
 
I can still feel his hands around my neck. The event replays in my head endlessly. I hear my 
breathing: rapid and heavy. I shut my eyes tight. A chill crawls against my skin. Only 
Uchendu’s voice stops this haunting memory as I walk through the village ilo. I can feel the 
stares the mothers and children. They must have heard Okonkwo’s roaring voice from his 
obi. I try to hide myself away from the crowd. I was as quickly as I can to the church, away 
from the crowd. 
 
I take an isolated path from the ilo. Thoughts and past upsetting memories fill my head. I 
remember my father, Okonkwo. Working on the fields always ended with beatings. I 
remember his anger which burned like of Fire. There was always a specific way in which 
things they were done under his rule. Things had to be done with a boiling rage and 
determination. Things had to be done like a man. All my emotions were covered by his fury. I 
could not laugh nor cry without getting beat. I remember my grandfather in, Unoka, whom I 
cannot put a face to. My father never dared to speak of him. I was told he was a disgrace to 
the clan. My father gave me the same disgusted look when talking to me. The poetry of the 
new faith enters my mind. The words of Gods unconditional love, which Mr Kiaga spoke of, 
overwhelms me. I can no longer see Okonkwo as my father.  
 
I hesitate on the thought of my mother. My sweet mother who adored me no matter what. 
She was always there for me after Okonkwo’s beatings. Always there to tend to my wounds. 
I remember the stories and songs she told me as a child. The calming nature of them. How 
gentle they were. They were not like those of Okonkwo which were filled with violence and 
bloodshed. I can no longer tolerate him or his expectations any longer.  
Maybe I should turn back. How can I leave my mother, brothers and sisters? 
 
The thought of Ikemefuna comes to my mind and the death he did not deserve. The pain of 
losing someone, Something broke insider me that day. The feeling descends on me again. 
How could they have ordered such an act? How could Okonkwo murder him and turn his 
back on him? Ikemefuna was my only hope in adjusting to the Igbo culture. He was my 
brother and a part of our family. All at once, the sounds of babies crying surrounds me and 
begins to haunt me. I see the earthenware pots thrown n the ground in front of me. The cries 
continue to echo. My body shivers from top to bottom. Why must they die? What evil had 
they done? Are they not innocent? A vague chill overcomes me. My head becomes foggy 
with thousands of unanswered questions. I sit along the path to clear my head from the 
many questions and illusions that haunt me.  
 
I try to move past these thoughts. The hymn, which Mr Kiaga spoke of about the brothers 
together in darkness in fear, enters my mind. Rather than Ikemefuna’s pain, I feel his 
companionship with me as I attempt to see the answers to my questions. Ikemefuna’s 
endless stock of folktale enters my mind, A warm feeling rushes over me. I still remember 
them so vividly. I miss them till this day. The song of the suffering of sons rushes to my mind. 
A cloud of mercy descends on me. My head begins to clear up as my minds returns to the 
scene of the sky. The now answered questions stream out like a river as the love of the new 
faith becomes profound to me.  
 
I decide to keep moving having made up my mind. The hymns of this new faith and its poetry 
have saved me from Okonkwo’s wrath and the many questions which have haunted my soul 
for as long as I can remember. I will return later to convert my mother, brothers and sisters to 
this new faith. I will save them from Okonkwo’s order and share with them mu happiness. 
 
I reach the evil forest where the church stands. My sanctuary. Rather than misfortune, I feel 
a sense of contentment. My heart beats with joy yet I am relaxed. I see the osu with their 



newly shared faces enter the church alongside the efulefu. This new faith appreciates dignity 
and unity of all men and women. I hear Mr Kiaga’s voice flowing through the air. The poetry 
of this faith is surreal. I remember the first time the stories spoke out to me. A relief within 
poured into me. I feel a sense of peace overcome me. The broken pieces of myself are 
slowing mending and coming back together. I hear Mr Kiaga’s voice re-explaining the 
concept of the Trinity to the newly formed congregation. The language relaxes me. The 
compassions and understanding of the new faith allow me to feel welcomed. I do not have to 
be the so-called man Okonkwo expects me to be. I can be the man I want to be. I want to be 
able to read, write and express this new language. I want to save others as it has saved me. 
I want to join the missionaries and go to Umuofia. I walk into the church, waiting to speak to 
Mr Kiaga about my decisions.   
 


