You ever heard the saying “It’s easy to steal the village drums, it’s finding where to beat them peacefully that’s the problem.” 
I can’t think of a better way to explain my soon to be ex husband Onochie’s predicament at the moment.
If you’re from around here, you might have heard tales or seen some little kids dancing around, chanting about the great warrior that single-handedly slaughtered a hundred men when our village was attacked. Bit of exaggeration there, but that was Onochie, the man I used to know, love and most of all, the man I chose to marry. Not the egomaniac and complete moron I can barely recognise standing before me, panting and pacing. I’m honestly unbothered by his misfortune not only because he brought it upon himself, but mostly because he had the mind to cross me the way he did. I’ll give you all the details in a minute, but first, I need to ensure his concubine doesn’t think of escaping and abandoning him, especially not now when he needs her the most, cause they both need to burn in this fire they started.

Alright, I’m back and now I can tell you  everything. Well, two years ago, when everything around me seemed perfect and my life was so blissful, I was one of the most sort after women in our village, being the only child of Ichie Ezennaya, the best goldsmith in our village and the neighbouring once, and also a member of the kings men, one of the richest actually. There was almost always a line of suitors asking for my hand in marriage, my dear  father, may the gods grant him enteral rest, wanted to ensure I got married to a very suitable man, but sadly, I wasn’t concerned with any of that. At the time, I was secretly courting Onochie, the village heartthrob, how foolish of me. He was the sweetest man I had ever met, extremely gentle and the most considerate, but for some reason, my father didn’t like him very much. He had come around several times to ask for my hand and on all occasions, he was rudely rejected. Normally, with other suitors, my father would call on me to ask my opinion, but not with Onochie, he wouldn’t even call me to see my guest which was customary, he would just turn him down off the bat. We both got tired of that and planned to run off together. Coincidentally, on the designated night we were to flee, our village was attacked by a group of bandits. We were just by the border when we saw them, about fifty men. Tales of these bandits had been circulating our village for a while now, they had visited neighbouring villages, raiding them, murdering a good number of them and wreaking lots of havoc. We could have escaped, but Onochie didn’t want to do that, he asked me to go get help, while he launched towards them. I ran as fast as I could and alerted our village warriors. By the time we got back, Onochie had slain a good number of them, the warriors joined in and victory was ours. The king felt indebted to us, he immediately granted us our desire to get married despite my father’s clear disapproval, we were honoured in so many ways, lands, fur, cowries, we were treated like we were on par to nobles, a treatment I was born into, being born noble from a long line of Ichies, but Onochie had never felt anything like that. The fame and praise had really gotten to him, his ego had grown larger than our village masquerade, he obviously felt like he was born noble and had reserves to fall back on as he ran through the cowries like water. He basked in the praise he was receiving and couldn’t have enough of the maidens, especially Adaku, his partner in crime, a mere village dancer, I see it now, they both belong together, seeing as little bit of fame and fortune drove them crazy. She hung around on his arm like gold at every instance they could, as they both ignored my entire existence. I saw just exactly what my father had seen. Luckily for me, my loving father had one day invited me over and asked me to ensure I have a son as soon as possible, regardless of who the father was. I still wanted Onochie despite his constant neglect and occasional mistreatment, I pretended everything was ok and did all in my power to have a son with my husband, but it was all to no avail. Eventually, I took a hint, and the gods smiled on me, blessing me with a son, don’t ask, the identity of his father will obviously follow me to the grave. Onochie and Adaku made sure to let everyone know that he didn’t belong to Onochie, not that anyone cared, they could all saw how I was being treated. My father immediately adopted my son as his, Onochie and quite frankly, everyone else could guys my father’s intention, now Onochie was beginning to understand the difference between being born noble and playing wannabe. As predicted, my father passed on everything he owned to my son, he name I alone as his primary caregiver and made me promise my husband was to get nothing, before leaving the realm of the living. 
As time went on, they both ran out of cowries, and were quickly running out of lands to sell, worse of all, Onochie was running out of praises,  people just didn’t care much about what had happened two years ago. They were grateful of course, but it wasn’t that relevant anymore, they were more people to celebrate everyday, especially the hunters that outdid themselves all the time. That really got to Onochie, he was feeling as irrelevant as he used to before the whole ordeal, when the only validation he was getting was from me. And Adaku, she didn’t see the appeal anymore, she wanted to be with a great warrior, but Onochie didn’t feel great anymore and they were broke to crown it all, she would have left him, but she had already been branded his concubine, so no other man with anything to his name would touch her with a ten foot pole. A funny unspoken rule if you ask me, some noble men around here would go after anyone with breasts, but when it came to concubines, they just couldn’t be seen with one that wasn’t there’s. 
So, these fools, in their frustration of themselves and one another, they decided with their combined IQ of less than 2 to recreate the ordeal that made Onochie famous in the first place, how foolish. They decided to sell off the last land, pay some fish merchants to pretend to be bandits and recreate the event that took place that night. What they didn’t know was that a lot of people wanted the glory he had experience as well, a lot of young boys wanted to walk in his shoes, so they would sneak out at night, go to the boarder and act as night watchmen, looking out for our village, hoping that one day we would get attacked, and it finally happened as they wished. The fish merchants, about twenty of them, dressed like bandits, carrying weapons they could barely use, got to the border and were attacked by the fame hungry boys. Two of the merchants had been killed before they realised things weren’t going as planned, so they began to defend themselves and retaliate. Before Onochie and Adaku could intervene, five merchants and seven village boys were dead, while some others were left injured. The village warriors had showed up as well, the merchants were arrested and it didn’t take much to get them to talk, Onochie was put on house arrest immediately while the king and his men discussed what to do with him.

 I just had to make sure that the warriors knew his dear Adaku was just as part of this as Onochie is. I’ve packed up all of I and my son’s things and we’re heading to my father’s home which my son had inherited, Onochie is going to dance to whatever tunes the kings men play for him all by himself. Well, not by himself, he has his lovely Adaku with him, hopefully, their love will flourish in hell where I’m sure they are headed
