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terns on their stomachs and on their backs. The children were
also decorated, expecially their hair, which was shaved in
beautiful patterns. The three women talked excitedly -about
the relations who had been invited, and the children reveled
in the thought of being spoiled by these visitors from the
motherland. Ikemefuna was equally excited. The New Yam
Festival seemed to him to be a much bigger event here than in
his own village, a place which was already becoming remote
and vague in his imagination.

And then the storm burst. Okonkwo, who had been
walking about aimlessly in his compound in suppressed anger,
suddenly found an outlet.

“Who killed this banana tree?” he asked.

A hush fell on the compound immediately.

"“Who killed this tree? Or are you all deaf and dumb?”

As a matter of fact the tree was very much alive.
Okonkwo's second wife had merely cut a few leaves off it to
wrap some food, and she said so. Without further argument
Okonkwo gave her a sound beating and left her and her only
daughter weeping. Neither of the other wives dared to inter-
fere beyond an occasional and tentative, ‘It is enough,
Okonkwo," pleaded from a reasonable distance.

His anger thus satisfied, Okonkwo decided to go out
hunting. He had an old rusty gun made by a clever blacksmith
who had come to live in Umuofia long ago. But although
Okonkwo was a great man whose prowess was universally
acknowledged, he was not a hunter. In fact he had not killed a
rat with his gun. And so when he called lkemefuna to fetch his
gun, the wife who had just been beaten murmured something
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about guns that never shot. Unfortunately for her, Okonkwo
heard it and ran madly into his room for the loaded gun, ran
out again and aimed at her as she clambered over the dwarf
wall of the barn. He pressed the trigger and there was a loud
report accompanied by the wail of his wives and children. He
threw down the gun and jumped into the barn, and there lay
the woman, very much shaken and frightened but quite un-
hurt. He heaved a heavy sigh and went away with the gun.

In spite of this incident the New Yam Festival was cele-
brated with great joy in Okonkwo's household. Early that
morning as he offered a sacrifice of new yam and palm-oil to
his ancestors he asked them to protect him, his children and
their mothers in the new year.

As the day wore on his in-laws arrived from three sur-
rounding villages, and each party brought with them a huge
pot of palm-wine. And there was eating and drinking till
night, when Okonkwo's in-laws began to leave for their
homes.

The second day of the new year was the day of the great
wrestling match between Okonkwo's village and their neigh-
bors. It was difficult to say which the people enjoyed more—
the feasting and fellowship of the first day or the wrestling
contest of the second. But there was one woman who had no
doubt whatever in her mind. She was Okonkwo's second wife,
Ekwefi, whom he nearly shot. There was no festival in all the
seasons of the year which gave her as much pleasure as the
wrestling match. Many years ago when she was the village
beauty Okonkwo had won her heart by throwing the Cat in
the greatest contest within living memory. She did not marry




