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Dear Reader, 

 

Great artistry is not achieved by impulse, but by a deliberate 

effort to rise above the ordinance of normalcy. The birthing of 

Libretto Magazine can be described in this way, and the 

publication of this maiden/first online issue was a process that 

took many months of planning to ensure that we leave a lasting 

impression on your consciousness. 

 

In this issue, Libretto Magazine presents an assortment of art in 

varied compositions. Collating the works that made it into this 

issue was an arduous task for our team of editors, as we were 

inundated with a trove of contributions from some of the finest 

young writers on the African literary scene. We don't take our 

position as custodians of these works for granted, and it's why 

we have chosen to publish the very best as a way of ensuring 

that you have a noteworthy experience.  

 

Over the last few years, Nonfiction has gained a well-earned 

attraction among African writers, and we have decided to place 

it at the vanguard of our offering because we believe it takes a 

great deal of skill, courage, and dedication to compress lived 

human experiences into a few thousand words. In Tosin 

Oguntuase’s Home is a Feeling, we delve into the realms of 

introspection, as we take cognizance of the emotional 

contraptions that ultimately define our relationship with home.  
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In the second nonfiction piece in this issue, Therapy, Ola Halim 

takes us through a personal journey of recovery and the 

reverberating effects of a mental health disorder in an 

intriguing story that is as daring as it is sublime. These two 

nonfiction narratives, both of which bring the rudiments of idea 

and technique into unison, provide the perfect anchors for the 

body of poems that follow after them. 

 

A dozen poems in all grace these pages, each resplendent in its 

own artistry. At some point we felt like publishing as much 

poems as we can, and the editorial team felt a pang of guilt, like 

a shepherd leaving behind a flock of sheep during a storm 

while trying to save the most he can. Perhaps in subsequent 

issues we will revisit some of these poems that had our 

thoughts in a knot. Poetry, unlike most other literary forms, lifts 

the veil on the hidden beauty and lyricism of language, and the 

poems we have chosen are bursting with passion and 

inventiveness. With the array of poets featuring in this issue, we 

believe you will attest to the merits of our choice.  

 

The fiction stories that made it through can be described as 

being sufficiently complimentary to the thematic embroideries 

of creativity. Temitope Akinleye’s Sins and Shadows is a tale of 

lost love and the difficult strain that comes with overcoming the 

entanglements of memory. Chidi Illukwe’s The Day starts off 

like a dream chaser's fantasy and ends with a flurry of 

revelations that brings the story into a broader perspective. 

Mujahyd Ameen's Refugees is the kind of story that not only 
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tugs at the heart in a tender way, but reaffirms the human 

capacity to rise above adversity.  

 

The last fiction piece, Into the Terror of the Daybreak by Adesina 

Ajala, is a cathartic tale of suspense and heartbreak. The vibrant 

and impressionist paintings of Ajenifunja Adetokunbo conclude 

this issue, with his portrayal of children in Childhood 

Memories a fitting tribute to nostalgia and the harmony of 

innocence. 

 

The great German philosopher, Friedrich Nietzsche, once said 

the essence of all beautiful art is gratitude, and we are 

inestimably grateful to everyone who contributed to making 

this issue a pleasant reality. We feel greatly honoured to be 

entrusted with the responsibility of sharing these works with 

you. At Libretto Magazine, we intend to light the path for 

emerging African creatives, as we align with them to usher in a 

glorious future for Art in Africa. 

Do have a splendid read. 

 

Dhee Sylvester, 

Assistant Editor, Libretto Magazine. 
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–TOSIN OGUNTUASE– 
Home is a Feeling 

* 
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Home is a Feeling 
 

“What does it mean to mourn a place that does not exist?” 

Cameron Glover asks in one of her essays about gentrification 

and her own roots in the city of Newark.  

I think about this and I ask myself, “How do you mourn a 

place that used to exist?” 

Moving to another city takes its toll so gradual but yet so fast. 

Life becomes broken down into a blur of moments — a splash 

of water in your face, a man furiously slapping another, the 

outrageous comments of your friend. Life becomes hinged on 

your mobile device, even as you are ripped away from it and 

told to root yourself in the moment, to pay attention. 

“Are you home now?” My friend asks me on WhatsApp. 

I don’t know how to answer that question. “I’m on my way 

back to the house,” I want to tell him, because that is what it is 

— a house filled with familiar strangers whose rhythms I must 

learn. It’s walking into noise, but this isn’t startling because the 

language is familiar. The language is home, yet, it isn’t. 

It’s in the way we greet each other — how we carefully skirt 

around our subjects, unsure of how to approach one another 

with a familiarity that comes with time or that may never 

come.  

I don’t know how to feel about this. 

"I’ve missed you," I type and send to my brother. The tick 

shows that the message has been sent, but I know he would be 

working. So, I have to wait until the end of the day to read his 
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response too. This is another thing I must learn — where 

adulthood requests a lot of patience, distance demands it. 

"I’ve missed you too," his chat reads. I feel a fleeting sense of 

joy. 

"Hope you are eating," I type to my friend on the wrong group 

chat. “Why are you asking intimate questions on the school 

group?” she asks me on the right one. I laugh out my 

embarrassment and try to cover the hurt of being ignored in 

trying to care. I understand, yet I do not.  

“I was distracted,” I type back with a laughing smiley. 

How do I mourn moments that used to exist? If home was a 

place with memories before — the familiar feeling of comfort 

of sleeping in my own bed, of being in a house filled with 

memories, echoes of my siblings’ laughter in the silence, then, I 

miss that feeling. I miss those moments. Sometimes, it feels so 

close, I can almost hold it then suddenly, it’s not there 

anymore, and I cannot mourn what I do not remember. 

What then is home? I ask myself as I watch buildings rush by. 

I’m neither at home nor at sea. My siblings are as close to me 

as the tap of a finger, yet they are far away. If I were to go back 

to the home of my childhood, it wouldn't be the same, yet, I 

long for the intimacy, the propinquity I used to have. It gets 

more intense when I realise that I cannot have this anymore. I 

can have a sense of it but not the fullness. It’ll probably take a 

while to have everyone together and not feel a sense of 
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disconnect from the years that have gone by. Now, we simply 

live that home on social media. 

Now, home is the people, the fleeting feeling of joy that is so 

elusive, it’s startling when it shows up. Home is the familiarity 

of language and how it creates ease so quickly, even strangers 

look like family. Home is the relief of approaching familiar 

landmarks in a strange city while the noise swells all around 

you. Home is the comfort of a roof on your head and the 

comfort in the question, “How was your day?” 
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–OLA W. HALIM– 
Therapy 

* 
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Therapy  
 

I don't like coming here. But I have to. Because I don't 

understand myself enough and I need someone to look at me 

to tell me who I am. To do this, he needs to probe further than 

I'd naturally permit. He needs to look through me, flip and 

rummage through the sensation I alone feel to be able to 

explain them to me. But no one wants to understand it this 

way. They want me to see it as therapy. They want me to see 

him as a psychotherapist, and not some emotional intruder, if 

such a clause exists.  

—Come on, Ola, one of them says. It's just you seeing it like 

that. Remember those who don't ask for help die eventually.  

—But you know I want to die.  

—God will not allow that.  

I stop to look at him. God? Did he just say God?  

There's a question on the WhatsApp status of one of my 

friends. I show another friend of mine when I get to Ekpoma. 

It's asking if you'd rather keep living if living makes you 

sadder every day. He ponders for a while and says yes. Yes, 

you can sacrifice your happiness for those you love. I tell him 

he doesn't understand how it feels, and I wish I can do more, 

maybe smash his head.  

—That's why you need to see him. I want him to talk to you so 

you can describe how it feels to me.  

—And in your mind, he knows me well enough to describe 

myself to me.  
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—Just see him first. No arguments today.  

I don't like coming here. But I have to. I'm Olaposi afterall, the 

one who needs help. You know, when people say they need 

help, it's often like they need money or someone to assist them 

or something like that. It's normal. My mum tells Chief, the 

man who visits once in a while, holding up his agbada, that 

she needs help, that it's not easy being a single mother of six 

kids. She says six, even if we're only four living with her now. 

But the number doesn't matter. What matters is 

comprehension. Chief understands what she means. I 

understand too. Sometimes when my elder sister visits and my 

two kid sisters suddenly don't want to cook anymore, my 

mum pleads with her to 'enter kitchen' and ignore those 

already condemned things. My elder sister doesn't send any of 

them errands. Nothing like, Madam abeggimme salt. 

Chairlady, grind pepper for me. She rather asks me to help her. 

Ola, help me wash that plate first. I understand the kind of 

help she wants. But for me, it's complicated. Definitely not 

something you could tell someone else. I don't need help from 

someone. I need someone to help me save myself from me.  

I don't like coming here. But I come here twice in two weeks. 

I'm the one who needs to be saved from suicidal thoughts. 

Only one person in my family knows this. The others can't 

understand. I can't even understand too. I can't understand 

why I get high, really high, without an obvious reason, and 

then go low, really low, without a reason. That's why I'm here. 
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No, scrap that. I'm not here to understand why. I'm here to talk 

about it, to learn how to live with it. The therapist, a young 

man with the shiniest dark skin I've ever seen, says it's like my 

albinism. He uses my as if albinism was a condition peculiar to 

me and me alone. But it's not his fault. He doesn't understand 

anything, not even the Ola he's talking with twice in two 

weeks. He says I could see my bipolar as my albinism. I'm not 

concerned, he's sure, about understanding albinism. I'm only 

learning how to cope with it. That means one thing: bipolar 

doesn't have a cure because it's not a disease. But is it a 

condition, like albinism? No. Then it's an illness. He doesn't 

want to argue this with me. He wants me to read The Myth of 

Mental Illness by Thomas Szasz. I google the ePub version of 

the book and download. Writing and reading the hundreds of 

James Patterson Mojisola sent me don't spare me a second to 

even open the book and read its first word. But when we meet 

next time and he asks me if I'm enjoying it, I say yes. Then he 

takes my hand and starts talking and I feel the feelings surge 

through me and I want to do things my mind has always 

flirted with.  

I don't like coming here, but I'm here again today, even though 

I was here the day before yesterday. It's an emergency. 

Nobody told me to come here today. I didn't tell anyone how 

wild my mind had sauntered last night, how much I'd read 

about suicide methods and sites and notable people who had 

accomplished suicide only last night. I simply don't want to get 

anyone alarmed about me anymore. The last time I felt that 
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way at night and was updating 'scary (as my friend Khadija 

would later describe them)' posts on WhatsApp, many of my 

friends stayed awake, talking to me, video-calling me, and I 

felt somewhat important. I mean, I felt like I still had reasons 

to live. I don't know, but when I'm happy, I feel suicidal people 

succeed because their loved ones don't give them the kind and 

right amount of attention they require. But in my depressing 

moments, my mind lodges a question on my lips: Is there 

something like a tape for measuring the amount of attention a 

depressed person needs to be able to serve him at the right 

quantity?  

Well, we hug. Therapist and I. It's normal between us now. I 

like it. I think something in me likes me to come here. But me 

as a whole, it's not what I want.  

—You wanted to see me, he says. Are you okay?  

I don't know how many people ask me this, and how many 

times, and how many answers I've trained myself to give. A lot 

of people who know what I'm going through aren't 

comfortable with fine anymore. I can see you look fine, they 

say. Remember I asked if you're okay, not how you look. I 

could say I'm surviving, pushing through, and to affirm that, I 

could crack a joke. It's very easy for me to do. But that doesn't 

always mean I'm okay. I could be with you by the river telling 

you I'm okay, mocking your funnel-shaped nose and your 
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boiled-snail-eggs eyes, while I'm planning to drown myself the 

next second.  

—Yesterday, I say now, I did something significant.  

He shifts in his seat. The light in the room casts a lopsided glint 

across his specs.  

—Significant?  

I nod. Something inside me is telling me not to tell him. But 

don't I need to save myself from me anymore?  

—So, what did you do yesterday that you consider significant, 

Sweetie? 

—Nothing. I couldn't write. I was too busy attending some 

party I was forced to. 

—So, you didn't enjoy it? 

—I don't enjoy parties. I left an hour before the party ended.  

I sit straight and clear my throat. The gravity of what I'm about 

to say presses my shoulders down. He stops chewing his pen 

and fixates on me.  

—Last night I Wikipedia-ed suicide methods. That's 

significant, isn't it? 

As usual, he doesn't express shock. He almost never does. It's 

somewhat disappointing. I don't know how, but I know it is.  

—I guess it's significant. But why? 
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—Don't worry I'm not going to do it. I don't even have any gut, 

you see. 

—Of course. It's not about guts, though. Yes, let's hear you. 

Why?  

—Is there always a reason?  

—Yes. No matter how it tries to hide in the background. Don't 

you think so?  

I shrug.  

—If you don't want me to know why you Wikipedia-ed it, 

maybe if you're kind enough, what you were feeling then? 

—Yesterday is past. Can't we talk about today? 

—Sweetie. 

That's it: sweetie. How can a man call me this way, staring 

beyond my eyes, and you expect me not to keep coming? 

Recall how many paragraphs I started with the sentence, I 

don't like coming here?  

—Come on, I say now, turning away. Stop looking at me like 

that! I'm fine! You know, I was just feeling some things.  

—I never said you weren't fine. You promised to let me into 

your entire world, what you feel and— 

—Today I want us to talk music. Do you love music? 

—Who doesn't? 
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—What's your favourite? 

—Jon Bellion. Yours? 

—I don't know. Guess I don't have any. But these days I'm 

falling in love with Lana Del Rey. I want us to listen to her 

song, "Change" and maybe discuss it. 

(Music: Lana Del Rey—Change: the muffled verse over steamy 

instrumentals, the bridge—a gradual change in rhythm, tone, 

and message—, and then the refrain, something I hold my 

breath to listen: "Every time that we run/We don't know what it's 

from/But we finally slow down/We feel close to it" ...)  

The song grips me again, like I'm listening to it for the first 

time. It was my friend, Ayo, who sent it to me when I visited 

him at Idoani last year. I didn't listen to it until months ago, 

when I grew tired of my normal playlists and browsed songs 

my music player said I'd never played. I remember how I felt 

the first time I listened. I'm feeling the same way now. The 

psychotherapist is listening too, cracking his knuckles. He's 

looking at my phone on the table, as if he can somehow catch 

Lana's face. When the song ends, the low hum of his AC takes 

over. I want to play the song again. But he's quick enough to 

break the silence.  

—Takes time to figure it all out, right? he says.  

—The message is clear and simple. Now this is what holds me 

down in the song: Maybe it's enough to just be where we are 
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because every time that we run, we don't know what it's from, now 

we finally slow down, we feel close to it.  

—Wow. Deep.  

—I don't really know how to explain it, or how to talk about 

how it makes me feel, but it kinda tells me it's okay to slow 

down, to stop, to accept the state we are currently in, because 

we may never know what will happen if we try to outdo fate.  

—But can we apply it to the reality of things? Being where you 

are? Letting change find you instead of being the change?  

—I think we run too much. We try more than our best to 

escape from what we must deal with. And, according to the 

song, it's when we slow down and our head is clear that we 

seem close to what we seek.  

—Is it applicable to your piece, "Running"? You talked about 

years you wasted running from your skin colour, your sexual 

orientation, your voice, your identity. Is it that the things we 

cannot change should be accepted and maybe pondered on to 

learn ways of coping with them?  

—Yes, I think.  

—I want you to play the song again. Please.  

(Change is a powerful thing/People are powerful beings/Tryna find 

the power in me/To be faithful...) 
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—Did you listen to this song last night? Maybe around the 

time of your Wikipedia thing?  

—Yes.  

—The song is telling you not to run. Why aren't you emulating 

the singer's resolve to being faithful to change by staying calm? 

—Because, I think, she confesses that the wind is coming on 

the wings of a bomb.  

—You said you were tired of running at the end of that piece.  

—What if it meant giving up?  

—It did. In the positive light.  

—Sometimes, writers let you see what they want you to see 

and keep other things hidden.  

—And singers too. Because I feel there's more to this song than 

the metaphors flying around. I'll listen to it tonight.  

—You will?  

—I want to wear your shoes, exactly how you'd worn them 

last night. I want to feel what you feel. I want to know you as a 

friend and brother. You mean a lot to me, and thousands out 

there.  

I want to melt in his hands right now. His words may be 

beautiful and sometimes profound. But they're not the bait that 

lures me. It's his voice, the way he says them, that pulls me. I 

wonder how he'd react if I— 
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—Ola.  

—Wow.  

I catch myself before he notices my oblivion.  

—You should write poetry. I've told you several times.  

—Tell me how you're feeling now.  

—I feel light. Like, relieved. But you know, it just comes again 

and it becomes hard to keep your head up.  

—I understand. And I'll keep telling you, it's your battle. The 

universe, or whatever you believe in, gave you this battle —or 

you even chose it yourself, in the metaphysical realm— so that 

you can propel the world towards change. You know, you that 

is feeling it now, can enlighten people that it's not a spiritual 

problem as they're programmed to believe. You're a special 

boy, and that's why you have so many battles to fight.  

—I see.  

—Let's say you give up the fight now. How would you touch 

humanity, something you dream about everyday? How can 

people stop the stigmatisation of depressed people? How will 

albinos be treated like normal humans? Who else will prove 

that the word 'Sickler' is derogatory? How will humanity 

become what it's defined as?  

—You know how it feels sometimes, don't you?  
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—Yes. I once had it too. Isn't it bipolar? I did. All these things 

I'm telling you were things I thought about back then. Love. 

Love conquers all things. Love for humans, for my poor 

mother who toiled for me but didn't understand me, my 

friends, my enemies, my passion, my dreams. I understand in 

your depressing moods, you feel unloved, lonely, but I keep 

proving to you that's an illusion. You know even the biggest 

sinner —permit my use of that word— has, at least, one person 

who loves him?  

—I suppose.  

—So, what have you, a sweet young man, done to deserve 

hatred from people? You, a lover, a career, a beautiful soul? 

Isn't it what you give you receive?  

—Maybe these people don't love me enough then?  

—I don't think love can be quantified. Love is love. I think the 

problem is perspective. Everyone shows love in different ways, 

depending on his opinion or idea of love. Your dad patting 

your back is love. Your mum calling all your siblings and 

screaming into the phone because you just told her you had 

suicide thoughts is love. Your husband refusing to eat because 

you both had a fight is love. Different ways. You cannot teach 

your true lovers how to love you. You can only strive to stay 

afloat; that's the most important way to appreciate them for 

their love.  
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—You said learning and understanding the rhythm of your 

body is one way to control bipolar. Should I say it's not 

working?  

—Now you're sounding official. Like an attorney. It's working, 

if you're doing it well. Just that, like all good things, it takes 

time. It took time to make you, to groom you, prepare such a 

sound mind you boldly call yours today, right?  

—That's true.  

—Now, drink something. Cold beer?  

—Yes, please. Thank you.  

—I'm training myself to be as strong as you are. I've never 

fought half of the battles you've won. You're a hero.  

—King of Flatterland!  

He giggles. We remain seated there, drinking in silence, while 

my mind races weird things. Like him leaning over to— 

I don't like coming here. I want to leave. I don't like the way he 

looks at me when a strip of silence binds us. I don't like how 

wild and free my thoughts race. But I know I'll be here next 

two weeks again, listening to his voice or talking.  
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–CHUKWU EMMANUEL– 
They say this is how a body aestivates 

Dead flowers 

* 
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They say this is how a body aestivates 

 

Most days, denial is not a way to run away from ourselves. 

It is never a way to claim not to experience dying. 

Death is how often we catch memories fight for home, 

look into a boy face to see this reactive expression. 

Mother does not often believe in conversations, 

She says it does not really offer full- time intimacy 

She says to tip forward is to listen to your heart 

To count losses before you dissolve is to be mutual. 

A prospection is how to draw a body into comparison, 

say truth and false are inference and deduction statements. 

How well a body aestivates is how it finds God in many things. 

In my dreams, the concept of running is not always defeat, 

it is not how to gather memories in our wide palms 

It is how to say we cannot weigh teardrops on broken mirrors 

It is also how we cannot utter this monosyllablic word without 

inviting God. 

*** 

In church, the priest tells me how to aestivate. 

He points at my outstretched palms, 

& I read backward on a straightened line, 

the conflict of selves is the difference between yesterday and 

tomorrow, 

& Between a body and a soul is a mark 

trying to unmark demons and angels as familiar friends. 
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Dead flowers 

 

The priest says flowers are grown in diverse places, 

He explains how it is grown in ashes of past memories. 

Bodies must always experience the feeling of departure, 

They must always enter into unknown places to find home. 

Today is no remembrance day but I see unfamiliar beings 

follow me home 

I swear I do not know how they got here before me, 

I know they will want me to access them evenly at night. 

To know death is to become same with unnatural things, 

You cannot stop the course of nature from taking root in you. 

Dead flowers must always spring anew by the touch of the 

rains, 

The priest said gone relations are always strangers to us. 

I swear my heart shifts when I cannot smell my mother's scent 

I do not know if sleep is the same word as burial. I do not 

know.  

I do not know if my sister will know existence after 

postmortem, 

I do not know if I can replant dead seeds again, 

& let my sister become a living flower in the city of God. 
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–TUKUR RIDWAN OLORUNLOBA– 
Anatomy of a smile 

why angels go home 

* 
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Anatomy of a smile 
 

You see our smiles—we are masquerades  

of the world's weight on our shoulders. 

 

We want to be strong, like it is a choice 

without conditions. Man is not machine 

 

set with time's insistence 

till (our) eternity. He always comes back 

 

to his own odds, then back to terms with 

peace of mind, like rest when worn out 

 

like discolored clothes from too much laundry. 

So we must find a mask of evenness & strength 

 

for the rest of the world to applaud & emulate. 

If not, our screen gods 

 

would lose their religion to our feet  

of scorn & rebuke if they expose us 

 

of our daily tears to others 

with their faces of despair. Adorable is earth 

 

to the solar system—her neighborhood— 

but unknown to other planets 

 

is the internal cracks in her perfection— 

hatching is her yolk of yokes. 

 

Maybe we do not know what pain, inside, 

it takes sunshine to lit our paths. The burns 

 

in her heart to give us warmth against  

the coldness of life—the indifference of heaven. 

 

With smiles, we are healthy tissues of aches. 
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We are plastics of make-belief. 
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why angels go home 

 

heaven is in the corner of a child's  

drawing. you'd see a sun smiling  

at the rest of a white paper 

 

hiding its small size from the wide world 

from melting into our cold & careless hands 

but when we grow taller, our heads 

head close to eternity day by day 

 

we begin to disturb the peace of the sky 

with shells of questions—how come 

prosperity cannot fall from above? 

 

how come only the good gravitate 

heavenwards & never return? 

how come only the ruthless 

dominate the food chain of creation, 

 

of nature, of humanity? how come 

god watches others behave like him 

in the worst way—is that his image too? 

 

we forget that angels are meant  

for anywhere above, & demons down here 

like a child loses his art 

 

to a harsh reality, the sun loses her shine 

before our eagle eyes 

because we want to outshine her dominion 

 

we want to become what others worship 

& war ships we build for that 

& the world wars within, without welfare 

of the weak, without mercy for the marred 

 

without redemption for ruins 
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then a thick line between having & lacking 

divides us, like a tall wall hard to cross 

 

like a burnt bridge 

like a deep trench of graves on a bruised earth. 
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–EDEN BENIBO– 
Beneath Hard Skins 

Little Things 

More 

* 
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Beneath Hard Skins 

 

Here's a story about the boy 

They never told you. 

A boy shipwrecked within 

Still, strength called him strong on the outside 

For the boy slowly drifted into manhood 

Gradually developing a broad chest, 

Broad enough to occupy the burdens of his heart 

As the lips of the waters made mockery of his quandary 

 

I speak of that boy left with the guilt of his innocence 

As he staggered through the slippery aisle of rising emotions 

 

Against what we think we know 

The boy, like the one you saw the other day 

Only had a tint of courage printed on his face 

While he moved through his phase 

With fading colours within 

 

Here's a story 

About the boy 

They never told you. 

The one you see sometimes 

With so much darkness in his eyes 

Darkness, like what you think is freedom. 

For the light goes out when bones turn stone 

And nature speaks death 

When life gets compressed, 

To the limitations of freedom. 

Freedom, 

A freedom not to be free 

Free to cry, 

For every tear from his eyes 

Was another escape long withheld 

And every word from his heart, 

Another truth brushed aside 

So, this remains 

A story untold 

The very one they never told you 

Even when the boy is now a grown man 
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Striving to become the father he needed as a son. 

Once upon a memory that lives on 
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Little Things  
 

Today 

I gave a slice of kindness  

Buttered in love  

To the old woman on my street,  

Who sat on roads  

Half as dusty as the sound of her laughter 

 

Silence, 

Made me see the pain  

Screaming in my neighbors eyes.  

It took just a meaningful stare - 

Of one and half seconds,  

To realize death was nearby  

 

Beautiful 

Was all I said to the artist 

Whose works went unnoticed  

By a world too busy 

Carried away by the things,  

That should be carried. 
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More 

 

So here I am, 

Face to face with a new phase 

Looking time in the eye balls, 

With a new fire in my being- 

Burning the chaffs 

Of lame desires that shrunk. 

 

For after all these dusty years- 

Of wanting to be a mighty tree with branches and fruits 

Or perhaps a flower of colours and sweetness 

I finally realized within me was a garden! 

The entire garden- 

A display beyond the depths of the heights and greatness ever 

imagined. 

I realized, I was made for more 

So here I am, 

Face to face with a new phase 

Ready for more! 

 

May we all have the courage of living and growing not who we 

should be, but who we are. 

  



42 HOPE 01 | LIBRETTO Magazine 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

–TABASSUM.TAHMINA.SHAGUFTA 

HUSSEIN– 
Novalis’s Dream 

* 



LIBRETTO Magazine  #Issue 01 Issue 01 

 

 
43 
 

Novalis’s Dream 
 

Each night like Novalis,  

I dream of a blue flower,  

Only to find it in a bower.  

In daylight I search 

Only to see in reality  

Until I fall asleep.  

In my dream  

I love thee, blue flower.  

Never to find u in daylight.  

I die at night, 

Only to dream in vein, 

Again, and again.  

 

Note: Written on Friedrich von Hardenberg aka Novalis & his 

unfinished novel Heinrich von Ofterdingen and the Blue Flower it is 

to some extent experimental poetry. The story told about young 

Heinrich who dreamt about the blue flower which called to him, after 

which he embarked on a journey, during which he searched for the 

flower. Novalis died before he finished the novel. 

 

Commentary: The Blue Flower is the symbol of Romanticism. 

Romanticists were marked by yearnings they claimed to feel for 

something distant and unattainable. To Novalis his blue flower was 

his fiancée Sophie who died young. Novalis in this novel “Heinrich 

von Ofterdingen”, united young Heinrich, the central character with 

his blue flower Mathilda. Novalis’ death made the novel abruptly end 

at the part where Heinrich just had his wedding with Mathilda. In his 

life he could not attain the blue flower and when he united the blue 

flower (Mathilda) with Heinrich, Novalis died. His incomplete novel 

was published posthumously based on his notes claiming that it was 

supposed to be a happy ending. We never know what Novalis 

intended. Again, the unreachable. Dreams had profound effect on 

Novalis. It is like metaphysical yearning to have the impossible. The 

imagery I have regarding this poem Novalis’s Dream is an alternative 

approach. In life Novalis could not have the blue flower and he made it 

happen in the novel but died without the perfect ending. I feel the 

inaccessible here. He could not complete the novel. So there again is 
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yearning. I just wanted to imagine the yearning not in life or in death 

but in the metaphysical and farfetched imagery, the dream and 

something between dream and life. This is experimental work.  
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–CHENJERAI MHONDERA– 
Africa 

* 
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Africa 

 

As                                      Antagonists        As                Acquire                       After 

Foreigners                    Fallen                    Fear              Freedom                      Fall 

Ruin                          Rebel                       Rules            Redeems                    Reign                                                                                                                        

Intact                   Incite                       Indigeneous            Impossible      Intercontinent 

Come              Chaos                               Cries                      Criminal            Conquer 

Arise      Amongstus                          Abba Baba                        Agents           Alien 
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–ADAMA LAMI YUSUF–  
One is not the only way 

* 
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One is not the only way 
 

We design our future with bright colors, 

Perfect job, spouses and houses.  

Those things that make our hearts jiggle.  

That is the path we want to thread.  

 

Life happens like wind,  

Different from what we see in our dreams.  

Dark colors.  

So quickly it passes,  

Carrying with it bits and pieces of our dreams.  

Leaving us to face the brutal reality. 

 

We bleed, and cry,  

Hurt, we wallow in misery.  

Turning down every lane.  

Shutting doors.  

Because the path we wanted to walk on is not our way 

Denial,  then acceptance.   

Our eyes begin to open to different roads,  

The irony of life.  

    

We are but a part of a whole.  

We alone cannot be all.  

So that which we cherish and hold,  

Might not be ours to hold.  

What seems to be, or what we think it to be,  

Might not be it.  

There are many routes to grace,  

Some follow the door,  

Others will have to dig a grave. 

Through the windows, or roof.  

What matters most is to reach.  

 

Doctors, lawyers, gardeners, strays,  

Different people, different ways,  

If one was to be erased,  

A part would be misplaced.  

We all are a single body,  

Believe it or not,  
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We all are important.  

And one, is not the only way.  
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–F.O.C.IKWUEMESIBE– 
End of Poetry 

* 
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End of Poetry 
 

Poetry will end, 
That is, cease to exist, 
Very soon, 
And all poets would become jobless. 
 
Poetry would die since there’ll be  
Nothing to lament about. 
 
All lovers would have become true 
And governments alive and responsive. 
Poetry shall die the day 
Religions preach truth, 
It shall cease to trouble our shelves 
When lies depart official documents, 
And government’s spokesmen speak  
From their mouths. 
If we have good neighbours who 
Drive with love, 
Then there’ll be less poetry. 
Brothers and sisters living in peace 
Shall leave poetry jobless, 
And wives leaving their husbands 
Will hasten poetic death 
 
Let poetry die in peace. 
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–AFOLABI QUAZIM– 

The End 

* 
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The End 
 

Doomsday, 

it's a boom day 

when the groves sway. 

It's the judgement day. 

 

The day of Accountability 

when man will be shown his activities. 

The day that possesses no exclusivity 

even to those honored with immunity. 

 

The day daughter is left off father. 

Son left off mother. 

Brother left off sister. 

Everyone left with no order. 

 

Man is shown what he has put forward 

then he starts quivering like a coward 

because he knew he has put forward 

deeds that are of much havoc. 

 

For he who has sent forth good actions 

his face will be filled with redemption 

because the Lord has promised an asylum 

to those who had sent forth Godly actions. 

 

Hell is roaring 

and paradise is booming. 

Angels are glorifying 

the creator who is More dignifying. 

 

What you tagged a lie is certain 

What you called falsehood is no bargain. 

The world will surely see its bid 

It's better you eventually take heed. 
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Fiction 
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–TEMITOPE AKINLEYE– 
Sins and Shadows 

* 
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Sins and Shadows  
 

That urge to wrap his hands around her wandering fingers, 

feel the softness of her afro-hair, place his hard palms on her 

warm cheeks, taste her sensuous mouth, cradle her head on his 

chest, and worship at her altar was what had been unfolding in 

his head for several days. No doubt, he had been waging an 

infinite war within himself. He wished today was like yesterday 

or any other day he could excuse himself. He sat behind his 

desk in the cubicle which he called office; the office was 

demarcated by thin aluminum and glass; and from his vantage 

point, he watched her sprawled on the long iron chair. 

 

He was trying to type something on his portable laptop, playing 

with words to create his next best story. He had a story 

deadline to meet. So far, he had not been making any progress. 

He had gone on for weeks, rummaging his mental fictional 

library, walking in time and space, while ignoring the story a 

part of him was obliged to write. He was done with the files on 

his desk and was counting down to the alarm. From where he 

sat at the corner in the large hall, he could see his colleagues 

move from one demarcation to the other. He watched them 

trade broken sentences, which is usually the norm. It is an hour 

to the countdown. 

 

He did not want to walk down the bus stop today with her by 

his side. Gone were those days, those moments when he looked 

forward to her encroaching presence. They were no longer what 

they used to be. He stole a glance at her; she was asleep with 

her arms interlinked under her small busts while he 

contemplated the ignored story. He was reluctant to pen it 

down, but his mind wanted to get the story out, to halt the 

madness. It was their story. Yet, at the back of his naked mind 

he knew they were not done. Somehow, he had paid his dues. It 

was time for him to forge ahead.  

 

He had no reason for his conflicting thoughts. The bitter truth 

was that writing their story would automatically erase any 
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lingering hope of re-crossing that line. But then, there are lines 

you cross, and never to look back. This is that line.  

 

He blinked, as she stirred from her sleep. He stared at her 

charming face, fighting the temptation to seal her lips with hot 

kisses. Accidental tears dropped from his honey colored eyes. It 

brought with it the bitter reality of the rituals her lips had 

performed both in his absence, and presence. He shut his eyes 

and bit his lips so hard they leaked blood. There was the urge 

not to cross the line. Could he end what had no end? He opened 

a new page on his Microsoft word, and began. 

 

It was madness, it always starts with madness. Like a luscious 

sauce with the right amount of ingredients, ours was a story 

with the right amount of mania, or perhaps too much of it. He 

was not sure he would turn in the story for publishing, but like 

a sojourner, he knew the story would eventually find its way 

home. Trusting and believing in its candour.  

 

He hit a hard rock on how to start a story that has no beginning. 

In truth, he had no idea how to write their story, though, write 

he must. It was his therapy. All he knew was they happened 

within the space of fifty-one days. So, against all the forces in 

his being and all the rationale with seats in his head, his soul 

cried for help. Capitulatory, he laid it down for the world to see 

the tissues beneath his flesh. 

 

The first day I resumed work was not the day I noticed her, despite the 

fact that our offices shared a border. My failure to notice her was 

neither because her height was above average that I could not see her 

natural hairstyle from my seat, nor the fact that she was always 

humming to one beat or the other. Rather, it was because I was so 

nervous about my new telecommunication job. I was worried about 

fitting in like everyone else in the world. I knew it was not my field, 

but landing here had been extraordinary. All I was concerned about at 

the moment was learn to get better at the job. A week after adjusting 

to the job, I learnt her name… 
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He swallowed hard at the thought of her name. He could not 

dare to construct it in the frame of his mind. She had a name, or 

you could give her a name, either way was satisfactory. He took 

a sneaky glance across the office border once more. She was 

wide awake, fiddling with her phone. He knew if she stretched 

her neck, like the good old days when she sneaked up for a kiss, 

she would see what he had been up to. 

 

 He decided to shut down his PC, when he heard her hoarse 

voice. 

 

"What have you been up to?" He turned his head in her 

direction, while his hands closed the laptop. He watched her 

flash him one of her sweet smiles. 

 

"I was just trying to…," he was cut off by the alarm, and was 

saved by the bell. 

 

He turned as he started packing things in his exhausted 

backpack. She was unconcerned about the alarm; her large 

bulging eyes fixated on her phone. Instantly, he got the 

message. Today was taking yesterday's direction; she was 

staying behind. He avoided her icy blue eyes as he said 

goodbye. He beamed to himself, knowing he still got one last 

trick up his sleeves. 

 

Despite the heavy sedatives he consumed, he fought to stay 

awake in his white undecorated room, and wandered in his 

sins. He wished the day would break in a blink of an eye. He 

scanned the room. "Where is my bag?" It was definitely not in 

this spotless and untainted room. 

 

He continued with the story the following day at lunch break when she 

stepped out. 

We had clicked a week after my resumption. She had caught my 

attention with her gait, curvy figure, intelligence, and smartness. 

Thinking now about the latter, it made me question my objectivity. 

We exchanged long words and short sentences in our free hours. 

 

We questioned these very four walls of our confinement, put labels to 

every object and subject worth analyzing. Most times our deep 
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laughter would resound beyond the cubicle, other times we would 

trade smiles and relish in nostalgia. I was no doubt, getting good at 

the job with her by my side. 

 

We walked down to the bus-stop each day with new fondness and 

commitment to this shade of friendship, before going our separate 

ways. I always responded to her enthusiasm with smiles; the same way 

I looked forward to spending the day with her. Momentarily, the 

whiteness of my room that maps my existential loneliness had begun 

to form a rainbow. 

 

We became more aware of each other’s sexuality. As much as I tried to 

conceal my feelings, she kept baiting my hook, until we were both 

submerged. She took a bold step, which was not surprising, on one of 

the busiest days at work to kiss me fully on the lips.  

 

The throbbing in his head had increased. He remembered 

taking his pills hours ago, but she was a new generation of 

migraine with no prescription. 

 

We waited till the evening alarm rang. We waited till the last bald 

head in white disappear and his footsteps muffled. We waited 

patiently, ardently, with burning hunger to set our feelings in motion; 

to instigate the first sin. 

 

Undeniably, he was in a new world of his own and the reality 

of it gave him a pleasurable chill. The two became a pair—an 

item—while the feelings that grew in the garden of his heart 

became too territorial and wild. He could see the same in her 

almond shaped eyes.  

 

As days dragged into weeks, so did the gravity of our sin until I began 

to feel the presence of shadows. 

 

Funny, how your life can change in an instance. I was in a utopian 

mood when I saw him walk into the office. 

 

She welcomed him with a provocative hug and a posh kiss. All reasons 

left me as I gaped at them. In that very instant, I took in everything 
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about him. I could hear their laughter resonate. I could see the 

flirtatious looks she gave him intermittently. I pushed back my chair, 

stood up, and walked out the hall with strides of one walking on 

burning coals. 

 

The look of maniacal rage overshadowed his face. His mind 

was flooded with too many unrequited questions. 

 

On our way to the bus stop, I summoned the courage to ask her about 

that scene. I had been waiting for Godot since the guy left. She stated 

clearly that he was her beau amidst lost explanations. Her beau? I 

knew she does not have one when we started screwing like rabbits. 

But, when? I wished I would not feel the way I felt. I wished that I had 

prepared for such a scenario. I wished things I never know were 

wishes. Where was her sense of loyalty? Not to me, but to herself. 

 

That night his head hosted the first African Halloween party, it 

was a rough night the sleeping pills couldn't save. It took him 

days to cope with the news. He knew there were things he had 

to accept. For one, the idea that she doesn't belong to him; that 

she wasn't his. And for another, she was entitled to her 

freedom; freedom to make emotional choices without being 

choked. Landholder; the reason he generously bestowed him 

with the name was lost to him. But, somehow, he had come to 

terms with reality.  

 

The Landholder came more often and those were the days I dreaded 

going to work. I couldn't remember the last time I was elated about 

work. On those days, I ensured to take more than my prescription, and 

it helped me stay sane. Yet, no matter how many times I excused 

them, I could envisage them commit series of sins, our sins, within the 

same cubicle.  

 

How he knew, he couldn't tell. This drove him nuts. He was a 

man in denial. 

On days when Landholder wasn't around, she tried baiting my 

hook like old times and we continued indulging in our sins, 

fierce was the passion.  

 

We saw reasons to stop. We tried resisting. We made so many pacts. 

But we usually end up waiting for the last person to leave.  
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She was his weakness — he was completely in her power. 

 

I remember one of our banters. She had offhandedly stated why she 

couldn't have feelings for me; "I am a harlot," she looked askance at 

my face. 

 

"But, I never charge them," she continued, "I do it for the fun of it". 

 

"Like to sexually explore or what?" I asked calmly. 

 

She shrugged. "I don’t know. Like, I just want to. Maybe because I 

can," she said this with her usual mirth. 

 

I was not awestricken. I knew if I had asked her out, she wouldn't have 

accepted me. 

 

Few days later, I was leaving the office on an official assignment when 

I bumped into Landholder. Oh! God, they were definitely going to 

explore again. I remember I paced randomly for the best part of the 

day. That day was one of my worst days. 

I was still laden by what I had imagined they'd done, when other 

participants began unfolding like a deck of stacked cards. One looked 

gigolo. The next, a tarantula; most of the others, ineffable. When you 

witness these, you see the modern-day scavengers. 

 

Gigolo came to the office almost every day and stays behind with her 

as we did. I needed no clairvoyant to tell me what happens after the 

last person exits. She had succeeded in making me see the error of my 

ways. 

 

The walls of his room began fading to grey, the garden of his 

heart withered. He lost the zeal for work and his Sun remained 

stuck beneath clouded skies. 

 

The bus-stop became further. I missed her more than I cared to admit. 

I could feel the encroaching presence of shadows in the cubicle, where I 

had once made my mark. There are many things I could be, but there 

was one thing I wouldn't take chances with—shadows. I knew she 
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might have thought it impossible for me to resist her. Well, she hasn't 

felt the power derived from pain. Her delusion is in for a shocker. 

 

I could clearly see the justice of my decision in crossing the line. 

Peradventure, in the nearest future, if we ever found ourselves the last 

to leave. I vowed not to dance to her tune, scream her name or chorus 

her moans. Just like now. 

 

He forced his mouth shut, and stared over her shoulder at the 

walls of the office. The walls reminded him of shadows. It 

helped him uphold his vows while she pleasured and screwed 

him to her orgasmic gratification.  

 

He had won. It was all the evidence he needed to prove they 

were officially over. And for the first time in so many weeks, he 

couldn't hear the silent plea of his soul. 

 

"No screaming today, Nlmsynk?" the nurse flashed him an 

encouraging smile when she was done giving him an 

intramuscular injection. She was elated with his calmness, the 

first in months. 

 

It was time for his 40-60 minutes a day in the yard. She wheeled 

Nlmsynk out of the treatment room, down the big white hall 

where patients lingered after recreation time, past the wing of 

his PICU ward, and into the open yard where he could inhale 

nature's freshness and see the clear blue sky. 
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–CHIDI ILUKWE– 
The Day 

* 
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The Day 

 

Life Now 

It was a familiar sunset, the kind that a beautiful house or a 

homestead gets to be seen from. This is the sunset that she woke 

up to in a Malibu beach house, her house it seemed. A house 

overlooking the ocean; not too big but more than enough, 

enough to contain her book shelf, her desk and her computer—

the important things in her life now and beyond. It’s no longer 

Arinze, it’s no longer her parents. It was all going well, and it 

was not but here she is now; taking-in the scene, the sunset that 

seem so distant but enough to define that this was a better 

place. Enough savouring of the sunset already. Now, she’s on 

her computer, typing away, working on the manuscript for the 

final episode of her comedy series. And the main character of 

her story is an African-America female version of Charlie Sheen 

playing out a sequel of the comedy series, Two and a Half Men. 

Happiness serenaded her world, everything was okay. The 

email pop-up on her computer screen detailed the $5,000,000 

pay out that concludes her deal with Netflix, another harbinger 

of happiness. “Alexa play Happier” – “playing Happier”; 

sounds, rhythm was so in her head and the chorus I want you to 

be happier was floating away like Marshmallow was in her head. 

She was singing along to it but it did not feel like her mouth 

was moving. She felt herself floating away to the rhythm and to 

a memory playing out like a dream, and she was starting to 

doze off. 

 

She only dozes off when she gets to live in another world made 

up in her mind. Her name was Amanda and her fantasy wishes 

and dreams were what kept her sane. The past few months 

have given her a lot to ponder on and to decide. So, it was 

decided: ‘she is leaving Arinze’; she was not going to take this 

insolence from a man who was her second choice, and of course 

was not her soul mate. Many things have influenced her 

decision for the past ten years. The society, her family but none 

of those things are there now to guarantee her happiness. None 

of those things could have slapped Arinze senseless for the 
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cruel naïve power he thought himself to possess and hold over 

her. Five years of marriage with no child was her fault; even 

though medical tests said otherwise. Those things can go ahead 

and tell her that Arinze’s affair with his assistant was equally 

her fault. But, while they do that they should know that she was 

done with all of it—she was ending the marriage. But moving 

back to her parents’ house frightened her, how will her parents 

react to this? ‘Okay, she decided, moving back home will have 

to be temporary, she would have to make life plan, but she will 

have to do that at her parents’ house. 

 

Life Back Home with her Parents, her Mother 

“Amanda, gbatueegwu ahu, lower that music 

down...Amanda!” 

 

 “Eeh!” the jolted Amanda answered as she turned down the 

volume of the CD player. 

 

“Mummy ogini? What is it?” she asked her mother.    

 

“Amanda staying here, sleeping, watching laughter movies and 

always playing music won’t solve your problem o, you should 

go back to Arinze; just go and pretend like nothing happened. 

In fact, if you have to beg him, beg him.” 

 

“ Isi gini! What!” 

 

“I said, go back to him,” her mother pronounced loudly again. 

 

The shocked Amanda was looking at her mother wondering if 

aging has made her insane and foolish. She wondered if 

grabbing and shaking her would snap her out of this foolishly 

insane talk. But, this is her mother, and maybe she has forgotten 

the predicament that brought her back home. So, she will just 

remind her. 

 

“Mummy, go back to who? Arinze that slept with his assistant, 

and not just that he slept with his assistant, he didn’t even 

respect me enough to keep it a secret...and what do you mean 
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‘beg him’? For what? Did I climb my assistant like a he-goat? 

Mummy, please! Leave me alone.” 

 

“Amanda, you should be glad that he has not taken another 

wife to give him a child, eeh? You should be in that house now 

making sure that he doesn’t while trying to get pregnant...” 

 

“What!” Amanda exclaimed, enraged. She understood that 

there had been a rift between her mother and her, in the years 

past, precisely after the incident; ‘the Nneoma incident,’ her 

mother used to call it. But for her to say this to her, does she 

hate her that much now? She asked herself. She felt like crying 

but she wouldn’t, not right now, she would not give her the 

satisfaction of being weak by crying, and be perceived as a 

naive child who has found yet another way to disappoint the 

family. She had been strong enough to bury her emotions from 

the day she left her matrimonial home, so she will soldier on. 

So, she will keep the promise she made to her self—‘no crying’.  

 

“Amanda, you are not the only woman in Nigeria whose 

husband slept with his assistant, whose husband even has a 

mistress. If all the women in this country should start leaving 

their husbands just because they slept with another woman, 

then many women will be back in their parents’ house.”  

 

Now, the enraged Amanda had heard enough. Rebuking her 

mother will end up with her feeling sorry, and with tears. So, 

she opted for the seemingly mildest and psychological way of 

maybe ending this seemingly cruel conversation with her 

mother—“So, Dad has slept with another woman,” Amanda 

said in a near whisper tone while avoiding her mother’s gaze. 

 

“Isigini! What! Amanda, do not let me slap off your mouth,” 

her mother said as she hurriedly lifted herself from the sofa 

with her arms. Amanda who was now starting to regret her 

words was now thinking ‘here comes the slap’...the slap did not 

come; it was something else that came flying at her. “I know she 

is the one deceiving you again, continue with her and you will 

see where you will end up.” 
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Now, Amanda was confused, she was glad that she had not 

been slapped, but what was her mother talking about? There 

was no asking her because her last words were said as she 

stormed out of the sitting room. Amanda now realizing that 

what was flung at her which luckily did not hit her but landed 

on the sofa, was her phone. As she picked it up and pressed the 

button at bottom middle, the screen lit up and what her mother 

said now made sense; the missed call, the caller, the ‘she’. There 

was no time to have her thoughts linger on what has been said 

to her. It was time to make plans, further plan that will get her 

away from this sofa and get her started on a new life. So, she 

started dialing.  

 

She went to sleep that night knowing that the final phase of her 

plan will unfold a week from that night. She was glad but not 

happy. She would have been happy if somehow her mother 

understood; it was her mother’s understanding that she had 

ever needed ever since her father was too invested in her 

brothers’ lives to care about what is happening in hers. And 

that was since the day she was born with female genitalia. It 

was like, to her father, nothing she does matters. The only thing 

or moment in her life that seemed to have mattered to him was 

everything that has to do with her marrying Arinze. Being back 

home has put her right back in those days of few sentences with 

him which is now conflated with a look of disappointment. So, 

she wished that somehow that her mother would cut her some 

slacks and make her peace with ‘the incident’. She imagined 

what she will think of the decision that she has made, her plan 

to reconnect with her soul mate. As she slept that night, she 

wished and hoped that her mother would still pick her calls 

after she would have told her not to think her kidnapped or 

abducted, that she was in America with Nneoma. 

 

Life in America with Nneoma 

 

“Amanda...Amanda...wake up,” a familiar voice called out. She 

felt something on her lips, a momentary brush on her nose, a 

hot air. Whatever it was gave her warmth. As she forced her 

eyes open, the image before her went from blurry to clarity. It 
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was an oval smiling face with a pointed nose, light skin and 

brown eyes of Nneoma staring down at hers.  

 

“Amy, I am sorry for waking you. I know you must be very 

tired, being jetlagged and all. But I prepared a special dinner for 

you, and I know you must be hungry, and the repetition of 

‘chicken and chips’ while you were sleeping proves that you are 

indeed hungry,” Nneoma was now trying to feign a serious 

facial expression. 

 

“I am sure I didn’t say that,” Amanda said smiling, but the 

furrowed brow and wide eyed expression on her face suggested 

that she was not too sure. 

 

“Hahahaha, okay, you didn’t but you were muttering 

something when I came in. It was like you were dreaming and 

the expression on your face suggested it wasn’t a funny 

dream.” 

 

Amanda sighed and said, “Well, it was fun till I started reliving 

the reality of my last days in Nigeria...that particular day with 

my mum, the day you called...,” Now she was drifting away, 

Nneoma could see it in her hollow eyes. 

 

“Amy, you are here now, and everything is gonna be alright... 

Come on, let’s go and sit in front of the TV and eat, I queued up 

the last three seasons of your favourite show.”  

 

“Two and a Half Men?” 

 

“Yes, of course, I know that movie cracks you up like crazy” 

 

“ Yeah, it crauucks miu ap, Americana,” Amanda was now 

laughing at her attempt to mimic Nneoma’s intonation. 

 

Nneoma was also laughing; feeling proud of her successful 

attempt to make Amanda realize that all is well and will be 

well. Nneoma trying to mimic her was a sure way to know she 

was okay and will be okay. Now, that she was in America with 

her. 
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“Hahhaa...yeah, the movie cracks you up.” 

 

“I actually watched some episodes that I downloaded before 

boarding the plane...with the WIFI there. It kind of kept my 

mind off my phobia for flying.” 

 

“Hahaha...I guess that’s why you didn’t throw up...ohh...you 

are adorable; with your fears...” 

 

Both their voices echoed in laughter as their eyes fixated on 

each other’s. “ Alexa, play ‘Adore You,’” Nneoma commanded 

the Robotic player on the nightstand beside the bed on which 

Amanda lay and she, Nneoma, seated beside her. Nneoma 

leaned-in and kissed her as if possessed by the melody and as if 

urged by Miley Cyrus’ voice resonating from the robotic player 

on the nightstand. She wasn’t alone in this feeling; Amanda’s 

lips held on to hers with her hands on Nneoma’s cheeks. They 

drifted away in the moment; just as they felt on the day of the 

incident, ten years ago. The day Amanda’s mother walked in on 

them kissing; the day that separated them. Now, they can have 

a go at what used to be; ‘what could have been’. They had 

always loved each other, but Amanda’s mother rebuked and 

demonized them for that love that day. It was the day that 

Amanda’s foreign Romantic books hidden behind the bookshelf 

in her room were discovered in an attempt to find out other so 

called filthy closed door engagements of hers. It was found and 

was burnt. It was that day that a dream of hers seemed to have 

died. That dream of one day writing and directing a romantic 

comedy with a black female character just like Charlie Sheen 

but would later fall in love with someone; maybe a male or 

female. It was the same day Arinze kissed her in school. It was 

the same day that didn’t give her enough time to choose 

Nneoma over Arinze. It was the day they graduated from 

secondary school. It was in the morning of that very day, that 

for the very first time, she noticed and savoured the beautiful 

sunset. The day she realized that her room in their two storey 

duplex in Enugu has a beautiful view as would have been 

described in the books that she read, and could have been as 

beautiful as the one she saw in the show, Two and a Half Men 
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that aired every Friday on their DSTV cable; if only the house 

was situated on the beach. For Nneoma, it was the day she got 

to know that Amanda was bisexual, but her long term 

friendship with Amanda will give her an edge over Arinze. 

That day Amanda’s mother called her own mother and told her 

about the incident. It was the day she knew her mother’s love 

for her trumped many things. It was the day their aunty who 

lived in America told her mum about entering for American 

visa lottery. It was the day she last saw Amanda naked. 
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–MUJAHYD AMEEN– 
Refugees 
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Refugees 

 

One day in the harmattan of 2015, we took refuge in an 

expensive house in Maiduguri where my sister, Zaliha, worked 

as a maid and our life changed forever. 

 

Earlier that day, there was an attack at the refugee camp. 

Mother was inside the tent, as always.  She had been sick since 

we came to this camp, her temperature was always hot. Zaliha 

said it was high blood pressure. She never comes out to join the 

other refugees.  As for me, I was always beside her, writing. 

Sometimes though, I do go out when the sun was falling. I sat 

outside our tent, savouring the smell of dusk and new anthills.  

I always have a pen and paper. I write poems about the 

children at the refugee camps with skeletal bodies, and of the 

smell of grief hovering around the camp.  I imagine what their 

lives had been before, imagine their stories.  

 

We didn't have to go out and hustle for the relief food because 

Zaliha always comes in the afternoons after she had finished 

her chores to bring us food. The food would last till another 

afternoon when she comes again. She always comes wearing 

one of her two long hijabs.  She would scrutinise our tent after 

answering my greetings and ask if there was any problem to 

which I always answer no. She would place a palm on Mother's 

forehead to feel her temperature, and then asked me if I had 

given her medicines.  She would shake her head, clear her teary 

eyes, and say: ‘Allah ya jikan Baba.  May Baba's soul rest in 

peace, ameen’.  

 

'It's just a matter of time, Bakomai,’ she would say.  She would 

add that her savings would soon be enough to get us out of 

Borno to a peaceful place like Kano to rent us a room, to find 

herself another job. And also help me continue with my 

education. And she would be gone. 

 

She's like a man.  After our town was captured and Father 

killed, she led us to this refugee camp, made sure we got a good 



LIBRETTO Magazine  #Issue 01 Issue 01 

 

 
73 
 

tent, and then leave and come back with some food. She left the 

next day, and came back after dusk, dusty and weary, holding 

some nylon bags with garri inside.  She said she had found a job 

as a live-in maid. She would be paid quarter of what she’s 

supposed to be paid, she said. But that's a golden opportunity, 

she said, as job is now very scarce. 

 

It has been four months now. 

 

The attack was brief, but very bloody. Booms of exploded 

bombs. Taus of guns. Wailing. Chants of Allahu Akbar. 

Stampede. I don't know how we escaped. I always lost 

consciousness whenever I was in danger and running. I almost 

caught fire with the burning in my chest and heels.  When I 

regain consciousness, I was holding Mother's hand. We were 

far, very far from the refugee camp. We stopped running, 

panting. We sat on the ground for some minutes. Mother, 

luckily, was not coughing as hysterically as she does whenever 

she had to run so fast.  

 

I tucked my hand into my bra and brought out a folded paper. 

On it was Zaliha's handwriting; it's her two numbers which she 

said I should call whenever there was any problem. And the 

number of the gateman of the house she works in. I folded the 

paper carefully tucked it back; I always carry it on my body like 

a talisman. Perhaps it is what will connect us with our savior, 

Zaliha.   

 

Mother looked at me and we stood up at once at the same time.  

We need to get a phone from someone.  

 

'I have your books with me,' Mother said. She hardly talked 

these days except when she had really significant things to say.  

 

She had tucked my two exercise books, dense with writings and 

the only book I survived with: The English Patient into her 

wrapper.  
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'Thank you Mother. Thank you. ‘Mother and Zaliha have 

always been supportive of my writings.  Zaliha always made 

sure I never lacked a pen. 

 

We turned a silent and empty corner. Fortunately, a young man 

emerged from a house.  

 

'Dan samari,' Mother called.  He looked at us with pitiful eyes, 

respectful eyes. But he looked afraid thinking we might ask a 

big favor. When we told him our request, he quickly brought 

out his phone, relieved.   

 

Zaliha answered the call from her end. 

 

'It's me, Yahya.' 

 

'Yes, Ummi. I heard what happened. I have been expecting your 

call. Are you safe?' 

 

'Yes, Yahya' 

 

'Alhamdulilah! Where are you now?' 

 

I asked the young man the address.  After I told her, she said: 

‘Will be there in a minute. Take care.' 

 

I handed the man his phone, and our thank you stopped only 

after he had shut the door to his house.  

 

*** 

 

I spread my scarf on the floor for us to sit on.  We waited. I 

flipped the pages of The English Patient.  I love this book.  It was 

a gift from my English teacher back in our village. He was the 

one who first saw the writer in me. Mr Kamal.  He began 

teaching in our school when I was in my third term in JSS3. The 

first day he entered our class, he asked us to write narrative 

essays. After he marked them, he called me aside. He said my 

essay was the best, that he liked my descriptive power and 

poetic language, and that I would become a great writer, the 

next Zaynab Alkali. He said he also writes.  He said for me to 



LIBRETTO Magazine  #Issue 01 Issue 01 

 

 
75 
 

become better I need to read, read, and read. He brought me 

books and was surprised when he found out that I read almost 

all of them.  The Dickens.  The Achebes. The Ekwensis. He 

brought me more.  Every day, I wrote short stories and take 

them to him to critique. When I was in SS1 one, I had a 

collection of short stories which he was editing.  On the day I 

finished my novel, and was meaning to show it to him, 

merchants of death stormed our village. 

 

He; alongside most of the men in the village, including my 

father; were killed that day.  

 

I read The English Patient every day, marveling at how richer it 

became every day I read it. I loved it because it made me feel 

like I was reading poetry and prose. 

 

I was flipping the pages when I spotted Zaliha’s hijab fluttering 

in the wind. Something must be amiss because she walked like 

a hen with a dead egg within her. My heart skipped a beat. 

 

Her salam was inaudible. She shrunk onto the floor. Mother 

and I looked at her with concern. I quickly averted my gaze. 

Zaliha’s resemblance of Father always shocked me as it brought 

me memories of him. The way she sat now, chin in palms, 

reminded me of when he returns from farm and lay down on 

mat outside Mother’s mat, under the bedi tree, listening to the 

news of attacks on his transistor radio.  His eyes would look 

like they would disappear into their sockets in sadness; just like 

Zaliha’s look show just now. 

 

‘Yahya,’ I said in a quivering voice.  

 

‘Innalillahi wa inna ilaihiraji’un,’ she said, making us more 

worried.  

 

She wiped her eyes. 
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‘The money slipped away.  There was disturbance on the way.  

I don’t know how as we were running. All my saving just 

slipped away.’ 

 

‘Innali lahi wa inna ilaihi raji’una,’ we gasped. 

 

How can dreams be so slippery?  I asked myself.  

 

We were silent for an hour or so.  Then an idea pinched Zaliha 

and she shot up. She’s always full of ideas. We looked at her.  

 

‘I know what to do,’ she announced.  

 

‘Stand up and follow me,’ she commanded us.  

 

‘What’s it?’ Mother asked.  

 

‘I will ask my employer to allow you stay in my room till I 

sought things out,’ 

‘Do you think they will agree, Yahya?’ 

 

‘Insha Allah.’  

 

*** 

 

We waited outside the house. It was twilight. Butterfly danced 

about the plants outside the house. I was staring at them, my 

muse stirred, when we heard the gate open. It was Zaliha, all 

smiles.  They have agreed. 

 

As we walked into the house, Zaliha told us about the family. 

This large house is for only a family of two. She said the owner 

of the house is a big journalist who works with BBC. Zaliha's 

room was almost empty. A mat was spread on the floor and 

there was a nylon bag where things were kept. I thought it's the 

tiles that made the room cool.  We would always be in this 

room.  Zaliha would refuse when I offer to help her with the 

chores. 'Just sit with Mother,' she would say.  

 

One day, I was bored and wanted a breath of fresh air. Mother 

was asleep. I took my copy of The English Patient, my writing 
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materials and off I went. I sat on an old block in the garden 

looking at the flowers withering in the harmattan. I opened 

Ondaatje and began reading. 

 

I always lost myself in the book, so I hadn't noticed he was 

there till he salammed loudly. When I raised my head from the 

book, there he was standing before me; a young man in milk 

caftan with a young beard. He was tall and fair. He must be the 

son of this house. 

 

I greeted him.  

 

'I'm Adamu Lilo, the Arts Editor of Daily Echo, lover of your 

works.' 

 

I was taken aback.  He noticed and offered an explanation: 

passing by our room, he saw me threw a paper through the 

window.  He picked it up and saw it was a poem I had 

scribbled. He brought out the paper. 

 

'I really enjoyed this piece.' 

 

I was happy. 'Thank you.' 

 

'You are really talented. You have a unique poetic voice. ' 

 

Now, he reminded me of Mr Kamal. He always told me those 

words.  

 

I smiled at him, thanked him.  

 

'In our magazine, we are concerned about discovering those 

voices that needs to be heard but have not been heard. You 

need to be shown to the world. If you permit me, I will publish 

this piece of yours in our newspaper.' 

 

'Permissions granted, gladly so.  Thank you.' 

 

He smiled. 'It's our pleasure.' 
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Then he added, 'We pay our contributors 5k,' he said, bringing 

out some notes.  

 

I collected them with shaky hands. My jaw dropped. Half of 

what Zaliha had been saving for four months.  Now I have just 

gotten it for just a scribble on a paper I had thrown away.  

 

'Please stop throwing out your works. You are very talented. 

You have the talent to save your family from penury. There are 

lots of opportunities for writers of your kind.' 

 

We talked a lot.  He told me about rich awards.  We talked 

about Ondaatje, about Okigbo, Soyinka.  I felt so comfortable 

that I told him about my novel. And about my life. 

 

He looked at me after hearing my story.  

 

'Ummi,' I looked at him. ‘You need to use your talent to change 

the life of your family; to support yourself and your family. 

Save your education. I am concerned about helping you find 

your voice in the Nigeria literary sphere.  It will be easy since 

your voice is already matured.  I suppose you have a lot of 

poems, don't you?' 

 

'I have a collection.' 

 

'Perfect. I can submit your works to literary magazines for 

thousands of people to read. To competitions. Conduct 

interviews with you.' 

 

'Oh, thank you! May Allah reward you abundantly.' 

 

'Ameen.' 

*** 

 

We would spend a lot of time together, reading poems. He 

would tell me of my progress, show me the good comments on 

my published works. One comment from Zaynab Alkali would 

make me cry. I would read it over and over again. A rare talent. 

She has a good future in writing. He would give me books. And I 
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would feel alive again. He would one day bring me twenty 

thousand naira awards for coming first in a competition.  He 

would kneel and beg me not to leave their house yet, he knew 

that we now had enough money to leave.  I would agree, and 

hide the money. He would bring me a phone and a laptop. I 

would refuse them, and he would say it's not a gift; it's my 

prize and he would show me the evidence on his phone. He 

would go to my mother and explain it all to her. And one day, 

Zaliha and Mother and I would kneel beside him, shedding 

tears of joy as he told us my manuscript had won a two million 

naira award plus a publishing contract. 
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    –ADESINA AJALA– 
Into The Terror of the Daybreak 
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Into The Terror of the Daybreak 

 

The glistening sun waned into a big, yellow, lusterless dome. 

It was half steeped into the clouds, and its other half peeped 

above the horizon. Cool breeze swung my velvety, brown 

curtains in a monotonous rhythm like a pendulum ball about a 

command a stand. 

 

Steve Crown’s ‘You’re Yahweh’ played soulfully in my 

apartment. I love soulful songs. They have a way of taming my 

mind and numbing it from the stress of the office and 

courtrooms. 

 

A thought strayed into my head and snatched me from 

humming the lyrics of the song. I reached for my Gionee phone, 

unplugged the charging cord from it, swiped its screen open 

and from the gate to my apartment, I bent it to capture the 

beauteous sunset. I browsed through the pictures, each looked 

very great that I became confused and didn’t know which to 

keep in my gallery. 

 

I began to soliloquize. ‘Which should I pick please?’ I smiled at 

my phone’s broken screen and then selected the second photo. I 

sent it to Mayokun through WhatsApp, and added, “Evening is 

all cool here,” my fingers are typing slower than my mind. I 

read again and slotted a blushing smiley against the chat before 

sending it. 

 

He will read my chat when he comes online. He would be 

interested in the source of the picture and I can tell the shock he 

will feel in his spine when I tell him who the photographer is. I 

swayed back to my bed with the slow rhythm of the music.  

I picked up a copy of Libretto print magazine to enjoy. I have 

been nursing an addiction for the magazine since it when it 

only an online publication. I flipped its pages searching for a 

poem that would match the soulfulness reigning in my house, 

before the thought of Mayokun tilted my mind back into his 
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WhatsApp page. These words slid by; “last seen today at 5:22 

PM”. Chat and picture were doubly checked, but unmarked. 

True to the meaning of his name—Mayokun—there is always a 

weird way that thinking of him serenades my heart with joy. 

 

 My eyes sprung to the clock hung on the wall, a calendar 

below it swung as I tried to deduce how long my chat has been 

there on his WhatsApp without being read. I discovered that 

the second’s hand of the clock was struggling to move; it was 

merely making lame clicks about the same point. The battery 

was dying. The clock was Dele’s wedding souvenir. He was 

Mark’s friend from childhood. Dele and his wife posed on 

Facebook a fortnight ago, celebrating their two years wedding 

anniversary. Mayokun commented on the post and Dele’s reply 

made me breathe in heavily. He was daring Mayokun to pick a 

wedding date before the end of the year. I flared my nose, gave 

Mayokun’s reply a ‘Haha’ reaction and typed my hilarious, 

controversial comment: “The date will be in either of our birth 

months, and obviously, it can’t be this year again. It’s already 

October. Our birth months are long gone!” 

 

This wall clock is the one sedative I know; its ticks miraculously 

and lull me to sleep every evening. This night, I will miss my 

fond lullaby, I had thought. Surprisingly, I didn’t. I slept every 

bit of laziness into my bones. Whether the bed or me, I can’t tell 

which or who enjoyed each other’s comfort the most, which or 

who was not willing to let go of the other. 

 

I permutated different possibilities: he could be sleeping, 

studying the weekly law journal in his library, out of data, busy 

writing his entry for the essay contest he told me about last 

night, or having a flat battery. The scary thoughts started 

thronging my mind and his phone was not going through also. 

I prayed meditatively against the dread in my heart, because I 

just couldn’t bring myself to tell what was not making him to 

check on me as he usually did, or on his WhatsApp.  

 

Reluctantly, I pulled the cover cloth over my rumbling head.  

 

Mayokun sprouted from my mind again like a plant from a 

well-watered, loamy soil. This time, it was vivid. His right hand 



LIBRETTO Magazine  #Issue 01 Issue 01 

 

 
83 
 

held tightly my left thumb, as we took a slow procession out of 

the church after the wedding service, re-assuring me with his 

nods each time our eyes locked. 

 

Sleep stole the remaining moments from me.  

 

My hand was in Dad’s armpit, he marched me to the altar on a 

solemn, breezeless wedding morning, in company of my 

mummy. Moments later, I stood beside Mayokun at the ageless 

altar of our church. 

 

‘If anyone here knows any reason why Mayokun and Cynthia 

should not be joined together as husband and wife,’ he said and 

surveyed the church simultaneously before continuing, ‘such 

individual should speak now or hold his or her peace forever,’ 

the reverend’s baritone voice finally died in the solemn air. 

 

Silence. Screeches. Silence again. 

 

Mayokun gave me an assuring wink. I blushed slightly. 

 

Sluggishly, three hands danced into the air.  

 

I woke up, gripped my pounding chest, shivering and 

sweating. ‘It was a dream, a dream, dream,’ I panted and 

heaved to the bittersweet reality. It was sweet because it was a 

dream and bitter because this could go for a bad omen; my 

marriage seemed to be standing on a weak precipice. 

 

Put a call through to Mayokun? No, in the dead of the night, 

that’s absurd? Pray? All the prayers I could say have betrayed 

my mind. Wash your face? Read your Bible? Call Daddy or 

Mummy? Okay, call your pastor? Seas of thoughts rumbled in 

my mind. I was confused. 

 

 I felt tears trooped into the corners of my eyes. Am I crying? I 

asked myself in unbelief. I’m crying, God. I sobbed as I 

repeated those words. I turned on the wall clock again. Its 

second’s hand is now fixed. The battery was now flat. I had to 
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peep at my wrist watch. “Thirty minutes past three o’clock,” it 

said. I stopped the song that had been playing in my house 

since evening. Initially, I thought of tuning the volume down. 

On a second thought, I felt I needed nothing, but silence. 

 

I sat on the bed with legs drawn and knees knocked together. I 

put my chin on my folded knees and fixed my gaze on the 

window, waiting for the sun to beam its face again. It was the 

longest night of my life. It was similar to the night I waited for 

my twin sister to come out of the labour room, after the sweet 

cries of her baby had doused my anxiety for a while. She never 

came out. I meant she was brought out interred in her own 

wrapper. Lifeless.  Mummy’s eyes were red and funerary. 

Daddy walked solemnly to my side and patted my broken self 

on the back without saying what I already understood. 

 

Suddenly, like a bolt of lightning, a cock crowed from my 

backyard. I’m dead! I crept out of my bed into the terror of the 

daybreak, poor me. 

 

Aren’t there knocks on my door? I waited and listened with 

rapt attention, made sure my mind was not playing tricks on 

me. I heard the knocks again. This time, they were harder. I 

hastened to the door, parted the curtains and opened.  

 

Mayokun was at the door. One hand in his pocket, the other 

scratched his head nervously. My tongue felt tied, my breath 

became very heavy, and my vision went blurred. 

 

‘5% DEXTROSE AND NORMAL SALINE INFUSION B.P’ was 

printed in green on the plastic bottle hanging upside down 

from a silvery metal stand beside me. My exhausted body lay 

frail on the bed. My eyes parted wearily and followed the thin, 

long tube from the end of the plastic to my right hand, where a 

piece of plastic was plastered to my elbow. I later understood 

the plastered plastic to be a cannula. I noticed Mum sat beside 

my feet, face buried in my bed; fast asleep. 

 

The serenity of the hospital ward sharply contrasted my 

previous frightening and chaotic moment. I had been 
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unconscious; that was the only explanation my mind could 

make. 

 

Mummy woke shockingly, burst into praises to God, shouting: 

‘Doctor! Cynthia is back! Doctor, come!’ Tears washed her face. 

Memories rose like phoenixes inside me. I began to shed tears. 

The instant I began to cry, she started to break her own into soft 

groans. ‘No. Darling, I won’t make you cry,’ she kept re-

assuring me, untied her headgear and wiped my face, chanting 

panegyrics to console me. She thought my tears were in 

sympathy with hers. She was wrong. 

 

I sat in the bed, leaned my left side against the wall. ‘Mum,’ I 

paused to hear her respond, ‘did you see Mayokun? Did he 

come here?’ 

 

‘Cynthia,’ Mummy sighed and heaved heavily. 

 

‘Ma,’ I patiently listened to her. 

 

‘Forget about Mayokun for now, concentrate on your recovery. 

That’s the most important thing now.’ 

 

‘Forget?’ 

 

‘See,’ I followed the gesture of her hand, ‘that man cannot 

marry you. I won’t say more than that for…’ 

 

‘You won’t say more than that for now,’ I cut in, ‘our wedding 

is barely two weeks away,’ I looked helpless. 

 

Confusion swirled round me again, like after that dreaded 

dream that led me into this hospital. I knew Mum; she doesn’t 

mince with her words. I slowly allowed her words numbed my 

nerves, ‘Daddy will tell you in details when you get discharged. 

He would leave office for this place soon.’ 

 

Tears retreated into my eyes. I already had enough, so I 

clutched the brakes on my eyes with all the courage left within 
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me. The dream of that fateful night jabbed my emotions. 

Mummy’s words stung me as if they lost their venom the first 

time she uttered them. 

 

Mayokun is no longer marrying me when I have not even 

disclosed what I fear to him? What could be the reason behind 

this irrational action? What exactly has he told my parents 

behind me that made my Mummy pronounced our relationship 

dead? Has he come to tell me he won’t be marrying me again 

that morning when he was scratching his head at my door? I 

continued in my hopeless interrogations. 

 

Daddy has the details? Mayokun loves me, doesn’t he? 

 

 I shrugged, even in a law suit, there is room for fair hearing, I 

clapped my palms over each other and then cupped my left 

palm round my cheek. No hearing at all in this case, and 

Mayokun knows that from our civil litigation class. 

 

Emotions conquered my courage. I let loose. I sobbed. I cried. 

Daddy returned, paid the bill and soon we were in his car. 

 

‘Cynthia.’ 

 

‘Sir,’ I responded to Daddy as brave as I could be. 

 

‘You’ve been through a hard time. When the day breaks 

tomorrow, we would discuss something very crucial. But it’s 

not a problem, okay?’ 

 

I nodded into the empty air. I was not sure whether he saw it in 

the mirror or he just assumed the silence that greeted his words 

was my assent. 

 

The daybreak was sluggish, but it came. Mummy called me into 

their bed room. Dad was still in his pajamas. I was sandwiched 

between them. We were at the edge of the bed. Daddy played a 

voice note from his phone. I knew Mayokun’s voice. I listened 

till I could no longer continue again. 
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‘So, this is what Mayokun did to me. He got a lady pregnant. 

The lady was sent abroad by her own parent so that she could 

cope well with the shame. She gave birth, raised the son for 

months and now Mayokun has left to be with her. Mummy, 

imagine?’ I repeated my woe to myself; that terror of another 

daybreak. 

 

The End 
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Childhood Memoir 
 

 
 

“Childhood memoir” 

Medium: oil on canvas 
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