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sun will shine on those who stand before it shines on those
who kneel under them. I shall pay my big debts first.” And he

took another pinch of snuff, as if that was paying the big
debts first. Okoye rolled his goatskin and departed.

When Unoka died he had taken no title at all and he was
heavily in debt. Any wonder then that his son Okonkwo was
ashamed of him? Fortunately, among these people a man was
judged according to his worth and not according to the worth
of his father. Okonkwo was clearly cut out for great things.
He was still young but he had won fame as the greatest wres-
tler in the nine villages. He was a wealthy farmer and had two
barns full of yams, and had just married his third wife. To
crown it all he had taken two titles and had shown incredible
prowess in two inter-tribal wars. And so although Okonkwo
was still young, he was already one of the greatest men of his
time. Age was respected among his people, but achievement
was revered. As the elders said, if a child washed his hands he
could eat with kings. Okonkwo had clearly washed his hands
and so he ate with kings and elders. And that was how he
came to look after the doomed lad who was sacrificed to the
village of Umuofia by their neighbors to avoid war and blood-
shed. The ill-fated lad was called Ikemefuna.

CHAPTER Two

-

Okonkwo had just blown out the palm-oil
= lamp and stretched himself on his bamboo
bed when he heard the ogene of the town crier piercing the still
night air. Gome, gome, gome, gome, boomed the hollow metal.
Then the crier gave his message, and at the end of it beat his
instrument again. And this was the message. Every man of
Umuofia was asked to gather at the market place tomorrow
morning. Okonkwo wondered what was amiss, for he knew’
certainly that something was amiss. He had discerned a clear
overtone of tragedy in the crier's voice, and even now he
could still hear it as it grew dimmer and dimmer in the dis-
tance.

The night was very quiet. It was always quiet except on
moonlight nights. Darkness held a vague terror for these peo-
ple, even the bravest among them. Children were warned not
to whistle at night for fear of evil spirits. Dangerous animals
became even more sinister and uncanny in the dark. A snake
was never called by its name at night, because it would hear. It
was called a string. And so on this particular night as the
crier's voice was gradually swallowed up in the distance, si-




