         In Loving Memory of My Mother Dr. Victoria Amen Obanor
AKA: Mama Obanor, Mama America and Mother IYE OBANOR.
As I write this memoir of my mother today, my heart is heavy with grief because I miss your loving presence and the moments we always share together and with gratitude to God because I know where you are. I honor you my beloved mother, a woman of faith, a woman of strength, and above all, a prayer warrior. A JESUS WOMAN INDEED.
Words can hardly express what you meant to me, my family and to everyone whose life you touched. You were more than my mother. You were my confidant, prayer partner, my source of strength, my comfort, my teacher, and one of the greatest blessings of my life. You stood by me in prayer and comfort when I went through the storm of my life in 2019.
My mother “mama Obanor” understood the power of prayer. You carried not only your biological children in prayer but your spiritual children, their families, their loved ones, and the people around you in prayer. When others saw obstacles, my mother saw reasons to pray. When there was uncertainty, she turned to God. When there was pain, she prayed. And when there were blessings, she gave thanks. Mom, I left your praise instrument the “UKUSE” you shake when you pray in your room where you left it that faithful Monday morning after you prayed and praised the Lord. You called me at 7am to your room and told me it was time for you to go HOME. Mom, I argued with you that it was not time yet. But you told me “I WANT TO GO MEET MY GOD IN PEACE”.
Prayer was not simply something my mother did; it was a part of who she was. You told me to always call upon God, no matter what I am facing. Your prayers were an expression of your love for everybody around you even at your doctor’s office. Many times, my mother may not have been able to solve every problem or take away every burden, but she knew where to take them. She took them to God.
Many of the blessings in my life were covered by my mother’s prayers. Prayers we heard, prayers we didn't hear, and prayers we may never know you prayed. You stood in the gap for the Paragon Obanor dynasty at large. You prayed for our protection, our future, our families, and our walk with God. That is one of the greatest gifts you left behind for us.
Mom, your faith was not only in your words; it was in your actions, your sacrifices, your compassion, and your perseverance. You showed us what it meant to trust God through every season of life. I am also grateful that God blessed me with a mother whose prayers covered me, my entire family and her faith left an everlasting imprint in our lives.
Mom, I want you to know that your prayers are not in vain. Just like you told us in your hospital room to be released to go home because Angels were waiting in that hospital room to take you home. You emphatically said “THE CROSS IS MY GOAL”. You told us to stop crying because we will all meet at the CROSS. Indeed, you made it to the CROSS OF CALVARY.
Mom, you told us in your hospital room two days before your transition that your agreement with the Lord is that all your children and our families will make Heaven. You begged us to be steadfast in our faith.
The seed of love you planted in our hearts will continue to grow. The lessons you taught us will continue to guide us. The faith you demonstrated will continue to speak through the lives of those you touched and in our lives. I promised you that we will all remain steadfast in our faith, in our love for each other and in unity.
There are countless memories I will carry with me.  Your voice, your smile, and the things you used to say, the moments we shared, and even the little things that once seemed ordinary but now mean everything to me. These memories are precious treasures that time can never take away. Your room is kept the way you left it. It is now my prayer room and my relaxation room. Although I can no longer hear your voice when I go to your room, but I will always carry the words and prayers you left in my heart.
Mom, thank you for every prayer you prayed for me and my family. Thank you for every tear you shed in prayer, every burden you carried, and every time you called my name before God. Your hands may now be at rest, but the prayers you prayed continue to speak. Your work was finished here on earth, but your legacy lives on. Until we meet again, I will carry your love, your faith, and your prayers with me. Mom, I promised you that we your children will stay united. None will be left behind in Jesus Name. Thank you for the sacrifice you made for us.
Mom, you will forever be loved.
You will forever be missed.
And you will forever be in my heart.
Mom, Rest peacefully, until we meet at the CROSS to part no more. 
Your FIRST Child (Your womb opener)(your best friend)
Pastor Tina Uwa Iwegbu
AKA: Mommy Unity
