Reparations
The doctor led my husband and I into her poorly lit consultation room, offered us the two seats across her work desk and proceeded to deliver the worst news you could give to a newly married couple, merely in their late twenties. I remember the words leaving her lips slowly and softly, sucking out all the air from the confined space, and rendering me almost completely breathless. A burning sensation that imitated a feeling of impending doom slammed persistently against my chest, and I struggled to pace my breathing, a taxing attempt to hold it together. But I suddenly exploded into outrageous hysterical cackling. The sound reverberated throughout the room, forcing me to discern the true pain and agony behind my uncontrollable laughter. Even in that delirium, I recognized what was happening to me. And from the sunken fear-filled look in the face of my all-knowing and all-caring husband when I glanced at him from the corner of my eyes, he recognized it too. 
As wise as the man I married is, as a woman I’m always one step ahead. I pretended to be asleep later that evening while he jingled and fondled with items in the kitchen down the hallway. I knew he was putting away all the knives and other potentially self-harming objects. I remained deathly still, with my eyes closed, as I felt his side of the bed sink in with the weight of him climbing back in bed next to me. The tablets of melatonin I secretly crushed in the smoothie I made him after the doctor’s appointment were going to kick in soon, and I’d be able to do it, set us both free. He fell asleep sooner than I expected, and I took my time surveying the kitchen; he had cleared away every harmful object.  I could honestly never have desecrated our home. Instead, I packed a light bag, and bought myself a ticket to Nigeria, that bloody country that was once home. It was only fitting, since that was where all my pain began. 
Picking up a firearm was my first stop after landing, even before I checked into the Sheraton Hotel, Owerri. It was ridiculously easy to bribe my taxi driver from the airport to get someone to hook me up with a gun. I opted for a singular bullet in the chamber; I was giving myself only one chance. And if I missed my shot, so be it. 
I was ready for my mission from the moment I checked into my hotel room and set my carry-on size luggage down, but my body betrayed me, giving in to the softness of the mattress as soon as my butt met the bed. I did not wake up till the next day, Sunday morning and I made my way to the 7am mass at the chapel that I used to attend with my family growing up. The old and run-down ceilings and floors had not quite been replaced since I was last in the church, 10 years ago. I held my breath at the toxic gutter smell coming in from the windows, as I quietly made my way down the center aisle in the chapel. My heart paused briefly when I recognized the voice of the priest that led the sermon, and butterflies clustered in my stomach. I struggled to breathe as the wave of a familiar feeling of being helplessly trapped narrowed my airway.  I gently squeezed the body of the Prada handbag that dangled from my shoulder, making sure I could feel the gun inside it. It gave me more confidence as I drew closer to the front row, the one directly in front of the priest’s stand. It was so ridiculous that after all these years, Fr. Nnamani still took to that pulpit with his full chest, proclaiming ‘the word of God.’ But I must have known deep down that nothing in the church had changed. Why else was I unfazed by the judgmental staring of the congregation as I proceeded to my seat. The same congregation that I once called family. I could read their eyes:
“This lying, perverted, slut is back. And she is now dressed like a slut too.”
I was wearing a black slightly cropped corset top, paired with a black high slit maxi skirt, and adorned with gold jewelry. I looked fabulous. I put it on that morning, just for them, knowing that they would hate it. It was abominable in the St Andrew Catholic Cathedral for women to show skin, wear all black, adorn with gold jewelry—and the worst, not cover their hair to the house of God. I remember when I was about 12 years old, and a lady who was new to the church showed up without a headwrap. As soon as my mother spotted her, she turned her back to gossip with Mrs. Ekezie, a family friend who usually sat on the pew directly behind my family. Church service turned very chaotic on that day with whispers from mostly women flying all over the room about the young lady, and nasty side comments about going to hell fire. It became so disruptive that an usher escorted the woman out of church, and for weeks she still came up as a topic of conversation among the church mothers. 
I wish I had more discernment as a child to understand that the woman was not necessarily a bad person. Instead, I feared ever being like her and causing aggravation to the people of God, so much so that I had my mother completely change my church wardrobe. I insisted on more long-sleeved shirts and longer dresses and skirts. Heck even the priest noticed and praised my modesty publicly to the congregation in one of the services, asking me to come to his office after the mass for an afternoon treat. 
Little did I know that his treat was touching me in places that should remain untouched when you’re only 13 years old. And telling me not to tell anyone because it was between us both and God. It was the same priest preaching as I returned with the gun in my handbag, while the congregation stared at me with a familiar hateful energy in their eyes:
“This lying, perverted, slut is back. And she is now dressed like a slut too.”
I carefully approached the front row seats, ignoring the spiteful gazes on my thick afro that hung free. No head tie was holding it down, as the Lord expected. I know the most abominable part to them must have been the way I casually strutted to the front seats while breezing in as late as during the homily. 
When I arrived at the front row seat, I squeezed myself into the little space between both of my parents, while they stared at me like they had seen a ghost. That’s probably a normal reaction when your child who fled at 18 shows up unannounced after no contact for 10 years. Regardless I avoided direct eye contact with either of them, fully focusing on the officiating priest. Until it suddenly hit me, did my mother ever try looking for me? Does she even realize she could have protected me from my pain? 
And the more I thought about it, the more anger began creeping in, building up an unbearable heaviness that physically hurt my chest. But when I reached into my handbag to get it over with, I felt a soft chubby palm placed over my hand, hindering me from maneuvering the bag zipper. In an instant the familiar sensation of my mother’s touch hit me with an overwhelming wave of emotions. Tear lumps easily formed in my throat. We had been apart for 10 years, and yet there I was, feeding on her love from her skin against mine. My insides began to soften and the knots of anger and pain in my chest slowly untied themselves. I struggled to contain the meltdown that was bound to come from such an emotional release. Tears formed a glassy layer suspended in my eyes, but I did not dare let them drip. I was determined not to become vulnerable; I had to be sound enough to do this, but first I needed my mother to answer one question. And with neither of us making eye contact, I whispered into her ears.
‘Mummy do you know?’
She was silent. 
I looked at her to find that she was looking straight ahead, and my eyes compulsively followed her line of vision until I caught the eyes of the officiating priest, Fr. Nnamani. He was speaking to the congregation but looking at my mother; it was that part of mass after the homily where the priest says.
“And now my brothers and sisters, let us now offer our prayers to the Lord.” 
I stood up immediately.
‘Say your last prayers to God now!’ I screamed with every angered breath in me, pointing the gun at him from that first row directly in front of his pulpit, and maintaining eye contact so intense that I could feel his oozing fear. 
He was frozen in place and the petrified look in his eyes probably resembled mine when I was in my teen years, and he would say these words to me whenever I was alone with him:
‘Nne take off your clothes. Let me wash away your sins’. 
Not to speak of the terror when those doctors would tell my mother that I was too young to be having those abortions, right before they took me into the procedure room. 
Now it was my turn to wash away his sins. And it was perfect. Just one shot; a shot that I should have taken right away if not for the consistent compounding urge to look behind me. I turned around to find Mrs. Ekezie right there in her usual spot. I easily redirected the gun to the side of her head, pressing the mouth of the gun deeply against her temple. 
“Please” she whispered in trembles.
It is very ironic how tables turn; I begged this woman so hard to believe me as a child. I was ugly crying, snorting and hyperventilating that I was not lying about Fr. Nnamani touching me when he invited me for a treat. It was the first time he had done it, and I confided in my best friend at the time, who for whatever reason told her mother. And that’s when Ms. Ekezie came to our home causing a scene about me corrupting her daughter’s mind with blasphemy against the man of God, while I begged her with everything in me to believe me. The rumor quickly spread within our small community and parents did not want their children associated with me. I easily became isolated, but that was barely the worst part of my childhood. For God’s sake I was a child who kept getting abortions. Abortions! 
And with the gun to that woman’s head, I felt like she just had to pay for her role in my pain.  
‘I’m sorry dear, please, your aunty Chika is sorry.’  Her eyes were shut at this point, she was likely accepting her fate. 
I began wondering about her choice of words, your aunty Chika is sorry. It appealed to the emotions of the innocent little girl in me, who once knew aunty Chika as mummy’s good friend that came around often and made mummy laugh all the time. Whose daughter was my best friend, meaning that when she came around, my best friend came along too. We all did so much together as a family, and I really did love my Aunty Chika. 
It felt so surreal that I had a gun pressing against her temple. Although it was only for 30 seconds before it occurred to me that the woman whose job was to protect her child was right next to me. I didn’t hesitate before redirecting the gun to the space between my mother’s eyes instead. I asked her again, 
“Mummy do you know?”
She had one more chance. It was the third time asking her this question. The first time was when she took me to my second abortion at 14 years old. I had a boyfriend at the time, and though we were secretive in the beginning, I know my mother eventually picked up on us. But I know for a fact she knew he was not the one getting me pregnant, if not there’s no way she would have kept taking me to those abortion clinics so passively, while allowing us to remain a couple. 
I was giving her one more chance to admit to her awareness, to give me closure. Because the moment we were having with the gun between her eyes was going to be the last time we saw each other. She gave me nothing. And yet I just stood there, staring at her, admiring how gracefully she aged. My favorite feature about her face was still her eyes, curved like an almond. Inside her eyes used to glisten with so much positivity. Not anymore though. And unfortunately, I bore witness to the day her eyes grew gloomy and stayed that way. The same day Aunty Chika barged into our home causing a scene about blasphemy against the priest, and then her eyes dimmed some more the next day at church when “my blasphemy” was announced to the whole congregation by the head of the women’s fellowship, including my punishment by the committee. 
My punishment was to be at the beck and call of the priest’s needs. This pretty much marked the end of my life as a child. Fr. Nnamani started pretending like he needed my help very frequently, and it was always in private. And every time mummy picked me up from ‘helping’ him out, her eyes grew dimmer. 
Mother knew. I am unable to curate the words to perfectly elaborate what I mean, but her plight was that it would be brain altering for her to admit it. I love the woman regardless, and very deeply too. This is why I had the gun in the spaces between her eyes, to scare her into closing them, so she didn’t have to watch me do what I was going to. She didn’t close them---but I did it anyway. 
The flight back home felt shorter than when I was coming. It was perfect cause I was dying to be in my husband’s arms. Ever since I was younger when we dated in secret, his arms have been my favorite place to be. He kept me sane in my chaotic life. And God bless the white man that scouted him for his insane athletic skills, giving me the opportunity to immigrate with him and start a new life. We often daydreamed about starting our little family once we settled in, hoping we could leave the burden of my past behind us. Alas it popped up again like a stubborn pimple when the doctor informed us that were unable to have children due to a hysterectomy I had done, forcing my brain to recall what the priest once said to me after my last abortion; your good-for-nothing boyfriend will no longer be able to impregnate you, the doctor handled it.
Ahh yes, somewhere in that sick man’s head he was not the one impregnating me by raping me countless times and yes, he also arranged a hysterectomy without my consent.  
My husband and I walked out of the doctor’s office with our world shattered. He had me tucked under his arm as we made our way to the parking lot when I heard him mutter; how the fuck does that man deserve to be alive.
That was a very good question. And the answer was simple; he did not deserve it. For this reason, I took it upon myself to saturate all the National Headlines with, 
Nigerian Priest Nnamani shot dead in the pulpit. 




	














