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Synopsis: 

In a post-apocalyptic Africa, the world has changed in many ways; yet in one region genocide between tribes still bloodies the land. A woman who has survived the annihilation of her village and a terrible rape by an enemy general wanders into the desert, hoping to die. Instead, she gives birth to an angry baby girl with hair and skin the colour of sand. Gripped by the certainty that her daughter is different - special - she names her Onyesonwu, which means `Who fears death?' in an ancient language.

It doesn't take long for Onye to understand that she is physically and socially marked by the circumstances of her conception. She is Ewu - a child of rape who is expected to live a life of violence, a half-breed rejected by her community. But Onye is not the average Ewu. Even as a child, she manifests the beginnings of a remarkable and unique magic. As she grows, so do her abilities, and during an inadvertent visit to the spirit realm, she learns something terrifying: someone powerful is trying to kill her.
Desperate to elude her would-be murderer and to understand her own nature, she embarks on a journey in which she grapples with nature, tradition, history, true love, and the spiritual mysteries of her culture, and ultimately learns why she was given the name she bears: Who Fears Death.


EXTRACT 1: 

It was evening and a thunderstorm was fast approaching. I was standing in the back doorway, watching it come when, right before my eyes, a large eagle landed on a sparrow in my mother's garden. The eagle slammed the sparrow to the ground and flew off with it. Three brown, bloody feathers fell from the sparrow's body. They landed between my mother's tomatoes. Thunder rumbled as I went and picked up one of the feathers. I rubbed the blood between my fingers. I don't know why I did this.
It was sticky. And its coppery smell was pungent in my nostrils, as if I were awash in it. I tilted my head, for some reason, listening, sensing. Something's happening here, I thought. The sky darkened. The wind picked up. It brought... another smell. A strange smell that I have since come to recognize but will never be able to describe. 
The more I inhaled that smell, the more something began to happen in my head. I considered running inside, but I didn't want to bring whatever it was into the house. Then I couldn't move even if I wanted to. There was a humming, then pain. I shut my eyes.
There were doors in my head, doors made of steel and wood and stone. The pain was from those doors cracking open. Hot air wafted through them. My body felt odd, like every move I made would break something. I fell to my knees and retched. Every muscle in my body seized up. Then I stopped existing. I recall nothing. Not even darkness. 
It was awful.
The next thing I knew, I was stuck high in the giant iroko tree that grew in the center of town. I was naked. It was raining. Humiliation and confusion were the staples of my childhood. Is it a wonder that anger was never far behind? 
I held my breath to keep from sobbing with shock and fear. The large branch I grasped was slippery, and I couldn't shake the feeling that I had just spontaneously died and returned to life. But that didn't matter at the moment. How was I going to get down?
"You have to jump!" someone yelled. 
My father and some boy holding a basket over his head were below. I gnashed my teeth and grasped the branch more tightly, angry and embarrassed. 
Papa held his arms out. "Jump!" he shouted. 
I hesitated, thinking, I don't want to die again. I whimpered. In order to avoid my subsequent thoughts, I jumped. Papa and I tumbled to the wet iroko-fruit-covered ground. I scrambled up and pressed myself to him, trying to hide, as he took off his shirt. I quickly slipped it on. The smell of the mashed fruits was strong and bitter in the rain. We'd need a good bath to get the smell and purple stains off our skin. Papa's clothes were ruined. I looked around. The boy was gone.
Papa took my hand, and we walked home in shocked silence. As we trudged through the rain, I struggled to keep my eyes open. I was so exhausted. It seemed to take forever to get home. Did I come that far? I wondered. What... how? Once home, I stopped Papa at the door. "What happened?" I finally asked. "How'd you know where to find me?"
"Let's just get you dried off, for now," he soothingly said. 
When we opened the door, my mother came running. I insisted I was fine, but I wasn't. I was falling into oblivion again. I headed to my room. 
"Let her go," Papa told my mother.
I crawled into bed and this time tumbled into a normal deep sleep.
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EXTRACT 2:

I was always happy to see Mwita. But one day, months later, I was ecstatic to see him. Relieved. When I saw him coming up the road with an envelope in hand, I jumped up. I'd been sitting on the house steps, staring into space, confused and angry, waiting for him. Something had happened.
"Mwita!" I screamed, breaking into a run. But when I got to him, all my words escaped me, and I just stood there.
He took my hand, and we sat down on the steps.
"I-I-I don't know," I babbled. I paused, a great sob welling up in my chest. "It couldn't have happened, Mwita. Then I wondered if this was what happened before. Something's been happening to me. Something's after me! I need to see a healer. I..."
"Just tell me what happened, Onyesonwu," he said, impatient.
"I'm trying!"
"Well, try harder."
I glared at him, and he glared back, motioning with his hand for me to get on with it.
"I was in the back, looking at my mother's garden," I said. "Everything was normal and... then everything went red. A thousand shades of it..." I stopped. I couldn't tell him about how a giant red-eyed brown cobra slithered up to me and rose up to my face. And then how I was suddenly hit with a self-loathing so deep and profound that I started raising my hands to gouge out my own eyes! That I was then going to tear my own throat with my nails. I am awful. I am evil. I am filth. I should not be! The mantra was red and white in my mind as I'd stared in horror at the oval eye. I didn't tell him how a moment later an oily black vulture flew down from the sky, screamed, and then pecked at the snake until it slithered away. How I snapped out of it just in time. I skipped all this. 
"There was a vulture," I said. "Looking right at me. Close enough for me to see its eyes. I threw a rock at it, and as it flew off, one of its feathers fell off. A long black one. I... went and picked it up. I was standing there wishing I could fly as it did. And then... I don't..."
"You changed," Mwita said, looking at me very closely.
"Yeah! I became the vulture. I swear to you! I'm not making this..."
"I believe you," Mwita said. "Finish."
"I... I had to hop out from underneath my clothes," I said, holding my arms out. "I could hear everything. I could see... it looked as if the world had opened itself to me. I got scared. Then I was lying there, myself again, naked, my clothes next to me. My diamond wasn't in my mouth. I found it a few feet away, and..." I sighed.
"You're an Eshu," he said.
"A what?" The word sounded like a sneeze.
"An Eshu. You can shape-shift, among other things. I knew this the day you changed into that sparrow and flew into the tree."
"What?" I screamed, leaning away from him.
"You know what you know, Onyesonwu," he said matter-of-factly.
"Why didn't you tell me?" I clenched my shaking fists.
"Eshus never believe what they are until they realize it on their own."
"So what do I do? What... how do you know all this?"
"Same way I know all the other things," he said.
"How's that?"
"It's a long story," he said. "Listen, don't go telling your friends about this."
"I didn't plan to."
"Firsts are important. Sparrows are survivors. Vultures are noble birds."
"What's noble about eating dead things and stealing meat from chopping blocks?"
"Everything must eat."
"Mwita," I said, "You have to teach me more. I have to learn to protect myself."
"From what?"
Tears dribbled from my eyes. "I think something wants to kill me."
He paused, looked me in the eye, and then said, "I'll never let that happen."
According to my mother, all things are fixed. To her, there was a reason for everything from the massacres in the West to the love she found in the East. But the mind behind all things, I call it Fate, is harsh and cold. It's so logical that no one could call him or herself a better person if he or she bowed down to it. Fate is fixed like brittle crystal in the dark. Still, when it came to Mwita, I bowed down to Fate and said thank you.
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