Etched in Eternity: A Tribute to Our 60 Angels by Agwu Enekwachi

December 10, 2005, is a date carved into the very soul of The Loyola Jesuit College family. |
was once a member of this beautiful family, from October 2000 to December 2011, working as
an art teacher. | still have a nostalgic attachment to the memory of this noble institution,
especially the staff and students | had the opportunity to meet at different levels of my
responsibilities while there. | remember vividly the weight that hung in the air, that Saturday
afternoon, as the news pierced the usual silence which accompanies students’ departure from
the school compound. The sunshine seemed deadened by a physically non-existent dark cloud
as we gathered in hushed huddles of twos and threes, in utter alarm and disbelief, not sure of
where to place our gazes. | recall | was walking to the admin block to check my pigeonhole,
only to be met halfway by the news. A colleague whispered that “it was not possible”; we prayed
it should be a fake news. Even when the Principal and the President stood before us to confirm
the tragedy, | could not accept that the sun could set at noon.

Remembering Their Light: Since that day, the names and faces of these angels have never
stopped flashing through my mind. They were not just names on a manifest; they were vibrant
souls | interacted with daily at different layers of my responsibilities in this great college.

They were the creative sparks in our art classes and art Club meetings;

the energetic spirits we helped guide in Cornelia Connelly House; and

the young people with whom we shared tables in the Dining Hall.

My fondest memories are of the quiet moments in the art studio. | can still see some of them
who loved art walking in, asking for materials, eager to fill their time drawing, painting, and
making crafts especially after examinations. | usually would play music while we worked in a
relaxed atmosphere.

Grief Transformed into Art: It was a solemn privilege to be part of those who designed the
banners and T-shirts for the initial memorial. Mounted in the gallery of the Memorial Complex
today is a sculpture of an angel in LJC uniform, sculpted for the first anniversary a piece
modelled from the depths of grief. The wooden chairs and the paintings within that space were
made to ensure their memory continues not only to live in our hearts but also occupies a three-
dimensional space as a memorial. Eight years after the crash, Engr G U Okafor’s family asked
me to make statues in a memorial for Zikora and Chidinma Okafor in their country home at
Abagana. Creating these pieces was never work; it was also my way of reflecting on these
angels, a way to keep their essence alive through texture and form.

As we approach the 20th Anniversary of the Sosoliso plane crash, the tragedy still haunts one,
but the love, togetherness, and focus remain stronger. We remember our angels not because
they left us but for how they lived beautifully, creatively, and together.

May their souls continue to rest in perfect peace.



