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Spend Mothers Day on your terms.
By Ogechi Jane Nwaneri.
Mothers day is the day we celebrate mothers
worldwide for the unique space they hold in
our hearts, home, and community. For some
of us, the picture-perfect devout of mother's
day includes bouquets, breakfast in bed, and
a joyful family celebration. However, this
may be grossly different for others. Though
it is the time to celebrate all mothers and
women, every woman deserves the right to
feel great on her terms.
For some of us, mother's day will feel
different because instead of the pictureperfect celebrations, it might be a time to
reminisce about the hurtful past or lost
relationships with our mothers or daughters.

Maybe you've lost your mom and are
grieving her absence. Perhaps you don't
have a great relationship with your mom, or
you are on a different journey with the
women in your life. Maybe, you are still
longing and expecting to be a mother, and
that hasn't happened yet, or this very
occasion reminds you of a loss of a child; all
of these can make mother's day different for
some people, and this picture is the totality
and reality of our community.
If Mothers Day is painful for you or feels
different, please know that you're not alone
—and you have the right to spend it
however you want. This includes taking
care of yourself in the process.

Be intentional about how you spend the
day; you have a choice. In our world today,
most people, including friends and family,
may expect you to be cheerful on Mothers
Day. Don't be afraid to share your feelings
with your close friends and family and let
them know how you feel. It is perfect not to
be in sync with the high celebrations. Be
realistic, be intentional about your
expectations and share your feelings with
the people in your life. Leave yourself some
room for flexibility, and don't be afraid to
cancel plans that make you uncomfortable,
even if it is last minute.
In our culture, we expect mothers and
daughters to be close, but that hasn't proven
to be the case in certain situations, and that
does not connote parental failure. This
season is not the season to wallow in guilt.
Let go of the painful emotions and
acknowledge your feelings of loss. let us
remember that: Not every family
relationship has to be close
Not everyone knows how to feel, show, or
express love and not every strained
relationship can be fixed by trying harder.

Discuss much-awaited annual events such as
the tree lighting ceremony, the nativity
scene viewing, or the exchanging of gifts,
and accompany these occasions with festive
pictures taken from previous years.

Be intentional about how
you spend the day; you have
a choice.

Let people help, be open about asking for
the help you need and ask to visit if you are
alone.
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Hold on to hope!
This particular day may not be the same as
before and may not be the same after today,
but that does not mean it can't get better. It
may never be quite that way again, or it
may blossom beautifully. Watch for signs of
the mental trap of permanence, believing
that things will never get better. Plant hope
in the middle of despair by holding onto the
truth that the future doesn't always have to
be like the past. The night must give way to
the day, and darkness doesn't always sit. Let
this beautiful day and all the tremendous
energy circulating remind you of the beauty
in the rain and that Mothers day is indeed
meant for the ups and the downs. It is a day
to celebrate our success and always a day to
sit back and reflect if, in fact, that is what
that year rolls in.

Take care of yourself.
Be gentle with yourself. Research shows that
self-care can make it easier to cope with
stress, especially during challenging times.
Eat well, stay active, try to sleep, and allow
yourself to relax when you need it.

I hope you truly spend this
year's Mother's Day the way
you want it to be.
Happy Mother's Day on your
own Terms!
Ogechi Jane Nwaneri
acting President, ICAC
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Mother's day is the day we celebrate
mothers worldwide for the unique space
they hold in our hearts, home, and
community. For some of us, the pictureperfect devout of mother's day includes
bouquets, breakfast in bed, and a joyful
family celebration. However, this may be
grossly different for others. Though it is the
time to celebrate all mothers and women,
every woman deserves the right to feel great
on her terms.

Maybe you've lost your mom and are
grieving her absence. Perhaps you don't
have a great relationship with your mom, or
you are on a different journey with the
women in your life. Maybe, you are still
longing and expecting to be a mother, and
that hasn't happened yet, or this very
occasion reminds you of a loss of a child; all
of these can make mother's day different for
some people, and this picture is the totality
and reality of our community.

For some of us, mother's day will feel
different because instead of the pictureperfect celebrations, it might be a time to
reminisce about the hurtful past or lost
relationships with our mothers or daughters.

If Mother's Day is painful for you or feels
different, please know that you're not alone
—and you have the right to spend it
however you want. This includes taking
care of yourself in the process.
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Happy Mothers' day 2022 by Kenechukwu
When I think of a mother’s love, I think of a blanket or a raffia mat,
spread out on a sunny day for all to gather. Mothers’ hold space for
everyone, not only for their children, but also for the children of others.
There is the traditional motherhood, and there are others who have
loved other people’s children like a mother would. There are foster
mothers, aunts, grandmothers who have loved and cared for the children
of others with so much motherly love. There are friends who have held
space for others, like a mother would. There are single fathers, whom
after the passing of their wives, have strived to assume traditionally
effeminate roles, and be both father and mother to their children. What
this tells us is that motherhood goes beyond ovaries; motherhood is the
enduring capacity for immense love, understanding and the willingness
to give one’s love effortlessly to another person. So, biological mother or
not, we celebrate all the mothers in our ICAC community, and we
acknowledge all the challenging work and love that are binding forces of
our community.
Since joining ICAC, I have met many incredible women. During the
first virtual meeting I attended, I looked through the videos and I saw a
mother tenderly nursing her baby; it was a beautiful sight, and I was glad
to be in a space that did not strip mothers of their motherhood. Months
later, I received an invitation from a ICAC mother of three boys, whose
home was full of laughter, the aroma of freshly made abacha, and shrieks
of playful children. I met the little one who clung to his grandmother
and gave me side glances from the corner of his eye, while wearing a
shy, cheeky smile around his lips. We played a game of peekaboo and he
pretended to hide from me. I remember how much laughter we all
shared that day. It made my heart happy. I gave the grandmother a long
warm embrace, and I knew that I was home right there in her arms. This
is the motherhood that we all have; the motherhood of an open embrace
and hearts full of kindness; a heart willing to hold space for, and
welcome all.

As we celebrate Mother’s Day 2022, there is palpable joy in the air; there is
rising joy in the hearts of everyone of us. We all have precious stories of
our mothers and how our mothers have blessed us through their
tremendous sacrifice, love, and prayers. Many of us have prepared gifts
items in cash and kind; many of us remember our mother’s favorite song,
favorite story, or just the light in her eyes when she laughs. Mother is a
formidable force in every human community and in every culture.
Mother is the rallying point of everyone; the glue that holds us all
together. I remember my conversation with an Indigenous friend from
the Inuvialuit nation; we were taking about the high rate of homelessness
and how this is connected to the rise of chronic individualism, and a
decline of the sense of community. She spoke of her Indigenous culture
and the binding force of mothers and grandmothers, and how they gather
up the community in a warm embrace. What she said was not different
from Igbo culture; Igbo mothers, grand mothers and Igbo women hold
space for all our children.
Another immensely powerful role of Igbo mothers is the power to make
peace. Growing up in Calabar among Efik people, I often heard about the
power bestowed on Igbo women, but I did not understand the extent of it
until my mother received a message from her kinsmen to come and settle
a dispute among her kinsmen. She travelled to Awka-Etiti and by the time
she returned, peace had returned among her kinsmen and kinswomen.
We are proud to be Igbo women because we carry great power and with
that power comes responsibility towards our community. Igbo mothers
always make all children go to bed with bellies full of laughter, food, and
playfulness. Igbo mothers spread out their love generously like raffia mats
in the sun. It does make the heart proud to be an Igbo mother.
In our modern society, our mothers are becoming increasingly
overstretched. The disconnection of the modern capitalist world strives to
lead us farther away from community, towards a more individualist life,
hence there are gaps that often emerged among us. These gaps weaken
relationships among us; these gaps threaten to steal our children and take
from us the power to hold space for one another and even for ourselves.
More than ever, our mothers are becoming overworked, overstretched,
overlooked, and overwhelmed.
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On the other hand, motherhood continues to be glamourized, our

modern society refuses to highlight and engaging with the everyday
strivings of mothers who are pulled in a million different directions
and still expected to be super moms, gentle mums, well-coordinated
mums, perfectly dressed mothers, mothers who are somehow
magically supposed to hold it all together with no hair out of place.
One thing we know is this: Igbo motherhood is not performative
neither do we seek to glamourize. We are a community of power,
strength, love and mutual respect, qualities which guide us in our
interaction with one another and with the rest of society. We have
nothing to prove because we know who we are. It is within
community that we wield the magic of making udo among our
kinsmen and women; it is within community that we can care for all

Our motherhood is not that of hyper-perfection. We must

humanize our mothers; we must allow the sticky stories of everyday
mothers to exist, mothers needing respite, mothers too exhausted to
do the last load of laundry, mothers needing full body massages
without feeling guilty for treating themselves to something that
makes them feel good.
My last conversation with my own mother was eye-opening. Long
before she birthed me, she raised five boys on her own, she was a
head mistress of a school, a leader of women’s association among
other roles, while my father was away doing his PhD at the
University of Calabar. Her family was a striving young family. Her
demanding work took a toll on her. During our conversation, she

our children without being overwhelmed because ifunanya does not said to me in Igbo: “K, ne anya, mbia uwa ozo, mma eweni ukwu’m
break the sprit, it strengthens it. makes us whole. So, when capitalist enu zuo ike ka umu nwanyi ibem (in my next life, I will put my feet
society tries to sell us cosmetic motherhood that leaves us split in a
thousand places, doubting our power, leaving many in the silent
spaces of depression, anxiety, self-guilt, and many other isolating
conditionings that are neither seen, nor acknowledged by the outside
world, we must remember to find our way back home to our powercenter, our community where all mothers are validated, loved and
empowered by God who bestows upon us the power to co-create
life. What this modern hyper-individualism does is that it steals away
mothers’ capacity for far-reaching love by sowing class-divisions
among us; it takes away our power to build a community wherein
we and our children can go to wrap ourselves in mothers’ love. We
must resist the urge to isolate ourselves and alienate one another
within our ICAC community. We must continue to welcome one
another and hold close to our hearts everything that binds us
together.
Our society is at a pivotal point and narratives are changing; mothers
are seen as people deserving of care, attention, love, compassion,
understanding, self-care, and grace. the mainstream conversation
around motherhood is gradually shifting away from outward
glamour towards the real strivings of everyday mothers.

up on a plush pillow and enjoy my life like my kinswomen); I
worked too hard when I was a young mother; I am still aching from
all the work.
My doctor says I overworked myself, and at my old age, my body
still bears the brunt of all that work.” As I listened to my mother, I
understood that her story was the story of many mothers even today;
it is an often-told narrative about the overworked mothers striving
to juggle many balls, striving to balance work, chores, childbearing,
serving everybody else except themselves. Selfcare was hardly even a
word back then; most mothers forgot (and still forget) about
themselves and poured every drop of themselves into every other

As our society becomes more aware of mental health,
and more people learn about the need to pay attention to
person.

the health of the human mind rather than the
glamourization of the physical self and material
possessions, this year, ICAC encourages our Igbo
mothers to remember to care for ourselves, to hold space
for ourselves and pour back love into ourselves.

While society celebrated it, the struggles of our
mothers were erased, their exhaustion was erased in
favor of a single narrative that spoke of joys of
motherhood. Today, we are flipping this coin so that
we can pay attention to the other side of motherhood
that society prefers to erase. Today we choose to
amplify selfcare for our mothers. We often hear the
saying: “as long as my children are okay, I am okay.”
Today, we ask our mothers to say: “as long as I am
okay, my children are okay.” This statement allows us
to find ways of being okay because we deserve to be
okay first for ourselves and for our children.
We need to be okay. We need selfcare; we need to
destress. We deserve selfcare. We need to hear our
minds when it tells us to take a break and rest. we need
to build healing spaces within our ICAC community
for ourselves. All ICAC mothers are deserving of
everything good. We call on our ICAC mothers to
continue to hold space, love and understanding for
ourselves and for one another, and spread out their love
like raffia mats for ourselves and all our children.
we celebrate mothers’ day, plan something special for
yourself in addition to whatever your family gives you;
we ask our mothers to always remember to give back
love to yourself. We ask our mothers to laugh, just sit
down and have a good hearty laugh about our quirks or
anything silly. Whatever makes your heart happy, do it
for yourself and enjoy yourself thoroughly. Put your
feet up on the plushiest pillow and rest. We encourage
our entire Igbo community to continue to care for the
personal needs of our mothers, not in another life, not
only on Mothers’ Day, but every day. Happy mothers
make happy communities.

We will not fail to acknowledge also all our ICAC members
whose mothers have passed on. We celebrate with you, the
memories you hold in your heart. According to science “our
cellular life as an egg begins in the womb of our
grandmother” which means that our mothers go with us
wherever we go, guiding our hearts, sitting with us in times
of difficulty and soothing us like balm. In our ICAC
community, mother is never far away. Like a community
held together by a mother’s heart, may we continue to spread
out our raffia mats on the grass for ourselves and all our
children.
Happy Mothers’ Day 2022!
Kenechukwu is an Ada (Ada Prof. Onwudinjo), an Igbo mother, a
writer, public speaker, retired university lecturer, intellectual, poet,
storyteller, hair braider, unabashed challenger of the status-quo.
Her first poetry anthology Child of My Mother was published in
2015. She grew up in Calabar along with five older brothers. She is
a licensed Life Insurance and ADB Agent with American Income
Life, Canada. She loves children. She loves to laugh. She is a bad
dancer. She is also on a journey to heal from PTSD. She loves
innovative ideas and fresh ways of looking at old things. She loves
conversations. She is a ground zero empath whom Chukwu gifted
with the art of connecting peoples. Kenechukwu exists in a liminal
space from where she draws ideas. She thrives better in inclusive
and diverse spaces. She holds a BA and an MA in English. She
withdrew from her PhD program to care for her young daughter.
She loves protecting families through life insurance, but most of all,
she loves to write; she lives to write stories. Where stories go, she
goes, and stories find her wherever she goes. She loves to play
pillow fight with her daughter. She misses affang soup and ofe
Owerri. She strives to teach her daughter Igbo (often unsuccessful).
She draws comfort in the presence of women, especially kind Igbo
women. If she has met you even once, watch out, one day, she
might write you a beautiful story. Her Chi is an older audacious
Igbo woman. Her Chi sits beside her, always, holding her up.

