Title: The Healing Journey of Adaobi
The sun was setting behind the tall palm trees, casting long shadows over the bustling streets of Lagos. Amidst the chaos, Adaobi walked with a heavy heart,she had just got to the Park, after the long journeyback from school. At twenty-four, she carried the weight of a strained relationship with her  mother, Oyidiya, and the unbearable burden of blaming her for the tragic death of her immediate younger sister, Chidinma.she was finally going to see her mother again after five years.
 Oyidiya, a strong-willed woman who worked tirelessly to provide for her two daughters after her husband abandoned them and travelled overseas in disguise of looking for greener pastures for the family. Last they heard of him he was married to an oyibo woman (white woman) and had children with her. Due to the pain and hardship, Oyidiya became a distant figure in Adaobi's life, she dedicated herself to work and also to God. She sold food stuffs in the market and also had a side hustle of selling wrappers, which she orders from the east. She made sure their school fees were paid on time and they had food to eat. To Oyidiya that was all she owed her children, food, clothing and a sound education. She was not concerned with the emotional aspect, she hardly spent time with them, or laughed with them.Adaobi and, Chidinma  feared their mother greatly, the sisters became more closer and found refuge in each other.
 She was a disciplinarian, quick to anger and slow to embrace affection, her religion also made her very rigid,. Adaobi yearned for her mother's love, for the warmth and tenderness that seemed to elude her.

  Tragedy struck when Adaobi was fifteen and Chidinma was twelve. Chidinma was seriously ill. Her mother had refused to take her to the hospital claiming that her pastor had said it was a spiritual attack. Oyidiya strongly believed in everything her pastor says and was brainwashed that God literally spoke through him. The pastor had told them that the attack was from their father’s people, he had instructed them to read psalms to her every day and anoint her head regularly and she would be well. Adaobi cried everyday as her sister’s condition got worse but Oyididya was very adamant and insisted on only following the pastor’s instructions.
Chidimma, on a calm afternoon was laid outside on a mat outside, unable to speak, life slipping out of her. Oyidiya sat by her side using anointing oil to rub her body, Adaobi sat and watched with anger, she knew it wasn’t spiritual, a doctor had told them it was a type of malaria that affected the brain {cerebral malaria} and with proper treatments she was going to get better but her mother had refused and took her home, holding prayer meetings every now and then and anointing her. That gruesome day, after an anointing session Chidinma passed away. The scene replayed itself in Adaobi's mind like a horror movie ,a blur of chaos, screams, and the sight of her sister's lifeless body on the ground. In that moment, Adaobi's world shattered, and she directed her pain and anger towards her mother. After Chidinma died, Adaobi could no longer look her mother in the eyes, she knew in her heart that she no longer felt any feeling of love towards her mother.


In the days that followed, Oyidiya,consumed by grief herself, withdrew further into her shell. She locked herself in her room, drowning in a sea of guilt and sorrow. Adaobi felt abandoned, left to navigate the labyrinth of her emotions alone. The silence between them grew thicker with each passing day, years went by, and the distance between mother and daughter only widened. Adaobi moved to another city for university, hoping that a change of environment would help her heal. She immersed herself in her studies, but her emotional wounds festered beneath the surface. She bore the weight of a painful past, scars etched deep within her heart. Time had passed, but the memory of her trauma lingered, casting a shadow over her spirit.
 she crossed paths with a charismatic man named Tunji. He had a warm smile and kind eyes that immediately captured Adaobi's attention. Yet, as days turned into weeks, Tunji's presence began to weave its way into Adaobi's life like a gentle thread. He never prodded, but rather, he offered kindness in abundance. He listened when she spoke and understood the unspoken words that echoed in her eyes. He showed her that vulnerability was not a weakness, but a courageous act of trust. Through his steadfast presence, Adaobi learned to let go of the shackles that bound her heart.

As the seasons changed, so did Adaobi. Her laughter, once a rare occurrence, now echoed through the hills with newfound joy. Love blossomed like wildflowers after a spring rain, painting their world with vibrant hues.

Through it all, Tunji stood by her side, a pillar of strength and tenderness. He held her close on the days when the memories threatened to resurface, offering solace in his embrace.
 Little did she know that Tunji would become the person to not only sweep her off her feet but also mend the broken relationship between her and her mother. As their relationship blossomed, Adaobi slowly began to open up about her troubled past. Tunji, being the patient and understanding man that he was, listened intently, offering his unwavering support. Moved by Adaobi's pain, Tunji decided to take matters into his own hands. He believed that love had the power to heal wounds, even the ones that had been festering for years. Tunji spoke to Adaobi about the importance of family and the beautiful bond they share, gently reminding her that life is too short to hold onto grudges.She also longed for closure, for a chance to confront her mother and demand answers.
      
  Oyidiya's face had aged prematurely, etched with lines of grief and regret. Adaobi swallowed her anger and approached her mother tentatively.
  "Mother," Ada greeted, her voice echoing through the living room. They sat on the worn-out couch, their hearts heavy with unspoken words 
"Ada, you've come," Oyidiya replied, her voice as cold as the harmattan wind. "What brings you here?"

Ada took a deep breath, trying to summon the courage she had been amassing for years. "Mother, we need to talk about Chidinma," she said, her voice trembling as she mentioned her late younger sister's name.

Oyidiya's face hardened. "What about her?" she asked, her voice betraying no emotion.

"You know what, mother," Ada replied. "We never really talked about her... about what happened."

"Mother, you should have taken her to the hospital when she first fell ill," Ada said, her voice choked up with emotion. "If you had, maybe..."

"Enough!" oyidiya shouted, slamming her hand on the armrest of her chair. "I did the best I could! I prayed. I trusted in our God. Even the pastor said it was a spiritual attack."

"But mother, it was malaria," Ada retorted. "A disease that could have been treated with proper medical attention."

Silence filled the room. The tension was palpable, the air thick with unspoken words and regret.

For a while Oyidiya said nothing. Then, with a sigh, she finally spoke. "Adaobi , I.. I was scared. I didn't understand. I thought I was doing the right thing. But I was wrong."

Adaobi looked at her mother, surprised by the admission. This was the first time she had heard her mother admit a wrongdoing. Oyidiya's eyes were moist, reflecting a pain she had hidden for years.

"Mother, we could have saved her," Ada said, tears streaming down her face. "We should have saved her."

Oyidiya nodded, her own tears now visible. "Yes, we should have," she said softly.
[bookmark: _Hlk145599395] "I am sorry, Ada. I was rigid in my beliefs. I failed you. I failed Chidinma."

Adaobi felt a torrent of emotions flood her soul, relief, grief, and a glimmer of forgiveness. She had hoped for answers, but what she found was a broken woman burdened by her own guilt. The realization that her mother had suffered too began to crack the walls around Adaobi's heart.
   In the days that followed Adaobi and Oyidiya embarked on a journey of healing. They attended grief counseling together, where they learned to navigate their pain and communicate their emotions.

Through therapy Adaobi and Oyidiya began to understand each other better. Oyidiya revealed her own struggles with guilt and self-blame, explaining how she had punished herself for years, believing she was responsible for Chidinma's death. Adaobi in turn, shared her deep-seated resentment and the void that had consumed her since that fateful day. As they delved into their shared grief, they discovered that their pain had isolated them from each other. Adaobi realized that her mother's distance was not a result of indifference but rather an inability to cope with her own emotions. Oyidiya acknowledged her shortcomings as a mother, expressing her desire to bridge the gap that had formed between them.

   Together, they began the slow process of forgiveness. They shared stories, laughter, and tears, gradually rebuilding the bonds that had been fractured by tragedy. It was not an easy path, but they were determined to heal their relationship.
Adaobi's journey towards healing extended beyond her relationship with her mother. She sought therapy to address her own trauma and guilt. With the support of a compassionate therapist, she confronted the complex emotions that had plagued her for years. She learned to separate her mother's actions from her intentions, understanding that Oyidiya had done the best she could with the tools she had.

Over time, Adaobi’s perspective shifted. She saw her mother not as a villain but as a flawed human being who had suffered her own wounds. She recognized that forgiveness was not about condoning past actions but about freeing herself from the heavy burden of anger and blame. They became confidantes, sharing their joys, sorrows, and triumphs, Adaobi discovered a newfound appreciation for her mother's resilience and unwavering love. Oyidiya, in turn, witnessed her daughter's growth, marveling at the strength and resilience she had demonstrated in her journey towards healing. Adaobi remained grateful for the support and guidance she had received from her mother. Oyidiya's unwavering love and commitment had paved the way for their reconciliation. Their relationship had grown into a source of strength and inspiration, reminding them both that healing was possible, even in the face of immense pain.
Alongside this journey, stood Tunji, a steadfast presence who offered his unwavering support.

Tunji holding Adaobi’s hand said to her “You’re finding your way, Adaobi. And I’m here, every step of the journey.”

Together, they navigated life’s twists and turns, their love serving as a compass guiding them forward. Tunji encouraged Adaobi to pursue her passions, to embrace the calling that had long whispered in her heart.

Adaobi determined,” I want to help those who’ve faced the same struggles as me, Tunji. It’s time to make a difference”.

Tunji smiling proudly,” You have a gift, Adaobi. Your strength and compassion are boundless.”

Adaobi’s path led her to a small community organization, where she poured her heart into helping women find their own voices. She became a beacon of hope, a living testament to the power of reconciliation and the strength that lay in forgiveness. Adaobi’s work touched lives far beyond the bustling streets of Lagos. Her story, one of resilience and love, echoed through the hearts of those she touched, a testament to the boundless potential that lay within every person.
And through it all, Tunji stood by her side, his love a steady anchor in a world that was ever-changing.
Their love story became intertwined with Adaobi’s journey of self-discovery, a tapestry woven with threads of forgiveness, purpose, and a deep-rooted love for the land that had shaped them.

      As the years went by Adaobi's twenties came to an end, and she entered a new phase of her life. She was determined to break the cycle of dysfunction that had plagued her family and create a different future for herself and any future children she might have.
Though the scars of loss would never fade completely, Adaobi and Oyidiya found solace in their renewed bond. They had learned that healing required vulnerability, compassion, and a willingness to confront the darkest corners of their hearts, their relationship grew stronger. They celebrated milestones together, they laughed, shared meals, and created new memories that replaced the painful ones of the past. Their bond had transformed into a source of strength and support for both of them.But there were still moments when the weight of their shared loss would press down on them. On Chidinma birthday each year, they would visit her grave together, offering prayers and flowers. It was a sober occasion, but it also served as a reminder of how far they had come and the love that had emerged from the depths of their pain.

Adaobi's work with the community organization flourished. She became a beacon of strength for the women she helped, offering not only practical support but also a listening ear and a heart full of empathy.
As Adaobi, professional life flourished, she became a sought-after speaker and advocate,
sharing her story of healing and reconciliation on various platforms. She traveled across
Nigeria, offering workshops and seminars on trauma, forgiveness, and rebuilding
relationships. Her words resonated with many, inspiring them to confront their own pain and
take the first steps towards healing.
In one of her powerful speeches, Adaobi stood before a diverse audience, her voice filled
with conviction. ” We all have the capacity to heal and transform our lives, she said.
“Through forgiveness and empathy, we can break the chains of resentment and create a
future filled with love and understanding.”

Tunji, her steadfast partner, stood beside her, offering his support in every endeavor. Together, they formed a formidable team, their shared dreams and aspirations strengthening the foundation of their love.

As the years went by, Adaobi's influence extended far beyond Nigeria. Her work resonated with people around the world, sparking a movement of empowerment and healing.

Through it all, Adaobi's relationship with her mother continued to grow stronger. They became confidantes, sharing their hopes, fears, and dreams with a newfound openness.
Adaobi's journey had taught her that healing was not a destination but an ongoing process. She understood that there would be setbacks and challenges along the way, but she was armed with the resilience and tools necessary to navigate them. She had come to embrace her scars as symbols of strength and triumph, a testament to her capacity to rise above adversity. In the end, it was through the love and determination of Tunji that Adaobi and her mother found their way back to each other. Their story became a testament to the unbreakable bond of family and the transformative power of love in healing wounds that ran deep.



