[footnoteRef:2]For as long as Nwoye can remember he had been shrouded in Okonkwo’s shadow, hidden and small in its boundless depth. His father a mountainous tree[footnoteRef:3], sturdy in his determination to succeed, every decision made weighed against the burden of the battered legacy his own father Unoka left behind. Nwoye had spent most of his childhood fruitlessly stretching out from beneath Okonkwo’s unwavering branches, his tentative hands reaching towards the glimmering sun, only to be cowed by his father’s wrath and judgement, forcing Nwoye to retreat back under his father’s heavy shadow. The earliest impression Nwoye had of his father, comes not from Okonkwo himself but rather sitting in his mother’s obi as a very small child listening to her regale him with the legendary victory of Okonkwo vs Amalinze the Cat. [2:  This creative writing piece uses an extradiegetic close third-person narrator in order to tell Nwoye’s recollection of the events that took place during his father’s Okonkwo’s life. The narrator is not omniscient with the narrative style used being limited to Nwoye’s thoughts and internal perceptions. With the use of an extradiegetic narrator in this creative piece being, ‘the highest level is the one immediately superior to the first narrative and concerned with its narration.’ Rimmon-Kenan p.94]  [3:  The use of implied metaphor compares Okonkwo to a ‘mountainous tree’ in order to establish how Nwoye’s character views his father as a man of dominating strength. The metaphor is further extended by using the tree branches as the shadow in which Okonkwo has forced Nwoye to live under throughout his childhood through his harsh, bullying behaviour towards his son. ] 


Sitting on the floor, nerves jittering with barely contained excitement, Nwoye’s favourite time of the day had finally arrived[footnoteRef:4], with the light all but extinguished outside the obi’s entrance, the dancing fire[footnoteRef:5] seemed to swell in matching anticipation as his mother began to speak.  [4:  At the start of the creative piece, the narrator sits with Nwoye’s thoughts at an ambiguous time in life not explicitly told by the narrator as he ruminates over the influence his father has had over his childhood. The use of homodiegetic analepsis allows the narrator to pull the reader back to event of his childhood, when he was first told about the wrestling match between Okonkwo and Amalinze the Cat. ]  [5:  ‘Dancing fire’ uses to personification to give the fire a human action, allowing the fire to become more vivid to the reader. ] 

‘Many years ago, when Okonkwo was just a young man of eighteen, he set out to win in the Umuofia’s annual wrestling tournament. He was steadfast in his determination to become champion. You see, he felt he had much to prove to the people of his village, as well as to himself. Failure was not an option for Okonkwo. He did not come from much, a boy of meagre beginnings with the burden of his father’s debts and poor reputation hanging over his head like a heavy raincloud. He would not be seen as weak was the mantra that hummed through the young man’s head. The day of the match against the unbeaten Amalinze the Cat came, and it felt as though the entire village of Umuofia held its breath with anticipation. Nobody could have imagined that the undefeated Cat would be beaten by the young man, who at that time was only known for being the son of Unoka… but beat him…Okonkwo did. It was a glorious spectacle, the likes of which the village had not seen for many years.’[footnoteRef:6]  [6:   Nwoye’s mother uses traditional oral story telling on a hypodiegetic level to relate the events of the wrestling tournament. ] 

As Nwoye’s mother continued to speak, his childish imagination conjures images of his father wrestling heroically with Amalinze the Cat. Night after night, his mother would tell Nwoye the folktales that had been passed on through generations within the Igbo tribe, stories of the Tortoise, Snake-Lizard, and the Vulture. It can be of little surprise then when young Nwoye imagines Amalinze the Cat to be a gigantic golden-haired lion wrestling ferociously with his young father[footnoteRef:7], making Okonkwo’s victory all the more awe-inspiring for the child. As Nwoye lay in bed that night, his brain befuddled in dazed amazement unable to sleep with his swirling thoughts, how brave his father is, how did he manage it, was he not afraid? He defeated the Cat so resoundingly that he has become famous within all the villages. Every wrestling match that came in the twenty years since has not gone without mention of Okonkwo’s great victory. It was that night, alone in his mother’s obi that Nwoye placed his father on the highest pedestal, heart burning with fierce pride and respect, he resolved himself with childlike hope to emulate his great father and to make him proud. Nwoye was not to know as he lay there that night, his chest aflame with expectation, the wedge that would drive itself between father and son in the years to follow. With the irreparable choice Nwoye would make to leave his family and community severing the familial bond between the two forever.[footnoteRef:8] [7:  The narrator is addressing the implied reader – with the motif of men fighting lions being used in many ancient mythologies,  as well as in the bible with Samson and the lion. This was used in order to allow the reader to better understand Nwoye’s childlike imagination by relating it to the readers pre-existing knowledge. ]  [8:  Use of internal prolepsis as the narrator takes the reader out of the sequence of events to the address the falling out between Nwoye and Okonkwo that happens in the future. As Rimmon-Kenan mentions, prolepsis is a ‘narration of a story-event at a point in the text before earlier events have been mentioned.’ P.46] 


The years before Ikemefuna’s arrival to Okonkwo’s household had not been easy for young Nwoye. For nothing he did or said could spare him from his father’s harsh rebuttal and scorn, the boy spent his days tirelessly hoping to seek his father’s approval to seemingly no avail. As a young boy of twelve Nwoye had no hope of comprehending why he constantly received such derisive anger from Okonkwo. He was always left feeling somewhat indignant and confused whenever his father would beat him and call him lazy, despite him having completed his chores to the best of his availability. Even as an old man[footnoteRef:9], Nwoye would still feel a cold chill shiver run down his spine when he recollects the image of his father towering over his small frame, his brawny hand raised with bushy eyebrows pinched into a severe frown, black eyes glinting with righteous fury[footnoteRef:10] as he unleashed his rage towards him. [9:  The use of internal prolepsis, ‘Even as an old man..’ also contains an element of analeptic image ‘Nwoye would still feel a cold shiver run down his spine when he recollects the image of his father…’]  [10:  Uses synecdochical indirect presentation to describe Okonkwo’s appearance, ‘black eyes glinting with righteous fury.’ ] 

Before Ikemefuna arrived, Nwoye’s mother had sat him down to explain to him how Ikemefuna’s arrival to the household was a peace offering from a neighbouring village to avoid a war after Ikemefuna’s father had killed a woman from Umuofia. As Okonkwo was a man who had gained much respect and admiration throughout the village, it was decided that it would Okonkwo’s responsibility to shelter the boy. Nwoye’s sensitivity which his father abhorred and viewed as weak, allowed him to feel compassion for the boy before he had even met him. He couldn’t imagine having to abandon his family and community for a crime he did not commit.[footnoteRef:11] [11:  Foreshadowing – as the later comes to learn Nwoye will also abandon his family, the difference being he chooses to do so. ] 

 For Nwoye Ikemefuna’s presence at the household offered him a ray of blinding light after years of trudging through the murky shadow cast on him from his father’s disapproval. Ikemefuna was hardworking and full of unbridled masculinity, carrying within him all the traits Okonkwo admired in a man. He was welcomed into the household and very quickly became a part of the family. Where others might have felt jealousy or hatred, Nwoye felt none, it did not even cross his mind that perhaps most others in his position might feel that way. Nwoye only saw Ikemefuna as someone worthy of admiration, because despite all his strength and masculinity, Ikemefuna treated Nwoye with kindness and patience. Throughout the three years Ikemefuna lived with them, he became Nwoye’s brother, their bond cemented in Nwoye’s heart for a lifetime.[footnoteRef:12]  [12:  Reemphasised internal prolepsis that the novel Things Fall Apart also mentions. ] 


The day Ikemefuna died, Nwoye felt a fundamental part of him die as well. [footnoteRef:13] The child that had laid on the floor of his mother’s obi, heart bursting and brain swimming with admiration towards his father, the great warrior Okonkwo, died that day along with Ikemefuna.[footnoteRef:14] In the three years that Ikemefuna had lived with them, the relationship between Nwoye and his father had become less fraught. There were happy moments between them as the three spent their days farming the yams in companiable silence, followed by evenings filled with the booming tales of Okonkwo’s war conquests. This idyllic happiness felt by Nwoye during this time only made the betrayal of his father killing Ikemefuna more painful. It left his chest gaping and a scream trapped in his throat unable to be unleashed for fear that if he let it out, he would be unable to stop his cries of despair. The day it happened had been a happy day. The swarm of locusts that came to Umuofia created an atmosphere of sheer delight within the villagers,[footnoteRef:15] shouts of joyful glee could be heard from Okonkwo’s compound as they blanketed around the village. Nwoye remembers the rare smile his father had when he saw the darkened sky, ‘The village will eat well in the coming months’ Okonkwo had exclaimed with gleaming eyes. The excitement had been contagious, as the three of them sat in the obi eating the crispy locusts, his father allowed them to chatter merrily amongst themselves, something that was usually strictly forbidden. Happiness unlike anything he had ever known was felt by Nwoye that day. [13:  Narrator uses internalised focalisation, with the focalizer being Nwoye’s character within the story as he focalised on the ‘event’ of Ikemefuna dying. ]  [14:  Frequency of events – Ikemefuna’s death is mentioned to multiple times in order to establish the importance of this event. With frequency being, ‘the relation between the number of times an event appears in the story and the number of times it is narrated in the text.’ (Rimmon-Kennan, p.56)]  [15:  The use of implied reader is seen with the use of the biblical reference to the locusts. The locusts can also be analogy for the missionaries whom bring colonisation to Umuofia.] 

 The day Ikemefuna died[footnoteRef:16] had been the happiest memory Nwoye had from his childhood. The day Ikemefuna died was also the worst day of Nwoye’s life, altering him forever and setting him on the divergent path away from all he ever knew and loved. [16:  Repetition of Ikemefuna’s death is used to stress its importance in the breakdown of the relationship between Nwoye and Okonkwo.] 


In exile with his father and family, Nwoye had felt the yawning chasm between himself, and his father grow each day, the distance between them stretching between them in oppressive silence. With the death of Ikemefuna came the realisation that the harsh nature of the customs within the Igbo community deeply disturbed him. The abandoning of the twins in the Evil Forest had always left him feeling unsettled for reasons he could not describe. The death of his brother forced Nwoye to reconcile within himself the swirling doubts he had buried deep within his heart surrounding his communities’ practices. He felt alienated from his father and the Igbo community and was searching for something. There was an aching desperate pit hollowing out his stomach with his desire to escape. He found it in the arrival of the white men. The Christian missionaries that came offered Nwoye salvation. His entire life he had felt other, set apart and picked on by his father for not being ‘man’ enough, for not rejoicing in bloodshed and war. It took much courage for Nwoye to visit the church that day knowing with all certainty that Okonkwo would never forgive him once he found out. 
‘Peace be with you, brother. Is this your first time coming?’ A man had asked with a friendly smile when Nwoye had entered the church heart racing. ‘Take a seat and take it all in, you are welcome here.’ Sitting there in that church, Nwoye was transformed. As he sat there listening to the hymns echoing around the room, he felt the looming shadow of his father dissipate the longer he sat there. In that church, Nwoye was surrounded by glittering light as the sun blazed through the glass windows, no shadows in sight, an innate sense of peace filled him as he made his decision.

When Nwoye first learned of his father’s suicide he was shocked into a stupor, numb to any feeling other than disbelief. A fellow convert from Umuofia was the one to break the news to him months after the event had already happened. The walk back to his home was done in stunned shock, his steps heavy and slow like he was wading through thick mud. It was only when he was safely enclosed within the walls of his home that a sharp pain constricted his chest, his body collapsing in on itself like a sheet of wet paper as he thumped to the floor. Like being released from a spell, Nwoye’s thoughts began to wander, filling his head with a furious intensity as confusion and sadness filled him. Suicide? His father committing suicide   goes against everything Nwoye believed to be true about him. The man was made of iron, unbreakable and stubborn to a fault. He was the great Okonkwo, known to all the Igbo for being a mighty warrior. It was incomprehensible to Nwoye that this would be an action his father would take, despite the distance that has long since divided them, he couldn’t help but feel the harrowing emptiness of grief. Reconciliation with his father was never an option, not since Nwoye made the choice to step into God’s embrace... but to know his father was forever departed from this world was starkly painful in its finality. He remembers the child in him that died that fateful day Ikemefuna was killed, the child who lay in his mother’s obi consumed by burning awe and respect for the man who defeated Amalinze the Cat. He remembered the childlike whimsy that had rushed through him as he laid there, envisioning his young father wrestling the hulking lion, just like in his mother’s folktales, his father in the prime of his life and so determined to rise above his humble beginnings. Nwoye remembered how it felt to be that child who had admired his father so much and allowed himself to cry. 
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