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Popular free online homegoing books by Yaa Gyasi For my parents and for my brothers Abusua te sε kwaε: sε wo w? akyire a wo hunu sε εbom; sε wo bεn ho a na wo hunu sε nnua no bia sisi ne baabi nko. The family is like a forest: if you are outside, it is dense; if you are inside, you see that each tree has its own
position. — AKAN PROVERB Part One Effia THE NIGHT EFFIA OTCHER was born in the musky heat of Fanteland, a fire raging in the forest just before her father's compound. He moved quickly, tearing the path for several days. Veins from the air; slept in caves and hid in trees; burned, up and through, he did not see
through what the wreckage left behind until he reached the village of Asante. There he disappeared, becoming one of the night. Effia's father, Cobbe Otcher, left his first wife, Baaba, with a new child so that he could examine the damage to his yams, which the most valuable crops are known far and wide to support
families. Cobbe lost seven yams, and he felt every loss as a blow to his own family. He knew then that the memory of the fire, which burned and then escaped, would haunt him, his children and the children of his children as long as the line continued. When he returned to Baaby's hut to find Effia, the child of the night
fire screaming into the air, he looked at his wife and said, We will never talk again about what happened today. Residents began to say that the baby was born from a fire, that this was the reason why Baaba had no milk. Effia was nurtured by Cobbe's second wife, who had just given birth to a son three months earlier.
Effia did not latch on, and when she did, her sharp gums tore on the body around the woman's nipples until she was afraid to feed the baby. For this reason, Effia became thinner, skin on small bird bones, with a large black hole in her mouth that exuded a hungry scream that could be heard throughout the village, even in
the days of Baaba doing her best to stranguge her, covering the baby's mouth with a rough left hand. Love her, Cobbe commanded, as if love was such a simple act as picking up food from an iron plate and passing his mouth. Effia is getting older. In the summer after her third birthday, Baab had her first son. The boy's
name was Fiifi and he was so fat that sometimes, when Baaba was not looking, Effia rolled him on the ground like a ball. On the first day baaba let Effia stop him, she accidentally dropped him. The child bounced on his buttocks, landed on his stomach and looked at everyone in the room, confused about whether he
should cry. He opted for it, but Baaba, who was stirring the bank, picked up her stirring stick and beat Effia through her bare back. Every time the stick picked up the girl's body, she left behind hot, sticky pieces of the bank that burned in her body. By the time Baaba was finished, Effia was covered in wounds, screaming
and crying. From the floor, rolling in this way and that on his stomach, Fiifi looked at Effia with his saucer eyes, but he did not make noise. Cobbe returned home to find his other wives who had found Effia's wounds and immediately understood what had happened. He and Baaba fought well into the night. Effia could hear
them through the thin walls of the hut, where she lay on the floor, drifting and coming out of a hectic sleep. In her sleep, Cobbe was a lion and Baaba a tree. The lion snatched the tree from the ground where it stood and slammed it back down. The tree stretched its branches in protest, and the lion snatched them, one by
one. The tree, horizontal, began to cry red ants, which traveled down thin cracks between the bark. Ants connected on soft ground around the top of the tree trunk. And so the cycle began. Baaba defeated Effia. Cobbe defeated Baaba. By this time Effia had reached the age of ten, she could recite a history of scars on
her body. In the summer of 1764, when Baaba broke yams on his back. In the spring of 1767, when Baaba whacked her left foot with a rock, breaking her big toe, she now always pointed from other feet. For every scar on Effia's body, a companion's scar appeared on Baab, but that didn't stop her mother from beating
her daughter, her father, from beating her mother. Things only got worse because of Effia's blossoming beauty. When she was twelve years old, her breasts arrived, two lumps that grew out of her chest, as soft as the mango body. The people of the village knew that the first blood would soon appear and waited for a
chance to ask Baaba and Cobbe for her hand. Gifts have begun. One man tapped palm wine better than anyone else in the village, but other fishing nets were never empty. Cobbe's family bared Effia's growing femininity. Their bellies, their hands, were never empty. In 1775, Adwoa Aidoo became the first village girl
offered by a British soldier. She was light-skinned and sharp. In the morning, after bathing, she rubbed shea butter all over her body, under her breasts and between her legs. Effia didn't know her well, but one day she saw her naked when Baaba sent her to carry palm oil into the girl's hut. Her skin was slippery and shiny,
her hair royal. When the white man first came, Adwoi's mother asked Effia's parents to show him around the village while Adwoa was preparing for him. Can I come? Effia asked, running behind his parents, how they were going. She heard no Baaby in one eye or so Cobbe in the other. Her father's eye won, and soon
Effia stood in front of the first white man she had ever seen. He is happy to meet you, the translator said as a white man hand to Effia. She didn't accept it. Instead, she tinged behind her father's leg and watched him. He wore a coat that had shiny gold buttons in the middle; it strained in front of his paunch. His face was
red, as if his neck was a stump on fire. He was thick all over and sweating huge droplets from his forehead and above his upper lip. Effia began to think of it as a rain cloud: scoundrel, wet and shapeless. Please, would like to see the village, said the translator, and everyone started walking. They first stopped by Effia's
own relationship. This is where we live, Effia told the white man, and he smiled at her foolishly, his green eyes hidden in the fog. He didn't understand. Even after the translator spoke to him, he did not understand. Cobbe held Effia's hand as he and Baaba led the white man through the relationship. Here in this village,
Cobbe said, Every wife has her own hut. This is the hut he shares with his children. When her husband's night is to be with her, she goes to her in her hut. The eyes of the white man became brighter with the translation, and suddenly Effia realized that she was seeing through new eyes. The mud of the walls of her hut,
the straw of the roof, could finally see them. They continued through the village, showing a white man in the city square, small fishing boats formed from hollow tree trunks that the men were carrying with them as they marched a few miles down to the coast. Effia forced herself to see things through her new eyes. She
smelled the wind of sea salt as she touched her hair in her nose, felt the palm bark as sharp as a scratch, and saw the deep, deep red of clay that was around them. Baaba, Effia asked when the men went further in front of them, Why did Adwoa marry this man? Because her mother says so. Homegoing is an inspiration.
—Ta-Nehisi Coates Novel a breathtaking sweep and emotional power that traces three hundred years in Ghana and along the way also becomes a truly great American novel. Unusual for its exquisite language, intransiuable sadness, growing beauty, as well as a monumental portrait of the forces that shape families and
nations, Homegoing heralds the arrival of a new voice in contemporary fiction. Two half-sisters, Effia and Esi, are born in different villages in 18th-century Ghana. Effia is married to an Englishman and lives in comfortable conditions in the palatitory rooms of Cape Coast Castle. Unknown to Effia, her sister, Esi, is trapped



beneath her in the dungeons of the castle, sold along with thousands of others in a thriving slave trade on the Gold Coast and sent to America, where her children and grandchildren will be raised in captivity. One homegoing thread follows the descendants of Effia... Read/Download Now Copy and paste link to homegoing
web browser is one of the best books released in 2016 containing 305 pages, this book written by Yaa Gyasi, who is known as the author and has written many interesting books with great storytelling. Homegoing was published by Knopf on June 7, 2016. This book was very surprised due to its 4.41 rating and got about
86689 user reviews. A homegoing book tells us a story about: An unforgettable New York Times bestseller begins with the story of two half-sisters, separated by forces beyond their control: one sold into slavery, the other married to British slavery. Written with great sweep and power, Homegoing follows generations of
families that follow because their fates lead them across two continents and three hundred years of history, every life indestructiblely drawn, because the legacy of slavery is fully revealed in the light of today. Effia and Esi are born in various villages in 18th-century Ghana. Effia is married to an Englishman and lives in
comfortable conditions in the palatitory rooms of Cape Coast Castle. Unknown to Effia, her sister, Esi, is trapped beneath her in the dungeons of the castle, sold along with thousands of others in a thriving slave trade on the Gold Coast and sent to America, where her children and grandchildren will be raised in captivity.
One homegoing thread follows effia descendants through centuries of war in Ghana, as Fante and Asante nations grapple with the slave trade and British colonization. The second thread follows Esi and her children to America. From southern plantations to civil war and great migration, from coal mines in Pratt City,
Alabama, to jazz clubs and dope houses of twentieth century Harlem, to the present day, Homegoing makes a visceral story, and captures, with its peculiarity and stunning immediacy, how the memory of slavery came to be inscribed in the soul of the nation.~penguinrandomhouse.com. So, after reading this book, I
recommend readers not to underestimate this wonderful book. you should take Homegoing as a reading list or you will regret it because you haven't read it yet on your live stream. More details about this book : Title : Homegoing Original Title : Homegoing ISBN : 9781101947135 Author : Yaa Gyasi Rating : 4.41 Pages :
30 5 pages You can download Homegoing via this secure link from the many formats listed below: PDF Kindle ePub Mobi Read Online/Download Homegoing in ☞ Copy and paste link to web browser Hope this review can be useful to readers. Have fun reading! Reading!
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