
The Sins Of The Father

Prologue:
 
There was an eerie calm. Even to the eyes of a newcomer, all was not well. The 
whispers could be heard along the streets, as people cramped into the compound 
with the big Palm Tree. “Tufiakwa!” “Aru! (abomination). “Ogini di ihe a? (what is this 
thing?”). Everyone knew that this act carried curses that could extend to generations 
unborn. 
  “Aka-ugo. Aka-nne. Bia (come)”, their mother called with a croaked voice. Her eyes 
were almost swollen shut. It had been an exhausting day, and the rest of their lives 
could get more exhausting.
 They sat on the floor beside her wooden kitchen stool. Looking up at her, Aka-nne 
asked “mama, will the villagers send us away?” “Of course they will! Papa died a 
coward’s death”, Aka-ugo responded. “Who would want to have anything to do with 
the family of a coward?”, she hissed, a catch in her throat. 
 “Mechie-onu gi before m’ machie gi anya! (shut up before I slap you). Their mother 
was furious, her eyes tearier. She knew Aka-ugo was more hurt because she was the 
closest to her father, but she’ll be dead herself before she allowed her daughters 
remember Ikechi as that-a coward. It was bad enough that the villagers thought the 
worst. 
 “Mèpé nti (listen), we’ll be going to Port Harcourt to stay with my oldest éyin 
(friend). I still have her address from the last time obiará Ukulu (she came to Ukulu). 
She has a daughter your age, and I’m sure na ōgè mepere anyi uzo(she’ll welcome 
us)”. The tears flowed freely now from all their faces. Beatrice hugged her girls 
tightly, vowing to protect them, and to never mention the ugly word that caused all 
these-Suicide. 

Chapter 1
  
“Mummy, can I have more moi-moi?”. “Mummy!!”. I break out of my reverie to see my 
four-year old, Etin, pulling at the hem of my shorts, trying to get my attention with an 
obviously tongue-licked bowl in one hand, spoon in the other, and a wide grin on her 
face. “Wasn’t that your second plate?” How this child gets her healthy appetite is 
beyond me. “She gets it from you, you know”. Did I say that out loud? I look up to see 
my husband, the love of my life, Eloghosa. Now here’s another thing that has me 
wondering; ‘God really does love me’, I think to myself as I stare at his beautiful face. 
His deep, soulful eyes are looking at me intently, knowingly with…is that worry? 
“Etinosa, go and tell aunty Joke to give you an extra wrap of moi-moi”, he crouches 
down to give her a kiss on her forehead. Too giddy to remember her manners, my 
daughter bounces off to deliver the message to our house keeper. I open my mouth 
to insist, but I’m stopped by his firm, but gentle hold on my arm. “How are you 
feeling? You barely slept last night”. I rest my aching head on his shoulders, too 
embarrassed to say anything. “I didn’t mean to disturb you”, I respond. He cups my 
face in his hands, and looking at me as if I just made an abominable statement, says 



“don’t ever say that, baby. Please, don’t say that”. He gives me a hug. “I can’t 
imagine what you must be dealing with. How long do you think it’ll take to sort 
through, and pack her things? I want to help”.  I’m shaking my head even before he 
finishes. “Thank you, Elo, but you don’t have to. Barinedum and I have it covered.” 
The hug gets tighter. “Anything I can do, anything at all, you just have to let me know. 
I’m so sorry this happened, babe.” My eyes well up. “I’m okay. I’ll be fine”, I say, with 
my biggest smile. 

Chapter 2
 
Saturday, February 14, 2004. 
  “Dear Diary,
    My head is spinning. My heart is racing. My hands are shaking. Somebody make it 
make sense. I want to scream. I want to run away. I want to sleep and never wake up. 
I want to die. God help me. What is happening? Is this happening? 
I’m writing this, still dressed in my 200,000 naira custom made, wedding dress. The 
mascara, smeared on my under-eyes, and blushed cheeks, once applied in 
preparation of what should have been the best day of my life, are now taunting signs 
of my hurt. 
How is this happening? Somebody, anybody, please wake me up from this 
nightmare.”

Friday, February 20, 2004.
 “Dear Diary,
   I tried to go out today. Not out the front door, out of this room that I have made 
mine in the past six days. I got my period and moved to get the sanitary necessities 
from my room, but I couldn’t even make it past my door. Everything reminded me of 
him. We spent a lot of time in that room, especially on the weekends. Looking at my 
wardrobe where some of his shirts still hung, the shoe rack where he’d left the 
Adidas sports shoe he used for our Saturday morning jogs, and the bedside table 
where he kept his wristwatch, brought the attacks. I didn’t know I still had them. 
This time, it was really bad.” 
 
I put two fingers to either sides of my temple, as I close the book. Across from me, 
on the center table, I reach for the paracetamol. My head. This headache is just 
stubborn, unrelenting. “It’s natural to feel them, Mrs Patrick”, Dr Belema’s voice 
resounds in my mind. “You’re grieving. You’ve been crying. So, you may feel 
headaches. But please, take care of yourself. Take your medications. Rest, eat well…
blah blah.” I know she said other things but I can’t remember now. 
I open my eyes to focus on the room before me. If there’s one thing my sister did, it 
was buy anything and everything. Most of her earnings went into shopping. Once she 
started any phone call with “guess what?!”, in that bubbly tone she always carried, I 
knew it meant something new had been bought. How am I supposed to sort all these 
out? Her living room alone looked like something out of an interior decor magazine. 
For Christ sakes, did she really need a dart board? 
   “Madam, I don cook finish o”. I cover my face with my palm, hurriedly wiping off any 



traces of tears. I’m just about done with looks of pity, and sure enough Barinedum is 
full of it. One of the closest people to my sister, her housekeeper turned friend, was 
this man, who had been in her employ for over five years. I had told him to get 
another job, but he insisted on staying till we were done packing my sister’s things. 
“Ah madam, no dey cry again na. Come chop make you get strength gather the 
remaining tins”. 
  

Chapter 3

Saturday, February 28, 2004.
 “Dear Diary,
    I wonder what it’ll take for these people to leave me alone. Is it by force? My sister, 
her husband, Cecilia, neighbors, colleagues, have all been trying to reach me. If the 
incessant knocks on the gate, letters sent through Barinedum were to be believed, 
they wanted me to “continue living”. Yeah. Right. 
 I still haven’t heard from Tamunosiki. After his stunt two weeks ago, he hasn’t 
returned any of my calls or letters. I’ve even tried to reach him through his family. 
Nothing. How could something sweet turn sour overnight?
“I can’t be your husband and father at the same time. You need to work through your 
issues”, he wrote in the letter he sent through an emissary. 
Today, we were supposed to have been in Lebanon toasting to a great life together, 
as we celebrated my 35th. I guess wishes are not horses.  
Happy birthday to me.”

Sunday, March 14, 2004.
  “Dear Diary,
   I can’t find it. I’ve searched and searched and searched. It should be around here. 
I need to find it, especially today; our one month wedding anniversary. Barinedum 
claims not to know where it is, but I reckon he’s hidden it. He believes it’s his job to 
keep me from getting sad. I’ve screamed, threatened to sack him, yet he seems 
intent on keeping my engagement ring from me. I’ll never be okay without 
Tamunosiki, and that ring is the most important thing I have from him. I have to find 
it, somehow. 
He can’t think that I’ve given up on us. 
I have to find it, so that when he comes back, he’ll know I never lost faith in us. 
“This ring is my commitment to you, to us. I’ll forever cherish, love, and keep you 
safe”, he’d said. 
Nothing’s changed . He’s coming back.”

Wednesday, March 17, 2004.
  “Dear Diary, 
   I finally let someone in. Even in my pain, I couldn’t live with myself if I allowed my 
sister to be alone today. We always spend our mother’s death anniversary together. 
Since she died, me and my sister have built a routine where we sit in, watch her 
favorite Nigerian movies, make her favorite local dish, Abacha (African Salad) with 



lots of peppered kpomo (cow skin), trade childhood stories, and cry our eyes out. We 
never let anyone else join us. 
 I thought she wouldn’t show today, since I’d refused to see her in over a month, but 
she came over as soon as she got off work. We may be twins, but I’ve always seen 
my sister as my baby. She hates when I bring up the 5-minutes difference, but I’m 
sure she secretly revels in how much I adore her. All my life, I’ve looked out for her, 
fought for her. Today was the first time I let her take charge. She hugged me tightly 
when I opened my mouth to apologize for not seeing her since my wedding day, as 
soon as Barinedum let her in. “Stop! You don’t need to say anything”. She ordered. “I 
understand. Today, let me take care of you. It’s what mama would want”. 

Zzzzzzzzz. My phone. I look at the display. “Hello”. “Mummy, when are you coming 
home?”. I hear my Etin’s voice in the background. 
I look up at the massive clock carrying my mother’s face, on the wall. How is it 9 
O’clock already? My vision blurs as I trudge my way through cartons, with tear-filled 
eyes to peer through the window. I’m too pained to think, and if the half empty bottle 
on the side stool is any indication, definitely too drunk to drive.

Chapter 4

Monday, May 17, 2023.
  “Dear Diary,
  I can’t do it. Even if I wanted to, I can’t. It’s one thing to go out into the compound, 
but to go back to work, face my colleagues, the world, get right into the grind like 
nothing happened, is another ball game altogether. 
 Why did this have to happen to me? How do I face the world now?
 Mrs Afam-my ‘kinswoman’; from the same village as me, who manages the branch I 
work in, and has vowed to remind me constantly of my past with her usual “may what 
killed our fathers not kill us”; a snide prayer that I know is always directed at me-
wasn’t going to make it easy. 
  Tamunosiki was my way out. He was going to provide me with the succor I’ve craved 
for all my life. Every other man has always left abruptly, so it truly came as a shock 
when he proposed. Finally, it felt good to have someone who wouldn’t give up on me. 
If you asked me to point to a time where things started going south between us, I 
would be unable to. I didn’t notice any red flags.
  Cecilia insists I let him go. She said to see the whole thing as a blessing, because I 
actually have to work through my issues. I don’t understand what  that means. She 
doesn’t know what she’s talking about. So what if she’s known me the longest, of all 
my friends? So what if she’s been like a second sister to me ever since her mum 
welcomed us into their two-bedroom home in Ada-George, years ago when we came 
to Port-Harcourt seeking a fresh start? “Maybe Tamunosiki has a point. You need to 
let go of what happened to you and your sister. Forgive your father”. Yapa yapa yapa.
She doesn’t know what she’s talking about.”
 
 I feel my heart ache as I flip the pages. I was right all along. Anytime I tried to bring 



up papa my sister would vehemently resist and, change the subject. I always 
suspected that she hadn’t come to terms with it. I prayed and hoped she eventually 
would. Don’t get me wrong, I didn’t have it easy. I was there when it happened. We 
both were. I faced the same shame, and had the same nightmares. But coming to 
know Jesus Christ while in the university was a turning point for me. It got me on a 
path to love, compassion, and forgiveness. I’ve also learned that a good way to heal 
from any negative, life-changing experience was to face it headlong, running was not 
an option. 
 I’ve seen a lot of pain in my life, but this is the most. To think my sister who always 
referred to papa as a coward, would toe the same line, was incomprehensible. 

Wednesday, July 14, 2004.
   “Dear Diary, 
    Mama told us a long time ago that she never suspected papa’s death, especially 
not the way it happened. He gave no visible signs. Till his death, no one could have 
guessed that all was not well. At gatherings, big or small, his laughter was the 
loudest, and his opinions gave much hope. 
 At home, he never seemed uptight, or impatient. He indulged me a lot; listened, and 
answered all my questions, no matter how silly, and always let us play with him. Even 
on the day it happened, he sent me to get his favorite snack, shelled groundnuts, 
from his customer like every other day. It wasn’t until we heard mama’s scream and 
rushed to find him swinging, that we knew. It’s haunted me my whole life. 
 Did he feel the same way I feel right now? The way I’ve always felt? Is it hereditary? 
Maybe if he left explanations, I wouldn’t be so clueless. And I don’t dare say anything 
to anyone. Depression is for Oyibo people.”

Epilogue: 
 
Barinedum stares into space, tears flowing freely. A picture flashes into his mind: his 
wife crying profusely because their child had just died. The sounds were fresh, the 
heart-wrenching screams of pain over a child whose death he’ll forever take the 
blame for. If only he’d run to seek help, rather than insist the child lay down. He’d 
thought it was just regular ‘hot body’. He knew this was why bad things followed him 
everywhere. Why else would Madam Aka-ugo hang herself?
 


