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Rest on — the lady with a golden heart. Knowing you and being part of

your charity work while here on earth was indeed an honour.

I want to thank all the team of Doctors and Nurses that God used to take
good care of me, specifically among them are Dr. Gana, Dr. Emeka
Nwaobuoku, Prof. Yusuf, Dr. Aboh of GS II Medical Team at Ahmadu
Bello University Teaching Hospital (ABUTH), Shika, Zaria who God
positioned in SOPD at that time for my sake, may God bless you.

I want to thank my immediate Boss at that time (Prof. M.K. Yakubu) for
being so supportive and all the staff of National Research Institute for
Chemical Technology for their financial supports, visits and prayers. God

bless you all.

Finally, I want to thank my present immediate Boss (Prof. J.T. Barminas)
for the fatherly role he plays in my life, I pray God bless and lift you higher

in Jesus Name.



INTRODUCTION

This book “...Been through Fire, But Mercy Spared Me” is written not
because the writer wants to attract sympathy or broadcast her medical
history. Instead, the aim is to share so that persons in the same situation can
draw courage and strength in the fact that what God cannot do does not
exist (Matt. 19:26; Mk. 9:23 and Mk. 10:27).

I am a witness to the fact that nothing is impossible with God. God healed

and 1s still in the business of healing all manner of diseases (Isa. 53:5).

God did not promise us that all will be rosy-rosy as we run this race. So,
every child of God has a time when he/she must surely pass through things
in this life. It could be water it could be fire (Isa. 43:2). Remember that the
Bible didn’t say “if thou passest” but it says “when thou passest”, that
means that there must be a period of passing through the waters and
walking through the fires of life, but in those times God will always show
forth and those situations will not and cannot swallow you. The purpose of
this book is for people to draw strength from the Source of life and strength
(God Himself). May God fight your battles for you in Jesus Mighty Name.

Amen and amen.
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CHAPTER ONE
ABOUT THE
AUTHOR

My name 1is Merc
Odinakachi Ekeocha
(nee Ezeocha), I was
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Umuahia, Abia State.
was the fourth child
from my mother, but the second surviving child because the two before me
died and my immediate younger sister also died. I was her only surviving
child for my father for good seven (7) years before she had my younger

brothers (Asobieronwu and late Chukwulenye).



I lost my biological father at a very tender age of four (4) that was in 1970
and that made it impossible for me to know him. There was not even any
picture of his for me to see to know how he looks. It is heart rending to live
without knowing who one’s biological father is. That was my experience.
For so many years I lived with the pain of not knowing who my real father
was. | had a step brother (now late) who my mother introduced to me as a
father because he happened to be my father’s first and only surviving son
from his other wife. I lived with my mother for less than seven (7) years
and was taken away from her, first to go and baby-sit my elder sister’s (Da
Ngozi Ukaonu now late) second set of twin boys (Ozioma and Uche
Ukaonu) in Enugu State at the age of about five (5) or so. I came back from
Enugu and went to live with my eldest half sister (Udodirim Ikwunze also
late) in a village called Umuawa Ala-ocha where she enrolled me into
primary school (Umuawa Ala-ocha Central School, Umuahia) in 1974
where [ started my primary school education. Along the line my step
brother (whom I grew up to know and call papa) requested that my mother

should release me to live with him and his family in Lagos.

Eventually, that was how I was forcefully severed completely from my

biological mother at a very tender age of 8 years 9 months in 1975. I lived
with them from 1975 to 1982.

HORRIBLE AND HUMILIATING EXPERIENCES IN LAGOS
In Lagos, I saw hell in the hands of my step mother. I saw first class order
of wickedness. My step brother (papa) enrolled me into a primary school

(St. Michael’s Anglican Primary School One, Ojo, Awori, Lagos) in 1975



where 1 did primary 2-6 and graduated to a secondary school (Awori
College, Ojo) where I only did first term in Form One from September,
1981 to February, 1982. My step mother became a serious thorn in my
flesh. She hated me with passion and nothing I did ever pleased her. She
treated me like a slave. I was always beaten like a cow. I cried so frequently.
Sometimes, she beats me, even with food in my mouth. She maltreated me
so badly. On one occasion, she beat me so badly with a bunch of broom that
many of the broom sticks got stuck into my flesh on my face. My whole

face got swollen before papa came back from work.

On another occasion, she asked me to kneel down, close my eyes and lift up
my hands after beating me ruthlessly, then she placed a heavy mortar on my
hands while my hands were raised up in punishment. Then in my pains and
agony, I asked her “hope you know my father is dead”. Even though she
was startled by that question from a little girl my age who lost her father at
age four (4) and at this time I was about 8+ yet it did not change anything.

FESTAC 1977

I was made to carry hot pots (Agbari Ojukwu pot — the Yorubas will
understand better) of food (cooked rice, yam, beans, etc.) on my head with a
big boy strapped to my back trekking a very long distance from our house
in Opeloye Street Amuwo Odofin because we were the food vendors that
cooked and sold food to the Contractors and the builders that built the
houses in FESTAC in 1977. It was a horrible experience which I will not
forget in a hurry.



SCHOOLING IN LAGOS AND UMUAHIA

I started secondary school (Form 1) in Awori College, Ojo, in September,
1981. I did only first term and my step mother would not allow papa be,
because she kept disturbing him every night and day that she wanted to go
back to the village and will not go without me, all in a bid to make sure I
never finished my secondary school education in Lagos. At a point, Papa
had to tell her to allow me finish my secondary education so all of us could
relocate back home together, but she refused. She thought she was being

wicked to me, but, glory to God it all turned out for my good (Romans
8:28).

One night she disturbed him so much with the issue of her wanting to go
back to the village that he had to angrily decide the following day (February
2, 1982) to bundle all of us to a car park in Maza-Maza and that was how I

left Lagos without finishing my secondary education.

On reaching home, she refused to enrol me into the secondary school (i.e.
Adamma Girls, Afuguri, Umuahia) where Papa asked her to enrol me, but,
she enrolled all her own children into school immediately. I stayed at home
throughout the session without going to school until my step brother (Papa)
visited home from Lagos. Then, he enrolled me into a commercial school
(Hope Commercial College) in my village. He bought a few books for me
in Form 1 and till I finished Form 4 no other books were bought for me. 1

was always driven away from school for school fees because he hardly paid
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