
Father came home drunk that night like he was wont to do. I was in the living room, watching a boring sit-com, one of those where the conversations were without direction and the audience had been programmed to act in sync. Steven, my elder brother, was in his room, probably doing something stupid. Mother was in the kitchen when she heard Father's voice.
"Where is that foolish woman?", Father yelled as he staggered, "where is my food? Or do you want me to starve to death". Whenever Father was drunk, he would lash out at the nearest person, and that was usually Mother.
Mother came out with a cup of water in her hand. It was a ceramic cup, Mother said it was one of the gifts my grandfather gave her on her wedding day.
"Please, my husband", Mother pleaded, "take this water first. You must be really thirsty. The food would soon be ready.  I did not think you would come back this early."
The time was 10:30 PM and Father usually came later than that. One time, he came home by 2 AM, drunk as usual and he beat Mother because according to him, “She took her time getting to open the door for him”.
Father was having none of her pleas. With the back of his hand, he smacked Mother so hard that she fell to the ground. The cup fell from her hand and broke into a thousand pieces, spilling its contents on the floor. I turned my attention to the pieces of broken glass on the floor; there they lay, shattered and helpless, just like our family. I did this to drown out Mother’s sobs but it did not work. I turned to Father who stood there, in his old army boots, towering over Mother. He looked like he was about to kick her. He always wore them, his old army boots, even when he was indoors. He used to be in the army, but he got kicked out for insubordination and whatever else they said he did and ever since then he took out his anger on Mother whenever he felt like. And that was usually most of the time.

Sometimes he would hit me or Steven, but he would always apologize later when he was sober.
Father kicked Mother continuously as she lay on the floor and she curled into a ball to protect herself. Father was so engrossed in beating Mother that he did not notice that Steven had come into the living room.
And he was holding Father's old gun.
For a while the commotion seemed to stop and all attention was focused on Steven. Then Father started to laugh. Mother used to say that Father's laughter was one of the things that had attracted her to him. It was melodious, she said.
But as Father laughed at Steven, there was nothing melodious about it. It was like the cackle of a mad man, boisterous and dangerous.
"What are you going to do?," Father asked, incredulous "Shoot me?" and he laughed again, that same mad cackle.
Steven's hands shook as he held the gun and I could see he was scared. "Just stop beating Mother ", Steven stammered, "and I won't need to".
Steven was seventeen, two years older than I was but Father always said he would have preferred if Steven had died at childbirth. Father felt that Steven behaved too weakly for a man.

"Boy, drop that gun. When I'm done with your Mother, I will come for you. You will learn how to respect your father", said Father sternly.
Usually when Father wasn't beating Mother, it was Steven who was the other victim. It was on rare occasions that he directed his anger towards me. And after he was done, he would carry me on his lap, promising never to do it again. Father had always insisted that he beat us for our own good. Mother was too stubborn and needed to be corrected. Steven was weak and needed a strong hand to become the man Father would be proud of. Sometimes I wondered what bad attitude Father was trying to rid me of by beating me.
It wasn't always like this though, Father used to be jovial and playful. He would buy us gifts whenever he was returning from an assignment. And then suddenly he started to keep late nights. He became more secretive about his movements. Mother later found out he had been dismissed from the army. Apparently, he had been gambling and was knee deep in debt. Needless to add, he had also taken to alcohol.
At first, it started with quarrels and raised voices. Most nights when they thought Steven and I were asleep, I heard them exchanging words. And then Father’s harsh words started finding their way to his fists. Mother would lie to neighbours that she had fallen as she mopped the floors or it was the door that caused her black eyes. Her explanations were not necessary though, no one seemed to care enough.
In all of this, Mother had crawled to a corner and silently watched the exchange between Father and Steven.

"You don't have the balls to shoot that gun", Father taunted, as he moved closer to Steven "I wonder if you are even a man. You are just a sissy. You are..."
There was a report as the gun went off. A loud silence enveloped the house. Even the noise from the television set seemed to have reduced on its own.
At first it was as if nothing had happened. Then a red patch appeared on Father's chest and started to spread. There was visible shock on his face as Father fell backwards, dead. Steven dropped the gun like it had suddenly become too hot and heavy. He ran to Mother who cradled him in her arms. I could hear his muffled sobs as Mother tried to soothe him.
"It is not your fault" she cooed over and over again, “Everything will be alright son”.
I watched them as they comforted themselves. I like to think the grief made them forget about me. Or maybe they thought I wasn't hurting. I didn't know what to make of what had happened. We stayed like that for a long time; Mother and Steven, huddled together, consoling themselves. A terrible wave of rage swept over me as I sat watching them, I had to do something.
Finally getting a hold of himself, Steven moved from Mother's arms.
"What are we going to do about the body?", he nodded towards where Father lay.
"I haven't really thought of that", Mother answered, " We can't leave it here. We have to do something about it".
There was an old car in the backyard. It hadn't been driven for quite a long time.

" Help me", Mother said," let's move the body to the boot of the car at the back".
I watched them struggle with the body, but they managed to get it out the house. They came back to the living room and Mother asked Steven to go wash up and go to bed. She told him to take off his clothes, that she was going to burn them later. I watched her bring a mop and a bucket as she tried to clean the floor covered with Father's congealed blood.
"It's late, Lily", Mother said to me, when she was done mopping, "go and get some sleep".
The boring sit-com had long ended, but I had already lost interest. I trudged towards my room and that rage coursed through my body again. Someone had to pay for what had happened. I had to do something, I thought desperately. It was midnight when I climbed into my bed.
The next few days flew by in a daze. I kept thinking about what had happened. I could not really sleep or eat or stop my hands from shaking. It wasn’t a new thing, my shaky hands. It happens when I’m extremely nervous or scared. The first time it happened, I was thirteen and Kolawole was teaching me how to smoke. I was afraid of getting caught. My hands shook so much I ended up dropping the cigarette on the damp floor of the uncompleted building we had snuck into. He had called me a bitch and said I was no fun.
With Father gone, it felt like a large chunk of my heart had been ripped out. We had been close, too close if you asked Mother and with him dead, I wanted to leave. On the night the reality of his death hit me, I wanted to get out of the house and run. I wanted to run until I could run no more.
I didn’t leave.
The neighbours never bothered to ask about Father and although they hadn’t seen him around for a few days, it just didn’t matter to them. I guess I could have gone on living, numb-like and oblivious to the things around me but for another fateful night. I had just come back from using the toilet and was about to enter my room when I saw Steven emerge from Mother’s room, adjusting his pyjamas. There was a wide smile on his face. I closed my door quietly and leaned against it, clenching my fist in anger. 
By now, I thought, Father’s body would be decaying in that old boot that they had kept him. Was this their own way of grieving? The wave of rage I had felt the night Father had died seemed to come back and this time I let it overwhelm me. I knew I had to do something. For myself. For Father.   
At about 2 AM, I crept into my brother's room. He loved sleeping without the lights, so his room was dark as usual. I switched on the light in his room to find him sprawled on his back in his bed. His blanket was on the ground, it must have fallen off him while he slept. Steven was a deep sleeper and so did not wake as I entered his room. He did not wake even when I sat astride his chest. There was a small knife in my hand that I had taken from the kitchen. With it, I stabbed him in the throat. The pain woke him up, but he could not scream as he could only choke on his blood. The sounds he made came out as gargles. His eyes registered with shock and recognition. I'm sure he must have wondered what he had done to me. Father had been right about Steven being weak. He could not throw me off him as he bled from his neck. I plunged the knife into his right
eye and smiled in satisfaction as I drew out his eyeball. I pulled the eyeball from the knife and put it into his open mouth and proceeded to stab him all over his face. In my frenzied state, I felt like I was being watched. I turned towards his door to see that I was right.
Mother stood at Steven's doorpost, watching. She looked thoroughly horrified. "Jesus!”She exclaimed," What have you done?"
It was more of an expression of shock than a question, besides I was sure she didn’t need an answer to her question. She could clearly see what I had done. I had punished Steven for taking Father away from me, he deserved what he got.
I had to admit, I was a mess. Steven's blood stained my hands and my nightgown. I stood up from Steven's body as he jerked to his death. I made a show of licking the blood off the knife.
I made a dash for Mother, who ran towards the living room. It was a short distance from Steven's room and I caught up with her in no time. But I tripped as I got close to her and as I fell, I lashed out with the knife and cut her ankle. She fell in front of me, and held her ankle but it did nothing to stem the blood that flowed freely.
"Why?” Mother asked. I stood over her as she bled from her ankle.
"He was my lover ", I said, "and you let Steven kill him"

"He was abusing you" said Mother," he was abusing all of us"
"He told me you didn't love me," I went on like I hadn't heard her, " he told me you were jealous of us and that you wanted to send me away. But he promised to take care of me."
“He lied to you,” cried mother.
But I had gone beyond listening to the voice of reason.
"He said I treated him better than you ever did, and there's nothing wrong with a daughter being in love with her father”.
Mother kept crying and bleeding, her tears were attempting to flow faster than the blood streaming from her ankles.
“We were going to go to a town where nobody knew us and live, we were going to get married" I went on in my frenzy.
"Lily" Mother cut into my monologue, her blood loss was taking a toll on her, and I could see she was getting weak,
"Your father was a sick man, I was warned that his family was cursed with madness, but I was in love, or so I thought and I dismissed everyone who tried to warn me. His troubles began when he lost his job and I began to see what everyone was saying. He raped you, numerous times and I blame myself for that. I should have been watchful about his relationship with you". She paused to catch her breath.

"I have always loved you", she continued, but I thought you might have gotten the curse too. I was going to take you to a place where you would be taken good care of. What your father did to you is despicable and..."
 "What about Steven? What about what you did with him? I interrupted," I saw you in his room last week, at night. I saw you, Mother. This night too. He was in your room"
It wasn't the first time I had seen them together, or the second. Or the third. 
Mother's eyes widened in surprise, and then she recovered her now shaky voice "Steven and I found solace in each other from your father's abuse. I won't apologise for it and I'm glad your father is dead"
I glared at her with fire in my eyes, she was happy Father was dead. Father, the only man I would truly love. 
"Besides I never raped him, it was mutual, Steven is almost an adult, plus he is your father's son, not mine. So, there was nothing wrong with our relationship". And then she continued to cry.
I picked up a wooden stool close to me and attacked Mother. I hit her across the face, and I thought I heard a bone crack. She fell back to the floor, bleeding from her head.
She looked up at me as I stood over her, ready to strike again.

"Lily", she pleaded weakly, but I was too angry to listen to her. I hit her face over and over again with the stool until it became a sticky, pudgy mess. Then I dropped the stool and collapsed beside her.
         				************************
It's almost dawn now as I sit close to my dead mother. I call the police and inform them of the deaths. They ask if I'm alright and promise to send someone over as soon as the sun rises. So, I sit, with Father's gun beside me, and wait for whoever would walk through the front door. 

