierika was a man who thought about things. Wtherwill of the goddess had
been done, he sat down in his obi and mournedieisd's calamity. Why should a man
suffer so grievously for an offence he had commiitgadvertently? But although he
thought for a long time he found no answer. He wasrely led into greater
complexities. He remembered his wife's twin childrevhom he had thrown away.
What crime had they committed? The Earth had ddctiest they were an offence on
the land and must be destroyed. And if the clamdidexact punishment for an offence
against the great goddess, her wrath was loosealldhe land and not just on the

offender. As the elders said, if one finger broughtit soiled the others.



PART TWO



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Okonkwo was well received by his mother's kinsmerMbanta. The old man who
received him was his mother's younger brother, wias now the eldest surviving
member of that family. His name was Uchendu, andvas he who had received
Okonkwao's mother twenty and ten years before wihenh&d been brought home Irom
Umuofia to be buried with her people. Okonkwo waly@ boy then and Uchendu still

remembered him crying the traditional farewell: 'tker, mother, mother is going."

That was many years ago. Today Okonkwo was nogimg his mother home to
be buried with her people. He was taking his farofighree wives and their children to
seek refuge in his motherland. As soon as Ucheaduhsm with his sad and weary
company he guessed what had happened, and askegaestons. It was not until the
following day that Okonkwo told him the full storyhe old man listened silently to the
end and then said with some relief: "It is a fen@dbu." And he arranged the requisite

rites and sacrifices.

Okonkwo was given a plot of ground on which toldbtiis compound, and two
or three pieces of land on which to farm during ¢eening planting season. With the
help of his mother's kinsmen he built himself an atd three huts for his wives. He
then installed his personal god and the symbolsisfdeparted fathers. Each of
Uchendu's five sons contributed three hundred gaats to enable their cousin to plant

a farm, for as soon as the first rain came farmingld begin.

At last the rain came. It was sudden and tremexidear two or three moons the
sun had been gathering strength till it seemeddathe a breath of fire on the earth. All
the grass had long been scorched brown, and tids dah like live coals to the feet.
Evergreen trees wore a dusty coat of brown. Th#shirere silenced in the forests, and
the world lay panting under the live, vibrating he@nd then came the clap of thunder.
It was an angry, metallic and thirsty clap, unltke deep and liquid rumbling of the

rainy season. A mighty wind arose and filled thenath dust.



Palm trees swayed as the wind combed their leat@$lying crests like strange

and fantastic coiffure.

When the rain finally came, it was in large, salidps of frozen water which
the people called "the nuts of the water of heavEhey were hard and painful on the
body as they fell, yet young people ran about Hgpmcking up the cold nuts and

throwing them into their mouths to melt.

The earth quickly came to life and the birds ia tbrests fluttered around and
chirped merrily. A vague scent of life and greegetation was diffused in the air. As
the rain began to fall more soberly and in smdilguid drops, children sought for

shelter, and all were happy, refreshed and thankful

Okonkwo and his family worked very hard to planteav farm. But it was like
beginning life anew without the vigour and enthasiaof youth, like learning to
become left-handed in old age. Work no longer tweidhim the pleasure it used to have,

and when there was no work to do he sat in a dilalfitsleep.

His life had been ruled by a great passion--toolrex one of the lords of the
clan. That had been his life-spring. And he hadatlachieved it. Then everything had
been broken. He had been cast out of his clandikesh onto a dry, sandy beach,
panting. Clearly his personal god or chi was notlenir great things. A man could not
rise beyond the destiny of his chi. The sayinghef ¢lders was not true--that if a man
said yea his chi also affirmed. Here was a man whays said nay despite his own

affirmation.

The old man, Uchendu, saw clearly that Okonkwo yiaftled to despair and he

was greatly troubled. He would speak to him aterisa-ifi ceremony.

The youngest of Uchendu's five sons, Amikwu, wasrging a new wife. The
bride-price had been paid and all but the lastroergy had been performed. Amikwu
and his people had taken palm-wine to the brideisnken about two moons before

Okonkwao's arrival in Mbanta. And so it was time fioe final ceremony of confession.



The daughters of the family were all there, sorhéhem having come a long
way from their homes in distant villages. Uchendeldest daughter had come from
Obodo, nearly half a day's journey away. The daarghtf Uehuiona were also there. It
was a full gathering of umuada, in the same wayheg would meet if a death occurred.

There were twenty-two of them.

They sat in a big circle on the ground and thengobride in the centre with a
hen in her right hand. Uchendu before her, holdregancestral staff of the family. The
men stood outside the circle, watching. Their wigks®. It was evening and the sun was
setting Uchendu's eldest daughter, Njide, asked her

"Remember that if you do not answer truthfully yeill suffer or even die at
childbirth," she began. "How man men have lain wyttu since my brother first

expressed his desire to marry you?"

"None," she answered simply.

"Answer truthfully,” urged the other women "None®&ked Njide.

"None," she answered.

"Swear on this staff of my fathers," said Uchefidswear," said the bride.

Uchendu took the hen from her, slit its throathwat sharp knife and allowed

some of the blood to fall on the ancestral staff.

From that day Amikwu took the young bride and &leeame his wife. The
daughters of the clan did not return to their hoimesediately but spent two more days

with their kinsmen.

On the second day Uchendu called together his aodsdaughters and his
nephew, Okonkwo. The men brought their goatskinsmaith which they sat on the
floor, and the women sat on a sisal mat spread osised bank of earth. Uchendu
pulled gently at his grey beard and gnashed hih.t8den he began to speak, quietly
and deliberately, picking his words with great cdie is Okonkwo that 1 primarily



wish to speak to," he began. "But | want all of younote what 1 am going to say. | am
an old man and you are all children .1 know moreuaithe world than any of you. If
there is any one among you who thinks he knows riatreim speak up." He paused,

but no one spoke.

"Why is Okonkwo with us today? This is not hisrcl&Ve are only his mother's
kinsmen. He does not belong here. He is an exdledemned for seven years to live in
a strange land. And so he is bowed with grief.tBate is just one question | would like
to ask him. Can you tell me, Okonkwo, why it isttbae of the commonest names we
give our children is Nneka, or "Mother is Supremé® all know that a man is the head
of the family and his wives do his bidding. A chbélongs to its father and his family
and not to its mother and her family. A man belotmis fatherland and not to his

motherland. And yet we say Nneka -'Mother is Sugrelvhy is that?"
There was silence. "1 want Okonkwo to answer s&id Uchendu.
"l do not know the answer," Okonkwo replied.

"You do not know the answer? So you see that yewaachild. You have many
wives and many children--more children than | haxeu are a great man in your clan.
But you are still a child, my child. Listen to madal shall tell you. But there is one
more question | shall ask you. Why is it that whemoman dies she is taken home to be
buried with her own kinsmen? She is not buried vién husband's kinsmen. Why is

that? Your mother was brought home to me and bwvigdmy people. Why was that?"
Okonkwo shook his head.

"He does not know that either," said Uchendu, "sat he is full of sorrow
because he has come to live in his motherland fewayears." He laughed a mirthless
laughter, and turned to his sons and daughtersat\@bout you? Can you answer my

guestion?"

They all shook their heads.



"Then listen to me," he said and cleared his thrdes true that a child belongs
to its father. But when a father beats his childeieks sympathy in its mother's hut. A
man belongs to his fatherland when things are goatllife is sweet. But when there is
sorrow and bitterness he finds refuge in his mddinelr Your mother is there to protect
you. She is buried there. And that is why we say thother is supreme. Is it right that
you, Okonkwo, should bring to your mother a heaagefand refuse to be comforted?
Be careful or you may displease the dead. Your dutio comfort your wives and
children and take them back to your fatherlandradeven years. But if you allow
sorrow to weigh you down and kill you they will aie in exile." He paused for a long

while. "These are now your kinsmen." He waved atdoins and daughters.

"You think you are the greatest sufferer in theld® Do you know that men are
sometimes banished for life? Do you know that n@metimes lose all their yams and
even their children? | had six wives once. | hasaennow except that young girl who
knows not her right from her left. Do you know haemany children | have buried--
children I begot in my youth and strength? Twemty-tl did not hang myself, and | am
still alive. If you think you are the greatest suéfr in the world ask my daughter,
Akueni, how many twins she has borne and thrownyaWave you not heard the song

they sing when a woman dies?

"'For whom is it well, for whom is it well? Therg no one for whom it is well.'

"l have no more to say to you."



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

It was in the second year of Okonkwao's exile thatfiliend, Obierika, came to visit him.

He brought with him two young men, each of themyag a heavy bag on his
head. Okonkwo helped them put down their loadsak clear that the bags were full of

cowries.

Okonkwo was very happy to receive his friend. Wises and children were
very happy too, and so were his cousins and thegswhen he sent for them and told

them who his guest was.
"You must take him to salute our father," said ohthe cousins.

"Yes," replied Okonkwo. "We are going directly.'uBbefore they went he
whispered something to his first wife. She noddead] soon the children were chasing
one of their cocks.

Uchendu had been told by one of his grandchildrext three strangers had
come to Okonkwo's house. He was therefore waitingeteive them. He held out his
hands to them when they came into his obi, and #iey had shaken hands he asked

Okonkwo who they were.
"This is Obierika, my great friend. | have alreaghpken to you about him."

"Yes," said the old man, turning to Obierika. "Mgn has told me about you,
and | am happy you have come to see us. | knew faiher, lweka. He was a great
man. He had many friends here and came to seedbgenoften. Those were good days
when a man had friends in distant clans. Your geimr does not know that. You stay
at home, afraid of your next-door neighbour. Evenam's motherland is strange to him
nowadays." He looked at Okonkwo. "I am an old miad blike to talk. That is all | am
good for now." He got up painfully, went into amér room and came back with a kola

nut.



"Who are the young men with you?" he asked asatedswn again on his
goatskin. Okonkwo told him.

"Ah," he said. "Welcome, my sons." He presentesl kbla nut to them, and
when they had seen it and thanked him, he brakedtthey ate.

"Go into that room," he said to Okonkwo, pointwgh his finger. "You will

find a pot of wine there."

Okonkwo brought the wine and they began to drinkvas a day old, and very

strong.

"Yes," said Uchendu after a long silence. "Peagaeelled more in those days.
There is not a single clan in these parts that haloknow very well. Aninta, Umuazu,

Ikeocha, Elumelu, Abame--I know them all."
"Have you heard," asked Obierika, "that Abameoisnore?"
"How is that?" asked Uchendu and Okonkwo together.

"Abame has been wiped out," said Obierika. "k istrange and terrible story. If
| had not seen the few survivors with my own eyed heard their story with my own
ears, | would not have believed. Was it not on ke @y that they fled into Umuofia?"

he asked his two companions, and they noddedhbails.

"Three moons ago," said Obierika, "on an Eke mtaday a little band of
fugitives came into our town. Most of them were soih our land whose mothers had
been buried with us. But there were some too wimeechecause they had friends in our
town, and others who could think of nowhere elseroi escape. And so they fled into
Umuofia with a woeful story." He drank his palm-wjnand Okonkwo filled his horn
again. He continued: "During the last planting seas white man had appeared in their
clan."

"An albino," suggested Okonkwo.



"He was not an albino. He was quite different."df{ged his wine. "And he was
riding an iron horse. The first people who saw hém away, but he stood beckoning to
them. In the end the fearless ones went near amteuched him. The elders consulted
their Oracle and it told them that the strange mauld break their clan and spread
destruction among them." Obierika again dranktke laf his wine. "And so they killed
the white man and tied his iron horse to theiresddree because it looked as if it would
run away to call the man's friends. | forgot td @u another thing which the Oracle
said. It said that other white men were on theiy.Widney were locusts, it said, and that

first man was their harbinger sent to explore #reain. And so they killed him."

"What did the white man say before they killed Birasked Uchendu.

"He said nothing," answered one of Obierika's canmmns.

"He said something, only they did not understamd,'hsaid Obierika. "He

seemed to speak through his nose."

"One of the men told me," said Obierika's othempanion, "that he repeated
over and over again a word that resembled Mbaimohdps he had been going to

Mbaino and had lost his way."

"Anyway," resumed Obierika, "they killed him andd up his iron horse. This
was before the planting season began. For a lamg riothing happened. The rains had
come and yams had been sown. The iron horse whtestito the sacred silk-cotton
tree. And then one morning three white men led bgrd of ordinary men like us came
to the clan. They saw the iron horse and went aagayn. Most of the men and women
of Abame had gone to their farms. Only a few ofmhgaw these white men and their
followers. For many market weeks nothing else hapde They have a big market in
Abame on every other Afo day and, as you know,wthele clan gathers there. That
was the day it happened. The three white men avehalarge number of other men
surrounded the market. They must have used a polweddicine to make themselves
invisible until the market was full. And they beg#m shoot. Everybody was Killed,
except the old and the sick who were at home amahdful of men and women whose

chi were wide awake and brought them out of thaketd' He paused.



"Their clan is now completely empty. Even the edcfish in their mysterious
lake have fled and the lake has turned the colbbicmd. A great evil has come upon

their land as the Oracle had warned."

There was a long silence. Uchendu ground his tesgbther audibly. Then he
burst out: "Never kill a man who says nothing. Tdasen of Abame were fools. What
did they know about the man?" He ground his tegtiraand told a story to illustrate
his point. "Mother Kite once sent her daughter tmd food. She went, and brought
back a duckling. 'You have done very well," saidtivdo Kite to her daughter, 'but tell
me, what did the mother of this duckling say wheun ywooped and carried its child

away?"'
'It said nothing,' replied the young kite. 'ltjugalked away.'

'You must return the duckling,' said Mother KitEhere is something ominous
behind the silence." And so Daughter Kite returtieel duckling and took a chick
instead. 'What did the mother of this chick doRedsthe old kite. 'It cried and raved
and cursed me,' said the young kite. 'Then we aathe chick,’' said her mother. "There

is nothing to fear from someone who shouts.' Tmeea of Abame were fools."

"They were fools," said Okonkwo after a pause.é{fihad been warned that
danger was ahead. They should have armed themseitlestheir guns and their

machetes even when they went to market."

"They have paid for their foolishness," said Oisier "But | am greatly afraid.
We have heard stories about white men who madeakaerful guns and the strong

drinks and took slaves away across the seas, banéthought the stories were true.”

"There is no story that is not true,” said Ucherdihe world has no end, and
what is good among one people is an abominatiom etliers. We have albinos among
us. Do you not think that they came to our clambgtake, that they have strayed from

their way to a land where everybody is like them?"



Okonkwo's first wife soon finished her cooking as&d before their guests a big
meal of pounded yams and bitter-leaf soup. Okorgwoh, Nwoye, brought in a pot of

sweet wine tapped from the raffia palm.

"You are a big man now," Obierika said to Nwoy¥oUr friend Anene asked

me to greet you."

"Is he well?" asked Nwoye.

"We are all well," said Obierika.

Ezinma brought them a bowl of water with whichwtash their hands. After that

they began to eat and to drink the wine.

"When did you set out from home?" asked Okonkwo.

"We had meant to set out from my house before @oek" said Obierika. "But
Nweke did not appear until it was quite light. Newamake an early morning

appointment with a man who has just married a néde.Wrhey all laughed.

"Has Nweke married a wife?" asked Okonkwo.

"He has married Okadigbo's second daughter,"@hidrika.

"That is very good," said Okonkwo. "I do not blagwi for not hearing the cock

crow."

When they had eaten, Obierika pointed at the tw®@awi bags.

"That is the money from your yams," he said. 'ltlgbe big ones as soon as you
left. Later on | sold some of the seed-yams anc gax others to sharecroppers. | shall
do that every year until you return. But 1 thougbti would need the money now and
so | brought it. Who knows what may happen tomofrd®erhaps green men will come

to our clan and shoot us."

"God will not permit it," said Okonkwo. "1 do nkhow how to thank you."



"l can tell you," said Obierika. "Kill one of yosions for me.
"That will not be enough," said Okonkwo.

"Then Kill yourself," said Obierika.

"Forgive me," said Okonkwo, smiling. "I shall naik about thanking you any

more."



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

When nearly two years later Obierika paid anothisit to his friend in exile the
circumstances were less happy. The missionariestiae to Umuofia. They had built
their church there, won a handful of converts amtenalready sending evangelists to
the surrounding towns and villages. That was acsoof great sorrow to the leaders of
the clan, but many of them believed that the seafajth and the white man's god
would not last. None of his converts was a man wivasrd was heeded in ihe assembly
of the people. None of them was a man of title.yTWwere mostly the kind of people
that were called efulefu, worthless, empty men. Tinagery of an efulefu in the
language of the clan was a man who sold his machedewore the sheath to battle.
Chielo, the priestess of Agbala, called the comvidre excrement of the clan, and the

new faith was a mad dog that had come to eat it up.

What moved Obierika to visit Okonkwo was the suddgpearance of the

latter's son, Nwoye, among the missionaries in Urauo

"What are you doing here?" Obierika had asked wditar many difficulties the
missionaries had allowed him to speak to the boy.

"1 am one of them," replied Nwoye.
"How is your father?" Obierika asked, not knowimigat else to say.
"1 don't know. He is not my father,"” said Nwoyahappily.

And so Obierika went to Mbanta to see his frieqwdd he found that Okonkwo
did not wish to speak about Nwoye. It was only frdlwoye's mother that he heard

scraps of the story.

The arrival of the missionaries had caused a densble stir in the village of
Mbanta. There were six of them and one was a wh#g. Every man and woman came

out to see the white man. Stories about thesegsraren had grown sim one of them



had been killed in Abame and his iron horse tietheosacred silk-cotton tree. And so
everybody came to see the white man. It was the @fithe year when everybody was

at home. The harvest was over.

When they had all gathered, the white man begaspéak to them. He spoke
through an interpreter who was an Ibo man, thoughdialect was different and harsh
to the enrs of Mbanta. Many people laughed at lEkect and the way he used words
strangely. Instead of saying "myself' he alwayslsany buttocks.” But he was a man
of commanding presence and the clansmen listenkiitoHe said he was one of them,
they could see from his colour and his language dtmer four black men were also
their brothers, although one of them did not spkeak The white man was also their
brother because they were all sons of God. Andbltethem about this new God, the
Creator of all the world and all the men and woniéa told them that they worshipped
false gods, gods of wood and stone. A deep murnaunt Whrough the crowd when he
said this. He told them that the true God livedhayh and that all men when they died
went before Him for judgment. Evil men and all theathen who in their blindness
bowed to wood and stone were thrown into a fird thaned like palm-oil. But good

men who worshipped the true God lived forever ia kappy kingdom.

"We have been sent by this great God to ask ydeatee your wicked ways and

false gods and turn to Him so that you may be sawezh you die," he said.

"Your buttocks understand our language,” said soradight-heartedly and the

crowd laughed.

"What did he say?" the white man asked his in&tgor But before he could
answer, another man asked a question: "Where iwhite man's horse?" he asked. The
Ibo evangelists consulted among themselves andie@¢hat the man probably meant

bicycle. They told the white man and he smiled betently.

"Tell them," he said, "that | shall bring manyrirborses when we have settled
down among them. Some of them will even ride tlo@ inorse themselves." This was

interpreted to them but very few of them heard. yThere talking excitedly among



themselves because the white man had said he was tgdive among them. They had
not thought about that.

At this point an old man said he had a questigvhith is this god of yours," he
asked, "the goddess of the earth, the god of tle Akadiora or the thunderbolt, or

what?"

The interpreter spoke to the white man and he idiaely gave his answer.
"All the gods you have named are not gods at &léyTare gods of deceit who tell you
to kill your fellows and destroy innocent childréfhere is only one true God and He

has the earth, the sky, you and me and all of us."

"If we leave our gods and follow your god," askaabther man, "who will

protect us from the anger of our neglected godsaaeédstors?"

"Your gods are not alive and cannot do you anynijareplied the white man.

"They are pieces of wood and stone."

When this was interpreted to the men of Mbantay theoke into derisive
laughter. These men must be mad, they said to #leass How else could they say that
Ani and Amadiora were harmless? And Idemili and @gwu too? And some of them
began to go away.

Then the missionaries burst into song. It was ohéhose gay and rollicking
tunes of evangelism which had the power of pluckihgilent and dusty chords in the
heart of an Ibo man. The interpreter explained eamise to the audience, some of
whom now stood enthralled. It was a story of brogheho lived in darkness and in fear,
ignorant of the love of God. It told of one sheep on the hills, away from the gates of

God and from the tender shepherd's care.

After the singing the interpreter spoke about $ltm of God whose name was
Jesu Kristi. Okonkwo, who only stayed in the hopat it might come to chasing the

men out of the village or whipping them, now savbt told us with your own mouth



that there was only one god. Now you talk aboutseis. He must have a wife, then."
The crowd agreed.

"l did not say He had a wife," said the interpresemewhat lamely.

"Your buttocks said he had a son," said the jok8o. he must have a wife and
all of them must have buttocks."

The missionary ignored him and went on to talkuatibe Holy Trinity. At the
end of it Okonkwo was fully convinced that the mamas mad. He shrugged his

shoulders and went away to tap his afternoon paiime-w

But there was a young lad who had been captivdtesl.name was Nwoye,
Okonkwo's first son. It was not the mad logic a# ffrinity that captivated him. He did
not understand it. It was the poetry of the newgi@h, something felt in the marrow.
The hymn about brothers who sat in darkness afebinseemed to answer a vague and
persistent question that haunted his young soel-gtiestion of the twins crying in the
bush and the question of lkemefuna who was killégllelt a relief within as the hymn
poured into his parched soul. The words of the hyvare like the drops of frozen rain
melting on the dry palate of the panting earth. Me® callow mind was greatly
puzzled.



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

The missionaries spent their first four or five g in the marketplace, and went into
the village in the morning to preach the gospekyrasked who the king of the village
was, but the villagers told them that there wagking. "We have men of high title and

the chief priests and the elders," they said.

It was not very easy getting the men of high tithel the elders together after the
excitement of the first day. But the arrivees peesed, and in the end they were
received by them They asked for a plot of landuibdoon, An evil forest was where the
clan buried all those who died of the really evdeases, like leprosy and smallpox. It
was also the dumping ground for highly potent fedis of great medicine men when
they died. An evil forest was, therefore, alive hwiinister forces and powers of
darkness. It was such a forest that, the ruleidlzdinta gave to the missionaries. They
did not really want them near to the clan, and lsytmade them that offer which

nobody in his right senses would accept.

"They want a piece of land to build their shrinedid Uchendu to his peers
when they consulted among themselves. "We sha# ginem a piece of land." He
paused, and there was a murmur of surprise andrdisaent. "Let us give them a
portion of the Evil Forest. They boast about vigtowver death. Let us give them a real
battlefield in which to show their victory." Thegughed and agreed, and sent for the
missionaries, whom they had asked to leave themafavhile so that they might
"whisper together." They offered them as much efHvil Forest as they cared to take.

And to their greatest amazement the missionargskéd them and burst into song.

"They do not understand,” said some of the eldd®st they will understand

when they go to their plot of land tomorrow morningnd they dispersed.

The next morning the crazy men actually beganearca part of the forest and
to build their house. The inhabitants of Mbantaextpd them all to be dead within four

days. The first day passed and the second andahatdourth, and none of them died.



Everyone was puzzled. And then it became known thatwhite man's fetish had
unbelievable power. It was said that he wore gkssehis eyes so that he could see and

talk to evil spirits. Not long after, he won hisstithree converts.

Although Nwoye had been attracted to the new fdm the very first day, he
kept it secret. He dared not go too near the missies for fear of his father. But
whenever they came to preach in the open marketptacthe village play ground,
Nwoye was there. And he was already beginning maksome of the simple stories
they told.

"We have now built a church," said Mr. Kiaga, th&erpreter, who was now in
charge of the infant congregation. The white mash ¢iane back to Umuofia, where he
built his headquarters and from where he paid sgusits to Mr. Kiaga's congregation
at Mbanta.

"We have now built a church,” said Mr. Kiaga, "amd want you all to come in

every seventh day to worship the true God."

On the following Sunday, Nwoye passed and repatisedittle red-earth and
thatch building without summoning enough couragesmter. He heard the voice of
singing and although it came from a handful of nitewas loud and confident. Their
church stood on a circular clearing that lookee like open mouth of the Evil Forest.
Was it waiting to snap its teeth together? Aftesgpag and re-passing by the church,

Nwoye returned home.

It was well known among the people of Mbanta tinir gods and ancestors
were sometimes long-suffering and would delibeyatdlow a man to go on defying
them. But even in such cases they set their litrsieaen market weeks or twenty-eight
days. Beyond that limit no man was suffered toAyod so excitement mounted in the
village as the seventh week approached since tipeidemt missionaries buill their
church in the Evil Forest. The villagers were saaa about the doom that awaited
these men that one or two converts thought it wassispend their allegiance to the new
faith.



At last the day came by which all the missionasbeuld have died. But they
were still alive, building a new red-earth and ¢thahouse for their teacher, Mr. Kiaga.
That week they won a handful more converts. Andfierfirst time they had a woman.
Her name was Nneka, the wife of Amadi, who wasasperous farmer. She was very

heavy with child.

Nneka had had four previous pregnancies and tinitds. But each time she
had borne twins, and they had been immediatelythraway. Her husband and his
family were already becoming highly critical of sua woman and were not unduly

perturbed when they found she had fled to joinGhéstians. It was a good riddance.

One morning Okonkwo's cousin, Amikwu, was pasdiggthe church on his
way from the neighbouring village, when he saw Nevaynong the Christians. He was
greatly surprised, and when he got home he weaightr to Okonkwo's hut and told

him what he had seen. The women began to talkesigjtbut Okonkwo sat unmoved.

It was late afternoon before Nwoye returned. Hatwmeto the obi and saluted
his father, but he did not answer. Nwoye turnedhdoto walk into the inner compound
when his father, suddenly overcome with fury, sgremhis feet and gripped him by the

neck.

"Where have you been?" he stammered.

Nwoye struggled to free himself from the chokimgpg

"Answer me," roared Okonkwo, "before 1 kill youHe seized a heavy stick that

lay on the dwarf wall and hit him two or three sg&dlows.

"Answer me!" he roared again. Nwoye stood lookatichim and did not say a

word. The women were screaming outside, afraicbtong

"Leave that boy at once!" said a voice in the patampound. It was Okonkwo's

uncle, Uchendu. "Are you mad?"



Okonkwo did not answer. But he left hold of Nwoyeho walked away and

never returned.

He went back to the church and told Mr. Kiaga thathad decided to go to
Umuofia where the white missionary had set up aakto teach young Christians to

read and write.

Mr. Kiaga's joy was very great. "Blessed is he vitwsakes his father and his
mother for my sake,"” he intoned. "Those that hegrwords are my father and my

mother."

Nwoye did not fully understand. But he was happietive his father. He would
return later to his mother and his brothers angsisand convert them to the new faith.

As Okonkwo sat in his hut that night, gazing iattog fire, he thought over the
matter. A sudden fury rose within him and he fedtrang desire to take up his machete,
go to the church and wipe out the entire vile amstneant gang. But on further thought
he told himself that Nwoye was not worth fightingr.f Why, he cried in his heart,
should he, Okonkwo, of all people, be cursed witbhsa son? He saw clearly in it the
finger of his personal god or chi. For how elselddwe explain his great misfortune and
exile and now his despicable son's behaviour? Naw he had time to think of it, his
son's crime stood out in its stark enormity. Toretwa the gods of one's father and go
about with a lot of effeminate men clucking likedaohens was the very depth of
abomination. Suppose when he died all his malediedml decided to follow Nwoye's
steps and abandon their ancestors? Okonkwo felldastiudder run through him at the
terrible prospect, like the prospect of annihilatidde saw himself and his fathers
crowding round their ancestral shrine waiting irinvéor worship and sacrifice and
finding nothing but ashes of bygone days, and higllen the while praying to the
white man's god. If such a thing were ever to happe, Okonkwo, would wipe them

off the face of the earth.

Okonkwo was popularly called the "Roaring Flam&s'he looked into the log
fire he recalled the name. He was a flaming firewHhen could he have begotten a son

like Nwoye, degenerate and effeminate? Perhapsadsenat his son. No! he could not



be. His wife had played him false. He would teaen! lBut Nwoye resembled his
grandfather, Unoka, who was Okonkwo's father. Hehpd the thought out of his mind.
He, Okonkwo, was called a flaming fire. How coulel lhave begotten a woman for a
son? At Nwoye's age Okonkwo had already becomedarttooughout Umuofia for his

wrestling and his fearlessness.

He sighed heavily, and as if in sympathy the sihexithg log also sighed. And
immediately Okonkwo's eyes were opened and he Isawvhole matter clearly. Living

fire begets cold, impotent ash. He sighed agaieplge



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

The young church in Mbanta had a few crises earljts life. At first the clan had
assumed that it would not survive. But it had goneliving and gradually becoming
stronger. The clan was worried, but not overmutth.dang of efulefu decided to live in
the Evil Forest it was their own affair. When or@ene to think of it, the Evil Forest was
a fit home for such undesirable people. It was they were rescuing twins from the
bush, but they never brought them into the village. far as the villagers were
concerned, the twins still remained where they l@eh thrown away. Surely the earth

goddess would not visit the sins of the missiorsaoie the innocent villagers?

But on one occasion the missionaries had triedver step the bounds. Three
converts had gone into the village and boasted lpgbat all the gods were dead and

impotent and that they were prepared to defy theinuoning all their shrines.

"Go and burn your mothers' genitals,” said onehef priests. The men were
seized and beaten until they streamed with blodtkrAhat nothing happened for a long

time between the church and the clan.

But stories were already gaining ground that theevman had not only brought
a religion but also a government. It was said thay had built a place of judgment in
Umuofia to protect the followers of their religiohwas even said that they had hanged

one man who killed a missionary.

Although such stories were now often told theykkxb like fairytales in Mbanta
and did not as yet affect the relationship betwéennew church and the clan. There
was no question of killing a missionary here, for. Miaga, despite his madness, was
quite harmless. As for his converts, no one couldhem without having to flee from
the clan, for in spite of their worthlessness tlsjl belonged to the clan. And so
nobody gave serious thought to the stories abautwthite man's government or the
consequences of killing the Christians. If they d@mae more troublesome than they

already were they would simply be driven out of ¢hen.



And the little church was at that moment too deefsorbed in its own troubles

to annoy the clan. It all began over the questicedanitting outcasts.

These outcasts, or osu, seeing that the new aeligielcomed twins and such
abominations, thought that it was possible thay theuld also be received. And so one
Sunday two of them went into the church. There aragnmediate stir, but so great was
the work the new religion had done among the cdavbiat they did not immediately
leave the church when the outcasts came in. Thdgefaund themselves nearest to
them merely moved to another seat. It was a mir&ueit only lasted till the end of the
service. The whole church raised a protest and atasit to drive these people out,

when Mr. Kiaga stopped them and began to explain.

"Before God," he said, "there is no slave or fi#&e are all children of God and

we must receive these our brothers."

"You do not understand,” said one of the convéwhat will the heathen say of

us when they hear that we receive osu into ourtfitlksey will laugh."

"Let them laugh," said Mr. Kiaga. "God will laugi them on the judgment day.
Why do the nations rage and the peoples imaginaia thing? He that sitteth in the

heavens shall laugh. The Lord shall have them iiside."

"You do not understand," the convert maintain&ehu' are our teacher, and you
can teach us the things of the new faith. But idhia matter which we know." And he

told him what an osu was.

He was a person dedicated to a god, a thing set-aptaboo for ever, and his
children after him. He could neither marry nor barned by the free-born. He was in
fact an outcast, living in a special area of thBage, close to the Great Shrine.
Wherever he went he carried with him the mark af forbidden caste--long, tangled
and dirty hair. A razor was taboo to him. An oswldonot attend an assembly of the
free-born, and they, in turn, could not shelteramiis roof. He could not take any of
the four titles of the clan, and when he died he tuaried by his kind in the Evil Forest.

How could such a man be a follower of Christ?



"He needs Christ more than you and I," said Madé.

"Then | shall go back to the clan,” said the cohvAnd he went. Mr. Kiaga
stood firm, and it was his firmness that savedytheng church. The wavering converts
drew inspiration and confidence from his unshakdhith. He ordered the outcasts to

shave off their long, tangled hair. At first thegns afraid they might die.

"Unless you shave off the mark of your heathemebélwill not admit you into
the church,” said Mr. Kiaga. "You fear that youlwdie. Why should that be? How are
you different from other men who shave their haiti®e same God created you and
them. But they have cast you out like lepers. lagainst the will of God, who has
promised everlasting life to all who believe in Hisly name. The heathen say you will
die if you do this or that, and you are afraid. {iaso said | would die if | built my
church on this ground. Am | dead? They said | walitlif i took care of twins. | am

still alive. The heathen speak nothing but falseh@anly the word of our God is true."

The two outcasts shaved off their hair, and sdogy twere the strongest
adherents of the new faith. And what was more, Ipedk the osu in Mbanta followed
their example. It was in fact one of them who is keal brought the church into serious
conflict with the clan a year later by killing tsacred python, the emanation of the god

of water.

The royal python was the most revered animal iraMa and all the surrounding
clans. It was addressed as "Our Father," and iewead to go wherever it chose, even
into people's beds. It ate rats in the house amie8mes swallowed hens' eggs. If a
clansman killed a royal python accidentally, he enaécrifices of atonement and
performed an expensive burial ceremony such as dwe for a great man. No
punishment was prescribed for a man who killed py¢hon knowingly. Nobody

thought that such a thing could ever happen.

Perhaps it never did happen. That was the wayldreat first looked at it. No
one had actually seen the man do it. The story d&@&kn among the Christians

themselves.



But, all the same, the rulers and elders of Mbastembled to decide on their
action. Many of them spoke at great length anduiny.fThe spirit of wars was upon
them. Okonkwo, who had begun to play a part inatfi@irs of his motherland, said that
until the abominable gang was chased out of tHagal with whips there would be no

peace.

But there were many others who saw the situatiferdntly, and it was their

counsel that prevailed in the end.

"It is not our custom to fight for our gods,” samhe of them. "Let us not
presume to do so now. If a man Kkills the sacredhaytin the secrecy of his hut, the
matter lies between him and the god. We did nofitséfewe put ourselves between the
god and his victim we may receive blows intended tfee offender. When a man
blasphemes, what do we do? Do we go and stop hishraidNo. We put our fingers into

our ears to stop us hearing. That is a wise action.

"Let us not reason like cowards," said Okonkwé.a'lman comes into my hut
and defecates on the floor, what do | do? Do i shyteyes? No! | take a stick and
break his head That is what a man does. These eeopldaily pouring filth over us,
and Okeke says we should pretend not to see." Okmmkade a sound full of disgust.
This was a womanly clan, he thought. Such a thinglcc never happen in his

fatherland, Umuofia.

"Okonkwo has spoken the truth,” said another méfe should do something.
But let us ostracise these men. We would then mothéld accountable for their

abominations."

Everybody in the assembly spoke, and in the eméé decided to ostracise the

Christians. Okonkwo ground his teeth in disgust.

That night a bell-man went through the length améadth of Mbanta
proclaiming that the adherents of the new faitheatbienceforth excluded from the life

and privileges of the clan.



The Christians had grown in number and were n@mall community of men,
women and children, self-assured and confident.Bviown, the white missionary, paid
regular visits to them. "When | think that it islpreighteen months since the Seed was

first sown among you," he said, "I marvel at whng Lord hath wrought.”

It was Wednesday in Holy Week and Mr. Kiaga hakkdshe women to bring
red earth and white chalk and water to scrub theathfor Easter, and the women had
formed themselves into three groups for this puepd$iey set out early that morning,
some of them with their water-pots to the streanwmtl@er group with hoes and baskets

to the village earth pit, and the others to thdichaarry.

Mr. Kiaga was praying in the church when he hetird women talking
excitedly. He rounded off his prayer and went te adat it was all about. The women
had come to the church with empty waterpots. Treg ghat some young men had
chased them away from the stream with whips. Séten, &he women who had gone for
red earth returned with empty baskets. Some of thathbeen heavily whipped. The

chalk women also returned to tell a similar story.
"What does it all mean?" asked Mr. Kiaga, who gasatly perplexed.

"The village has outlawed us," said one of the woniThe bellman announced

it last night. But it is not our custom to debayame from the stream or the quarry.”

Another woman said, "They want to ruin us. Theyl wot allow us into the

markets. They have said so."

Mr. Kiaga was going to send into the village fig men-converts when he saw
them coming on their own. Of course they had a#irtiethe bell-man, but they had

never in all their lives heard of women being deddfrom the stream.

"Come along," they said to the women. "We will widh you to meet those

cowards." Some of them had big sticks and some mamhetes.

But Mr. Kiaga restrained them. He wanted firstkitlow why they had been

outlawed.



"They say that Okoli killed the sacred python,jitlsane man.

"It is false," said another. "Okoli told me himfstdat it was false."

Okoli was not there to answer. He had fallenrilitbe previous night. Before the
day was over he was dead. His death showed thajoithe were still able to fight their

own battles. The clan saw no reason then for motp#e Christians.



CHAPTER NINETEEN

The last big rains of the year were falling. It vtas time for treading red earth with
which to build walls. It was not done earlier besauhe rains were too heavy and
would have washed away the heap of trodden eanith,itacould not be done later

because harvesting would soon set in, and aftethbalry season.

It was going to be Okonkwo's last harvest in Mbarthe seven wasted and
weary years were at last dragging to a close. Althohe had prospered in his
motherland Okonkwo knew that he would have prospeken more in Umuofia, in the
land of his fathers where men were bold and warlikethese seven years he would
have climbed to the utmost heights. And so he tegteevery day of his exile. His
mother's kinsmen had been very kind to him, and/a grateful. But that did not alter
the facts. He had called the first child born tmlm exile Nneka--

"Mother is Supreme”--out of politeness to his neoth kinsmen. But two years

later when a son was born he called him Nwofia--

"Begotten in the Wilderness."

As soon as he entered his last year in exile Okondent money to Obierika to
build him two huts in his old compound where he &l family would live until he
built more huts and the outside wall of his compmbure could not ask another man to
build his own obi for him, nor the walls of his cpound. Those things a man built for

himself or inherited from his father.

As the last heavy rains of the year began to @tlierika sent word that the two
huts had been built and Okonkwo began to prepardiforeturn, after the rains. He
would have liked to return earlier and build hisnmgound that year before the rains
stopped, but in doing so he would have taken sangefinom the full penalty of seven

years. And that could not be. So he waited imp#sid¢ar the dry season to come.



It came slowly. The rain became lighter and lightetil it fell in slanting
showers. Sometimes the sun shone through themdia &ght breeze blew. It was a gay
and airy kind of rain. The rainbow began to appaad sometimes two rainbows, like a
mother and her daughter, the one young and behuiid the other an old and faint

shadow. The rainbow was called the python of tlye sk

Okonkwo called his three wives and told them totgangs together for a great

feast. "I must thank my mother's kinsmen before,T e said.

Ekwefi still had some cassava left on her farnmfiitbe previous year. Neither of
the other wives had. It was not that they had baey, but that they had many children
to feed. It was therefore understood that Ekwefuldgprovide cassava lor the feast.
Nwoye's mother and Ojiugo would provide the othends like smoked fish, palm-oil

and pepper for the soup. Okonkwo would take caraezt and yams.

Ekwefi rose early on the following morning and wea her farm with her
daughter, Ezinma, and Ojiugo's daughter, Obiagelharvest cassava tubers. Each of
them carried a long cane basket, a machete fangutown the soft cassava stem, and a
little hoe for digging out the tuber. Fortunatedylight rain had fallen during the night

and the soil would not be very hard.
"It will not take us long to harvest as much aslike," said Ekwefi.

"But the leaves will be wet," said Ezinma. Herkesvas balanced on her head,
and her arms folded across her breasts. She fdlt '¢aislike cold water dropping on

my back. We should have waited for the sun toars# dry the leaves."

Obiageli called her "Salt" because she said thatdisliked water. "Are you

afraid you may dissolve?"

The harvesting was easy, as Ekwefi had said. Ezisimook every tree violently
with a long stick before she bent down to cut tieensand dig out the tuber. Sometimes
it was not necessary to dig. They just pulled thenp, and earth rose, roots snapped

below, and the tuber was pulled out.



When they had harvested a sizable heap they datrg®wn in two trips to the

stream, where every woman had a shallow well fon&nting her cassava.

"It should be ready in four days or even threajd biageli. "They are young
tubers."

"They are not all that young," said Ekwefi. "l ptad the farm nearly two years
ago. It is a poor soil and that is why the tubeessm small.”

Okonkwo never did things by halves. When his vidfevefi protested that two

goats were sufficient for the feast he told het ihvwas not her affair.

"l am calling a feast because | have the wheralitlcannot live on the bank of
a river and wash my hands with spittle. My mothpesple have been good to me and 1

must show my gratitude."

And so three goats were slaughtered and a numbéowds. It was like a
wedding feast. There was foo-foo and yam pottagesiesoup and bitter-leaf soup and

pots and pots of palm-wine.

All the umunna were invited to the feast, all tescendants of Okolo, who had
lived about two hundred years before. The oldeshb® of this extensive family was
Okonkwao's uncle, Uchendu. The kola nut was given ta break, and he prayed to the
ancestors. He asked them for health and childi&ie. do not ask for wealth because he
that has health and children will also have wealtle. do not pray to have more money
but to have more kinsmen. We are better than asil@tause we have kinsmen. An
animal rubs its itching flank against a tree, a ragks his kinsman to scratch him." He
prayed especially for Okonkwo and his family. Herthbroke the kola nut and threw

one of the lobes on the ground for the ancestors.

As the broken kola nuts were passed round, Okolskwives and children and
those who came to help them with the cooking begalring out the food. His sons
brought out the pots of palm-wine. There was so hmiogod and drink that many

kinsmen whistled in surprise. When all was laid, @konkwo rose to speak.



"l beg you to accept this little kola," he saidt. i not to pay you back for all
you did for me in these seven years. A child campaot for its mother's milk. | have

only called you together because it is good foskian to meet."

Yam pottage was served first because it was ligthten foo-foo and because
yam always came first. Then the foo-foo was serBaime kinsmen ate it with egusi
soup and others with bitter-leaf soup. The meat thhas shared so that every member
of the umunna had a portion. Every man rose inrooflgears and took a share. Even
the few kinsmen who had not been able to come Ihaid $hares taken out for them in

due term.

As the palm-wine was drunk one of the oldest mambé the umunna rose to
thank Okonkwo: "If | say that we did not expect Iswc big feast | will be suggesting
that we did not know how openhanded our son, Okanksv We all know him, and we
expected a big feast. But it turned out to be dvigger than we expected. Thank you.
May all you took out return again tenfold. It isagbin these days when the younger
generation consider themselves wiser than thessdiv see a man doing things in the
grand, old way. A man who calls his kinsmen to astedoes not do so to save them
from starving. They all have food in their own h@n&/hen we gather together in the
moonlit village ground it is not because of the moBvery man can see it in his own
compound. We come together because it is goodif@mnien to do so. You may ask
why | am saying all this. | say it because | fear the younger generation, for you
people." He waved his arm where most of the yourg sat. "As for me, i have only a
short while to live, and so have Uchendu and Unkeiuiand Emefo. But | fear for you
young people because you do not understand howgsisahe bond of kinship. You do
not know what it is to speak with one voice. Andawlis the result? An abominable
religion has settled among you. A man can now ldasdather and his brothers. He can
curse the gods of his fathers and his ancestées,aihunter's dog that suddenly goes
mad and turns on his master. | fear for you, | fiearthe clan.” He turned again to

Okonkwo and said, "Thank you for calling us togethe



CHAPTER TWENTY

Seven years was a long time to be away from otea's A man's place was not always
there, waiting for him. As soon as he left, someelse rose and filled it. The clan was

like a lizard, if it lost its tail it soon grew atiner.

Okonkwo knew these things. He knew that he hadhissplace among the nine
masked spirits who administered justice in the .cké@ had lost the chance to lead his
warlike clan against the new religion, which, heswald, had gained ground. He had
lost the years in which he might have taken thééwgg titles in the clan. But some of
these losses were not irreparable. He was detedntiva his return should be marked

by his people. He would return with a flourish, aedain the seven wasted years.

Even in his first year in exile he had begun tanplor his return. The first thing
he would do would be to rebuild his compound onaearmagnificent scale. He would
build a bigger barn than he had had before anddwedabuild huts for two new wives.
Then he would show his wealth by initiating his santo the 0zo society. Only the
really great men in the clan were able to do tBisonkwo saw clearly the high esteem

in which he would be held, and he saw himself tgkire highest title in the land.

As the years of exile passed one by one it seembum that his chi might now
be making amends for the past disaster. His yaraa gtbundantly, not only in his
motherland but also in Umuofia, where his friendregghem out year by year to

sharecroppers.

Then the tragedy of his first son had occurredfitst it appeared as if it might
prove too great for his spirit. But it was a resili spirit, and in the end Okonkwo
overcame his sorrow. He had five other sons and@dwed bring them up in the way of

the clan.

He sent for the five sons and they came and dasiobi. The youngest of them

was four years old.



"You have all seen the great abomination of yaother. Now he is no longer
my son or your brother. | will only have a son wh@ man, who will hold his head up
among my people. If any one of you prefers to enan, let him follow Nwoye now
while | am alive so that | can curse him. If yount@gainst me when | am dead | will

visit you and break your neck."

Okonkwo was very lucky in his daughters. He nestapped regretting that
Ezinma was a girl. Of all his children she alonéenstood his every mood. A bond of

sympathy had grown between them as the years lssega

Ezinma grew up in her father's exile and becaneairthe most beautiful girls
in Mbanta. She was called Crystal of Beauty, asrhether had been called in her
youth. The young ailing girl who had caused herhmptso much heartache had been
transformed, almost overnight, into a healthy, lmnymaiden. She had, it was true, her
moments of depression when she would snap at emgyylike an angry dog. These
moods descended on her suddenly and for no appaasan. But they were very rare

and short-lived. As long as they lasted, she cbakt no other person but her father.

Many young men and prosperous middle-aged men lzdnith came to marry
her. But she refused them all, because her fatheichlled her one evening and said to
her: "There are many good and prosperous peopks, bet | shall be happy if you

marry in Umuofia when we return home."

That was all he had said. But Ezinma had seemlglaththe thought and hidden

meaning behind the few words. And she had agreed.

"Your half-sister, Obiageli, will not understanderh Okonkwo said. "But you

can explain to her."

Although they were almost the same age, Ezinmddedea strong influence
over her half-sister. She explained to her why tsteyuld not marry yet, and she agreed

also. And so the two of them refused every offemafriage in Mbanta.

"l wish she were a boy," Okonkwo thought withirmiself. She understood

things so perfectly. Who else among his childreml@¢dave read his thoughts so well?



With two beautiful grown-up daughters his return Wmuofia would attract
considerable attention. His future sons-in-law wiobe men of authority in the clan.

The poor and unknown would not dare to come forth.

Umuofia had indeed changed during the seven y@&mnkwo had been in
exile. The church had come and led many astray.oNlgtthe low-born and the outcast
but sometimes a worthy man had joined it. Such a was Ogbuefi Ugonna, who had
taken two titles, and who like a madman had cuiathidet of his titles and cast it away
to join the Christians. The white missionary wasyveroud of him and he was one of
the first men in Umuofia to receive the sacramdmialy Communion, or Holy Feast as
it was called in Ibo. Ogbuefi Ugonna had thoughthef Feast in terms of eating and
drinking, only more holy than the village varielye had therefore put his drinking-horn

into his goatskin bag for the occasion.

But apart from the church, the white men had Alsmught a government. They
had built a court where the District Commissiongeiged cases in ignorance. He had
court messengers who brought men to him for tN&ny of these messengers came
from Umuru on the bank of the Great River, where\lhite men first came many years
before and where they had built the centre of thadigion and trade and government.
These court messengers were greatly hated in Umbeftause they were foreigners
and also arrogant and high-handed. They were clbfidda, and because of their ash-
coloured shorts they earned the additional namAsbly Buttocks. They guarded the
prison, which was full of men who had offended agathe white man's law. Some of
these prisoners had thrown away their twins andesbad molested the Christians.
They were beaten in the prison by the kotma andenbadvork every morning clearing
the government compound and fetching wood for theenxCommissioner and the court
messengers. Some of these prisoners were meteoitib should be above such mean
occupation. They were grieved by the indignity amourned for their neglected farms.
As they cut grass in the morning the younger mag sa time with the strokes of their
machetes: "Kotma of the ashy buttocks, He is fibéoa slave. The white man has no

sense, He is fit to be a slave."



The court messengers did not like to be calledy/Ahitocks, and they beat the

men. But the song spread in Umuofia.
Okonkwo's head was bowed in sadness as Obielikaito these things.

"Perhaps | have been away too long," Okonkwo sdidpst to himself. "But |
cannot understand these things you tell me. Whiathat has happened to our people?

Why have they lost the power to fight?"
"Have you not heard how the white man wiped ouaib?" asked Obierika.

"I have heard," said Okonkwo. "But | have alsorbethat Abame people were
weak and foolish. Why did they not fight back? Hhdy no guns and machetes? We
would be cowards lo compare ourselves with the wieAbame. Their fathers had
never dared to stand before our ancestors. Wefighsthese men and drive them from

the land."

"It is already too late," said Obierika sadly. '"Gawn men and our sons have
joined the ranks of the stranger. They have joimedeligion and they help to uphold
his government. If we should try to drive out thiite men in Umuofia we should find
it easy. There are only two of them. But what aof own people who are following their
way and have been given power? They would go toidrand bring the soldiers, and
we would be like Abame." He paused for a long teme then said: "l told you on my

last visit to Mbanta how they hanged Aneto."
"What has happened to that piece of land in depyuasked Okonkwo.

"The white man's court has decided that it shdogtbng to Nnama's family,

who had given much money to the white man's messsramd interpreter.”
"Does the white man understand our custom abod®la

"How can he when he does not even speak our tGnBué he says that our
customs are bad, and our own brothers who have taiénis religion also say that our

customs are bad. How do you think we can fight wbenown brothers have turned



against us? The white man is very clever. He cametly and peaceably with his
religion. We were amused at his foolishness arahaitl him to stay. Now he has won
our brothers, and our clan can no longer act like. dde has put a knife on the things

that held us together and we have fallen apart.”
"How did they get hold of Ancto to hang him?" agkekonkwo.

"When he killed Oduche in the fight over the lahd,fled to Aninta to escape
the wrath of the earth. This was about eight dégs the fight, because Oduche had not
died immediately from his wounds. It was on theesglr day that he died. But
everybody knew that he was going to die and Anatbhgs belongings together in
readiness to flee. But the Christians had toldwh&e man about the accident, and he
sent his kotma to catch Aneto. He was imprisondtl @il the leaders of his family. In
the end Oduche died and Aneto was taken to Umuithanged. The other people were
released, but even now they have not found the muuth which to tell of their

suffering."

The two men sat in silence for a long while afims.



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

There were many men and women in Umuofia who didew as strongly as Okonkwo
about the new dispensation. The white man had thesught a lunatic religion, but he
had also built a trading store and for the finsteipalm-oil and kernel became things of

great price, and much money flowed into Umuofia.

And even in the matter of religion there was angng feeling that there might
be something in it after all, something vaguelynata method in the overwhelming

madness.

This growing feeling was due to Mr. Brown, the tehmissionary, who was
very firm in restraining his flock from provokingpe& wrath of the clan. One member in
particular was very difficult to restrain. His nam&s Enoch and his father was the
priest of the snake cult. The story went around #r@och had killed and eaten the

sacred python, and that his father had cursed him.

Mr. Brown preached against such excess of zearyving was possible, he
told his energetic flock, but everything was nopedient. And so Mr. Brown came to
be respected even by the clan, because he trdg spfits faith. He made friends with
some of the great men of the clan and on one dfréggient visits to the neighbouring
villages he had been presented with a carved aet¢phsk, which was a sign of dignity
and rank. One of the great men in that village walked Akunna and he had given one

of his sons to be taught the white man's knowleddér. Brown's school.

Whenever Mr. Brown went to that village he speamtg hours with Akunna in
his obi talking through an interpreter about religi Neither of them succeeded in

converting the other but they learned more abait thifferent beliefs.

"You say that there is one supreme God who madedmeand earth," said
Akunna on one of Mr. Brown's visits. "We also beéieén Him and call Him Chukwu.

He made all the world and the other gods."



"There are no other gods," said Mr. Brown. "Chukeuhe only God and all
others are false. You carve a piece of wood--likat one" (he pointed at the rafters
from which Akunna's carved Ikenga hung), "and yall it a god. But it is still a piece

of wood."

"Yes," said Akunna. "It is indeed a piece of wodte tree from which it came
was made by Chukwu, as indeed all minor gods wBtg.He made them for His
messengers so that we could approach Him throwgh.tht is like yourself. You are the

head of your church.”

"No," protested Mr. Brown. "The head of my chuislGod Himself."

"I know," said Akunna, "but there must be a headhis world among men.

Somebody like yourself must be the head here."

"The head of my church in that sense is in England

"That is exactly what | am saying. The head ofrychwrch is in your country.
He has sent you here as his messenger. And you d&laee appointed your own
messengers and servants. Or let me take anothempéxathe District Commissioner.

He is sent by your king."

"They have a queen," said the interpreter on Wis account.

"Your queen sends her messenger, the District Gesiomer. He finds that he
cannot do the work alone and so he appoints kabrhalp him. It is the same with God,
or Chukwu. He appoints the smaller gods to help H@oause His work is too great for

one person."

"You should not think of Him as a person,” said. Mrown. "It is because you
do so that you imagine He must need helpers. Aadmbrst thing about it is that you

give all the worship to the false gods you havaiwe."

"That is not so. We make sacrifices to the ligtes, but when they fail and

there is no one else to turn to we go to Chukwis. fight to do so. We approach a great



man through his servants. But when his servantsddielp us, then we go to the last
source of hope. We appear to pay greater attetdidhe little gods but that is not so.
We worry them more because we are afraid to wiwey Master. Our fathers knew that
Chukwu was the Overlord and that is why many ofrtlgave their children the name
Chukwuka--

"Chukwu is Supreme."

"You said one interesting thing," said Mr. BrowNou are afraid of Chukwu. In
my religion Chukwu is a loving Father and need betfeared by those who do His

will."

"But we must fear Him when we are not doing Hidl,Wsaid Akunna. "And

who is to tell His will? It is too great to be know

In this way Mr. Brown learned a good deal aboetfligion of the clan and he
came to the conclusion that a frontal attack omatild not succeed. And so he built a
school and a little hospital in Umuofia. He werdrfr family to family begging people
to send their children to his school. But at fitsty only sent their slaves or sometimes
their lazy children. Mr. Brown begged and argued @nophesied. He said that the
leaders of the land in the future would be menwaathen who had learned to read and
write. If Umuofia failed to send her children teetbBchool, strangers would come from
other places to rule them. They could already baé liappening in the Native Court,
where the D. C. was surrounded by strangers whé&espis tongue. Most of these
strangers came from the distant town of Umuru @nlthnk of the Great River where

the white man first went.

In the end Mr. Brown's arguments began to haveffatt. More people came to
learn in his school, and he encouraged them with gf singlets and towels. They were
not all young, these people who came to learn. Sointeem were thirty years old or
more. They worked on their farms in the morning amt to school in the afternoon.
And it was not long before the people began toteaythe white man's medicine was
quick in working. Mr. Brown's school produced quigsults. A few months in it were

enough to make one a court messenger or even aatetk. Those who stayed longer



became teachers,- and from Umuofia labourers veetit into the Lord's vineyard. New
churches were established in the surrounding wlagnd a few schools with them.
From the very beginning religion and education whahd in hand. Mr. Brown's
mission grew from strength to strength, and becaofdts link with the new
administration it earned a new social prestige. But Brown himself was breaking
down in health. At first he ignored the warningreEgBut in the end he had to leave his

flock, sad and broken.

It was in the first rainy season after Okonkwasum to Umuofia that Mr.
Brown left for home. As soon as he had learned kér@®wo's return five months
earlier, the missionary had immediately paid himisat. He had just sent Okonkwo's
son, Nwoye, who was now called Isaac, to the nenitrg college for teachers in
Umuru. And he had hoped that Okonkwo would be happlyear of it. But Okonkwo
had driven him away with the threat that if he came his compound again, he would

be carried out of it.

Okonkwo's return to his native land was not as orafnie as he had wished. It
was true his two beautiful daughters aroused gneatest among suitors and marriage
negotiations were soon in progress, but, beyony thauofia did not appear to have
taken any special notice of the warrior's returme Tlan had undergone such profound
change during his exile that it was barely recogpls. The new religion and
government and the trading stores were very mucthenpeople's eyes and minds.
There were still many who saw these new instititian evil, but even they talked and

thought about little else, and certainly not abl@kbnkwao's return.

And it was the wrong year too. If Okonkwo had inthiagely initiated his two
sons into the 0zo society as he had planned hedwoave caused a stir. But the
initiation rite was performed once in three yearddmuofia, and he had to wait for

nearly two years for the next round of ceremonies.

Okonkwo was deeply grieved. And it was not jugieasonal grief. He mourned
for the clan, which he saw breaking up and fallapgrt, and he mourned for the warlike

men of Umuofia, who had so unaccountably becomidikefwomen.



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

Mr. Brown's successor was the Reverend James Samithhe was a different kind of
man. He condemned openly Mr. Brown's policy of coonise and accommodation.
He saw things as black and white. And black wak exa saw the world as a battlefield
in which the children of light were locked in mdrtnflict with the sons of darkness.
He spoke in his sermons about sheep and goatsband wheat and tares. He believed

in slaying the prophets of Baal.

Mr. Smith was greatly distressed by the ignoramtech many of his flock
showed even in such things as the Trinity and thaeénents. It only showed that they
were seeds sown on a rocky soil. Mr. Brown had ghowf nothing but numbers. He
should have known that the kingdom of God did reggehd on large crowds. Our Lord
Himself stressed the importance of fewness. Narsaive way and few the number. To
fill the Lord's holy temple with an idolatrous crdwlamouring for signs was a folly of
everlasting consequence. Our Lord used the whig onte in His life--to drive the

crowd away from His church.

Within a few weeks of his arrival in Umuofia Mrnm&h suspended a young
woman from the church for pouring new wine into btittles. This woman had allowed
her heathen husband to mutilate her dead child chhé had been declared an ogbanje,
plaguing its mother by dying and entering her wamibe born again. Four times this

child had run its evil round. And so it was mutdtto discourage it from returning.

Mr. Smith was filled with wrath when he heard bist He disbelieved the story
which even some of the most faithful confirmed, gtery of really evil children who
were not deterred by mutilation, but came back witithe scars. He replied that such
stories were spread in the world by the Devil @dlenen astray. Those who believed

such stories were unworthy of the Lord's table.

There was a saying in Umuofia that as a man dasedtie drums were beaten

for him. Mr. Smith danced a furious step and sodhens went mad. The over-zealous



converts who had smarted under Mr. Brown's restrgihand now flourished in full
favour. One of them was Enoch, the son of the spaiest who was believed to have
killed and eaten the sacred python. Enoch's davdtiothe new faith had seemed so

much greater than Mr.

Brown's that the villagers called him the outsigédro wept louder than the

bereaved.

Enoch was short and slight of build, and alwaysresd in great haste. His feet
were short and broad, and when he stood or walleldels came together and his feet
opened outwards as if they had quarrelled and nteagu in different directions. Such
was the excessive energy bottled up in Enoch'sl $rody that it was always erupting in
quarrels and fights. On Sundays he always imaginadthe sermon was preached for
the benefit of his enemies. And if he happeneditansar one of them he would
occasionally turn to give him a meaningful look, iago say, "l told you so." It was
Enoch who touched off the great conflict betweearch and clan in Umuofia which

had been gathering since Mr. Brown left.

It happened during the annual ceremony which vedd im honour of the earth
deity. At such times the ancestors of the clan Wwad been committed to Mother Earth

at their death emerged again as egwugwu througlatittholes.

One of the greatest crimes a man could committawasimask an egwugwu in
public, or to say or do anything which might reditsemmortal prestige in the eyes of

the uninitiated. And this was what Enoch did.

The annual worship of the earth goddess fell 8aaday, and the masked spirits
were abroad. The Christian women who had been twcbhcould not therefore go
home. Some of their men had gone out to beg theiggw to retire for a short while
for the women to pass. They agreed and were alrestttyng, when Enoch boasted
aloud that they would not dare to touch a Christiéiiereupon they all came back and
one of them gave Enoch a good stroke of the cahiejvwwas always carried. Enoch fell
on him and tore off his mask. The other egwugwu édiately surrounded their

desecrated companion, to shield him from the pefgaze ol women and children, and



led him away. Enoch had killed an ancestral spaitd Umuofia was thrown into

confusion.

That night the Mother of the Spirits walked thadth and breadth of the clan,
weeping for her murdered son. It was a terriblehnigNot even the oldest man in
Umuofia had ever heard such a strange and featulds and it was never to be heard
again. It seemed as if the very soul of the triptfor a great evil that was coming--

its own death.

On the next day all the masked egwugwu of Umu@issembled in the
marketplace. They came from all the quarters of tten and even from the
neighbouring villages. The dreaded Otakagu cama frao, and Ekwensu, dangling a
white cock, arrived from Uli. It was a terrible bating. The eerie voices of countless
spirits, the bells that clattered behind some efrthand the clash of machetes as they
ran forwards and backwards and saluted one anabat,tremors of fear into every
heart. For the first time in living memory the satrbull-roarer was heard in broad

daylight.

From the marketplace the furious band made forcEsocompound. Some of
the elders of the clan went with them, wearing ggarotections of charms and amulets.
These were men whose arms were strong in ogwugdiame. As for the ordinary men

and women, they listened from the safety of thatsh

The leaders of the Christians had met togethdtratSmith's parsonage on the
previous night. As they deliberated they could hbarMother of Spirits wailing for her

son. The chilling sound affected Mr. Smith, andtfar first time he seemed to be afraid.

"What are they planning to do?" he asked. No amewk because such a thing
had never happened before. Mr. Smith would have feerthe District Commissioner

and his court messengers, but they had gone ormtotlire previous day.

"One thing is clear,” said Mr. Smith. "We canndteo physical resistance to
them. Our strength lies in the Lord." They kneliwtiotogether and prayed to God for

delivery.



"O Lord, save Thy people," cried Mr. Smith.
"And bless Thine inheritance," replied the men.

They decided that Enoch should be hidden in thregpege for a day or two.
Enoch himself was greatly disappointed when hechélais, for he had hoped that a
holy war was imminent,- and there were a few otberistians who thought like him.

But wisdom prevailed in the camp of the faithfutlanany lives were thus saved.

The band of egwugwu moved like a furious whirlwiodEnoch's compound and
with machete and fire reduced it to a desolate haagd from there they made for the

church, intoxicated with destruction.

Mr. Smith was in his church when he heard the mdspirits coming. He
walked quietly to the door which commanded the apgh to the church compound,
and stood there. But when the first three or fogwwgwu appeared on the church
compound he nearly bolted. He overcame this impaigkinstead of running away he
went down the two steps that led up to the churchwalked towards the approaching

spirits.

They surged forward, and a long stretch of the Hm@omfence with which the
church compound was surrounded gave way before.tlBscordant bells clanged,
machetes clashed and the air was full of dust aenldwsounds. Mr. Smith heard a

sound of footsteps behind him. He turned roundsavd Okeke, his interpreter.

Okeke had not been on the best of terms with lasten since he had strongly
condemned Enoch's behaviour at the meeting ofdhdeks ol the church during the
night. Okeke had gone as far as to say that Enoahid not be hidden in the parsonage,
because he would only draw the wrath of the clatherpastor. Mr. Smith had rebuked
him in very strong language, and had not soughadiNéce that morning. But now, as he
came up and stood by him confronting the angryitspiMr. Smith looked at him and

smiled. It was a wan smile, but there was deeptgdst there.

For a brief moment the onrush of the egwugwu weecked by the unexpected

composure of the two men. But it was only a monmgntaeck, like the tense silence



between blasts of thunder. The second onrush veagegrthan the first. It swallowed up
the two men. Then an unmistakable voice rose alibeetumult and there was

immediate silence. Space was made around the twoane Ajofia began to speak.

Ajofia was the leading egwugwu of Umuofia. He wie head and spokesman
of the nine ancestors who administered justicdnéndlan. His voice was unmistakable
and so he was able to bring immediate peace tadtiated spirits. He then addressed

Mr. Smith, and as he spoke clouds of smoke rose fris head.

"The body of the white man, | salute you," he saglng the language in which

immortals spoke to men.

"The body of the white man, do you know me?" hHeeds

Mr. Smith looked at his interpreter, but Okeke,omvas a native of distant

Umuru, was also at a loss.

Ajofia laughed in his guttural voice. It was likiee laugh of rusty metal. "They
are strangers," he said, "and they are ignoraritlé8that pass." He turned round to his
comrades and saluted them, calling them the fatbetdmuofia. He dug his rattling
spear into the ground and it shook with metallie.liThen he turned once more to the

missionary and his interpreter.

"Tell the white man that we will not do him anyrim" he said to the interpreter.
"Tell him to go back to his house and leave useald¥e liked his brother who was with
us before. He was foolish, but we liked him, and licc sake we shall not harm his
brother. But this shrine which he built must betagged. We shall no longer allow it in
our midst. It has bred untold abominations and aeehcome to put an end to it." He
turned to his comrades. "Fathers of Umuofia, 1teayou” and they replied with one
guttural voice. He turned again to the missionaripu can stay with us if you like our
ways. You can worship your own god. It is good thanhan should worship the gods
and the spirits of his fathers. Go back to yourdsoso that you may not be hurt. Our

anger is great but we have held it down so thatavetalk to you."



Mr. Smith said to his interpreter: "Tell them to gway from here. This is the

house of God and | will not live to see it desesddt

Okeke interpreted wisely to the spirits and leaddrUmucofia: "The white man
says he is happy you have come to him with yowrvances, like friends. He will be

happy if you leave the matter in his hands."

"We cannot leave the matter in his hands becaasdoks not understand our
customs, just as we do not understand his. We sag foolish because he does not
know our ways, and perhaps he says we are fooshuse we do not know his. Let

him go away."

Mr. Smith stood his ground. But he could not sdve church. When the
egwugwu went away the red-earth church which Miovdr had built was a pile of

earth and ashes. And for the moment the spirih@ictan was pacified.



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

For the first time in many years Okonkwo had aifegthat was akin to happiness. The
times which had altered so unaccountably duringeRike seemed to be coming round

again. The clan which had turned false on him amgueto be making amends.

He had spoken violently to his clansmen when they met in the marketplace
to decide on their action. And they had listenetito with respect. It was like the good
old days again, when a warrior was a warrior. Alitjio they had not agreed to kill the
missionary or drive away the Christians, they hgeeed to do something substantial.

And they had done it. Okonkwo was almost happyragai

For two days after the destruction of the churaithing happened. Every man
in Umuofia went about armed with a gun or a mach&tey would not be caught

unawares, like the men of Abame.

Then the District Commissioner returned from haurt Mr. Smith went
immediately to him and they had a long discussidre men of Umuofia did not take
any notice of this, and if they did, they thoughtvias not important. The missionary

often went to see his brother white man. Therenadising strange in that.

Three days later the District Commissioner sestsiieet-tongued messenger to
the leaders of Umuofia asking them to meet himisnheadquarters. That also was not
strange. He often asked them to hold such palaasrée called them. Okonkwo was

among the six leaders he invited.

Okonkwo warned the others to be fully armed. "Amusdfia man does not
refuse a call," he said. "He may refuse to do wieais asked, he does not refuse to be

asked. But the times have changed, and we musilgefepared.”

And so the six men went to see the District Corsiarger, armed with their
machetes. They did not carry guns, for that wo@dibseemly. They were led into the

courthouse where the District Commissioner sat. releeived them politely. They



unslung their goatskin bags and their sheathed et@shput them on the floor, and sat

down.

"I have asked you to come,” began the Commissjotfercause of what
happened during my absence. | have been told aHengs but | cannot believe them
until I have heard your own side. Let us talk abibdike friends and find a way of

ensuring that it does not happen again."
Ogbuefi Ekwueme rose to his feet and began tdhelstory.

"Wait a minute," said the Commissioner. "l wanbtong in my men so that they
too can hear your grievances and take warning. Mérlgem come from distant places
and although they speak your tongue they are ignafayour customs. James! Go and
bring in the men." His interpreter left the coudno and soon returned with twelve men.
They sat together with the men of Umuofia, and @gbEkwueme began to tell the

story of how Enoch murdered an egwugwu.

It happened so quickly that the six men did netiseoming. There was only a
brief scuffle, too brief even to allow the drawinfa sheathed machete. The six men

were handcuffed and led into the guardroom.

"We shall not do you any harm," said the Dist@@mmissioner to them later,
"if only you agree to cooperate with us. We hawveulght a peaceful administration to
you and your people so that you may be happy.yfraan ill-treats you we shall come
to your rescue. But we will not allow you to iletit others. We have a court of law
where we judge cases and administer justice justigglone in my own country under
a great queen. | have brought you here becaus@ywd together to molest others, to
burn people's houses and their place of worshipt fust not happen in the dominion
of our queen, the most powerful ruler in the wotlthave decided that you will pay a
fine of two hundred bags of cowries. You will béegesed as soon as you agree to this

and undertake to collect that fine from your peo¥hat do you say to that?"



The six men remained sullen and silent and the r@igsioner left them for a
while. He told the court messengers, when he eftguardroom, to treat the men with

respect because they were the leaders of Umudfey 3aid, "Yes sir," and saluted.

As soon as the District Commissioner left, thedhe@ssenger, who was also the
prisoners' barber, took down his razor and shavedllothe hair on the men's heads.

They were still handcuffed, and they just sat ammgpead.

"Who is the chief among you?" the court messengsked in jest. "We see that

every pauper wears the anklet of title in Umudilaes it cost as much as ten cowries?"

The six men ate nothing throughout that day aednixt. They were not even
given any water to drink, and they could not go toutirinate or go into the bush when
they were pressed. At night the messengers carte teunt them and to knock their
shaven heads together.

Even when the men were left alone they found nmls/to speak to one another.
It was only on the third day, when they could noger bear the hunger and the insults,

that they began to talk about giving in.

"We should have killed the white man if you hastdned to me," Okonkwo
snarled.

"We could have been in Umuru now waiting to bedwh)" someone said to
him.

"Who wants to kill the white man?" asked a messengho had just rushed in.
Nobody spoke.

"You are not satisfied with your crime, but youshkill the white man on top of
it." He carried a strong stick, and he hit each radew blows on the head and back.

Okonkwo was choked with hate.



As soon as the six men were locked up, court meese went into Umuofia to
tell the people that their leaders would not beaséd unless they paid a fine of two

hundred and fifty bags of cowries.

"Unless you pay the fine immediately," said tHesadman, "we will take your

leaders to Umuru before the big white man, and them."

This story spread quickly through the villagesd amas added to as it went.
Some said that the men had already been taken tordWand would be hanged on the
following day. Some said that their families wowtso be hanged. Others said that
soldiers were already on their way to shoot thepfeeof Umuofia as they had done in
Abame.

It was the time of the full moon. But that nighetvoice of children was not
heard. The village ilo where they always gathereda moon-play was empty. The
women of Iguedo did not meet in their secret engi®go learn a new dance to be
displayed later to the village. Young men who walways abroad in the moonlight
kept their huts that night. Their manly voices weo¢ heard on the village paths as they
went to visit their friends and lovers. Umuofia wike a startled animal with ears erect,

sniffing the silent, ominous air and not knowingigfhway to run.

The silence was broken by the village crier beptis sonorous ogene. He
called every man in Umuofia, from the Akakanma ggmup upwards, to a meeting in
the marketplace after the morning meal. He weninfane end of the village to the
other and walked all its breadth. He did not leaweany of the main footpaths.

Okonkwo's compound was like a deserted homesleads as if cold water had
been poured on it. His family was all there, buergene spoke in whispers. His
daughter Ezinma had broken her twenty-eight dayt Ws the family of her future
husband, and returned home when she heard thdather had been imprisoned, and
was going to be hanged. As soon as she got homeesfiteto Obierika to ask what the
men of Umuofia were going to do about it. But Oili@rhad not been home since
morning. His wives thought he had gone to a senesting. Ezinma was satisfied that

something was being done.



On the morning after the village crier's appeal then of Umuofia met in the
marketplace and decided to collect without delay hundred and fifty bags of cowries
to appease the white man. They did not know tHat Bags would go to the court

messengers, who had increased the fine for thabper



CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

Okonkwo and his fellow prisoners were set free @snsas the fine was paid. The
District Commissioner spoke to them again aboutgiieat queen, and about peace and
good government. But the men did not listen. Thisy $at and looked at him and at his
interpreter. In the end they were given back thaigs and sheathed machetes and told
to go home. They rose and left the courthouse. He@her spoke to anyone nor among
themselves. The courthouse, like the church, wds dlittle way outside the village.
The footpath that linked them was a very busy oeeabse it also led to the stream,
beyond the court. It was open and sandy. Footpatre open and sandy in the dry
season. But when the rains came the bush grew édmi@ither side and closed in on the
path. It was now dry season. As they made their tgathe village the six men met
women and children going to the stream with theatespots. But the men wore such
heavy and fearsome looks that the women and childiet not say "nno" or "welcome"
to them, but edged out of the way to let them phesghe village little groups of men
joined them until they became a sizable compangyMalked silently. As each of the
six men got to his compound, he turned in, takiome of the crowd with him. The

village was astir in a silent, suppressed way.

Ezinma had prepared some food for her father as a8 news spread that the
six men would be released. She took it to him g dti. He ate absent-mindedly. He
had no appetite, he only ate to please her. Hie medditions and friends had gathered in
his obi, and Obierika was urging him to eat. Nobedse spoke, but they noticed the

long stripes on Okonkwo's back where the wardenip Wwad cut into his flesh.

The village crier was abroad again in the nighé beat his iron gong and
announced that another meeting would be held inntbening. Everyone knew that

Umuofia was at last going to speak its mind abbetthings that were happening.

Okonkwo slept very little that night. The bittessein his heart was now mixed
with a kind of childlike excitement, before he hgmhe to bed he had brought down his

war dress, which he had not touched since hismdtom exile. He had shaken out his



smoked raffia skirt and examined his tall feathemdrgear and his shield. They were all

satisfactory, he had thought.

As he lay on his bamboo bed he thought aboutrdament he had received in
the white man's court, and he swore vengeancemifidfia decided on war, all would
be well. But If they chose to be cowards he woutdogit and avenge lumself. He

thought about wars in the past. The noblest, hegtip was the war against Isike.

In those days Okudo was still alive. Okudo sangaa song in a way that no

other man could. He was not a fighter, but his @diened every man into a lion.

"Worthy men are no more,” Okonkwo sighed as heerabered those days.
"Isike will never forget how we slaughtered thenthat war. We killed twelve of their
men and they killed only two of ours. Before thel e the fourth market week they

were suing for peace. Those were days when menmwene'

As he thought of these things he heard the sotititearon gong in the distance.
He listened carefully, and could just hear thertzigoice. But it was very faint. He
turned on his bed and his back hurt him. He groisdteeth. The crier was drawing

nearer and nearer until he passed by Okonkwo's contp

"The greatest obstacle in Umuofia,” Okonkwo thdugltterly, "is that coward,
Egonwanne. His sweet tongue can change fire intbash. When he speaks he moves
our men to impotence. If they had ignored his woistanvisdom five years ago, we
would not have come to this." He ground his te€Ebmorrow he will tell them that our
fathers never fought a 'war of blame." If theydisto him | shall leave them and plan

my own revenge."

The crier's voice had once more become faint, theddistance had taken the
harsh edge off his iron gong. Okonkwo turned frame side to the other and derived a
kind of pleasure from the pain his back gave hibet'Egonwanne talk about a ‘war of

blame' tomorrow and | shall show him my back anadieHe ground his teeth.

The marketplace began to fill as soon as the ese.Obierika was waiting in

his obi when Okonkwo came along and called him.hdeg his goatskin bag and his



sheathed machete on his shoulder and went outridnjim. Obierika's hut was close to
the road and he saw every man who passed to thketplce. He had exchanged

greetings with many who had already passed thatimgr

When Okonkwo and Obierika got to the meeting pltee were already so
many people that if one threw up a grain of sanglaitild not find its way to the earth
again. And many more people were coming from ewgergrter of the nine villages. It
warmed Okonkwo's heart to see such strength of etsniBut he was looking for one

man in particular, the man whose tongue he dreadddiespised so much.

"Can you see him?" he asked Obierika.

"Who?"

"Egonwanne," he said, his eyes roving from on@eoof the huge marketplace

to the other. Most of the men sat on wooden stibag had brought with them.

"No," said Obierika, casting his eyes over thencto"Yes, there he is, under the

silk-cotton tree. Are you afraid he would convineenot to fight?"

"Afraid? | do not care what he does to you. | @gshim and those who listen to
him. | shall fight alone if | choose."

They spoke at the top of their voices becauseybweely was talking, and it was

like the sound of a great market.

"l shall wait till he has spoken,” Okonkwo thoughthen | shall speak."

"But how do you know he will speak against warBi€dika asked after a while.

"Because | know he is a coward,"” said Okonkwo.e@ka did not hear the rest
of what he said because at that moment someboaheduhis shoulder from behind
and he turned round to shake hands and exchangénge with five or six friends.
Okonkwo did not turn round even though he knewubiees. He was in ho mood to
exchange greetings. But one of the men touchedaitdhasked about the people of his

compound.



"They are well," he replied without interest.

The first man to speak to Umuofia that morning Wégka, one of the six who
had been imprisoned. Okika was a great man andaoroBut he did not have the
booming voice which a first speaker must use taldisth silence in the assembly of the
clan. Onyeka had such a voice, and so he was dsksalute Umuofia before Okika

began to speak.

"Umuofia kwenu!" he bellowed, raising his left aand pushing the air with his

open hand.
"Yaa!" roared Umuofia.

"Umuofia kwenu!" he bellowed again, and again aghin, facing a new

direction each time. And the crowd answered, "Yaa!"

There was immediate silence as though cold wateérdeen poured on a roaring

flame.

Okika sprang to his feet and also saluted hissoleam four times. Then he began
to speak: "You all know why we are here, when wghtuo be building our barns or
mending our huts, when we should be putting ourpmunds in order. My father used
to say to me: 'Whenever you see a toad jumpingraad daylight, then know that
something is after its life." When | saw you allupimg into this meeting from all the
guarters of our clan so early in the morning, I\krteat something was after our life."
He paused for a brief moment and then began a@&linour gods are weeping. Idemili
is weeping, Ogwugwu is weeping, Agbala is weepimgd all the others. Our dead
fathers are weeping because of the shameful sgerileey are suffering and the
abomination we have all seen with our eyes." Hpfsd again to steady his trembling

voice.

"This is a great gathering. No clan can boast refatgr numbers or greater
valour. But are we all here? | ask you: Are all dums of Umuofia with us here?" A

deep murmur swept through the crowd.



"They are not," he said. "They have broken tha aelad gone their several ways.
We who are here this morning have remained trumutdathers, but our brothers have
deserted us and joined a stranger to soil thdiefind. If we fight the stranger we shall
hit our brothers and perhaps shed the blood ofaasohan. But we must do it. Our
fathers never dreamed of such a thing, they nelledkheir brothers. But a white man
never came to them. So we must do what our fatlwetsd never have done. Eneke the
bird was asked why he was always on the wing ancepked: 'Men have learned to
shoot without missing their mark and | have learteély without perching on a twig.'
We must root out this evil. And if our brothers ¢athe side of evil we must root them
out too. And we must do it now. We must bale thetew now that it is only ankle-

deep..."

At this point there was a sudden stir in the cramd every eye was turned in
one direction. There was a sharp bend in the reatlléd from the marketplace to the
white man's court, and to the stream beyond it. smao one had seen the approach of
the five court messengers until they had come ratedbend, a few paces from the

edge of the crowd. Okonkwo was sitting at the edge.

He sprang to his feet as soon as he saw who it Masconfronted the head
messenger, trembling with hate, unable to uttepedwThe man was fearless and stood

his ground, his four men lined up behind him.

In that brief moment the world seemed to stanidl staiting. There was utter
silence. The men of Umuofia were merged into theenmackcloth of trees and giant

creepers, waiting.

The spell was broken by the head messenger. "eqiass!" he ordered.

"What do you want here?"

"The white man whose power you know too well hedeoed this meeting to

stop."



In a flash Okonkwo drew his machete. The messeagrrched to avoid the
blow. It was useless. Okonkwo's machete descendee tand the man's head lay

beside his uniformed body.

The waiting backcloth jumped into tumultuous kfied the meeting was stopped.
Okonkwo stood looking at the dead man. He knew thatiofia would not go to war.
He knew because they had let the other messerngmape= They had broken into tumult
instead of action. He discerned fright in that tlimide heard voices asking: "Why did
he do it?"

He wiped his machete on the sand and went away.



CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

When the district commissioner arrived at Okonkwadsnpound at the head of an
armed band of soldiers and court messengers hel fasmall crowd of men sitting
wearily in the obi. He commanded them to come detsand they obeyed without a

murmur.
"Which among you is called Okonkwo?" he askedubtohis interpreter.
"He is not here," replied Obierika.
"Where is he?"
"He is not here!"

The Commissioner became angry and red in the tdeewarned the men that
unless they produced Okonkwo forthwith he wouldklabem all up. The men

murmured among themselves, and Obierika spoke again
"We can take you where he is, and perhaps yourwilehelp us."

The Commissioner did not understand what Obienik@ant when he said,
"Perhaps your men will help us." One of the mo&inating habits of these people was

their love of superfluous words, he thought.

Obierika with five or six others led the way. T@B®mmissioner and his men
followed their firearms held at the ready. He hadved Obierika that if he and his men
played any monkey tricks they would be shot. Andh&y went.

There was a small bush behind Okonkwo's compotihd. only opening into
this bush from the compound was a little round hiolthe red-earth wall through which
fowls went in and out in their endless search twdi The hole would not let a man
through. It was to this bush that Obierika led @e@mmissioner and his men. They



skirted round the compound, keeping close to thik Whae only sound they made was

with their feet as they crushed dry leaves.

Then they came to the tree from which Okonkwo®ybwas dangling, and they
stopped dead.

"Perhaps your men can help us bring him down amgt bim," said Obierika.
"We have sent for strangers from another villagddat for us, but they may be a long

time coming."

The District Commissioner changed instantaneoughg resolute administrator

in him gave way to the student of primitive customs
"Why can't you take him down yourselves?" he asked

"It is against our custom," said one of the ménis'an abomination for a man
to take his own life. It is an offence against Beerth, and a man who commits it will
not be buried by his clansmen. His body is evit anly strangers may touch it. That is

why we ask your people to bring him down, becauseare strangers."”
"Will you bury him like any other man?" asked themmissioner.

"We cannot bury him. Only strangers can. We gbayi your men to do it. When
he has been buried we will then do our duty by hMve. shall make sacrifices to cleanse

the desecrated land."

Obierika, who had been gazing steadily at hisnttie dangling body, turned
suddenly to the District Commissioner and said denasly: "That man was one of the
greatest men in Umuofia. You drove him to kill hetisand now he will be buried like a

dog..." He could not say any more. His voice tresdtdnd choked his words.
"Shut up!" shouted one of the messengers, quiteeessarily.

"Take down the body,"” the Commissioner ordereddhief messenger, "and

bring it and all these people to the court."



"Yes, sah," the messenger said, saluting.

The Commissioner went away, taking three or fduthe soldiers with him. In
the many years in which he had toiled to bringlization to different parts of Africa he
had learned a number of things. One of them watsaHaistrict Commissioner must
never attend to such undignified details as cutinganged man from the tree. Such
attention would give the natives a poor opiniorniofh. In the book which he planned to
write he would stress that point. As he walked beckhe court he thought about that
book. Every day brought him some new material. Stoey of this man who had killed
a messenger and hanged himself would make integestiading. One could almost
write a whole chapter on him. Perhaps not a whbépter but a reasonable paragraph,
at any rate. There was so much else to include,ocmedmust be firm in cutting out
details. He had already chosen the title of thekbaafter much thought: The
Pacification of the Primitive Tribes of the Loweigsr.

The End



A GLOSSARY OF IBO WORDS AND PHRASES

agadi-nwayi
Agbala

Chi

Efukfu

Egwugwu

Ekwe

: old woman.

: woman; also used of a man who has takdil@o

: personal god.

: worthless man.

: @ masquerader who impersonates one ohnhkestral spirits of the
village.

: a musical instrument; a type of drum madenfivood.

eneke-nti-oba : a kind of bird.

eze-agadi-nwayi: the teeth of an old woman.

Iba

llo

Inyanga

isa-ifi

iyi-uwa

Jigida

Kotma

Kwenu
Ndicbie
nna ayi
Nno

nso-ani

: fever.

. the village green, where assemblies for spadiscussions, etc., take

place.

: showing off, bragging.

: a ceremony. If a wife had been separdtecth her husband for some

time and were then to be re-united with him, theseenony would be
held to ascertain that she had not been unfaitbfalm during the time

of their separation.

: a special kind of stone which forms tivklbetween an ogbanje and the

spirit world. Only if the iyi-uwa were discoveredddestroyed would
the child not die.

> a string of waist beads.

. court messenger. The word is not of Ibgiarbut is a corruption of
"court messenger."

: a shout of approval and greeting.

. elders.

: our father.

: welcome.

. a religious offence of a kind abhorred éweryone, literally earth's

taboo.



Nza : a very small bird. obi: the large living qgigas of the head of the
family.

obodo dike :the land of the brave.

Ochu : murder or manslaughter.

Ogbanje . a changeling,- a child who repeatedlg died returns to its mother to
be reborn. It is almost impossible to bring up ghamje child without it
dying, unless its iyi-uwa is first found and deg&d.

Ogene : a musical instrument; a kind of gong.

Osu : outcast. Having been dedicated to a godyshevas taboo and was not

allowed to mix with the freeborn in any way.

Oye : the name of one of the four market days.

Ozo : the name of one of the titles or ranks.

Tufia > a curse or oath.

Udu : a musical instrument; a type of drum madenfpottery.

Uli : a dye used by women for drawing patterngranskin.

Umuada . a family gathering of daughters, for whioh female kinsfolk return to

their village of origin.
Umunna- . a wide group of kinsmen (the masculimenfof the word umuada).

Uri : part of the betrothal ceremony when the doisrpaid.
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