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PREFACE

 

I am no longer trying to be ‘cool’. My primary concern as of late is that of being myself. My heart is glowing. I now know who I am outside of what these two eyes can see. With this body of work, this revelation is apparent. Within this body of work lies the intricate details of how the pen and the keypad have assisted me in putting together words, from places where parts of me also needed to be fetched and put together into this entity I am currently.

***

…And the traveller girds himself, and sets his face toward the Morning, and goes his way.

-W.E.B Du Bois 

 


CHAPTER 1 – PERSONAL ESSAYS

 

When the bloodline is ready to transmutate, and this realization dawns on you, you’ll begin to comprehend fully why you say and do things in a certain manner. Sometimes, no, most times, those things make sense only to you. If you’re lucky, it’ll be you and a few others you seem to really be close with.

 

 


The Sick Healers

 

Growing up in the city with my little brother, our parents had moulded this life for us where we knew we were provided for-even when we were too young to fathom what that really meant. To be quite honest, what was etched into my brain was seeing our mother do all she can to provide for my brother and I. She still does. That energy she put in became somewhat of a sacrifice in the sense that, she spent most of her hours grinding for her kids. This meant that the various offices she laboured at saw more of her than her kids. Not to sound ungrateful but, this also might’ve played a part in terms of there being a disconnect between a child’s early stages of development to their adult stage and a mother’s comprehension of the little but significant details that go hand in hand with all of that. This shortfall would show its face in a not-so-pleasing manner at a later stage in life.  I consciously and continuously saw her actions and efforts, and our dad was always at the beck and call of his two beloved boys. Or at least he tried. Rather, as an honouring to him, the best thing to say would be that he did his best under the circumstances. 

The funny thing is our parents were together for as long as I can recall, but they did not live together. There would be days when Pops1 would sleep at our house on some nights but that was on good days. As a kid, you see these things happening but it doesn’t really click as to why they are happening. You are just content with the way things are because the way things are seems to work. It’s also a mind-fuck when finding out why that was the case, deciding to keep it a secret thinking you’re protecting the ones that matter to you the most or that you just solved a case, only to find out that everyone else around you, especially in the most intimate surrounding, already knew everything. Wouldn’t I make an awesome detective! Let’s not even go there because that’s another story all on its own-one that deserves its own title and blank canvas.  

It was one fateful night when things went south and what seemed to have been working for the longest time started to show cracks. The exact details are a bit sketchy but I was seventeen or eighteen at the time. My brother is five years younger than I am. If memory serves me right, mom and Pops came home from an outing that night. Pops had over-indulged. They were in the car outside the house while my bro and I were watching television. Fast forward, the two of them are having a heated argument-an argument so heated that Pops ended up smashing the windows and whatever he could get his hands on in the living room-where my brother and I were. Whether my brother understood what was really happening that night or not, only time will tell when it encourages him to garner enough strength to heal himself. And if memory doesn’t serve me right, that just goes to show how traumatic the experience might have been because to be honest, I don’t even have any recollection of where in the house my little brother was when the scene was playing itself out. What I do vividly recall though was pops, mom and I in their bedroom exchanging hurtful words and me conjuring up enough courage to stand in front of my mother and tell him to leave. This was to be the precursor to us moving from the city to our home village.

***

In late 2011, our mother took us to our home village (Oodi2) for the long-term when gentrification was starting to pop off3.  We used to travel back and forth between our city home and our home village during some weekends and especially during holidays. It was an epic experience-a rendezvous with our favourite relatives. Living there permanently was a totally different experience that took a while to get used to. It set up a bunch of interactions with relatives that allowed me to tap into learning more about my roots. I’ll humbly admit that our home village had and still has something to show me and once I surrendered to what that might be an unfolding happened.

Throughout all the years we lived there, there were so many epiphanies for me that piggy-backed off of the fact that there were certain events that led all three of us to where we were. In the midst of all this, however, my bro would keep to himself and only interact with very few people. He would give hints as to why he does that but it took me some time to realize and understand what that actually meant-to realize that he was an empath. See, my brother is a great listener but I’ve also come to find that he seldom communicates how he really feels-that’s even if he knows how to express how he really feels but I talk too much so even that took me a while to realize. When mom is out doing her thing, it would be my brother and I at home. I would talk and he would listen. He would listen and listen and listen even to my philosophical jargon that I just finished reading about on the internet or somewhere in a book.

One of the things Oodi had to show me was that I had to learn or relearn how to be a big brother. There would be this feeling of guilt within pertaining to how I wasn’t the big brother my little brother needed. Writing this now, I still don’t think I know what it means exactly to be a big brother. Or maybe perhaps it’s because my little brother has found his own way of manoeuvring in his world as his own big brother. All I know is that I wish I had one-someone to talk to when I’m not talking to myself. Lol.  Anyway, I remember that after this particular epiphany, he and I had a heart to heart as I felt like I owed him a huge apology for the characteristics that had lacked. 

The interactions on my side were with various relatives in what seemed to be an investigation of some sort. Curiosity had gotten the best of me. It was raining family puzzles, epiphanies and revelations to the point where there were family issues that were revealed to me that blew my mind. The light came with the dark and I started to realize just how messed up our family was/is. So much bad blood that makes one ponder on some things, you know-a sick family that needs healing. Which family doesn’t?!

Is it an African thing where the older generation is beefing among each other and expects the younger ones to follow suit by making it seem like the other party is the only one that is guilty of some crazy shit that happened in the past?

***

In Oodi is where I also learnt how to forgive Pops for the stunt he pulled at our city home. As a side-note, it would probably be wise for me to mention the fact that we grew up in the Church. Both parents are Christians. Our mom would take us to church every Sunday. Bro would show his distaste for it and mom would rush to reprimand him to save face in front of her fellow church members. I tended to be more receptive to it, not because I knew what religion meant but because I wanted to see my mother happy. However, church took a backseat once I was old enough to make my own decision about whether to go or not. Eventually, I stopped going because religion has its people and to each his own. Going back to significant occurrences in Oodi, it became obvious why certain things relating to our family were kept in the dark and why that relative does not gel well with their parent or another relative or whatever. My grandmother would spill the beans and I felt like a tabloid journalist with exclusives continuously raining from the heavens like Manna. In all honesty, this was my student phase. As a student, the rabbit hole went deeper. Nine years after we moved to our home village, my brother was knee-deep within a very confusing phase of his life. Parents thought it was depression. It could’ve been both but it was a very dark time for him. Shit got real, real quick. It’s also not unfitting to acknowledge that there were events that led to the phase he was in.

Cognizant of the fact that my little brother needed a different kind of help, after the psychologist gave him a clean bill of health, which didn’t really help him with his situation, I decided to contact spiritual healers in our village and set up a consultation on my bro’s request. Since religion had become a past life thing for me, this was how I became more open to other avenues of faith and was thus willing to assist my bro in the manner in which I did. After our mother found out, her first reaction was that of confusion as was my grandmother’s and Pops’ as well. These are the only people who knew about the “blasphemy” my bro and I had committed. I say “blasphemy” because none of them knew where we got the audacity to set up a consultation with spiritual healers in a family of proclaimed Christians. On my side there were and are still no regrets and from the consultation, there was a lot of truth that answered some of the questions my brother had. We also found out that all the symptoms he had during his dark phase were brought about by those that were part of his DNA but no longer living on this earth. This also meant that there was an initiation ceremony that had to take place because this was a calling and my little brother had to surrender to it. Something our grandmother and parents could not quite/did not want to comprehend. 

The first irony is that at first, all the three people who knew of this ordeal denied that there was someone in the family who was no longer living but had had a similar calling to that of my brother-that everything we were told at the consultation was false and a means for the healers to rob us of our monies. Because Oodi still has something to show me, our grandmother’s sister, who’s a Christian as well but seems to still be in touch with her African Spirituality, and is basically our other grandmother, told my brother and I the truth about our lineage but we never told our mother, grandmother (who always has an ailment somewhere on her body but her doctor doesn’t seem to know exactly what is wrong with her) or father about what we found out.  Our grandmother once even told me that ancestral talk/veneration is against her church’s laws but she has all these prophetic dreams about weird things and people she knows and those she doesn’t know-the second irony. Our father still has to call a senior at his church to come and address my brother and me after the stunt we pulled. 

At our home, there are only three of us, us and our mom. There’s less tension that there was after what happened as our mother felt we had invited bad energy into our home. Both my mother’s sons have this built up resentment as an aftermath. Truthfully, I’ve come across some meditation and more revelations that have helped me deal with that resentment-to understand that mother did what she did because she felt that she was doing the best thing to protect her children. She’s probably still shocked about it. It’s been slow progress but progress nonetheless for me but I cannot say the same for my little brother.  Imagine feeling like your own mother is standing between you and your destiny. He’s more reserved now more than ever, especially towards my mother and I find myself caught in between trying to retain the peace and harmony in our home, acting as a low-level diplomat who’s in way over his head. That has not stopped me from trying though. Here I am trying to balance emotions of these two people that I love and sacrificing myself in the process. That also does not negate the fact that this relationship between mother and son is now estranged. It looks like our mother is drowning herself in more work as a coping mechanism. On the days that my brother does come out of his room, I see him close each and every door behind him every chance he gets, sometimes unnecessarily. This is so frequent that one time that happened, something clicked in me, perhaps another revelation/epiphany that provided a much needed part of an explanation that showed how reserved internally he had become. So I would observe and observe and therefore became fascinated by how self-betraying human behaviour was/is. I have even thought about telling him that he needs to learn the art of how to talk to people when you don’t want to talk to people for all our sakes. It remains a thought thus far.
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