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T
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and Mrs. Deborah Nwosu. I have always known my father
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My father named me Nroli (The chosen one). Before
he died, he made my mother promise him that I must be
educated as far as I would like to go. My mother kept that
promise. May their souls rest in perfect peace.
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INTRODUCTION

A

mong the Igbos, the name the parents give a child defines
the child. This is why it is important that parents choose
a name that will be a blessing for the child, not a curse.
Parents will usually choose a name marking an extraordinary
event surrounding the birth of the child. If a child is lucky,
that extraordinary event will be of good memory and the
child will have a beautiful name that will inspire through
life. If the event is a bad one, the child may be given a name
that leads nowhere or, depending on the state of mind of the
parents, a name that can push the child forward in life or be
a stumbling block to the child for life.
I am particularly happy with the names my parents
gave me. In addition to naming me Nroli (the chosen one),
they also named me Ifeoma (A good gift). How lucky can
anyone be with such wonderful names? These names were
the engines that drove my life. I could never stop pushing
forward and I could never stay fallen. I always managed to
stand up and push on. With names like mine, there was no
room for failure in my life.
Names must have meaning for the life of the child. All
the names in the story have meaning.
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On the Banks of Ezu Lake

O

sondu wandered off by himself, his friends said. They’d
gone to the banks of Ezu to play and fish, and one minute
he was there and the next minute he was gone. They called
him and searched the bushes to no avail.
“Ezu has taken him,” one of them said, and they ran
home to inform his mother.
Gloria, Osondu’s mother, an art teacher in the local
elementary school had just returned from school and was
preparing dinner when she got the message about her
son.
“I’m finished,” cried Gloria when she heard the news,
then she sent for the women of The Gathering. These
women received many calls from people who needed prayers
or help for one thing or another. This time, the call was from
one of their own.
While she waited, Gloria paced, wrung her hands and
fought back tears, her dinner preparations forgotten. “I will
see him again. We will get him back,” she muttered repeatedly
until some semblance of calm returned.
That evening, the twelve members of The Gathering
walked along the narrow paved road, built by early
missionaries, to the clearing in the park near Ezu’s bank
where Osondu’s friends had last seen him. Gloria, slightly
built, fair complexioned and of medium height, came with
2
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them, still in her loose lounging home dress. Tree logs,
placed like bridges over the deep gullies, bordered the lake
side of the road, and high stone walls and German mango
trees lined the other side. The children who came to
pick mangoes had all gone home with their mango-filled
baskets by the time the women walked by. A few travelers
passed going in the other direction: a family on foot, a
man on a bicycle, and one lone car they had to make way
for.
Keen to get started, Gloria led the party into the park.
She walked across the lush green grass and stared at the
lake nestled in a huge crater and surrounded by thick
forest. The women trooped in behind her and formed a
circle around her. She made her request, for Ezu to release
her son. She asked the women to join her in pleading with
Ezu to release her son. At this, all the women raised their
voices, as one, in shouting out Gloria’s request. Some
clapped their hands, some hit the ball of one hand onto
the other, some stamped their feet on the ground, and
each wailed out their cries as the spirit led them.
Though deep blue and calm on the surface, dark,
murky water filled the depths below. Ezu was notorious for
swallowing things—even humans. People had dived into Ezu
and never returned. No one knew how many people had
tried to retrieve something from Ezu and, in the process,
disappeared. No one swam in Ezu.
The seemingly placid lake had no outlets so did not flow,
but at night the water rumbled and spat waves high onto
the banks. Anyone near ran the risk of being taken by the
waves and pulled into the depths of the lake. Gloria took
a step back. Some thought the lake a gateway to another
dimension.
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She turned her back on the monster and joined the
women to pray and make supplications for the return
of Osondu. She stepped into the last space in the circle
of women and, with great passion, added her voice to
the others. The women of The Gathering had answered
Gloria’s call in a hurry and had come in whatever they
wore. Some wore long skirts and blouses. Some had short
wavy wigs or long plaited ones, and some wore traditional
long skirts and tops. They all came running, and gathered
in a circle, around Gloria, holding hands as they prayed,
oblivious to their surroundings. Each woman shouted
their prayer of authority over and against the evil forces
in Ezu.
Their voices rang through the park and grew louder,
but Osondu did not reappear. Gloria stood facing the
lake and, though she willed it to release her son, the
water did not even move. Her frustration rose with the
sound until she could bear it no more. She left the circle,
walked right through the bushes on the edge of the lake,
and stepped into the water. The lake could not refuse her
here.
She cast her voice across the lake, aiming to bind the dark
forces and command the water to release her son. With each
chant, her voice became stronger, and she stepped deeper
into the water.
“Nne Osondu, step back,” one of the women yelled,
fearing for Gloria’s life. No one knew exactly where the
bottom fell into the depths.
But Gloria continued to advance, until suddenly it
seemed that she just dropped out of sight. The women
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screamed and fired more power-filled prayers. Some dashed
forward but were afraid to go close to the water. Someone
ran off to get help and returned soon after with men who
threw long ropes into the water.
But Gloria did not take the rope.
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