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The privilege

of African

- parenting |

African mothers, in particular, seem to come
equipped with a built-in lie detector. You coulgi
confidently announce you are heading to the li-
brary, and she will respond with a calm okay. But
itis never just okay. It is the kind of okay that sug-
gests she has already seen the full movie on how
youwill end up eating chips and soda with your
friends, laughing like you have no responsibilities.
Somehow, in the middle of peeling matooke or
stirring beans, she already knows the truth, With
African mittes, it is usually less parenting and more

prophecy.

S —————————
BY MARK PETER SSEGGIRIINYA

Just the other day: | was scroll-
Ing through TIkTok and saw
A video that summansed this
perfectly A little African xird,
m«n\ﬂmoummww
her mother to kneel down. I did not
et the full context, but [ did not need
1t Any African who survived child-
hood knows you do not need context
to kneel Kneeling is both apology and
posture of existence. But this little
clearly from a new feneration, kept re-
fusing She said she wanted to £o read
her book. The mother, visibly frustrat-
ed.repeated the command. and the g
sad no azan. Somewhere in my chest,
my ancestors sighed.
In my day. you did not wait for the
words kneel down. You sensed it in

: ears preparing
to fall But this @ stood there debat-
mg Lke she Iived in a democatic house-
hoid. That is when I realised that Afn-
€an parentng. in its pure form, is not
perentmg it iS governance Our parents
They are small gods,
axtocians of thunder destiny and dis-
apline You do not reason with them;
YOu Iteprete them It is wity every Af-
nican chuld s fluent in body language,
facal coes and tone analyuis.

On 3 random Saturdzy morning at
ety T03am an Afncan father would
scTeam a name Not c2ll but scresm The
kind of vorce that does not just travel
through walls; it travels through your
bloodstream, rearranges your pnori-
es, and bnefly reconnects you with
YOUT ancestors. It was 2lways oo ezrly
for a Saturday the sacred dzy of rest in
every Afncan hausehold.

end would pretend to be asleep, hovers
ing between hope and strategy. silently
praying the simmons had been meant
for a sibling instead. We all got that sib-
ling alwayx on your parentsradar, pref-
erably the responsible one. The depend-
able one. The one who responds to pa-
rental calls like they are on a govern-
ment contract. But Afnican fathers were:
rarcly mistaken. The second call would
come sharper; loudet. and carrying that
tone, the one that suggested that if it
came a third time, the matter would be
escalated to the entire bloodline.

And 50 the child would nise. heart rac-
ing mind prepaning for disaster Maybe
the car was on fire Maybe someone had
fainted. Maybe the house was under at-

day’s newspaper in hand, Jooking like a
man at peace with the world.

AR, you are finally here,” he would
say, pointing casually at a table bare-
ly two feet away “Pass me the remote.”
The remote resting well within his
reach would suddenly become a mis-
s10n of national importance. It needed
to be handed over, the TV switched on,
and tuned precisely perhaps to a show
Like Frank Walusmbrs Ebigambo Tebit-
fa And just like that,a cnisis that began
like a state emergency would end in
quiet service to weekend television.

Looking back now, it is clear that
these moments belonged 1o a certain
generation. Today's children armed
with Wi-fL boundaries,and negotiation

g2le en
counters. But for many African house-
holds, this was not an isolated inci-
dent; it was a system. A quiet, unspoken

the chuld on the.
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day It sounds

structure of authonity, duty, and every-
now -

|

African parents
rarely say“sorry"Not
because they do not
feelitbut because,in
their system,apologies
are not spoken: they
are performed.Afler
aheated argument,
raised voices.and alife
lecture that somehow
included your past,
present,and projected
failures,peace does
not arrive with words.
Itarrives quietly..A
parent will appear
laterand askif you
want juice,or cut fruit..
like nothing ever
happened.Thatis the
apology...no recap; just
vibes and vitamins.

B

and perhaps it was but it also shaped
a generation. One that learned to read
tonelike]. without de-
lay,and survive situations that made
very little sense. It may not have been
gentle, or logical, or even fair but it was
familiar. And for many,it still is.

The original African Parent 101
African fathers operated on a sys-
tem that felt more like a quiet, well-
run command center. 'l“.l':;nxedwas ma;‘
ways a rhythm to it He retus
hm-ynsz from work, hang his jacket with
the seriousness of a man who had just
concluded national business, settle in-

|
|

somewhere along the wa i chil

learned that responding qnjchk;lyd‘:f"
less about the task and more ap, 3
survival. Often times, this came w‘:“‘
bmaﬂtshkglcequmorbgh\gdﬁ th
around during his errands hour. ven

African mothers, on the other han

did not rely on volume as myca:
they relied on precision_If fathery o as
manded, mothers calculated, .
sarcasm was not just humour, w_;“'
full communication system Questig, &
were answered ~Bpeq?f
ly if they were considered Obvious,y,
necessary, or slightly foolish o sun“;‘
inquiry could quickly turn intq a pe
ment of confusi Mo-

hild |

h,and
with the urgency of breaking news. And
the child would appear immediate-
ly,already halfway into an apology for
something not yet known.

The task itself was r.\rely urgent. It
could be something as simple as re-
moving his shoes, retrieving an item
within reach, or adjusting something
that clearly did not requirea second hu-
man being. But that was not the point,
the point was the order, the response,
the structure. He would un his legs
without looking, confident in the sys-
tem he had built,and there would be a
deep sigh of satisfaction ungethe task

et correction. You would ask s;:,ng}?u‘:‘
expecting clarity and instead Teceive §
response that made you questior, ? ®a
entire thoug_hl Pprocess. And mmeh“"
you would still get your answer just :“’
in the way you expected, They hndm
look that could silence a roon, befor
words even arrived, and tone e
could turn the simpiest converggy.
into a lesson about li[e,mmand on
casionally your lack of both, oc
What made it even more strik,
was the contrast with what we s"g
elsewhere households where cop 2"

T = nNver.
sations were negotiated, where e
dren i

chi).

lete asifa ] con-
tract had been honored.

In those moments, it became clear
that fatherhood, in that context, was
Jess about explanation and more about
presence. Authority did not need to be

announced; it was understood:And |

d their feelings an,
metwithcalmdscussion Inan A
home,that kind of exchange woyq fee]
almost fictional. Here, “ndﬁmandin
was not always spoken, it was imphed%
enforced, and occasionally dEliVere 4
with a side of humour sharp enough
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ow,muklongahenhcmnvma-
10 nded.
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ﬂ“m African child understands that
is everything. Not gnmmax‘m not
pulary but tone, and no word cap-
VOG i better than*"eh."On paper,itis
B | oss Just two Iettus.muhardy asyl-
‘But in practice,itis a full commu-
r?ﬂ]%” system. Depending on how it
s ddimd,'qrmsyn] curiosity,dis-
rd_;waxmng.m’lheqmetopmm
ofyour final chapter The dlﬂ'm lies
aw in nmuxg.‘pltgh,qnd facial ex-
ression. One version invites explana-
gnn: another cancels your future plans.
1tis through this unpredictable lan-
that many African children be-
come unintentionally emotionally in-
telligent.Not because anyone sat them
down to teach emotional awareness,
but because survival demanded it. You
Jearned to read the room, the silence,
the shift in tone. You could tell, from a
single “eh,” whether you were about
to eat dinner or enter negotiations for

While other cultures talk
. c about
boundaries, African parents are the

danies. Privacy is something yoy

" eamn gradually, often by leaving the

house entirely. Until then, personal
spaceis lﬁ aconcept and more a the-
ory,one that is constanf i .
oot tly being inves
 Inmany African households, pri
isnotaright.Itisa pmﬂepanm
then, a suspicious one. The moment
You close your door, questions begin to
drculate. Why s it closed? What exactly
is happening inside there that requires
ion from the rest of humanity

Lock it, and the situation escalates im-
mediately Now it is not just privacy,it is
secrecy. And secrecy, in this context, is
dangerously close to wrongdoing.

Stay in the bathroom a little too long,
and a knock will follow, not out of con-
cern, but curiosity sharpened by doubt.
At that point, it is no longer about bath-
ing, it is about accountability. Time
spent alone must be explamed.

The African parentlie detector
African mothers, in particular, seem

ften felt like living under a

toc quipped with a built-in lie de-
tector. You could

knows the truth. With African mittes,
itis usually less parenting and more
prophecy.

This intuition follows you every-
where. You could be miles away,enjoy-
ing life, but by evening, accountability
wll find you Whether through a ques-
tion, a look, or a well-timed comment,
the message is clear: nothing escapes
her radar.

Then comes the paradox. African
parents want you to speak but careful-
Iy Too quiet,and it becomes a problem.
Too_:x-prusive, and suddenly you are
talking back.1t is a delicate balancing
act, where you learn to measure your
word.wour tone, even your breathing.
And if you ever gather the courage to
ask“why"the room shifts The answeris
swift,final,and unquestionable.In that
system, explanation i

author-

or you sit there holding your grudge
alone like an unpaid bill.
Then comes what can only be de-

scribed as the economics of guilt. Afri-
can parents have a way of reminding
you that your very existence came at a
cost emotional, physical, and apparent-
Iy financial. Sleepless nights are men-
tioned frequently,as if you personally
scheduled your own birth and refused
1o coopetate thereafter.

By the time you are an adult, you
find yourself apologising for things

uations before they were explained. It
wasn't abways soft, or logical, or even
consistent but it worked in its own way

And in that moment, you remem-
ber exactly who rassed you, who shaped
you, and why you will always answer
when your name is called no matter
how earty no matter how absurd, and
no matter how close the remote is.

Raised hard, loved loud k
As you grow older, the chaos begins

that were clearty beyond your con-
trol. And just when you think the mo-
ment has passed, a historical compar-
ison appears. Distances walked grow
longer with each retelling, responsibil-
ities heavier, struggles more dramatic.
By the time the story reaches its final

ityisnot.

Apologies, African stylo

African parents rarely say*sorry”Not
because they do not feel it but because,
in thetr system, apologies are not spo-
ken; they are performed. After a heated
argument, raised voices, and a life lec-

where the constitution changed dai-
Iy you are the

child; the next, a minor mistake trans-
forms you into a national disappoint-
ment.The shift is swift, dramatic, and
usually tri by something as sim-
ple as forgetting meat in the freezer.
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you are heading to the library, and she
will respond with a‘calm okay. But it
is never just okay. It is the kind of okay
that suggests she has already seen the
full movie on how you will end up eat-
ing chips and soda with your friends,

ture that how included your past,
present, and projected failures, peace
does not arrive with words. It arrives
quietly Casually Almost suspiciously A
parent will appear later and ask if you
‘want juice, or cut fruit, or casually place
food near you like nothing ever hap-
pened.That s th Noacknowt-

!zugtukxg like you }Lu:ve no

edgment, no recap just vibes and vita-

Tnins. You either accept it and move on,  Without being told,

form, your parent h: raised
themselves under conditions that
ifyfora. 3

And yet, for all the contradictions,
something important was happen-
ing beneath the chaos. African parents
did not practice gentle parenting, they
practiced preparatory parenting. Dis-
dpline was sometimes preventive, log-
ic was optional, and fairness occasion-
ally took a back seat to authority. You
could present evidence, witnesses, even
awell-structured argument, and still be
told you were digging yourself deeper.
‘There was no court of appeal.

But in that environment, somethin;
was built. A certain alertness A certain
resilience. You learned to read tension

d sit-

7] What once felt like mad-
ness starts to look a lot like wisdom just
delivered in a language of vohume, sar-
casm, and the occasional urmecessary
lecture. Afnican parents ruled with fear, -~
yes, but also with a deep, practical love.
Not the kind that sits you down for
emotional check-ins, but the kind Irlh:(;
shows up in peeled mangoes, pac
meals, and quiet prayers whispered be-
fore sunnise. Therr phalosophy was sum-
ple: prepare the child for a hard world.
And somehow it worked. g

‘That is why many of us can survive
almost anything; disappoinl_ment,
uncertamty, even life’s daily incon- _
veniences without completely falling
apart. We were raised expectmg life to
be tough, so when it is, we adjust. And
in between the drama, the contradic-
tions, and the occasional emotional
confusion, there was always care. Afri-
can parents are exactly that wn_tndx-
tion. Loud but loving, strict but invest-
ed, overwhelming but dependable.
They may never say the words, but they
show last
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