While the rest of Enugu slept, Rose and her family enjoyed the moonlight. Their gated compound at Ogidi Street stood tall, an edifice of its own time. This house was the first to have a corrugated roof on Ogidi Street. In those days, people lined the streets to glimpse at the house they famously called Ugegbe. Ugegbe, meaning mirror. Rose remembered being impressed at the roof that supposedly shone like a mirror in the daylight the first time she walked through those imposing gates. It was the evening after her father and the elders had blessed her marriage to Chike. It was pitch black, but even in the darkness, Chike could sense her reluctance to enter the house. She remembered how he nudged her forward when her feet failed her.
“Go on, Ezigbo mu. This is your home now.” 
The moonlight danced on his face for a brief moment, and she saw his smile. His wide smile exposed the missing tooth at the corner of his mouth, and she finally dared to walk through the gate.
Her stomach had rumbled all through the journey from the village, and it had taken every strength left in her to stop her from running into the bush to relieve herself, but she couldn't because Chike’s mother was standing at the gate waiting to welcome her, so she had to plaster a fake smile and dance with the poor old woman.

“Nwunye anyi a bia go, Nwunye anyi nno”

With each movement, Rose clenched her buttocks with everything in her. Diarrhea would not ruin her day. Everyone mistook her sweating for being evidence of the tiring dance her mother-in-law was leading her in. It took an hour before Rose could find an opportunity to relieve herself. She remembered Chike rolling out of bed in laughter when she told him about it later that night. 
Rose smiled to herself. That was a lifetime ago. Her parents-in-law were long gone, and the house was ugly now. It belonged to a class that people now called “old money.” Chike did enough to maintain the house, but the fact was that the world around them had changed, and almost everyone could now afford roofing sheets. So much happened to Rose in this house, some good and some bad, but somehow she was content. She had her children, the only thing that was really hers. Despite what the world said, Rose knew that she raised her children all by herself. That was why she secretly loathed it when people told her sons behaved just like their father. How can her children behave like a man they didn't know? Chike, who left the house at the crack of dawn every morning and came home from the shop in the dead of the night. He barely spoke to the children besides in response to their greetings.
“Mama, you have to continue the story you were telling us that last time.”
Rose’s younger son, Ugochukwu, interrupted her thoughts. Now, an even bigger problem occupied her mind; she had no idea what story she had been telling them the last time.
“Oh, you can never forget these stories. Okay, just to be sure you remember the story well well, tell me part of it.”
This time Uchechukwu piped up. He was Rose’s older son, who was becoming more pensive than usual. At just ten years old, Uchechukwu had formed a habit of walking the house like he had the weight of the world on his shoulders, and this bothered Rose. Sometimes, he looked at her like he knew all her secrets, and in those moments, Rose was terrified. She could have sworn that he was eavesdropping that time when she and Chike argued. Their voices were in hushed tones, trying not to wake him up, but at other times like tonight, she chose to believe he didn't know anything. 
“The story was about the princess and the many people that wanted to marry her, but she kept saying no.”
“Ah, yes. That is true.” She remembered.

 It was an old story her mother had told as a child, although Rose’s version was full of embellishments, but who cares? That was what storytelling was about, anyway. Telling your own version of events and coming up with a better ending than the one your mother had told you that caused sleep to vanish from your eyes for days. She didn’t want her children to be as scared as she had been when she first heard the story of the princess who refused to marry all the wealthy princes until the gods sent a spirit to humble her. The men in the village traveled to the evil forest to rescue her, and finally, she married her savior. A man whose wealth did not even measure up to that of the princes.
Sometimes, she felt these stories were told to women to make them humble and not be too picky when choosing a man to marry.
She knew that if she had more time, she probably would have never married Chike, so she always prayed in her heart that when she had a daughter, she would never tell her stories like that. Her daughter will choose better, and it would start with the stories she would tell her. In Rose’s version of this story, the princess wrestled all the spirits, saved herself, and still married a prince. Rose smiled at her mischievousness. Her mother would be mortified. She grabbed her stomach at the thought of having a daughter, but then she remembered and shook off the thought.
All the children were focused on her now, her 2 sons and Ngozi, her help, who had been with her since Uche was a baby. Chike was sitting on a rocking chair on the other side of the balcony. He pretended to be asleep, but Rose knew he was wide awake, listening to her story.

“Otii….. Oyooo”
 Rose began, but then their gates swung open, and 2 figures started to march towards them. Chike was immediately up and alert.
“Onye? Who is that?”
“Chike, it is us,” a voice responded. 
Rose saw the recognition on Chike’s face. It felt like Deja Vu. Rose remembered the first time they had received a strange visitor at night. It was 2 years into their marriage. Being the dutiful wife she was then, she stood faithfully outside with a thick shawl over her shoulders, shivering in the rain and waiting for her husband to return.  Near midnight, Chike drove in their now rickety Volkswagen, and strapped to the backseat was a baby screaming at the top of his lungs.
Chike had carried the baby, placed it at her feet, and started to wail.
“Ezigbo mu, it was a mistake. I am so sorry. That girl tempted me. We did it just once, and she said she was pregnant. She thought I was going to leave you, but mba I told her I love only you. I, Chike Okereke, will not have my first child raised outside my home. Ezigbo mu, please let us take him as a blessing since you know,” he said those words while pointing to her stomach.
Rose knew what he meant. The words he had not said were loud and clear to her.
“I had a baby outside because you have been unable to give me a child.”
That night, she cursed her bareness for bringing her so much ridicule. She cursed the moon, the stars, and even the earth. By the morning, the child had stopped crying, and Rose was gripped with the fear that her anger might have killed him, but when she came to the bed where she had dumped him, he gave her the widest toothless smile she had ever seen, and the anger in her heart melted away. She took the curses back and named the boy Kauchechukwume; let the will of God be done.
Rose looked at the confusion in her children's faces. 
“Ngozi, take my children inside.”
As they got closer, Rose could see an elderly woman, and walking shyly behind her was a young girl with a baby strapped to her back. Rose looked at Chike, and his apologetic eyes set her heart into a frenzy, and she knew it was exactly as she suspected. The women were before them now. The old woman sat on the balcony and spent several minutes trying to catch her breath. 
“We came to return what you left in our house. Ebere ngwa.”
Ebere didn't move. Obviously, she didn't want to do whatever she had been instructed to do, but the woman, who was probably her mother, was patient. After what felt like forever, she slowly untied her wrapper and freed the baby. Her mother took the baby and went to Chike.
“We have decided not to allow this one mistake to define our daughter's life. She will marry in a few weeks, so here is your daughter. Take her and leave us alone.”
The woman’s arms were outstretched, and she waited for Chike to stretch out his arms and take the baby from her, but he was still unmoved. 
The woman sighed loudly, and with one hand, she stretched Chike’s hand and placed the baby in his arms. Her patience had finally run out, and as if on cue, Ebere fell to the floor, wailing.
“Nwa mu oo, Nwa mu oo. My child!”
As the woman struggled to drag her daughter through the gate, she turned and gave Chike a death stare. Her voice was booming when she said,
“Chike Okereke Ka ezinụlọ m ghara ịhụ ihe ọ bụla dị ka gị ọzọ. May my family never see anything like you again.”
She spat on the floor with anger very similar to what Rose was feeling and left. 
Rose looked at Chike with the squirming baby in his arms, who was yelling in solidarity with her mother, and she felt her heart break into a million pieces. All she wanted to do was to slap the sorry out of his stupid mouth before he said it, but she was overwhelmed by the pressure from her bowels. She ran to the toilet, and as her stomach ran wild, the tears flowed freely from her eyes.
 What was she going to do?
The second time Chike brought a baby home, there was nothing to say, and she felt nothing. She had been barren for 4 years, so when he came home and placed a baby in her arms, she simply took it. She named the boy Ugochukwu and loved him like she loved herself. But the pain came eventually when she found out the child's mother was the daughter of the woman who sold Okpa at their junction. The girl was 16 years old. Rose remembered the day she saw her pushing her drooping belly in her mother’s shop. The girl had quickly looked away, and Rose had felt pity for her. She thought the girl was too ashamed to look at anybody. Shortly after Ugochukwu came to them, the Okpa woman and her daughter vanished.

Something snapped in Rose. After collecting herself, Rose marched into the bedroom, and without thinking, she started packing her things. Chike had wandering eyes. He always had. It was the one objection she had he had come to ask for her to marry her. She remembered telling her mother her fears 12 years ago in their tiny hut in the village. Her mother’s answer was simple.
“How could his eyes not wander?  As long as he comes home to you every night, there is nothing to worry about.”
At that time, Rose thought she understood and had made peace with the fact that his eyes would always wander, but nobody prepared her for the babies.
Ngozi came in with confusion in her eyes.
“Aunty, what are you doing? 
“Pack the children's things osiso. We are going to my parents.”
But Ngozi stood at the door like she was rooted to the place.
“This night?”
With all the rage in her heart, Rose struck Ngozi’s face without thinking. That slap was meant for Chike, and Rose felt sorry but had no time to apologize.
“When I ask you to do something, you do it immediately. Don't ask me nonsense questions.”
And then Ngozi swung into action, gathering things and putting them in bags mindlessly like her madam. 

“Ezigbo mu chelu. Ihe a bukwa olu ekwensu. Let me explain.” 
That voice. The voice that has become the bane of her existence. She remembered the first time she saw Chike. She had gone to visit her friend, and Chike was visiting her friend’s husband. She knew who he was immediately she set her eyes on him. He was the only child of Chief Okereke. Chief Okereke had been one of the first men to start the business of spare parts importation in Enugu. Everyone knew of their wealth.  Her visit was brief, but when she left, Chike followed her, screaming the lyrics of Love mu Adaure by Cardinal Rex Lawson as she tried to walk as fast as possible. He had followed her for 10 minutes before she stopped and asked him if he was insane. After laughing, he answered,
“Yes, I am insane. Beautiful women like you make me do insane things.” 
And like a fool, Rose had laughed and drawn circles on the floor with her feet.
All Rose could think about in the present was that she should have removed her slippers, dusted them, and ran. He had told her that beautiful women made him do insane things, and eventually, she found out that he did not lie.
“Get out of my way Chike”
“Are you going with my children?”
“Do you mean my sons? 
Rose was squaring up to Chike; the height difference was almost invisible as Rose stood on her toes and looked into her husband’s eyes. He saw the fire in her eyes, and he was scared. He knew Rose could hack him to death if he said anything else, so he walked away.
 As Rose packed as frantically as she could, she felt the gentlest tap on her shoulder. It was Uchechukwu
He stared at her with knowing eyes, and Rose confirmed her fear. He knew. Her heart sank. She always imagined the day she would finally face the truth, but not like this. Uchechukwu looked around the room, sighted her semi-packed bag, and left before Rose could say anything. What would she say to him?  But then Uchechukwu returned. This time, a sleepy-eyed Ugochukwu was by his side. Behind him was his bag. Rose felt like her tongue was stuck in her throat. He finally spoke, 
“Mama, I have packed our bag. Let us go”.
Rose was stunned.  He knew, but he still chose her. She was indeed their mother. She pulled her children close and hugged them. Armed with the confidence of her 10-year-old son, she grabbed their hands and walked into the night. Ngozi followed her closely, carrying their bags and asking questions that not even Rose had answers to.

