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CHAPTER ONE
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THE BIRTH OF ATIAMO

‘Trouble is such that, when it comes to your house and you tell it to gallop away since you have no seat for it, it will tell you not worry, for it brought along its own seat. I have conceived three consecutive times but I always experience a miscarriage. I cannot simply understand. I demand clarification. Is it due to my transgressions? Or the work of demons? Or the work of the deity in my house? Hmm. I know God will pave a way for me.’

Nyanta soliloquized one Thursday evening while relaxing in a sofa bed in her hall. Her husband, Ntiamoah, overheard her and consoled her. The family of Aduana at Feyiase, had struggled with childbirth since time immemorial. 

Married couples’ potency and fertility were conspicuous, as men succeeded in getting their wives pregnant but the pregnancies only lasted transiently as they were often met with miscarriage at the embryonic stages. This canker thrived in perpetuity. 

There was a deity in the family called Nyenkyerene. It was situated in Nyanta’s family house; in a locked room. They used to feed the deity each day and night. The deity was said to be the spiritual protector of the family. It was also said to be the source of their wealth and also bonded them together as one. 

The family was sparsely populated since the deity loathed a dense population. On the contrary, the family was 
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A boy called Akom, used to feed the deity.

living in affluence. Each and every member of the family could purchase whatever item they so desired.

Ntiamoah and Nyanta had married for six years but all efforts in giving birth to a child was like a candle in the wind. They were living in a nice house of their own but were perturbed all because they were childless. Nyanta’s in-laws were not oblivious of the root of the problem but they used to scoff at her for not having a child. 

A boy called Akom used to feed the deity with mashed cocoyam and eggs every morning and evening. Nyanta’s detractors also used to scoff at her to give birth to her own children and sending them, rather than sending other peoples’ children.’ 

One night, when Nyanta and Ntiamoah were in bed, Nyanta said to her husband, ‘My dear, I can no longer condone the agony and shame of marrying for several years without a child. People say I am barren, others say you are impotent. You will bear with me that both the former and the latter accusations are fallacious. You are not oblivious to the cause. Please, the faster we resort to a way of having a child, the better for us.  Even though you love me and I love you too, had you known that we would remain childless after marriage, I think you would renege on the idea of leading me to the altar.’ 

Ntiamoah said, ‘The elderly say that we wrap and tie items for easy identification. Why don’t we patronize these prophets of one-man churches? They may be able to exorcise the spirit of the deity.’ 

Nyanta fumed, ‘Never, my dear! These false prophets? God has not even flashed them, not to talk of calling them. Only a few are God’s ordained. They are only noted for infidelity, and swindling of people for their sweat-gained money. Some even murder innocent people and use them for rituals so that an influx of people will patronize their church. Haven’t you heard of their ploy? I do not believe them in the least. Some can even claim that the spirit has descended on them and has instructed them to bathe them. Just imagine a fine lady like me, being bathed by a man. What will happen afterward? It is like putting your hand in the food of an old lady. That is the ploy they adopt to commit adultery with people’s wives and end up impregnating them. God has spoken about them so I am very vigilant.’

Even though we believe in God and we are not ecclesiophobia, certain things are purely family affairs. At times, you have to give Caesar what he deserves. Inarguably, there are true prophets of God; they are meek and even uneasy to locate. So please let us do something for ourselves and back it with prayers.’

She continued, ‘Do you remember the time when Maame Adoma invited a prophet to exorcise a deity from her house? The way the spirit flogged him, it was awful. The prophet was fake, but due to greediness, he insisted. He ran helter-skelter and never returned. He also refused to refund the money. 

For the incident that happened in Kuntanase, the spirit of the deity made the prophet go blind. With all these, they claim they are from God. They will never enjoy even a token of my money. Also, I do not want us to be the medium of a prophet’s doom.’

After deliberating over the matter, Ntiamoah and Nyanta headed towards the family house and had a tete-a-tete with the head of the family, Elder Serbeh. Nyanta asserted, ‘Elder, something bothers me. It pains me immeasurably that I have conceived on three different occasions, but have experienced miscarriage in all cases. We are all aware of the deity that is situated in this house. No one is happy about the consequences but we all have kept mute. Elder, enough is enough! There is a saying that a stitch in time saves nine. I can no longer condone this plight. I need children. Even if we have to demolish it to meet our desire, we should not hesitate.’

Elder Serbeh gazed at the sky steadily for a while and said, ‘Hmm, this is a delicate issue. Mr. and Mrs. Ntiamoah, please, listen to me very carefully. You have hinted on time immemorial catastrophe of the family. Should we destroy the deity, the family shall be wiped off mysteriously and the bountiful wealth in the family will dissipate. The deity is something that our forefathers brought to this house long ago. It is the source of our wealth. On the contrary, it is the cause of sparse population in the family.’

He continued, ‘Every family has a sort of deity planted in it. The deity contributes positively to the family. On the contrary, it always poses consequences on the family especially when they refuse to provide for its needs. In some families, members find it difficult to marry. A woman can give birth to about three children but from different fathers. In some families, due to the presence of a deity, several members suffer from all sorts of ailments. In other families too, the members do not have dignity, they all tend to be good-for-nothing fellows. Also, some families have got their members to be drunkards. Others have got their members to be paupers; no matter how industrious they are, they never accrue money. Whatever money they accrue is squandered by the deity. Due to the work of a deity in other families, members cannot embrace longevity of life; they die prematurely, that is, at age twenty or thirty.

He continued, the elderly say that we do not get rid of ants whereas we find ourselves in their midst, so once you have made this assertion, we shall sit with the family and see the way forward.’

A week later, the family held a meeting and deliberated over
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