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The sound of Ikoro, a great tree has fallen.
In the eastern heartland, lay a vegetative and peaceful land called ‘Uratta' where strong and fine men of the Igbo tribe existed in peace and harmony until the strife…
Obidike and Dirinma with eyes full of tears sat in the obi as the valiant men walked in and out of their father’s room shaking their heads, many had sober reflections with their heads buried in their breast. 
Dimka one of the finest and a loyal warrior walked in and bowed in obeisance as a sign of respect to his late king. 
Dike ala… he mourned as he hit his chest hard to show his grief. “Death is not the end but the beginning to a farther journey, la na`udo dike” he bowed and came out of the hut.
Ndah Anukam the crook said to Dirinma the youngest son, I know you think it should rightly be your brother you two are princes and you share as much right to the throne as he does. 
Obidike, where are you? Dirinma screamed his brother’s name. 
Obidike loved Dirinma dearly, their mother died while birthing ‘Nna’ as he fondly called him for the king their father refused to remarry. Obidike stretched his hand to reach for him but Dirinma was power lust. 
We shall wrestle for the throne till death Obidike, whomsoever wins will be king, these words were like a knife stab in Obidike's heart, he looked at his brother then he said, I won’t wrestle for my birthright. The people would choose whom they love, and you know who it will be. 
Hearing these words Dirinma reached for his matchete at the rooftop to make a kill, Obidike fled for the fear of his brothers wrath. 
He ran deep into the forest, he ran in frustration and tears. His brother, his only kin was better to him alive than dead.
It is better to leave than contend the throne with Dirinma, we don’t have to spill blood to know a king, let he who the crown fits wear it, I have fallen, but with these feets, I will rise. 
Wandering the forest for nights and days without food, only wild fruits for his food, eyes heavy from the scorch of the eastern sun and the wrath of downpour with no shelter Obidike sort direly for a land to settle.  
He had walked a distance, clearing a little portion of the bush laid his head. The chirpings of the birds announced a new day, as he yawned and opened his eyes he saw the most beautiful sight, a stream  glistening.
At last he found his settlement he called her ‘Otamiri', he walked to it, and drank from her, walking further he saw a land filled with green vegetation, then fell on his knees and cried with a loud voice thank you ‘Chukwu Okike' you have given me more than I lost.
For this land have I taken and it’s called Owerri to date. 


