
Iawoketoanunsettlingsymphonyofrumblingnoisesthatfilledtheair,

desperatelyhopingtodriftbacktosleepastheypersisted.Asuddenjarring

thudshatteredmyrefuge,joltingmeawake.Reluctantly,Idecidedtoface

thesourceofthedisturbance,realizingthatignorancewasnotasolution.

Withcaution,Ireachedforaflashlight,awarethatitsbeam might

inadvertentlyrevealthemysteriouspresencelurkinginthedarkness.A

surgeofapprehensionwashedoverme,promptingmetoabandontheidea.

Islowlydescendedfrom mybed,theeerieatmosphereenvelopingmeasI

gropedmywaytowardsthewindowonmyright.Intheabsenceofany

illumination,myoutstretchedhandcollidedwiththeunforgivingedgeofthe

bedframe,joltingmefurther.Vibrationscoursedthroughmybody,defying

myattemptstoregaincontrol.Despitethefear,mycuriosityledmeto

cautiouslypartthecurtains,ensuringtheyremainedpartiallydrawntogrant

meaglimpseofthemysterioussceneunfoldingoutside

Peeringthroughthenarrowopeningbetweenthecurtains,Iscannedthe

backyardsurroundingswiththelimitedvisionaffordedbymysolitaryeye.

Theinkydarknessstretchedbeforeme,revealingnothingoutofthe

ordinary.Thearealaydesertedandengulfedinaprofoundstillness,asit

oftenwasduringthelatehoursofthenight.Myattentionwassuddenly

drawntoananomalythatdisruptedthefamiliartranquility—ourmotion

sensor-activatedbackyardlightflickeredtolife,illuminatingthedesolate

sceneforabriefmoment.Thepeculiarityofthisoccurrencestruckme,for

therewasnooneinsighttotriggeritsactivation.

Inafleetingmoment,myeyecaughtsightofafigurestandingtall,

clutchinganobjectthatappearedindiscernibleatfirstglance.Theystood

resolute,leaningagainstanunknownstructure,adornedwithstains.A

shiverrandownmyspineasfeargrippedme,compellingmetoretreat

from thewindow.Despitetheinitialshock,aflickerofrecognitionsurfaced

withinme—thefigureIhadglimpsedwasnoneotherthanDaddyNike.

Temptationluredmetostealanotherglanceoutside,eagertoascertainhis

presence,buttheapprehensionofbeingdiscoveredheldmeback.



Uponmybestefforts,sleepeludedmeasunsettlingthoughtsofDaddy

Nike,drenchedinbloodstains,hauntedmymind.JustasIbegantodriftoff,

myroom wasabruptlyilluminatedbythesuddenactivationofthelightbulb.

Assumingitwasmysisterenteringtheroom tocheckonme,Iopenedmy

eyes,onlytofindmyselfalone.Theroom remaineddevoidofanypresence

besidesmyself.Puzzled,Isurveyedmysurroundingswithoutliftingmy

head,butIcameupempty.IthitmethatIhadsimplyforgottentoswitch

offthelight,anditsilluminationhadcoincidedwiththereturnofpower.Yet,

justasquicklyasithadcomeon,thelightabruptlyflickeredout,leavingme

startledandfilledwithanoverwhelmingsenseofdread.Everythingfellinto

aprofoundstillness,leavingmetoconfronttheenigmaticsilencethat

lingeredintheair.

...

"Tobe,goodmorning!"MysisterOma'svoicepiercedthroughthemorning

haze,pullingmeoutofmyslumber.Iblinkedgroggily,myeyesadjustingto

thedim lightfilteringthroughthecurtains.Glancingtowardsthelight

switch,Inoticeditwasturnedoff,castingashadowofdoubtoverthe

eventsofthepreviousnight.Iquicklydismissedmysuspicions,attributing

theswitch'spositiontomysister'shabitofturningitoffduringpower

outagestoprotectthebulbfrom thesuddensurgewhentheelectricity

returns.Itwasamundaneexplanationthatofferedsomesemblanceof

normalcyamidstthechaoswithinmymind.

Curiositytuggedatme,urgingmetoinvestigatefurther.Iapproachedthe

window,drawingbackthecurtainstorevealthefamiliarsceneoutside.

Everythingappearedasitshould—tranquilandundisturbed.Yet,doubtsstill

lingered,leavingmetoquestiontheauthenticityofwhatIhadexperienced.

Wasitanhallucinationorjustabaddream?

Iturnedmygazebacktowardsmysister,herexpressionheldamixtureof

concernandcompassion.Ifelttheweightofhersilentpity,aconstant

reminderofmystrugglewithschizophreniasincemovinginwithher.Every

wordIutteredandactiontakenseemedtomagnifymysenseof



inadequacyandmadness,amplifyingtheisolationIfeltinmyownreality.

"Whathappened?"Oma'sinterestpiqued.

"Nothing,itwasjustabaddream"Icouldn'tpossiblyadmitIwas

hallucinatingagain.

"Doyourememberwhathappenedinthedream?"Mysister'sgenuine

concernwasevident,buthertonestillcarriedahintofcondescension.

"No"Ideadpanned,shuttingherout.

...

Mysisterhadleftmetomyowndevicesforthemorning,andIdidn'thear

from herforhours.Itwasn'tuntillaterinthedaythatInoticedherrushing

around,franticallydressingherself.Ipausedfrom headingintothe

bathroom andinquired,"Whathappened?"

Asshestruggledtoputonashirt,herresponsecameoutmuffled.AllI

managedtocatchwasthename"DaddyNike."Myheartskippedabeatat

thementionofhisname.Withouthesitation,IignoredthefactthatIhadn't

eventakenmybath,anddecidedtofollowheroutsidecladinonlyboxers.

Therewasnotimeforfurtherquestions,knowingthatanydelaycould

resultinherdismissingmyconcernsandclaimingIwasjustbeinga

nuisance.

Ifollowedmysisteracrossthecompoundtothebungalowadjacenttoours,

andwhatIwitnessedwasanunprecedentedsight.There,gatheredinfront

ofDaddyNike'shouse,wasacommunityofpeople.Itwasunusualtosee

suchacrowdinourneighborhood,asmostoftheresidentskeptto

themselves.Mysister,DaddyNike,andIweretheonlyoccupantsofthe

twojoinedbungalows.

AsIapproached,InoticedDaddyNikeindistress,tearsstreamingdownhis

face.Peoplesurroundedhim,tryingtheirbesttoconsolehim.Heseemed

inconsolable,pouringouthisheartwithoutanyonepromptinghim.Eventhe



elderlywomeninthecrowdattemptedtosilencehim,buthecontinued

speaking,overcomewithemotion.

"...Mywifeleftme.I'vebeenstrugglingtosurvive,barelymanagingtopay

therent.Withthefuelpricesincreasing,thingshavebecomedifficult.Yet,I

havestilltriedmybesttotakecareofher..."DaddyNike'swordswere

punctuatedbysobs,hisanguishpalpable.

ConfusionswirledwithinmeasItriedtopiecetogetherthefragmentsof

information.Amidstthemurmursandwhispersfrom ourneighborhood,I

managedtodiscernthatNike,DaddyNike'sbelovedfive-year-olddaughter,

wasmissing.Therevelationstruckmelikeathunderbolt.

Thenitoccurredtome,thestructurethatDaddyNikewastoweringover

musthavebeenhisdaughter,Nike.Thepiecesofthepuzzlebegantofit

together,butIcouldn'tbringmyselftovoicemysuspicionamidstthe

somberatmosphere.Mylackofvisibledistresscaughttheattentionof

thosearoundme,andtheircuriousgazesboreintomysoul.Itwasn'tthe

firsttimeIhadbeensubjectedtosuchscrutiny,formydemeanoroften

seemeddetachedandunaffectedbytheworldaroundme.

ThecollectiveattentionshiftedabruptlyasDaddyNikewasurgedtoreport

theincidenttothepolicestation.Afewconcernedneighborsofferedto

accompanyhim onthisagonizingjourney.Mysister,compelledbyher

compassionatenature,expressedherintentiontojointhem.Sensingthe

weightofsomethingcrucialthatneededtobeaddressed,Ipleadedwith

hertostaybehind,assuringherthatIhadanimportantmattertodiscuss

withher,onethatdemandedourimmediateattention.

Mysisterfacedadilemma,tornbetweenhelpingDaddyNikeandcaringfor

me.But,circumstancescompelledhertostaywithme.Weslippedaway

unnoticedfrom thebusycrowd,headingbacktoourownhome.The

tragedyunfoldingbeforethem consumedtheattentionoftheoblivious

onlookers.

"Tobewhatisitthistime?"Omaqueriedoncewegotinsideourlivingroom.



Iblurtedouttheshockingrevelation,strugglingtofindtherightwordsto

conveythegravityofthesituation."DaddyNikekilledhisdaughter,"I

uttered,fullyawareofhowimplausibleitsounded.

Omareactedbytappingthesideofherheadwithherindexfinger,a

gesturethatimpliedmywordsweredelusional.Inthatmoment,Icouldn't

helpbutacknowledgethatperhapsmyaccountseemedfar-fetched,even

consideringmycondition.Ideservedherdoubt.

Herbarrageofquestionsfollowed,challengingmyclaims."Didn'tyousee

thewaythismanwascrying?Whichmanwouldcrylikethat?Whywouldhe

wanttoreporthermissingifhewastheonethatkilledher"

"Sobecausehe'samanhecannotfaketears?IknowwhatI'm sayingOma,

Isawthismancoveredinblood,withaknifeinhishand"Idefendedmy

stance,thougheachwordIspokefeltmorefeeblethanthelast.

"JesusChrist!Tobe,whatkindofwickedhumanbeingwouldstabtheirown

smalldaughter.I'm tiredofyou,Iswear!"Sheexclaimed,herwordslaced

withregretassheutteredthelatterofhersentence.

Shesoftenedherapproach,agenuinepleainhereyesassheimploredme

tohelpherunderstandthereasonsbehindmyunsettlingbeliefs.Her

stanceremainedstill,refrainingfrom outrightaffirmingordismissingwhat

Ihadshared.Itbecameevidenttomethatcontinuingtomake

unsubstantiatedaccusationswouldonlyleadtofurtherconfusionand

strain.

OmadecidedtoventureoutsideandparticipateinthesearchpartyforNike,

andalthoughIwantedtoaccompanyher,sherequestedthatIremain

behind.Sheaskedmetostayinmyroom forsafety.Itfeltsomewhat

demeaningtobegivensuchanorder,beinga24-year-old,butIrecognized

thedepthofherworryandthedesiretokeepmesafe.Leftalone,my

unquenchablethirstforevidencegrewstrongerasIyearnedtovalidatemy

fragmentedmemoriesandfindproofofwhatIbelievedIhadwitnessed



IenteredDaddyNike'shouseutilizingthesparekeyhehadgivenus,even

thoughthesearchpartyhadalreadyscouredthepremises.Drivenbya

needtofindanysuspiciousevidence,myfocusfixatedonanythingthat

mightbeartracesofblood,supportingmyclaims.Imeticulouslyexamined

theknifecabinet,expectingDaddyNiketobecautiousaboutleaving

damningevidenceinplainsight,somyeffortsyieldednothing.

Undeterred,Icontinuedmyrelentlessquestforthetruth,meticulously

searchingeverycornerofDaddyNike'shouse.AsInearedtheendofmy

exploration,curiosityledmetothestoreroom.Suddenly,aclunksound

startledme,makingmyheartrace.Ibrieflyfeareditwasthereturning

community,catchingmetrespassing,buttomyimmenserelief,itwasn't.

WhileIwasdeeplyabsorbedinmysearch,IwasdiscoveredinDaddyNike's

backyardbysomeonewhoinitiallymistookmeforathiefandshouted"Ole!

Ole!"Beforetheysoonrecognizedthatitwasme.Therestofthe

communityhadreturnedfrom theirsearchpartyandhadoverheardthe

commotion,leadingthem tosurroundme.Omarushedtothebackyardto

seewhatwasgoingon.Mysisterwasfurious,andIstoodmyground,

repeating,"Iswearthismankilledhisdaughter."Thecrowdheardmy

words,buttheydismissedthem astheravingsofamadman.Without

evidence,Icontinuedtoshout,desperatelytryingtoconvincethem.Itwas

thenthatIspottedDaddyNikeamongtheonlookers,intensifyingmy

bitterness.Somemendecidedtorestrainmeformyerraticbehavior,and

eventually,theyagreedtotakemetoapsychiatrichospital.Omafelt

conflictedaboutthesituationbutbelieveditwasthebestcourseofaction.

...

IspentaweekatYabaLeft,mymindracedwiththoughtsofwhatcould

havetranspired.SeeingDaddyNikefeigninnocenceonthenewsonly

addedtomyagitation.Everyday,mysistervisitedmeatthehospital,

despitefeelingembarrassedaboutthesituation.Itwasundoubtedly

challengingforhertokeepupwithme.Sheexpressedthechallengesthat

everyoneintheneighborhoodwasfacingduetotheprolongedlackof



electricitysincetheincident.Theabsenceofpoweronlyaddedtothe

overallturmoil.Shementionedhowthissituationforcedhertodependon

expensivefueljusttomeetbasiclivingneeds.Shebelievedthatbeingaway

from theneighborhoodwasbenefitingmeandmywell-being.

Aswesatacrossfrom eachother,separatedbyatable,hercomplaints

aboutthelackofelectricityremindedmeoftheflickeringlightsthat

plaguedournightsbeforetheywentoutcompletely.Iwastemptedtoaskif

shehadnoticedthestrangephenomenon,butIhadtomaintainthefacade

ofgettingbetterandappearingwell.Iassumedshewasprobablyfast

asleepwhenitoccurred,unawareoftheeventsthatunfoldedinour

compound.

Irecalledthemotionsensorlightthatinexplicablyturnedon,anditdawned

onmewhywehadinstalleditinthefirstplace.Itwasmeanttodeter

anyonefrom discoveringtheundergroundtransformerandattemptingto

stealit.Thelightwouldautomaticallyilluminate,signalingtheirpresence.

Inthatmoment,Irealizedthatnoonewasthere,sowhywasthelight

activated?Aseeminglywildhypothesiscrossedmymind,butIquickly

dismisseditastheproductofmyimagination.Yet,asIrecalledtheclunk

soundIheardbeforeIwasapprehended,asuddenrealizationstruckme,

thatmust'vebeenashovel,andIknewdeepdownthatImightbeonto

something.

Iobservedmysister'sbagandpretendedtocollectmoneyfrom it,causing

Omatoattempttoretrieveit.Igrippedthebagtightly,refusingtoletgo,

anddespiteherstruggle,Imadethedecisiontofleewithit.Oma'sscreams

alertedtheguards,butImanagedtoslipawaywithwhatIwasafterbefore

theypinnedme.Whilebeingdraggedaway,IsincerelyapologizedtoOma,

assuringherthateverythingwouldsoonbecomeclear.Althoughmysister

feltadeepsenseofremorseforme,shebelievedIhaddescendedintoa

stateofinstability.

Ipleadedwiththepsychiatristtoallowmetomakeaphonecall,andafter

muchpersuasion,theygrantedmepermission.IretrievedtheNEPAcardI



hadinmypossessionanddialedtheirnumbertoreport'aspoilt

transformer'.

...

After72agonizinghours,Ihadlostallhope,andevenmysisterhad

stoppedvisitingme.Butthen,IwokeuptotheshockingnewsofDaddy

Nike'sarrestformurder.Theelectricianswhohadcometocheckonthe

spoilttransformermadeahorrifyingdiscoverywhilediggingupinsearchof

damagedcables—alifelessbodyofNikeburiedaliveinsideasack.

Duetomypreviouswitnessaccount,thepoliceconductedaninvestigation

anddiscoveredDaddyNike'sshovelhiddencarelesslyamidstthedebrisin

ourbackyard.ThisevidenceclearlyincriminatedDaddyNikeinthecase,

grantingthem warranttoarresthim.

Everythingstartedfallingintoplace.TheloudthudIheardwasNikebeing

droppedintotheground.Themotionsensorlighthadactivatedbecause

Nikehadawakenedandstruggledinadesperateattempttoescape,

causingthetransformertomalfunction,whenthepowerreturned.Asfor

thebloodstainsIthoughtIhadseenonDaddyNike,Irealizedtheymust

havebeennothingmorethanhallucinations.PerhapsIhadmistakensand

forbloodduringmystateofconfusion.

DaddyNike'ssinisteractofburyinghisowndaughteraliverevealedadepth

ofdarknessthatshookmetomycore.Unbeknownsttohim,thepresence

ofournearbyundergroundtransformerwouldultimatelyexposehis

heinouscrime.Thetearsheshedduringhisemotionaloutburstlastweek

nowtookonahauntingsignificance,servingasahiddenconfessionofhis

guilt.

Mysisterreturnedtome,filledwithremorseandapologies.Itwasa

bittersweetmomentforme—IhadbeenrightaboutDaddyNike'sguilt,but

thetragiclossofNike'slifeweighedheavilyonmyheart.




