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The Composer

A native of Cleveland, Ohio, Roger Vogel studied music theory and
composition at the Ohio State University and earned the Ph. D. in 1975.
His major professors were Marshall Barnes, Jay Huff, Norman Phelps,
and Wolf Rosenberg. A productive composer, Dr. Vogel has more than
140 compositions and several journal articles to his credit. Since he
joined the faculty of the University of Georgia in 1976, Dr. Vogel has
written more than 110 original works for a wide variety of performing forces that are published by 11 firms. Notable among his awards
are prizes from the Roger Wagner Choral Composition Competition,
the National Saxophone Workshop Composition Contest, the National
Flute Association, the Delius Composition Competition, and the Albert
Christ Janer Award. He has received commissions from the Georgia
Music Teachers Association, the University of Georgia, Sigma Alpha Iota Professional Women’s Music
Fraternity, Phi Mu Alpha Professional Men’s Music Fraternity, the Helios Duo, The Fellowship of
Reason®, the Athens Master Chorale, the Medical College of Georgia, Georgia ’Cello Society, and
the Bass Club of Georgia.
The composer would like to hear about performances of his works. His website is:
http://rogvogel.myweb.uga.edu/, and he may be contacted at rogvogel@uga.edu rogvogel@uga.edu.

The Music

The English language novel Things Fall Apart is a landmark work by Nigerian author Chinua Achebe.
It tells the story of Okonkwo, a leader and wrestling champion in his village. Although brusque with
his family and neighbors, he is wealthy, courageous, and powerful among the people of his village.
Due to a series of unfortunate events, and the coming of European government and religion, the tale
is a tragic one that ends with Okonkwo’s death by his own hand.
Things Fall Apart was written in 2011. It was commissioned by, and is dedicated to, Odekhiren
Amaize. The premiere (thanks in part to a grant from the Willson Center for the Humanities and Arts)
was given at the Ramsey Concert Hall of the Hugh Hodgson School of Music at the University of
Georgia in Athens, Georgia, on September 6, 2012 with the performers on this recording.

Texts
Things Fall Apart
1. Okonkwo
Okonkwo was well known throughout the nine villages and even beyond. His fame rested on solid
personal achievements. As a young man of eighteen he had brought honour to his village by throwing
Amalinze the Cat.
He was tall and huge, and his bushy eyebrows and wide nose gave him a very severe look.
He had no patience with unsuccessful men. He had no patience with his father.
Okonkwo ruled his household with a heavy hand. His wives, especially the youngest, lived in
perpetual fear of his fiery temper, and so did his little children.
2. Okonkwo Was Provoked
Okonkwo was provoked to justifiable anger by his youngest wife, who went to plait her hair at her
friend’s house and did not return early enough to cook the afternoon meal. And when she returned he
beat her very heavily. In his anger he had forgotten that it was the Week of Peace. His first two wives
ran out in a great alarm pleading with him that it was the sacred week. But Okonkwo was not the
man to stop beating somebody half-way through, not even for fear of a goddess.
Before it was dusk Ezeani, who was the priest of the earth goddess, Ani, called on Okonkwo
in his Obi.
3. You Have Committed A Great Evil
“Listen to me. You are not a stranger in Umuofia. You know as well as I do that our forefathers
ordained that before we plant any crops in the earth we should observe a week in which a man does
not say a harsh word to his neighbour. We live in peace with our fellows to honour our great goddess
of the earth without whose blessing our crops will not grow. You have committed a great evil.”
“You will bring to the shrine of Ani tomorrow one she-goat, one hen, a length of cloth and a
hundred cowries.”
He rose and left the hut.

4. Okonkwo Did As The Priest Said
Okonkwo did as the priest said. Inwardly he was repentant. But he was not the man to go about
telling his neighbours that he was in error. And so people said he had no respect for the gods of the
clan.
The night was very quiet. And in all the nine villages of Umuofia a town-crier with his ogene
asked every man to be present tomorow morning. In the morning the market place was full. At last
Ogbuefi Ezeugo stood up in the midst of them... And in a clear, unemotional voice he told Umuofia
how their daughter had gone to market at Mbaino and had been killed.
Many others spoke, and at the end it was decided to follow the normal course of action. An
ultimatum was immediately dispatched to Mbaino asking them to choose between war on the one
hand, and on the other the offer of a young man and a virgin as compensation.
At the end they decided, as everybody knew they would, that the girl should go to Ogbuefi Udo
to replace his murdered wife. As for the boy, Ikemefuna, he belonged to the clan as a whole, and
there was no hurry to decide his fate. Okonkwo was, therefore, asked on behalf of the clan to look
after him in the interim.
5. Ikemefuna Live In Okonkwo’s Household
For three years Ikemefuna lived in Okonkwo’s household and the elders of Umuofia seemed to have
forgotten about him. He grew rapidly like a yam tendril in the rainy season, and was full of the sap
of life. He was like an elder brother to Nwoye, the younger boy. Okonkwo was inwardly pleased at his
son’s development, and he knew it was due to Ikemefuna.
6. Okonkwo Sat In His Obi
Okonkwo sat in his obi crunching happily with Ikemefuna and Nwoye, and drinking palm-wine
copiously, when Ogbuefi Ezeudu came in. When they were out of ear-shot, he said to Okonkwo:
“That boy calls you father. Do not bear a hand in his death.”
“Yes, Umofia has decided to kill him. The Oracle of the Hills and Caves has pronounced it.
They will take him outside Umuofia as is the custom, and kill him there. But I want you to have
nothing to do with it. He calls you father.”

7. Silence Fell Upon Them
At the beginning of their journey the men of Umuofia talked and laughed about the locusts, about
their women. But as they drew near to the outskirts of Umuofia silence fell upon them. Ikemefuna felt
his legs melting under him. And he was afraid to look back. As the man who had cleared his throat
drew up and raised his matchet, Okonkwo looked away. He heard the blow. He heard Ikemefuna cry,
“My father, they have killed me!” as he ran towards him. Dazed with fear, Okonkwo drew his matchet
and cut him down. He was afraid of being thought weak.
Okonkwo did not taste any food for two days after the death of Ikemefuna. He did not sleep at
night. He tried not to think about Ikemefuna, but the more he tried the more he thought about him.
8. The Land Of The Living
The land of the living was not far removed from the domain of the ancestors. There was a coming
and going between them, especially at festivals and also when an old man died, because an old
man was very close to the ancestors. A man’s life from birth to death was a series of transition rites
which brought him nearer and nearer to his ancestors.
Ezeudu had been the oldest man in his village, and at his death there were only three men in
the whole clan who were older, and four or five others in his own age-group.
It was a great funeral, such as befitted a noble warrior. As the evening drew near, the
shouting and the firing of guns, the beating of drums and the brandishing and clanging of
matchets increased.
9. Darkness Was Around The Corner
Darkness was around the corner, and the burial was near. Guns fired the last salute and the cannon
rent the sky. And then from the centre of the delirious fury came a cry of agony and shouts of horror.
It was as if a spell had been cast. All was silent. In the centre of the crowd a boy lay in a pool of
blood. It was the dead man’s sixteen-year-old son, who with his brothers and half-brothers had been
dancing the traditional farewell to their father. Okonkwo’s gun had exploded and a piece of iron had
pierced the boy’s heart.

10. The Confusion That Followed Was Without Parallel
The confusion that followed was without parallel in the tradition of Umuofia. Violent deaths were
frequent, but nothing like this had ever happened.
The only course open to Okonkwo was to flee the clan. It was a crime against the earth
goddess to kill a clansman, and a man who committed it must flee from the land. The crime was of
two kinds, male and female. Okonkwo had committed the female, because it had been inadvertent.
He could return to the clan after seven years.

13. You Do Not Know The Answer?
“You do not know the answer? So you see that you are a child. You are a great man in your clan.
But you are still a child, my child. Listen to me and I shall tell you.
It’s true that a child belongs to its father. But when a father beats his child, it seeks
sympathy in its mother’s hut. A man belongs to his fatherland when things are good and life is
sweet. But when there is sorrow and bitterness he finds refuge in his motherland. Your mother is
there to protect you. She is buried there. And that is why we say that mother is supreme.”

11. Okonkwo Was Well Received
Okonkwo was well received by his mother’s kinsmen in Mbanta. The old man who received him was
his mother’s younger brother, who was now the eldest surviving member of that family. His name
was Uchendu, and it was he who had received Okonkwo’s mother twenty and ten years before when
she had been brought home from Umuofia to be buried with her people.

14. Your Duty Is To Comfort Your Wives and Children
“Your duty is to comfort your wives and children and take them back to your fatherland after seven
years. But if you allow sorrow to weigh you down and kill you, they will all die in exile.” He waved at
his sons and daughters.
“You think you are the greatest sufferer in the world. Do you know that men are sometimes
banished for life? If you think you are the greatest sufferer in the world ask my daughter, Akueni,
how many twins she has borne and thrown away. Have you not heard the song they sing when
a woman dies?”

12. Why Is Okonkwo With Us Today?
Why is Okonkwo with us today? This is not his clan. We are only his mother’s kinsmen. He does not
belong here. He is in exile, condemned for seven years to live in a strange land. And so he is bowed
with grief. But there is just one question I would like to ask him. Can you tell me, Okonkwo, why it
is that one of the commonest names we give our children is Nneka, or “Mother is Supreme?” We all
know that a man is the head of the family and his wives do his bidding. A child belongs to its father
and his family and not to its mother and her family. A man belongs to his fatherland and not to his
motherland. And yet we say Nneka—“Mother is Supreme.” Why is that?
“I do not know the answer,” Okonkwo replied.

15. For Whom Is It Well?
For whom is it well, for whom is it well?
There is no one for whom it is well.

16. Obierika Came To Visit
It was in the second year of Okonkwo’s exile that his friend, Obierika, came to visit him.
Okonkwo was very happy to receive his friend.
When nearly two years later Obierika paid another visit to his friend in exile the circumstances
were less happy. The missionaries had come to Umuofia. They had built their church there, won a
handful of converts and were already sending evangelists to the surrounding towns and villages.
That was a source of great sorrow to the leaders of the clan; but many of them believed that the
strange faith and the white man’s god would not last. None of his converts was a man whose word
was heeded in the assembly of the people. None of them was a man of title. Chielo, the priestess of
Agbala, called the converts the excrement of the clan, and the new faith was a mad dog that had
come to eat it up.
17. But There Was A Young Lad
But there was a young lad who had been captivated. His name was Nwoye, Okonkwo’s first son.
It was not the mad logic of the Trinity that captivated him. He did not understand it. It was the
poetry of the new religion, something felt in the marrow.
18. Umuofia Had Indeed Changed
Umuofia had indeed changed during the seven years Okonkwo had been in exile. The church had
come and led many astray. Not only the low-born and the outcast but sometimes a worthy man
had joined it.
But apart from the church, the white men had also brought a government. They had built a
court where the District Commissioner judged cases in ignorance. He had court messengers who
brought men to him for trial. These court messengers were greatly hated in Umuofia because they
were foreigners and also arrogant and high-handed.

19. There Were Many Men And Women
There were many men and women in Umuofia who did not feel as strongly as Okonkwo about the
new dispensation. The white man had indeed brought a lunatic religion, but he had also built a
trading store and for the first time palm-oil and kernel became things of great price, and much
money flowed into Umuofia. The new religion and government and the trading stores were very much
in the people’s eyes and minds.
20. Okonkwo Was Deeply Grieved
Okonkwo was deeply grieved. And it was not just a personal grief. He mourned for the clan, which
he saw breaking up and falling apart, and he mourned for the warlike men of Umuofia, who had so
unaccountably become soft like women.
21. One Of The Greatest Crimes A Man Could Commit
One of the greatest crimes a man could commit was to unmask an egwugwu in public, or to say
or do anything which might reduce its immortal prestige in the eyes of the uninitiated. And this is
what Enoch did.
The annual worship of the earth goddess fell on a Sunday, and the masked spirits were
abroad. Enoch boasted that they would not dare to touch a Christian. Whereupon they all came back
and one of them gave Enoch a good stroke of the cane, which was always carried. Enoch fell on him
and tore off his mask. Enoch had killed an ancestral spirit, and Umuofia was thrown into confusion.
22. The Band Of Egwugwu
The band of egwugwu moved like a furious whirlwind to Enoch’s compound and with matchet and fire
reduced it to a desolate heap. And from there they made for the church, intoxicated with destruction.
When the egwugwu went away, the red-earth church which Mr. Brown had built was a pile of
earth and ashes. And for the moment the spirit of the clan was pacified.
For the first time in many years Okonkwo had a feeling that was akin to happiness.

23. The Village Crier Was Abroad Again
The village crier was abroad again in the night. He beat his iron gong and announced that another
meeting would be held in the morning. Everyone knew that Umuofia was at last going to speak its
mind about the things that were happening.
The market place began to fill as soon as the sun rose.
When Okonkwo and Obierika got to the meeting-place there were already so many people
that if one threw up a grain of sand it would not find its way to the earth again.
The first man to speak to Umuofia that morning was Okika, one of the six who had
been imprisoned.
24. All Our Gods Are Weeping
“You all know why we are here, when we ought to be building our barns or mending our huts,
when we should be putting our compounds in order.
All our gods are weeping. Idemili is weeping, Ogwugwu is weeping. Agbala is weeping, and all
the others. Our dead fathers are weeping because of the shameful sacrilege they are suffering and
the abomination we have all seen with our eyes.”
“This is a great gathering. No clan can boast of greater numbers or greater valour. But are we
all here? I ask you: Are all the sons of Umuofia with us here?”
“They are not. They have broken the clan and gone their several ways. We who are here this
morning have remained true to our fathers, but our brothers have deserted us and joined a stranger
to soil their fatherland. If we fight the stranger we shall hit our brothers and perhaps shed the blood
of a clansman. But we must do it. Our fathers never dreamt of such a thing, they never killed their
brothers. But a white man never came to them. So we must do what our fathers would never have
done. We must root out this evil. And if our brothers take the side of evil we must root them out too.
And we must do it now. We must bale this water now that it is only ankle-deep.”

25. There Was A Sudden Stir In The Crowd
At this point there was a sudden stir in the crowd and every eye was turned in one direction. There
was a sharp bend in the road that led from the market-place to the white man’s court, and to the
stream beyond it. And so no one had seen the approach of the five court messengers until they had
come round the bend, a few paces from the edge of the crowd.
The spell was broken by the head messenger. “Let me pass!” he ordered.
“What do you want here?”
“The white man whose power you know too well has ordered this meeting to stop”
In a flash Okonkwo drew his matchet. The messenger crouched to avoid the blow. It was
useless. Okonkwo’s matchet descended twice and the man’s head lay beside his uniformed body.
Okonkwo stood looking at the dead man.
He knew that Umuofia would not go to war. He knew because they had let the other messengers
escape. They had broken into tumult instead of action. He discerned fright in that tumult. He heard
voices asking: “Why did he do it?” He wiped his machet on the sand and went away.
When the District Commissioner arrived at Okonkwo’s compound at the head of an armed
band of soldiers and court messengers he found a small crowd of men sitting wearily in the Obi.
“Which among you is called Okonkwo?” he asked through his interpreter.
“He is not here!” “We can take you to where he is, and perhaps your men will help us.”
There was a small bush behind Okonkwo’s compound. The only opening into this bush from the
compound was a little round hole in the red-earth wall through which fowls went in and out in their
endless search for food. It was into this bush that Obierika led the Commissioner and his men.

26. Then They Came To The Tree
Then they came to the tree from which Okonkwo’s body was dangling, and they stopped dead.
“Perhaps your men can help us bring him down and bury him,” said Obierika.
“Why can’t you take him down yourselves?” he asked.
“It is against our custom,” said one of the men. “It is an abomination for a man to take his
own life. It is an offence against the Earth, and a man who commits it will not be buried by his
clansmen. His body is evil, and only strangers may touch it. That is why we ask your people to bring
him down, because you are strangers.”
Obierika, who had been gazing steadily at his friend’s dangling body, turned suddenly to the
District Commissioner and said ferociously: “That man was one of the greatest men in Umuofia. You
drove him to kill himself; and now he will be buried like a dog…” He could not say any more. His
voice trembled and choked his words.
27. Take Down The Body
“Take down the body,” the Commissioner ordered his chief messenger, “and bring it and all these
people to the court.”
The Commissioner went away, taking three or four of the soldiers with him. In the many years
in which he had toiled to bring civilization to different parts of Africa he had learnt a number of
things. One of them was that a District Commissioner must never attend to such undignified details
as cutting down a hanged man from a tree.
Such attention would give the natives a poor opinion of him. In the book which he planned to
write he would stress that point. He had already chosen the title of the book, after much thought: The
Pacification of the Primitive Tribes of the Lower Niger.
Things Fall Apart is based on the novel by Chinua Achebe. Copyright © 1959, 1987 by Chinua
Achebe, used with permission of The Wylie Agency LLC.

The Performers

Odekhiren Amaize (Ode), a naturalized U.S. citizen, was born
in Nigeria. While obtaining a professional Diploma in Art and
Design at Yaba College of Technology in Lagos, he was a
member of the Steve Rhodes Voices, performing in Africa,
England and Wales. He began formal vocal training at the
University of Texas at Austin under the tutelage of Michael
Trimble and Jess Walters during which he obtained an
interdisciplinary doctorate in Advertising, Marketing, and
Educational Psychology. Ode holds a Performer Diploma in
Voice from Indiana University School of Music at Bloomington,
where he spent four years studying under Camilla Williams
and Margaret Harshaw. He also holds a post-graduate
Certificate in Solo Song Recital (under the direction of
Victor I. Yushmanov) from the St. Petersburg State Conservatory in Russia. Earlier, Ode had spent
two years as a Fellow at Opera Music Theatre International (OMTI) in Newark, New Jersey, studying
and performing under the artistic direction of Jerome Hines. His recital repertoire includes but is
not limited to songs of Beethoven, Brahms, Elliot Carter, Glinka, Ives, Mussorgsky, Florence Price,
Rachmaninov, Shostakovich, Swanson, and Tchaikovsky. His other professional teaching and
research interests in Promoting and Marketing the Arts, Music Business Management, and
Teaching Creative Advertising through Literature augment his international performing and
recording experiences. This has been the case since 1986 upon completing his doctoral dissertation:
“Inducing College Students’ Opera Attendance: An Experimental Investigation of Affect.” He has
served on the marketing and music faculties of various universities in the United States, Taiwan,
and in Russia where he frequently performs and had spent an academic year as a Fulbright Senior
Scholar, performing and lecturing at the Moscow State Conservatory in Russia. He has released six
compact discs on the Musicians Showcase Recordings and MSR Classics labels. He is currently an
Associate Professor in the College of Communication and Media Sciences at Zayed University in
Dubai and Abu Dhabi, UAE.

Todd Mueller is the Principal Timpanist of the Asheville Symphony, North Carolina, a founding member
of the Arasmas Percussion Group and The Odd Trio, and performs as a free-lance percussionist with
professional orchestras throughout the Southeastern United States. Todd earned his bachelors of
music in percussion performance from Florida State University. He earned both his masters and
doctoral degrees from the University of Georgia (where he took theory courses with Roger Vogel).
Dr. Mueller is an assistant professor of music at Georgia Gwinnett College (tmueller@ggc.edu).
Martha Thomas is Professor of Piano and Associate Director for Academic Programs at the University
of Georgia Hodgson School of Music. A native Texan, she holds degrees through the doctorate in
piano performance from the Universities of Texas and Wisconsin. Her major piano professors include
William Race, Danielle Martin, and Howard Karp. Dr. Thomas has appeared in master classes with
nationally renowned pianists Leon Fleisher, John Perry, and Ronald Turini, and has coached with
Marylene Dosse, Lee Luvisi, and Jack Radunsky. Recent performances include those of the World
Piano Conference, American Liszt Society, and Music Teachers National Association. Martha is
featured on five compact disc recordings on the ACA Digital and Centaur labels.
Angela Jones-Reus is currently Professor of Flute at the University of Georgia, Principal Flutist of
the Grand Teton Music Festival Orchestra and is a regular guest with the Berlin Philharmonic
Orchestra. Former Principal Flutist of the Stuttgart Philharmonic (1991-2000), Jones-Reus has
performed extensively throughout Europe, the United Kingdom, Asia, the United States and South
America. She is a graduate of the Julliard School (MM) and the North Carolina School of the
Arts (BM) and is internationally active as soloist, chamber musician and teacher.
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