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			FOREWORD

			For unnecessarily long time in Lango, we have drunk too much of foreign wine. The time has come for us to go back to some local village there and begin the march to a successful breakthrough in homemade stuff. It might call for disorientation from the much-known conventional writing norms but not so much a distortion in the literary world. For, it is knowledgeable that the tree is far too tall, but with somewhere to hold right at the bottom, it would be worth a try.

		

	
		
			PREFACE

			Distress signs are all around us but many do not seem to comprehend it. To aggravate matters, distresses that end up in tragedies are near too many to count. For our case, male domination over women’s rights to salvage life is the cause. When women lose grip on life, it flies off and out its circuit. Okunu perpetrated it and Opido remained a testimony to it. 

			IN MEMORY OF THE DISTRESS

			MOMENTS IN ABUTOADI

			Note:	Names of people and places mentioned here have no link to the present-day places or people. However, since the root of this literature is in Lango made it impossible to avoid names of places and people found in Lango.

			Job 36:19

			Would your wealth or even your mighty efforts sustain you so you would not be in DISTRESS!

			Benard O. Abili

		

		
			
			

		

	
		
			CHAPTER ONE

			‘Why this pressure in life? See all these women around… all the children around…. but for Okunu-Engel, it is a notorious Headmistress that bears like an ostrich….and that being Ongura, a mad one, Oh no!’

			Okunu, in short Sam, was just about to move out of his house to go to the garden. He was a man destined to live by his sweat. He had none to lean to. If he were to fail then that was his end. It pushed him to craft a work method fit for his kind of toil. Time was a factor to manage well. Planned work-style was key to any success. His dreams for greatness lay in his hands. Yet he lacked human capital, the common denominator.

			 He expected more of the Headmistress than just a lone Ongura - at least to subdue Onyakedi. There were days he would be stressed by it so much. This fact would linger painfully in his mind and kept him awake most of the time. To make up for the lost sleep, he would employ the services of agurudeng. He didn’t like it so much, but just a little as a medicinal dose. Yet many a times it would be a little too much.  

			The night had been fine. He had snored it all the way. He had no control over it; God had to do it –just fine, no problem.

			Outside the sun was just peeping. The thick leafy mango trees in the backyard formed a canopy, the shape of a grand mushroom. Long shadows from the noticeable palm trees covered the cracks on the numerous grass-thatched huts scattered away. These cracks on close observation formed expensive pattern yet never cost a cent, they just developed on their own after the mud dried. 

			Leaning on the cracked walls, were tiny, skinny poor goats; mucus streaming down their noses and so untidy only the glittering eyes gave them the identity of living creatures. Down where their crooked hooves joined the ground with more-or-less no colour difference, were greenish steel ball-like substances attracting curiosity. 

			Then at the edge of the dirty and bushy backyard lay a kid of one of the goats; teaming with flies and wagging its tail made unattractive already by its dirty bottom. In total, nothing seemed attractive in the whole environment, save only the nature lovers who would appreciate a bit here and there.

			“Oh gosh! This little thing with such dirty bottom would chance to produce its brother or sisters come the occasion!” murmured Okunu in exasperation.

			It was  in this pseudo-nature reserve, Onyakedi, where Okunu Samwiri, the only remaining light bearer of the more-or-less extinct Omwodo Gwok clan lived. If an encounter with Okunu wasn’t a time for the history of Omwodo Gwok clan and the first settlers in Onyakedi, then it was a laughter time, hearing his many names, like; ‘Sam Apur Muku Kwon Ento Ka Something Lak Kweri Ted Wii Full stop.’ Something more surprising about this was that Okunu and his jokes seemed to live in two different worlds. He spoke with heavy verbal commands, but when he was done, the words gave no trace of where they were conceived. Okunu at his best could by any standard, be wrongly taken for a social bore.

			One would want to visit Okunu, but; the path to his ‘State house’ was a nightmare. A visitor intending to go to ‘State house’ must be truly determined. Spear grasses with sharp points closed in, on all sides. The olumbugu formed the undergrowth, which were traps to the unsuspecting victim. He would explain away this mess simply with ease: ‘I am not the road overseer and if it hurts you, go and tell the Minister of Works to send me a Grader to clear my ‘State house road’. At times, he would just tell you his home was not a Saza - ‘so shut up’.

			To walk through State house road, one had to be ready to be soaked in dew fully. This, if frequented would weaken any type of fabric. To minimize this risk, there were options to take Okunu’s style or Ongura’s.

			For Okunu, it was war all through. He would wake up ready to go to his garden, and then to his hoe and panga he would add his walking stick. He would go hitting the dew laden grass blades with this stick. Therefore, to be Okunu’s follower was a sweet relief. One such follower was Silvina, commonly referred to as the notorious Headmistress. ‘Me I have come wholesale’. She would say this to mean all the resources in her was for the betterment of Omwodo Gwok clan.

			The other style employed by Ongura was a mystery to anyone who would chance to follow. He would walk on bent knees under the dew-laden grasses or crawl on all fours if it proved difficult. At certain sections, he would make diversions leaping into the cultivated gardens besides the path. After this, the next trick would constitute a series of high jumps before he climbs up and through a forest of mango trees and coming down to the relief of much friendly and a more all-weather marram road.

			Yes, ‘State house road’ - if you like it!  

			‘Silvina, tomorrow we should start sowing aturalwete in that garden next to Philemon Adyebo’s home. I also feel you should make Kongo pur for the other garden at the roadside to beat the time’.

			‘Yes, Samwiri, but are you not remembering that which we harvested the simsim from? We do not have to hurry up with sowing. You can even see the Onyarodii wind raving mad, a sign that the rain might delay a month or so’.
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			‘Silvina, listen to me; do you want to tell me that you are Ajwaka me kot to predict when it will rain? Have you studied meteorological department? Even so, I never married you for that! So, know from today that I married you with my eighteen cows to come here, cook and dig under my orders, and to produce ten kids for the Omwodo Gwok clan. That is all…. you are like….’

			‘Please Samwiri, Please…’

			‘Hear me Amongi; you should never try to assume that you can inculcate any sense, or rather nonsense into my head! In the first place, you should know that your presence here is a complete misallocation. If I cannot take you back to your mother then I will send you to meet your father! I son of Daudi Engel have spoken’.

			Apart from the words of the son of Engel, the day had no reflection of anything bad. The wind was roaring carelessly. The sun too, was so generous giving full light from up the cloudless sky. It had nothing sinister, not any bad luck, predictably. This was a day that to most people of Okunu’s generation referred to as Apukumac’. With the type of sweeping wind, the brightness of the sun, and the plainness of its projection, men seemed naked and carrying empty heads. 

			Shortly, what was of interest to Okunu was the enormous dry skeleton-shaped Opok tree, lying across the ridge scores of meters to the home of the number one lady. This tree helped in keeping his anger towards Silvina. He could see her in relation to the dried Opok tree. To Okunu the two had things in common. She was just like the Opok in her skeleton figure and yet thought she had anything to offer. She should just like the tree, be burnt as firewood.

			‘Samwiri, why don’t you go and bathe? The water is in the shelter. Food is also ready. It’s toke, alodi and kwon kal’. 

			‘Bring the water here then’ retorted Okunu less thoughtfully.

			‘Why? I hope you are not going to bathe from the courtyard!’

			‘Ok, leave it. Where is it? Okunu remembered that he had not understood what Silvina meant because he was still engaged in his newfound rage against her. His heart was bleeding with the tortures from the voices that continued to whisper to his ears, making it known that if anything then, he was married to the Opok tree.

			Okunu looked up and straightened a bit, then direct to the Opok. He looked again and grinned, then biting his lips Okunu rose up as if going to bathe but in an instant sat down. He had remembered Omongo dead. He had purposed to go straight to him and ask him to explain what good was in Silvina compared to the tree and if anything, he should give back his cows. At least his cows had helped in the marriage of four women to Omongo’s sons. The wives of Omongo’s sons as his cows brought quality home- not the type of the notorious Headmistress of Meteorological department.

			Gradually Okunu calmed down and went to bathe. By now, the time was approaching evening and soon it would be time for Akiiba.

			‘Ongura, where are you from? You are one of the many mad men I have seen in this Omwodo Gwok clan. Have you married me that….’ fumed Silvina. ‘You are ever roaming about like Satan!’ she continued.

			‘Mad men?’ whispered Okunu to himself as he hurriedly dressed himself from the bathroom, foaming all over with soap.

			‘Amongi...so you have become a doctor from Butabika! Today you will surely confirm that all men in Omwodo Gwok clan are fit for Butabika,if not then I will be the one to teach you that none in Omwodo Gwok clan needs a doctor from Odaganono clan!’ retorted Okunu furiously and sarcastically.

			Surely, Amongi was in problems, enough to drain all strength for any anti-Ongura or in general, Omwodo Gwok sentiments.

			‘Aha, Amongi being a doctor when her buttocks never touched a class desk even for a day!’ continued Okunu but with a clear sign that Silvina’s fate was already sealed.

			For the preceding months after the battering of Silvina, which left her unconscious, Ongura had flooded her with disappointments and hurts that alone could have done more than what Okunu did. To die was a better deal for her. Ongura had, at his age gone bestial. Moreover, as if that was not enough, he was on many occasions caught roasting intestines and heads of stolen chickens. He had turned himself into a thief, a wizard and a witch. Everyday news of all the evil Ongura would commit found its way back to Silvina. She could not stop to think, ‘God, what have I done that you have abandoned me totally.’ She had no courage when in public. She would expect the worst whenever anyone asks to see her. Her life was close to detention without trial. She could not predict what will follow next, or how long this would take. Whenever at functions, she would feel pain seeing how other kids humbly genuflect before their parents and adults. For her case, it was different. Ongura would storm her like a cattle raider. It depressed her.

			‘This is what Okunu’s Omwodogwok clan is proud of?’ Silvina would bleed quietly. ‘Why can’t this man go to his fellow men and learn what it means to bring up an upright child? No clan or nation can flourish with this type of animal of a kid’ 
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