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    I dedicate this short story to the ones who have suffered.
Song used in the book credit to Topsy Chapman.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Just bury me in the ocean with my ancestors who jumped from the ships, because they knew death was better than bondage" Erik Killmonger.
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CHAPTER ONE
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“I can’t believe you’re still so obtuse when it comes to the black lives matter.” Isabella Rockson, Jimmy’s sister said as she speared a sausage with her fork. Jimmy cringed at the way her sister stared at him. It was eight in the evening and they were having dinner at their family residence in Accra.

Their parents, Andrews and Mary sat on opposite ends of the table. His mother  stared  at them while their father massaged his jaw, unperturbed by the fight happening at the dinner table.

“Come on. It’s not like I don’t support the black lives matter but it’s being- um how many years since slavery and we blacks are being bitter about it.”

“Are you seriously kidding me??” Isabella’s fork cluttered down as her eyes narrowed. “Where have you been living all these years, what did they teach you in school?”

Mary Rockson cleared her throat as she looked at her husband for help. He only shrugged as he bent his head to his phone. It was always like this whenever the children came over for holidays. With Isabella being in the States and Jimmy in his final year at Legon majoring in History and Religion, holidays were one of the rare instances when the family could get together.

“Kids, can you let us enjoy our dinner in peace. Andy help me here?” Mary stared at her husband, her eyes silently pleading for help.

Andrews Rockson sighed and put his glasses down as he took a sip from his glass of orange juice. Ever since giving up on alcohol, their father had resorted to drinking lemon or orange juice every evening.

“Obviously the world has changed drastically from the one we knew and....” Andrews raised his hand forestalling any argument from Isabella and Jimmy. “We must learn to tolerate each other’s opinions.”

“Even if they’re wrong, dad?” Isabella hissed, casting a scathing glare at her brother who stared back resolutely at her.

“Yes my dear,” said her dad.

“But I’m not wrong,” said Jimmy. “The slave trade to me was the best thing that happened to the African continent.”

“Jimmy!” They all said at once. Even their Dad who was normally composed was a bit unsettled.

Jimmy was unfazed as he wiped his mouth, sucking his teeth. “Let me explain”.

Their Dad raised his hand at Isabella, “Let him talk.”

Jimmy smiled triumphantly as Isabella’s nostril flared. They never seemed to agree on the issue of the slave trade and black lives matter.

His mother reclined in her chair, hands folded across her chest. The atmosphere in the room was tense. Behind Jimmy, they could hear the news real on the funeral of George Floyd.

“When I say that the slave trade was the best thing that happened to us blacks, I don’t say it lightly. I mean look at the African continent, what have we done for ourselves?”

“That is no excuse for the slave trade.”

“Yes, you’re right,” Jimmy said, raising his palm at his sister to allow him to continue. “Many years after the whites have left we’re still where we are. Nothing has changed and to me probably if the whites had colonized us for long I’m sure that we wouldn’t be in this predicament.”

Isabella shook her head, starring at her brother as if he were an alien. “You know at first I thought you actually were pulling my legs, trying to get a rise out of me.” She paused, blinking twice, “But you actually believe this bullshit.”

“Izzy!” their mom shouted, shock on her face. “You can’t call your brother that!”

“But mom, Jimmy has no idea of what is happening even in the US. Some of my friends have been harassed by the police for being black.”

Isabella and Jimmy stared at each other, shooting each other frosty glances. It had been like this for years. Each time the two siblings came back from school, they always debated on issues and neither was willing to concede.

“You can call it bullshit, sis,” Jimmy said, pointing an accusing finger at his sister. “You can’t always put the blame on some white dudes who died centuries ago.” The dinner table had gone quiet. Jimmy flushed as his sister stood up, pointing her fork at him.

“Hey?” their mother said in alarm.

“I wish you would feel how our ancestors felt as they were handed off from their families and put in dungeons and tortured. Some raped and killed.”

Jimmy felt his skin prickling as his sister left the dinner table amidst a dismayed family.

“What?” said Jimmy to his mom? “What did I do?”

“What did you do?” His mother hissed. “You know how touchy your sister is when it comes to issues about slavery.” 

“Fine. I will apologize.”

“You better.” His mother narrowed her eyes at him, “and for upsetting your sister like that,” she folded her napkin. “You’re doing the dishes for one week.”

“What!” You can’t possibly-” He stopped when he noticed the stare his mother was giving him.

“I will do it.” He looked to his father for support as his mother left the dining room.

“Don’t ask me son. I can be of no help here.” He said thoughtfully. “Your sis is right though.”

Jimmy arched an eyebrow prompting his father to continue.

“We blacks have subjugated for so long, we still carry painful memories of it.”

“I’m sorry Dad. I didn’t mean-”

“It’s okay, son.”

Jimmy chided himself. His dad had once told him the tale of how one of his ancestors had been captured.

“You need to find your roots, son,” He said as he stood up “Goodnight.”.
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