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Chidiadi counted the loaves of bread she'd just pulled out of her local oven.
“What do you mean?!” Cyrian's eyes narrowed as he regarded his wife's back.
“Exactly what I said, Di m.” Chidiadi answered quietly.
“You want to saddle me with your responsibility?!” Cyrian beat his chest, “You want to take away my manhood?!”
Chidiadi sighed. She always hated when Cyrian tried to make a mountain out of a molehill.
“Di m,” Chidiadi faced Cyrian, “I'm not trying to take away your manhood. I'm just asking you to look after our daughter while I go to the market and sell.”
Cyrian huffed, “So, why don't you take Adanne to the market with you?”
Chidiadi shook her head, “You know she's still recovering from that measles attack. Also, I don't feel comfortable taking Adanne out when those mad men could attack at any time.”
The youth of their community, Ikwi usually clashed with those of the neighbouring community, Umueke. The warring men attacked marketplaces, farmlands, and residential buildings, maiming people and carting away valuable goods.
Cyrian frowned, “But babysitting a two year old girl is not my job.”
Chidiadi could feel herself getting annoyed. Cyrian was currently unemployed, after he'd gotten fired from the rice mill he'd worked at for destroying property. Since then, he'd stopped seeking employment, and spent his days watching football and drinking with his friends.
“Just watch her, Cyrian,” Chidiadi ground out, “It's not like you have anything else to do.”
Cyrian gaped at Chidiadi before he exclaimed, “Haeuw! Did you just insult me? Do you think you can disrespect me because I don't have a job?”
As Cyrian ranted at Chidiadi, he began to walk menacingly towards her.
Chidiadi's heart began to palpitate as she walked backwards, “I'm sorry, my husband. I didn't mean to do that. It was a slip of the tongue, please forgive me.”
Cyrian chuckled mirthlessly, “Your head has begun to swell because of this little money you're making. It's time I remind you who's the head of this house.”
Chidiadi began to rub her hands together in plea as she continued to step back. She knew how violent Cyrian could get when he was enraged, “Please, forgive me, Di m.”
When Chidiadi's back hit the moss-covered wall of their backyard, she closed her eyes and awaited Cyrian's fist with trepidation.
“Mummy!” Chidiadi's eyes flew open, and she saw Adanne bounding towards her.
Cyrian backed away as Chidiadi scooped a cheerful Adanne into her hands and heaved a sigh of relief.
Her daughter had saved her from her husband's fist. Chidiadi hoped Cyrian wouldn't remember his ire later.
“Mummy! Are you going to the market already?” Adanne asked gleefully, her chubby face breaking out into a beautiful smile.
“Yes, my baby.” Chidiadi hugged Adanne close to her bosom. Adanne was the light and joy of Chidiadi's life. Chidiadi couldn't imagine her life without the little bundle of excitement and innocence.
“I want to come with you!” Adanne pleaded, “Please, mummy. Let me come with you.”
“See?” Cyrian smiled cunningly, “She wants to go with you, sef.”
Chidiadi knew if she wanted Cyrian to take care of Adanne, she had to appeal to his wishes.
“Di m, you know Adanne distracts me from making sales,” Chidiadi complained, “For me to make enough to renovate the house, I need to focus.”
At the mention of renovating their house, Cyrian's eyes widened. Chidiadi knew Cyrian wanted to expand their current two bedroom bungalow into a more modern four bedroom duplex, and he expected Chidiadi to come up with the funds for that, as well as money for the family upkeep.
“Fine,” Cyrian grumbled, “But I'm going to do this once. Don't ever bring up this idea, and don't you dare tell any of your friends that I'm the one taking care of Adanne.”
“I won't,” Chidiadi handed Adanne to Cyrian, happy that she'd gotten her way.
Adanne's smile vanished immediately as she wiggled in her father's arm, “But Mummy, I want to go with you. I don't want to go with Daddy.”
“Shut up!” Cyrian yelled at Adanne, who shrunk away from him, “You think I want to stay with you?”
“Please, don't shout at her.” Chidiadi shouted at Cyrian.
Cyrian shot Chidiadi a glare, “You better make a lot of money today. If not, I will show you pepper!”
It was Chidiadi's turn to shrink. She knew not to take Cyrian's threats lightly. 
“Yes, Di m.” Chidiadi nodded as she packed the loaves of bread in her wheelbarrow. Waving goodbye at her daughter, Chidiadi wheeled the barrow out of their tiny compound.

*

At the market square, Chidiadi opened her stall and displayed her loaves of bread. Before she could even sit, a queue of customers had formed.
“Good morning, Chidiadi.” Nneka, Chidiadi's friend and loyal customer, greeted. Chidiadi had first met Nneka when she was five years old, and twenty years later, the two women were still going strong.
“Good morning, Nneka.” Chidiadi smiled, “How many loaves do you want?”
“Five.” Nneka answered as she weighed the loaves of bread, hoping to get the heaviest ones, “I hope these loaves are fresh and sweet.”
“Ah-ah!” Chidiadi exclaimed, “Don't you trust me again?”
“Aunty, abeg buy fast and leave, let another person buy.” A teenage boy behind Nneka spoke up.
Nneka burst out laughing as Chidiadi placated the boy.
“Children nowadays, so impatient.” Nneka tutted as she finally made her purchase and moved to the side so Chidiadi could attend to other people.
“Speaking of children,” Nneka continued, “How is Adanne? You didn't bring her with you today?”
“No.” Chidiadi's face brightened as she remembered her beautiful baby, “I couldn't risk bringing her to the market, when those drunkards could attack us at any moment.”
Nneka nodded, “You did well. This market of ours is no longer safe. You left Adanne with her father?”
“Yes,” Chidiadi answered Nneka and at the same time expertly put three loaves of bread inside a nylon bag for an old man.
“How did he react?” Nneka prodded Chidiadi.
Chidiadi sighed internally. Nneka loved to hear about Cyrian's little tantrums, and usually advised Chidiadi to leave Cyrian.
Chidiadi was not in the mood for Nneka's useless lectures. How was she supposed to leave her husband because of the little things he did?
“My friend, why are you wasting my time?” Nneka whined, “Tell me what your husband said.”
Chidiadi was about to tell Nneka an abridged version of what had happened earlier that day, when a cry broke out.
“They are here oooo!” A distressed voice called out, “The Umueke men are coming! Run! Run!”
Chidiadi and Nneka's eyes met, and Chidiadi saw the bone-crushing fear she felt reflected in Nneka's expression.
Immediately, Chidiadi began to pack up her wares.
A second later, the sounds of a dozen raucous young men wielding machetes and singing war songs were heard.
“If you no dey fear, no comot!” A male voice roared. Nneka and Chidiadi heard bottles break, and people plead for mercy.
“Chidiadi! Let's run!” Nneka advised, her eyes darting to the sides as she looked out for marauders.
“Wait,” Chidiadi replied as she continued throwing her loaves of bread into her wheelbarrow, “Let me pack my bread!”
The voices of the men grew closer, and scared traders ran past Chidiadi's stall.
Nneka shook her head frantically, “Are you mad?! Let's go!”
“If I lose any money today,” Chidiadi explained hurriedly to Nneka, “My husband will kill me!”
“If those thugs meet us here,” Nneka cried, “You won't have to worry about your husband killing you!”
“I'm done,” Chidiadi wiped her brow as she stacked the last loaf of bread on her wheelbarrow. As she took the handles of her barrow, the vehicle tipped over and the loaves landed on the ground again.
“Chi m o!” Chidiadi exclaimed and bent to pick up her loaves.
Nneka cursed and tugged Chidiadi away, “Let's get out of here!”
Holding hands, the two women joined the throng of buyers and sellers escaping the clutches of the raiders.

*

Two hours later, Chidiadi and Nneka parted ways at a hidden footpath, vowing to keep in touch. From the news Chidiadi heard from passers-by, the attackers were still stalking around the community.
This news broke Chidiadi's heart because she'd lost all the money she'd used to bake that batch of bread.
“Haeuw!” Chidiadi lamented as she walked through the path, “Cyrian will kill me today!”
She was so lost in thought, she didn't know when she walked to her parents' house.
The house was an old brick bungalow which had never been painted. The walls were cracked, and the roof had rusted, but Chidiadi felt comfortable being there. 
“My parents will give me advice on how to ask Cyrian's forgiveness.” Chidiadi mused as she knocked on the wooden door.
“Who's that?” A menacing voice which she recognized as her father's spoke from within.
“Father, It is me, Chidiadi.”
“Chidiadi?” The voice sounded surprised, “What are you doing here?”
“Those Umueke thugs raided the market!” Chidiadi answered impatiently.
The door opened and Chidiadi saw her father, Ambrose holding a cutlass. He looked frail but his eyes were alert.
“Chidiadi, my daughter,” He greeted her with a grimace, “come in.”
Chidiadi entered the small sitting room and saw her mother, Mmege looking panicked.
“My child!” Mmege ran to Chidiadi and embraced her tightly.
“Mother,” Chidiadi returned the embrace. Soon, Mmege's shoulders began to shake and a sob tore out of her.
“Mother, why are you crying?” Chidiadi separated from Mmege to ask.
Mmege only cried harder. Chidiadi turned to her father, “Father, why is she crying?”
Ambrose sighed and silently shook his head. Melancholy was evident on his weathered face.
“Will somebody talk to me?” Chidiadi snapped, irritated. Her parents were acting like somebody had died, and that didn't sit well with her. For some reason, she began to jitter. Had something bad happened to Cyrian?
“Is Cyrian okay?” Chidiadi questioned, her heart in her mouth. Her heart began to thump wildly against her ribcage.
“Yes,” Chidiadi heard Cyrian's voice and swerved around to see him enter the sitting room from the tiny corridor.
Chidiadi heaved a sigh of relief when she saw Cyrian looked dishevelled but unharmed.
“What are you doing here?” Chidiadi asked Cyrian as she walked up to him, “Is Adanne sleeping in Mother's room?”
Cyrian couldn't hold her eyes and looked away guiltily.
Once again, a heavy feeling of fear settled in Chidiadi's stomach. Something seemed really off.
“Di m, answer me before I go crazy.”
Cyrian scratched his neck and fixed his eyes on the concrete floor, “Our house was attacked by those thugs from Umueke. In my haste to get out, I forgot Adanne.”
Upon hearing those words, Chidiadi's world shattered.

*
When Chidiadi recovered from the paralysing shock that took over her body, she immediately grabbed Cyrian by the collar of his shirt.
“What do you mean you forgot my child? Are you joking?”
Cyrian roughly freed his shirt from her desperate grip, “No, I'm not joking, and stop shouting at me.”
“How did you forget our daughter?” Chidiadi wanted to know, “How does that happen?”
Cyrian sighed, “Look, it just happened. I stepped out of the house to do a few things, and when I returned, I saw some armed men breaking into our house. I had to look out for myself.”
“What type of father are you, Cyrian?” tears began to run down Chidiadi's cheeks, “Adanne is just two years old! How could you not make any effort to rescue her? Who knows where she is, and what is happening to her at this moment?”
Cyrian glared at her, “Well, this is all your fault.”
Chidiadi paused her crying, “What did you just say?”
“You heard me,” Cyrian doubled down, “If you had taken Adanne to the market with you, then this wouldn't have happened.”
Chidiadi let out a loud wail, “I am finished o! My life has finished! Cyrian, these thugs also attacked the market! This wouldn't have happened if you hadn't left Adanne alone.”
Cyrian hissed, “Are you blaming me? Are you trying to disrespect me in front of your parents?”
Chidiadi ignored Cyrian, and began to weep uncontrollably. Her innocent baby was probably scared to the bone, and who knew what those violent men had done to her?
“My baby! My baby! Adanne!”
Chidiadi's parents rushed to console her, while Cyrian looked at her with something akin to distaste.
“Chidiadi, my child,” Mmege patted Chidiadi's hair, “please, stop crying. We thank God nothing happened to you at the market.”
“Yes,” Ambrose added, “My daughter, you're still young and fertile. You can always have another child with your husband.”
“Exactly!” Cyrian exclaimed, “I don't even know why she's shouting like that, when she knows how potent I am.”
Chidiadi eyed him angrily, “So, I'm just supposed to forget about Adanne just like that?”
Mmege tutted, “Nobody is asking you to forget about her, but everything happens for a reason. God gives, and God takes away.”
“Moreover,” Cyrian chipped in angrily, “I don't know why you're so distressed over a girl. If it had been a son, ehen, I would have understood.”
Chidiadi went stock-still for a whole minute as she considered the words of Cyrian and her parents. Indignation burned in her heart when she understood what they were saying.
She withdrew from her mother's touch and stood, “All my life, I've done what you wanted,” Chidiadi pointed at her parents, “When you asked me not to go to a university, I obeyed. When you told me to learn how to bake bread, I did. When you asked me to marry Cyrian, I did. When I complained to you about how he treated me whenever he was annoyed, you told me to grin and bear it, and I've been doing that.”
Chidiadi took a deep breath and kept on talking, “But you know what? I'm not going to abandon Adanne. I'm not going to give up easily!”
Cyrian seemed unimpressed by her speech, “Shut up! What are you running your mouth for? Don't you know those invaders are still around?”
Chidiadi refused to back down, “I don't care. I'm going back to our house, and I'm going to search for Adanne. I don't care what happens to me, I'm going to get her back.”
Cyrian laughed mirthlessly and turned to Ambrose, “Sir, you better call your daughter to order. It seems she's going crazy!”
Ambrose exhaled, “Chidiadi, I know you're concerned, but please, don't step out of this house. When we are sure it's safe to go out, we'll go and look for Adanne. If she's nowhere to be found, we'll make a case to our king.”
Chidiadi shook her head stubbornly, “No, Father. I won't wait for anybody. I can't. In fact, I've wasted enough time already.”
Chidiadi headed for the door, and Cyrian tried to intercept her.
“It's like you've gone deaf!” Cyrian chided, “I said don't go anywhere. Do I have to hit you for you to understand?”
Chidiadi glared at him, “If you dare touch me, I'll kill you! Try me and see!”
Cyrian saw the unhinged glint in Chidiadi's eyes, and took one step back.
Chidiadi opened the front door, not listening to her parents who were begging her to change her mind.
“Chidiadi,” Cyrian barked, “If you leave this house, consider our marriage over!”
Chidiadi smiled a little to herself, and determinedly stepped out of her parents' house. Without much thought, she began to race to her home.
“I must get Adanne back, and nobody will stop me!” Chidiadi swore.

Glossary
Di m - Igbo for 'husband'.

Chi m - Igbo for 'my God'
