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Prologue 

 

It has become a worthy aspiration of most Nigerian families that at least one of 

their loved ones, boy or girl should be assisted to gain entrance into a new 

world, in fact a paradisiacal state or region, where necessities of life are found 

in abundance. In Nigeria, it seems that resources have diminished so 

dramatically that survival has become difficult, if not impossible. Most of the 

resources with which Nigeria has been blessed, natural, human and material, 

have either been brutally vandalized, mismanaged, stolen, or have not even been 

tapped. The situation started to deteriorate mostly after the Nigerian civil war in 

the early 1970s. 

 Since the periods of military coups till the early years of the restoration of 

the so-called democratic rule, the economic life of the nation has taken a 

dramatic downturn. One type of ‘Austerity Measure’ followed the other. Each 

was invented by the corrupt government officials and leaders, and fashioned to 

leave Nigerians masses in a perpetual bondage of poverty.  At least the scheme 

succeeded in breaking the people’s will to survive. Many who are unable to 

sponsor a trip to India or elsewhere for medical attention actually die daily from 

minor and major ailments like diabetes, high blood pressure, severe headache, 

and even running stomach. Educational, medical and most economic institutions 

have broken down and have remained in a state of disrepair. 

 Austerity Measure, “Ihe Isi Ike”, “To make ends meet” are regular 

refrains that people employ to bring home to any one who cared, what had 

become the tragedy of the Nigerian nation. The rapid deterioration from the 

former state of prosperity to the present state of poverty and misery is really 

stunning. Many families who used to dine sumptuously now find a square meal 

almost impossible. They would not fold their hands while their loved ones die 

of hunger and frustration. 

 There are some options. Education is the key to success. But there is no 

employment, if you succeed in getting a degree in science or arts! Begin a 

business in ‘buying and selling’. The commodities are not there. There are no 

local foodstuff or they are very costly. There are no farmers. The villages have 

been deserted. Young men roam the street capitals and major cities. Almost 

everything is imported from overseas, including Benin Republic, Cameroon, 

Gabon, and Equatorial Guinea. Some of the commodities are garri, banana, rice, 

zinc, articles of used clothing, shoes, hand bags, tooth picks, palm oil and so on. 

 But money can be acquired through hard work or fraud. It is not always 

possible to survive in Nigeria. Why not give it a trial elsewhere outside Nigeria? 

Many have done it and succeeded.  Take a plunge! Dive deep into the deeper 
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waters. A catch can be overwhelming and will no doubt gladden the heart!   The 

present state of affairs in Nigeria is illustrated and given credence by the story 

of one Igbo family in Eastern Nigeria.    

 It brings home the uncertain and turbulent future facing most Nigerian 

youths today, at home and in Diaspora. The search for greener pastures outside 

Nigeria has intensified in the past decades, when in fact luxuriant and 

unexplored ones are laying waste at home, is a cause for concern and as well, 

time for sober reflection on the part of Nigeria’s political leaders.  

 The chief ‘actor’, Chidi, a young Nigerian, represents millions of other 

impatient youths, who believe there are very lean chances of survival in their 

fatherland. They are ever-ready to take the plunge into the unknown world and 

damn the consequences. As far as they are concerned alternative options are few 

or even non-existent.  

 

Chapter summaries 

 

Preamble: This introduction prepares the background for the chief actor, who is 

represented by the different speakers in the dialogue between the journalist and 

various groups of Nigerians – young and the elderly - caught up in the web of 

austerity measures.  

 

Chapter 1: Practical life of a Nigerian family stricken with poverty but is 

anxious to shake off the scales of poverty by investing outside Nigeria through 

sending their only son overseas is the theme of this story. Chapter 1 prepares the 

background as the chief actor, Chidi, gets ready to travel abroad having received 

his travel documents. Uba’s family eventually reached an agreement despite the 

contrasting opinions about the overseas travel settlement and acquisition of 

wealth. His wife’s shallow mentality contrasts with the man’s discipline and 

decency.  

 

Chapter 2: The riddle has started to unravel. The Ivory Coast encounter with 

Emeka who has tasted the hot soup of frustration was an inevitable eye-opener 

for Chidi and everyone else that wants to embark on such a risky venture. Chidi 

has a lot to learn from the activities of con men, dupes and the like that issue 

fake visas to enthusiastic Nigerians eager to cross to the supposed better 

countries of the world. Skirmishes of frustration illustrated by the impetuous 

lifestyle of Jumbo served as a good lesson to Chidi. Chidi wriggled out of the 

frustration he was enveloped in when he set foot in Israel, though short-lived as 

a result of his deportation to Greece.   Chidi groped from one problem into 

another. Chidi had an affair with Lizzy, the one-time prostitute in Greece, put 

her in the family way and got to live with her. The affair forced Chidi out of the 

services of Hikesh, the Drug Baron. Chidi, the deportee got imprisoned in 

Greece. At the end of his incarceration, Chidi could think of going to the worst 
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countries of the world rather than return to Nigeria. This time he headed to 

Norway (Icelandic nation), even in a complicated situation. 

 

Chapter 3: Chidi got to Norway and met Lydia as rescuer. They eventually got 

married. Lydia was like a goddess of fortune to Chidi. They got their first son 

“Otto Munachi”. Chidi was roped into a completely strange culture, quite alien 

to Nigeria’s. His inability to accommodate the foreign culture generated the idea 

of leaving Norway, but the experiences of his friends in Italy, his proposed new 

attraction pulled him back from undertaking such a venture. 

 

Chapter 4: Chidi’s first trip to Africa was rewarding. He had experienced a lot 

and now a well traveled young man, he is in the position to counsel his friends. 

Although Chidi has not been a failure, he persistently told his comrades in 

Nigeria never to embark on such risky ventures. He, Chidi appeared successful 

in the eyes of his proud parents and admirers, yet all that glitters is not gold. The 

elders put it this way ‘Nkita tagburu ebi, ahu afoghi ya’ – “The strong dog that 

succeeds in biting and killing the porcupine may not claim to be free of deadly 

scratches and wounds.” Porcupine is a small rat-like animal covered with 

needle-like spikes or thorns that the animal can stick out if attacked. 

 

Chapter 5: Chidi’s first trip, as well as the second to Africa was a confirmation 

of his resolve never to disappoint his parents and well-wishers. He would not be 

a prodigal son. His survival in Norway, the stable relationship he maintained 

with his wife Lydia confirmed that Chidi could be counted one out of so many 

young Nigerians whose will to survive within or outside their country of origin 

can never be compromised by disappointments and hardship.  

 

Conclusion: Chidi, the sacrificial lamb, who caught the fever of grabbing 

riches, passed through the furnace of hard times, jail and eventual frustration. 

The lessons from his stumble finally shaped him into a wealthy, successful 

family man. Chidi’s relationship and eventual marriage to Lydia broadened his 

perspective of people and cultures which lent credence to Nigeria, trapped in the 

quagmire of woes yet has cherished values. Like Shakespeare put it in As you 

like it, “………like a toad, ugly and venomous, wears yet a precious jewel in its 

head……..” (Act 2, Scene 1,ll 12-17) 
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PREAMBLE 

 

Austerity measures and global economic crisis 

 

Austerity (“IHE ISI IKE”) in Igbo language expression describes vividly the 

exact picture of the situation in which most frustrated nations and their people 

find themselves today, though it is not a completely new phenomenon. Austerity 

measures, especially economic in nature, are usually severe and rigorous, often 

uncomfortable actions or procedures introduced by authorities in power to ease 

a persisting economic crunch. The people are persuaded to exercise patience 

and bear the burden which are too many to enumerate. It is hoped that things 

would get better in the near future. 

Often the masses have violently resisted the biting economic measures with 

street protests, hunger strikes and labor unrest. The better informed citizens of 

these nations in economic crisis have often vehemently opposed borrowing 

from richer nations which politicians in powers see as ‘short cut’ to quick 

economic recovery. The consequences of huge borrowing from the rich nations 

are seen as detrimental to the nation’s economic future and so the measures are 

usually vehemently opposed. 

There is no doubt that wrong economic policies and politics which resulted 

in a huge tragedy in the Middle East were behind the Arab Spring, (Arab 

Revolt, the mass uprising of an oppressed people.) That revolution has 

continued to rage. 

While some segments of societies caught up in the harsh economic 

imbroglio employ violent means to change the situation, those who are unable 

to confront authorities in power adopt various non-violent means to help their 

families survive. We are told that hundreds and thousands of Portuguese and 

Spaniards flee their countries and migrate to Angola and Mozambique in 

search of greener pastures. There are no job opportunities in the former colonial 

kingdoms and the states have gone bankrupt. Italy, Greece, Ireland, and some 

other smaller European nations, we are told, are in the list of poverty-stricken 

and borrower-nations. 

“To make ends meet”, a measure to counter the economic bite, can trigger a 

lot of troubles. On December 17, 2010, a police woman confiscated the 

unlicensed vegetable cart of a twenty-six-year-old street vendor, Mohamed 

Bouazizi, in the small Tunisian city of Sidi Bouzid. Humiliated by this abuse 

and exasperated by his inability to get redress, Bouazizi went to a local 

government building, doused himself with gasoline, and lit himself on fire. 

Setting off a combustible mixture of economic despair, social frustration, 

and political yearning throughout the region in the weeks and months afterward, 

the flames consumed not only Bouazizi – who died on January 4, 2011 – but the 

regimes of Tunisian president Zine El Abidine Ben Ali, Egyptian president 
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Hosni Mubarak, Syrian president Bashar al-Assad, and quite likely others to 

come. 

Nigerians don’t easily take to the streets and may not generally be as violent 

as the Arabs (cases of Islamic terrorist group, Boko Haram, not withstanding). 

Nigerians easily adopt simple measures to ‘make ends meet’. As they gnash 

their teeth in agony, they adapt easily to new situations, which may be termed 

‘intolerable’ in some other countries of the modern world. They struggle to help 

themselves when government fails them. They are even used to endless excuses 

invented to help them take heart; that the situation would improve soon. 

 

The fuel scarcity is caused by repairs or maintenance work in the refineries. 

The food shortage or escalating food prices has been caused by drought or 

pests and dangerous worms. The drop in power supply has been caused by 

great pythons and huge snakes that got into the generating plants. Persistent 

rain has disrupted road construction works. The impassable roads would be 

reopened when the rains stopped or during the dry season. Workers will receive 

their salaries when some stolen money from the treasuries had been recovered. 

Jobs will be created and pensions paid when the economy improves. The 

situation would only last a while.  

 

Far from the truth! The end to that suffering has never been in sight. Rather 

things have gotten worse. “Austerity” tells the story of a people whose leaders 

seem to have abandoned in the wilderness after promising to lead them into a 

land flowing with milk and honey. 

The pollster, the researcher-journalist puts these disturbing questions to 

certain groups of people he randomly chose to complete his assignment or 

investigations. He decided to report his findings to his managers in the 

following graphic form.  

 

 Man, why are you selling your land and property? “It is a result of the 

hard times we are experiencing in Nigeria. “Ihe Isi Ike.” I want my son to 

escape to overseas. His flight to an unknown destination may bring hope 

to the family. 

 Boy, why have you dropped out of school? “Ihe Isi Ike”. “My parents 

cannot afford my school fees. They have asked me to stop school and to 

fend for myself. This is why I am pushing the barrow, selling pure water 

and chewing sticks.” 

 Girl, why are you no more in school? “Ihe Isi Ike”. “I have to sell re-

chargeable phone cards, raise a phone-call kiosk to get my school fees. 

Things are hard for my parents and my brother who has been training me 

in school is out of job. He is not doing anything! Ihe Isi Ike! 
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 Papa Emeka, why has your shop remained closed for quite sometime 

now? “Ihe Isi Ike”. It is not that I purposely shut it down. It is empty. I 

have no money to buy anything for sale.” 

 Uncle, why have you not completed that building you started many 

years ago? “Ihe Isi Ike”. “I can’t continue. Prices of cement, zinc, rods, 

wood have gone up. It is impossible to get the house finished. I am even 

thinking of selling some of the unused blocks and rods to keep my 

children alive.” 

 Man, why are you looking like a walking ghost? Are you sick? Have 

you gone for a check-up? “No I am not sick. It is “Ihe Isi Ike”. It is 

frustration. I don’t sleep in the night. There are a lot of things worrying 

me. My problems are too many to mention. Check-up or no check-up, the 

diagnosis is nothing but frustration, pains, agony, and hopelessness. Since 

I was retired about 15 years ago, I have not received any pension or 

gratuity from government.” 

 Papa, you look too old; a lot of grey hair. You have almost gone bald. 

I am sure you are not yet 50? “You are right. People think I am above 

80. “Ihe Isi Ike.”I am not an old man. My youngest daughter out of 8 

children (6 girls and 2 boys) with which God blessed me turned 3 years 

last month. The eldest is just 12.” 

 Young man, are you not married yet? You must be over 40 now? “O, 

yes. How can I marry? Who will feed me and my children? I still depend 

on my grandmother for food and pocket money. “Ihe Isi Ike”. I am 

looking for somebody who can help me with money to travel out of this 

country. I will be glad to travel to anywhere, even to Chad, Gabon, Cape 

Verde Island, Western Sahara region or Niger Republic. I will be ready to 

wash plates for them or graze their cows as long as I don’t find myself 

any more in this country called Nigeria. 

 Okada man, “Why are you angry and barking at everybody? Why 

are you angry?” “Ihe Isi Ike.” “My wife is pregnant and is expecting our 

6th child. She needs money for antenatal. I have not made any reasonable 

amount since morning. I heard they had increased the price of fuel. I 

don’t know which way to go! Nothing has changed for the better in this 

country. Each new government brings fresh hardship and misery.” 

 Oga, “Why are you trekking this long distance to work?” “What of 

that your car, your son bought for you sometime?”  “I am sorry. I 

can’t maintain it anymore. Ihe Isi Ike. The tires are wobbling. The engine 

is bad and that car has gulped the little money I saved. They have even 

increased the price of fuel. The worst is that for more than one year now I 

have not heard from my son who travelled to Malaysia a few years ago.  I 

don’t know whether he is alive. 
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 Emeka, “Why have you taken to Okada business?” Why have you 

abandoned your welding and machine work that helped you get a 

wife and build a personal house?” Ihe Isi Ike. “There is no NEPA or 

what they call it; no electricity. The generating plant I have been using is 

old and I can’t maintain it anymore. The worst is that they have increased 

the price of fuel. I can’t make it anymore. I am tired of this life.” 

 Papa Ebere, “Why have you taken to this illegal business in oil 

products – buying and selling of unrefined oil products, illegal oil 

bunkering, breaking of oil pipes, mixing oil, fuel and water, in the 

name of business?” “Ihe Isi Ike. You know the saying that ‘People in 

their correct senses don’t join these mushroom Churches.” In fact most 

people in our country today are out of their minds because things are 

hard. Many have taken to illegal trade and business, just to make ends 

meet. 

 

“One man’s meat is another’s poison.” And didn’t the Bible tell us that ‘where 

there is no vision, the people perish’ (Proverbs: 28.18). This fact finds a 

disturbing fulfillment in the Nigerian factor referred to as “Ihe Isi Ike”. Many 

young Nigerian men who faced uncertain future in their fatherland but managed 

to flee the country have settled in many countries of Europe, America and Asia.  

To qualify for citizenship or be able to obtain work permit and earn a 

living in foreign lands many have been forced to take foreign wives, while our 

young, beautiful and even better educated, decent and qualified ladies languish 

in Nigeria as perpetual spinsters. Many of these educated young women at home 

are found today selling re-chargeable phone cards.  Many sell roasted corns, 

yams and plantains at street corners while some take to some other dirty 

businesses. What they have lost through Ihe Isi Ike, their counterparts elsewhere 

in far distant lands have gained - lovable Nigerian husbands, very rare 

commodity all over the world today! 

The catalogue of “Ihe Isi Ike” can continue in Nigeria. One old village 

chief was asked whether things would be better in Nigeria in the near future. He 

retorted “Nkea bu asaa nta” Simply translated: “It is only the beginning of hard 

times.” It will be worse. It will be worse because frustration will lead many into 

a lot of evils – name them – armed robbery, kidnapping business, prostitution, 

illegal business in oil products and so on. The old chief, in other words was 

saying that great disaster is ahead. The Armageddon is in fact fast approaching!  

So those who can and want to flee the land have still ample opportunity before 

the final whistle for escape! On 12th June 2008 to be precise, the Nigerian 

Foreign Affairs Minister, revealed to Nigerians and the world the number of 

Nigerians serving various prison sentences all over the world. What? Twenty 

five (25) thousand Nigerians! Surely that number must have doubled or tripled 

by now. “It is only a beginning”; you may agree.   
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“Can’t Make Ends Meet”: From Tragedy to Catastrophe 

 

Inability “to make ends meet” in Nigerian context is synonymous with Ihe Isi 

Ike – Hard Times”, and as well expresses utter despair. It is a situation in which 

the Igbo people of Nigeria succinctly express the last word of hopelessness –Elu 

Eru Aka, Ala Eru Aka – Neither the sky not the land is within reach – Gawa 

agawa adighi mma – Lawa alawa adighi mma, –   Neither continuing the 

journey not abandoning it is a better option. It is a leap from tragedy to 

catastrophe, a gory picture of a drowning man!  

To make (both) ends meet means to live within one’s income; to balance 

one’s income with one’s expenditure. For most Nigerians, it is no more possible 

to ‘make both ends meet’. If such a situation arises and becomes unbearable, 

something must be done to ameliorate it. Some options are possible, most of 

which are illegal and immoral!  

 Elsewhere in most parts of the world however one can take up a 

second or third job to earn more. Perhaps one’s daily or monthly ‘take-home 

packet’ does not meet one’s needs. There is therefore nothing immoral in 

working harder or for more hours to earn more, in other words ‘to make ends’ 

meet. In Nigeria, generally ‘to make ends meet’ points to unpalatable and 

immoral undertaking which someone has embarked upon as a result of 

frustration. For most frustrated and exploited Nigerians, “to make ends meet”, 

to amend a deteriorating situation, a ‘short-cut’ or route must be taken, and 

fraudulently, too, to achieve a maximum benefit or income, through some 

illegal activities.  It is an illegal activity one has been forced into as a result of 

“Ihe Isi Ike”. Action that is taken, is justified by the measure taken to “make 

ends meet”.  
 

Our news media enquirer continues his investigation. 

 

 A group of young men had been caught in the kidnapping business and were 

about to receive an immediate ‘jungle justice’ from irate villagers.  “Why 

have you people taken to this detestable crime? One of them boldly 

responded.  “To make ends meet. This is the first time I am involved in this 

dirty business. I have been a successful trader at Alaba, Lagos market. My 

capital has run low now. My junior brothers and sisters have dropped out of 

school. Our father is dead. I am the only bread-winner.  I am unable to make 

ends meet. So I joined a gang. This is the first time I took part.” 

 A ‘fine’ middle-aged man was caught in armed robbery case. He was a 

member of a syndicate specialized in snatching flashy Lexus cars from 

people. When he ran out of luck and was caught he confessed: “I am not an 
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armed robber in fact. I joined this gang just ‘to make ends meet’ I am a 

university student but got involved in this business because of poverty I can’t 

continue my studies.” 

 A former youth leader and civil servant suddenly became a pastor and 

founder of a new Church, which he named “World Miracle Church of 

Christ’, was asked:   “Why have you abandoned the catholic faith and 

nice job in civil service?”. His answer: “My monthly salary is no more 

enough to feed my family. My parents are old and things are hard for me. I 

hope to make ends meet through the evangelization job I have taken up. This 

is the most flourishing business in Nigeria today!” 

 A former university graduate in Mass Communication was caught duping 

people, promising to obtain visas and jobs without tears for young people 

eager to travel abroad in search of greener pastures. “Why are you doing 

all this, knowing too well that you can’t fulfill your promises?” His 

answer:  “For many years after my graduation I have been without job. I 

can’t live like this. My family burdens are overwhelming. I can’t make both 

ends meet any more. I have to embark on some business to make ends meet. 

They call it ‘419”. 

 

End of Suffering in Sight? 

 

It is frightening to note that “Ihe Isi Ike” for many Nigerians may not pass away 

soon! Once it was the fate of Ghanaians in the early eighties. There was 

devastating famine, political instability, total economic breakdown, chaos and 

confusion. Many brothers and sisters from that neighbouring West African 

country fled their fatherland. They found comfortable shelters in Nigeria. But 

the hard times did pass away and they recovered their breath, lost glory and 

almost everything that placed that nation on the world map as ‘great African 

nation’. 

 Will the giant of Africa, Nigeria ever rise again? Will she recover from 

the rude shock inflicted on the people by the privileged few and their leaders? 

The answer to these questions is within the reach of every honest Nigerian. The 

truth is that since independence in 1960 Nigerians have been in bondage of 

poverty and frustrations. Both under the civilian and military rule the leaders 

had maintained their stiff grip on the throat of the harassed Nigerians 

threatening to strangle them to death.  

Matter grew worse during the Structural Adjustment Program (SAP) 

initiated by one dictator after another. Most Nigerians were almost ‘sapped to 

death’. That was the beginning of the mass exodus of many – professionals and 

the best brains from the land in search of ‘Greener Pastures.’ Many thought 

their sojourn in foreign land, their exile would be short. No! As things got worse 

many settled permanently overseas with their wives and children. Those who 



 11 

could return home occasionally spend a few days to sell off whatever property 

they still owned in their fatherland. 

 The era of oil boom could not even put smiles on the faces of Nigerians. 

Only a privileged few enjoyed the wealth or squandered it. Rather the situation 

continued to deteriorate as those in power, found one reason or the other to 

increase the prices of petroleum products, thus tightening their grip on the throat 

of the dying people. Even as one regime vacates seats for another, each made 

sure that “Ihe Isi Ike” continued. 

The persistent and nagging question which most Nigerians ask is: ‘when 

will things get better?’ One can read only skepticism on the faces of most 

Nigerian youths and elders. And their doubts are best illustrated by the 

following joke, which people refer to as ‘laugh with me’ – ‘soro m chia’. It may 

amuse some and as well confirm the obvious. The title of the perplexing short 

story that would elicit deep sympathy from most troubled Nigerians is “And 

God Wept”. 

 

 As part of the conclusion of a world economic summit during the 1990s, each 

head of state paid homage to God and asked Him when their respective 

countries would be self-sufficient. “(And when, Lord?”) The Almighty boomed 

to each of them in turn that it would happen, but not in their lifetime. 

Crestfallen and much in tears the delegates returned home. When it came to the 

turn of Nigerian head of state to ask when his country would be self-sufficient, it 

was God who wept, replying: "It won’t happen in my lifetime."   

 

The elders would add at the end of such a story: “Nkea bu uka, burukwa ilulu” 

“This is both an idle talk and as well a proverb”. Nigerians have been made to 

believe and accept the situation as it has always remained. It is futile believing 

or thinking that in the near future things would change and an era of prosperity 

would emerge. So the desperate struggle for alternative means of survival 

continues unabated.  

Ask any suffering Nigerian why he does not look happy in his fatherland. 

The answer is a ‘refrain’ that tells the rest of the story and points to where the 

nation is heading to: Many, especially young people believe that there is 

absolutely no sign of hope that things will ever get better in any foreseeable 

future. The distance to cover in the journey for economic recovery is far beyond 

imagination. The troubles will multiply. The suffering is indefinite. The 

sickness is incurable and which means the patient will die after all. It is a matter 

of time.  

 

Any Songs of Deliverance? 

 

So all said and done, poor Nigerians, more than 90% of the people may not after 

all sing songs of joy one day when their sufferings will come to an end. Will it 
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be in a dream Nigerians would sing a song of deliverance! “When Yahweh 

delivered Zion from bondage it was like a dream. How we laughed; how we 

sang for joy! Then the other nations said about us “The Lord did great things 

for them.” Indeed he did great things for us. How happy we were!” [Psalm 

12:1-3] Will Nigeria’s fortunes be restored? “Restore our fortunes, O Lord. 

May those who sow in tears reap with shouts of joy! He that goes forth weeping, 

shall come back with shouts of joy bring his harvest.”  

Perhaps in a dream, like it was with the oppressed Hebrews of old! Only 

the new prophets of prosperity (never doom) in Nigeria try desperately to 

sustain the hope of the hopeless Nigerians. As far as these numerous prophets – 

founders of new Churches and religious movements are concerned – it is absurd 

to preach “the Cross” to the Nigerian masses already overburdened with 

suffering and all sorts of ailments. There is no surprise that many miracle 

Churches exist at every nook and cranny of our communities and members are 

Legion.  

Someone has to sustain the hopes and aspirations of poor Nigerians. One 

day a ‘messiah’ will arise from among his people and set them free from 

bondage. He must be a Nigerian – selfless political leader, incorruptible, 

detribalized, and God-fearing. He will be the one to wipe off his people’s tears 

and restore their lost dignity. Then the millions of sons and daughters of our 

fatherland will return from exile, some from United States of America, Europe 

and Asia. 

Those who have taken refuge in remote places of the world during the 

times of misrule and economic disasters will return to re-populate Nigeria. They 

include our engineers, scientists, doctors, professors, and business men and 

women. Then other nations will come and willingly and as well desperately 

seeking for friendship with Nigeria, now politically and economically stable. 

Hurrah!  I assure you that that messianic leader will rule over Nigerians forever. 

There will be no need for elections. For that “Man of the people’, who has made 

justice, equity and fair play his watch-word, his tenure of office will have no 

end! No doubt Nigeria will be a blessed land – flowing with milk and honey, a 

true fatherland, the most populous nation in Africa and an enviable world 

power! 

There are yet no hymns of victory and liberation. Many patriotic and 

God-fearing Nigerians cross their fingers and pray for victory over evil, victory 

over tyranny and oppression. That day of liberation may eventually come and 

no more like a dream. It will be true liberation and victory and the hymns and 

dancing with tambourines and drums will resemble those of the ancient Israel. 

Nigeria’s fortunes will be restored. The era of one naira to one dollar will be 

restored, pyramids of bags and bags of groundnuts, cotton, palm kernel ready 

for exportation to other lands, millions of barrels of palm oil ready for shipping 

to overseas, millions of cocoa and rubber plantations adorning Nigerian thick 

forests and all that made Nigeria a great nation in the past will put smiles and 
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joy on Nigerian faces. No one will ever think of any greener pastures outside 

our fatherland. Rather foreigners will be struggling for space to reside and earn 

decent living in Nigeria.  

 But before this paradisiacal state emerges in Nigeria, there is no doubt 

that most Nigerian families would continue looking for redemption from their 

‘representatives’ overseas, outside Nigeria. They strongly believe these 

representatives would for long remain their ONLY HOPE of survival.  



 

Chapter 1 

 

Is there a way out? 

 

Mama and Papa Chidi have struggled with poverty for many years, in fact, since 

their marriage about 30 years ago.’ Papa Chidi’, as the wife, Ijeoma used to call 

her husband, Uba married early when he was about 18. He was the only son of 

the parents who prayed for years for more but were not blessed with many 

children. It was therefore a fair decision, early enough to find a wife for their 

only son. 

 Fortunately Papa Chidi and Ijeoma were blessed with many children, 

although Ijeoma was not so happy. Among the 10 children only one was a boy, 

Chidi. The rest were girls, not so much revered like boys in Igbo society of 

Nigeria. There was no wonder that the parents were addressed as “Papa and 

Mama Chidi”. Neighbors were not familiar with the names of the 9 girls. But 

Ijeoma revered her only son, she regarded as their “Only Hope”. She cherished 

Chidi, whom she also called “Obi m” (My Heart).  One early morning what 

looked like a discussion soon turned into a bitter exchange of angry words: 

 

Mama Chidi: I have been telling you to sell that piece of land so that our son 

can travel to overseas and help us survive like other families in this community 

and you will not listen to me! What are you going to do with that piece of land? 

We don’t farm any more. You must sell the land so that Chidi can travel out. He 

is our only hope. We need to invest overseas as many other families in our 

neighborhood have done. 

 

Papa Chidi: There is no day this woman will allow me have my rest. You want 

me to sell the only piece of land that remains for this family? You want me to 

sell it and when I die I return to my ancestors empty handed. Tufia! Women are 

blockheads. They haven’t any common sense. This is how this woman emits 

rubbish from her mouth everyday! 

 

Mama Chidi: Look at how you reason yourself! Whom are you preserving the 

land for? If your son travels to overseas and marries there who will inherit your 

land? When you are dead, who takes care of you and your land here? Have your 

dead ancestors returned to re-possess their lands? You claim to be a wise man! 

 

Papa Chidi: Woman, I have told you never to bug me anymore about Chidi. 

How can he travel to America and London and India when he didn’t even pass 

WAEC or NECO? Do you believe everybody can survive in white man’s land 

without proper education? I have told you that Chidi must join the army or 
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police force. In the army, at least they don’t look for certificates and big 

education. Chidi is robust and can fight. If he fights well, they promote him and 

he will be well paid.  Is that not a way to earn a living? 

 

Mama Chidi: Yes, ye ye man. I know that is your plan. You want my son to 

join the army and get killed there so that you find reason to take another wife. 

Chei! You have been looking for reason to marry a second wife and throw me 

out. God will not allow it.  My son will never join the army or police. He must 

succeed like his mates who traveled to overseas and returned with money, 

married, built houses and became great personalities in our communities. There 

are many of them. Look at the son of Ukoha who traveled to India a few years 

ago. Is he not a big man now? Are his parents not swimming in money? Tell 

me! 

 

Papa Chidi: Oh yes? Have I not said you are crazy? Look at how you talk. If I 

had wanted another wife, could you have prevented me? Do I need permission 

from you to take another wife? I don’t think I have any such intention. I am 

satisfied with my son and daughters. You can hold your thought. But one thing 

is clear; I have no intention of selling my last piece of land. If you want your 

son to travel out and collect money in baskets you can visit your rich brothers in 

Lagos and collect money from them. You have rich relations; isn’t that right?  

 

After days of consistent harassment by Ijeoma, Uba would not be persuaded. So 

she decided to summon her own brothers and sisters and other relations to help 

convince Papa Chidi that the move to send their son out was their only option; 

otherwise the family had no future. They will all perish in poverty. Ijeoma’s 

brothers promised to lend a helping hand.  

Louis, Ijeoma’s senior brother had always regretted that none of his 2 

sons was yet old enough to make such journey overseas. He had enough money 

to sponsor them immediately they graduated from secondary school. Louis 

thought it was a good ‘investment’ to send a member of a family overseas to 

bring fortune to one’s family and community in Nigeria. He didn’t think Nigeria 

was any more conducive for any atom of good life, as employment 

opportunities were becoming so scarce.  

 

The members of the extended family that were invited to the discussion arrived 

late in the evening. Bony, the younger brother of Louis and some other women 

were there. They gathered in the parlor and after welcome greetings from Uba, 

Ijeoma opened the floor. 

 

Mama Chidi: Thank you Louis, my brother for answering my call. You have 

been helping me solve my difficult problems since I married Papa Chidi. Elders 

say that when a dog gets irritated, it scratches itself on the floor, but for a human 
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being someone has to help out to ease the discomfort or the uneasiness. I have 

not been happy since Papa Chidi refused to sell his land so that Chidi could 

travel out and make money for the family like his mates from this village. 

Please, my brother and relations, I wish you appeal to him to change his mind. 

Chidi is the only son and our only hope. Otu mkpuru akwu anaghi efu n’ime 

oku’ (The only palm fruit does not get lost in the fire.) Again this family cannot 

survive without our son. Isi kwuru si, ura agaghi atu anya beluso ehinyere ya 

aka. The head says that sleep is not always possible unless the arm supports it. 

 

Louis: (Clears his throat): “Thank you, Ogo m, my good in-law, Uba. I wish 

you can appreciate the trend of events in our country, Nigeria today. Almost 

every family, in the villages and big towns has got a ‘representative’ outside 

Nigeria, someone who can get money and send back home. And many young 

men are out to overseas ‘n’egbu ozu’ (killing corpses), and hauling them home 

like fish in big bags, some in the high seas; others in the hinterland. Have you 

not heard about Nigerian youths in the South, how they are ‘making it’ there? 

Have you not heard it?  The son of Obiwuru, the poor blacksmith who traveled 

to South Africa a few months ago is a millionaire today? Wonders will never 

cease to happen? 

 

Papa Chidi (interrupts.)  What wonders? Nobody wants to know how these 

magicians, these guys make their money! Whether they kill people and steal 

their belongings and get rich, nobody wants to know? Yes wonders will never 

end, because everybody wants to get rich today and die tomorrow!  

 

“Igbu ozu” (literally ‘killing corpses’) is a term used in Nigeria for the act of 

winning or making an extraordinary amount of money through fraud. It is like a 

jackpot or bonanza, like an extremely valuable mineral deposit, discovered and 

exploited by one reckless fellow and without any atom of sweat, hard or tedious 

work. Such fortune can change one’s life forever! That the ‘killing’ happens in 

the ‘high seas’ points to the magnitude of the ‘catch’ and as well the 

sophistication of the ploy, trick, maneuver and strategy used to accomplish the 

deed. “South” is short for South Africa. When ‘South’ is mentioned in Nigeria, 

the reference is to South Africa, where a great number of Nigerian youths 

reside and make easy money. The fact that the name is not mentioned in full 

shows that it is ominous with meaning, suggesting or indicating that something 

bad is being referred to. 

 

Louis (continues) ‘Ogo m’ my good in-law, please allow me to finish. South 

Africa is very easy to reach, easier than America and London. The boys who 

visit South Africa make it in a short time. A large community of Nigerian 

citizens has grown in South Africa. They visit home to celebrate big occasions. 

You notice their presence everywhere there is big occasion in town, especially 
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wedding, christening, naming and fund-raising ceremonies.  Some of them take 

wives immediately they return home and you will really be scared by the 

volume of wealth they exhibit at celebrations.  

 

Papa Chidi: Is this the type of lifestyle you want my son to adopt? You forget 

to mention that some Nigerian youths are said to be killed in South Africa even 

on daily bases? You didn’t hear about the shameful death of the son of Izunna 

of Amaeke, whose corpse was found in South African streets. When eventually 

they succeeded in bringing the decomposed corpse home, people were told that 

he was knocked down by a lorry. ‘Asi’; all lies!  He was caught stealing and the 

natives set fire on him. He was a thief, an armed robber. That’s how they get 

rich. Nemesis, the goddess of just punishment and vengeance caught on him. I 

heard from someone recently that the son of one Chief Okoro from Ndiawa had 

been killed in South Africa. His friends there confirmed his death. Who cares to 

tell the cause of his death? No one claims to have even seen the corpse. Tufia 

kwa!  But his parents are there waiting for him to return home one day! Who 

knows when? The news continues to circulate and no one has the courage to tell 

them. 

 

Bony (tries to contribute to the discussion): “Papa Ukwu”, “Big Daddy”, 

referring to Papa Chidi, please let us leave off the sad side of the stories that go 

with these adventures overseas. Let us concentrate of the positive outcomes 

because our elders say that ‘elewe ihe nkita na eri, mmadu agaghi eri afo ya’; 

that is if we consider what the dog eats nobody will dare eat its entrails. Again, 

often people don’t care about the inscriptions on vehicles which they board for 

travels. “Hapu ihe edere na ahu motor; banye! “Don’t mind what the owner 

calls his bus. Just get in!” 

 

Papa Chidi: What is your own contribution then? I know you support the idea 

of flying to overseas. Young people don’t care about education any more. 

That’s why girls fill up classrooms, colleges and universities nowadays. Even 

there are few male teachers in our schools. Everyone is in ‘business and wants 

to make money.  In fact I can’t blame them. I don’t know where we are heading 

to. 

 

The women in the group, including Mama Chidi were terrified by the stories 

they were hearing about South Africa and Nigerians there. Some elderly ones 

among them continued nodding their heads and snapping their fingers in 

disbelief. In fact they were confused. But at last one of them, the junior sister of 

Ijeoma, called Mgbechi raised her hand and was allowed to speak. 

 

Mgbechi: I am caught up with fear. My feet were trembling as I listened to 

these stories. It is sad. It is however not wise to completely abandon the idea of 
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supporting Chidi or any of these young men to travel out and find ways of 

helping their parents who have suffered for them. The elders say ‘anaghi ekwo 

mgbagbu aghara ogu’ (war cannot be abandoned simply because some 

participants would die). Not all seeds planted in the farm really sprout and grow. 

Some die and others flourish and blossom.   

 

Another woman, called Mama Chikodi seemed to concur, that is, agree or see 

eye to eye with Mgbechi. 

 

Mama Chikodi: In fact, left to me, I will urge those who can afford whatever it 

costs, selling lands or property or borrowing to do so and help their children to 

travel out to overseas. It is no more possible ‘to make ends meet’ in Nigeria. I 

agree there are dangers and risks, but it is only human being who can face such 

dangers. Many succeed, in spite of all odds. Truly I appreciate Uba’s 

apprehensions and difficulties. Mbido akwa na ara ahu. To start weeping is not 

always easy. 

 

Young Crooks Deceive Families 

 

Uba was in a state of dilemma. He thought it was a risky decision to sell his 

lands and sponsor an adventure no one could assure its success. He has heard 

stories of young Nigerians who were sponsored by families and communities to 

study abroad and acquire white man’s knowledge and technology and return to 

help their people at home. Many never made it. Some stayed back in Europe 

and America and those who cared to head back home later returned to Nigeria 

empty-handed, devastated, and unkempt, like refugees who fled war zones. 

 Lately stories were told about some young Nigerians who never made it 

in the land of their sojourn. After lavishing the money contributed by family 

members in reckless adventures or got involved in criminal conducts and were 

deported to their country of origin, eventually returned home penniless. Not 

even showing remorse, and without any atom of shame, these ingrates and 

hopeless fellows always continued bugging their relatives demanding further 

support for their endless suicidal missions to acquire wealth.  

 Uba recalled the story of one boy called Mercel who visited at least three 

African and European countries and always met a lot of misfortunes there. Each 

time, out of frustration, he retuned from abroad to village or was deported; the 

guy would recount one story or the other, asking to be given another trial. Once, 

Mercel told stories of how Islamic Arabs robbed him and threatened to kill him 

because he was a Christian.    

 Each time Mercel demanded huge amounts of money. His brothers and 

sisters responded positively, believing their brother would succeed at last. It was 

only a wishful thinking. He had always squandered his money and expected 
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endless patronage from his family, who grew tired of him and soon forgot all 

about the boy. 

As for Chidi, there seemed to be a consensus at last that the ‘project’ 

should not be abandoned. There was need to face the challenge, what looked 

like a difficult decision for Uba and his family. So after many months of 

persuasion and persistent harassment from his wife, Papa Chidi succumbed. He 

sold the piece of land and got a reasonable sum of money from the deal. 

Part of the money got from the land Uba sold was used in paying the 

middle man from Lagos who promised to secure all the necessary particulars or 

documents Chidi needed to travel to any part of the world, America, Europe and 

Asia; in fact anywhere he wanted to travel to. The money will cover 

international passport, embassy visas and air travel tickets to overseas. The 

middleman was a well known person and was also Uba’s boyhood friend.  

 Months passed and no word was heard from the Lagos man. Uba sent 

envoys through friends to ascertain what was wrong. He was however assured 

that good news would be coming up soon. Uba needed to exercise patience. “It 

usually took a long time to transact such serious business”, friends told Uba.  

 The good news was however not completely good. The Lagos man 

requested more money as he reported that things were difficult at the embassy. 

He had to settle a series of other middlemen to reach the ‘officer in-charge’. 

Some were, no doubt con men and ‘touts’, who attract patronage of customers 

or new visitors to Lagos, especially in an aggressive or persistent way. They 

pose around foreign embassies and consulates pretending to be officially 

employed there. Their motive is to deceive people and grab their money. 

 Papa Chidi was really disappointed. He remembered that he had been 

warned earlier by one of his family friends (Ndi Ogo, In-laws) to beware of 

fraudsters who roam the streets of Lagos, like lions looking for prey to devour. 

They claim they know all foreign embassies and consulates in Lagos and Abuja, 

and have connections with embassy officials who accept little fee to prepare 

relevant documents for anyone looking for place outside Nigeria to visit or 

settle down permanently. 

 If you have enough money to pay, meet Nigerian business men and their 

collaborators and foreign representatives, who even promise to negotiate and 

find jobs for you anywhere in Europe, America, Asia, Arab world, and the Far 

East. They carry large and small portfolio bags filled with files and scanned 

documents of various makes. These men show documents, genuine and fake, to 

prove that they had been long in the business and had equally registered 

successes. They claim to be in connection with construction companies in 

Dubai, Singapore, Japan, Holland, and Israel, and these employ Nigerians that 

are recommended by their representatives in Nigeria.   

 Whatever these middlemen claim they are up to, they have duped many 

Nigerian youths, most of whom broke down in tears having found out at the end 

that they had been dealing with con men and international fraudsters. Most of 
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the companies they claim to represent in Nigeria are non-existent. The 

telephone numbers they dish out to their clients are not found in any telephone 

directories.  

 

Papa Chidi, after consultations with friends, came up with another idea. He has 

decided to send Chidi to another in-law doing business in Zaria, Northern 

Nigeria. The young man, Amuzie, newly married, had learnt to buy and sell 

building materials and ‘graduated’ having served his master for 10 years. His 

master, Emenike, a successful business tycoon in Kaduna had established many 

branches of his trading company, ‘Chideraa’ in many capital cities of Nigeria, 

East, West, North and South of Nigeria. “Chideraa Trading Company” had a 

fleet of lorry buses that transport commodities, including cement, iron rods, 

zinc, ceiling boards and so on  to business partners all over Nigeria and even 

into some West African regions like Ghana, Cameroon, and Benin Republic.   

 Uba had to inform his wife. They would put heads together and see how 

Chidi could engage in business ventures here in Nigeria, instead of wasting 

time and money planning overseas trip that may not yield any tangible 

dividends. He called Ijeoma to tell her what he had decided to do. 

 

Papa Chidi: Ijeoma, you have seen how the Lagos man has swallowed our 

money. Each time he demands more money. I have discovered that he has 

duped us. And many have suffered big disappointments. We must swallow this 

tragedy now before it swallows us. I have decided sending Chidi to Zaria to 

learn business trading at Amuzie Trading Company. Amuzie learnt from 

Emenike who owns the famous Chideraa Trading Company, based in Kaduna. 

Our son after all will do well, stand on his own feet, and become a rich man.  

 

Mama Chidi (interrupts before her husband ended his introductory talk). “Not 

my son, Chidi! Let me tell you, this man, my son is not going anywhere. He is 

not going to Kaduna, Zaria or wherever you think. Not my son! You want these 

so-called ‘Oga’, “Big Masters’ to mess up my boy! 

 

Papa Chidi: Stop the noise, this mad woman! 

 

Mama Chidi (continues): You want them to mess up my son. You want them 

to use my child in their fetish money rituals (‘Ogwu Ego’), Kidnap and sell my 

son to slave dealers! No! That will not happen! My son must travel out of 

Nigeria to overseas!  

 

Papa Chidi: ‘Woman I say shut up! I don’t like this type of interruption! Who 

do you think you are?  

 

Mama Chidi (gets emotional and seems off the gear). 
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“I don’t want my son to learn anything from these big corrupt business men. 

They have no conscience. They employ the services of good servants and when 

these qualify to become ‘independent’, free from their masters, these rogues 

who call themselves ‘oga’ will find reasons to discredit the boys and send them 

away empty handed. They accuse the boys of all sorts of criminal offenses, 

theft, and mismanagement of their ill-gotten wealth and tell incredible lies about 

the boys.    

 

Papa Chidi: Woman, how can you generalize and call everyone a rogue? Is 

Emenike not one of the best masters we find in this country?  Has he not trained 

so many servants? Are the good ones among them not doing well and at the 

same training others? Women don’t reason! You believe that all the boys that 

serve under their ‘oga’ are all angels? You didn’t hear the story of the son of 

Ibegbu of Amaebu, who ran away with his master’s money and started his own 

business in another place? He thought his dubious activities would not be 

known. How can one defend such acts? 

 Again, have you not heard about another servant who had not even 

completed 2 years under his ‘oga’ but bought taxi cabs which he leased to 

drivers who made money for him? Not only that,  it was also said that he kept 

women in hotels and distributed money to them as if he was a banker? From 

where did the boy get all the money? Who should be called rogue, the master or 

the servant?  

 

Mama Chidi: Yea! These masters are liars and as well, crooked people. When 

they want to use the boys in money-making rituals and the boys run away, they 

invent false stories to cover their own atrocities!  You didn’t hear the story of 

the boy from Ndiogbu-onyeoma who became insane or an imbecile because 

they used him in devilish rituals, just to make big money? I have told you that 

my son will not have anything to do with these wicked land lords. There is 

nothing these big men don’t do to get rich. Are they not the shameless ‘oga’ 

with big chieftaincy titles who go to the extent of sleeping with mad women and 

impregnating them? From where do you think these women lunatics roaming 

the street get the babies they are nursing? There is no mile our men will not go 

to acquire their devilish wealth! Tufia kwa! Shameless generation! 

 

Papa Chidi could not stop his wife from shouting and using inappropriate 

words in expressing her anger. He had even other ideas to reveal. Talking to 

himself in a low voice (soliloquy), Uba sadly started blaming the younger 

generation of ‘our times’ for not behaving well any more. They have gone crazy 

Uba continued saying. They cannot go to farm. They are lazy and only want 

good things that must fall from the heavens! He recounted how things looked 

like in those good olden days: 
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“In our own days, young men and women learned to stay in the village, work in 

the farms and learn some trade. There were many wine tappers and even 

younger boys who climbed coconut and palm trees and harvested coconuts and 

palm nuts. As civilization set in, boys learned to work as electricians, plumbers, 

bricklayers, painters, motor mechanics, shoe menders and so on. Those days 

families never starved. There was sufficient food on every table because 

children went to the farms with their parents and learnt too how to farm. 

 Girls learnt women trades and helped their mothers in the kitchen. They 

were always at hand with domestic chores. They learned good behavior and 

many got good husbands and raised their children properly. Not these days! 

Both boys and girls have gone wild and mad. The girls don’t help their mothers 

any more. Those who care to go to school don’t learn anything there but evil. 

Imagine a young girl of 13 today getting pregnant? That is what they learn in 

school. Many can’t even spell their names and want to get wealthy husbands 

and swim in money. This is a terrible generation and I don’t know where the 

world is heading to? 

 The boys have their eyes on big money, big houses and cars, when they 

can’t even afford a kobo. Most of them head to the townships immediately they 

are able to finish primary or secondary school. If they are asked to learn a trade, 

which they often reluctantly accept, they will spend a few years with their 

masters and insist on separating and establishing their own private and 

autonomous business enterprises. Tell me how a child can run without first 

learning to crawl or walk? These stubborn creatures like to become ‘Big Oga’ 

when they are good-for-nothing! 

 Next, they begin to plan new adventures and what they would accomplish 

if they traveled to overseas, America or London. The music has changed. It is 

no more Lagos, Ibadan, Onitsha, Calabar, Kano, Kaduna and other big 

townships where money grows like leaves on top of trees! No! Today every 

family wants to send an emissary or representative to England, America, or 

Germany where money is collected on the streets. 

 There is no surprise that some of these irresponsible guys have always 

brought shame to their families as they return home penniless and some of them 

said to have been deported by white people on reaching home look like ‘people 

who had been pursued by the spirits of the dead, but managed to escape!  That is 

the prize people must pay for laziness and dishonest ways of life. They go there 

trying to reap where they never sowed and nemesis catches up with them. White 

man’s society is clean and these young idlers go there to pollute the air. Tufia 

kwa! Shameless generation!”  

 

Uba decided to call his son, Chidi for a little chat. It was reasonable to hear 

from the boy. Maybe Chidi did not think like his friends who are very greedy 

and pompous, even though their families have nothing to show for that. 
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Uba: My son, our elders say ‘Awo ananyi agba oso ehihe na nkiti’ (The toad 

does not run aimlessly in daylight). I have big reason for sending for you now. 

Your mother and I have been talking about your future and this has created a lot 

of tension in the family. It seems the man we thought would have helped you fly 

to overseas has cheated us and taken our money. He comes everyday to demand 

more money and could not give correct account of the ones we have given him. 

As we were told this same man had deceived so many other people. Most of 

those he cheated had learnt their lessons. He has also been deceiving us and I 

thought it was time we withdrew from that business before the man renders us 

completely penniless. Our elders again say that ‘onye agwo turu na etikapu oso 

ma oburugodu mkpisi osisi ka ozoturu ukwu’- one who has had a bitter 

experience with a snake runs for dear life, even when he steps on a piece of stick 

(once bitten twice shy). I was thinking that we send you to Kaduna or Zaria to 

learn trading or something else? What is your opinion? 

 

The boy was not pleased in any way, but could not show off his anger publicly. 

Chidi has been a good boy and never aggressive. 

 

Chidi: “Papa, you know that you have given that man a lot of money already; 

what is the use withdrawing now? Didn’t the elders say that if you don’t put 

enough salt into the soup, what had been put already is actually good-for-

nothing? I encourage you to look for more money.  Maybe he was not deceiving 

us. You know things are really hard. 

 

Uba: That is what I am saying, too. Money is not easy to come by. It doesn’t 

grow on top of trees. I will like you to go and learn a trade. That will not cost us 

much. And we will be communicating with you and seeing you regularly. We 

don’t know how you end up there overseas? 

 

Chidi: No Papa, overseas is easier for us. Most of my mates have gone and 

returned with money, cars, and electronic gadgets and so on. They have built 

big houses in the villages and townships. They could not have achieved so much 

if they had stayed back in this wretched land of ours. Look at Ikenna, the son of 

that cabinet-maker at Umuorji. He traveled to Spain a few years ago. Last week 

he returned with a fleet of cars and a lot of money. They have started building 

houses here and there. This is a big investment, you know. 

 

Uba, Chidi, my son! Do you know how they make this magic money, 

accumulate the magic wealth? I am afraid that it is not all that glitters is gold. 

Our people say ‘Uda agbuli na ada na nti abughi ka osi ato n’onu! (The sound 

of a bitter nut, a kola nut called ‘agbuli’when crushed in the mouth by the teeth 

does not taste as nice!). We have to be careful about the decisions we make. 
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Chidi: Papa, but people take risks. There are risks in everything. Let us make a 

trial. Maybe God will hear our prayers. 

 

Ijeoma, who had been listening from an inner room felt happy that the 

conversation between boy and dad could lead to a positive decision to continue 

the negotiations with the Lagos man. She was pleased with her son Chidi. She 

thought the boy responded well to the dad’s objections. 

 

Papa Chidi however had not spent all the money from the land. Without further 

hesitation he gave out more money and requested the benefactors to hurry up so 

that his son would travel soon. It was a grand celebration when the Lagos man 

released Chidi’s traveling documents to the family. It was becoming a success 

story. Chidi will travel soon to the land of the white people and haul huge 

amounts of money home - Dollars, Euros, British pound, Japanese Yean and the 

family will sing songs of praise! 

 

 

 

Chidi plans his journey 

 

As the Lagos man instructed, Chidi must visit a lot of African, Asian and 

European countries before he could enter America if that was his final 

destination. America is a difficult place to enter. The custom’s men at the 

borders, air, sea and land use sophisticated gadgets and sniff-dogs to detect 

criminals and drug-pushers. With their computers they can detect fake passports 

and visas. Even dogs can do the searching better than men. They come around 

you and sniff around you and your luggage. If they discover any strange thing 

they signal the custom’s officers by continuous wagging of their tail and distress 

low-pitched and vibrating sounds.  The officials arrest any offender or criminal 

who may be thrown into jail to languish there for years?  

 “That is why it is advisable to travel through other countries and learn a 

lot of tricks before you approach America”, the Lagos man warned.  Taking 

chances may be disastrous. So Chidi received these instructions and warnings 

before setting out for his odyssey, his long series of travels and adventures. His 

first dream land could never be America. There were many hurdles, mountains 

and sees to cross.” 



 

Chapter 2 

 

Ivory Coast – first port of call 

 

Chidi’s odyssey took him to Ivory Coast, where a group he joined at Lagos, 

would finally prepare for the long tortuous adventure, in search of greener 

pastures that would take them to Europe and may be finally to America.  Before 

he left his village Umuokaruo in Isuopia Local Government of Imo state, the 

family organized a small send-off party for Chidi. The party was meant to bid 

farewell to relatives and friends and as well raise some funds for some 

unforeseen expenses during the travels. 

 Uba and his wife did not want to take chances. So they decided to borrow 

some more money from friends to help their son meet up with other needs. They 

promised to reimburse their creditors a few weeks after their son must have 

settled down somewhere and secured a job. Chidi promised to send back home 

every kobo borrowed by the family to sponsor his travels. 

 “Many other people who traveled out of Nigeria and arrived anywhere in 

the world have done it”, Chidi and his parents, reasoned. “Many young men and 

women who left Nigeria a few years and even months ago have been able to 

send home cars and consignments of goods that were sold in Nigeria. Such 

young people have equally sent money home to parents to start the building of 

new houses in the village and big cities in Nigeria. 

 Even if one wants to study and gain more academic degrees, one could 

combine daily work with studies. Those who had done it had reported that 

anyone who wished to earn more money could work morning, evening and 

night shifts. Employment opportunities are available everywhere except in 

Nigeria.” So why should young and energetic Nigerians waste their time at 

home looking for non-existent jobs. The sky is your limit if you are able to 

leave Nigerian shores and land somewhere else, even in the remotest and 

impoverished part of the world! 

 With these and other similar thoughts most Nigerian adventurers, in 

search of greener pastures, have consoled and encouraged themselves as they 

leave for unknown destinations in the outside world that has presently become a 

global village. If one is well-connected, there is no height one cannot attain!  

 In Ivory Coast, Chidi’s group found it easy to lodge in a hotel where they 

excitedly met many other Nigerians who had been there for some time. They 

were all there on the same mission, to gain access to European and American 

borders. Once they gained entrance and got jobs they would be sending 

messages that gladden the hearts of their loved ones at home. 
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Sad tales of frustration 

 

Chidi and his group did not enjoy their first night at the Freedom Hotel in Ivory 

Coast. They were disappointed to learn that the group they met there had waited 

for the opportunity to leave for Libya for more than one year! What must be the 

problem? Couldn’t they board a plane or what? Most of the young men they met 

there were Igbo, Yoruba, Edo and others from some other Nigerian ethnic 

groups. No young men from Ivory Coast wanted to flee their fatherland. Only 

Nigerians were preparing to get to Libya. Chidi approached one dejected 

comrade called Emeka in the hotel. 

 

Emeka was a young Igbo boy who had fought desperately to get to any part of 

Europe or Asia to acquire the much desired wealth. Like Chidi, Emeka’s family 

had spent a lot of money on this venture and had also been duped by con men. 

As he told Chidi and other Nigerians he met in Ivory Coast, he first landed in 

Gambia, where his ‘sponsors’ had arranged to help him get to Malta. At Malta, 

Emeka found himself in the next available flight back to Gambia. His 

documents, including the international passport and visas were counterfeit. He 

was deported. 

 

Chidi: Why have you people not left for the place…Libya or Italy or Spain or 

Holland? What is the problem?  

 

Emeka: We have been here for more than 6 months. The biggest problem now 

is cash. The money I came with has almost finished. These people charge a lot 

on hotel bills. They don’t even give us food. We used to go to town everyday to 

buy food. Not only that their food is bland or tasteless; it is equally very 

expensive. If I had known I would have brought some garri with me. This place 

is hell. Hunger is the biggest headache. You can’t believe that since we arrived 

here I have not tasted foofoo. I have lost weight and am confused. 

 

Chidi: But why have you people not left for your destination? 

 

Emeka: No way. We cannot board any plane here for Libya. They say we have 

no visa and it can take many months to get Libyan visa. So the only way to get 

there is by boat. We have to take a boat or ship, which they say is risky. These 

boats are jam-packed with people, like refugees or slaves. Sometimes the boats 

capsize and many victims perish in the waters. 

 

Chidi: What? I am lost! 

 

Emeka and Chidi developed cold feet. They were gripped by terrible fear and 

were confused. It was hard to take a decision. As they found themselves in this 
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dilemma, one other Nigerian named Jumbo approached the two boys and tried 

to find out why they were perplexed. Emeka narrated their ordeal. Jumbo 

laughed at them and was surprised the boys reasoned like kids. They had not 

been schooled in certain tricks he had mastered and was already putting these 

tricks into operation! However Emeka and Chidi ignored Jumbo and continued 

their conversation. 

 

Emeka: One of the boats that left last week sank in the high sea and no one 

survived. I am afraid to join them. That is why our group has remained here till 

today. We don’t know what to do? I don’t want to take the risk? If I die how 

will my parents survive? I am the eldest son of my siblings of 10 - 3 boys and 7 

girls.  They are all looking upon me for help. 

 

Chidi: Emeka, my own case is worse. I am the only son and my parents’ only 

hope! We may have to go back to Nigeria. But what will the villagers say? How 

will my father pay back all the borrowed money? What a disaster! 

 

Emeka: Go back to what place, Nigeria? Never! We have to continue the 

journey, no matter where we end up. There is no going back. They will laugh us 

to scorn. I will better die here than go back to Nigeria. I will do everything 

possible to survive! 

 

Who is Jumbo? He was from the Middle Belt region of Nigeria. As Emeka and 

Chidi came to know later, Jumbo had been in Ivory Coast for nearly 5 years. 

Like most of his counterparts who got stuck on the way and could not continue 

their journey to Europe or North America, Jumbo refused to return to Nigeria. 

He decided to ‘settle’ in Ivory Coast and never let his people or friends at home 

know. He came from a fairly rich family in Nigeria. His father was a police 

commissioner, and the mother a successful career secondary school teacher. 

Jumbo’s senior brother, Kidi Leramo, a naturalized American citizen, was living 

with his family in Atlanta Georgia. Their senior sister was married to army 

colonel and they were all doing well in Nigeria. 

 Jumbo has refused to further his education. His only ambition was ‘a way 

out of Nigeria’. As he could not be persuaded, the parents decided to let their 

intransigent son have his way. Every one contributed some money and Jumbo 

left in pursuit of his life ambition. His senior brother, Kidi was ready to 

welcome him into his family and help his brother learn a trade and settle in the 

United States. In fact Kidi and his wife had prepared a room where Jumbo 

would stay any time he arrived the United States. He had dispatched all the 

required documents that would help Jumbo obtain visa without tears from the 

United States Embassy  

 Jumbo had other plans. With good sum of money in his pockets he spent 

a lot of time with young women in the hotel where he lived. He met an Ivorian 
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girl, Trishia, who developed interest in the young Nigerian. Trishia had heard a 

lot about Nigeria and had in fact made friends with some Nigerian guys who 

settled down in Ivory Coast shortly before their departure to other countries. 

Without much ado she consented to Jumbo’s cravings for closer family 

relationship. She introduced Jumbo to her parents who welcomed the young 

suitor. 

 Jumbo soon moved to Trishia’s apartment where they lived together and 

started dating. She was working with a French construction company and 

earned a good salary. Jumbo recounted his stories and adventures, a mixture of 

lies and truth. His father was a political stalwart at Abuja and his mother and 3 

siblings were living in London. His mother was an employee in the Nigerian 

Consulate in London.  

 Jumbo was spending lavishly and each time he ran short of cash, he 

would phone his parents and friends and tell one story or another. He would 

claim he was calling from Dubai or one other Arab country. Once he demanded 

school fees since he had gained admission into one university in Hungary or 

Bulgaria. He was studying Business Administration and would graduate in a 

few years time. 

 Jumbo’s relationship with Trishia, however did not last. The lady 

discovered Jumbo was an untrustworthy person, a charlatan, an impostor, and 

drove him out of her house. Trishia, a decent and well-brought-up lady would 

have nothing to do with a young Nigerian guy whose true identity was shrouded 

in mystery.  

 

Journey to the ‘Promised Land’ 

 

Chidi and Emeka soon developed some good bond of friendship and started 

planning a strategy for survival. They severed relationship with their group and 

sought assistance from any Ivory Coast man they saw around. Unfortunately 

they did not understand French. They were angry that the people spoke little or 

no English. Both boys thought that all the people of the world spoke English! 

They were ignorant. 

 They must blame themselves if they failed to learn some French in 

secondary school in Nigeria. Educational authorities had always emphasized the 

need for Nigerians, young and old to have at least a smattering knowledge of a 

second international language, like French and Spanish. Young secondary 

school students in Nigeria never care a dime about learning French, spoken by 

our West African neighbors, like Togo, Guinea, Ivory Coast, Cameroon, Benin 

Republic, Senegal, Mali and others.  

 Millions of young Nigerian boys and girls who sit for West African 

School Certificate (WASC) examination every year never enroll for French. 

Those who care for further education are usually satisfied with passes in 
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religious and Islamic studies, Agricultural Science, Economics, Food Science, 

Geography, and others which they believe do not require extra efforts to pass. 

Most Nigerian secondary school students would safely do away with subjects 

like English Language, Mathematics, and the Sciences if these have not been 

declared ‘compulsory subjects’ by the examination board! 

 Most Nigerian students who eventually succeed in passing the basic 

exams for enrolment into the university take up studies in “Business 

Administration/Management, Political Science, Communication Studies and 

Broadcasting Technology” and such stuff. Someone who would build a career 

in communication has no knowledge of a second language, international or 

local! Isn’t it absurd? 

 Most Nigeria’s West African neighbors, politicians, businessmen, 

religious ministers and others who visit Nigeria do their best to speak English 

and address their audiences in good English. They never address Nigerians in 

French in which they are 100% fluent. Few Nigerians actually worry over such 

important issues that play major roles in international relations and 

development. Nigerians traveling abroad, especially to non-English speaking 

countries, must be ready for bitter experiences. 

Survival will definitely be tough. Communication will never be easy. 

Since Chidi and his friend vowed to continue their journey to the ‘Promised 

Land’, how were they going to cope with language barrier in Arab lands of 

Libya, Saudi Arabia, Algeria, Morocco, Egypt, Lebanon, Dubai and others, 

where large Nigerian communities often settle and engage in all sorts of 

business. What if their journey took them to Far East and Asiatic regions? 

There is no part of the world one does not find Nigerians in search of 

greener pastures. Go to Taiwan, Bangkok, Malaysia, Papua New Guinea, 

Nigerians are there. Turn to the coldest regions of the world, Scandinavian 

countries you find them there - Sweden, Finland, Denmark, Iceland and 

Norway. One may not fail to find Nigerians in Greenland and Iceland. Lately 

small Nigerian communities have started settling in North and South Korea, 

Vietnam and even Cambodia.  In Canada, Caribbean Islands and South 

American countries, who knows their number? 

What is one looking for in a country known as Cambodia? But this will 

inform you more about how desperate Nigerians can be. They are smart and 

desperate for survival, in search of greener pastures elsewhere when those at 

home are left to rot away! Cambodia is remembered for the country’s 

devastating civil war in the 70s and 80s, leading to massive genocide, hunger 

and death. It would sound like some people of the civilized world migrating and 

settling in the once-Republic of Biafra! 

Cambodia , officially known as the Kingdom of Cambodia, is a country 

located in the southern portion of the Indochina Peninsula in Southeast Asia,  

bordered by Thailand to the northwest, Laos to the northeast, Vietnam to the 

east, and the Gulf of Thailand to the southwest. Khmer Rouge is a name to be 
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well remembered and associated with chaotic government and organization.  

Literally translated as Red Khmers was the name given to the followers of the 

Communist Party of Kampuchea who were the ruling party in Cambodia from 

1975 to 1979, led by a brutal dictator named Pol Pot.  

 Kampuchea was the state as controlled by the government of the Khmer 

Rouge from 1975 to 1979. This organization is remembered primarily for its 

policy of social engineering, which resulted in genocide. Its attempts at 

agricultural reform led to widespread famine, while its insistence on absolute 

self-sufficiency, even in the supply of medicine, led to the deaths of thousands 

from treatable diseases (such as malaria). Arbitrary executions and torture 

carried out by its cadres against perceived subversive elements, or during purges 

of its own ranks between 1975 and 1978, made Cambodia one of the least of 

places on earth to visit or settle.  

Nigerians are found in Lesotho. Where is this country or state? Lesotho, 

officially the Kingdom of Lesotho and formerly known as Basutoland during 

the Dutch colonialist rule in Southern Africa, is a landlocked country and 

enclave, completely surrounded by its only neighboring country, the Republic 

of South Africa. It is just over 30,000 km
2
 in size with a population of 

approximately 2 million inhabitants.  Its capital and largest city is called 

Maseru. About 40% of the population is said to live below the international 

poverty line of US $1.25 a day.  

Another tiny island off the West African coasts does not escape the 

watchful eyes of Nigerian wanderers in search of better life opportunities. Some 

Nigerian youths, who were said to have been refused visas for entry into 

Canada, Italy and United States once decided to head to Cape Verde where 

they found a flourishing community doing some trade and business with the 

islanders and tourists.  Some engage in manicure business. Manicure is hand 

and nail cosmetic treatment, that usually involves shaping and polishing of  

fingernails, pushing back the cuticles, and treating rough skins. 

Cape Verde officially the Republic of Cape Verde is an island country, 

spanning an archipelago of 10 islands located in the central Atlantic Ocean, 570 

kilometers off the coast of Western Africa. The islands, covering a combined 

area of slightly over 4,000 square kilometers, are of volcanic origin and while 

three of them are fairly flat, sandy and dry, the remaining ones are generally 

rockier and have more vegetation. However, because of the infrequent 

occurrence of rainfall, the overall landscape is not particularly green.  

The previously uninhabited islands were discovered and colonized by the 

Portuguese in the 15th Century and became important in the Atlantic slave trade 

for their location. The islands' prosperity often attracted privateers and pirates. 

The decline in the slave trade in the 19th century, however resulted in an 

economic crisis for the islands. With few natural resources, and without strong 

sustainable investment from the Portuguese, the citizens grew increasingly 

discontent with the colonial masters who nevertheless, refused to provide the 
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local authorities with more autonomy. This discontent festered and culminated 

in 1975 when a movement originally led by one Amílcar Cabral achieved 

independence for the archipelago. 

The country has an estimated population (most of Creole ethnicity) of 

about 500,000, with its capital city Praia accounting for a quarter of its citizens. 

Nearly 38% of the population lives in rural areas according to the 2010 Cape 

Verdean census; about 20% lives below the poverty threshold  and the literacy 

rate is around 85%. The country has some notable economic growth and 

improvements of living conditions despite its lack of natural resources, and has 

garnered international recognition by other countries and international 

organizations which often provide development aid. Since 2007, Cape Verde 

has been classified as a developing nation. 

Nigerian students and young business men and adventurers are not 

newcomers to former Soviet Blocks like Hungary, Bulgaria, Slovenia, Czech 

Republic and Georgia.  Nigerian young men and women can be located at every 

nook and cranny of major and tiny cities of Italy and Greece.  Any black figure 

one meets in the streets of troubled countries like Kuwait, Iraq, Iran, Syria and 

Pakistan must be a Nigerian. If you are in doubt, ask a close friend. 

Irrespective of the heat being generated in some of these troubled nations 

and cities, Nigerians who find themselves there believe they found themselves 

in ‘promised land’ much better than their country of origin called Nigeria. 

Nigerian ‘refugees’ or ‘pilgrims’ were the last to be evacuated from Libya as the 

government of Muammur Ghadafi  finally crumbled. Whether these places are 

really better than Nigeria is an open question for the leaders of this big African 

nation. 

 

Flight into the Middle East 

 

Chidi and Emeka eventually negotiated with some newly found friends and 

business men in Ivory Coast and decided to head to Algeria. An Ivorian 

business man helped to prepare their papers to help the young men land safely 

in Algeria. It was not clear how they got the money for their journey. Life was 

not comfortable for the young men in Algeria, as stories of Nigerians in 

Algerian prisons terrified them. They believed stories that circulated there that 

most Nigerian youths caught in drug-trafficking in Islamic countries were 

usually executed without trial by their captors. Many Nigerians, they were told 

died by hanging in Saudi Arabia if they were convicted by an Islamic court.  

But it seemed both Chidi and Emeka parted ways in that Arab nation, 

Algeria. Perhaps Emeka turned his attention to Italy, Saudi Arabia, Turkey, 

Australia or New Zealand, who could guess?  Chidi however headed for Israel, 

where he found some job in a construction site in the Israel-occupied West Bank 

of Palestine.  He met some Nigerian men and women there who were already 

settled and were earning reasonable sums of money. It was easy to secure daily 
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well paid job at the massive settlement construction sites. Nigerian youths, 

working hard in Israel never cared about disturbances and conflicts between 

Palestinians and Jews in that region. Often minor conflicts developed into open 

wars and battles involving troops and civilians in both camps.     

Israeli contractors preferred hardworking Nigerians in the construction 

sites. They liked Nigerians, some they made group leaders and paymasters. It 

was the first time Chidi saved some little money for his parents and siblings at 

home. These were so happy to learn that their son and brother was alive and 

well and had not forgotten them. Hope started to rise again. Their son, the ‘Only 

Hope’ of the family, was after all not a failure. A big celebration marked the 

news that Chidi was alive and well in Israel. With some part of the money Uba 

and Mama Chidi bought some gifts which they presented to relatives and those 

who lent money to help Chidi travel to overseas. It was a welcome gesture. 

These ‘friends in need’ were assured that very soon their money would be 

returned to them in full without further delay.  

 

Deported to Greece 

 

Chidi’s joy and settlement in Israel was short-lived, as he was deported to 

Greece together with some foreigners who were said to have protested the 

‘illegal occupation of Palestinian land by Israel’. Chidi was not among the 

protesters. He was simply unlucky. Not knowing what fate held for him at that 

time, Chidi claimed he was from Greece. Greece was not the best of places for 

Nigerians. They said Greece economy was in shambles. In fact many Greek 

nationals, like Nigerians, had fled their fatherland to other countries of Europe, 

especially Germany and the Netherlands. Many Greek nationals have settled in 

Germany for more than 100 years. They specialize in hotel management and 

tourism and own many restaurants and casinos in Germany. 

 Another large community one finds in Germany comes from Turkey. 

Like Mexicans in America, Turkish nationals count the largest foreign 

community in Germany. They take up menial or unskilled jobs in Germany, 

including cleaning and transportation business. They have imported most of 

their Islamic culture into Germany. Large Islamic mosques compete with 

Christian churches all over Germany. Lately many young Turkish people and 

their German hosts have started to  inter-marry. 

 Many Nigerian youths are found all over Turkey. Some are said to 

engage in meaningful business like shipment of textiles, cars and other 

merchandise to Nigeria. Lately some young Nigerian sportsmen and women, 

including footballers are said to play in major Turkish leagues. They make 

money there and send some home to their people. 

 Sports and games is an area Nigerian youths seem to have excelled and 

have made names for their families, communities and Nigeria at large. Many 

Nigerian youths play in major European, American and Asian football leagues. 
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Some great footballers like Kanu Nwankwo, Omokachi, Taiwo, Mikel Obi and 

many others developed their talents overseas where they went in search of better 

life opportunities. Nigerians at home and abroad are proud of their sons who 

excel in games and sports, home and abroad. They have always wished that 

Nigerian leaders invested meaningfully in these areas so that many talented 

youths would engage in activities that would earn good name and prestige for 

fatherland Nigeria, instead of dishonor and shame. 

Chidi was in tears when he found himself in Athens, Greece. He was 

however consoled by the large presence of Nigerian community in Athens. He 

must however remain cautious since he didn’t know what awaited him in 

Greece. He regretted leaving Israel, thus losing his well-paid job there. There 

was no job in Greece and no sources of income. Greece nationals had not jobs 

and how could foreigners get one? 

 Some Nigerian youths Chidi had lived with narrated their ordeals in 

Greece. Police harassment of foreigners there was excessive and many 

Nigerians have been thrown into prison there. Many had stayed up to 10 years 

in jail without any hope of escape. Some have been forgotten by their relations 

in Nigeria who thought their sons and daughters were dead. One story circulated 

about a Nigerian young man who was almost beaten to death by a fellow 

Nigerian in Greece.  

 The young man, CY, short for Cyril, the story went, informed his friends 

from the same local government area of Imo state about his plans to visit home 

after 10 years of sojourn there. As their custom was, each begged him to accept 

some money for their people in the village. It was never easy sending money 

home to people using any official medium or bank. So Nigerians used to help 

themselves solve their problems by sending messages through someone visiting 

home. The young man accepted some reasonable amount of money and kept the 

list of owners.  

 Little did he know that one of their fellow friends had his own plans when 

he was visited lately in the evening before his departure!  The rogue under 

threat of death asked Cy to surrender the whole money he had collected, 

stabbing the terrified young man several times with a dagger. To save himself 

from further beating and death he gave the thief the money, and abandoned Cy 

in a pool of blood thinking he was dead. 

 Cy, almost breathing his last in the room and in a pool of blood sought for 

help. It took hours before neighbors realized what had taken place. The thief, 

himself believing Cy was dead headed for his apartment with the money. It did 

not take time before the news circulated among Nigerians in the community. Cy 

was alive and was able to recount his ordeal. He was able to name and identify 

his would-be-assassin, a friend and fellow country man he had dined with! Such 

stories are many to recount. They all expose strategies desperate people explore 

to get rich quickly, whatever the cost. 
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 In the face of these realities of life, there are people who take a lot of 

other risks to survive so that they would not be thought to be failures in life. 

Being weighed down by hunger, Chidi decided to join a small gang of 

mischievous lads from some other African countries who were in Greece in 

search of better life opportunities. The gang engaged in buying and selling of 

drugs and other illegal commodities. But there were grand masters or patrons 

who sponsored the young men or errand boys. The boys got their rewards, but 

were always abandoned when they got into trouble. 

 

Chidi in jail 

 

The risky business of drug-pushing yielded expected rewards but did not last. 

But it seemed that Chidi had forgotten his parents and siblings at home. He got 

caught up with promiscuous life with young Greek girls and foreign 

adventurers. He put a young Greek prostitute ‘in a family way’. There were too 

many such girls roaming about the Greek pubs. He had no alternative than to 

‘marry’ the girl, who after a few months gave birth to a baby girl, Nancy. 

 The popular Greek drug baron called ‘Hikesh’ dismissed Chidi from 

service when he heard that the guy was messing up his life with a Greek girl 

prostitute. Chidi was in hot soup! The wife was able to accommodate her newly 

acquired ‘husband’ in one-room apartment in a Greek suburb. She never treated 

Chidi well especially when they lacked cash. Worse still, the girl could no more 

engage herself in the former lucrative business. 

 Chidi could not swallow all the abuses from the beautiful wife, called 

Lizzy. The girl called him all sorts of names,” nigger, African monkey, and 

bastard.” One day they fought in their room. Chidi beat the devil out of her, not 

knowing that in Europe and America women are ‘sacred cows’. You dare not 

fight or beat a woman, no matter how provoked you are. Even if women spit on 

your face, you don’t even retaliate. You just clean or wash your face and back 

off. 

 Lizzy called police and Chidi was hand-cuffed and led away into jail. 

There was no trial. Foreigners in Greece, also referred to as ‘illegal aliens’, are 

not protected by any law. If such illegal immigrants die in Greece they are 

buried somewhere in the outskirts of the city, which could be called “bad bush” 

in Nigeria. Chidi languished in jail for 3 years. He never saw Lizzy again. But 

he later learnt that Lizzy handed their baby to a government family agency 

responsible for abandoned babies. She got back into her former business of 

prostitution. 

 Meanwhile a Nigerian friend of Chidi, named Brown, from Edo state had 

heard about Chidi’s ordeal and subsequent incarceration. He was very friendly 

with Chidi and also ran errands for the drug baron, Hikesh. Brown knew Chidi 

was an Igbo man from the East. He was able to contact Chidi’s family back in 
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Nigeria. He told the family that Chidi was in prison but could be released after 

some few years. 
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Chapter 3 

 

Chidi heads to Norway 

 

War raged in the family as the news of Chidi’s misfortunes reached the village. 

Uba was not happy with Mama Chidi. He felt betrayed by the woman. The 

expected fortune that would change the miserable life of Chidi’s family in the 

village had turned into a mirage. In fact the worst had happened. What a 

nightmare!  

 

Uba: This woman, devil incarnate, I told you that you have no brains. You 

failed to listen to me when I suggested that Chidi should join the army. You 

wanted him to become a millionaire in a short time. Now here we are. You said 

he would die in battle as a soldier! Now, where is the boy; dead or alive? Stupid 

woman! 

 

Mama Chidi: Yes, ye ye man! Yes! If Chidi had succeeded you would be 

rejoicing now. You would be throwing parties and taking titles. You will answer 

the father of a great son. Now I have to take the blame. Go and sit down. You 

don’t know yourself. 

 

(Uba, angry, trying to reach out and grab the wife’s throat) 

 

Mama Chidi: If you touch me, I knock off your head with this stick. If I grab 

my pestle; you will be a dead man. If you are crazy, come near me. ..Nonsense! 

 

(Uba backs down), snarling… 

 

Women are devils. They can put others into trouble. They have long throat. That 

was how Eve deceived Adam. I don’t know how I came to marry such a 

woman. I am unfortunate. She wanted too many children. When I told her we 

should stop and take care of those God had given us, she would not agree. She 

was never satisfied with one boy. Now our house is still filled with these girls. 

Who will marry them? Am I not finished? 

 

Mama Chidi: Go away! You are not ashamed of yourself. Are they not the 

fruits of your labor. Are you not the one who continues to pester me with your 

insatiable appetite for sex? Please go and pray to your God to forgive you. Chidi 

is not lost yet. You will see. He will return. All is not lost. The Jehovah I 

worship will not abandon me. 

 

Chidi leaves Greece 
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Having emerged from prison, Chidi never liked Greece any more. He feared for 

his life. He thought Lizzy was after him. He would not like to see her again. 

With the help of his friend Brown from Edo state, Chidi planned to head for 

Norway, one of the coldest parts of the Scandinavian regions of the world. He 

would not mind the climate, hot or cold.  He preferred any other region of the 

world, except Nigeria. 

 In fact the fear of returning to Nigeria, voluntarily or by deportation, had 

always haunted him. If he would ever return to Nigeria, he must have achieved 

a lot in life. He would return to Nigeria, great man. He would return with a lot 

of money and material wealth. In Nigeria he would ride a fleet of cars, Jeeps 

and Toyota brand cars. The people of his village will honor him with titles. The 

young Chidi will be ready to share his wealth with poorer people and offer their 

kids some sponsorship in schools and colleges. No! It was not yet time to return 

to Nigeria!  

 Chidi did not believe he had exhausted all the energy God has given him. 

He had not yet explored all his potentials. It was too early to give up trying. 

Maybe a few more trials would lead to great success and rewards. “Without the 

cross, there would be no resurrection”. “Where there is will, there is way”. 

With these and other words, Chidi tried to raise his spirits. 

 Norway was to be another part of the world to explore. Chidi had 

discussed with many adventurers he met in Arab lands and Greece. People of 

Norway, Finland, Sweden, Denmark and Iceland had been doing business with 

Nigerians since long. Most of the stockfish Nigerians, particularly Igbo people 

like so much are imported from these Icelandic nations. Sources from the 

Ministry of Commerce and Industry in Nigerian government confirmed that the 

country imports about 105 billion naira worth of fish every year to meet up with 

the rising demand for the commodity.  Stepping a foot there would not be a bad 

idea. It can be rewarding indeed. Before Chidi left for Norway, he decided to 

write his parents; assuring them he was alive and had not disappointed them. He 

had not forgotten them either. 

 

Dear Parents and Siblings… 

 

How are you? It is Chidi your son and brother writing you from overseas. I 

hope you are all well? You will be wondering why you have not heard from 

me for a long time now. Don’t worry. In fact the frog’s mouth is full of water 

and the frog can’t croak loudly any more. What I have seen and lived since I 

left you people cannot be told here, in these sheets of paper. In fact if I start 

writing them down, all the papers in this world will not contain them. I don’t 

even know where to start. 

 There are lots of problems facing all of us here who are not white 

people. These white people don’t like us, and most of us here are Nigerians. 
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They don’t like us because Nigerians here commit a lot of atrocities and they 

languish in jail. Many spend many years in jail here. Their parents at home 

think they are doing some reasonable job here and making a decent living. It 

is not easy. I have also been a victim. I spent at least 3 years in prison in 

Greece. I would have died there. Only God saved my life. 

 The police and security officials here are always after us. Even when 

we have not done anything bad, the police harass us. Sometimes deep in the 

night, when we are sleeping they come and wake us up, search our rooms and 

everything we possess. They say we are criminals and must leave their country 

alive or dead.  

 Nigerians are not safe here. Even when guys from other countries 

commit crimes they believe Nigerians have done it. When some of the bad 

guys from other places are caught, they claim to be Nigerians. This has 

landed us always in hot soup and our image here has been dented, if not 

permanently damaged. 

 You people may be expecting me back soon. I don’t think it is possible. 

How can I return home penniless? I haven’t even one kobo with me now. But 

if you insist that I return, instead of dying here, you people must send me 

some money.  

 My worst problem is hunger. There is no day one can eat even one 

square meal. Sometimes they employ us to wash plates in their hotels or wash 

public toilets. After doing all that, what they pay us is not even up to a chicken 

feed. The only consolation is that we gather some scraps of food they call left-

overs and eat, so that we don’t starve to death. Their food is not the type we 

take at home. Often we get stomach upset after eating their food. 

 You can’t find ‘garri’ or ‘akpu’ here. No egusi or okro or ogbono soup. 

There are no plantains and akamu or akara. They have no yams or beans. 

The type of bread they eat here is as hard as stone. You may lose your teeth 

while trying to bite a small piece. Even when you succeed in biting off a scrap, 

it is hard to swallow. It is even as bitter as cola nuts or bitter leaf. We are 

dying of hunger here and you people may not believe me. But this is the bitter 

truth. Most Nigerian youths here have bitten off a chew they cannot swallow. 

 Another problem here is a place to sleep. We have no home we can call 

ours where one can comfortably take a sound nap for a few hours.  Can you 

believe that about 20 of us sleep in one small apartment that cannot take more 

than 2 goats in our village in Nigeria? Every evening we look for a place to 

sleep. God is truly merciful. Most of us don’t get sick. But I know that any of 

us that gets seriously sick will die here and nobody will even care to cover him 

with sand. The people we meet in these places are completely indifferent to 

what is happening to others. Nobody cares to separate those who fight here 

unless police arrived. People go about their business and don’t meddle in 

others’ affairs.  
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 Please, my dear parents, I have written you this long letetr so that you 

will know the true position of things with me. I don’t want to deceive you and 

tell you that I am doing great here when it is not true. I have not given up 

hope anyway. That’s why I am trying now to get a connection so that I can try 

my luck again somewhere they call Norway. Please continue to pray for me. 

Good bye till you hear from me again. 

 

Your son, Chidi. 

 

Chidi got connected to a man who promised to help him get to Norway. He was 

to follow the instructions given to him meticulously.  After receiving his pay, 

the Greek man who was introduced to Chidi by a Nigerian also living in Athens 

dished out the guidelines which Chidi must adhere to unmistakably.  

 

Boy, there are lots of risks in this business. But you must do your best. This 

international passport (he shows it to Chidi) is not genuine, let me warn you. It 

has been prepared specially for you. It bears your name and some other fake 

data too, all prepared to help you.  

 You are traveling to Amsterdam, Netherlands first. We have arranged for 

someone to pick you up when you arrive at the airport. This fellow, a black guy 

who speaks Dutch very well will help you at the customs. You will stay with him 

for a few days until the arrangements for your journey to Oslo are completed. 

 You may arrive Oslo, Norway by sea. At the borders some people will 

come to help you. We are in communication with these people. You will assume 

a refugee status when you are questioned by the customs officials. You must tell 

them you are from Nigeria. Your family is Christian and victims of Islamic 

terrorist massacres in Nigeria. You are the only surviving member of your 

family after devastating attacks by the Islamic gang at Christian churches in 

Northern Nigeria. 

 The customs’ people may take away your passport from you and arrange 

for your lodging in a refugee center established for people seeking for political 

asylum in the Scandinavian countries. After the documentations are completed 

you are safe and should be able to take care of yourself there for the rest of your 

sojourn in that region. Good luck! Take care of yourself and bye for now! 

 

In Norway 

 

Chidi, although happy that he was leaving Greece finally had mixed feelings, 

knowing not what awaited him next in that unknown region of the world. Will 

he survive the ordeal in case he was not lucky and was thrown into jail? Who 

would tell his parents? However, Chidi was by now getting acclimatized to the 

weather conditions as well as harsh financial and social conditions he has to put 

up with in these places he has visited. He was becoming matured and always 
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ready to take risks. After saying some few prayers, Chidi embarked on his next 

mission to Norway.  He collected the addresses and phone numbers of the two 

men who helped him. 

 It looked like a miracle. Everything worked out as he was instructed. 

There were no hitches at the airports at Amsterdam and at the Oslo seaport. 

Chidi was so lucky and happy even though he was not sure whether his live 

would change for the best there. Will he be able to make enough money and 

travel back to Nigeria, behold his parents and people again? Since luck has 

crowned him with success so far, luck will continue to follow him all the days 

of his life. These were Chidi’s wishes. Surely if wishes were horses, beggars 

would ride!   

 Life in the refugee camp was lousy and miserable. The ‘refugees’ were 

not allowed to leave the camp any time of the day and night. It was like another 

prison, Chidi thought. Food was provided in abundance, but he never enjoyed 

any bit of it. In the morning the inmates were served with hot soup. At noon 

they received some slices of cooked or baked potatoes eaten with stew. In the 

evening the ‘prisoners’ ate some bread with butter and hot tea. Chidi wanted 

heavier food like foo foo, yams, beans and plantains. Unfortunately these are 

not found in the white man’s menu. 

 The lodgment room or ‘dormitories’ were good; better than what Chidi 

had ever seen since he left Nigeria, some 10 years ago! Three ‘boys’ shared one 

big room and a parlor. The rooms were well furnished and well taken care of. 

Red Cross people took care of the camp and were very nice to foreigners. 

Unfortunately the inmates received no cash gifts. They were never given any 

pocket money. There were at the ‘visitors’ leisure, clothing materials and shoes 

of different sizes and brands.  

The ‘asylums people’, as the workers addressed the foreigners were 

however free to put down in writing anything they wanted to buy. They were 

given small note books or jotters for recording their needs. These were regularly 

bought and handed over to the boys.  

 “Can one survive in this foreign land without cash?” Chidi started asking 

himself one day. He needed a mobile phone to communicate with his friends. 

No! That was a big luxury for such prisoners. Would they protest? That will be 

dangerous to imagine. 

 

Chidi gets a new friend, Lydia 

 

One of the Red Cross aids who served at the camp one day noticed that Chidi 

was not feeling happy and approached him requesting to know what was wrong. 

Chidi did not hesitate to narrate his story from the scratch. He did not skip any 

detail. He told Lydia about his family in the village, in Africa, his sojourn in 

Ivory Coast and in Arab lands, Greece and finally in Norway. Chidi narrated his 

relationships with Lizzy and how they got a baby girl. 
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 Lydia did not hide her affection for Chidi, even though she was a college 

graduate, preparing for nursing studies. Chidi was a semi-illiterate ‘refugee’ 

seeking ‘political asylum’ in Norway. Fortunately Lydia spoke good English 

and could converse freely with Chidi who spoke Pidgin English. She promised 

to help Chidi and to make his life in Norway a happy one.  

 Chidi was excited about this new relationship with Lydia. If the girl 

would agree they would marry and one day visit Nigeria. More interesting to 

Chidi, too was the news that Lydia’s family was a wealthy one. Lydia’s father 

was a senator in the parliament. Her mother was a medical doctor. Lydia had 

two other brothers, Jimmy, 26 and Cain, 24. Lydia was then 21. Both Chidi and 

Lydia were however afraid that her parents would not favor their relationship. 

Lydia was, no doub,t a well ‘polished’, intelligent and very pretty girl. 

But what would such a pearl be doing with a wretched African black boy. 

Developing relationship with such a foreigner, whose identity is shrouded in 

mystery, would be ‘anathema’. No one in Lydia’s family would support it. 

 But they say Europeans don’t think like Africans. They have their own 

‘strange’ ethos, namely, fundamental traits, typically expressed in attitudes, 

habits and beliefs. For example, when a boy or a girl in European family is 18 

years old, he or she automatically becomes ‘independent’. She could leave the 

family and settle on her own elsewhere. She doesn’t need to consult parents for 

anything. She is free to do whatever she wants. 

 It is not the same in Africa. In a typical African village this big unmarried 

girl or boy, 35 or 40 still lives with the parents. She is fed by the parents and 

receives pocket money from parents too if these are rich. She must get 

permission from parents before she stays away from family circles for even a 

few days. 

 In Europe and America, they say, if a lady of 18 must stay with parents, 

she must contribute some money for feeding and lodging. Nothing is free. These 

cultural differences may work out for the best interest of Lydia and Chidi. 

Chidi’s parents were no where around to poke nose into his affairs here. Chidi 

had no intention even consulting with his people in Africa. 

 When Lydia eventually told her parents about his new relationships with 

the African boy, they had no objection. Lydia was of age and could take her 

decisions and manage her life as she wished. So Chidi was able to visit her new 

girl friend at their home when he wanted.  

 

The Lady, Lydia 

 

Most Nigerian young men who married white girls have always told stories 

about their good relationships with white girls. The girls are usually honest and 

sincere, but hate deception. One Igbo young man, called Bunker (his real name, 

Tony Udaigwe), who found himself in a terrible situation in Germany, had 
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never stopped telling stories of how his German girl friend Fraulein Nadir 

Weber saved his life.  

 Tony was an illegal alien in Germany and was about to be deported to 

Nigeria when he fell sick and was diagnosed with tuberculosis. The merciful 

Germans decided to treat the disease before deporting the hospitalized young 

man. It was in the hospital that Nadir met the sick Tony and decided to help out 

as a ‘Good Samaritan’. A well-paid registered nurse, Nadir settled Tony’s 

hospital bill and they became friends. She helped him complete all paper-works 

at both Home Office in Berlin and in the German Embassy in Nigeria. They 

later married.  

 There were happy celebrations in Tony’s family in the village when news 

came that their son was still alive and well in Germany. The last they heard 

from him was about 3 years back when he caught ill and was hospitalized. But 

before that unfortunate incident Tony had never reported any progress in the 

white man’s land. He could not send a dime home and always complained of 

difficult times in Germany until suddenly Nadir changed his life.  

 

A phone rang in Bunker’s home in the village and the following conversation 

followed. It was an exciting moment for all the members of the family who had 

anxiously expected to hear from their son. 

 

Tony: Hallo! Hallo! Are you there? It is Tony. It is Bunker speaking. I am 

calling from Germany. Are you hearing me? 

 

Flora: (Tony’s senior sister). Hallo! Hallo! Yes. I am hearing you. Are you 

really Tony? O My God! Is this your voice? A miracle has happened. Mama, 

Papa, Ogechi, Ifeoma, Uzochukwu, come and listen; it is Tony calling from 

Germany! He is alive. Halleluia! 

 

They all gathered hurriedly as Flora put on the phone speaker so that all would 

hear the voice of their brother and son. 

 

Tony: It is Tony your son and brother. I am well. I want to let you know that I 

am planning to visit home soon with my wife. She is standing by me now and 

will soon speak to you. We will be visiting home soon and Nadir, my wife is 

very anxious to see all of you. I have told her everything about you people. 

 

Maduike (Tony’s father): Wife? Has he married? Is that possible? Is that really 

his voice? If so, I thank God for being so merciful. I thought my son had 

perished abroad and must have been buried there. I never thought I would see 

him with my two naked eyes again. 
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Tony: Papa, don’t worry. It is all well. You will soon see me. I am very glad 

that you and mama are doing well and all my brothers and sisters. Now please 

listen to Nadir. 

 

Nadir: Good day to all of you. I am Nadir Weber, Tony’s friend. I can’t narrate 

the entire story and encounter with Tony now and on the phone. We are 

planning to visit Nigeria, Africa and I am excited to meet all of you. Good Bye. 

Auswiedersehen! (See you again). Till then! 

 

As the parents and siblings started withdrawing and talking excitedly, Tony and 

Flora continued the conversation. Tony gave her instructions and details of 

other arrangements concerning their homecoming. And at the end, he added. 

 

Tony: Flora, my sister, I told you the other day I spoke to you that white people 

are good, especially their young women. If they say they love you; they mean it. 

“In fact, their ‘yes’ is ‘yes’; their ‘no’ is ‘no’. They are sincere and do not lie 

like us. They have nothing to hide. Nadir is an angel, a guardian angel God sent 

to rescue me from death. She paid all the hospital bills, the food I eat and sees 

about our lodging and everything. Who am I to have discovered a treasure like 

this? I will not die again; I can’t believe how lucky I have been! I will speak to 

you again later. Bye for now! 

 

Life in Oslo, Norway 

 

At last the new relationship with Lydia brought Chidi’s ‘incarceration’ in the 

Red Cross camp to an end. He was free and could settle down with Lydia in the 

small apartment building they rented in an Oslo suburb.  

Norway has a population of about 4.8 million and covers an area of 

385,155 square kilometers. Oslo is a municipality, and the capital and most 

populous city of Norway. After the dissolution of personal union between 

Norway and Sweden, the city reclaimed its original Norwegian name, Oslo. 

Oslo is the cultural, scientific, economic and governmental centre of 

Norway. The city is also a hub of Norwegian trade, banking, industry and 

shipping. It is an important centre for maritime industries and maritime trade in 

Europe. The city is home to many companies within the maritime sector, some 

of which are amongst the world's largest shipping companies, shipbrokers and 

maritime insurance brokers. Oslo is a pilot city of the Council of Europe and the 

European Commission intercultural cities programme. 

Oslo is considered a global city and ranked "Beta World City" in studies 

performed by the Globalization and World Cities Study Group and Network in 

2008. It was ranked number one in terms of quality of life among European 

large cities in the European Cities of the Future 2012 report by City Magazine.
 
 

For several years, Oslo has been listed as one of the most expensive cities in the 
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world along with such other global cities, as Zurich, Geneva, Copenhagen, 

Paris, and Tokyo. In 2009, however, Oslo regained its status as the world's most 

expensive city. A survey conducted by ECA International in 2011 placed Oslo 

2nd after Tokyo. 

As of 2010 the metropolitan area of Oslo has a population of 1,442,318, 

of whom 912,046
.
 live in the contiguous conurbation. The population currently 

increases at record rates, making it the fastest growing city in Europe. This 

growth stems for the most part from immigration and high birth rates among 

immigrants, but also from intra-national migration.  

It was interesting to note that Chidi felt at home in Oslo. A short look at 

the nation’s history shows that it is a busy city with cultural, economic and 

political importance. Chidi met a lot of foreigners and immigrants, as well as 

black people in the streets. He was sure some of the blacks he must have seen in 

the places he worked were Nigerians. You could bet him! 

One day, Chidi was taking a walk with a white friend he first met at a 

street market. They passed three men who were discussing at the top of their 

voices. He noticed they spoke Igbo language. He could not afford to miss that 

opportunity to make new friends in that part of the world. He suddenly stopped; 

excused himself and took a short leave from his white friend for a minute. 

 

Chidi: (loud in Nigerian Pidgin English): “How una do, friends? Are you 

country men? Una de speak my country language. Are you Igbo? 

 

The three men stopped and one seemed to confirm their suspicion. They had 

started talking about Chidi when they sighted him with the white girl. One said 

to the other two. 

 

No bi wetin I tell una. Him kom from Naija. I don tel una. As him de waka, he 

kom from Naija. They laughed and continued their conversation.  

 

As Lydia was completing her studies as a nurse, she had secured a small job for 

Chidi at a cardboard manufacturing company. Chidi’s pay was not much, but he 

was happy he had some pocket money. He didn’t need to depend on Lydia for 

everything he needed. It would be nice to make Norway a second home, Chidi 

thought. The population is not big and work opportunities are abundant. Chidi 

would marry Lydia and live happily with her. They would raise their kids there 

and visit Nigerian once a year. His parents and people in the village will be 

happy to see their son return with a white lady and perhaps with two or more 

children. Chidi would not like to raise up many children like his parents. It was 

of course clear to him that most white women don’t like many children. One 

child, or highest two would do for them. 

Lydia was very happy with her new boyfriend. Chidi looked different 

from many black boys she had met in Norway. She had in fact dated one black 
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boy that came from Ghana, she recounted to Chidi one day. Lydia parted with 

the Ghana boy, Akufo, because he lied to her. Lydia did not know that Akufo 

was dating two other white girls, when he assured her that he had no other girl 

friend. One day Lydia caught them and that was the end of the relationship. 

“How can this happen,” Lydia lamented. “I trusted him. I did not know he was 

cheating on me. He was a rogue. In fact since that time I vowed never to trust 

men, white or black.” 

The Ghanaian and the Norwegian dated for 3 years and Lydia had 

surrendered herself to the boy, Akufo as if they were already married. In Europe 

and America, the word is ‘dating’. This actually means the activity of going out 

regularly with somebody as a social or romantic partner. In Africa and Nigeria, 

dating is done secretly. But the whites take the sexual or romantic activities that 

go with dating as prelude to marriage. Unfortunately most dating doesn’t end up 

in marriage. Sometimes the relationship is quickly broken as fast as it began. 

The women are often victims of men’s insatiable lust for romantic pleasure. 

As Lydia recounted her disappointments with Akufo, she continually 

stared Chidi in the face, and was like asking, “will you treat me like Akufo did?’ 

Chidi swore he would never do that. White people in general tell the truth about 

their private life. They rarely tell lies. They answer most questions put to them 

about their private life, which black people rarely do. Chidi had already started 

thinking and doing like white people. 

He questioned Lydia further about her relationship with Akufo. 

 

Chidi: You said you dated Akufo for a period of 3 years? 

Lydia Yep! 

Chidi: How often were you sleeping together during the 3 years? 

Lydia: Not so often. Sometimes we went to drink. Some other times I passed a 

night at his home. We never did anything when he visited me at my home. 

Chidi: About how many times did you do it with him? 

Lydia: Not so much. 

Chidi: About? 

Lydia: 15 times, I guess. 

Chidi: 15 times! That’s much. 

Lydia. Not so. For a period of 3 years that was not much. 

Chidi. Okay. But did you get a baby for him? 

Lydia: No! No such thing. I took care of myself. I tried to tell him, we could 

have a baby only  after marriage and he agreed. 

Chidi: Did you love Akufo? 

Lydia: Yep! 

Chidi: Still now? 

Lydia: No way! I hate him now. 

Chidi: Do you miss him? 

Lydia: Yep. Of course! 
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Chidi was impressed with the way Lydia comported herself and spoke freely 

about her private life. He in turn would tell her all about his own life, family in 

Africa, sojourn in many places and about relationship with Lizzy in Greece. 

Both would forgive each other. They fooled around and learnt their lessons. It 

may become the tale of ‘birds of the same feather!’ 

 

Their first baby 

 

Events passed fast. Court wedding was organized and the young couple started 

family life. Lydia did not object to Chidi’s request to send some money home to 

parents in Africa. Most white girls don’t like that. They like to keep their 

income together. They save precisely for their young family.  

 Chidi let his family know about his new friend and wife, Lydia. His 

parents were happy that their son, their only hope was alive and well. They 

could not help singing praises to God and God will not allow their hope to be 

shattered. Chidi was calling and chatting with them regularly on phone at least 

once a week. He promised to visit home, if possible with his wife, when they 

have saved enough cash. He was already contemplating buying some articles of 

clothing, shoes, hand bags, television sets and laptop computers for shipment to 

Africa. He would not fail to send too some food stuffs, toilet soaps and creams 

to the family. 

 Lydia gave birth to a baby boy, which Chidi named ‘Munachi’ (in full 

‘Munachimso’ – ‘My God is always at my side). What a beautiful name! Lydia 

did not object to that name. She suggested another name ‘Otto’, a familiar 

Scandinavian name. They called the baby boy “Otto Munachi Chidi Uba”. 

 Munachi is her mother from head to toe. But the boy has a completely 

black hair. He produces dimples in his cheeks just like Chidi when he smiles or 

laughs. Dimples are naturally occurring and slightly indented area in the skin 

and flesh of the cheek, chin, or other part of the body. Both black and white 

people all over the world admire those who have dimples.  Munachi’s pointed 

nose is that of the mother, as well as the blue eyes. Both parents are proud of 

their son. 

 

Raising their first kid: 

 

Chidi did not stay long with Lizzy in Athens. He had not learnt to ‘baby-sit’ as 

the custom is in Europe. It would be a hard nut for Chidi to crack. He was the 

only son of his parents. Many maids or ‘baby-sitters’ took care of his 9 sisters in 

the village. Chidi the only son never learnt to do some usual domestic chores 

like fetching firewood, water and general washing and cleaning. He was a 

pampered lad. Chidi never learnt to cook; even how to boil water. He was 

invited by the mother and sisters when food was ready. 
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 Chidi never saw any time his father washed his own clothes or entered 

the kitchen. Even though Uba and Mama Chidi quarreled often, the wife served 

the husband like a house girl would. She called him ‘Nna m ukwu’, ‘Master’. 

Often, when the girls were not around Mama Chidi would present her husband 

with water for hand washing before foo foo was taken, and after meals, too. She 

presents him with small towel or piece of cloth to wipe his hands after meals.  

 This is not the European culture. In Europe, the man serves too and is as 

busy as the wife. They share the household tasks, including baby-sitting, or 

taking care of the baby, immediately it is born. The man must take his turn 

feeding the baby, changing the diaper and keeping ‘night vigil’ if the baby 

becomes unruly at night. The man must cook and wash and clean plates. He 

may prepare the tea and serve his wife. 

 There are other customs and expressions of love between husbands and 

wives in Europe that may sound funny and ridiculous to Africans. Chidi has 

seen such actions he thought are mere infatuations, obsession, passion or craze. 

Husbands must kiss their wives regularly, even early mornings to assure their 

love. A good husband may not miss purchasing flowers for his wife while 

returning from work. “Honey” is the usual pet name and not “Papa or Mama 

Chidi”. 

 Sometimes couples, no matter their income take weekend vacation and 

lodge in seaside hotels to have private time. They go swimming and walk about 

in pants and bras along the shores of the sea, often half-naked. They visit parks 

and enjoy the sun, while caressing or fumbling in ecstasy. Are they really crazy, 

spending lots of money and time in useless activities?  

 These thoughts never amused Chidi really. He was worried, especially 

when he noticed that Lydia was a ‘typical white lady’ who expected him to treat 

her like a queen. Chidi had so many other worries which white people do not 

entertain. White people don’t worry about families, extended-families, in-laws 

and relations who expect financial support from a rich member of the family or 

any close friend or brother overseas. 

 With the little money he got from his job, Chidi had already undertaken 

to sponsor two of his junior sisters in the university in Nigeria. His parents had 

insisted that the girls graduate from a higher institution of learning so that they 

could get good husbands. It was not easy for uneducated village girls in Nigeria 

to get good husbands. Uneducated ones often end up becoming second or third 

wives. They have no option than to engage men who may be older than their 

fathers! 

 To complicate matters for Chidi, one of his cousins (from the mother’s 

side) had been writing and phoning him. His name was Ekene. He wanted to 

come over and join Chidi in Europe. He wanted to become great and rich like 

Chidi. One day he called Chidi and they talked. 
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Ekene: Uncle Chidi, please I wanted to know how far you have gone with my 

request. 

 

Chidi: What request? 

 

Ekene: You remember I asked you to help me join you in Europe. If it is not 

possible there, you can help me travel to South Africa or Malaysia. Most of my 

friends are now in these places. They have been brought over there by their 

friends and uncles who are already there. They are all doing well there. Can’t 

you help me?  

 

(Talking to himself, Chidi murmured); these boys are really crazy. What does 

this boy think? They think that Europe is paradise”. Then he addresses Ekene.  

 

Chidi: I don’t understand what you mean. Do you think that coming over here 

will solve all your problems? It is not easy. If I recount to you what I have been 

putting up with here, you will stop your dreams. You better finish your studies 

and find something better to do in Nigeria. 

 

Ekene: So you don’t want to help me, uncle? I will ask my father and anti 

Ijeoma to speak to you. 

 

Chidi: You people should stop wasting your time. You must find something 

doing. You think it is easy being here. In disgust he switched off the phone and 

sat down contemplating what next to do. 

 

Thoughts of leaving Norway 

 

Chidi was not feeling comfortable living with Lydia. The lady wasn’t treating 

him badly anyway; but Chidi didn’t like her expectations and lifestyle. Chidi 

thought she was wasting money on useless things. She was not helping him as 

he expected to support the family in Africa. 

 Chidi got in touch with one of his friends, named George in South 

Africa. George ended his educational career with Chidi in the community 

secondary school in their village. It wasn’t a good high school by any standard. 

But both managed to graduate and looked for somewhere to make ends meet. 

While Chidi left for Ivory Coast, George headed to South Africa. Another friend 

of theirs, David found his way to Italy. It was interesting hearing from his 

friends in South Africa and Italy. 

 When Chidi informed David he was contemplating leaving Norway for 

Italy, his friend did not hesitate warning him never to embark on such 

adventure. He told him how difficult life was for Nigerians in Italy. In the first 
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place, he told Chidi that up to 1000 Nigerian youths were serving various prison 

sentences in Italy. Most of them got involved in drug trafficking. 

 David gave Chidi a quick picture of what life looked like in Padova 

(Padua), a city in Italy where most Nigerian youths reside. Padova is usually 

the first port of call immediately Nigerians arrive at the shores of Italy, either by 

sea or air. They don’t stay long in Rome, because that capital city is too hot for 

Nigerians. The Italian police often fight street battles with Nigerian drug-

pushers. The police even fear Nigerians when called to arrest the illegal 

immigrants and criminals that parade the cities. 

 In Padova city as Chidi was sad to learn, the Nigerian community has no 

good reputation. They don’t obey the laws of the land. In a typical living 

apartment, which normally would take a family of 4, Nigerian families of 10 or 

more squeeze themselves into any available space they discover! “The living 

conditions are nothing but miserable” said David. 

 The men buy and sell drugs while their women remain at home with kids. 

There is no work for the owners of the land. How can illegal aliens get work? 

The police are always after drug-pushers. Those caught (and they are always 

many) land in jails. Some perish there and their wives become widows! 

In the city of Napoli (Naples), the story is almost the same. Many 

Nigerian youths live in squalor conditions there. There is no job, but stranded 

Nigerians take refuge in that city. They are mostly youths who were deceived 

into believing that paradise exists somewhere in Italy, near the eternal city, 

Rome! 

Rome can never offer the best refuge to Nigerian young men. Here 

Nigerian women feel much more comfortable. They get easy income in the 

streets of Rome where they engage in prostitution. David made Chidi 

understand that at least 8 out of 10 Nigerian women living in Rome are 

prostitutes. That was most shocking news and enough for Chidi to abandon the 

dream of going to Rome to search for a greener pasture. 

Before abandoning the whole idea of giving another worthy location on 

the globe a trail, he connected with George in South Africa. George narrated a 

similar story of life in South Africa. South Africans, mostly blacks didn’t like 

Nigerians at all. They regarded Nigerians as interlopers who come to South 

Africa to reap where they didn’t sow. In fact most Nigerian youths in South 

Africa are more successful in business than black Africans there. Many well-

known Nigerian wealthy men and politicians have a lot of investments in South 

Africa. Some of them run hotel business and other fast-money ventures. It is 

said that investments in South Africa, owned by very wealthy Nigerians 

measure in billions of dollars. These offer employment to South Africans and 

Nigerians who have settled in the African nation. 

The level of hatred South Africans have for Nigerians in their country, 

however often extends to serious physical attacks along the streets and in living 

apartments. Many Nigerian youths have been cruelly murdered in South Africa. 
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But that never deterred Nigerians from migrating to South in search of greener 

pastures. Most are always ready to take the risks. 

With strong presence of Nigerian business community in South Africa, 

some young Nigerians have found another exciting business in area of religion 

and church. Many Nigerian pastors and church ministers have succeeded in 

founding new Pentecostal churches with good and ever-increasing membership.  

South Africa is a fertile land for Pentecostal Zionist Churches. Many 

decades of apartheid rule in that African nation made black Africans form 

separatist church groups that served nothing more than greater autonomy in 

religion which they could not get in political struggles for majority rule and 

independence. In a total reaction to the colonial situation, religious resistance 

became a substitute or safety-valve for forbidden protests.  

In England most of these churches attract membership from both black 

and white communities. In London a Nigerian couple runs one of the most 

flourishing Pentecostal churches in the city. Their mode of worship is typically 

Nigerian and African. Loud chorus singing and healing ministries feature 

abundantly. Special prayer ministers and ‘warriors’ help new immigrants who 

get into trouble with immigration officials and police. Some of the ‘registered’ 

church organizations organize mass wedding ceremonies between black men 

and white women who thereby gain permanent residency in Britain. 

As there is naturally shortage of husbands in the modern society in all 

places, desperate unmarried women embrace new settlers in their lands with 

open arms. Most of the young black African men accept such marital unions, 

not out of love; it’s also a strategy for survival in hostile societies where 

qualifications for jobs are stringent for immigrants. So some rigorous ways and 

means are invented in these regions to help job seekers settle down and plan 

their lives. In a telephone conversation George suggested to Chidi to give a trail 

to Bangkok. 

 

George: Chidi why not try Bankok? It is a great city where a teeming 

population of young Nigerians had started building up recently. Bangkok is the 

capital city and largest urban area in Thailand. It is by far the most densely 

populated city in Thailand with about 12 million people. Because of its strategic 

location in South-East Asia, Siam (later Thailand) acted as a buffer-zone 

between the French and British colonial empires. Bangkok itself has gained a 

reputation as an independent, dynamic and influential city. 

 

Chidi: But I heard that those Asians don’t like foreigners. In fact some one had 

told me that some Nigerians are languishing in prison there and some were 

deported to their native lands almost immediately they arrived in Thailand. 

Could the story be false? 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Thailand
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George: I don’t know much about the activities of foreigners or Nigerians there 

or why they might be badly treated. One thing is certain. Bangkok is the 

political, social and economic centre of Thailand, and one of the leading cities 

in Southeast Asia. As a result of the Asian investment boom of the early 80s and 

90s, many multinational corporations make their regional headquarters in 

Bangkok and the city is a regional force in finance and business. Its increasing 

influence on global politics, culture, fashion and entertainment underlines its 

status as a first class city.  In 2009, it was the second most expensive city in 

South-East Asia behind Singapore.  

 

Chidi: But I would like to know whether there are job opportunities there. Is the 

place conducive for certain business ventures that can yield quick money? You 

understand what I mean? 

 

George: I understand what you mean but for certain Bankok’s rapid 

modernization, reflected in the cityscape, and the urban society with hundreds 

of Buddhist temples draw about 10 million international visitors each year, 

second only to London. I am sure every type of business thrives there.  

 

Chidi: Can you tell me possible obstacles or dangers one could face there on 

arrival or sojourn there?  

 

George: Entry into Thailand and Bangkok is easy for many Nigerians who wish 

to visit the Asian region. Many Nigerian business men actually visit Bangkok to 

buy goods and sell in Nigeria. The Asian business men welcome such business 

ventures with foreign partners. But passport and visa control by the police used 

to be very stiff, however. Visitors must register with what they call ‘Homeland 

Security’ immediately they set foot on Thailand soil. Visitors’ movements are 

well monitored by the Thai police. Any one who broke the immigration laws 

received heavy financial penalty or jail sentence. But the fine must be paid even 

before a victim is finally deported. 

 

Bangkok could have attracted Chidi’s attention, but one incident George related 

to him in fact, discouraged Chidi.
 

 

George: One early morning on that fateful day, many Nigerians, who broke the 

law, were taken by big surprise. The police swooped on a group of them in their 

hotel and gave them a marching order from the hotel to a waiting airport bus. 

None of them was allowed a minute to collect their belongings. They found 

themselves next at Murtala Mohammed Airport, Lagos!  As the story went some 

die-hard guys who noticed the unfriendly faces of the armed police from their 

hotel windows, smelt rat. They took flight immediately the police approached 

the hotel gates.  Some were said to have jumped from the windows of the many-

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Politics_of_Thailand
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Economy_of_Thailand
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tiger_Cub_Economies
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Multinational_corporations
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storied hotel. They disappeared into the neighborhoods with broken legs, ankles 

and heads! 

 

Malaysia is another flourishing region for many adventurous Nigerian youths. 

Many Nigerians live and work in Malaysia. Chidi learnt that many respectable 

Nigerian business men, agriculturists, surveyors and engineers visit Malaysia 

regularly. Some are government representatives. Malaysia is famous for her 

palm oil and palm kernel trade with Nigeria. 

Much older generation of Nigerians remember with painful nostalgia how 

Nigeria once led the whole world in palm oil, groundnut and cotton wool 

industry and trade. Palm tree is an economic tree with which God blessed 

Nigeria, and those days Nigeria exported palm kernel and palm oil to many 

countries of Europe, America and Asia. Wild and domestically planted palm 

trees abundantly grow in every inch of soil in Southern parts of Nigeria. Those 

days Malaysian farmers and industrialists came to Nigeria to learn how to 

develop the palm oil industry in their fatherland. They succeeded, returned 

home and perfected in the trade. Today, it is sad to learn that Nigeria imports 

palm oil from Malaysia! 

Malaysia shares borders with Thailand, Indonesia, and Brunei, and 

maritime borders exist with Singapore, Vietnam, and the Philippines. The 

capital city is Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia has had one of the best economic 

records in Asia which has traditionally been fuelled by its natural resources, but 

is expanding in the sectors of science, tourism, commerce and medical tourism, 

But Chidi didn’t think Malaysia would lend him the type of support he 

needed. After “touring almost the whole world”, Chidi thought it was then the 

right time to take a decision to remain in Norway, come rain, come shine. It was 

foolhardy to think of abandoning his beautiful wife and child in that country and 

continue an endless experiment in ‘international tourism’. He left his first wife, 

Lizzy and daughter in Greece and never met them again. He must stop now and 

consider how to mend his life.  

“Someone who doesn’t settle in one place rarely prospers.  A wanderer, 

unable to settle to any job or lifestyle makes himself unreliable and 

unproductive.”  Didn’t the ancients say that ‘a rolling stone gathers no moss?’  

Again one must be reasonable and learn from one’s experiences. When one has 

had an unpleasant experience, the person should be much more careful to avoid 

similar experiences in the future. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Thailand
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Chapter 4 

First trip to Africa 

 

One day, Chidi called his wife, Lydia and revealed his intentions to visit his 

people in Africa since he left them some 15 years ago. His parents and siblings 

were doing well at home. He had in fact been helping them with whatever he 

earned through hard work.  

 He had secured the country’s Green Card and that encouraged him to 

plan seriously for the journey. Would Lydia accompany him? Chidi had saved 

enough money and was able to purchase a couple of used cars he would ship to 

Nigeria. He purchased a lot of clothing materials, brand new and used. Through 

the help of his wife Lydia, Chidi purchased cheap and used electronic gadgets, 

like video machines, printers and scanners, desktop and laptop computers. 

These are in high demand in Nigeria. He would safely pack these commodities 

in the purchased vehicles and sell them in Nigeria and use the money to help his 

parents and relations.  

 Lydia didn’t think it was necessary at this time to accompany Chidi in 

this first visit to Africa. She would stay back, take care of their boy, and work. 

She helped Chidi purchase all the things he needed and also in the transportation 

arrangements. Chidi waited for about two months after shipping home the cars 

and their contents. He knew that it takes long for ships from Europe to arrive 

African ports. He then booked his flight to Lagos and left for home. He was so 

excited to travel back home after so many years.  

 He would be happy to join his family at meals and enjoy foo foo with 

egusi and onugbu soup he had not enjoyed since he left the village many years 

ago. How will the village look like, the people and the environment? After 

clearing his goods at the Lagos port, he would ride home in one of the vehicles 

he personally purchased for his travels in Nigeria. That was a Jeep, Toyota 

make.   

 Chidi never experienced any disappoints in Nigeria. He remembered the 

name of their son, ‘Munachimso’. It seemed the Lord and his angels 

accompanied him in all his journeys from Europe to Africa and beyond. Chidi 

had in fact been scared by the stories he used to hear about Nigeria – about 

armed robbers menacing big and small cities in Nigeria, day and night. These 

gangs are known to attack banks and cart away millions of naira in broad 

daylight operations. The police and security men are never a match to the dare-

devil hoodlums, who operate with sophisticated weapons.  

 Scarier are reports of kidnapping missions which are carried out by gangs 

of Nigerian youths, including students. Lately kidnapping had become a 

lucrative business in Nigeria as millions of naira are paid as ransom to the 

thieves. If relations of the kidnapped victims failed to pay the demanded ransom 
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in time, their victims are murdered in cold blood and their corpses deposited in 

the bush. Rich and the poor, kids and adults are kidnapped. 

 Chidi would be happy to see that the family he left in Africa some years 

ago had prospered. It has not been rosy anyway but parents and siblings were 

not doing badly. They have been struggling to survive like other hardworking 

families in Nigeria.  

Both Chidi’s senior sister and the second sister were already happily 

married. Nkechi, the first sister was living in Abuja with her husband, John and 

two kids, a boy and a girl. Nkechi lived with her husband who worked with the 

airways authority at Abuja. She was a secondary school teacher and taught 

Chemistry at Sacred Heart College, Gwagwalada, Abuja. 

 Ogechi, the second sister was living with her husband, Chima in Lagos. 

Both John and Chima were already successful business men. Chima was in the 

business of ‘shipping and forwarding’ at Lagos. So he was able to help Chidi 

clear the cars and goods shipped from Norway. There were no hitches as one 

would always expect in Nigeria. Chidi was very lucky. Really his God was 

always at his side. 

 A short ‘drama’ graced the meeting of Chidi, parents and siblings in the 

village. The mother burst out in tears, sobbing; she was hardly heard murmuring 

in ecstasy 

 

Ijeoma: My son Chidi. Are you the one I am looking at? I never thought I 

would behold you again with my eyes. Obi m, are you really the one standing 

before me?  

 

She held her son tightly close to herself, sobbing.  

 

You are well my son. Obi m! My Heart! My Only Hope! God is great. Thank 

you! Welcome home! 

 

Uba: (charging impatiently). Look at women! She will not allow us enjoy the 

European perfume oozing from our son, Chidi. She thinks Chidi belongs to her 

alone. Please leave him. (She withdraws). Chidi, my son! You are well. God has 

done marvels. I never thought I would see you again. You are welcome back. 

Please, girls find something for him to eat. He must be hungry. 

 

Chidi, happy and beaming with smiles, could hardly control his emotions. 

Hugging his sisters and other relations who gathered to welcome him, one after 

the other, he gave each quick kisses on the cheeks. He wanted to weep, when he 

grabbed the youngest of the sisters, Ifeoma. Chidi could hardly recognize her. 

She too did not know who Chidi was. She was only a baby when Chidi left.  But 

it is never easy for men to weep in public. He was simply filled with joy. Later 
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he took a small tour of their village and told his parents pointing at their old 

house. 

 

Chidi: Do you see these old structures? They will soon be pulled down. We 

need a new house you people must be proud of. Before I leave I will give you 

enough money to complete the building. I came back with the ‘plan’ of the type 

of building I want. An architect designed it in Norway. It is not a very big 

house, but good enough for all of us. When I return with my wife next time, we 

will all be accommodated here. But meanwhile we will start molding blocks. 

 

Ijeoma burst out with tears of joy, sang some halleluiah verses. God is great. 

Let God’s will be done! My hope has not been a dream! My enemies will no 

more laugh at me. God has done wonders for me. Where can I find words to 

praise him? 

  

Many of Chidi’s primary and secondary school friends visited him while he was 

still in the village. Most of them had become successful business men since 

Chidi left for overseas. They requested to ‘do businesses’ with Chidi. They 

would want him to send goods from overseas to them in Nigeria. They would 

sell the goods and return the money to Chidi in Norway. There were so many 

requests from other friends and relations who wanted Chidi to take them with 

him as he returned to Europe.  

 Chidi, a very clever guy, would not be lured into doing any type of 

business with those guys. He didn’t want to fall into their traps. He has heard 

enough about ‘419’ Scam which is a special dishonest scheme associated with 

Nigeria since the early 90s. Chidi never gave in to pressures from anyone. He 

dismissed their requests and instructed them to work hard and earn their living. 

He did not fail to inform them that fleeing Nigeria to Europe, America or Asia 

was not the best of choices open to young men in Nigeria. Some of the guys did 

not believe when Chidi told them that a staggering number of Nigerians were 

serving various jail sentences overseas.  

 Overseas judicial system and courts do not function like Nigerian court 

system. “As far as the execution of justice is concerned, there is nothing like 

bribery and corruption in Europe as it is practiced in Nigeria”, Chidi tried to 

explain to those who cared to listen. “If you are caught in any criminal act, you 

are tried and sentenced. Period! No on e comes to bail you. You must complete 

your prison sentence, unless you die there before the time.”  

 Before his final preparations for departure to Norway, Chidi’s parents 

summoned their son to a private part of the house for an important discussion. 

 

Papa Chidi: We will like to discuss the possibility of your getting a wife from 

the village. You can’t depart without getting engaged to a girl. Your mother and 
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I have even found one beautiful girl for you and we are sure you will like to see 

her. (Chidi chuckled and thought the whole idea was funny.) 

 

Chidi: What are you saying, Papa? Have I not told you I have a wife, Lydia? 

We have a son, who should be 3 years old now. My wife is even expecting 

another baby now. I am sure she must be 7 or 8 months pregnant now. That’s 

why I must hurry back and help her. 

 

(Upset by Chidi’s response to the father’s suggestion, the mother intervened.) 

 

Ijeoma: Please Chidi don’t make me faint here now. What are you saying? Do 

you mean that a white woman will be your wife? How is that possible? Does 

she understand our customs and traditions? Don’t you know that you are the 

only son? Please, stop that joke, my son, Obim! Do you want me to die before 

you leave again for Obodo Oyibo? 

 

Chidi: Mama, You see, you people don’t understand. Things have changed. 

White or black, women are the same. I love Lydia so much. And I don’t think I 

can take a second wife and keep her here in the village and go back there to 

deceive my darling, sweetheart, my honey. God forbid! Tufia! 

 

Ijeoma: (Shouting to Uba, calling for help and sympathy): “Don’t you see; our 

son has gone crazy. He doesn’t understand that many Nigerians overseas have 

wives here in the village. Chidi wants to put us into a hot soup.  

 

Uba: Keep quiet, woman!. Common, stop that noise!  What is wrong in getting 

a white wife? Are white people not even more sensible than your Igbo women? 

Allow us have our peace! If Chidi wants a white woman, that should not worry 

me. You don’t even realize that the white woman he has been living with has 

brought good luck to our family. Without her could Chidi have made it today? 

Answer me, woman! 

 

Chidi (impressed): “Thank you, Papa. That’s why I respect you. You are a 

good father. You don’t reason like these village people, even though you never 

went to school. You did not even ‘break any chalk’, but you reason perfectly 

well like white people and some educated Nigerians. Please tell my mother not 

to worry. Everything will be okay. 

 

Ijeoma: Tufia kwa! Uba, what are you saying? Are you also mad? How can our 

first son, the only son, ‘Our only Hope’ in life marry a foreigner? We don’t 

know their customs and ways. Supposing she is osu? How can we know? Who 

will travel to Alabekee to investigate? Anwukwaa m oo! Oh! The villagers, the 

people of Ndiufo will make a mockery of us!  
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At the mention of osu, Uba seems to back down. He looks up; shakes his head as 

if there was sense in the wife’s apprehensions.  

 

Uba: It is true. Our people are very strict on this Osu/Diala issue. They have 

from time immemorial refused to re-visit or discuss this thorny issue, which has 

divided many families and communities. It is true that it is the Igbo people that 

carry out this discriminatory measure to prevent marriage contracts between the 

so-called Osu and Diala. Some of our sons with great learning and white man’s 

knowledge have fought to destroy this custom. But without success! 

Unfortunately it is not Uba who will be the first to break this age-long tradition. 

I don’t know.  He looks confused and repentant.  

 

Chidi: Papa, I am disappointed, indeed. Do you really mean what you are 

saying? I can’t blame you. But you said it, that it is only Igbo people who 

practise this tradition. These Igbo people claim to be the wisest set of people in 

the world! They are the most intelligent people on the planet; yet they do very 

strange things. They still cling to very primitive tradition that does not make any 

sense. Tell me, ‘What is Osu. What is Diala?’ Are those you call Diala in Igbo 

communities better than the so-called Osu in any way? 

 

Uba: “I can’t answer your questions, my son. The only thing I can tell you is 

that I wasn’t the one who established this custom, nor was it your grandfather 

Ukoha; not his grandfather Otum and the rest. That was what they handed 

down to us. No one can even tell the origin of the custom. Some scanty 

information from the past only recounted stories of some people who were sold 

off as slaves and others who returned and were redeemed with sacrifices of 

goats and cocks. In fact I can’t tell. 

 

Chidi: Then, Papa, you are telling me now that from your experience so far and 

age, your Diala people are more educated, wealthier, more progressive and 

handsome than Osu people? I know at least in our community and many others, 

far and wide, where this primitive custom is still practised, those communities 

and people you call Osu are never discriminated against in politics, church and 

other social matters; only when marriage is involved? 

 

Ijeoma (who has been listening eagerly to the dialogue between son and dad, 

suddenly cut in: Chidi, please listen to your father. I don’t think you can change 

this custom with your arguments. It is too late.  

 

Chidi: No! Mama, what are you saying? Okay, what of those who go to distant 

lands in Nigeria and take wives? Do you remember that one of the sons of our 

chief married from the place they call Oboro Achikiri in Delta or Edo state? 
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What of one of my friends who married a Yoruba girl or Hausa? Are the wives’ 

families Diala or Osu? Did you people investigate? I have told you that this 

whole Igbo tradition is both rubbish and primitive to mention in these modern 

times. You people should wake up from your slumber and see light. Igbo people 

as a whole need to be liberated from that primitive mindset that has continued to 

haunt them from time immemorial. The so-called elders, including those who 

claim to be educated have continued to hand down shameful and primitive 

traditions that don’t give any meaning to life. 

 

Mama Chidi was still uncomfortable and upset as her husband seemed to have 

supported their son’s stand in ‘this business of taking a white wife.’ If it was 

bad idea, she thought, Uba would not be supporting their son. Perhaps they 

would leave the discussion for the mean time. It would be wise to presume and 

pray that Osu phenomenon is never mentioned in white people’s society. It may 

after all remain Igbo people’s burden. “Other peoples of the world have nothing 

to do with Osu and Diala palaver.”  

But before finally backing down, Ijeoma insisted to know when the white 

woman would visit them in the village. She wanted to know, too, whether their 

children would agree to live in the village. “That is irrelevant”, Chidi told the 

mother. “We will be visiting home when the children are not in school. They 

used to have up to 2 months holidays every year”.  

Chidi was still being pestered by some boys of the village who wanted 

him to help them leave Nigeria for overseas. They believed Chidi ‘had made it’ 

as Nigerians emotionally express admiration for someone whose life suddenly 

changes from that of mere pauper to one now ‘swimming in money’. It would 

not be easy to convince them that it was through suffering and hard work that 

Chidi got to where they saw him then? He was never a rich person.  

Chidi has always been conscious of his humble beginnings. He has never 

bragged  to anybody. He had also learned to always tell the truth. So he took 

time to ‘lecture’ the group of village boys that had been bugging him to help 

bring them to overseas. It was a startling revelation to most of them. 

 

Good lecture by Chidi and lots more! 

 

Chidi: I must be honest with you boys; life has not been easy for me over there. 

And it is the same with many Nigerian youths that find themselves in one way or 

the other in Europe, America, Africa or Asia. The first thing you should 

understand is that without good education there will be no room for success in 

any field or profession. It is only in Nigeria that any fast illiterate person can 

become a millionaire over night. Not in any of these places you wish to visit! If 

you try any fraudulent activity you land in jail and that will be the end for you. 

 All of you know my academic background when I left the village many 

years ago. Do you know that I went back to school in Oslo when it became clear 
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that I was a quasi illiterate fellow? I couldn’t apply for any job since I didn’t 

know their language or even English which is widely spoken there. The type of 

English I learnt in Nigeria is rubbish. My girl friend, Lydia, who became my 

wife, spoke 2 foreign languages outside their local language. She spoke perfect 

English and French. These are international languages. I am sure she knows 

German too! 

 It was after one year of intensive studies of English that I was able to sit 

for the exam they call CBEST (Certificate of Basic Educational Skills Test). 

After passing CBEST I enrolled for classes in Business Management, which I 

passed at first attempt. Like in America, they say, if you don’t pass CBEST, no 

one can offer you employment. The CBEST measures proficiencies in three 

general areas: reading, mathematics, and writing. The test, they said, was 

developed to meet requirements related to various skills needed for good 

performance when one is employed. 

Without the help I received from Lydia, my wife I could not have passed 

the exams. She used to coach me whenever she came back from work. Nothing 

is easy anywhere. Nothing is free there. Nobody gives you free meal. No 

scholarship to study! Even if you receive any from a charitable organization, 

you must pay back immediately you secure a job and begin to make money. 

Lydia paid for my studies. I took some little jobs in the evenings to supplement 

for other needs. That girl is great.  

 There is another interesting thing I will tell you. Even if you are able to 

get to your destination anywhere outside Nigeria, you must be prepared to take 

up any dirty job to survive. Some of you may even wish to take up any type of 

job at all. I have heard one of you say he would be ready to accept a job in a 

mortuary or morgue and wash dead people or even clean white man’s nyashi!  

(They all laughed). Two of the boys, Chi Boy and Udoka) interrupted. 

 

Chi Boy 

 

No! Chidi. You are exaggerating now. How can someone clean another person’s 

buttocks. That is impossible. I can’t do it even if I am paid $1000! We are all 

human beings and not animals. The fact that we are desperate looking for job, 

does not mean we are ready to accept any kind of dirty job. 

 

Udoka (added in Pidgin English):  

 

Me. I no go fit do that kine job. I fit remain in Naija, suffer here than go Ala 

Bekee become Oyibo slave. No be me. Or wash dead man? What kine life be 

that. Maybe as Chi Boy say, Chidi wan make us laugh. 

 

Chidi (continues): Please wait, let me finish what I am telling you. I am not 

joking really. Do you know what a morgue is? A morgue is a room or building 
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usually run by a state or municipal government in which dead bodies are kept 

until they are autopsied or identified.  But the point is that most of those nasty 

jobs have been taken away by groups of white persons from other poorer 

countries of the world. The first job I got when I was in Greece was sweeping of 

the train station and some streets. For about 6 months I worked in a restaurant 

as dish-washer.  

 When I came to Oslo the first job I got was in a super market. I used to 

pack long chains of shopping carts, which shoppers abandon anywhere at the 

parking lots. I had to place them at various places for buyers. Sometimes I was 

engaged in unloading heavy cartons of merchandise and packing them in the 

stores. You may get injured while doing this hard job. But I was able to go home 

everyday with some pocket money. If you are not strong to lift heavy loads, no 

one will employ you. If you are sick or lazy you are jobless.  What a miserable 

life for you! 

 

Chi Boy: Chidi, now I appreciate what you are saying. I can undertake any 

good job, no matter how difficult. I am strong and can work for hours and earn 

enough money. Some of us here load and unload heavy bags of cement, heavy 

rods and various types of building materials. We work under sun and rain and 

receive little pay. Sometimes no one employs us. 

 

Udoka: For me I dey ready to work hard if Oyibo man fit give me good job. I 

no dey look for big job in office, where people dress in suits and ties. I no fit 

blow good English. For me any kine kim bom job dey alright for me. My other 

friends agree wit me. All of us de hungry for job no matter how tough. 

 

Chidi advised the boys to go to school and get good education. This is 

fundamental for success anywhere, within and outside Nigeria. Chidi had learnt 

by experience to overcome a lot of adversities and obstacles that have prevented 

most Nigerian youths from achieving their potentials overseas. Most of them 

arrive their dream-destinations with the hope of hauling bags of money home, 

just few weeks after setting their foot on white man’s soil. 

 

In spite of his efforts to enlighten the boys, Chidi’s admonition did not impress 

the boys. His words fell on deaf ears. Education was far from their priorities. 

Most of them have seen many young Nigerians who did not even finish 

secondary school, but had ‘made it’, as Nigerians express positive results of 

success stories.  

 

Welcome to Ala Bekee! 

 

In his address to the village youths, Chidi made references to situations in 

America. With rapid development in information technology, it is always easy 
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to learn a lot about peoples and places. It is good to be well-informed. 

“Experience”, they say, is the best teacher. Again the elders put it this way, 

‘Onye ije ka onye isi awo’, in other words, ‘a traveler is better equipped with 

information than a white-gray-haired’ person.  

Stories of disappointments and frustrations among Nigerian youths in the 

United States of America are not different from similar stories elsewhere.  

Those who think they would receive heroic welcome to America get devastated 

right from their arrival at the nation’s airports. Some are those who actually 

received valid visas from the United States Embassies in Nigeria. Every year 

hundreds and thousands of Nigerians who wish to flee their fatherland to 

America complete forms for US lotteries. Most lucky Nigerians win. Others 

devise many schemes to make their dreams a reality. 

 As they prepare for their journey to America, lottery winners don’t fail to 

organize send-off parties for their families and friends. They sell lands and 

property to make enough money to meet all travel exigencies. Some borrow 

money from friends promising to pay back a few weeks after landing in 

America. If the man, head of the family is the lucky winner, he could travel with 

the entire family of 8 or 10. As they pack their belongings, they wish their 

friends and neighbors ‘good bye’ and vow never to return to the country called 

Nigeria! 

 In their new land of freedom, full of opportunities for complete self-

fulfillment and realization of life-ambitions, they will become American 

citizens and settle there for the rest of their lives. They could make way for any 

other member of the extended families who would be ready to join them in 

America. Let their Nigeria remain there for those corrupt leaders who have 

contributed to the nation’s predicament and made millions of Nigerians destitute 

in their fatherland.  

 Most Nigerian visitors to America, however forget that the new land of 

freedom can as well turn to land of frustration. Some, who land in America, fail 

to realize that they are often ‘unwelcome visitors’ as they must put up with a lot 

of difficulties and discriminatory attitudes of those who settled in America 

many years before the new immigrants. 

 With or without ‘American Green Card’ or lottery certificate no one 

receives any red-carpet reception at the port of entry. Everyone is subjected to 

the same treatment, thorough searching of baggage and attires together with 

hours of completion of immigration papers. If you are found ‘worthy’ thank 

your God; but wait for more problems as you board your bus or train for the 

inner city. Welcome to America! 

 Most Nigerians who enter America illegally fail to realize that they are 

trapped. They find themselves in a situation from which it is difficult to escape 

and in which somebody feels confined, restricted, or is in somebody else's 

power. There is a sort of saying that “Any visitor can enter America illegally, 

stay as long as he wants; leave whenever he wants. But you may not re-enter 
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any other time you wish” No doubt any visitor could equally stay quietly, work 

illegally and make money. But another saying is equally pertinent here: 

‘Everyday for the thief, but one day for the owner of the house.’ The day an 

illegal alien commits any public offence or falls out with the police, looks like a 

doomsday. The offender languishes in jail or receives immediate deportation 

order. That is America, you may not know! 

 There is one popular way of circumventing the law. Get married to a 

white or black American lady. The procedure can be rewarding and is at the 

same time full of risks. If you are unlucky you land in jail or face deportation. 

You must remain law-abiding to live in America and enjoy the people’s 

benevolence. For sure the nation should be the best organized and 

industrialized. But the nation’s problems are many and always compounded, 

especially when government has to provide for over 300 million people, 

including many more millions of illegal immigrants. 

 

Back to Norway 

 

Chidi had been in constant touch with Lydia, They spoke on the phone almost 

daily. Lydia was happy as Chidi was retuning in a few day’s time. He will be 

around at the arrival of their second baby. Would it be a boy or a girl? As far as 

white people are concerned any child is welcome, boy or girl. White people can 

accommodate 8 to 10 daughters and remain thankful to God. They don’t worry 

like Africans and Igbo people. They give equal care to their children, male or 

female.  

 Unfortunately Africans and particularly Nigerians and Igbo people 

behave as if the world has fallen on top of their heads and mercilessly crushed 

them to pieces if they fail to find a boy among the lot God has graciously given 

them. Some Igbo families that believe in witchcraft and superstition think that 

their hidden enemies or witches prevent their wives from conceiving baby boys. 

Many Nigerian mothers, even Christians entertain some of these ridiculous tales 

about witches; a witch can change the sex of a baby boy to that of a girl! 

 Chidi never thought like these primitive villagers any more. He would be 

satisfied with their second or third baby, boy or a girl. The important thing as far 

as he was concerned was successful marriage with Lydia. They will raise their 

kids well. All their kids must go to college. They will visit Nigeria and remain 

in touch with grand parents and relations in Norway and Nigeria. 

 Lydia and her son Munachi came to the airport to meet Chidi. It was a 

very happy meeting and embrace, as both Mama (now heavy with new baby) 

and son ran, rushed to embrace Chidi. 

 

Lydia: Honey! You are looking fine! I have been missing you! Did you miss 

me? (She almost broke down in tears) and could not control her emotions.) 
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Chidi: O! Yes! My Sweetheart! I missed you too. I dreamt too much about you, 

almost everyday. I wanted to return about a week ago. But they didn’t allow me. 

I am so happy to see you again.  

 

He grabbed Munachi, barely 3 years old and kissed him. Chidi also kissed 

Lydia. They held hands together as they walked towards the airport gates. 

 

Munachi was really a handsome boy. Whenever the parents and their son 

walked together in the streets or visited the parks, passers-by always took a 

second glance at the boy. The racial ‘mixture’ seemed really admirable. It 

would not be wrong to conclude that some white girls thought Lydia was lucky 

to have married a black guy like Chidi.  

 As Chidi learnt while in Greece, the story had circulated widely all over 

European countries, like Germany, Turkey, Spain and Italy, that Nigerian men 

usually made good husbands. The girls liked making friends with Nigerian 

young men they met in those places. Truly most of the young Nigerians had 

taken their white friends or newly married wives to Nigeria.  

 Truly most foreigners from the Middle East, East European countries, 

South American countries and Africa are found all over the most developed 

countries of the world, like United States of America, Japan, Germany, Britain, 

France, and Scandinavian countries. They, like Nigerians, are always in search 

of jobs and better-life opportunities. When they fail to obtain valid visas and 

other traveling documents, they enter the host countries illegally. They are 

usually referred to as ‘illegal aliens’. 

 Most of these young and unmarried men take wives from the host 

countries to ‘legalize’ their stay. Sometimes these ‘marriages’ fail. But Nigerian 

young men who take foreign wives usually don’t deceive their girl friends and 

wives. They marry for good. That was exactly what Chidi did. The girls, after 

visiting Nigeria discover that the country and people are never really bad, poor 

or primitive. They vow to live with their husbands ‘till death separates them’.  

Meanwhile, Lydia had prepared nice dinner for Chidi. She just warmed it 

in the microwave. They ate and chatted aloud, as Chidi recounted encounters 

with families and friends. What pleased him much was that his parents together 

with his siblings were well and happy when he met them.  Chidi did not know 

where to begin narrating his stories. Surely he would not tell everything. That is 

mere prudence.  

 He did not fail to bring some souvenirs from Africa, 2 pieces of 

beautifully carved figures for Lydia’s parents, a piece of African wrapper for his 

wife, and African carved toys for Munachi. The receivers were grateful that 

Chidi brought those gifts from Africa.  

As Chidi was settling down after long, difficult, but happy journey to 

Africa and back to Norway, Lydia’s time was approaching. On exactly 9th of 

March she gave birth to another handsome baby boy,  
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 “These white doctors and gynecologists are wonderful”, Chidi reasoned.  

Are they prophets? How are they able to predict the day a baby would be born?” 

Chidi wondered. Not only they are able to announce the day of birth; they even 

tell couples whether it will be a boy or a girl. Their predictions always come 

true “Bekee wu agbara!”(White man is a spirit), Chidi wildly exclaimed and 

continued to thank God for his mercies. 

 In Europe and America, it is rare to find a pregnant woman die at 

childbirth. It is very rare. Even if any danger erupts, the doctors do everything 

possible to save the lives of both mother and baby. If it is a very difficult 

situation, they may succeed in saving the life of the mother. Sometimes doctors 

perform what they call caesarean operation. This is done when it becomes 

impossible or very difficult for the baby to emerge from the usual and natural 

vaginal tunnel. The baby is safely retrieved through a wider artificial opening 

created by doctors and midwives.  

 Almost a day after the birth of their second baby boy which Chidi named 

Chukwuma (God is omniscience), he took child, mom and Munachi home in 

their new brand Toyota Jeep. It would have enough space for the entire family 

traveling out together, to shopping, school, and party or even weekend vacation. 

It was great and Lydia was happy with Chidi. 

 In the evening, the next day, Lydia’s family, parents and siblings visited 

their daughter and the new baby. They brought some gifts, including few 

cartons of diapers, baby’s clothes, soaps, food, assorted mineral drinks and 

some victuals. The family was happy that their daughter was happily married to 

African man. After they were served some snacks, and having carried the baby 

on their laps both grand parents prayed God to guide and protect the young 

family. They left. 

 Lydia had a ‘Maternity leave’ of barely 10 days. Chidi was to start work 

in the next few days. He still retained his job with the huge cardboard company 

in Oslo. Both young father and mother would seek out ways of taking care of 

the baby as both soon resumed regular work. Munachi had already enrolled in 

the Christian Kid Pre-school in the city, not far from where the family lived.  If 

not because of heavy traffic, Munachi could even walk alone to the Christian 

School for toddlers. He is very strong, intelligent and happy guy. Munachi liked 

his baby brother and always fondled him in a loving and affectionate way. Often 

he asked the mom to give him the baby’s feeding bottle and allow him feed his 

brother  ‘ Chima’ (short for Chukwuma). 

 

Domestic Chores and other worries 

 

It was not easy for Chidi to adapt to white people’s culture, especially as it had 

to do with domestic chores. No distinction was made between domestic work, 

which should be the woman’s ‘headache’ and those to be taken over by the 

father of the family. As a nurse, Lydia often used to work ‘night-shifts’. Away 
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at work, Chidi must take care of the boys. He must feed them, change their 

diapers, and can only have some rest only when they fall asleep 

 Sometimes Chidi had to ‘keep vigil’ until his wife came back from work. 

If she worked night-shift, Chidi must take care of the kids. Then she may take 

her nap which may extend to supper time. Chidi often prepares the afternoon 

dinner and fed the boys. Often he must leave in time to pick Munachi from 

School or Day-care center. Sometimes Chidi felt overburdened with household 

chores and other cares. But there wasn’t much that could be done to change the 

situation. 

 Europe is not Nigeria. In Nigeria a middle working class family can 

afford the services of house-maids and servants who take care of the entire 

domestic chores, washing, cleaning, cooking, shopping and baby-sitting. 

Working-class families have little or nothing to worry about domestic chores in 

Nigeria. They are blessed in Africa. 

 Not in Europe or America. Such cheap or almost free services in Nigeria 

are ‘luxury’ elsewhere. Any family in such needs may have to apply for the 

services of ‘weekly-paid house-cleaners’, Grandma-Baby-sitters and others. In 

such circumstances one must be prepared to pay heavily for these services.  

 It has become clear to Chidi that he must accommodate these unfamiliar 

inconveniences as long as he wouldn’t like his happy marriage with Lydia to 

turn sour. He must have to do his portion of domestic work with dedication. 

True love implies sacrifice and readiness to tolerate others’ failures and 

burdens. It requires maturity and calmness of mind.  

At the least provocation white women go to court to seek divorce. Any 

misbehavior on the part of the husband can precipitate bitterness.  It can be 

anything, from serious physical and verbal abuse to problems of 

incompatibility.  This simply means, ‘unable to cooperate or co-exist’. When 

two people, especially husband and wife are said to be incompatible, they are 

unable to function, or get along with each other because of some basic 

differences in character. 

 

High Divorce Rate in Europe and America 

 

High divorce rate overseas is alarming. In America, in particular, it is said that 

more than 60% of married couples are divorced. It is rare to meet an American 

man or woman who doesn’t tell stories about “ex-wife”, “ex-husband”, or “ex-

boy or ex-girl friend”. As they divorce and re-marry, ‘birds of the same feather 

still flock together!’ The epidemic of divorce cases does not stop with one. 

Many couples divorce twice and even thrice and still find ‘life-partners’. 

Divorce lawyers administer instant justice at a glance. The rule seems to say: “If 

they don’t match, dissolve the union?” 

 The most orchestrated reason for instant divorce is one related to 

unfaithfulness on part of the men. They say women generally don’t tolerate 
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‘cheating’ on the part of their husbands. Here it seems most men are helpless. 

Men are easy victims of women’s traps. Many men have fallen victims to 

women’s temptations and not a few have been disgraced out of public office as 

a result of illegal sex offenses.  

 It is not that women are angels in this type of case. Many women 

maintain tight friendly relationships with men-friends while still keeping 

company with their husbands. But this type of relationship is not as rampant as 

with men. In some cases anyway, it is not rare to find divorced couples keeping 

close relationships as if they were still married and living together! Strange as 

well as ridiculous in deed!  

 In most dissolved marital unions, litigations over the custody of the 

children used to be a tough battle in the United States. The court decides who 

takes custody of the children, as the case may be. A lot of factors are taken into 

consideration. Who will be  more successful custodian, man or the woman? 

Who is a more capable partner? What, by the way, led to the divorce? Who is 

the chief bread-winner?  

 Even if the man is the chief bread-winner, he may lose custody of the 

children, if he has not been a caring husband. In this case he must pay the 

alimony or allowance for child-support until the kids are 18. If the woman is the 

offender in child-care and has money she must pay for child-support. Both 

parents are allowed to visit or keep occasional company with their children. 

Some bizarre cases of unfaithfulness are not rare in divorce cases in the 

United States. Some women have publicly accused their husbands of 

‘inappropriate sexual overtures’ leading to police intervention. ‘911’ is the 

phone number to dial in any emergency requiring police action. ‘Inappropriate 

overtures’ range from bugging a woman for sex when she is not in the mood, to 

outright rape! There are not a few women who have dragged their husbands to 

court accusing the men of committing the crime of rape.  

 This is a strange case rarely discussed openly in most other cultures all 

over the world. But at the same time it goes to show the extent of marital 

imbroglio, mess or embarrassing situations that are exposed in most marital 

unions. At the beginning, it all looks sweet and rosy. In a couple of years and 

even months everything turns sour, as irreconcilable relationships tear families 

to pieces.     

 Staged fights over boyfriends among young college girls are rampant 

scenarios in America. Boys stage fights to reclaim their girlfriends from 

interlopers. During such fights standbys don’t care to separate the fighters. They 

fight themselves to a state of stupor until the police arrive. Some women equally 

attack fellow women accusing them of treacherously snatching their husbands 

from the legal wives.  How do they do it? But other issues related to money are 

frequent sources of friction in marriages everywhere. 

 

Chidi Survives in Whiteman’s Land 
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Chidi was successful as a married young man in Whiteman’s land. He had made 

it where many foreigners failed. He never engaged in any fraudulent business 

activities as many other foreigners in Oslo did. There were many Africans from 

North, South, East and Western regions of Africa. There were also many 

European immigrants in Norway who have settled there for good. It is not easy 

to distinguish them from the owners of the land. Those countries of North 

Europe, with scanty populations used to be friendly to foreigners who contribute 

to the growth of their economy. 

 Most of the foreigners take up some lower-paid jobs the proud citizens 

would not accept. Owners of the land take up top positions in high-tech 

industrial jobs. Many work in export sectors and shipped cars, electronic and 

computer gadgets to other countries. Norway, Sweden, Finland, Denmark and 

Iceland are fairly rich and industrialized countries compared to United States, 

China and Germany. They also have stable governments. 

 Many Nigerian business men visit the Scandinavian countries, that export 

stockfish to Nigeria and some countries of West Africa. Nigerians, especially 

Igbo people like stockfish so much. It is in fact a precious delicacy in the 

Nigerian menu. Soup, prepared with stockfish, is the best a family can offer an 

Igbo man invited to a dinner. Bales of stockfish which arrive Nigerian ports 

from Iceland, Sweden or Norway in big large shipping containers find their way 

into many local markets in Lagos, Aba, Onitsha, Owerri and other Northern 

Nigerian cities.  

 

 Working and happily married 

 

Chidi would not toy with the good relationship he had so far with Lydia for 

many years. He loved his wife who had equally treated him well like a brother. 

Chidi was fed up with sad stories of broken marriage relationships among 

Nigerian families, especially in the United States and Great Britain.  

 Marriage among Nigerian couples in these foreign places easily turned 

sour. Some Nigerian women had learnt from their white counterparts to file 

lawsuits for divorce at a least bit of provocation. Not a few Nigerian men had 

packed their belongings overnight and left America and Europe for village in 

Nigeria. Frustrated by incessant bullying from nagging wives these men have no 

option than to return to fatherland. 

 Nigerian women who feel they are more successful in their jobs look 

down on their less successful husbands. Most Nigerian women take up nursing 

and healthcare profession jobs after completing short training programs. 

Hospital and nursing care jobs are never in short supply in these developed 

countries. Doctors, pharmacists and nurses are well paid here. There are also 24-

hour job opportunities in the nursing homes, hospices and old people’s 
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retirement community homes. Hospital workers and nurses who are able to 

undertake extra jobs in these healthcare areas make a lot of money. 

 Women also get easy employment at day-care centers, as house maids 

and baby-sitters. In most countries of Africa and Nigeria house servants and 

maids are never in short supply. Many large families with ten or more kids 

readily explore avenues to send their kids away to other relations who help in 

their upbringing. Nigerian grandmothers who visit United States and Britain 

often prolong their stay in host countries to take care of their grandchildren, 

while young wives go to work.  

 Baby-sitting of grandchildren overseas has in fact become stock-in-trade 

of many grandmothers who ignore the care and marital needs of husbands in the 

village. Not a few of such elderly grandmothers decide to spend the rest of their 

live overseas with their daughters and grandchildren.  

Employed Nigerian wives, who get more opportunities to take extra hours 

of work no doubt, get more robust pay packets. Some who work night-shifts 

take long hours of nap during the day, as grandmothers and husbands take care 

of young kids and domestic chores. Proud and wealthy Nigerian wives have 

every reason to bluff and bully their less successful husbands.  

 With more money in their pockets, some wives may begin looking down 

on their husbands. They call the men names regarding them as failures in life. 

To show off, wives exhibit their new-found wealth in exotic shopping spree. A 

lot of money is spent on luxurious cars, attire and overseas vacation. Such 

attitudes of wives towards their husbands often lead to divorce.  

 Unfortunately most Nigerian men who fail to live up to expectations are 

usually the author of their downfall. Some fail ‘to make it’ overseas primarily 

because they did not work hard. Those who come to America, for example, 

without proper academic papers and are not ready to upgrade their standard 

rarely find profitable jobs in the job market. They usually take up poorly paid 

jobs, like security in public and private houses, services in hotels and 

restaurants, healthcare services at ‘group homes’ and so on. 

 To qualify or compete for a highly paid job in the modern times, one 

must really upgrade academically by taking college degrees in the different 

sectors of the economy. Frustrations set in when after many wasted years 

overseas with little or nothing to show for achievement. Some who decide to 

head back home to the village after some time decide to return to America or 

Europe. There is no job in the village as family responsibilities and expectations 

continue to mount.  

 Some men who try to vent their anger and frustrations on their wives 

receive the worst shock of their lives as these wives decide to separate from 

their men and settle with their children permanently in white man’s land.  

 Chidi had maintained good relationship with in-laws, Lydia’s family in 

Oslo, who often paid the young family courtesy visits and encouraged their 

daughter to live in peace with her husband, Chidi. One Easter Sunday, Lydia’s 
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parents, Heidrich and Sophia visited their daughter. It was 3rd birthday of their 

younger grandchild, Chukwuma. They pronounced the name ‘Tschukuma’, but 

preferred the boy’s second name, Jason. Jason’s elder brother was then 5. Grand 

parents were proud of their daughter and the two handsome kids, Munachi and 

Chukwuma. 

The grand parents brought a lot of birthday presents to Jason, whom his 

parents had already enrolled into pre-school. The McManus Christian 

Academy runs the best schools in Oslo. These are located in many cities. 

McManus was great Catholic missionary that spread the gospel message and 

built churches in Norway in the early 1700s. The MCA ran pre-school to High 

school programs. Munachi was then in the kindergarten and his younger 

brother, Jason in the pre-school. The two boys were doing well in school. 

 Lydia used to drop both kids off at MCA every morning on her way to 

work, while Chidi would pick them up on his way back from work at about 5 in 

the evening. Mother and father are reunited with their children at about 6 at 

supper. Mother helps the kids with some ‘home-schooling’ and little class 

assignments before they go to bed at about 9. 

Some weekends are spent with kids at numerous city parks, where 

recreational facilities are abundant. Chidi was always fascinated with clean 

environment and wonderful traffic regulations in the cities. Any breach of 

traffic rules receives heavy penalties. Control hidden cameras are stationed at 

busy STOP signs and those who break the rules are heavily fined. Many regular 

traffic offenders are arrested by police. Traffic regulation courts may confiscate 

offenders’ drivers’ licence for some months and even years. Before notorious 

offenders regain their licence they may have to re-visit driving school and pass 

driving tests, theory and practice! 

 Users of inner and public highways of the cities learn their lessons to 

drive cautiously and safely. By so doing a lot of accident cases are avoided. 

Hundreds and thousands of regular traffic policemen are deployed everywhere. 

Reckless drivers, together with mischief makers are easily caught and punished. 

Police sirens announce regular hot pursuits of criminals and trouble makers. 



 

Chapter 5 

Second trip to Africa. 

 

It was time to plan for the promised trip to village in Nigeria. Lydia was excited. 

The entire family of Chidi Nelson Uba will visit home in Africa, nearly 15 

years he left village in search of better life opportunities outside Nigeria. Except 

for the brief period he spent with parents and siblings a few years ago, Chidi 

had always kept in touch with his family in Africa. Unlike some Nigerians who 

forget loved ones and lose touch with fatherland, Chidi was always aware of his 

responsibilities as the only son and as well the “Only Hope” of the family. 

 Chukwudi, (short, ‘Chidi’) is also called Nelson (so-called Christian 

name) had right from primary school days taken the three names. Most of his 

friends simply called him ‘Chidi’ or ‘Nelson’. His international passport and all 

other documents bear his full names. He has explained everything about his 

family to his wife, Lydia. Like most Europeans, Lydia had always regarded 

Africa as an impenetrable jungle where wild and dangerous animals, including 

tigers, lions, hippopotamus, elephants, crocodiles and dangerous snakes and 

reptiles roam about the jungles.  

 Lydia, like many white people had many strange thoughts and feelings 

about Africa. They think that Africa is just a village with no streets and decent 

houses. Some even believed Africans slept on top of trees and have never 

achieved any meaningful development. Nobody will blame them because 

Europeans, including journalists, who visit countries of the vast African 

continent rarely report any thing good about the African continent. They see 

poverty, underdevelopment and disaster everywhere. Their reports about Africa 

rarely show pictures of magnificent buildings in most capital cities of African 

countries. Lydia may have a better picture of Nigeria and Africa to relate after 

the proposed trip to Africa.  

Many Nigerians, including other Africans living in Europe and America 

have narrated funny and embarrassing stories of their encounters with their 

foreign friends who still believe that most Africans are living in the Stone Age. 

This dialogue took place once between a Nigerian student and his German 

friends. 

 

Frau Schneider (A German woman): I heard that you Africans sleep on top of 

trees in the African forests. How do you feel there? Those who are able to build 

shanty grass houses live with wild animals and snakes. Is it true? 

 

Robert (Nigerian student); upset and angry: Who told you that? How do you 

think it is possible that human beings can sleep on top of trees and sleep with 
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wild animals and snakes? I can’t understand how you Europeans think. You like 

to insult Africans always.  

 

Frau Schneider; (not even showing remorse for the embarrassing question, 

continued): I even heard that Africans have tails and some speak through their 

nose. That’s why it is impossible to understand them. They speak strange 

languages that sound like those of animals living in thick forests. 

 

Robert: Well, Frau Schneider, you are free to hold whatever opinions you have 

about Africa and Africans. There are too many of them. I am not worried when 

educated people like you still think like this in modern times. You need some 

education and should update your knowledge about the world around us.  

 

Frau Schneider: Sorry please, Robert; I don’t mean to insult you or your 

people. These are stories we hear from those who visit Africa. A few years ago 

one German professor who visited Africa showed us pictures of naked and 

starving African children living in squalor conditions. Some of them were said 

to be orphans. Some had sores all over their bodies and flies were perching on 

their faces. I felt pity for those miserable children. 

 

Robert: No problem. You can believe whatever your professor tells you about 

Africa. By the way which African country did he visit? Nigeria, Ghana, Kenya, 

Zambia, Ivory Coast, Cameroon? He may have visited the sea port of 

Mombassa for a few days of sightseeing or tourism. He concludes he had seen 

the whole of Africa. Surely he would show you only pictures of miserable 

infants. He will not show pictures of big structures, cities, and decent 

environments in so many African countries. I pity such visitors. In their 

ignorance they believe Africa is a village or small community or can even be 

represented by a dot on the world map. What a pity! 

 

Frau Schneider: I am really sorry if those stories are false.  

 

Robert The sad thing about those people who talk and write about Africa is that 

most of them have not even stepped out of villages in Europe. Ignorance is a 

decease. I really believe that people who hold strange thoughts about Africa 

should go back to school. I pity them. 

 

However, no one would deny that the poor political, social and economic 

situation in Nigeria and in most other African countries has provoked what 

many regard as mass exodus of African youths, including talented professionals 

who flee their fatherland and seek better life opportunities elsewhere. The host 

countries take advantage of the exodus to conclude that the entire African 
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situation is completely devoid of anything good including human attributes and 

civilizing influences. 

 Politically most African countries cannot be described as ‘stable’. 

Incessant changes in government through violent military coups coupled with 

endemic corrupt practices associated with the political leaders have truly created 

what looks like permanent state of chaos in most African countries. Africans 

who take up political leadership, usually through electoral fraud perform poorly 

and refuse to step aside at the end of their tenure of office. Some make 

themselves ‘president for life’.  

 Electoral malpractices and installation of unworthy political leaders serve 

as ‘time bombs’ that detonate ethnic tensions and rivalries often resulting in 

tribal and civil wars. Hundreds and thousands of innocent civilians die during 

such conflicts. Nigeria has had a good share of political instability that has 

contributed to the exodus of Nigerian youths from their fatherland. The number 

of Nigerians in Diaspora, they say, may count in millions. No one knows the 

exact number. But the prediction is that the number will continue to rise as the 

future does not look bright politically or economically.  

 Religious conflicts complicate the unstable political situation. Recently a 

dissident and terrorist religious sect called ‘Boko Haram’ has added new color 

to Nigeria’s fragile political union between the so-called Moslem North and the 

Christian South. Some fear a possible break-up of the nation. Such fears cannot 

be described as ‘unfounded’. Statements emerging from Moslem leaders of 

northern states of Nigeria confirm such fears. 

 Lydia is a typical pure white lady, a Caucasian, a proud race belonging to 

the light-skinned peoples of Europe, northern Africa, and western and southern 

Asia, formerly considered a distinct ethnic group. Such people look down on 

those they call ‘colored people’, among whom are Africans and dark-skinned 

races. In spite of prejudices which young people like Lydia inherited from their 

parents and forefathers from time immemorial, the lady has had great respect for 

Chidi. She never thought Chidi was ignorant or primitive. Lydia had read about 

Nigeria, Ghana and other West African countries. She had even read stories 

about Igbo people of Nigeria. She agreed to marry Chidi because not only that 

Chidi looked elegant and handsome, he always exhibited a humble composure 

of a cultured person. 

 Chidi never argued loudly, and when he spoke he seemed to be taking his 

time not to injure anybody’s feelings. He easily gave in when he gets the 

impression that someone else’s argument or position is more convincing or 

reasonable. Chidi is not an aggressive person. He has great respect for white 

people, but not easily intimidated by their overwhelming exhibition of 

‘superiority complex’.   

 Chidi’s shining virtue is humility. He is never boastful. Although he had 

improved his financial position through hard work and perseverance, he has 

avoided lavish life-style for which most young Nigerians are known. He 
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rejected suggestion from his proud parents to build a large-storeyed family 

house in the village. He chose a small bungalow which he modestly furnished 

for himself, but did not fail to provide his parents and siblings a large country 

bungalow also modestly furnished with kitchen and toilet facilities. 

 Chidi did not think it necessary to purchase acres of plots of land in large 

and small cities of Nigeria and build mansions, rented property and hotels to 

show off his wealth. Nor was he interested in title-taking or engaging in other 

frivolous activities with which most wealthy and flamboyant Nigerians are 

honored and respected in the villages and beyond. He was rather always 

preoccupied with ways of helping his poor villagers and other less fortunate 

children in the village. He had often discussed such issues with his wife, Lydia. 

Perhaps the trip home might help put into action some of his aspirations. 

 

In the village at last 

 

The family began their trip to Nigeria about 3 days after schools in Oslo closed 

for summer vacation. Husband and wife also planned their own vacation to 

coincide with that of their children. They had 6 weeks to spend with the people 

at home. Lydia, a well-organized wife, prepared well for her first journey to the 

land of black people of Africa. They took necessary anti-malaria shots and 

vaccination against some tropical ailments.  

 Lydia was surprised that their flight from Oslo to Lagos airport lasted less 

than 7 hours. She thought the journey by air would take several days! But that 

was only the beginning of huge surprises. There would be a lot of surprises for 

the incredulous white lady. She might not after all see thick bushes and jungles 

in the busy streets of Lagos and other Nigerian cities. Perhaps she would not see 

any wild animal anywhere, except in the zoos of Kaduna, Enugu or Zaria. She 

would not experience snake bites or behold terrifying sights of crocodiles, 

monkeys and biting reptiles and insects. 

 Chidi’s in-laws living in Lagos had arranged to pick him and family from 

the airport and send them home after some short rest in Lagos. But Chidi did not 

want to cause inconvenience to anybody. He preferred to lodge in a hotel for 

few days. The family would remain in the Lagos hotel for some time while he 

traveled home alone to get things in order before the entire family arrived the 

village.  

 Lydia did not welcome that idea which Chidi had discussed with her 

earlier. Pressure from his in-laws made Chidi abandon his plans. Lydia 

preferred straight journey to the village from the airport. At last all agreed to 

spend two days with the in-laws at their Lagos homes. The in-law, especially 

Chima, Ogechi’s husband, surprised Chidi and family with elaborate reception 

at Lagos.  

Ogechi, Chidi’s second sister was also happily married with her husband, 

Chima, a business man in Lagos. Chima was the one who used to receive 
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shipments of cars and other items Chidi regularly dispatched from Oslo to 

Nigeria. He sold such commodities and always accounted well to Chidi. Both 

did nice business and avoided anything that would lead to misunderstanding and 

mistrust. Chima’s wife Ogechi was a kindergarten mistress with nursery school 

at St Ignatius parish church, Ikeja. People also called Ogechi ‘Oyibo’ or ‘Bekee’ 

(White Lady). 

 Ogechi was truly a beautiful lady. She resembled ‘Bekee’ in every thing. 

From head to toe she looked like a Caucasian. When she spoke, one would think 

a British woman was around. If she had not resembled her mother, Ijeoma, 

people would have concluded her parents were white people! Ijeoma was really 

a beautiful woman. The only snag was her inability to get any education. Ijeoma 

never saw the four walls of a primary school. 

 Ijeoma’s parents bore 12 children and she was the 2nd of the 6 girls. She 

was forced to early marriage with Uba at the age of 15 or so. The business 

partnership between Chidi and Chima helped Oyibo to further her education 

beyond the initial NCE (National Certification of Education) qualification. She 

had bachelor of education, B.Ed. She had engaged in petty business in selling 

and buying of used articles of clothing before Chima got money for her further 

education. 

 Oyibo, though the second daughter of the family was the first to marry. 

Several suitors who visited Uba’s family always preferred Oyibo. The girl 

would not be persuaded to marry before her elder sisters. But when the pressure 

became unbearable she gave in to the suitors’ incessant bugging and promises. 

She had barely finished secondary school. Although quite a brilliant girl, 

prospects of furthering her education at that point in time did not exist. 

 Young Nigerian husbands are quick to promise every good present under 

the sun, including further education to the university level. But after wedding, 

few ever remember making such promises. They want as many kids, boys and 

girls as soon as possible. Only after those needs of the family lineage had been 

satisfied would they consider any need for the wife to go in for further 

education. 

 Most of the men who don’t even worry about their own education believe 

that ‘business success’ in Nigeria never demands high academic degrees. If you 

are smart in Nigeria you can become a billionaire overnight and no one cares 

how you have made it! Some of these successful young Nigerians don’t even 

consider giving their wives any chance of going to school, and qualify for any 

job. Many want their wives to remain at home and nurse the babies and as well 

take care of other family chores while the man engages in money-making 

business. 

 A lot of marriage upheavals that arise in young Nigerian families, home 

and in Diaspora have roots in the men’s adamant refusal to let their enthusiastic 

wives further their education, qualify for a job and earn income. Having gotten 

2 or 3 kids, most ladies like to take up jobs to supplement their husband’s 
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income. Most men reject such ideas which of course are hard pills for them to 

swallow. Many women of course will not like to remain perpetually dependent 

on their husbands for every little need. They need to keep their own ‘pocket 

money’ to take care of their private needs. There is nothing wrong in that. 

 

The celebrations 

 

The arrival of Chidi and family in the village was greeted with a ten-gun salute. 

Bom! Bom! Bom bom bom…! Sounds of gunshots announced safe-return home 

of Chidi, together with his beautiful white wife and two handsome kids, 

Munachi and Chukwuma. The in-laws from Lagos and relations that gathered 

gave Chidi and family rousing welcome with endless hand-shakes, ‘Nno, nno, 

nno oo! ‘You are welcome….The kids, very apprehensive and shy, standing 

behind their mom who seemed to be sheltering the kids from any possible harm, 

also brought out their little hands, accepting the welcome handshake from 

friends and well-wishers. Soon weary they retired to their inner rooms, while 

celebrations continued. 

 Papa Chidi provided enough palm wine and all brands of alcoholic 

drinks, mineral drinks, including snacks, local and foreign. Local delicacies 

included oil bean snacks, prepared with stockfish. Elders and villagers enjoyed 

‘Ugba’ with palm wine, while some young men and women drank beer with 

‘Ugba or biscuits and meat-rolls. Young girls drank soft drinks. There were not 

a few that drank stout beer. 

 Mama Chidi and other village women were busy in the kitchen and 

backyard preparing foo foo, rice and another Igbo delicacy, breadfruit, ukwa. 

Soon young men and girls started serving food as the elders continued chatting 

and drinking wine. When each server approached a guest they would ask: 

“Papa, what would I serve you?” Many pointed to ‘Foo foo’ and ‘Egusi’ or 

‘Ogbono soup’, ‘Ofe Igbo’ together with ‘Okro soup’ or ‘Ofe nsala’ was also 

available.  

One was expected to make a good collection from what looked like 

European or American “buffet,” a meal at which people serve themselves from 

various dishes set out on a serving counter or table. In one famous Lagos 

‘buffet’ called ‘Golden Corral’ all sorts of dishes are served there - African, 

Asian, Chinese, and Italian. In Chicago, Houston, Texas in American with large 

Nigerian communities, they say Nigerian and African buffet are available. 

Dishes served in these restaurants are mostly Nigerian. Dishes include garri, nni 

oka, sermolina, with various types of soup. Also served in these places are ‘moi 

moi, fried plantains, jaloof , and fried rice, beans, akara and what have you!  

The village party at Uba’s compound was special. At the head table was 

the local chief of the village, Nze Obioma, with the members of his ‘cabinet’. 

The chief was happy to see Chidi and his family from overseas. He called Lydia 

‘Nwunye Anyi’ ‘Our Wife’. That is the African way. Every wife belongs to the 



 76 

community. Every adult is the ‘husband’ of the same woman! The impact of 

Chidi’s presence in his village was already being felt everywhere. He and his 

wife had some contributions to make towards the development and wellbeing of 

their community and surrounding towns. 

Having rounded off their meals all invitees and relations of the family 

granted audience to the chief who motioned to them to listen to him. In brief 

remarks, the chief, a middle aged man in his early 50s, thanked Uba and his 

family for the delicious meals they all enjoyed. He prayed that the home-coming 

of Uba’s illustrious son to the village would bring abundant blessing to all and 

sundry. He praised Chidi and said he was a special gift of God to his parents and 

the village and expressed hope that Chidi would do more for his people. The 

elders say ‘etoo dike na nke omere; omekwaa ozo’ (The more you praise the 

action man, the more he gets into action). 

 

“Truly”, the chief continued, “not only Chidi has left our village for 

overseas. Too many of our young men and women from our village and town 

are found all over the white man’s land. We can’t say all of them have made it 

there or have become millionaires. No! That is not what I am saying. Not all 

have been so lucky or successful. But still we have to thank God that we are all 

alive today.  

We are eating, drinking and celebrating today because our son, a good 

son of the soil traveled to white man’s land. With a cool head he organized 

himself and made a successful living there. The son of Uba, called Chidi 

returned with his wife and 2 handsome children. Though he has not said he 

returned to settle down with us here in the village. He will return to that nice 

place that gave him wisdom and courage to survive in the midst of adversities. 

When I greeted him he whispered something into my ears. He said he would 

address all of us before we leave. We will be happy to listen to his talk. 

It doesn’t surprise most of us here as we grow older that the future of our 

children and the younger generation still looks precarious. There is no job to be 

found in the villages and cities. Many families have remained poor and most 

cannot afford even one meal a day. Young men and even women have taken to 

armed robbery. “Ndi ntoro mmadu’ (I don’t know what they call them, 

‘kidnappers’ are everywhere now.)  We don’t feel safe anymore and anywhere, 

both adults and children. Our forefathers talked about ‘Ndi ntoro mmadu’ in 

the primitive times, in the olden days, when white slave traders invaded our 

villages in search of ‘Ndi efulefu’, useless people roaming the villages. Those, 

they said were sent to America where they were meant to work for the white 

man. But those days are gone by and we have forgotten all about it. Today it 

seems the ‘Ndi ntoro mmadu are our very people who do the business to make 

fast money. 

We hope ‘goment’ will do something about this problem and many others 

facing us. Although it is good to travel out abroad to look for means of survival, 
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but it will be good too if ‘goment’ will help create jobs in our cities and 

communities so that our sons and daughters will be employed. Then all will not 

need to travel out abroad. With peace, security and fair play there will be 

development in our land. Then our land will be like that of the white people. 

Ndewo nu! 

 

As the chief ended his address, a raucous discussion began. As for successes 

and failures of young Nigerians who had recently left home for overseas, there 

were mixed reactions from the audience. Some of the people expressed their 

feelings this way.  

 

Mazi Uzoeshi (also called ‘Osisi na ami ego’ – literally,  “tree on which money 

grows”), is a flamboyant wealthy man from the next village, As he walks, as he 

dresses and talks, people believe he was one of the most successful men in the 

village and beyond. He was the first to react to the chief’s address. 

 

Mazi Uzoeshi: No! My son, Uchenna has never been a failure. He has not 

disappointed my family in any way, since he left Nigeria for Malaysia and later 

China since ten years ago. He has continued to send home at least 4 used cars 

every month which I sell and keep the money. He sent me the present Jeep 

(okwuoto ekele eze), the latest brand, which I am enjoying now.  And that is not 

all…. 

 

Nze Oshimiri interrupted and asked to be given audience. His real name was 

Sabastine Duru. A young man in his early 40s, Sabastine has been a successful 

businessman in Lagos and visited the village almost every weekend. He has 

taken many titles and people call him ‘Oshimiri’ – River that can never dry. 

They say he ‘swims in money. 

 

Nze Oshimiri: Thank you Mazi Uzoeshi.. My son, Chinenye, is the livewire of 

my family now. He has never disappointed my family. He has made me what I 

am today. Since he left for Italy about 8 years ago my life has changed. Every 

one of you knows my family. Before his departure to ‘Ala Bekee’, I had never 

been able to provide 2 square meals for my family. Chinenye sends home a lot 

of cash every month. He sends containers full of electronic gadgets, new and 

used materials. That’s why I reside at Lagos today. My son has never been a 

failure. I believe God has blessed my family. The name ‘Chineye’ testifies to 

God’s benevolence. 

 

Next to air her views was young woman, Ngozi Agu, a widow in her 50s. Her 

son, Chinedu left for South Africa a few years after the death of his father. The 

mother could not send him to college, so he tried his luck outside Nigeria.  
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Ngozi: My son Chinedu has been the ‘only hope of the family’, since my 

husband died of stroke. Most of you remember how miserably I lived with my 8 

children until Chinedu decided to leave for overseas. We sold all their father’s 

land and even property to make ends meet. But it was all to no avail. Chinedu 

has been sending money home for his brothers’ and sisters’ education. Three of 

them will soon graduate from the universities. Ugonna, the 3
rd

 son is now 

studying medicine. Without Chinedu, what would have been my faith? 

 

As Ngozi was ending her address, one middle-aged man, Ejiofor interrupted, 

and angrily started speaking. 

 

Ejiofor: Yes! You have all spoken well. You are all lucky and happy people. 

Many others have never had it so rosy like you. My son, Charles, left for 

overseas about 12 years ago. After a brief moment of communication with him, 

we never heard from him again. Alive or dead, only God knows! We have been 

suffering and I can’t repay the money we borrowed to send Charles abroad. 

 

Udokwu (one of the elders of the village) clears his throat.). None of my sons 

or daughters has been to London or America and I have not received any bag of 

money from my sister’s two children they told me are living America or so. I 

am not sure where. But I have heard stories of tragedies that have befallen some 

of these young men. I heard that one of my sister’s sons is languishing in prison 

there. I don’t know the offence they said he committed. All I know is that there 

is no part of the world where people become rich overnight and swim in cash. I 

pray that our children must exercise caution in their search for wealth overseas. 

 

Uzoma (a young father of 2) added: I heard the son of Onwukwe Okoro has 

died in Ala Bekee. They said he was shot by the country’s police as he resisted 

deportation order from the police. He had no ‘Green Card’. The rumor has 

continued to circulate for a while but maybe the parents have not been told. 

There are too many irritating stories about Nigerians living abroad. I am scared. 

I heard even that some of our girls who leave for overseas engage in various 

dirty businesses. Some, they speculate, sell their bodies on the streets, like bread 

and groundnuts, just to make money. 

 

Durunta (one of the listeners): What is ‘Green Card?’  

 

Joseph Ukwe: (a school teacher and one of the listeners) They say you must 

have Green Card before you can be allowed to settle in white man’s land and 

work or do any business there. I think it is a paper or document like 

international passport. If you don’t get it, they deport you. It is like Red Card, 

which a football player who fails to play according to the rules in football game 

is given. If he commits a serious foul, he is given Red Card and is ordered by 
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the referee to leave the field immediately. If you have no Green Card in Ala 

Bekee, they give you Red one. The one is said to be an illegal alien. Your stay 

in the land is not authorized by law. 

 

Uzoma: In fact it is easy to leave Nigeria for overseas in search of better live 

opportunities. But how our young men are pursuing this venture is now 

ridiculous. Recently I heard that the son of one Mr. Iwudibia has returned from 

Germany where he had been staying since the past ten years. As they narrated, 

the boy was so frustrated there that the father had to send some money to pay 

for his flight ticket back to the village. Mr. Iwudibia did not want his son to die 

of starvation there. People who saw the young man as he came back said he 

looked like a walking ghost. Full of regrets and frustrated he has remained 

indoors and has not put up any public appearance since he returned.  

 

In fact the chief’s address generated heated arguments among the audience. 

Reactions were mixed. While some would like to see their sons and daughters 

travel out to overseas and bring home money, cars and other possessions, 

others didn’t basically approve the ways and means of accumulating wealth 

today. While many Nigerian families have almost accepted it as the only viable 

‘investment’, their only hope of survival, namely sending out a representative, 

an ‘envoy’ overseas  to acquire the desired wealth, others see greed as the 

motivating factor. There are many unexplored greener pastures in Nigeria.  

 

Meanwhile, Chidi was ready to address his people. He sat at the place provided 

for him together with his wife and 2 kids. He has never been an orator and has 

never engaged in great speechmaking to impress people. In a few words he 

thanked his friends and kinsmen who gathered to accord him and his family a 

friendly welcome back to the village. 

 He was however not happy that absolutely no meaningful development 

has taken place in his village and other neighboring towns since  the young days 

he played in the village square as kid. Years after he had left home for better-

life-opportunities overseas, first as a student and later as a struggling 

businessman, Chidi returned to his village now as a married young man. He was 

amazed that not much had changed since he left as a youth. Every experience 

shocked him: the colored water with a strong taste; the epileptic electricity 

supplies, the bad roads and so on.  

 Although Chidi had provided for his young family with decent bathrooms 

and toilet facilities with clean water supplied by local contractors in large water 

vans, he was not happy to observe that in most neighboring families and 

villages, bathrooms, located at sides of family buildings, were still improvised 

rectangular enclosures made of palm fronds. 

 Most of the village kids still traveled miles away down the steep hills to 

fetch drinking water. Entire families still used to travel far away into the woods 
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to plant and harvest their crops. Men, young and old still climbed tall palm trees 

with little or no security outfits to harvest palm nuts. Some have really fallen 

from tops of such trees, broken their necks and died on the spot.  

 He was impressed however by the way the people dressed. Elegantly 

dressed young men and women outclassed their white counterparts anywhere in 

the world. The women dressed gorgeously in lace-materials in their flamboyant 

head ties some humorously call ‘canopies!’ Lydia, his wife thought she would 

see naked men and women, boys and girls in the streets. Not even in the ghetto-

like Umuekwe village, about one kilometer away from Chidi’s home village, 

Imeoha, did any child, baby or toddler ‘waka’ naked.  

 At the end, Chidi promised to drill a water borehole for the community. 

“At this stage in human development and civilization our people should be 

helped to enjoy this natural commodity God has provided humanity in 

abundance.” The project handed over to a group of trusted young men from the 

village will be spearheaded by Chidi’s two in-laws at Lagos and Abuja. They 

had finalized arrangements for that with Lydia who secured financial assistance 

from a charitable organization in Oslo.  Lydia’s parents were instrumental to the 

success of the negotiations with that organization. 

 Chidi promised also to help train interested poor, but hardworking and 

intelligent children from the village to university level of education. He 

concluded arrangements with the head school teacher Mazi Paul Izunna, with 

the only community secondary school in their village to take care of the 

scholarship project. Before they finally left for Oslo at the end of their vacation, 

Chidi handed over an undisclosed sum of money to their local chief for the 

completion of their village hall at Imeoha.  

 For over 10 years, Chidi learnt that contributions towards the completion 

of that village hall had been on, but not much had been accomplished. The 

miserable-looking village hall had no windows or frames and nothing above to 

prevent scorching heat and rain from pounding the heads of villagers who 

always gathered there for meetings. The village hall building committee had not 

performed well and so would be disbanded and a new committee set up. 

 

Lydia expresses appreciation 

 

Before they left village at the end of their vacation, Lydia did not fail to express 

her impressions. She was pleased with the type of hospitality she enjoyed 

among the African women of Imeoha. Most of the women spoke at least pidgin 

English which Lydia with constant nodding of the head demonstrated some 

comprehension. She appreciated their struggle to help her and 2 kids enjoy their 

visit to Africa.  

 As African show of solidarity and friendship, the women of the village 

contributed money and bought presents for Lydia and kids. They made African 

skirt and gown for Lydia. With expensive lace materials they made ‘jumpa 
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shirts’ for Munachi and Chukwuma. The proud kids wore their own stuff into 

the plane and back home. They would show their grandparents their precious 

gifts from Africa.  

 The women of Imeoha community assured Lydia she was a permanent 

member of their association, whether she remained in white man’s land or in 

Africa. The women gave her a traditional African name ‘Adamma’, ‘Lady full 

of beauty’. Adamma really learnt some African ways of life and tradition. She 

always watched the women when they danced at their community gatherings. 

Once or twice she joined and imitated their steps. The women always roared in 

uncontrollable laughter when Adamma joined them. They all danced with full 

energy showing their admiration for their daughter and wife. 

 

Asked by the school teacher, Mazi Paul Izunna about her impressions of Africa 

and Nigeria at the end of their visit, Lydia had the following to say: 

 

Lydia: In fact I am very much impressed by the people’s rich traditions and 

culture. These are nice and friendly people. Everyone has been kind to me, my 

husband and kids. We have always felt at home here. If we have a longer 

holiday period I would have wished to stay longer and enjoy the people’s 

friendship and hospitality. But our kids will have to go back to school. 

 

Izunna: Do you still believe that Nigeria or Africa is primitive and backward 

people.  (Lydia, quickly cuts in). 

 

Lydia: No. No. Sir! Don’t say that. It is not true. I must however not deny that 

once I thought like my parents and grand parents. They have not visited Nigeria 

or Africa as I have now. We all got it wrong. Nigerians should be among the 

most civilized and progressive people on the globe. I have met many Nigerians 

in Norway and many parts of Europe. I am sure they are all over America. They 

are well educated and decent and hardworking people. I have seen all these 

qualities in Chidi, my husband. 

 

Izunna: I am happy to hear that… 

 

Lydia: I am not kidding you or trying to praise your people because I am at 

your place. Nigeria is a great country. From all I have heard and seen, Nigeria 

can never be rated as a poor country. It is rich in material and human resources. 

My father in Norway knows a lot about Nigeria. He used to tell us that our 

grandfather had business partners in Nigeria. They sold all kinds of fish and 

other commodities to Nigerian businessmen. In fact, as we learnt, Nigeria 

helped to make the Icelandic nations’ economy great and stable. We know too 

that there are many Norwegian companies operating in Nigeria today. 
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Izunna: What will you tell your people about Nigeria when you return. Will 

you like to visit us again or return finally and live with Chidi and your children 

in our village? 

 

Lydia: There are a lot of good things to say and write about your people and 

nation. I will write everything and send the write-up to our national Daily called 

Oslo Zeitung. As for where we settle down as a family, all depends on Chidi, 

my husband. I will follow him wherever he wants. I have so far lived happily 

with him. 

 

Izunna: Thank you. We all wish you safe journey to Europe, until we see again. 

Bye, bye! 

 

Lydia: Thank you sir. I am very grateful.  

 

Lydia took many pictures which she would show her people in Oslo. The 

pictures would record and narrate most of the stories she could have forgotten to 

relate in words. 
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Epilogue  

 

This epilogue is meant to bring closure to this story. It is presented from the 

perspective of within the story as the author steps in and speaks directly to the 

reader. It is the final part of this story that now serves to reveal the fate of the 

chief character, whom every reader has followed closely to see his final 

triumph or failure.  This epilogue has equally been used to allow the chief 

character a chance to "speak freely," as Chidi truly did when he addressed 

young men of his village who requested him to help them find a place outside 

Nigeria where they could make a decent living. That address or speech 

summarizes his story, as he sees it. 

“Our Only Hope” is a true story of a typical Nigerian youth who found 

himself in a completely changed Nigerian-World, just after the secessionist 

Biafra War, fought between 1967 and 1970. Chinua Achebe in Things Fall 

Apart, painted a story of Igbo/Nigerian society that witnessed dramatic changes 

in the old community life of ‘The Primitive tribes of the Lower Niger’. The 

changes affected the religious, political, social, moral and cultural institutions 

that had kept the people together. The leaders of the old order, surrendered, 

unable to withstand the attractions of the white man’s newly established 

institutions, including education, which clearly made those who embraced the 

colonialist ideologies future leaders and lords of the people. 

The intransigent traditionalists, who fought hard to stop any 

encroachment on their sacred institutions and way of life, could not have won 

the battle. So Things fell apart. The explanation for the inevitable failure was 

given by one of the elders of the people. Not only that the natives thought the 

white people and their supporters were foolish by not fighting back soon before 

they settled down in the community and started their mission. Sadly enough, 

too, their own sons who could have led fellow youths in the battle against the 

‘evil’ readily joined the invaders thus giving a more devastating blow to already 

crumbling society.  

“Our Only Hope” is equally a work of fiction. The names used are 

fictitious, but ‘pictures’ of Nigerian youths and their families feature 

dramatically, reinforcing the seriousness of events reenacted at various stages 

and chapters of the story. Stories are not arbitrarily developed. They are 

founded and built upon vicissitudes of life, namely favorable or unfavorable 

events or situations that occur by chance. It is a fluctuation of state or condition 

of daily life depicting difficulties or hardships attendant on a way of life, a 

career, or a course of action and usually beyond one's control.  

That is why readers, right from the beginning of the story should hold 

their breath. Many had gone the same way; had entertained similar ambition to 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Narrative
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Character_%28arts%29
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succeed. Often failures used to dominate the fates of thousands who start a 

marathon race with fellow sportsmen and fall by the wayside.   

Chidi’s story should be among the successful ones. Although many 

Nigerian youths on both sides of the Nigeria/Biafra war fronts learnt a lot of 

tricks, good and bad during the civil war, things were compounded by the 

lifestyles some Nigerian leaders, military and civilian adopted right from the 

early mid seventies. Some earned the title attributed to one old Israelite king, 

called Jeroboam, said to ‘have taught Israel to sin’. Public scandalous lives of 

Nigerians who accumulated wealth or searched for it with ignoble, dishonorable 

and shameful passion did not escape the ears and eyes of the youths. They too 

went out, some on rampage, world-wide searching for that same gold, whatever 

the cost.   

Frauds, scams, assassinations, and all sorts of dishonest schemes invented 

by some greedy Nigerians to get rich quickly at the detriment of public good 

must be abhorred by all people. Although Chidi tried to ‘make it’ and succeed 

quickly, luck often eluded him. He discovered the honorable way, and so his 

case becomes a paradigm, a ‘success story’.   “The Only Hope” of the family 

did not after all disappoint them.   

But the big question that should worry all Nigerians, in fatherland and in 

Diaspora, is this” ‘Should Nigerian youths continue to flee their fatherland in 

search of this ‘golden fleece’ elsewhere? It is foreigners who should flock 

Nigeria’s borders, begging for visas to enter and settle in that blessed land. It 

should not be the other way round! Nigeria, once described by a writer as ‘a 

giant on the sun’, a land flowing with milk and honey, cannot be despised now 

and abandoned by its people, young and old, men and women, and even 

professionals and people who make nations great. There is need to stop a while 

and figure a way out of this dilemma.  

Lady Uzoeshi, an English language lecturer, expressed her impression 

after going through this book. That fits in well here. She writes: “Ndiokwere 

painted a picture of the agonizing and dehumanizing experiences of Nigerian 

youths who leave the country in droves in search of greener pastures. Through 

the discourse, the author exposes the debasing mentality that has engulfed all 

and sundry in the search for a better world outside Nigeria’s borders. Through 

Chidi, Ndiokwere projected Nigeria’s cherished values that need to be 

perpetuated.”  

In his own assessment, after meticulously going through this work a 

veteran school teacher and Ndiokwere’s mentor, Sir Godwin Mbachu, wrote: 

“The beauty of this narrative is the suspense employed throughout Chidi’s 

odyssey. It enables the reader to continue the discovery – how the Only Hope, 

Chidi finally ‘arrived’. 

“This piece of writing”, he continued, “is smart exquisite and a pleasure 

to read…Young Nigerians in search of greener pastures, must learn from 

Chidi’s experiences – good, bad and ugly.” 
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Dramatis Personae – Characters in the story 

 

Chidi (Nelson Uba) – The Hero 

Uba – Papa Chidi 

Ijeoma – Mama Chidi 

Louis – Ijeoma’s elder brother 

Bony – younger brother of Louis 

Mgbechi – junior sister of Ijeoma 

Mama Chikodi – one of the invitees 

Mercel – an unsuccessful adventurer 

Emenike – successful Kaduna business tycoon 

Amuzie – successful servant of Emenike 

Emeka – young unsuccessful adventurer 

Jumbo – young crook and unsuccessful adventurer 

Kidi – Jumbo’s brother in USA 

Trishia – Jumbo’s girl friend 

Hikesh – Greek drug baron 

Lizy – Chidi’s Greek girl friend 

Nancy – Chidi/Lizzy daughter 

Brown – Chidi’s Nigerian friend in Greece 

Lydia (Adamma) – Chidi’s wife in Oslo 

Bunker or Tony – Tony Udaigwe – Nigerian adventurer in Germany 

Fraulein Nadir Weber – Bunker’s girl friend 

Flora – Tony’s sister 

Maduike – Tony’s father 

Akufo – Lydia’s former Ghanaian boy friend 

Otto Munachi Chidi Uba - Chidi/Lydia’s first son – 

Ekene – Chidi’s cousin 

George – Chidi’s friend in South Africa 

David – Chidi’s friend in Italy 

Nkechi – Chidi’s elder sister 

John – Nkechi’s husband 

Ogechi (Oyibo) – Chidi’s second sister 

Chima – Ogechi’s husband 

Chi Boy & Udoka – Chidi’s village boyhood friends 

Chukwuma – Chidi/Lydia’s second son 

Heidrich & Sophia – Lydia’s parents 

Frau Schneider – Germany Lady 

Robert – Nigerian student in Germany 

Nze Obioma – Village chief 

Nze Uzoeshi – invitee at Chidi/Lydia reception 

Nze Oshimiri – (ibid) 
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Ngozi – (ibid) 

Ejiofo – (ibid) 

Udokwu – (ibid) 

Uzoma – (ibid) 

Durunta – (ibid) 

Joseph Ukwe – (ibid) 

Mazi Paul Izunna – Head village teacher 

 

 

  

 

 

  

 

 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

   

    

 

  

  

 

 

 




