Joy Nwosu Lo-Bamijoko

Copyright © 2014 Joy Nwosu Lo-Bamijoko. All rights
reserved.
No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in
any form or by any means, graphic, electronic or mechanical,
including photocopying, recording, taping or by any
information storage retrieval system, without the permission,
in writing, of the publisher.
Strategic Book Publishing and Rights Co.
12620 FM 1960, Suite A4-507
Houston, TX 77065
www.sbpra.com
ISBN: 978-1-63135-128-0

Dedication

T

his book is dedicated to my parents, Pastor C.B. Nwosu
and Mrs. Deborah Nwosu. I have always known my father
by the initials of his name, C.B. That the C stood for Charles
was common knowledge, but the B remained an enigma.
Recently, I discovered that the B stood for Bikwelu (live and
let live). Before this discovery, I had personally chosen what
I believed was a befitting name for the B, Belonwu (Only by
death do us part). Although I now know what the B stands
for, I still prefer Belonwu for him to Bikwelu.
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 that will mark 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, 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

H

is friends said that they went to the banks of Ezu to play
and fish and that Osondu wandered off by himself to
fish away from the others. One minute he was there and the
next minute he was gone. They called him and searched the
bushes around to no avail. One of them suggested that the
lake must have taken him, so they ran back home to inform
his mother. She in turn called the women of the Gathering
to form a prayer chain to get him back. These women were
friends and prayer partners of Osondu’s mother and they
gathered and prayed from the day Osondu disappeared into
Ezu until the day he returned. Their gathering usually took
place in a park, on a beautiful green and well-tended clearing,
near the same point where Osondu was last seen.
On the edge of this park was Lake Ezu. Lake Ezu looked
like it sat in a huge crater, surrounded by thick forest. People
entered and exited the park through a narrow paved road,
built by early missionaries, which connected two major roads
on both ends. On the Ezu side of the road were deep gullies,
so deep that tree logs were placed like bridges to cross them.
On the other side were high stone walls, lined with German
mango trees. When mangoes were in season, children went
with baskets to collect them on Ezu road. The road was tarred
with stones from this stone wall. That also explained why
the road was so narrow. The road was not heavily trafficked.
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Most travelers on it were on foot or on bicycles. Occasionally,
a car traveled this road and other users had to make way for
the car to pass, for the road could only take one car at a time.
The water of Ezu was deep blue on the surface, but dark
and murky as one looked deeper into it. Ezu was notorious
for swallowing things and humans. In the past, people have
dived into Ezu but never came back up. It is not known how
many people have tried to retrieve one thing or another from
Ezu and in the process, disappeared. No one swims or has
ever swum in Ezu.
Ezu’s water was calm and placid on the surface. There
were no outlets to the lake, so, it did not show any movement
and did not flow, but at night, the water rumbled and spat
high-forming waves that landed forcefully on the banks.
Anyone standing by the bank of Ezu at night ran the risk of
being taken by the waves and pulled down to the depths of
the lake. The lake was suspected to be the gateway to another
dimension of our world as we knew it.
The women of The Gathering received a lot of mail from
people who needed prayers or help for one thing or the
other. This time, the letter was from one of their own. The
fifteen-year-old son of one of their members had disappeared
in Ezu.
That evening, the twelve members of The Gathering
went together to the clearing near Ezu’s bank to pray and
make supplications for the return of Osondu. As the prayer
was going on and each woman was shouting out their prayer
of authority over and against the evil forces in Ezu, Osondu’s
mother, distraught, walked over through the bushes on the
edge of the water and stepped into the water, most likely
to command the water to release her son. The more she
commanded and bound the dark forces of the water, the
4
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deeper she stepped into the water. Ezu’s water was very deep.
No one really knew where the bottom dropped or where
the depth started, but going by how fast people drop off
from sight. The drop must be very sharp. The other women
saw her and feared for her life. “Nne Osondu, step back!”
one of them called out loud to her, but Osondu’s mother
continued to advance, until suddenly it seemed that she just
dropped out of sight. For the first time, people saw how one
disappeared into Ezu. The women screamed and fired more
power-filled prayers, but they were all too afraid to go very
close to the water. People gathered and threw long ropes into
the water, but Osondu’s mother did not take the rope. In
the end, exhausted from trying to save her, they all left. The
prayer group also left, but they returned to pray in the park
the same day every week for Osondu and his mother.
Buy the B&N e-Pub version at:http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/legend-of-the-walk
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