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For the umpteenth time that night, Nneka could not hold back the uncontrollable tears that were pouring from her eyes. She let them drop freely. Perhaps, it could act as a soothing balm to the anguish and darkness that gripped her entire being.
Obioma must not die. 
It was the only reality she could hold on strongly to as she pressed the wet rags on her daughter’s legs who lay beside her. “Obi m, how are you feeling now?” It took Nneka some seconds to recognize that the croaky, husky voice she heard actually belonged to her.
“Mama, it hurts. My head pounds terribly as if Mama Nnukwu is pounding fufu on her mortar.” Obioma was speaking slowly and her voice were occasionally disrupted with spasms of pain shooting through her body. “My entire body seems to be on fire, while my legs feel cold.” Nneka could hear Obioma’s quiet sobs. “I don’t want to die without making you proud mama.”
Nneka placed her hand on her heads as the tears came falling again, a bile, bitter taste in her tongue. Again, she swore on her late husband, Emeka’s grave that if her daughter survived this ordeal, she was going to sacrifice a fat live cow to Ala, the goddess of the land. Please let my only child live for me. What pained her terribly was that she had been left alone to suffer. 
All the villagers who insisted that Obioma be circumcised had left her to suffer in silence. She had vehemently refused when she was told that her 9-year old daughter be subjected to the ritual act of circumcision, but her late husband’s kinsmen had insisted that it was the custom and tradition of their land.  
“You either do it or risk being ostracized from this family”, Igwenduka, the oldest man in her husband’s family had warned her. “What we want is our own daughter’s good, circumcising her will ensure she grows to be a strong and robust woman.” Nneka had so many things to say to him. She wanted to tell him how for months after she had undergone circumcision as a 10-year old, her genitalia seemed to be filled with hot pepper. How for years after the painful experience, she could not discharge urine without wincing in severe pain. How she could not experience proper satisfaction from her late husband during sexual intercourse, both because of the stinging pain she always felt around her vagina and because something had changed in her after the native witch doctor had cut off her clitoral glans with sharp objects that had caused her perpetual discomfort. She had so many things to say, but what could she do? She was just a defenseless widow living in a man’s world. She could only plead to her ancestors to keep her daughter safe. At 13, Obioma had barely experienced life.
It was shortly after midnight, when it was rumored that the Ajoonmuo, the Evil spirits make their way into the habitation of men, that Obioma gave up the ghost.


















