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PROLOGUE 
 

The weather is cool, the air is damp and the atmosphere atop the 

mountain is foggy. Except for the harmonious tunes produced by the 

birds and the occasional noises made by creeping rodents, the 

mountain top is serene and quiet. In the midst of tall trees and light 

ground vegetations, a path trails from the peak through the 

mountain downwards. From the direction of this path, a figure arises 

climbing up the mountain, a young male figure. The sunrise is behind 

him and his face is unclear.  

He holds in his right hand, a long piece of cloth. And as he stops, he 

looks around and sights a big earthen pot. The pot is filled with water 

to the brim. He stares at the pot in a fixed gaze as his hands roll the 

cloth into a thick loop. Then he places the loop on his head and 

presses it downward to ensure it stays. He bends down toward the 

pot while still keeping his head upright and gently lifts it up and 

above his head. He steadies it properly on his head and turns back to 

the direction from which he came. 

He has only taken a few steps when he stops to admire a beautiful 

flower blossoming on his left hand side. He moves towards it and 

crouches slightly, just low enough to pluck the flower with his left 

hand as his right hand holds firmly to the pot of water on his head. 

He brings the flower closer to his nose and smells it. – It smells good. 

Quite unexpectedly, like a flash of lightning, the fangs strikes deep 

into his left heel. He has been beaten by a venomous snake. 
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In sudden pain, he screams. He looks around. The snake is nowhere 

to be found. Quickly but gently, he lowers the pot from his head and 

puts it back on the ground. Then he examines the spot of the 

snakebite and tries to attend to it. He is too late. He feels dizzy, loses 

his balance and slumps to the ground – motionless. 

“Haaah!” The elderly man sighs loudly through a sleepy voice.  

He raises his upper body from the straw mat on which he lay and 

supports himself with his elbows. 

“It’s this dream again.” 
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1 

 WHAT DO WE DO?  
– Seeking Answers –  

 

It was early in the morning, and the day was more or less gloomy. 

Even the sun seemed to rise in a much slower fashion than it usually 

did. Most people had long awaken before the first cockcrow but 

remained in their houses to tend to their afflicted folks. Only a few 

children could be seen carrying water pots to fetch water from the 

stream. 

Some of the men whose children were affected stood outside their 

houses, lost in thoughts. They looked from left to right like people 

waiting for someone or something. In fact, everybody in the 

community was waiting. They were waiting for the King and the gods 

to provide a solution and even the King was waiting for the elders 

and the Priest whom he had sent the town crier to announce their 

call. 

The sound of the gong went through the cold morning air to alert the 

ears of all who were within its range.  The sound went again and 

again, and finally, the voice of the town crier followed.  

“People of our land, lend me your ears! People of our land, listen to 

my message! The King has requested the presence of all the elders in 
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the community. All elders are to gather at the palace immediately to 

collectively find a solution to the prevailing epidemic! People of our 

land! That is the message! Those that have heard, tell those that have 

not!”  

The town crier repeated the message again and again as he moved 

from one location to another across the community. 

It was a normal tradition for the gong and voice of the town crier to 

be heard only at night. That way, everybody would be at home and 

must have returned from wherever they went, whether to the farm 

or the market. He usually did not make announcements during the 

day - Particularly not in the morning.  But this case was different. In 

fact, it was strange. Nevertheless, everyone understood why the 

gong had to be sounded early. There had been an epidemic – a 

breakout of an unknown disease that was ravaging the bodies of 

young people, especially children and every moment of waiting was a 

moment of pain.  

For one reason or another, it seemed as if the elders had been 

waiting for the announcement. There was almost no delay in their 

response to the call. Even the oldest among them, Oheen Iribhor who 

was also the village priest was the first to reach the palace. He was 

usually the first to do most things among the elders.  Everything 

about him was a mystery – Even for a priest, he was rather strange.  

His age was a mystery and so was his family. Apart from a young lad 

with whom he lived, he practically had no family. Even the boy was 

not his relative. He was the grandson of Imonitie, an elder of the 

land. Most of the things that people knew about his past were the 
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stories he told them himself. Ironically, while nobody knew anything 

about him for sure, he always seemed to know everything about 

every other person. Even the things people often kept as secrets 

were no secrets to him. So some people believed that he was a 

resurrected ancestor while some others concluded that he was an 

incarnate of the gods. 

Nevertheless, Iribhor was highly respected and his opinions were 

greatly valued because everything he had always said proved to be 

true. It was more of a relief to the King when he saw Oheen Iribhor 

walking through the yard towards him in his court. He held an old 

walking stick in his right hand and his face was toward the ground. He 

carefully watched his steps and supported them with the walking 

stick. His hair and beards were completely grey and even his eye 

brows and lashes were grey too. Although he was quite old, he was 

still mobile. He could still carry himself around – at least with the aid 

of a walking stick. So he walked slowly into the King’s court and 

greeted the King in the customary way.  

“Zaki” he said, and then slowly took his seat.  

The King greeted as well as a sign of respect.  

“Aisan” he said in a humble tone. 

They both kept quiet for some time, waiting for others to come. 

Finally, the King broke the silence.  

“What kind of thing is this, which has visited our land?”  
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It was obvious that he was talking to himself, so Oheen Iribhor did 

not bother to answer.  

“What kind of thing is this?” He asked himself again. 

Just then, two elders walked in with depression apparent on their 

faces. The problem in the land was taking its toll on them. And even 

though they were already old, the current situation seemed to have 

made them older. As they walked in, they greeted the King and 

Oheen Iribhor and gently took their seats. They were Owanlen 

Aziegbe and Owanlen Ohunyon. Before long, Owanlen Imonitie 

joined them and kola nut was served. It was a common saying in the 

village that ‘kola sees no obstacle’. So even in spite of the epidemic, 

kola nut could still be shared. 

The King broke the kola, took a piece and handed it to a palace guard. 

The guard passed it round for all to take, beginning from Oheen 

Iribhor and finally to Owanlen Ohunyon. He was also asked to take a 

piece which he did. And once again, the King welcomed the elders.  

“Elders of our land, you are welcome.”  

 “Zaki” they all chorused through tired voices.  

Each of them seemed to be looking at some invisible things in the air, 

though in different directions.  Iribhor kept staring at the sky through 

the entrance of the King’s court. He seemed to be watching 

something. His eyes were moving yet his face was steady. One could 

simply say he was lost in thoughts. 
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“We all know the calamity that has befallen this land…” The King 

began slowly. 

“...A calamity that has affected every household in this community 

including mine. We cannot just continue to watch with our eyes full 

of tears while we fold our hands and do nothing.”  

He paused for a moment and took a deep breath.  

“It is true that I am the King of this land but I must admit that this has 

gone beyond my control. Elders of our land, mouthpiece of the gods, 

what must we do?” 

He stopped and waited for a response from the elders. For a while, 

there was no response – they were still thinking. From time to time, 

It seemed someone was about to speak but instead, he would simply 

sigh and remain silent. Oheen Iribhor finally turned his head. He 

stopped gazing at whatever it was he was watching and cleared his 

throat.  

“I see that this year’s rain storms have done us more harm than 

good.” He said in his usual low and shaky voice.  

All the elders looked at him and wondered what the rains had to do 

with the unexplainable affliction that had befallen the land.  

“Rain storms? What has the rains got to do with this problem?” The 

King asked.  

Some of the elders echoed the King’s question and the others just 

kept quiet and stared at Iribhor. The latter had learned over time that 
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it was better to just listen to him than trying to understand him. They 

were Owanlen Imonitie and Owanlen Ohunyon.  

“Rain brings water and water is a source of life. How then is it that 

what is supposed to bring us life has become the source of our 

deaths?”  Aziegbe asked.  

The rainy season had been on for quite some time. A few days 

earlier, there was a heavy down pour, a storm to be precise but 

nobody had associated the unusual rainfalls with the calamity that 

was ravaging the land. Aziegbe's question was a thought-provoking 

one and everyone including the King tried to figure out the possibility 

of an answer to the question.  Iribhor however did not try to answer 

Aziegbe’s question. He just went ahead to explain what he meant by 

his initial statement.  

“There is a tree up there on the death mountain. It’s a thorn tree. 

And it is very poisonous. From its roots to its leaves, the tree secretes 

a fluid that can easily be washed into water once it is broken. I see 

that the thunder claps, during the last rain storm have broken off 

some of its branches bringing them down the mountain to pollute 

our stream.”  Iribhor explained slowly but confidently.  

There was no shadow of doubt in his voice. He was convinced of 

what he was saying. And so was everyone else that he could only be 

right. Could these occurrences be what he was watching in the sky all 

that time he was staring? This was one of the questions that roamed 

the minds of the elders. 
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“So what you are saying now is that our major source of water in this 

community is responsible for the tears of sorrow streaming down our 

faces.” The King said, staring into the blank air.  

The elders wondered for some time about what could be done until 

finally, one of them asked the question.  Ohunyon had great respect 

for Iribhor, so he hoped earnestly that the mysterious Priest not only 

knew the problem but the solution as well. Sitting up from his chair, 

he leaned on his walking stick, looked straight into Iribhor’s face and 

asked;  

“What then do we do about this?”  

“Well …” Iribhor began slowly. 

 “A man cannot talk of repairing his burning house when the house is 

still on fire.”  

“That is true” The elders echoed,  

“The fire must first be put out” They added. And Iribhor Continued,  

“The cause of this plague must first be located and removed before 

we talk about treating the afflicted folks.” He concluded. 

Without any delay, the King called some palace guards and implored 

Oheen Iribhor to give the description of the poisonous tree again. He 

instructed them to do a thorough search of whatever resembled the 

plant in the stream and bring them out. He also warned them to be 

careful about the plant so as not to get infected by it. The guards 

rushed off in prompt obedience to the King’s command and once 

again, silence returned to the King’s courtroom.  
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Most of the elders stared in the direction the guards had gone, 

Iribhor stared at the ground while the King stared at Iribhor. 

Apparently, he was waiting for the priest to say something since his 

last recommendation was already being carried out. On his own part, 

Oheen Iribhor was not in a hurry to say anything soon. It appeared 

that what he was watching earlier had moved from the sky to the 

ground and he was back at watching it. Once again his eyes were 

moving but his face was steady. 

For some reason, there seemed to be an air of relief in the room. The 

depression upon the faces of the elders seemed to have reduced. 

There was indeed, an air of relief, but before long, the atmosphere 

changed from relief to curiosity. Everyone except Oheen Iribhor 

looked out the door to have a clear view of what was approaching. 

They had heard a sound of what seemed like wailing and as the 

source of the sound came closer, they saw a group of weeping 

people. As they approached the King’s court, the elders could see the 

two children that they carried in their hands. The children appeared 

lifeless - A boy and a girl. The King looked and noticed something 

rather disturbing; these people coming were mostly women and all 

of them were old. With tears rolling down their cheeks and with the 

weight of two lifeless children they entered the King’s court and knelt 

down before the King and his elders. The King looked at the two dead 

children and noticed the symptoms of the plague on their bodies. He 

scanned through the group of people and felt the pain that they bore 

inside. And with a voice that sounded almost shaky, the King asked;  

“What is this?”  
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One of the women seemed to have been waiting for the question for 

she replied promptly through her age-worn and tear-soaked voice. 

“My King - Our children - are dying.”  

She broke into tears helplessly and cried in company of others. The 

King watched in grief and the elders groaned in sympathy. 

It was about mid-day and the people of the land had been waiting 

since cockcrow. The sound of the town crier’s gong had brought an 

air of hope, but that hope was short-lived. Soon after the 

announcement was made and the elders had started going to the 

palace, many of the villagers who were initially well started feeling 

weak and developing the symptoms of the plague. Majority of these 

were young men and women. The plague was highly contagious and 

had spread from the young children to the young adults. For some 

reason, the old people were immune against the infection and now 

constituted mainly, the group that were still healthy. As time passed, 

many of the children could not take it anymore, and they began to 

give up their ghosts. It was a day of tears and wailing. Not knowing 

what to do, these old folks had come to the King with the corpses of 

two children hoping to find some answers. An old man that had come 

along with the women stood behind the group and asked a question 

that sounded more like a plea.  

“What – do we – do?” 

The King sighed - He had heard the question. He raised his face and 

lifted his eyes from the children he had been gazing at. His eyes were 

filmed but he held back the drops. He and the elders turned to look 
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at Iribhor.  Iribhor felt their eyes upon him and raised his head. He 

looked into the King’s eyes and said;  

“Send for your people my King, send for them, as many as can come, 

let them come.” 
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2 

 HOW IT ALL BEGAN  
– Where the questions came 

from –  

 

A very long time ago, there once was a little village sited in a valley 

between two mountains. It was a small community and they had a 

stream running through the village in such a way that it divided the 

village into two halves. This stream was an integral part of their daily 

lives and it was often referred to for one reason or the other. It was 

mostly their only source of water during the dry season when the sky 

chose to withhold its blessings from the earth. 

The villagers were very friendly people and they lived like one big 

family. Almost every villager was in one way or the other related to 

another. They were either members of the same lineage or were 

related by marriage. The strength of unity that existed among them 

held them together both in good and bad times. If one household 

had a reason to celebrate, it was usually a communal celebration and 

if it was a case of lamentation the community shared in it as well. 

A humble monarch who by his wisdom had ensured peace and 

tranquillity in the village since his reign ruled the community. He was 

middle-aged and he had a beautiful damsel for a queen. Everyone 
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loved and respected the King for his kind-heartedness even in the 

administration of justice. They had a little son who was a joy to 

behold. People often addressed him as the ‘little King’ even when he 

was yet to understand their words. 

The community generally had a blissful atmosphere and the villagers 

often had cheerful faces even on the hot sunny days. The children 

played in the open air running around and doing various kinds of 

sports. Some of these sports were interesting and safe while other 

were mischievous and daring. Sometimes, some parents and elders 

would shout at the top of their voices, warning the children against 

such dangerous activities they engaged in, in the guise of ‘play’. 

Most parents and elders often said, “You don’t get shame and 

disgrace, if you will not go beyond your limits”.  It was an expression 

of caution often said to young people when they seemed to be 

exceeding their boundaries. 

Going to the stream was a part of every child’s daily activities. The 

paths to the stream were often kept busy by the feet of running 

children. Some of the children went there to swim or bath, some 

went to pick pebbles, which were usually used for their games while 

some simply went in company of others. But above all other reasons, 

they went to fetch water for use in their various homes. Most of the 

times, each child had a number of trips to make to the stream each 

day before he could be free to do any other thing. Some children had 

a particular water pot they were to fill before anything else, each 

day. And this they did with joy in their hearts and smiles on their 

faces - but not without the exception of some lazy children who 

preferred to eat and play while their mates did house chores. 
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Fetching water from the stream was basically the role of the children 

in every household, and the adults only supervised the use of the 

water to avoid wastage. However, in a few homes, some adults were 

often seen carrying water pots to the stream to fetch water. 

Sometimes, this was due to the insubordination of their children or 

wards. While at other times, it was due to absence of children in the 

household. Such was the case of Ejemen, the wife of Oriabure, the 

palm-wine tapper. 

She and her husband had been married for many years but still had 

no children, not even one child to call their own. So she had to do the 

chores in the house alone including going to the stream. Her husband 

occasionally helped her with some chores in the house, like splitting 

the fire wood and pounding yam for supper. 

She used to be a very happy woman before she got married and even 

also during her early marriage years. However, as the years rolled by 

and she could not bear a child, she gradually became an epitome of 

sadness. Sometimes, she would weep in a solitary part of the house 

lamenting her plight all by herself, but would quickly wipe her tears 

on hearing her husband’s footsteps. He had told her many times to 

stop worrying about the issue and that in due time, she would have 

her child. But his words only soothed her momentarily. 

Their neighbours were usually of help and encouragement. 

Sometimes, they would ask their children to help her with some 

water from the stream. At such times, she would manage to put a 

smile on her depressed face. She was always a quiet woman and 

sometimes, when she walked, her steps were hardly audible. She 

often went to fetch water from the stream just before dawn; before 
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the children were awake. She would go to the stream to fetch water 

at least twice and stop before the lads resumed their morning duty. 

She did this deliberately to avoid being mixed up with them, as this 

always reminded her of her childlessness. 

It was during one of her early morning devotions to the waterside 

that she accidentally stumbled on a piece of rock by the way side 

with her right foot.  

“Eei!” She exclaimed, as she felt the pain sharply on the big toe.  

She rubbed the spot for a while and resumed her walk. As she walked 

on, she thought of it again and slowed down her pace.  

“It may have been an omen,” She thought aloud.  

“Is it a good omen or a bad one?” She asked herself.  

Most people in the community believed there was a reason for every 

accident, especially the grown up ones. They believed every accident 

was either a sign of things that will happen or things that had 

happened. “What could this sign possibly mean?” She asked herself 

again. She thought of going back home but decided against it when 

she looked back and saw how far she had come. She was closer to 

the stream now than her home. She decided to hurry up with the 

fetching of the water and return home to see what the sign was 

about. So, she increased her pace. 

As she got close to the stream, she lifted her wrapper to her knee 

with one hand and with the other, she dipped the pot into the water. 

A sound floated through the wind to her ears – the cry of a baby. She 
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was shocked and listened carefully for the sound again. But she did 

not hear it.  

“Maybe I heard nothing after all”, She said softly.  

Perhaps the noise was inside her head and not outside. Perhaps the 

persistent thought of the cry of her baby - if she were ever to bear 

one - was what she was hearing then. She had imagined it so much 

that she dreamt about it most times. And hearing a sound that was 

only a figment of her imagination had a high possibility. So she filled 

her pot and walked out of the water.  

She was just about to go home when she heard the sound again. This 

time, it was clearer and louder. It was not a figment of her 

imagination. The sound was not inside her head but outside. She was 

sure she heard it right and began to wonder. ‘Who would bring a 

baby to the stream at this early time of the day?’ It was still foggy and 

the wind was chilly. It was therefore unexpected to have a baby out 

in such a cold morning. She waited a little while to be sure of where 

the cry came from and to her utter surprise, she discovered. 

 She was shocked to the bones to see a baby floating on the stream in 

a wrapped basket. She unconsciously left the water pot on her head 

to cover her mouth with her hands. She was not sure if what she was 

seeing was real or an illusion. She was further shocked again by the 

smashing sound made by the water pot as it fell from her head and 

hit the ground. She jumped off her feet at the sudden breaking of the 

pot and the splashing of the water that was contained in it. She 

looked at the broken pieces of the water pot but showed no concern 

for it. Her gaze was fixed on the floating baby as it drifted slowly past 
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her and went down the stream. She was obviously at sea as to what 

to do. It was as if she had lost the control of her legs, as she could not 

move. 

“What do I do?” She asked herself.  

And as if to answer the question, she suddenly jolted toward the 

baby splashing water with her feet as she tried to run through the 

stream. 

When she got to the baby, she held the basket and gently touched its 

face. To her joy, the baby stopped crying. She examined the baby and 

discovered the child was a boy. It was then that it first occurred to 

her that this may just be a compensation from the gods to her for her 

childlessness. She picked up the baby along with the wrapped basket 

and made for her home. She ran and walked alternately all the way 

home. Often times, she would stare at the baby with a sympathetic 

look as she walked. The day was finally breaking and the fog was 

clearing out. She hurried home to avoid being seen by too many 

people with her unusual ‘cargo’. 

 

….. 

 

By the time Ejemen got home, her husband, Oriabure was about to 

eat the breakfast she had prepared for him before heading for the 

stream. Ejemen usually prepared breakfast early so that her husband 

could eat before going to tap his palms. She had wrapped up some 
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‘Ori’ - cooked corn paste - and locally prepared black beans known as 

‘Ihiehie’ for him. Oriabure liked to eat early before the day’s work. He 

was just unwrapping the ‘Ori’ leaves when he saw Ejemen 

approaching with something unusual in her hands. 

“What is that, you are carrying?” he asked on sighting the wrapped 

basket in her hand.  

She kept quiet and preferred to let her husband see for himself. She 

gently dropped the baby in front of him and explained how she had 

found the baby. Oriabure was very surprised and speechless at first. 

He knew they needed children and this looked like an opportunity to 

have a child of their own at last. ‘But what would people say?’ and 

‘where did this baby come from in the first place?’ These were some 

of the questions that plagued his mind as he sat on his chair, looking 

at the child. 

“Can we keep him?” Ejemen asked as she looked up from the child to 

Oriabure’s face and back to the child.  

Oriabure stared into her eyes. He was speechless.  

“He would be our child” Ejemen said again.  

Oriabure sighed heavily and said gently;  

“We cannot take possession of the child just like that. We need to 

know where he came from”.  

“But I found him at the stream” Ejemen persisted, but Oriabure was 

still resistant.  
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After a long deliberation between him and his wife, they concluded 

that they would first take the child to the palace and show him to the 

King. And whatever the King decided would then be accepted. With 

that, they got ready and eventually took the child with them to the 

palace.  

 

….. 

 

When Oriabure and Ejemen got to the palace yard, they were 

ushered by one of the guards into the King’s court. They were offered 

seats and told to wait for the King. It was now approaching mid-day 

and Oriabure had missed going to tap his palms that morning. He 

wore a restful look on his face as he observed the arrangement of 

chairs in the King’s court. There were two rows of chairs in the room, 

facing each other, one to the right hand side of the throne and the 

other to the left. The throne was at the far end of the room, directly 

facing the main entrance. As Oriabure looked at the chairs, he also 

observed the look on Ejemen’s face. She was anxious.  

“Calm yourself down”. He said quietly – he did not want to be too 

loud.  

“I am sure this will end in our favour”. He gently assured her. 

 Ejemen sighed and tried to relax. Just then, the King walked in from a 

door leftward of the throne.  
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“Zaki!” Oriabure and Ejemen greeted simultaneously; with Oriabure 

standing to his feet and bowing his head and Ejemen stooping from 

the chair to kneel on her right knee. The King responded with a smile 

on his face and a wave of his staff as he took his seat. Oriabure and 

Ejemen took their seats also. 

When the King asked what had brought them to the palace, they 

narrated the story to the King and asked if they could keep the child 

as their own. They explained to the King that they had been married 

for many years without a child and hoped that one day their 

childlessness would come to an end. They appealed to the King and 

Ejemen even begged in tears.  

After due consideration of the matter the King then sent two of his 

messengers to go round the community and ascertain if any baby 

was missing from any home. He asked Oriabure and Ejemen to go 

home and come back with the baby in two days to know his final 

decision in the matter. By this they greeted the King and left for their 

home.  

….. 

For those two days, Ejemen did almost nothing but watch over the 

baby. Often, she would stare into the baby’s face and sing to him. She 

hoped earnestly that the King’s decision would favour her. She could 

feel her joy coming back again.  

After two days, they were at the palace again and the King received 

them in good spirit. He stared at them for a while and then 

proceeded to tell them what he had decided.  
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“After carefully analyzing the matter, I decided it will be unjust to 

take the child away from you, seeing that the child came to you by 

the will of the gods.” The King told them to their utmost joy.  

The servants had asked the same question throughout the 

community and found no household where a baby was missing. The 

King therefore concluded that someone from a distant land must 

have put the baby on the stream, allowing it to do with him what it 

pleased and the stream decided to give him to a couple that most 

needed him. Such occurrences where often attributed to the 

benevolence of the gods.  

Oriabure and Ejemen left the palace that day with joy in their hearts. 

The tears of joy that rolled down Ejemen’s eyes could not just be 

stopped. Her years of depression were finally over and now they will 

have a child to call her own. They got home that day and called all 

their neighbours to celebrate with them for the gift the gods had 

brought their way. At the end of the celebration, they gathered 

together for the naming of the child. Oriabure gave the honour of 

naming the child to his wife Ejemen, for it was her that received the 

gift in the first place. After a moment of sober reflection, she finally 

came up with the name she wanted the child to be called. “His name 

is Aimufia” She said. A name which means “Not to be thrown away”. 

The neighbours celebrated with them all day long. 
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Aimufia grew up to be a very special boy. He had an inquisitive mind 

and wanted to know about every new thing he came across. He was 

quite lively and loved to engage in a lot of activities. He loved to run 

around with his mates and play hide and seek games. Aimufia was 

very fond of his foster parents, especially Ejemen whom he called 

‘Nene’. He helped her during the cooking and of course, it was now 

his responsibility to fetch water from the stream. His presence in the 

home had really changed the life of Ejemen who had found her 

youthful joy again. She now had cause to smile more often and her 

moments of quietness had drastically reduced.  She shouted more 

now than she kept quiet. She had joined the company of parents and 

elders that shouted at the top of their voices, warning children 

against engaging in dangerous plays.  

Aimufia for one was quite a handful. He had more than his fair share 

of interest in daring sports. He would compete with his mates on who 

could first climb a tree to its peak and jump down from that point. 

Only few of his mates were however bold enough to compete with 

him in such sports. And even those that did had injuries as trophies. 

On the other hand, Aimufia hardly ever sustained any injury. He 

seemed smart enough to escape them most times. 

Although he hardly sustained injuries, Ejemen could never stop 

worrying whenever she saw him doing such daring things. Often, she 

would call him and try to make him see reasons to be more careful.  
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“What would I do if anything were to happen to you?” she would ask 

him with a plea in her eyes, hoping he will understand her fear.  

But his childlike mind would not let him understand. He always went 

back to his breath-taking adventures. They were his personal ways of 

having fun. Aimufia was particularly an enthusiast of the 

‘Igbabornelimin’ acrobatic dance performed by youths and the young 

men. As small as he was, being an adolescent, he would tell his 

friends to sit down and drum for him while he entertained them with 

various techniques of acrobatics. He would throw himself up, making 

a couple of turns in the air before touching back down. His mates and 

even elders always wondered how he could do such things at his age. 

He was always proud to do things his mates wouldn’t dare do as this 

was his way of earning their respect. 

It was one of these times that Ejemen, his Nene first noticed 

something rather strange about him and ever since then she started 

seeing him as different from other children. He had just jumped 

down from a tree in front of their house and his mother who saw the 

act from within the house called out to him.  

“Aimufia! How many times have I told you to stop jumping down 

from tree-tops?” She quarried, shouting from where she was.  

“Come here at once!” She added and Aimufia started coming in her 

direction.  

As he came closer, she noticed there was something in his hand, 

something that looked like blood.  

“Did you injure yourself?” she asked as he came closer.  
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Aimufia kept quiet with his gaze fixed at the hand. Ejemen got up and 

walked up to meet him. She examined the hand and discovered that 

what she saw did not just look like blood. It was indeed blood. He had 

gotten his right hand pierced by a thorn in the orange tree from 

which he jumped down. Ejemen was alarmed, the cut was deep and 

the blood coming out of it was much. But to her surprise, Aimufia 

was not crying. He did not even seem to be feeling any pain. He just 

kept looking at the wound as if wondering why he was bleeding at all. 

He wondered why his mother was so worried about ‘a scratch’ on his 

hand, and he said;  

“Don’t worry Nene, the hand will heal”.  

“I know the hand will heal. But how long will it take? Who will help 

me with the chores or go to the stream for me, until the hand heals?” 

Ejemen said, obviously still panicked.  

She wiped the wound with a piece of cloth dipped in water and tied 

the wound with another to stop the bleeding. Aimufia did not come 

out to play again that day. Ejemen did all the chores herself for the 

rest of that day also. She even offered to feed Aimufia when supper 

was ready.  

“No Nene!” Aimufia objected.  

“I will use my left hand to eat”. Aimufia was actually ambidextrous. 

He could sweep with his left hand as well as he did with his right. In 

many instances, his left hand was as useful as his right hand. 

However, this case was different. Even a left-handed person was not 

expected to eat with his left hand in the community as this was 
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forbidden and often considered a trigger for bad luck. Eating with 

one’s right hand was customary. So Aimufia was up against the tide.  

“No my son, eating with your left hand brings bad luck. You should 

never do that.” Oriabure said. 

 Aimufia frowned when he heard that. He knew he would not have 

his way. Oriabure was a soft hearted person especially toward 

Ejemen and Aimufia, but he was also very firm with his decisions and 

Aimufia had learned that in his young age. So reluctantly, Aimufia 

agreed to be hand-fed by Ejemen. 

That night, before they went to sleep, she boiled water and with the 

aid of a wrapped cloth, pressed Aimufia’s cut. His father Oriabure had 

held him tightly between his legs to prevent him from struggling 

when the hot water touched the wound. But to his surprise, Aimufia 

showed no signs of pains even at the contact of the steaming water 

on his wound.  

“This boy is very strong.” Oriabure commented.  

“How come you don’t feel the pain?” He asked Aimufia.  

“I don’t know.” He responded.  

After the local treatment, Aimufia went to sleep but his parents sat 

under the moonlight to have some air before going to sleep also.  

“The boy is strange.” Ejemen said to her husband who was trying to 

pick out the pieces of meat that had gotten stuck between his teeth 

with the use of his tongue.  
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“Have you not noticed?”  

“He is special, that’s all.” Oriabure responded.  

“There is nothing wrong with being strong, it only makes him 

special”. He added.  

“But he didn’t feel the pain at all, not even when he was still 

bleeding” Ejemen protested.  

“That is why I say he is special”. Oriabure said again.  

He was obviously not in the mood to read any meaning to what he 

had noticed about Aimufia. He loved him very much and found his 

hyperactivity interesting. Ejemen however, was not as superficial in 

her observation. She believed strongly that there was more to the 

child than she knew. She decided to let the matter be and relish the 

peace in the cool breeze. 

The night was quiet and the sky was well adorned with the light of 

sparkling stars. The moon in its crescent shape brought her a lot of 

memories. She remembered how in years past, she would sit under 

the same moon and weep because of her inability to bear a child. It 

was often so because, during moon lit nights, children from 

neighbouring compounds usually came out to play. Each time she 

saw them, she would get depressed. Things had changed now, and 

the moon light brought joy to her face instead of depression. The 

coming of Aimufia was surely a blessing to cherish and she was 

grateful for it. After some time in the open air, she got up and went 

inside to sleep. Her husband also followed. The night was peaceful.  
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….. 

 

 The next morning, Oriabure’s household was awoken by the 

rhythmic sound of the cockcrow. Ejemen remembered the injury of 

Aimufia and thought it necessary to check on him. She even thought 

of going to the stream that morning, since Aimufia was injured. She 

remembered when she used to do that before the dawning of the 

day. She walked to the room where Aimufia laid down.  It was an 

attachment to the ‘Ogua’ - the living room. Aimufia was still asleep. 

She didn’t bother to wake him since it was still so early in the 

morning. She turned him on his side to get a proper look at the hand. 

She was rather shocked at what she saw. What she saw was not the 

wound Aimufia had sustained the previous day. It was only its scar. 

She cleaned her eyes to be sure she was not dreaming. She opened 

the window in the little room to be sure it was not an optical illusion. 

Then she came back to check it again. The wound had healed like it 

had never been there. The only proof that there once was an injury 

was the little scar on the hand. She was puzzled beyond reasoning 

and she could not understand how a hand that bled so much the 

previous evening could be completely healed the next morning.  

She was beginning to get scared and suspicious of the young child. He 

was still asleep and she just stood beside him looking down at him in 

a most unusual way. 

“What kind of child is this?” She whispered to herself trying not to 

wake the boy.  
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“I have never seen a wound heal so quickly.”  

She was still staring at him with half fright and half suspicion in her 

eyes when the boy turned, as if to wake up. She quickly moved out of 

the room to meet her husband who was washing his face behind the 

house.  

“Ebianlenmen” She called to him as she got close. There was no 

response; he had water in his mouth.  

“I have seen a wonder with my own eyes.’ She said to him still in a 

low voice.  

“What is it?” Oriabure asked still washing his face.  

“The wound has healed completely”, She said.  

“What wound?”  

“Our son’s wound, of course”.  

On hearing this, Oriabure paused, with his hand still on his face. He 

seemed to have forgotten for a while and then he said;  

“That can’t be true”. He rounded off his washing and headed straight 

to Aimufia’s room.  

By the time he got there, the boy was awake and was about coming 

out. They encountered each other by the door and Aimufia greeted.  

“Aisan Aba”  

“Egbefuere” Oriabure replied.  
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“How is your wound?” He asked. 

Aimufia looked at the hand to check for himself before answering the 

question.  

“It has healed,” He said in an indifferent tone.  

“How come...?” Oriabure probed  

“I don’t know” Aimufia answered again. 

He waited to see if his father had any more questions. He obviously 

didn’t consider it strange for his wound to heal over night. Even 

before then, he had had little injuries his parents never knew about, 

and they all healed in that manner – overnight. He had therefore 

assumed it to be normal for any injury sustained to heal as fast as it 

takes the evening to turn back into morning.  

Oriabure stood, speechless for some time looking into the boy’s eyes. 

They seemed really innocent. He remembered what Ejemen had said 

the previous day, about Aimufia being strange and then he also 

remembered his reply. Then he said;  

“You are a special boy”.  

Aimufia kept quiet and just walked away. He could not understand 

how a healed wound made him special. He went to where the water 

pots were kept and picked up one of them. He was about going to 

the stream. He knew it was his responsibility to fetch water from the 

stream as early as possible and did not wait to be told. He fetched a 

little from the reserve and washed his face. Then he looked for his 

mother, Ejemen and greeted her.  
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“Aisan Nene” He said to her and she responded  

“Egbe Fuere”. 

 Ejemen was still in thoughts concerning her discovery and it was 

obvious on her face. 

“Nene, I’m going to the stream.” Aimufia announced to his mother.  

“Go well, my son. And be careful on the way” She replied.  

Aimufia set off for the stream, leaving Ejemen sitting quietly on her 

bed. She began to reflect back on the years gone by since they found 

Aimufia. 

 In the course of her thinking, it occurred to her the quick healing of 

Aimufia’s wound was not the only unique thing about him. Aimufia 

had never been sick since he was found. He had not had the need for 

medicine, not even for a running stomach because he never had it. 

Ejemen carefully considered her realizations and eventually agreed 

with her husband on his opinion. ‘The boy is truly special,’ she 

thought. And then she began to wonder again. ‘Where could he have 

possibly come from?’ She asked herself. Although they all accepted 

him as a gift from the gods, she was beginning to wonder of Aimufia 

was actually an incarnate of the gods. ‘Could he be a demigod?’ she 

thought. After a while, she finally concluded that he was simply her 

son, no matter where he came from – a gift from the gods to be 

appreciated and loved. 
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Aimufia indeed was a blessing to his parents. He was very respectful 

and everybody loved him. As he grew up to be an able–bodied young 

man, he got to realize for himself that he was different from his 

mates. He got to know why his mother, Ejemen had been so alarmed 

when she first discovered his wound years back. He also got to know 

that it was not ‘usual’ and ‘normal’ for a wound to heal overnight. He 

had come to learn that most of his mates got sick from time to time 

and that their wounds took more than the setting and rising of the 

sun to heal. These were some of the things that made him 

remarkably different. Some of his friends knew about his uniqueness 

but others did not. He tried to keep them secret to avoid unusual 

reactions from them. 

Although Aimufia had come to the realization of his uniqueness, he 

had absolutely no idea why he was different. He did not understand 

why he never got sick, even though he was happy for it. And he 

certainly did not know how his wounds suddenly vanished at dawn 

whenever he had an injury. It was a mystery to his parents and even 

more mysterious to him. It was not as if he liked his wounds to stay 

long before healing, he just wanted to know how it happened. He 

wanted to be able to explain at least to himself how his wound 

healed so fast. 

One day, he deliberately made a cut on his hand with a knife after 

supper. He cleaned the blood and decided not to sleep that night. He 
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wanted to stay awake all night and see for himself how the healing 

took place. Before supper that evening, he had gathered some kola 

nuts with which he intended to keep sleep out of his eyes. He sat on 

his bed chewing the kola nuts piece by piece until they were finished. 

The morning was still far and the wound still looked fresh. He glanced 

at the wound from time to time to see if there were any changes. He 

didn’t notice anything. He continued like that for a long time until it 

seemed the dawn was approaching. He began to look at the wound 

more frequently and he was anxious.  

“Surely I will see how it happens today” He said to himself as he sat 

down on his bed.  

He had been pacing for some time. Not too long after he sat down, 

he felt a deep sensation of sleep being induced in his eyes. He felt 

like something or someone was subduing him and he was helpless 

about it. He tried hard to keep his eyes open but his eyelids were 

heavy and his vision became blurred. He decided to rest his head for 

a little while. He lay on his bed and shortly he was fast asleep. By the 

time he woke up, it was completely dawn, and the injury was gone. 

He had tried in vain and his efforts had been futile. The mystery of 

how his wounds heal overnight had remained a mystery to him. He 

never tried to unravel the mystery again and came to accept the 

situation the way it was. But nevertheless, he was still curious about 

it.  
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One night after supper his father Oriabure was stretched out on his 

chaise lounge and Ejemen was sitting by him. They were discussing 

when Aimufia came to meet them. He stood behind his father and 

said;  

“There is something I would like to ask you about.” Oriabure and 

Ejemen looked at each other and kept quiet for some time, and then 

Oriabure said 

“Take a chair and sit down.” Aimufia went back inside and returned 

with a stool. 

 He put it beside Ejemen and started.  

“Nene why am I different?” he paused for a while noticing the 

surprise on their faces.  

“Why am I different from other people?” He asked again and 

stopped.  

The elderly couple could not find the right words with which to begin. 

They obviously wanted to speak, but seemed to be searching for the 

words to employ. Ejemen was the first to find hers.  

“You are a special child” she said.  

“And we love you very much” Oriabure added.  

They seemed uneasy as they spoke the words.  
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“But that doesn’t explain why I am different” Aimufia said, bringing 

back the initial question.  

The initially refreshing cool breeze of the night was not so refreshing 

anymore. They wondered why Aimufia suddenly came up with this 

question and they tried to push it aside. Aimufia on the other hand 

was not willing to let it go. He persisted until his parents were finally 

ready to give him some explanations. 

Ejemen looked into Oriabure’s eyes and he nodded slowly. It was as if 

she asked a question with the look which was answered by the nod.  

“I am not actually your mother,” Ejemen said rather slowly yet 

suddenly.  

The words hit Aimufia’s ears like cold water poured on a burning log. 

He didn’t know what to say, his eyes widened and his mouth fell 

open.  

“I found you at the stream when you were a baby.” Ejemen said 

again. 

“We could not have a child of our own and when we found you, you 

became the child we never had,” Ejemen continued; this time with 

tears in her eyes and pain in her voice.  

She went on to narrate how she had found him in a wrapped basket 

floating on the stream on that fateful morning.   

“That morning, before I got to the stream, I had mixed feelings. I had 

kicked my right foot against a stone. It was an omen. I heard your 

voice when you cried on the stream. You cried out to me. And when I 
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touched your face, you smiled and giggled. I brought you home and 

eventually, you became our child”. 

Later in the course of her narration, she stopped shedding tears and 

started smiling. The end of the story brought joy into her heart, and 

put a smile on her aging face. 

Aimufia remained silent throughout the narration; Even Oriabure 

could not speak either. He just watched his wife tell the story and 

observed Aimufia from time to time. When Ejemen was finally 

through, Oriabure heaved a sigh and said;  

“My son, you are a gift to us and we can only be grateful for your 

coming.” He paused for some time and continued again.  

“It is true that you are ‘different’ but we like to see you as ‘special’. 

We cannot explain why it is so, but I believe it is for a reason.”  He 

concluded with his face bowed and his eyes staring at his aging hands 

Aimufia still had no words to speak. His eyes were filled with tears 

and some of it was running down his cheek. He was not really sad but 

the reality of things simply moved him to tears. They all remained 

silent and Ejemen pulled him close with her right hand.  

Aimufia had always seen Ejemen as his biological mother and 

Oriabure, his biological father. There had never been a sign of the 

contrary. Nobody had ever said anything that made him doubt that. 

Not even the neighbours. He liked Oriabure as a father and couldn’t 

think of a better mother than Ejemen. But the words he now heard 

seemed to threaten all of his beliefs.  
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“But why did you wait this long to tell me?” He asked in tears.  

“We were afraid of how you would react. And besides we had never 

seen you as anything else but our own son.” Ejemen replied, wiping 

tears from his face. Aimufia remained silent and kept shedding tears.  

Ejemen kept rubbing off the tears from his eyes and she was crying 

too. Oriabure was not crying but he was obviously emotional. He 

wondered what the boy might say next and how they would respond 

to it. This scenario continued for some time until there was a sudden 

change.  

Oriabure was not expecting it, and neither was Ejemen.  

“No! It’s not true!” Aimufia exclaimed, jolting to his feet.  

The way and manner in which Aimufia said the words sent ripples of 

a cold sensation down Ejemen’s body. Even Oriabure was not 

excluded from the shock. They were surprised to see him change his 

mood so suddenly they wondered what he was about to do and just 

fixed a steady gaze at him.  

“No, it’s not true” Aimufia said again. This time in a low-sounding 

voice,  

“You are my mother,” He said, looking at Ejemen.  

“And you are my father” He added looking at Oriabure.  

“I will not accept anything else but that.” As he spoke he fell to his 

knees besides Ejemen and continued crying.  
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Ejemen joined him and wept uncontrollably. Oriabure watched them 

with teardrops filling his eyes. He was deeply touched by the 

emotional bond the boy had grown for them especially Ejemen, over 

the years. 

After watching his wife and their son for some time, Oriabure got up 

and pulled them up too. He patted Aimufia on his shoulders a couple 

of times as he held Ejemen with one hand and said;  

“You are our son indeed. And nothing is going to change that.”  

He struggled to keep the tears in his eyes from falling and stared into 

the moonlit sky.  

“You have always been our son and you will always be our son” He 

said again.  

Aimufia hugged him and Ejemen joined them. The night had become 

a night of tears for them, only the tears were not tears of sorrow but 

of joy. The tears seemed to have let go a heavy load from Ejemen’s 

heart. It was a load of uncertainty. An uncertainty about the day 

Aimufia would know the truth. The day had finally come and the 

uncertainty was finally gone. Even Oriabure was also relieved from 

the same uncertainty, even though he had never been as worried as 

Ejemen. 

The rest of the night was a sober one as they went inside to rest and 

also sleep. Aimufia went to his room and sat on his bed. He thought 

of the story again, just as Ejemen had narrated it and he felt grateful.  

“What if she hadn’t found me?” He asked himself.  
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“Or what if she had abandoned me when she saw me?”  He could not 

come to imagine the possibility of what he thought of as an answer.  

He was truly grateful to them, especially Ejemen. He may have been 

a blessing to them. But they had been saviours to him. His rescue by 

Ejemen was the only reason he could give for his existence at that 

point in time. 

“Truly, she gave me a chance to live.” He said as he lay down his head 

to sleep that night. 

The next morning, they woke up as usual and the family life remained 

unchanged. Aimufia kept calling Ejemen, ‘Nene’ and Oriabure, ‘Aba’. 

The only difference in their relationship since then was that they got 

closer than they used to be. Aimufia had become even fonder of his 

parents and their love for him had also heightened. He spent less 

time with his friends now and more time helping his mother. 

Sometimes, Ejemen would tell him to stop bothering himself with 

‘women’s job’ but he would rather bother himself with women’s job 

than allow his mother to over work herself. He nursed the question 

of who his real parents were and why he had strange or ‘different’ 

traits. But he didn’t bother his parents with them again. Aimufia 

hoped that one day he would find answers to his burning questions. 

Perhaps, his real parents would know why he was different or even 

where he came from. He hoped that one day he would find some 

clues that will lead him to discover his origin. He looked forward to 

that day even though he was not certain when or if it will come. 

Aimufia was still a mystery both to his parents and to even more 

himself. The mystery about him had taken a greater dimension when 
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he learned that his parents were not his biological progenitors. And 

he had become more careful from that day. He reduced his 

adventurous habits and became more discrete with his actions. 

Although he had become more careful, he still took pride in showing 

off his acrobatic skill before his friends and neighbours from time to 

time. He also had a flare for other activities which were sooner or 

later, going to change his identity in the community. 
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It was a happy day in the community, and everybody was in high 

spirit. The streets were much neater as the over grown grasses by the 

road-sides had been cleared. Most of the compounds wore fresh 

looks also; they had been thoroughly swept for the day’s event. It 

was an event most people in the community looked forward to 

because of the joy and thrills associated with it. It was their annual 

festival of peace. It was a day set aside to celebrate the peace the 

community had enjoyed ever since their King first ascended the 

throne of his ancestors. The people of the community were always 

friendly, and they never had cause to be at war. 

Neighbouring communities were slightly distant and interrelation 

between them was very minimal. Over both mountains between 

which the community was sited, were a few farmsteads where some 

farmers and hunters lived with their families. Some of these farmers 

and hunters sometimes had cause to visit the communities either to 

sell their produce or to share in the joy of festive periods like this. 

The community mostly lived in isolation. 

 The festival was basically a time to eat, drink and make merry. There 

were no special rites to be performed and no sacrifices to be made. 

The main features of this festival were the presentation of gifts by 

parents to their children on or before the morning of the festival, a 

community-wide dancing and singing by the male youths called 

‘Egbonughele’, after which they would assemble at the village square 
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for a series of wrestling contests. This was usually the climax of the 

day’s event. The wrestling contests were an opportunity for new 

champions to emerge and old records to be broken. The contests 

were usually attended by the whole community with the exception of 

a few aged ones who had problems with mobility. 

 After the wrestling contest, it would be time to start the merry-

making. Some groups of families ate and drank together while others 

sent food and drinks to each other through their children. The King’s 

palace was usually the feasting venue for the elders and members of 

the King’s family and every one would have more than enough to fill 

their bellies. Everyone looked forward to these moments as the 

excitement in the atmosphere gradually heightened.  

The sun was fully up in the sky and the dew on the vegetation were 

now dried. The women and their daughters were cooking, and the 

young men were singing and dancing from one compound to 

another. For each compound they got to they would sing with the 

names of the maidens in that house until they received some gifts 

from the owner of the house. This was particularly interesting, as the 

songs which were sung with those names were usually funny. 

Aimufia liked this part a lot and he was good at it. He could easily 

create a funny song with the name of almost any maiden. The others 

would pick it from him once the song was created. Some of these 

songs remained in the mouths of some people even a long time after 

the festival, usually to the credit of Aimufia. 

Although Aimufia enjoyed the singing and the dancing, his heart still 

panted in readiness for the wrestling contest which would follow 

later. He had been preparing for it and he looked forward to 
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emerging a champion. He had never participated in it before and so 

nobody had their eyes on him. But he was convinced within himself 

that he could take on any of his mates in the wrestling context and 

win. So he prepared his mind for it. 

Finally they were through with the singing and the dancing. They had 

just left the last compound and were now on their way to the village 

square when suddenly, Aimufia screamed  

“Abamen ei!”  

His voice shocked everyone around him and they had to stop to see 

what had happened to him. His leg was ankle-dip into the ground. He 

had stepped into a small hole that was covered by dry leaves. His 

mates helped to pull out the leg and tried to massage it in case of a 

dislocation. Aimufia watched them for a while and then told them he 

was okay. It was a bit surprising to them but they stopped all the 

same. They continued their journey to the village square and soon 

they were there. 

 As they made ready the wrestling ground and the bamboo seats 

where some of the elderly spectators would sit, it occurred to 

Aimufia that the pain in his ankle was far-gone from him. ‘how does 

this always happen?’ He asked himself the same old question. It also 

occurred to him that he had felt the pain in the first place. Aimufia 

hardly ever felt pain in his body except if he got burnt by fire. The 

pain had therefore come as a surprise to him. He wondered why the 

pain felt so sharp and yet faded so quickly. It also occurred to him 

that the leg with which he stepped into the hole was his right leg. 
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Aimufia had acquired some of the beliefs shared among his elders. 

And he wondered what sign that would be. 

The preparations were finally made and the crowd began to gather. 

The children were the first set of spectators to arrive and they talked 

excitedly about who they believed would be the day’s champion. 

Finally, all was set to begin. At the far end of the wrestling arena, the 

elders were seated on a long bamboo seat. There was a keg of palm 

wine in front of them and some of the elders had drinking cups in 

their hands. The Egbonughele were seated on the right side, while 

the older men who were not yet elders sat on the left side of the 

arena. The front was left open and every other person including 

women and children were either seated or standing behind the 

elders and the other men.  

The eldest of the Egbonughele stood up to address the crowd. He 

greeted the elders and everyone present. He reiterated the purpose 

of the gathering and gave a brief history of the wrestling contest. He 

also reminded the wrestlers of the need to observe the rules. The 

opening formalities were done and the wrestling began.  There were 

usually two champions to emerge; each from the two divisions of the 

youths. The lower division which were called ‘Ibo-neka’ and consisted 

of the younger ‘Egbonughele’ while the upper division which were 

called ‘Ibo-nedion’ were made up of the older ones. It was customary 

for a youth to wrestle only with a member of his division and 

therefore, each division produced its own champion. 

The younger ones started first in pairs and soon, one champion 

emerged from the first part of the tournament. This champion of 

course was Aimufia and he was cheered by all especially his close 
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friends and Ejemen, his ‘nene’. The contest continued until finally a 

champion also emerged from the other division. Everyone was 

excited except for some of the losers and their close friends whose 

hopes had been dashed in the course of the contest.  

 They were about to start departing for their various feasting arenas 

when something unusual happened. Aimufia the champion of the 

Ibo-neka challenged the champion of the Ibo-nedion to a wrestling 

contest. Everyone was shocked as this had never happened before. 

There was a brief confusion in the atmosphere but finally, the 

challenge was accepted. 

Most people expected the contest to last for a short time in favour of 

the older champion. But that was not the case, despite the age 

difference between the contenders. The contest was clash of two 

elephants - and indeed, the grasses truly suffered. Many people had 

known Aimufia to be very skilful in acrobatics but they had not 

expected him to be that good in wrestling too. Aimufia had broken 

two records already; emerging a champion of his division in his first 

day of context and being the first to challenge a champion of a higher 

division. Even if he lost this contest, he would still be a hero - And 

one with so much glory. But obviously, he was not aiming at settling 

for that. 

The contest had lasted for a relatively long time and the wrestlers 

were beginning to get tired. The contest referee had watched them 

closely to make sure there were no foul plays. Having lasted 

unusually long, the contest was about to be cancelled. But just before 

the signal was made, someone’s back was on the ground. 
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Aimufia was overthrown by his wrestling mate, but just before he 

touched the ground, he countered the move in a way only he could 

understand and his opponent’s back was on the ground. 

For a few moments, everyone seemed to have been dreaming as 

they could not understand what had happened. Even the fallen hero 

couldn’t believe what had happened. But he was awakened to reality 

by a sudden shout of joy. The voice was a familiar one. It was the 

voice of Ejemen. The crowd joined the cheering and before Aimufia 

knew it, he has hoisted high into the air by the members of his 

division. They sang victory songs with his name and he was very 

happy indeed. Aimufia did not walk back home that day. He was 

carried high in the air by his mates all the way home. 

 

….. 

 

For the rest of that day, the celebrations continued. Everyone went 

back home for merry-making with his or her family. Aimufia’s victory 

was the topic of discussion in most families and was already being 

admired by some of the maidens in their minds. He had done what 

had never been done before and he was the hero for the moment. 

Even the palace was no exception to the places where his name was 

being mentioned. Among the King and the elders, he was spoken of 

with much delight. Aimufia’s victory had brought him to the attention 

of everyone in the community. 
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Back home, his parents were very proud of him. Oriabure gave him a 

big he-goat as a gift and Ejemen cooked his favourite meal, pounded 

yam and ‘Ikpabhudo’ soup. Some of his friends remained with him 

late into the night before they went home. The festival was a 

successful one and it was one of the most glamorous since inception. 

That night, before Ejemen and Oriabure went to sleep, they talked 

about Aimufia again. They talked about how much joy he had 

brought into their lives since she found him. They also talked about 

how special he had been as a child and how much glory he has 

attained as a youth. They concluded by saying again that he was a 

blessing from the gods. The night was cool and peaceful. The streets 

were bare and quiet. The villagers were in their various houses 

sleeping, except for a few secret lovers that only met under the trees 

at night. The day had been eventful and the night peaceful but 

Aimufia had no clue that he was yet to see more glory than that day 

had offered him. 
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Once again, it was the dawn of a new day. The sun rose from the east 

as usual and the cock crowed at the sun’s first light. Everything was 

normal and the day was like every other day, although the proofs of 

the previous day’s festivity were still all around. Many people were 

still taking the day off from their usual early morning visitation to the 

farm. Even some children had the privilege of not going to the stream 

that morning.  

Aimufia woke up that morning feeling a little tired. This was unusual 

for him but he concluded it must have been due to the previous day’s 

wrestling. He exercised himself and got up to do what he did every 

morning. He went straight to his parents’ room in their fairly small 

mud house. He greeted them each and went to wash his mouth and 

face. He then proceeded to get the sweeping broom, and started 

sweeping his father’s compound. 

It was no longer Aimufia’s duty to fetch water from the stream. 

Ejemen was back to doing it herself or sometimes, she would ask her 

neighbour’s younger children to help her. As Aimufia swept the 

compound, Oriabure got ready and left for the bush to tap is palms.  

Aimufia was also good at tapping palm wine but he seldom did it as it 

was not one of his hobbies. As he swept, he began whistling a song. It 

was one of the tunes to with which he and his mates danced round 

the community the previous day. As he whistled, he started smiling. 

He remembered what happened in one of the compounds they 
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visited. The maiden whose name was used in the song came out of 

her room and danced freely to the song. This was a rare occurrence 

because most maidens would rather hide their faces out of shyness, 

but her case was different. Her name was Omonzele, and she was 

one of the maidens who had started admiring Aimufia for his victory 

in the wrestling contest. Though Aimufia liked her too, there was no 

special friendship between them. 

Aimufia continued sweeping and whistling. He stopped whistling 

when he heard his name. The voice was not familiar so he turned 

around. It was one of the palace guards and he was obviously on an 

errand. Aimufia greeted him and he responded. He then went ahead 

to deliver the message which he had brought from the King.  

“The King has requested for your presence at the palace later today, 

at sun down. You are expected to come alone without the company 

of anybody, whether friend or family. Also, the King has asked you to 

come along with a Sac”.  

The guard explained the message to Aimufia and asked after his 

parents, after which he returned to the palace. Aimufia wondered for 

some time why the King could possibly want to see him. He 

wondered even more when he was told to come alone and with a 

Sac. After some time, he concluded that there was no reason to 

worry. He simply said; 

“It is only a child that steals meat from his mother’s pot of soup that 

fears her voice when she calls him from the kitchen.” 

Aimufia was definitely a good boy and he had done nothing wrong as 

to warrant a ‘royal punishment’. He continued sweeping and 



PETER AKHERE 

54 
 

resumed whistling. But this time, he whistled a different song. The 

tune of the song was sober and the lyrics were rich with meaning. It 

was a song that was usually sung when a young person was about to 

embark on an important journey; especially a journey on behalf of his 

or her parents. The lyrics of the song were;  

The errand that my father has sent me on, 

The errand that my mother has sent me on, 

If I go, it will be well with me, 

If I go, it will be well with me, 

The errand of my father, 

The errand of my mother, 

The errand that my father has sent me on… 

As he whistled the song, he remembered Ejemen who had saved him 
from drowning when he was still a baby. And once again as always, 
he felt grateful to her. Aimufia was also grateful to Oriabure and he 
always respected him like a son should his father. 

Finally, he was through with the sweeping and went on to do other 
things. 

 

….. 

 Later that day, Aimufia told his parents about the King’s message 
and they assured him that there was nothing to worry about. For the 
rest of that day, Aimufia did not leave the house. He just stayed at 
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home waiting for the sun to set, so he could go find out why the King 
requested to see him. For one reason or another, the day seemed 
longer than the day before. Eventually, it was time for him to go. 

Aimufia got himself ready and started going. He had barely stepped 
out when his mother called out his name.  

“Remember to take the bag!” She said and Aimufia ran back inside.  

He had almost forgotten that part of the message. In no time, he was 
out again, this time with a folded sac in his hand. He walked briskly all 
the way to the palace which was not too far from their house. 

When he got to the palace, he met one of the guards and told him 
why he had come. He was then directed to meet the Prince; the 
King’s only son who was a little older than Aimufia. Prince Ebhogie 
welcomed him with a warm smile and led him to his father’s 
chambers, where special guests were entertained. 

Aimufia entered the room rather slowly; he was being extra cautious. 
He bore in mind that he was in a royal and noble environment, and 
therefore needed to be careful about the way and manner he 
behaved. He had been brought up to maintain a calm and cautious 
disposition whenever he was in an unfamiliar environment. His father 
always told him; “you will always be thought of, on the basis of what 
you are known for”. Therefore, Aimufia grew up determining in his 
heart to be known only for a praise-worthy behaviour. His father also 
told him once that; “you will never get a second chance to make a 
first impression”. These were part of the ‘moulding’ that Aimufia had 
received that made him more cautious than careless as a youth. 

 As Aimufia walked in, he couldn’t help but notice the aroma with 
which the room was filled. There was a finely fabricated table at the 
centre of the room with beautifully decorated stools around. The ray 
of the evening sun gained access into the room through the 
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rectangular vents on the cylindrical wall of the chamber. There was 
nobody in the room and definitely no food on the table. But the 
aroma that had captured Aimufia’s nose left him with no doubt that a 
pot of well prepared melon soup was close by. 

Aimufia just stood there admiring the room until he was told to take 
a seat by Prince Ebhogie. 

 “Sit down and be comfortable. My father will join us shortly”. 

 The Prince said, still with a smiling face. Aimufia sat down and 
returned the smile. While they waited for the King, they began a 
discussion, and in no time, they were both chatting freely. Although 
they had never been close friends, there seemed to be a bond 
between them that helped them warm up to each other so easily. In 
the course of their discussion, Aimufia learned that the Prince was 
among the people that admired him for his feat. He also came to 
admire the Prince for his humble disposition despite his status and 
age. 

After some time, the King walked into the room and immediately, 

Aimufia stood up and greeted.  

“Zaki!” He said, bowing his head before the King.  

The King responded with a wave of his staff and he sat down. He then 

asked Aimufia to sit. Prince Ebhogie who had stood up alongside 

Aimufia took his seat as well.  

“What is your name again, my son.” The King asked with a smile on 

his face.  

“Aimufia, your highness.” He responded.  
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“You are great, young man” the King said, much to the amazement of 

Aimufia.  

“In all my years, I have never seen or heard of anyone who did what 

you have done.” the King expressed his admiration.  

“Indeed, you are special.”  He added.  

Apparently, not only Oriabure saw Aimufia as a ‘special boy’. Even 

the King had seen him from that point of view also. Aimufia thanked 

the King for counting him worthy of such praises and also expressed 

his gratitude for his good reign. Aimufia knew that he was not coming 

to the palace to be punished but he did not know that he was coming 

to be praised that much. He was truly grateful and happy. While they 

talked, the King signalled his son and whispered in his ears. The 

Prince left the room and shortly, returned in company of the palace 

maids, carrying earthen plates and bowls of various sizes. They set 

the plates and bowls on the table and uncovered them. Before 

Aimufia was so much food, such as he had never seen in his house 

before. There was pounded yam and melon soup loaded with various 

kinds of bush meat. Not only Aimufia’s nose was being fed with the 

melon soup anymore, his eyes had joined in the feast and his mouth 

waited to join also.  

“Yes my son” The King began, once the table was set. 

 ‘I called you to dine with me today”.  

Aimufia looked at the King and then turned to the Prince smiling, 

looking pleasantly surprised. It was a great honour to be invited to 
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the King’s table and even a greater honour to dine on the same table 

with him. 

They ate the meal quietly and Aimufia enjoyed every bit of it. It was 

one of the most delicious meals he had eaten in his lifetime. Perhaps 

he would have seen it as the best but Ejemen’s meals could not be 

beaten by any other meal, no matter how sweet it was. If not for any 

other reason, at least because nothing could ever taste better to a 

child than his mother’s breast milk. 

 Finally, they were through with the meal and Aimufia was fully 

satisfied. The evening was fast turning into night and Aimufia hoped 

to go home soon. It was common saying in the village that “when you 

visit a wealthy man’s estate, you should remember that your hut 

awaits you”. Before the King granted him his leave, he gave him an 

opportunity to ask a question.  

“Before you go my son, I want you to ask me a question about this 

village. Something you don’t know but wish to know”. The King said, 

leaning back on his chair. 

Aimufia was not expecting to have such an opportunity, and so had 

not prepared any question. He gazed at the floor and tried to think 

up a question whose answers he most wanted to know. The King 

knew it would take him some time to think of the right question to 

ask and so he was patient with him. Aimufia’s mind moved from one 

issue to the other and he kept searching for the right question. He 

thought of his origin but decided against it because it was not about 

the village as the King had specified. He also wanted to know about 

the borders of the village and almost asked the King about it when 
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suddenly he remembered something else that had been a mystery 

since childhood. 

Although Aimufia was very adventurous and daring as a child, there 

was one thing he never dared to do - To visit the mountain on the left 

side of the village. Among the two mountains between which the 

village was sited, the one to the left was regarded as the “Death 

Mountain”. Everyone in the community dreaded it and never dared 

to climb it. Aimufia had therefore wanted to know why everyone 

feared it and why it was called ‘Death Mountain’, He decided to ask 

the King about it and hoped to get a clear answer.  

“Eh, my King...” Aimufia said, returning from his thoughts.  

“…I would like to know why the mountain on the left side of the 

village is called the ‘Death Mountain’ and why it is feared so much”.  

The King had anticipated the possibility of him asking this question 

and had gotten ready to answer it. He knew that brave people always 

wanted to know the reason why other people fear, and since the 

death mountain was a general fear, he had expected him to ask 

about it. He sat up on his chair ready to answer the question and 

smiled again. Aimufia was happy to see the smile. He felt encouraged 

by it. 

 “It is so called because only few who dared to go up that mountain 

returned alive” the King started without beating about the bush. 

“Even the few who returned did so with one ailment or another and 

before long, died also, except for one.”  
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Aimufia had felt sad to hear the initial part of the answer but became 

curious on hearing that one had remained alive.  

“Who is this one?” Aimufia asked and was told the name.  

It was Oheen Iribhor, the oldest man in the village who is also the 

village priest. No one knew his exact age. They only knew that they 

grew up to know him, including the King.  

“Over the years, we have come to fear the mountain, not knowing 

the cause of death that reigns on it.” The King added to completely 

answer Aimufia’s question.  

It was a common note of warning given to children – to never go up 

the mountain no matter where else they went. In the process of the 

King’s answer, the Prince had learnt something he had not known 

before and before the King was through, he had left the room with 

Aimufia’s sac and returned with it full of yams.  

“That is my gift for you my son” the King said. 

 “Take it and show it to your father.” 

 Aimufia bowed his head and thanked the King. The bag was very 

heavy so the King called one of the guards to assist him in taking it 

home. Aimufia thanked him again and left for his house. He got home 

late that night and went to sleep with his thought dwelling on the 

answer of the King to his question. The evening and the night were 

such that would never be forgotten. 
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Two years had passed, since Aimufia became the community’s 

wresting champion and he had remained unbeaten ever since. His 

invitation to the palace to dine with the King and the Prince had also 

established an inseparable bond between himself and the Prince. 

Their friendship was now like that of the proverbial cow and the 

egret. Aimufia and Prince Ebhogie were both single children in their 

respective homes but now they were brothers. 

Aimufia’s status had changed and so had his mind set. Though he was 

no longer as daring as he used to be, he still had his childlike curiosity 

for things. His association with the Prince had taught him to be more 

appreciative of nature’s beauty. Prince Ebhogie was particularly a 

lover of flowers, and he had some varieties of them planted in the 

palace yard. He also loved fruits a lot and Aimufia had acquired this 

from him, Aimufia still delighted in acrobatic dance but he only did 

them now on special occasions.  

Although Aimufia was now a young man, he still had a humble 

nature. His love and respect for his parents had increased as he grew 

older. He still swept his father’s compound every morning and 

sometimes helped Ejemen with firewood for cooking. Aimufia also 

helped Oriabure in tapping some of his palms and as the years 

passed, he had become even more ‘special’. Whenever Aimufia’s 

parents had a reason to look for him, the first place to check was 

usually the palace because it had become his second home. There 
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were only few things that the Prince did now that did not involve 

Aimufia. Even his meals often included Aimufia's portion and they 

often went swimming together in the stream. It was during one of 

these times Aimufia first had a cause to be worried over the Prince. 

Aimufia woke up that morning with the thought of the day’s 

challenge in his mind. It was a challenge that reminded him of his 

childhood days. Prince Ebhogie had made the mistake of challenging 

Aimufia to a swimming contest. He was obviously aware that Aimufia 

was a wrestling champion but he did not envisage that he could pull a 

similar stunt under water. So in the cause of an argument, he 

challenged him to a contest of who could spend a longer time under 

water. They had agreed to go to the stream to find out who the 

winner would be. So Aimufia got up that morning and did his 

morning chores with the thought of how it would feel like to defeat 

the Prince in a contest. Surely it would add another feather to his 

cap. 

 Aimufia, being the adventurous young man that he was could not 

wait to begin the contest as he walked into the palace that morning 

to meet the Prince. He had an unusual spring in his steps and kept a 

smiling face.  

“Good morning your Highness!”  Aimufia greeted aloud jokingly as he 

saw the Prince from a distance, washing his feet.  

Aimufia normally addressed the Prince by his name on the basis of 

their friendship and it was only a joke that he referred to him as ‘your 

Highness.’  
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“Good Morning, Chief Aimufia” Prince Ebhogie generously retuned 

the gesture.  

“Are you ready?’ Aimufia asked, obviously in high spirit.  

“Take it easy my friend, don’t be in a hurry to be defeated” the Prince 

said as he put his royal beads on his neck. 

“We shall go now, with one of the guards to make sure there is no 

cheating. If I win, then you must stop boasting, but if you win I will 

give you one of these.” He pointed to the beads around his neck.  

The beads were very valuable and signified royalty. Giving one of 

them to Aimufia meant that Aimufia would then be referred to as a 

Prince. 

“You can’t be serious” Aimufia said, unable to believe what he just 

heard.  

“Well, I am” The Prince replied as he began walking to the stream.  

He called one of the palace guards to come with him as he went and 

Aimufia followed, still very surprised. Aimufia could not understand 

what kind of heart Prince Ebhogie possessed. He has always been so 

kind to him since their friendship started and it seemed that he got 

more generous by the rise of each morning sun. 

Aimufia could not say anything else. He just kept quiet and followed 

until Prince Ebhogie broke the silence.  

“Would you like some ‘Ogheghe’ fruits?” He asked as he turned to 

look at Aimufia.  
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“I think they’ll be much sweeter after I’ve won this contest” Aimufia 

responded.  

“Alright then, we’ll have some on our way back” Prince Ebhogie said, 

as they walked past the ‘Ogheghe’ tree by the roadside. 

….. 

 

Finally, they got to the stream. There were a few children fetching 

water and swimming in it. They took off some of their clothes and 

gave them to the guard that came with them. They marked out the 

point where they would start and where they would stop. They 

agreed to swim under water at equal speed and make as many 

rounds as possible until somebody first raised his head above water. 

 They started the contest and it was going smoothly. They continued 

to go from and return to the starting point and it was obvious they 

were both good swimmers. The guard stood watching as an umpire 

and seeing them through water as they swam under it. 

Aimufia was frankly surprised that Prince Ebhogie could hold his 

breath for as long as he had done and the Prince was also amazed at 

Aimufia’s perseverance. Prince Ebhogie had reached his limit but he 

did not want to give up yet. It would give Aimufia more reasons to be 

even more boastful than he had already been. So, he kept swimming. 

On the other hand, Aimufia could still hold his breath a little longer 

and he kept having his fun as the contest continued. Suddenly, 

something unexpected happened. The Prince stopped swimming and 

fell freely to the bed of the stream. Aimufia saw it and wondered 
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what was wrong. Immediately, he raised his head and called the 

guard for help.  

“Help!” he shouted, as he swam towards the Prince.  

The guard quickly came and joined Aimufia to lift Prince Ebhogie 

from the water. He laid the unconscious Prince on the ground 

pressed down his chest and stomach to force out any water he may 

have drank.  

Aimufia watched the resuscitation in wide-eyed fear and hoped that 

nothing tragic would happen to his best friend. The royal bead-medal 

counted for nothing at that moment and he earnestly wished that 

the Prince would be revived. 

Aimufia was overjoyed when Prince Ebhogie Suddenly jerked and 

started coughing out water from his mouth. It was a relief to Aimufia 

that his friend was not dead. He quickly cuddled him and wrapped 

him with some clothes.  

The Prince was made to sit up and allowed to rest for a while. Finally, 

he gathered enough strength to stand up and walk. They started 

going back home and Aimufia put his right hand on Prince Ebhogie’s 

shoulders. He deliberately chose not to talk about the contest 

anymore. At least, not immediately. He decided to do something to 

make him feel better and he remembered the Ogheghe fruits.  

“I’m sure a taste of some Ogheghe fruits will make you better, my 

friend”. He chuckled as he observed the smile on the Prince’s face.  
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They had gotten to the Ogheghe tree and Aimufia went under the 

shade to pick up some freshly fallen fruits. He gave some to the 

Prince, some to the guard and kept some for himself. They talked and 

sucked on the succulent fruits as they walked home. 

 

….. 

 

The next morning, like most mornings, Aimufia was the first visitor to 

walk through the palace yard. He came to check on the Prince to be 

sure he was fully recovered from the previous day’s experience. He 

expected him to be well and fine. At least, there was no reason to 

expect otherwise. Aimufia could not help but wonder why almost all 

the palace guards were gathered at the door to Ebhogie’s room. Even 

some of the maids were there and could not withhold the tears 

running down their eyes. He reduced his pace as he approached the 

door. He could hear the queen sobbing and the comforting voice of 

the King by her side.  

“He will be fine” the King said to Aimufia’s hearing. 

At least, that meant to him that Ebhogie was not dead. When he 

heard the words of the King, he doubled his pace and gained 

entrance into the room. He discovered why the guards were 

gathered and the maids were crying. 

Aimufia looked at Prince Ebhogie on his finely decorated mat laid on 

the raised earth that served as his bed and he could hardly believe his 
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eyes. The Prince was not dead but one look at him was definitely 

more than enough reason to cry. His face with the rest of his body 

was all covered with boils. The boils were so big that they seemed to 

threaten an outburst if touched carelessly. His skin was pale and his 

eyes were swollen. His hands and feet were swollen too and had 

increased in size.  

Prince Ebhogie could hardly open his eyes and he lay quiet, obviously 

without strength. For a long while, Aimufia’s mouth remained open 

yet no word could come out of it. He could not fathom the situation 

and he tried in vain to reconcile the image of Prince Ebhogie he saw 

the previous day with the one he was currently looking at. ‘What 

could have happened’, he imagined but could not say. After a long 

time of struggling, he was finally able to release some words.  

“What is this?” he asked with his eyes fixed on his best friend.  

“I don’t know my son” The queen replied in tears.  

“We found him in this state this morning”, she added.  

Aimufia looked at Ebhogie’s face, as if to hear from the horse’s 

mouth but he knew that no words could possibly come out of his 

mouth in that state. 

The King went outside the room, talked to one of the guards and 

came back inside.  

“They are going to get some herbs and I am sure he will be fine” he 

said and finally left the room to retire into his chambers. 
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 Aimufia and the queen stayed close to the Prince while a few guards 

and some maids stayed by the door and gazed at the Prince with 

sympathetic faces. They all maintained silence and they shook their 

heads in sympathy, each one not knowing the words best suited for 

the situation at hand.  

Suddenly, Aimufia turned around. The expression on his face was 

that of curiosity and he maintained the position as if trying to hear 

something. The queen and the others soon turned in the direction of 

the door also trying to hear something and soon, what they were 

trying to hear was quite audible; It was the sound of a crowd 

weeping, from the direction of the King’s courtyard.  

The crowd seemed like a delegation of all the households in the 

community. At least one member of each household was there. They 

came crying to the King’s courtyard and it was obvious that they were 

all in great distress. Aimufia came to see what was wrong as the King 

tried to calm them down.  

“What is it that has brought tears upon the faces of my people?” The 

King inquired.  

“Calm down and let me know what has gone wrong.” the King 

paused and watched the crowd as some of them struggled with their 

voices, trying to speak.  

Some however did not bother to stop the flow of tears running down 

their eyes. Finally, a man was able to hold back his pain and let out 

some words of meaning.  
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“Our families are dying!” he screamed at the top of his voice. The 

supposed announcement seemed to rekindle the fire that was 

already burning. The sound of their weeping suddenly increased.  

“What do you mean?” the King probed.  

“I woke up this morning to find my little son shivering on his mat. His 

whole body covered with strange boils and his hands and feet 

swollen. My wife and I tried to give him some medicine but he 

couldn’t even drink it.” The man explained. As the man described the 

symptoms, the King, Aimufia and the other palace dwellers knew that 

it was the same case as that of the Prince. 

The man went further to explain that the situation was the same 

across the community. At least one member of each house had been 

afflicted with the plague. Some houses had more than one and many 

of the victims were children. The King could hardly believe what he 

was hearing because he had never witnessed such a calamity before. 

He told them about his own son, Prince Ebhogie and It became clear 

to everyone that they all, even the King’s household needed help.  

The King later told them to go back to their homes and take care of 

their afflicted folks. He assured them that he will do everything he 

possible can to ameliorate the condition and even provide a total 

solution to the epidemic. The people did as he said, knowing very 

well the kind of ruler that they had and hoping earnestly that a cure 

would be found. 
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8 

WHO WILL GO FOR US? 
– The Hope of the People – 

 

The voice of the town crier had been filled with much pain as he 

announced the King’s call. The few healthy young people had listened 

with undivided attention. Aimufia had heard the call, but before the 

announcement he was already preparing to go and see his best 

friend. He had plucked some oranges and hoped that Prince Ebhogie 

would be able to at least taste them. As Aimufia walked out of his 

house with the sac of oranges in his hand, Oriabure and Ejemen could 

see the sadness on his face. They could see how much pain the 

plague on Ebhogie’s body was inflicting on Aimufia’s heart, and they 

wished they could do something about it. They had been fortunate 

enough to be immune against the infection and Aimufia was happy 

about that. He walked slowly to the palace and by the time he got 

there, he met two young men and a maiden. The young men were 

both members of the ‘Ibo-nedion’; the upper division of the 

‘Egbonughele’. One of them was actually the champion he had 

defeated two years earlier. The maiden’s name was Omonzele, the 

one that danced freely to her name-song during the festival of peace.  

Aimufia stood in company of the three young people in the King’s 

court. The elders remained silent and some of the women who had 
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come earlier were still there, crying over the deaths of their children 

and grand children. They waited for more people to come but no one 

joined them. The sun began to set slowly, just as it had risen. So 

when the King noticed the passing of time, he implored Iribhor to say 

something.  

“Say something my father, say something, your children are waiting” 

the King said in a humble tone as he gazed into Oheen Iribhor’s face, 

hoping to get a quick response.  

Aimufia looked at the King and observed the expression on his face 

when he said ‘my father’ and ‘your children’ and he thought for a 

moment on the possibility of Oheen Iribhor being his own biological 

father. He knew Iribhor was an unusual old man and more than 

anybody else, he knew he – himself, was unusual too. He imagined 

the probability of an unusual child coming out of an unusual man, 

and a series of thoughts followed spontaneously. He was however 

alerted from his imaginative dream by the voice of the strange old 

man. 

“The death mountain, my children has been to us like the bee.” 

Oheen Iribhor said slowly as he raised his head. 

“From it, we have gotten this sting of death. And on it also lies our 

hope for the honey of life.” He had spoken in parables and the King 

along with the elders knew what he meant but the young ones 

however, needed more explanation.  

“The cause of this plague came from the death mountain and the 

cure for it also, is found on that same mountain.” He explained, 

looking into their eyes in turns. The four of them were relieved to 
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hear that there is a cure but at the same time were bothered to know 

that it is found on the dreaded death mountain.  

“Who will go for us, to fetch the cure? Who will deliver our people 

from this present doom?” 

The four of them looked at one another and wondered who should 

go. Aimufia hoped they could all go together but his hope was not 

common to others. Each of the other three hoped that someone else 

would volunteer to go and so spare them the risk of dying of 

unknown causes with their bodies left to rot on a dreaded mountain. 

Omonzele was the first to speak. And she expressed her fear without 

hesitation.  

“I am happy there is a cure, and I would have liked to go and get it; if 

not for me, at least to stop the ceaseless flow of tears from the eyes 

of our mothers.” She spoke candidly and paused for a while, then 

continued;  

“But my King, my elders, a journey to the death mountain is not 

meant to be embarked upon by folks of my gender, so my King, I beg 

to decline”  

She said her last words bending on one knee as a sign of respect for 

the elders and the King. Actually, they had expected her answer. They 

knew that the amount of courage required to climb the death 

mountain was not something a young woman could easily have. 

With the young maiden out of the question, three young men were 

left, amongst whom two were wrestling champions, Aimufia and the 

other.  
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“Who then will go?” Oheen Iribhor asked again. By that time, the 

third young man, besides the champions was already muttering 

something that seemed to express complains and fear at the same 

time.  

The elders looked in his direction to hear coherently, what he was 

saying. And all he managed to say was “I… - I… - I… can’t dare it.” A 

wave of disappointment swept through the court room, yet everyone 

could understand the fear of the young man.  

It was then clear that the hopes of redeeming the land and its people 

had to be upheld by a wrestling champion; otherwise, it would be 

doom’s day.  

“Again I ask; who will go for us?” Oheen Iribhor repeated in his low 

and shaky voice.  

Aimufia turned to look at his wrestling mate. Their eyes met, but the 

former champion quickly turned away his face. He looked less valiant 

than he looked the day they wrestled two years earlier. Aimufia could 

see in his eyes an unexpressed fear, a fear for his life. He was much 

older than Aimufia and was supposed to be braver but the reverse 

was the case. Aimufia indeed was much braver. 

Aimufia was beginning to get irritated. He could not understand why 

grown men would be so afraid of what they have never seen. As far 

as he was concerned, discovering the cause of death on that 

mountain was enough reason to climb it. And fetching a cure from it 

was like winning a wrestling contest. Why then should grown men 

cower like babies? He did not wait for his fellow to speak; to give 

expression to his fear in flimsy excuses.  
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“I will go!” He stepped forward and announced.  

It was shocking, unexpected yet hoped for. The words came through 

a tone of voice that exuded so much confidence. And the expression 

of that confidence sent ripples of a pleasant sensation through the 

bodies of all who heard him. The King was overjoyed, the elders were 

speechless and the women seemed not sure of what they had heard. 

With an uncertain smile on his face, the King asked;  

“What did you say?” 

 And Aimufia responded promptly and boldly.  

“I will go up the death mountain and fetch the cure to this plague.” 

“Oh! My child!” One of the women exclaimed in a deeply emotional 

voice.  

“It shall be well with you!”  Another said, about to resume a fresh 

round of tears.  

They were all happy to hear his words, but they were overwhelmed 

by the sacrificial boldness that produced their happiness. They were 

aware of how much fear everyone had about the death mountain 

and anyone who would go up that mountain just to save others was 

more than a hero. Yes, even though Aimufia was yet to climb the 

mountain to fetch the cure, he was a hero already for accepting to 

go. 

The King got up from his seat and walked slowly towards Aimufia. He 

was grateful.  
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“My son, thank you” He said with a deep sense of gratitude as he 

placed his hand on his shoulders.  

“Thank you for upholding the hopes of our people” the King paused 

for a while and looked into the air.  

“May the gods of our land reward you richly.” The thoughts of 

reward swept through Aimufia’s mind.  

What kind of reward could he possibly get? All he had always wanted 

was to know who he truly was, where he came from and who his real 

parents are. He hoped for a moment that he would be rewarded with 

the knowledge of his true roots. “Iseee” Aimufia said slowly in 

response to the King’s prayer. The King looked round at the elders 

and finally to the women. He said with a plea in his voice;  

“My mothers, you may go home now, our pains will soon be over” 

the women nodded unanimously and made different faces in 

agreement. They got up and started leaving having greeted the Kings 

and elders once more. The dead children were also carried even as 

they tried to withhold the droplets of tears trickling down their 

cheeks. As they went, they thanked Aimufia again. They expressed 

their hopes in him. The King then looked at the other two young men 

and Omonzele. 

“You can go as well, Aimufia has redeemed our hope” The King said.  

Omonzele was the first to respond. She knelt down and greeted the 

King and the elders. And before she left, she looked Aimufia in the 

eyes and said;  
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“I believe in you, you are our hero.” Then she left.  

The second young man did not bother to say anything. He just bowed 

his head before the King and elders and left without delay. The 

wrestler did likewise- he said nothing. But after greeting the King and 

the elders, he looked Aimufia in the eyes, shook his hand vigorously 

tapped his shoulders and left. He was grateful to Aimufia for not 

allowing him to speak that which he would be ashamed of in time to 

come.  

The King walked back to his seat and sat. He looked at the elders who 

were now relieved by the words of Aimufia.  

“My son, “The King called to Aimufia’s attention.  

“The day is far spent. And our people say ‘let the day break, is the 

judgment of night matters’. So tomorrow, you will go.”  

Aimufia bowed his head and greeted.  

“Zaki, Onogie, Enedion, Ituebha” greeting the elders also and left.  

The elders expressed their profound joy about the bravery of 

Aimufia. They spoke about how lucky his parents were to have such 

an impressive young man for a child. Owanlen Aziegbe noted that he 

was not only brave and courageous, but also humble and respectful.  

“Such is the kind of youths we need in our land.”  Ohunyon pointed 

out.  
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Imonitie agreed all the way. But Iribhor was however impassive. He 

was more or less absent minded. The elders and the King were used 

to that nature of his and so did not bother to ask for his contribution. 

Aimufia had left the courtroom to see Prince Ebhogie. He sat by his 

bed gently soothing his hand. Ebhogie was conscious of his presence 

but could not say anything. As Aimufia gently squeezed the juice out 

of the orange fruit which he had brought into a cup, he thought of 

the cure to the epidemic. He imagined himself personally 

administering the treatment to Ebhogie when he returns. He would 

not allow his best friend to die. If not for anything else, saving the life 

of Prince Ebhogie was enough reason to climb any mountain to get 

any cure. 

He raised Ebhogie’s head so as to give him the orange juice and as he 

slowly gave it to him, the queen who had been watching silently 

thanked him. She had learnt of Aimufia’s willingness to go up the 

dreaded mountain to find the cure that everyone so needed; 

especially herself.  

“Thank you my son.” the words came slowly laden with emotions.  

“May you never find sorrow all the days of your life”  

“Iseee” Aimufia responded and thanked her too. 

 By the time he was finally through, it was almost dark. He bid the 

Prince goodbye even though he could not answer and left for his 

house. 
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 By the time got home, Ejemen was waiting outside to see whether 

he was yet coming. She knew Aimufia was safe but could never stop 

worrying about him. As grown as he had become, she still saw him as 

that little baby she picked up at the stream. 

“Nene men vae” Aimufia announced his arrival on getting close to 

Ejemen who was seated at the main entrance of the house. 

 “Obokhian” she welcomed. 

 “Please go in and eat your food. I am sure you haven’t eaten 

anything since you left”. 

 Aimufia did not answer. He simply did as she had said. Later that 

night, he told Ejemen and Oriabure all that had happened in the 

palace and what decision he had made. They were a bit uneasy about 

it, but they respected his decision and was confident that Aimufia 

being the ‘special child’ that he was, would go and return. 

The night was unusually silent. It was a long wait for the dawn of 

hope. 
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It was a rather long cockcrow. Even the rooster seemed to be aware 

of the prevailing circumstance. It was as if it deliberately alerted 

Aimufia as early as the first morning light. Aimufia opened his eyes on 

hearing the sound of nature’s own awakener. He had barely slept 

much. He got up from his mat, went to greet Oriabure and Ejemen 

and did his early morning chores. He felt stronger that morning –

more than he had ever been. There was an unusual spring in his steps 

and a thick air of confidence revolved round him. He could feel the 

weight of hopes bearing down on his shoulders; they were the hopes 

of everybody in the land. 

As he made himself ready for the ultimate task ahead, he could hear 

Oriabure’s voice speaking words of comfort to Ejemen. Aimufia knew 

how hard it was for her to come to terms with the fact that he- the 

only child she knew- had to go to a place where everyone knew so 

well to be a death zone. He knew he had to return alive and well, not 

just to bring the cure but so that Ejemen would have a reason to 

continue living. 

 Oriabure was courageous. He trusted Aimufia and his ‘specialness’. 

He was convinced in his heart that nothing- not even the death 

mountain – could take Aimufia’s life. Although he never said it, he 

had come to believe that Aimufia was indestructible - immortal. 

Aimufia however preferred to see himself as ordinary rather than 

extraordinary; that kept him humble. When he was finally ready to 
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go, he went to Oriabure and Ejemen in their room. He stood by the 

door and said; 

“Abba, Nene, I will go now” He spoke slowly, looking into Ejemen’s 

eyes.  

He could feel her pain.  

“Please eat something before you go, my son” Ejemen said, sounding 

like the true mother she had always been.  

“Don’t worry mother, I’ll have fruits along the way.” Aimufia replied, 

still looking into her eyes.  

Oriabure got up from where he was sitting beside Ejemen and walked 

to Aimufia. He tapped him on his left shoulder and nodded in the 

affirmative.  

“Go well my son, you will return to us”. 

Oriabure went on to pray for him assuring him that nothing would 

take his life.  

“Iseee!” Aimufia responded when Oriabure was done.  

“I shall first go to the palace to get a good description of the cure 

before I depart for the mountain” He explained to Oriabure and 

Ejemen.  

Ejemen nodded with tears streaming down her cheeks as she pressed 

against the ground to stand on her feet. She hugged Aimufia, 
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pressing him against her aged body tightly. And finally, he was free to 

go. 

A soft beam of the morning sun rays fell upon Aimufia’s face as he 

opened the front door to go out. His heart leaped as if to respond to 

the greetings of the morning sun. A series of thoughts flashed 

through his mind. He thought of Prince Ebhogie and how he was 

faring that morning. He thought of Iribhor and the mysterious look on 

his face. He thought of Omonzele and how beautiful she looked the 

previous day at the palace. Aimufia had never really had time to think 

of maidens or what pleasure they could give. So it was unusual that 

he had one on his mind on the morning of such an all-important day. 

He remembered the sound of her voice when she said ‘I believe in 

you’ the previous day. And Aimufia thought for a moment, ‘She is a 

good girl’, and heaved a sigh. 

He walked through the door with a machete in his right hand and a 

bag hung across his right shoulder to his left side. As he walked 

through the front yard away from the house, he looked back at his 

foster parents and waved them good bye. The image of Ejemen’s face 

lingered on his memory. At that time, he was grateful once again that 

she had found him at the stream when she did. 

 

….. 

 

Aimufia walked gallantly, like a warrior. He walked with confidence 

like the champion that he was. As he approached the palace, he 
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could see some people already gathering at the palace yards. Most of 

them were the people he had seen the previous day. The elders were 

already seated in the court. Aimufia increased his pace and finally 

entered the King’s court. He greeted the King and the elders in the 

customary way and stood on the right side of the court. He looked at 

the King’s face and observed that he was a bit tense. He had heard 

the news of the death of yet another child. For some good reason, 

Prince Ebhogie was still alive. Aimufia looked at the faces of the 

elders from across the court to the last elder and beside him was 

Oheen Iribhor. He did not even know he was standing beside him 

until then. 

The King cleared his voice and began.  

“My son, you are welcome. Just as concluded yesterday, today you 

will go in search of the cure to the plague of our people”. He paused 

for a while and then continued. 

“But before you go, Oheen Iribhor will give you a few final words”. 

The King stopped and looked at Iribhor as if to tell him to continue 

from where he stopped.  

 Iribhor however remained silent for some time. He was looking into 

a circle drawn with a white chalk on the ground and once again, it 

seemed he was watching something. Aimufia looked on him, waiting 

for him to speak. Iribhor had an unusual look on his face. He shook 

his head slowly several times but still kept silent. Finally, he put on a 

reluctant smile, looked up at Aimufia and said;  

“I know you will not die. But I hope you do save our people.” The 

words echoed in Aimufia’s head for a while and Iribhor continued.  
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“It is a simple herb that you seek, so much like a vegetable. With 

green little berries packed around its flowering bud, it has broad 

toothed leaves. You will notice no grass grows around its roots, and it 

retains its dew- drops until mid-day.”  Iribhor paused and noticed the 

keen attention with which Aimufia listened to his description. Then 

he continued.  

“You will find it my son, yes you will find it”. 

Aimufia was happy to hear Iribhor’s last words. They increased his 

confidence and boosted his optimism. He waited for some time to be 

sure that Iribhor had finished talking before asking any questions. He 

did that deliberately to avoid interrupting the old man. When he was 

convinced that Iribhor was through he asked;  

“How much time will it take?”  

Iribhor answered without looking at Aimufia.  

“If you leave now, you should get to the peak of the mountain before 

mid-day. That is how long it will take to go. But how long it will take 

to return depends on the choices that you make”. 

Aimufia looked out through the door into the sky. It was still early in 

the morning. But the sun was rising fast and the grasses were drying 

up from the previous night’s dew. Aimufia knew that he had to get to 

the mountain peak before mid- day - before the dew on the herb 

which he seeks will get dry. That way, he should be able to return 

before sunset. He turned back his face inside, looked at the King and 

said;  
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“Then I must go now, my King”. The King sighed and said;  

“Yes my son, and may the gods of our land watch over you. 

Aimufia stepped forward to the King, knelt on one knee and bowed 

his head. He greeted the King once again and made a promise.  

“Zaki! As I go now, I shall return. Not just with the cure but also to 

give it to Prince Ebhogie with my own hands.”  

He got up and turned to go but just before he walked out through the 

door, he heard a voice behind him.  

“Wait my son”. It was the voice of Oheen Iribhor.  

Aimufia stopped and turned slowly. His eyes met those of Iribhor. 

The old man’s face shone with the ray of the morning sun falling 

upon it. He raised his right hand and pointed his index finger toward 

Aimufia and said;  

“This one thing you must know, the beauties that please the eyes are 

most often in life the same arrows that pierce the heart.” He dropped 

his hand but his gaze remained on Aimufia. Aimufia did not 

understand. He looked confused. 

He waited and looked to the old man for an explanation but none 

came. He wanted to stay and demand an explanation but he knew 

that time was not on his side, so he said;  

“I have heard you my Father. I shall not forget those words”. With 

that he turned again to leave.  
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Within a few steps out of the door, his eyes fell upon the face of one 

which he had earlier thought of. He saw Omonzele among the group 

of people that had come to bid him farewell. He heard different 

voices in different directions saying different things like;  

“Go well our child”,  

“You are our hero indeed”,  

“You will return to us alive” and so on.  

For a moment his gaze was fixed on Omonzele who on the other 

hand was waving him goodbye. The words of Iribhor echoed again in 

his head and then he thought ‘She really is beautiful. But I must not 

be distracted’. He turned away from her and walked faster out of the 

palace yard. 

Having come out of the palace yard, he turned left for that was the 

direction of the mountain. He had not eaten anything that morning 

but it was still too early for him to be hungry. He walked all the way 

with the thought of the cure on his mind. He had a vivid mental 

picture of the herb from the description of Iribhor. And from time to 

time, he would recount the details to himself just to be sure he was 

not forgetting anything. As he came close to the foot of the 

mountain, a feeling of fear swept through his entire body.  

“What really is it that kills people on this mountain?” he asked 

himself.  

His pace reduced and his steps became slower. He wondered for a 

moment if he must really continue. And then he remembered a song. 
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The song he sang the day a palace guard came to tell him of his 

invitation to the palace. He sang the song to comfort himself, and as 

he sang, he looked up into the sky and wondered if there was 

actually a God up there watching over him. He sang the song again; 

The errand that my father has sent me on,  

The errand that my mother has sent me on,  

If I go, it will be well with me, 

If I go, it will be well with me, 

The errand that my father,  

The errand that my mother, 

The errand that my people have sent me on. 

 

….. 

 

Finally, he got to the foot of the mountain. He stood for some time 

looking up ahead at the lush vegetation of the steep ground before 

him. He stretched his machete toward the mountain and said;  

“Today, I have come, to uphold the hopes of my people, to repay a 

favour to the land that gave me life and you mountain shall not stop 

me”.  
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With those words, he proceeded to climb the mountain. As he 

climbed, he cleared off the bushes on his path with his machete. He 

could hear the chirping of birds echoing across the mountain forest. 

A cold tide of air swept beneath the tall trees that mainly covered the 

mountain. Aimufia walked slowly and circumspectly. He watched his 

steps carefully, and listened attentively for any possible signs of 

danger. He also kept a kin observation of the various weeds and 

vegetation he saw as he moved. He did not want to pass by that 

which he was looking for. 

Aimufia got to the top of the mountain only to discover something 

rather unexpected. He saw three short logs of wood under a big tree 

arranged in such a way that their ends pointed toward a common 

centre. The end of the logs about that centre was burned. Aimufia 

walked close to it and observed that there had been a fire which 

could only have been made by a person. ‘But who would come all the 

way to make fire on the top of a mountain that had acquired a rare 

reputation for itself’ Aimufia bugged his mind with this question for 

some time only to find no answer. He also observed a foot path going 

out of the fire place in the direction opposite where he came from. It 

then occurred to him that whoever came to make fire on the 

mountain could not have come from his community. ‘It must be from 

the other side if the mountain.’ He thought. 

About that time, it was almost mid-day and Aimufia began his search 

for the cure he had come to find. He searched randomly at first, with 

quick glances at different herbs and later, more thoroughly. 

Just as Iribhor had said, Aimufia found it. The herb was quite an 

identical match to what Iribhor had described. The first thing that 
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caught Aimufia’s attention was the unique manner in which they 

were clustered together like a plantation. He also noticed that the 

ground around the entire cluster was bare of weeds – and even grass. 

When he observed closely, he noticed the toothed leaves of the 

plants that still had dew drops on them. The green berries were just 

where Iribhor said they would be. And with all the confirmations, 

Aimufia knew he had found what he came to look for. Without 

wasting time, he proceeded to collect the herbs. By the time he was 

through, his bag was packed full. 

Aimufia looked at his bag full of the all-important cure for which he 

came and sighed in relief. He smiled, and then he chuckled. He 

looked around himself and asked himself the same question he had 

earlier asked before he climbed the mountain.  

“What really is it that kills people on this mountain?” He asked 

himself with a smile on his face.  

He could not believe that a mountain that seemed so harmless would 

become a nightmare to a whole village. All he could see around him 

was big tall trees, sparse ground vegetations and harmless earth 

beneath his feet. There were no signs of dangerous wild animals. He 

could hear the sounds of squirrels and different songs by distant 

birds. From what he could see and hear, the mountain was more of a 

home to birds and rodents - without even a sign of snakes. Aimufia 

decided to start his return journey back home to complete the task 

he had begun and to fulfil the promise he had made to the King and 

his best friend. 
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He drew up the bag and hung it across his shoulder like he did on his 

way coming and picked up his machete, as he turned to go in the 

direction by which he had come. He had only taken a few steps when 

he heard a sound. It was pleasant to his ears. It was the whistling of a 

bird. Aimufia had never heard a bird whistle so melodiously. The 

sound seemed to penetrate his very heart - it was captivating. He 

turned around to see where the bird was that whistled so beautifully. 

He wanted to catch a glimpse of such nature’s wonder. There it was 

on a tree branch not far away from where Aimufia stood. It was a 

beautiful bird, with bright red and blue feathers. Aimufia watched 

the bird sing its birdie song, enthralled. He gazed at the bird without 

blinking like he was enchanted or in a trance. 

Suddenly, the bird stopped and flew away but Aimufia’s gaze 

remained fixed. There was a fruit on the tree, hanging just behind 

where the bird had perched and it was on this fruit that Aimufia’s 

eyes now focused. The fruit was beautiful but it was strange. It had 

the shape and size of a typical orange fruit but it was pink with a 

greenish patch at its bottom and its skin shone brightly with the sun 

rays falling upon it. Aimufia wondered what kind of fruit he was 

seeing so he moved closer to have a clearer observation. He dropped 

his bag at the foot of the tree and climbed it. He plucked the fruit and 

scrutinized it. It had the texture of an almond but it smelled like a 

cherry. Aimufia was highly fascinated by the unique features of the 

fruit and he wanted to know what it would taste like. He looked over 

the other branches of the tree and saw many more of the fruits. He 

was beginning to get hungry so he decided to check if the fruit would 

be good enough to eat. 
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The fruits were obviously ripe so he decided to take a bite. As Aimufia 

opened his mouth and brought the fruit closer to it, he remembered 

the words of Iribhor. ‘The beauties that please the eye are most often 

in life the same arrows that pierce the heart’. His hand froze and his 

mouth remained agape. He wondered for some time if the meaning 

of Iribhor’s words could in some way be related to the eating of 

fruits. From what he had heard and seen about Iribhor, he knew his 

words were always rich with deep underlying meanings. And he 

thought ‘Iribhor must have been referring to more important matters 

– much more important than ordinary things like fruit-eating.’ Then 

he took a bite. It felt good. It tasted sweet. He chewed slowly at first, 

but later, he chewed faster. Aimufia went ahead to pluck more of the 

fruits. He was excited as he plucked.  

“Good fruit indeed. Beautiful and also sweet” he said.  

By the time he came down from the tree, he had eaten up the first 

fruit. He gathered the fruits into his bag and picked up a second one. 

He decided to finally go home. He knew he had spent much time 

already and thought it wise not to waste any more time. He took a 

bite from the second fruit as he drew up his bag. He dropped the bag 

again and looked at his palm. He had noticed that he did not feel his 

palm as he lifted the bag. His palm was bluish – both palms were. The 

fruit fell from his hand. His fingers were numb. Aimufia was confused 

and beginning to get tensed. As he stared at his palms, he noticed 

that his vision was getting blurred. He rubbed his eyes with his two 

index fingers to see clearly. But the more he rubbed, the less he saw. 

His limbs became weak and before he knew it he collapsed to the 

ground and blanked out. 
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Aimufia opened his eyes and he was relieved to observe that he 

could see clearly. There was however something different about the 

things he was seeing. They were neither trees nor leaves or even 

grasses that surrounded him on the mountain. Up over him was a 

shade that could be described as a roof made from palm fronds. He 

turned his head to the right and to the left and saw bamboo walls. He 

was actually in a bamboo hut lying down on a straw mat. He tried to 

get up from the mat but he was too weak to carry himself so he lay 

back on the mat. The sun rays penetrated the fronds through oval-

shaped spaces and made dot-like spots on the ground all around the 

hut. Aimufia could perceive smoke and something else that smelled 

like burning leaves. He knew he was no longer on the mountain and 

wondered where he was.  

Aimufia thought of his people back home and hoped that they were 

still alive. Except for a little cloth wrapped around his waist and 

between his legs, Aimufia lay bare on the mat without strength. He 

looked out through the door of the hut and saw an expanse of land 

occupied with what he figured out to be ridges. He knew he was in a 

farm or somewhere much like a farm.  

“How did I get here?” Aimufia asked himself. The only thing he could 

remember was eating that beautiful fruit up the mountain.  

“It was beautiful, it was sweet but what could have happened?” He 

asked himself again yet getting no answers.  
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Aimufia was getting worried, confused and scared. So he managed 

with the last bit of his strength to call out for attention.  

“Who is there?”  

“… Where am I?”  

Aimufia heard footsteps rushing toward the hut, and before long, he 

saw a man’s face the man was elderly, almost as old as Oriabure. He 

stood over the door for a moment to observe Aimufia, and then he 

smiled and said;  

“You are awake my child, it’s good to see that you’re finally awake’.  

Aimufia did not answer – he could not. He just kept looking at the 

man while he breathed heavily in his lying position.  

“I almost thought you would die, but your heart kept on beating.” 

The man spoke slowly as he came closer and sat beside Aimufia on 

the mat.  

“Who are you, Where am I?” Aimufia managed to ask.  

“Don’t worry my child” The man answered.  

“I will explain things to you later”. He added slowly.  

“But for now, you must drink your medicine”.  

He got up and walked out of the hut. He was sweaty. Aimufia noted 

the big scar on the man’s shiny back as he walked out. Soon, he 

returned with a cup half full of a certain green liquid.  
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“Drink, my child, you’ll feel better” the man urged.  

Aimufia managed to sit. He took the cup which was actually a carved 

coconut shell. He smelled the content and knew it was a herbaceous 

extract. With his eyes closed, he gulped it all and lay back down. 

Before long, he was fast asleep. By the time Aimufia woke up again, it 

was nightfall. He felt the yawning vacuum within his stomach and 

grabbed his belly with his left hand as he used his right hand to 

support himself to sit. The elderly man was not in the hut. Aimufia 

could see through the slits between the bamboos, the figure of the 

elderly man sitting close to a fire doing something with his hands. 

Aimufia was much stronger then, but very hungry. Before long, the 

man walked into the hut with two calabashes in his hands. He put 

them down before Aimufia and he saw that it was roasted yam cut in 

pieces in one calabash and palm oil in the other. He looked at the 

man who in turn urged him on.  

“Eat my child, you must be very hungry.”  

The elderly man took a piece of yam from the calabash, dipped into 

the oil and began to eat. Aimufia watched him briefly and slowly 

joined. He had eaten three pieces of yam when he raised his head to 

look around.  

“There is water behind you” The man said, having discerned that he 

must be thirsty.  

Aimufia turned to look behind him and saw a big earthen pot and 

coconut shell-cap placed brim-down on the pot lid. He got up, walked 

to the pot and drank some water. When Aimufia returned to the mat, 
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he took a piece of yam and simply stared at it. The elderly man was 

still eating. Without looking at the man, Aimufia asked,  

“What really happened to me?”  

The man paused for a while and used his hand to beckon for water. 

He had yam in his mouth. Aimufia handed him a cup of water and 

watched him drink it noisily. Some of the water spilled out of his 

mouth through both ends unto his chest. By the time he was 

through, he sighed in satisfaction, looked into Aimufia’s eyes and 

said;  

“I found you lying unconscious on the mountain three days ago.”  

“Ah!” Aimufia screamed in sudden shock.  

“Three days?” He exclaimed.  

“Yes” The man answered softly.  

“I noticed you must have eaten of that poisonous fruit up the 

mountain. So I carried you down here, hoping that you would 

survive.”  

Aimufia could not say a word. He just stared into thin air wondering 

about the fate of his people. He thought of how much damage could 

have been done by then, how many people could have died or how 

many more could have been affected by the spread of the plague. 

Was Prince Ebhogie still alive? The thought of his best friend struck 

his heart like a spear knowing how much time had passed - How 

much time he had delayed. 
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“Tell me child…” The man’s voice echoed into Aimufia’s head for he 

had been far away in thoughts.  

“What is your name and what were you doing on that mountain?”  

Aimufia turned to look at the man. His eyes were filmed with tears. 

He tried to answer but he noticed no sound came out when he 

opened his mouth to speak. So he stopped, took a deep breath and 

tried again. This time, his voice came out but it was low.  

“I am Aimufia; I came to the mountain to get the cure of a plague 

that is killing my people”.  

Aimufia paused and looked away from the man.  

“But by now I wonder what might have happened.”  

His last words brought him to  re-consider that he himself might have 

been dead but for the timely intervention of the elderly man in 

whose hut he was sitting right then. So he turned back to the man 

and asked; 

“But who are you and how did you find me?” 

The man smiled and said softly  

“You need not know who I am my child, for some things are better 

left unknown.”  

Aimufia was surprised at his words. They sounded much like what 

could have come out from Iribhor’s mouth.  
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“I will tell you how I found you, or perhaps I should say ‘why’ I found 

you.”  

Aimufia’s surprise turned to curiosity. So he listened with keen 

attention.  

“I did not find you by accident my child; I knew that you were 

coming.” He began.  

“About seven days ago, I had a dream. I saw the figure of a young 

man just about your size. He had come up to the mountain to carry a 

certain pot. It was a big earthen pot filled with water. After carrying 

the pot on his head, he turned to go back to where he came from but 

then, he decided to pluck a certain beautiful flower. He plucked it, 

and as he was admiring the beauty of the flower, a snake came out of 

nowhere and bit him by his heels. He screamed in shock and pain. He 

threw away the flower and carefully dropped the earthen pot. He 

tried to manage the situation but the venom was too fast in 

spreading through his body. And so he fell to the ground, 

unconscious.”  

The man paused and observed Aimufia for a while. He noticed the 

tears streaming down his cheeks and both of his hands held tightly 

between his legs.  

“So, my child, I knew you were coming.”  

“I had a similar dream many years ago. That was before I chose a life 

of isolation. In that dream, I had seen the figure of a little girl, going 

up the same mountain to carry that same pot. She had plucked that 

same flower and had also been bitten by that same snake. I didn’t 
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know what the dream meant then, the man paused again sighed and 

continued.  

“At that time, I had a little daughter whose mother had died at child 

birth.” Aimufia felt sorry to hear that.  

“Actually, she was a twin together with a boy. But I had secretly 

wrapped up her twin brother and gave him to the river to avoid the 

killing of both of them. This was because where I come from; it was 

an abomination to bear twins. I couldn’t imagine my two children 

dying right before my eyes when their mother had died immediately 

after bearing them…” He was silent for some time, then he resumed;  

“And so, about two days after I had that dream, my daughter who by 

then was an adolescent left the house in search of firewood. She did 

not return on time like she normally did. And when I saw that it was 

getting dark, I decided to go and look for her. I looked around in the 

familiar bushes but could not find her. Finally, I went up the 

mountain.”  

The man explained to Aimufia how he climbed the mountain amidst 

fear of possible danger, how he found his daughter at the same place 

he had seen the little girl in his dream which was also the same place 

he had found Aimufia. He told Aimufia how he later learned that a 

certain herb grew on that mountain - an all-curing herb. A herb which 

if he had administered to his daughter would have saved her life.  

“Fortunately, my child, there was a lot of that herb in your bag when 

I found you.” He concluded. 
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Aimufia had listened to every detail of the man’s explanation. He had 

felt sorry about his wife and his daughter.  He had an uncertain 

feeling about the son that had been given to the river.’ He felt 

grateful that the man had found him and saved him. But as the man 

concluded his explanation, he suddenly felt scared. There was a 

sudden awakening of his mind. The man’s last words had brought 

him to the realization of what he seemed to have forgotten - The 

content of his bag. Aimufia jolted from the mat and ran his eyes 

randomly around the hut, in search of the bag.  

“My bag... The herbs…” Aimufia spoke his thoughts in mild fear.  

“Take it easy my child” the elderly man said “it’s over there beneath 

your cloths” He pointed to a corner of the hut that could be barely 

seen with the poor light of the oil lamp. Aimufia went for it. He 

picked up the bag and discovered that it was less than half full.  

“What happened?' He turned and asked the man.  

“What happened to the herb?” He was impatient to find out.  

The elderly man was a little surprised but he answered all the same.  

“That is the herb I talked about; the all-curing herb. I had been 

administering it to you since I found you, and gladly it did save your 

life!” 

Aimufia was confused. He did not know what to say. He wanted to 

ask the man why he had to use so much of it, but he also knew he 

might have been dead if the man had not. On the other hand, he 

knew he had collected the whole of that particular herb he could find 
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on the mountain and wondered how much use the little that was left, 

could do for his people. Aimufia threw himself to the ground not 

knowing what to do or even what to think. 

“They were meant for my people…” He said, slowly and barely 

audible. 

The elderly man looked at him and shook his head. He could feel 

Aimufia’s pain. He got up from the mat and walked gently to him. He 

knelt down beside him, put his hand across his shoulders and said;  

“It’s alright my child. It is only the living that can save others from 

dying.”  

Aimufia could not say anything. He just kept sighing repeatedly, 

obviously trying to think of what next to do.  

“May be you can go back to the mountain at dawn, just to check” The 

man advised, still trying to help.  

“Perhaps you will find something for your people”.  

Aimufia thought of it for a moment, and saw a ray of hope in it. He 

raised his head to look at the man’s face and the elderly man nodded 

in affirmation. Aimufia was partly relieved. He hoped that some of 

the herbs might have grown within the three days of his sleep–state. 

He resolved, that at first light, he would return up the mountain in a 

second search for the cure of the plague of his people.  
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Aimufia walked slowly out of the hut.  He bent over to avoid hitting 

the bamboo post with his head as he walked out the door. He had 

not really slept through the night. He felt too guilty to relish the 

comfort of a sweet night sleep. He carried the almost empty bag over 

his shoulder. As he came out, he looked around. It was the first time 

he was coming out of the hut since his return to consciousness. The 

place was actually a farm settlement, and it was obvious that the 

elderly man lived there all alone. There were no signs of much 

activity around except for the cultivated land before Aimufia. It was 

still very early in the morning - a great while before dawn. But 

Aimufia had gotten up to prepare for his return to the mountain, and 

perhaps to his people. The air was quite cold and the weather was 

humid. Daylight was still dim and there was fog in the air. 

There were bushes all around and a foot path trailed beside the hut 

toward the back into the bush. But in front of the hut, across the 

farm, not far away was the foot of a mountain - the death mountain. 

Aimufia heaved a sigh as he looked up the mountain from the bottom 

towards the top. He had his machete in his right hand and he was 

prepared to climb back up. 

Aimufia heard footsteps behind him. The elderly man was walking 

out of the hut towards him. Aimufia turned around and greeted;  

“Good morning baba”. The man cleared his throat before answering.  
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“Good morning, my child. You seem ready to go so early”.  

“Yes baba, I must return now, my people have waited for too long.”  

“Hmm…” The man responded.  

“But as you return, my child, remember, that an eaglet cannot make 

good use of its wings while keeping the company of ducks.”  

Aimufia looked puzzled. He did not understand, but before he could 

say anything, the elderly man continued.  

“And no tree can bear fruits while in disunity with its roots.” He 

spoke meticulously and Aimufia could not help but wonder what 

these words possibly meant.  

He wanted to ask for explanations but once again, he knew that time 

was not on his side so he simply said, “I shall not forget that”. 

Aimufia turned to face the mountain. He walked slowly but with long 

strides. As he crossed the farmland, he watched his steps to avoid 

trampling upon any crop. Finally, he was on the other side of the 

farm. He turned again to look at the elderly man. The man waved at 

him slowly, then turned his back and went into the hut. Aimufia 

turned also and began his journey up the mountain. He used his 

machete to clear the bushes on his way and slowly made his way up. 

 

….. 
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As Aimufia climbed the mountain, he thought of how about four days 

earlier, he had been climbing from the other side of it. He could 

remember how he felt, the hopes, the determination, and his plan to 

return before sun down, but at the moment, he was re-climbing the 

same mountain from an opposite side after four days. What would he 

do if he got to the top of the mountain and found no more herbs? 

Aimufia thought of that for a moment but he quickly waved the 

thought aside. He wanted to be optimistic.  

When Aimufia got back to the mountaintop, he could still see 

evidences of his initial presence. The three logs were still where he 

had seen them before. He could still remember where he had found 

the herbs at first, so he went straight to check. As he got close to the 

spot, Aimufia paused in amazement. He could not believe what he 

was seeing. He had only collected the herbs on the bunch about four 

days earlier, He had expected a little re-growth of the herbs upon his 

return but what he saw before him was most unbelievable. The herbs 

were completely withered to the roots, as in the Harmattan. There 

were no leaves whatsoever and the tiny stems were dry and brown. 

Apart from the herb, all other vegetation was fresh and green. But 

the very herb for which Aimufia had returned to the mountain was 

dry and withered. Aimufia fell to the ground with his head between 

his knees in tears. His last bit of hope was gone.  

“Where do I go from here?” he asked himself in tears.  

He thought about Prince Ebhogie and the look on his face the last 

time he saw him. He could still remember the promise he made to 

the King before his departure from the community –  
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“As I go now, I shall return. Not just with the cure, but also to give it 

to Prince Ebhogie with my own hands.”  

The words came alive again in Aimufia’s mind. They echoed loudly in 

his head. The thought of breaking that promise pained him to his 

bones. 

“No!” Aimufia screamed, still on his knees.  

“No! I shall return!” He sprang back to his feet.  

He looked at his bag lying loosely on the ground, he knew there were 

only a few herbs inside but he picked it up. He looked in the direction 

by which he had come four days earlier and he wiped his face. He 

decided to go back, if for nothing else, but to save his friend, Prince 

Ebhogie. 

Aimufia heaved a sigh and began to move. He had only taken a few 

steps when he heard something rather familiar- The melodious tune 

of the beautifully coloured bird. He paused, but did not turn his head 

- he did not want to. He had a feeling that there was something 

unusual about the bird and its tune. He remembered how it had 

drawn his attention to the poisonous fruit and he wondered what it 

might draw his attention to again this time. He could not afford to be 

distracted a second time. So he ignored the bird and its tune and 

continued to move. Aimufia walked swiftly, with the bag over his left 

shoulder and his machete in his right hand. He moved down the 

mountain with the thought of his best friend in his mind. And now as 

he returned, he was returning with a new motivation to accomplish 

one last bit of his initial mission. 
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….. 

 

It was approaching mid-day by the time Aimufia entered the 

community. He could feel the thick air of sadness and gloom that 

filled the atmosphere. As he moved deeper into the community, 

toward the palace, he began to see things that made his heart sink in 

pains. He could see different animals lying lifeless on the ground at 

different locations - goats, dogs, chickens, - dead and rotting with 

flies all around them. Even the animals had been affected by the 

epidemic. He increased his pace as he walked towards the palace. He 

did not want to be too late. What would he do if he were told that his 

best friend was no more? Even the thought was too much to bear. In 

no time Aimufia saw himself running, there was something in him 

that propelled his legs. And even though he did not know what, he 

just kept on running. With his machete in his right hand and the bag 

over his left shoulder, he ran with the whole of his strength into the 

palace and through the palace yard. As Aimufia ran, he could see a 

small crowd gathered in the King’s court but he ran towards them all 

the same. They were mostly old people and mature adults. 

As Aimufia came close, all the people turned, almost at one. They 

saw him running toward them in full blast. They were shocked to see 

his face and wondered why he was running. Just before Aimufia 

dashed into the crowd, they all made way for him and he fell to his 

knees right before the King. Everyone was speechless; they did not 

know what to say. Their hero had returned but they were confused 
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on how to say ‘welcome’, perhaps they wondered if he had come 

well.  

“Where is my friend?” Aimufia said boldly, looking into the King’s 

eyes.  

Perhaps he should have greeted in the customary way before asking 

that question. Even the elders who were seated seemed not to have 

been noticed. On a usual day, what Aimufia had just done was not 

only an offence but also a highly consequential one. But this 

particular day was far from being usual. No one seemed to be 

bothered about what Aimufia had done. Even the King was not upset 

about it. He just maintained a dull look on his face, as he beckoned 

on one of the guards with his hand and signalled him to direct 

Aimufia. 

Aimufia followed the guard rather impatiently, and soon he was led 

into the room where Prince Ebhogie was, the room was somewhere 

in the King’s chamber. And as Aimufia approached the door, he knew 

it was the King’s bedroom. The guard stood at the door and waited 

for Aimufia. Aimufia took a few steps into the room and observed 

something about the Prince who was lying on the King’s royal bed. He 

was covered head to foot with a white piece of cloth and straight 

away, Aimufia knew it all – his friend was dead. His machete dropped 

from his hand and made a sound as it fell to the ground. His bag 

slumped from his shoulder and dropped behind him. Aimufia was 

silent. He did not know whether to scream or to fall down and cry. He 

simply turned his back and walked out of the room. The guard quickly 

picked up the bag and the cutlass and followed Aimufia. Even the 

guard was confused. He did not know what to tell Aimufia. He knew 
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how hard it was for him to accept Prince Ebhogie’s death. He had 

actually been the guard that followed them to the stream the day the 

Prince almost drowned. As he followed, he shook his head in 

sympathy both for the dead Prince and his special friend. 

Aimufia walked backed into the King’s court. Everyone was still 

speechless. Except for a few whispers here and there, silence filled 

the air. As Aimufia walked back into the court, he looked slowly at 

the faces of the people who were gathered. Some of the faces bore 

helpless grief while others retained unexpressed anger. As he looked 

through the crowd, he saw a face that was familiar-most familiar. He 

saw Ejemen, his ‘nene’. He saw in her face, mixed feelings and a set 

of imploring eyes that seemed to ask many questions. Aimufia 

deliberately looked away from her. He also noticed the elders in their 

seated positions with their gaze fixed on him. Finally, Aimufia 

returned his focus to the King. He knelt down before him and bowed 

his head, and with a quaking voice yet loud enough for all to hear, he 

said;  

“My King... My people... I am sorry!” 

Aimufia’s words triggered off an outburst. A chorused sound of 

weeping and wailing filled the environment. Women wept helplessly 

and most of the men clenched their teeth in grief and 

disappointment. Voices of anger could be heard through the crowd. 

Some screamed at the top of their voices demanding explanations.  

“What kept you so long!?”  

“...Why did you disappoint us all?” 



A Hero’s Quest 

107 
 

… Different questions from different people. As the weeping, the 

screaming, and the shouting went on uncontrollably, one of the 

elders stood up to calm the crowd. It was Ohunyon.  

“My people please take it easy”. He said gently but loud enough for 

all to hear.  

“Please let us stay calm so we can hear him out.” He spoke 

repeatedly for some time and finally, the atmosphere became calm 

and silent. 

 Ohunyon looked at Aimufia who was still on his knees in front of the 

King, and said,  

“My son, about four days ago, you left this community to go up the 

mountain where no one else dared to go. You left to climb the 

mountain that had the cure to our plague. For that, we will remain 

grateful, even though we were afraid, we all knew that you would 

return alive. And indeed you have.” He paused for a while and 

observed the faces of the crowd.  

“But now, my son, during the period of your unexpected delay, many 

people have died. Some others have fled our land and what is left of 

us now is just this little crowd of aging fathers and mothers.” He 

paused again, took in deep breath and continued,  

“The heir to our throne died just last night. So my son, tell us; what 

happened on the mountain where you went, and with what report 

have you returned?” 
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Aimufia raised his head and stood up to his feet. He looked at the 

crowd again and then, turned to look at the elders in turns. One after 

the other, he observed the expressions on their faces. Finally, he 

fixed his gaze on Oheen Iribhor. Aimufia looked at him with keen 

attention. Iribhor on the other hand also maintained eye contact. He 

looked indifferent. Aimufia was convinced that Iribhor knew what lay 

ahead of him on the mountain. He believed that was the reason why 

he told him those certain words before he left for the mountain. With 

his eyes fixed on Iribhor, Aimufia said,  

“You were right old one, the beauties that pleased my eyes have 

indeed pierced my heart.” Everyone was confused; they did not 

understand Aimufia’s words.  

They waited to hear more of what he was saying but Aimufia was 

through with what he wanted to say. He just stood in front of Iribhor, 

staring into his eyes.  

Aimufia heard a voice from the crowd. It was familiar also. It was 

Oriabure’s voice.   

“Aimufia! Aimufia my child,” He walked out of the crowd to meet 

Aimufia.  

“I have never for once doubted the fact that you are special, and that 

is why you went and have returned.” He took a deep breath as he 

stared into Aimufia’s eyes.  

“…What then is it that your eyes have seen of which your mouth 

cannot speak?” His words were soft and tender.  
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He felt pity for him. He wondered what Aimufia might have 

experienced on the death mountain. Aimufia felt his concern. He 

looked into Oriabure’s eyes and said.  

“Thank you for all that you have done to raise me. I will always be 

grateful to you and Nene. But now, I beg you; take care of her while I 

am gone.” Oriabure was surprised.  

“What do you mean ‘gone’?” He asked almost immediately.  

Aimufia looked away from him and raised his voice.  

“It breaks my heart to see you all cry. I know that you all had given 

me the life that I live…” He looked in Ejemen’s direction – she was 

crying.  

“But I have failed to return the favour…” Aimufia paused and looked 

into the sky.  

He took a deep breath and then continued.   

“And so I must leave, I must leave you all at this point…” He looked at 

Oriabure, the King and the queen. 

 “…I must leave to find my roots. To know where I came from and 

why I am so different.  To know for sure who I really am. I must leave 

to avoid the guilt that drains me when I see your faces. I must leave 

to find my roots. I must leave to find my source.” With those words, 

he stopped talking. 

Aimufia looked over the crowd one more time. He turned back to see 

the King and glanced at the faces of the elders. They all felt sorry for 
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him and their faces expressed it. Aimufia walked slowly through the 

crowd. He kept walking straight toward the main entrance to the 

King’s compound. He walked slowly through the palace yard. As he 

walked, everyone stared at him. Soon, he walked out of the yard. He 

turned left and just kept walking. He walked toward the death 

mountain. - Towards the hut on the other side of the mountain. 

Something told him in his mind that if he were to truly find his roots, 

he had to go to the man that reminded him of them with his words. 

Aimufia had more reasons in mind for going in the direction where he 

was going but he spoke not about them. He just kept walking. On the 

other side of the mountain, he hoped to find some answers. But on 

this side, the people that brought him up watched him leave, 

wondering if he would never return. 
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Aimufia had cried all the way from the palace, through the mountain 

to the farm house where he now stood. The sun had set and the 

farmhouse was quiet as ever. The elderly man was inside and had not 

known of Aimufia’s return. A dim light shone within the hut and 

Aimufia knew that the elderly man was inside. His breathe was heavy 

and his limbs were weak but with the last strength he had, he gave 

out the loudest cry his voice could produce. 

“Why me, old man! Why me?!” 

Aimufia fell on his knees and continued to weep. The elderly man 

rushed out without delay and cuddled Aimufia in his arms. He knew 

Aimufia must have met a tragic situation back in the community. He 

tried to console him as he pulled him up and led him inside the hut. 

“It is not for us to know why my child. The gods choose the path that 

we must walk”. 

He looked at Aimufia who was beginning to regain his calm, heaved a 

sigh and added; 

“We can only try and hope that we do not stumble as we walk upon 

that path” 

Aimufia looked up into the elderly man’s eyes.  
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“Baba… you seem to have a strange understanding of the situation 

surrounding me. Tell me, who are you? And if it is within your 

knowledge also, tell me who I am.” 

The elderly man smiled and patted Aimufia on the shoulder. 

“We will talk my child. But first, you must eat and have some rest”. 

The elderly man gave him some water to drink and also served him 

from the cocoyam and vegetables he had prepared for his own 

supper. Aimufia ate hurriedly and in silence. He could not wait to 

hear what the man had to say. He hoped he would finally get to 

unravel all the mysteries surrounding his identity and even his 

unusual abilities. 

When they had finished eating and the elderly man was ready to 

start talking¸ it was nightfall. Aimufia sat on the straw mat with his 

knees propped up against his chest and his hands folded around his 

legs like a child waiting to hear a tale by moonlight. 

“First my child, I will tell you who I am. Maybe that might clear some 

clouds.” 

Aimufia listened with rapt attention. 

“My name is Ojebe-Ekpen and I come from a village very far away 

from here. I was a warrior and a native-doctor’s apprentice once, and 

in the days of my youth, I brought fame and glory to my family and 

community. But all that was before I was unfortunate to receive a 

blessing that turned out to become my curse." 
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Aimufia was still attentive. By now he imagined that Ojebe-Ekpen 

was referring to his wife's conception and bearing of twins. He was 

right.  

"My beautiful wife had finally become pregnant after a long period of 

childlessness. We were happy as we expected the child. But our joy 

was cut short when she was delivered of twins. And the pain was 

made worse because she died in the process..." 

Ojebe-Ekpen went on to tell Aimufia of how he had tried to hide the 

truth about the twins by sacrificing one of them so that the other 

might have a chance to live.  

 

….. 

 

Immediately the twins were born, Ojebe-Ekpen knew he would have 

to do something about their birth to avoid losing the children along 

with their mother. He had begged the local midwife who had come to 

deliver the babies not to tell of it. He told her he would get rid of one 

and let the other live and she had agreed to keep it a secret.  

That night, Ojebe-Ekpen wrapped the baby boy with some clothes 

and placed him in a basket. Then he carried the basket and headed 

for the stream. He planned to throw the child into the water and let 

the currents carry him away. But by the time he got to the stream, he 

took a look at the child again and hesitated to throw him away. He 

fell to his knees and began to cry. He remembered his wife and the 
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look on her face as she breathed her last breathe after pushing out 

the boy. Then he raised his head and called out to the winds. 

As a native-doctor’s apprentice, Ojebe-Ekpen had learned to 

communicate with the elements of nature. He could talk to the wind, 

water and fire except the earth which was the home of the ancestors.  

So in that moment of pain and despair, he called out to the winds.  

He took some sand from the ground, waved it round his head three 

times and said,  

"Wind of peace, wind of war..." 

"Wind of life, wind of death..." 

"Wind of my father's land and wind of my mother's people..." 

"Come to my aid!" 

Ojebe-Ekpen looked up and around waiting for a response and it 

soon came. 

First it was a rustling sound through the bamboos, then a wave swept 

through the stream and a whirlwind gathered in front of him.  

Ojebe-Ekpen bowed his head as he shielded the baby from the dust 

and dry leaves being blown around by the wind.  

"What would you have me do, mighty warrior?" The wind asked.  

"Preserve my child and keep him from death". Ojebe-Ekpen replied 

with his head still bowed.  
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"The gods are the keeper of life, mighty warrior. I will send your 

message to them at once". 

The whirlwind blew upwards and dispersed and there was calm 

again. As Ojebe-Ekpen looked up at the dispersing whirlwind, he was 

greeted by a bright shining light. He quickly bowed his head again 

and covered the baby. 

"I have heard your cry and your pleas." A resounding voice spoke 

from the light. 

"And I have granted that your child shall live."  

Ojebe-Ekpen heard the words and made to rejoice. But as he was 

about to raise his head, he was silenced by the resounding voice. 

"Not only shall he live, but he shall live for the preservation of many 

lives." 

Ojebe-Ekpen was speechless. He waited for some time to be sure the 

voice was through talking. Then he raised his head slowly with his 

eyes covered and asked; 

"What then must I do now?" 

"Give the boy to the stream. I will tell it where to take him" The voice 

responded as the light faded out. 

Assured, Ojebe-Ekpen gathered the cloth around the baby and 

wrapped the basket with some cocoyam leaves. He then gently 

placed the basket on the stream and let go. As it began to drift away, 

Ojebe-Ekpen fought back the tears welling up in his eyes again. He 
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watched the basket drift down the stream until it was out of sight. 

Then he turned and went back home feeling sad and grateful at the 

same time.  

….. 

 

Days passed and many people came to console Ojebe-Ekpen over the 

death of his wife. But as time went on, the truth about the twins and 

their birth began to spread. The midwife had not kept her promise. 

And soon, after he had been invited to the palace and given seven 

days to willingly bring the child for sacrifice and he had refused, the 

King gave an ultimatum that the child must be sacrificed on the next 

market day. 

Early that morning, Ojebe-Ekpen was roused from his sleep by the 

chants of an angry mob. The King's words had stirred the youths to 

come and demand that the tradition be kept. It was too much for him 

to bear. As the youths chanted their request outside his house, he 

knew he had a choice to make. Either give up the second child to be 

killed or risk his own life to protect her. Ojebe-Ekpen chose the 

second option.  

With a sharpened machete in his right hand, he stepped out of his 

front door and stood. The mob went silent when they saw him. He 

scanned their faces and made mental notes of the palace guards 

among them. Most of the youths had come armed with sticks but the 

guards had machetes. They obviously expected a resistance.  

With a calm and confident voice, he spoke to the mob. 
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"The gods have dealt me a hand that injured me where it hurt the 

most. My people, do not make it worse by pouring salt into it" 

"An abomination is an abomination. That child must die!" One of the 

youths responded.  

"Yes, the child must die!!!" The others echoed. 

"Well then, if you want to have her, come and get her" 

Ojebe-Ekpen spoke with a brewing rage beneath his voice and his 

hands vibrated as he spoke. 

One of the palace guards moved forward and stopped in front of 

Ojebe-Ekpen. He waited to see his response and Ojebe-Ekpen moved 

out of the way. He then proceeded to enter the house when Ojebe-

Ekpen did the unexpected. In a single swing, he flung his machete 

towards the neck of the guard and his head was off his shoulders.  

The youths ran away in fear of the warrior's might. The second guard 

decided to fight and before long, he also met with the fate of the first 

one. But in the midst of the fight, he had managed to strike Ojebe-

Ekpen on his back with his machete.  

Ojebe-Ekpen knew the consequences of what he had done. He had 

desecrated the throne by killing two messengers of the King and only 

a death penalty awaited him. His daughter was already an 

abomination that would not be accepted and there was nothing else 

for him in his homeland.  

Ojebe-Ekpen went back inside and brought out his daughter. With 

only a machete in his left hand and the child held to his chest with his 
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right hand, he walked into a nearby bush. He kept walking until he 

was sure he was very far from the land of his origin.  

 

….. 

 

Ojebe-Ekpen had spoken to Aimufia with so much pain in his voice. 

Tears had begun to stream down his cheeks as he spoke. And Aimufia 

was in wonder all along. When Ojebe-Ekpen was through, Aimufia 

heaved a deep sigh and asked;  

"Now that I know who you are old one, who then am I? Or am I that 

child you gave up to the stream?" 

Ojebe-Ekpen looked up and wiped his face. 

"I would like to tell you that my child, but I would rather let the gods 

speak for themselves." 

"What do you mean baba?" Aimufia asked. 

"Tomorrow, at first light, we will set out for the land of my origin. 

There, I hope you will find the answers that you seek." 

Aimufia was silent. He knew the old man would not say anything 

more. And as the night wore on, Aimufia could hardly wait to find the 

answers wherever they may be.  
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The next morning, Aimufia was up very early. He washed his face and 

got himself ready. Ojebe-Ekpen later got up and got ready as well. He 

told Aimufia that it was a day's journey. They would have to rely on 

fruits for food along the way. Aimufia was ready for it all.  

The journey turned out to take two days as Ojebe-Ekpen had grown 

to become much slower than he used to be. When they got to the 

community, it was already twilight. Ojebe-Ekpen was filled with 

nostalgia. He still remembered the route like it was yesterday even 

though it was getting dark and as they gradually approached the 

stream, Ojebe-Ekpen could smell the fresh flowing waters and the 

damp atmosphere all around.  

"It won't be long now, my child" Ojebe-Ekpen whispered gently. 

Aimufia followed cautiously. He could sense a growing tension in his 

stomach and he felt like something or someone was watching him. 

He noticed that Ojebe-Ekpen's steps had slowed down and he 

seemed to move out of the way. They had gotten to the stream. 

Aimufia walked forward and stood at the bank of the stream. Before 

he could utter a word, a strong wind began to blow. The bamboos 

swayed and some cracked while leaves flew around. The wind 

whistled as it blew, the stream rolled in light waves and suddenly, a 

whirlwind emerged. 

"And the boy returns" A voice said from the wind. 
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Aimufia was shocked but he stood still. He turned to look at Ojebe-

Ekpen who gently nodded to reassure him. Although Ojebe-Ekpen 

had believed right from the day he saw him on the mountain that 

Aimufia was his son, he had waited till this moment just to be sure.  

"Indeed, you have the strength of the mighty warrior and the life of 

the gods in your veins. Welcome home, chosen one". The voice in the 

wind added.  

Aimufia was even more surprised to hear that. By now, he knew that 

Ojebe-Ekpen was his father. But he didn't understand what the voice 

meant by him having the life of the gods and being the chosen one. 

"Chosen? Chosen by who?" Aimufia dared to ask the voice in the 

wind.  

"You were chosen by the gods themselves to be the saviour of the 

people to whom you were sent. But the beauties that pleased your 

eyes turned out to become your ultimate distraction" 

The voice in the wind reminded Aimufia of his failure to save his 

people. It reminded him of how he had allowed his appetite to 

become the source of his greatest pain. It also reminded him of the 

man that had warned him with his words. 

"I am so sorry I failed" Aimufia said as he broke down in tears. 

Ojebe-Ekpen moved closer and put his arm on his shoulder. He tried 

to console his son as the whirlwind gradually dispersed. 

"With every ray of a rising sun, comes the chance to right yesterday's 

wrongs".  
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Aimufia heard the words. They were soft and gentle. But it was not 

the voice of Ojebe-Ekpen. It was another voice that was very familiar. 

Aimufia raised his head to see who had spoken. Right there in front 

of him, stood Oheen Iribhor. 

Aimufia could hardly believe his eyes. Even Ojebe-Ekpen was shocked 

to see the old man. As Aimufia and his father stared suspiciously at 

Iribhor, the old man gently walked towards a rock by the stream with 

the aid of his walking stick to sit. 

"How did you get here, old one?" Aimufia managed to ask. 

Iribhor shook his head and smiled. 

"I was here with you as a child, I was there as you grew and I have 

always been around." 

Aimufia was confused and Ojebe-Ekpen also found it hard to 

understand.  

"I see everything, I hear everything and I am present wherever I want 

to be." 

"Who really are you, old man?" Ojebe-Ekpen finally asked. 

"I am an incarnate of the gods. Or you can say that I am the gods in 

the body of a man." 

Aimufia still could not believe what he was hearing. He had always 

thought of Iribhor as a strange old man but had never really thought 

he could be an incarnate of the gods. He finally decided to suspend 

his doubts. 
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"In that case old one, tell me something I should know. Why am I so 

different?" 

"You were chosen my child, for the preservation of many lives" 

Iribhor gently began. 

"On that day, I breathed into your nostrils giving you the life of the 

gods. I blew over your skin to toughen your flesh and the bones 

within. That is why you cannot fall sick and even your injured flesh 

regenerates at midnight." 

Iribhor paused and sighed. 

"You are a demigod my child." 

"What kind of demigod dies because of a poisonous fruit? Old one, I 

could have died on that mountain" Aimufia responded. 

"You would not have died my child. You could not have. You still do 

not know how much power you have inside." Iribhor said.  

"Old one, I feel like my life has come to an end. Like I have wasted it 

in a moment of distraction" 

Iribhor looked intently at him but kept quiet. Ojebe-Ekpen felt sorry 

for his son. He could sense a sad reminder of his own life, coming to a 

hopeless phase and not knowing where next to go. 

"If indeed I am a demigod, and I was made to be the hero of my 

people, there must be yet another task to undertake. Tell me old 

one, what more can I do?" Aimufia asked.  
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Iribhor looked at him and smiled. Then he got up and leaned on his 

walking stick. 

"A boy becomes a man the day he begins to seek responsibilities." 

Iribhor began.  

"My child, you have another chance to prove yourself a hero and 

justify the endowment of your gifts. But I must warn that it is a task 

that only the brave can undertake." 

Aimufia and Ojebe-Ekpen looked at each other and Iribhor continued.  

"You have no lack of bravery my child. But you will need more 

wisdom to complete the task". 

Aimufia was getting a bit impatient.  

"And what is this task old one?" He asked.  

"Up the mountain you will return, the mountain that has been 

named the death mountain. But it was not always called so." 

Aimufia and Ojebe-Ekpen listened attentively. It was now nightfall 

and the crickets were chirping in the bushes. 

"A very long time ago many generations past, a powerful native-

doctor was banished from his community for an evil he had done. He 

went up to live on that mountain and there he eventually died. But 

before he died, he placed a curse on the mountain and named it his 

home forever. From that day on, none who has ever climbed that 

mountain has lived for long after, except the two of you and I." 
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Iribhor paused and sighed. He raised his head and stared into the 

night sky. He shook his head and sighed again, then he looked at 

Aimufia and continued. 

"Up the mountain you will return to confront the evil that reigns 

upon it. You will be tested, much more this time than before. You will 

wrestle and fight, you will see things that are not what they seem and 

your success or failure will depend on your choices." 

Aimufia was getting visibly apprehensive. Ojebe-Ekpen wasn't sure if 

his son would make it and he was about to speak when Iribhor 

added;  

"Everything you need to know will reveal itself in time and you will 

have the Wind as your guide. You will not go alone". 

Ojebe-Ekpen's mind was put to rest for he had learned of how much 

help the voice in the wind can be. He would teach his son how to 

speak with the wind at will. 

Aimufia stood up and asked; 

"How long shall this take old one?" 

"If you leave now, you will get there in three days. That's how long it 

will take to begin your task. How long it takes to finish it, in success or 

failure will depend on the choices that you make." 

Aimufia understood those words for he had heard similar words 

before. In his mind, he resolved not to fail again like he had done 

before. He looked at Ojebe-Ekpen and nodded. Ojebe-Ekpen nodded 

back in return. 
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"Then I must leave now." Aimufia said to his father. 

"I will go with you my son." Ojebe-Ekpen responded. 

"But only to the foot of the mountain" Iribhor interjected.  

"The boy climbs alone, for this is his task and not yours" 

Ojebe-Ekpen and Aimufia looked at Iribhor and nodded 

simultaneously. They understood.  

"You may go now my children." Iribhor said, motioning them to 

leave. 

"The rising sun is fast approaching. You will do well to let it meet you 

on the way." 

Ojebe-Ekpen and Aimufia turned to go and they had only taken a few 

steps when they turned back to thank Iribhor. But as they turned, 

Iribhor was nowhere to be found. They looked around and could not 

see the old man. 

"A god-incarnate indeed" Ojebe-Ekpen whispered and they 

continued on their way. 

 

.... 

 

In exactly three days of walking through the forest as they returned 

to the death mountain, Aimufia and Ojebe-Ekpen arrived at the farm 
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house. Ojebe-Ekpen had taught him along the way how to summon 

the wind and how to wrestle in difficult situations. Aimufia had 

learned a lot from his father as they journeyed. 

Aimufia looked up at the mountain up ahead and heaved a sigh one 

more time. He still remembered the tragedy of his last quest. He took 

a machete in his right hand and hung a bag over his left shoulder. He 

looked at Ojebe-Epken, nodded and turned to go. He kept going as he 

climbed until he was out of sight. 

Up the mountain he would confront and be confronted. A mystery to 

unravel lay ahead. As a demigod and as son, new hopes were once 

again laid upon him. Would he succeed or would he fail? Time, they 

say answers all questions.  

 

 

 

 
THE END 
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