
  "The Eze Nri is dead" 

The village could feel it then, the weight that was lifted off the land's shoulders....the silent peace that had creeped in.

The Eze Nri was a horrible man, selfish and cruel, bitter and crude, so his death brought nothing but hidden smiles on the people's faces-- plus bigger offerings of gratefulness to Ala and Chukwu. 

With his death came two things actually; peace in the land and a slow brewing war within the Palace. 

The Eze Nri had two children with the Lolo of the land, twenty one in total if one should count all the children of the concubines and women won from wars. 

The rightful heirs to the throne were Adaezenri....who was being prepared to be wed to another village and Abaeze.....who was a mere boy still clinging on to his mother's wrapper. 

Even with the newly found peace in the kingdom, uncertainty still hung in the air...Who would become the next Eze Nri? Why weren't the gods giving them an answer?

           ○○○○○○○○○●○○○○○○○○○

        The council of elders sat before the empty throne of the past Eze Nri. Some sighing with relief that the beast of the king was gone, some still questioning how the once great Eze Nri had fallen. 

" We all know why we are gathered here today" Chief Ozu said, standing before the rest of the elders.

        Chief Ozu was a good man, from his diminishing health to his blood shot eyes, one could tell that he was heavily affected from the loss of his good friend. Some even say he was the only one mourning in the land. 

"The Eze Nri is gone and according to custom, we have until the next full moon to choose another" He said, his eyes scanning the stressed out faces of his age grade. 

        Chief Ozu knew, like everyone did, the next Eze Nri was either a child or an illegitimate child....and the latter left a bitter taste in his mouth. 

"My brothers, let us all calm down; after the burial of the king.."

"Chief Chidu there is no time" Chief Okpụkpụ said, cutting off the calm words of his gentle associate. 

      Chief Okpụkpụ as his name, was a cut throat and harsh man. Who, before the Eze Nri passed on, supported all his evil plans to wedge war on unsuspecting villages. Who suspiciously didn't seem at all affected by the Eze Nri passing on. 

      Chief Ozu cleared his throat, grabbing the attention of the Chiefs who shot daggers at chief Okpụkpụ with their eyes. 

"Yes, there really is no time and arguing among ourselves won't solve anything" Chief Ozu sighed, glancing once more at the vacant throne of his dear friend. He knew his friend wasn't the best of kings and how his want for power and respect fuelled all his evil plans. Though Chief Ozu still wonders if he could have actually saved his long time friend from the self destruction he had headed for. 

"Sadly Chief Ozu, the king only has two children" Chief Ikenna started. "As we all know, the eldest is a woman and his  only son is still a suckling child, there is really a huge problem" 

        They all burst into yet another argument. Chief Ozu too tired to stop it simply sighed and glanced at the empty throne with the Royal Crown placed neatly on it...

"You took the life of my friend and you weren't satisfied, now you're trying to throw the great Igbo Land into chaos" He spoke quietly to the throne and sent a quite prayer to the gods.

       ○○○○○○○○●○○○○○○○○

      Princess Adaezenri, the first daughter of the Eze Nri, the representation of the Eze Nri family, the most beautiful and sought out woman in Igbo land ,the heart of her father and the carrier of his legacy....
.....Hated all her titles. 
      From a very young age, Adaeze always felt weighed down by a heavy force she couldn't define or see. Felt tied down to a land she was so desperate to leave....

      A land she would have finally escaped from if her father didn't pass away. Even in death, he was still a pain in her neck. Fixing her posture she wiped the tear from her face and called her maids in. Her mother had requested for her in the meeting room of the late king, the elders and her father's other children were going to be present...so will the Chief Priest.

       It was time to learn the future of the great Igbo land. Designed in the most expensive beads and cowries Adaeze felt weighed down more than ever....the act of pretending to care about this land was slowly slipping from her. She was ready to leave and watch it burn from afar...with all the evil her father had committed.

        Only then does she think the weight will finally be lifted off her.

               ○○○○○○○●○○○○○○○

       It was really an amazing sight, the gathering of powers in the Igbo kingdom waiting to see the faith of it. 

       Adaezenri scoffed, her head bowed as she glared at her hands, millions of questions going through her head. 
     Why is this so serious?
     Why should we bury the evil king in a grand way?
      Why should her mother shave her head for someone that didn't even respect and honour her?     
      Why? Why?

     Her anger was slowly building, it felt like it would choke her if she didn't voice it out....But she had enough marks on her back from all the lessons her father had taught her on not talking when not spoken to, to keep her head down and mouth shut. 

       She instead, watched her stepmothers and siblings discuss among themselves on the other side, looking away when she felt some of them glare at her. She just really wanted to return back to her hut. 

"Let's all settle down please, The Chief Priest has arrived" One of the guards announced, making everyone, except the Queen and her children, stand to welcome the Eyes, Ears and Mouth of the gods. 
         The sound of tiny bells slapping around an iron rod was the signature telltale of an approaching Chief Priest, his left eye designed with chalk and dressed in only a red material covering his legs and loins, the link between the gods and the people of the land walked into the filled hut proudly.

Adaezenri smiled at the familiar face of the kind Chief Priest as he returned her kind smile with a kinder one. 

"Adaezenri, it's good to still see you..... healthy" He said as he stepped deeper into the open hut with his disciples, whose mouths held leaves between them. The Chief Priest,  the only one to communicate with the gods, is appointed as soon as an Eze Nri is. It was a bitter sweet feeling for him to see the empty throne of the Eze Nri he was appointed to serve...knowing he would join his king in the after life soon after a new one is crowned. 

     He sighed and faced the subjects of the land. "The gods have decided the new Eze Nri" He said, smiling at the silence and eagerness on their faces.

His time as the Chief Priest has taught him two things. One, the gods were never wrong. Two, don't argue with the gods for.....they were never wrong. 

               ○○○○○●○○○○○

Have the gods gone mad?!

     Adaezenri screamed in her head as she sank to the floor in front of everyone, immediately the chief priest called the new Eze Nri. "Princess" She heard them scream as her mother appeared by her side with her maids fanning her, while she just blankly stared at the face of the smiling Chief Priest.

Oh gods of our land

        Adaeze kept muttering, her heart sinking deeper as the noise in the hut went higher. Helping her to stand, Adaezenri immediately wanted to go back to the floor, to hide her face from the stares of everyone in the room. Their glares of disapproval.

"The gods decided this morning..." The Chief Priest continued, looking straight at her. "...to pass the crown to the Eze Nri's heart....for the heart to redeem the name of her father" He smiled and hit his staff on the floor three times, the jingling sound not distracting Adaezenri from the meaning of what he just did.
***His message has been passed on.. May the gods be with them all.**

      Adaezenri watched then as the Chief Priest made his exit like he didn't just turn the whole Igbo land upside-down. Like he didn't just watch the gods rewrite history....by choosing a woman to rule their land. 

        Suddenly, Adaezenri felt that weight she had been carrying since she was younger...get heavier.

                     ○○○○●○○○○

         The sun was setting, casting a beautiful shadow over the land. Children were still playing with their stones and sands, getting scolded by their mothers who were trying to get them back home. The chill evening wind went on to rustle the leaves of the huge mango tree at the town centre, silently listening to the elders talk and scattering the sand drawings of children. 

      Evenings always had a way of  making Adaezenri feel comforted, to her the day and it's problems were coming to an end. It reminded her of the saying she had learnt from the Chief Priest. That if one should wait long enough, evening would always eat away the problem. 

          She stared then at her brother who was  laughing with other boys his age as they chased each other around. Needing some time outside the Palace, Adaezenri had taken her brother to play with other children. Hoping his laughter would sooth the storm in her heart.

     The Chief Priest had delivered yet another message, that Adaeze just had to rule till her brother came of age to take over. Her mother had told her to be relieved, Adaeze though had felt more insulted.

     "The Throne Warmer" 
      "Decorative Queen"

     Names spiralling in her head branding her a useless pawn in the kingdom, to settle the palace battle.....to close her late father's chapter. A man that did nothing for her, why should she carry his cross? Nothing was soothing her anger nor answering her questions. She was just standing and waiting for the gods, her father even, to use her future how ever they like. 

"Sister Ada" Her young brother's voice echoed as he ran in full speed towards her. His hand clutched before him, eyes shining a bright glee as he presented to his sister what he had. Adaezenri had felt no jealous whatsoever for the sibling that came after her, the sibling that had gotten the softer side of his father and full attention of his mother. That said sibling had just dropped a bright black stone on her lap and went on ranting about it being from the gods.

Though young, Abaeze was the future king, which had made Adaeze want to ask him if his shoulders ever felt heavy. But as he chattered on with innocence only a child could have, Adaeze felt no need to intrude into his space but enjoy from afar his talk on a rock.

                     ○○○●○○○

   Five moons past, it was time to lay the late king to rest. The whole village was gathered, all twenty of them, to watch the wicked king that suffered them be put to rest.

      Adaezenri hadn't even expected anyone to be at the royal family's grave land. She was proud of the villagers that stayed at home, who no longer had respect for the wicked man that once ruled them. She had lost her own respect many many moons ago and learned she had no tears to spare. 

Her mother stood beside her crying as her husband's body was brought towards where was dug for him, she wore simple black wrappers and no beads, her hair shaved in mourning,  a tradition not even the queen could escape. Adaezenri though was dressed in beautiful black wrappers, designed in bead not made for a mourning princess, on her head was the heaviest thing she has ever worn. Her late father's crown. 

She was shaming the very tradition that held the great Igbo land together, yet she held her head high and her eyes dry. On her other side was Abaeze who was restless, holding on to his sister's hand. As a child he could be exempted from the laying to rest of the king but Adaeze had insisted he came along with her. She had commanded the maids to dress the young king in expensive garments and ceremonial beads with cowries decorating his ears and hair. The two royal children of the late king stood beside their screaming crying mother, staring at their father being dropped in his grave with dry faces.

"Mama..." The sky was changing readying it self for the moon and Adaeze had done her part. "We will be going home " Her tired mother, sitting on the sand beside her husband, looked at her. Adaeze smiled then, feeling like a monster once her mother noticed what she wore and her still clear eyes. "Goodbye Eze Nri" 

        With that she took her dozing brother and was off.....without a glance back in the direction of her shocked mother and angered father.

                     ○○●○○

     When the first seed of hatred for the late king was planted within the next Eze Nri of the Great Igbo Land, Adaeze couldn't remember, was it when she was just a young maiden or right from the womb? She couldn't answer. 

She hated her father, simple. She could sit down and give reasons for it but that would mean she cared. She didn't,. so she left that subject. Even when her half siblings jested her about the Eze Nri's lack of love for her Adaeze didn't react....she knew it was true. She didn't love him back so it felt fair. She couldn't even respect him that to her felt worst, she hated the late king and couldn't bring herself to care a little. 

       She could also remember a few moons before the late Eze Nri passed away. She spent the afternoon making beads with her maids, since her hut was separated from that of the royal family Adaeze was able to have times like this all to herself. 

        Her father had his heir, her mother had a son so to those she was related with, she wasn't necessary. The young princess was fine with it, she had always been. Her maids had called her unnatural for caring so little  at such a young age, she however saw nothing wrong.... her father and mother were the unnatural ones.

Adaeze was peacefully beading that afternoon when one of her maids noticed a weird plant in the garden. Adaeze's hut was beside the palace gardens where the food served to the king was gotten from,  it was a place not to be messed with so when the maid noticed a strange weed the palace farmer was to be contacted immediately.

Sending them off to accomplish the mission she sat then alone continuing the beading and waiting for them.  Suddenly a young maid rushed towards the garden in a hurry barely stopping to greet her saying the cook had sent her to get vegetables from the garden for the king was hungry. 

Adaeze had let the maid get on with her duties of picking the green, giving little attention to the panicking maid. She had though watched the maid hurriedly pulling the plants not slowing down to see the ones she picked. She had also watched the girl pull the strange new plant and add it to her basket. She however watched silently, saying not a word.

As the maid greeted her goodbye and left, Adaeze continued beading , humming a tone of a song from an old midnight tale.

One that talks of a dying king.

                              ○●○

      Adaezenri was to be crowned Eze Nri on this very day, like her ancestors before her, on an Eke market day. The (Eke Day) is a special day as it's generally believed that Eke is the day the gods created the first human, it shares the same symbol as that of the Eze Nris, of fire or sun.

The land was buzzing with excitement as they got ready for a large celebration, on fit for a new king. The pathways were filled with dancing villagers and masquerades. The sound of the Oja (talking flute) can be heard as one got closer to the Chief Priest land, where the chosen one will answer the gods and be placed on the throne. 

This part of the tradition was necessary and crucial as the answering of the gods is seen as a life and death situation. Being chosen by the gods doesn't guarantee one the throne, answering them does. A tradition not many has passed. 

Adaeze stood in white clothing being blessed by the Chief Priest as the villagers celebrated behind a red rope. The sound of their cheers and songs were passing by her like a dream, she felt she was in one even as the Chief Priest said incantations over her and marked her forehead with white powder. A ritual only pure blooded sons of a king can experience, here she was, bending her neck to receive the cowries of royal recognition. Truly this was a dream she would wake up from. Though she hoped if she did eventually wake up, her father was still with their ancestors.

"Adaezenri! First daughter of the late King Abochi! We welcome you!” The Chief Priest words were met with loud chants of ISE from the people. Silence fell again.

"Adaezenri! The first of her kind! Lead us well" 
"Ise!!!"

Adaeze remained quiet, her thoughts refusing to settle on the ceremony .

"Adaezenri! We will now welcome the gods and their question!" Loud booming cheers from the people as the Oja started playing in accordance to the Chief Priest disciples hitting talking drums and chanting.

It was time to face the entities that chose her. She has been waiting for so long. She was placed on her eyes a red scarf and was given the blood of a rooster to drink. With that she felt something off. Like she was floating, surrounded by air.

Adaeze,  like other women in the village, wasn’t allowed to speak to the gods—knowing not a thing about traditional worshipping. But right there in this soft air surrounding her, she immediately knew that the gods were in her presence.

She bowed her head an inch and raised it up, she was to be the next king and was to pay no respect to anyone but the gods of their land. With each passing moment silently waiting for their question she felt herself slowly getting worried that was until a loud voice spoke into her head.

"DO YOU WANT TO BE KING?!"

Adaeze's head pounding at the sudden noise which sounded like a question. Was it hers? She contemplated until she heard it again, loud. 

"Yes!" She responded into the silent air still confused at the question thrown at her. 

"WHY?!" She couldn't hear anything...not even the murmuring of the villagers, she felt so alone in the moment as she spoke to air that spoke back. 

"Because the gods chose me" She answered clutching her garments tightly.

"DO NOT LIE NEXT TIME! ADAEZENRI! DO YOU WANT TO BE KING?!"

The air was leaving her lungs turning harsh around her , the gods had caught her lying through her teeth. Wasn't that the answer they had wanted? Didn't they want her to say those lines? Wasn’t she their choice? Adaezenri felt confused....and suddenly angry. If the gods were going to ask her such a question shouldn't they have just left her and chosen another person.

"No!" She yelled now at the air that was still raging. "I don't want to be the Eze Nri, I don't want to rule this land!" She was panting, her anger taking over, sadness following after.

"Why?!" It was a softer voice now, one that made tears fall.

"Because I don't want to fix anything for the late king. He did nothing for me...Why should I?! Why!?" The scarf around her eyes were being soaked with tears that refused to stop.

"I am the first daughter of a king..." She sobbed. "Yet that king didn't know my name, a name I was given after him" Her chest felt tight, her lungs lost air yet she cried out...letting everything that had gathered around her heart fall. "I don't want to be bound to him...even after his death. I don't want to be king." 

   Adaeze felt the air around her settle and her chest light as something heavy was placed on her head. 

"To the new Eze Nri!!!"
"Ise!!!!!!!!!!!!"

The scarf was taken from her eyes as she was faced to screaming villagers and a proud smiling Chief Priest. "Our King" He said tapping his stick on the ground. His message has been passed on.. May the gods be with them all.

"Ise!" It was said more calmly now as the villagers bowed to her as she stood. She faced the Chief Priest to find him already on his knees. She stood tall, looking over the people the gods had chosen for her to guide and lead, but was confused as ever.

    Strangely satisfied but confused. Hadn’t the gods rejected her?

She rolled her shoulder getting ready to speak up about her confusion to surprisingly find that the heavy weight, that has been on her shoulder for as long as she could remember....had been lifted.
