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reetings, 

Today, we present Issue 02 of Libretto’s Art Magazine, with 

impressive works from different authors from diverse parts of the 

world. Compiling this work was an arduous task for our team of 

editors, and the hope to finish strong made them stronger and 

effective in their role as the supervisory guardians of this magazine. 

The editorial team gave their best to this work of art so that the reader 

can find ecstasy in reading. 

 

In the last twenty years, poetry has become a lot more acclaimed, 

conquered illiteracy, and encouraged a love for art and learning. The 

advent of social media has ensured we can now access and connect 

with a broader pool of artists and creatives from across the universe. It 

takes boldness to write and finish a piece, and that is what builds 

talent and expertise. In Adaeze .M. Nwadike’s poem, “Flower for 

Akachi: How not to mourn a skydiver”, the lines in Adaeze’s poem 

speak of pain and relief: 

 

When I bring you flowers 

It is not you I mourn, it is time. 

It is the things we lost to childhood  

It is the stars 

It is God 

It is skydiving 

It is poetry. 

 

G 
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She writes on, and of, nature, time, and pain, and explores the 

tragedies a person shouldn’t witness. The things no one should mourn 

or sing cemetery songs for. Things we shouldn’t hold our hands to the 

waist and watch. Adaeze .M. Nwadike shows a uniqueness, a cultured 

style of writing, and shows a visceral understanding of the subject 

matter. Her poem stirred a profound sense of loss in me, and provides 

yet another poignant inspection of the life and memory of 

Chukwuemeka Akachi, a young poet who passed on early this year.  

 

Ola W. Halim, Ibrahim Oga, Ahmad Adedimeji Amobi, and Ubaji Isiaka 

Abubakar Eazy contributed stories laden with imagination and that 

lures the reader into worlds where words astound with the same 

vigour as they appease.  In their stories, the reader is invited to reflect 

on the expressed interactions with pain and brokenness contained in 

this issue. It‘s a window to examine if the theme has anything to do 

with the hopelessness that surround the distinct realities in which 

these writers live and write from, or if it’s a much broader assessment 

of the human condition as encumbered by the travails of life. 

 

Nevertheless, the editorial team suggested we bring out a unique 

theme for this issue, which we are finally ready to unveil to readers 

who seek literature and work of arts. The writers, poets and artists 

whose works appear within the pages of this issue responded with 

thematic ideas and lucid imaginary thought. They showed us the 

robustness of sincerity and clarity. The openness in this issue is quite 

invigorating.  
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Writing is a way of expressing oneself to the public, a medium 

through which a self-governed mind expresses and spreads the truth. 

Writing in many ways is like fragmented palettes hoping to bring light 

and joy. We are grateful to every contributor who helped to interpret 

the limpidness of brokenness and grief. 

 

As the great Nigerian writer and poet Chinua Achebe once said, the 

moment you allow yourself to identify with the people in a story, then 

you might begin to see yourself in that story, even if on the surface, it's 

far removed from your situation.  Whatever the case may be, Libretto 

Magazine we are here to indulge your presence with excitement and 

jubilation, in collaboration with the best writers, poets, and artists 

from every part of the world. We wish to elevate stimulate your 

artistic consciousness.  

We wish you a Merry Christmas and Happy New Year in advance.  

Thank you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Nosakhare Collins, 

Founding Editor/Publisher  
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Ola W. Halim 

Rattle 

 

olani was sure she heard a rattle. 

Like metal claws scratching dry earth.  

It whizzed something out of her. She stilled for a moment. Held 

the Stephen King she was reading against her chest. 

And the rattle stopped.  

It's just a noise, Tola!  

She sighed, and continued reading.  

It was King's The Dark Half. The sparrows were flying in the 

novel, fluttering their wings against the window of its protagonist, 

Thad Beaumont. And the rattle she thought she heard sounded like the 

sparrows fluttering their wings against her own window.  

Her own window.  

Flap. 

Flap. 

Flap.  

Feathers congregating in the air, held by a sinister force. Totally 

wiping out the turquoise of the morning sky. And leaving an enduring 

stygian feel.  

Smelling of rot. 

Of fresh, fecund rot— 

Perhaps she was imagining it.  

But what if she wasn't?  

T 
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What if tonight, the first night she'd be spending outside her 

husband's hairy chest, outside their Ibadan home, was going to be her 

worst night ever?  

Tolani suddenly wanted to go back home. She stared at the wall 

clock. Its dial read 11.15. Her heart thumped. In her ears. Over the 

profound silence that seemed to clang somewhere behind the 

shadows. She sensed she could no longer hear the music coming from 

the hall downstairs. And the shadows on the wall were thinning into 

slants, cinnamon strands of blurs.  

Images without forms. Or life.  

Yet fatal.  

Deadly.  

What if there wasn't really going to be a revival tomorrow? What 

if it was her dark subconscious, seeking to destroy her finally, that 

made the Lagos chapter of Divine Healing Ministry send her the 

message?  

Why would it? 

Simple; so it could lurk over here and kill her! 

Finally.  

Her dark subconscious; it had tried to kill her several times. It 

spoke to her. In lackluster voices. She imagined its words wrapped in 

speech bubbles dripping in ice. It told her it was okay to loosen her 

braids. To jump down the balcony. To bite into her fingernails and eat 

the cuticles.  

It lured her into dark corners. And she saw its form carving out of the 

gloom, a mass of smoke.  

Sapphire smoke. Ice.  
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She'd tried to drown its voice by reading King: It. The Stand. The 

Shining. Misery. Her school librarian, the first man to reach under her 

skirt and squeeze her moisture, gave them to her. His name was 

Segun. And he had the bluest eyes Tolani had ever seen.  

And he believed. He believed my dark subconscious existed. He wanted 

to help me.  

They say you can only conquer fear by diving into the waters— 

—without bothering about the outcome.  

You might drown. Get strangled.  

Or swim ashore, a free woman.  

But you shouldn't care.  

Not when a demon is inside of you. Folding itself to the exact shape of 

your body. Breathing your air, at the same tempo.  

And no one believes you. Because you don't agree you're a river 

princess. You don't want to wear the amulets. You want to be ordinary.  

But deep down there, you know.  

You know you see and hear things nornal people don't.  

But you shouldn't care.  

Her dark subconscious had left her ever since she started 

reading King. She'd set the King novels ablaze. She'd become a 

Christian. Old things have passed away.  

But today, she bought The Dark Half.  

Because she'd be bored here.  

And now, her dark subconscious had risen.  

In full force.  

Jesus! Jesus, save my soul.  
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She dropped the book and shuffled to the bed. Adunni was 

sleeping, breathing smoothly. Bubbles frothed up between her lips. 

She kissed her forehead. Went to check her food flask. There was still 

food. Enough to soothe her when she woke midnight wailing.  

Jide. Jide, her husband. He'd be snoring by now, lying spread-

eagled on their wide bed. Her side of the bed would, of course, be 

empty. Tolani had often flirted with the thought that he could have 

something to do with Anyi, the house help. But she knew it wasn't 

possible. Mama had once told her, ‘Every man has a demon between 

his legs. Forget all this I love you, I love you they use to deceive you. All 

we need to do is to tame that demon—‘ 

‘But Mama—‘ she had tried to protest.  

‘I know what you want to tell me. Jide is different. Who told 

you? Even your father, I had to tame him. If you know what is good 

for you, find time to follow me to Baba Olori Aye—‘  

‘I serve a living God. I'm not going anywhere.’ 

Tolani shook her head now. Jide was sleeping alone. He wasn't 

doing anything with Anyi. Or anyone else. He'd held on to her bag 

this evening when she was leaving and said: ‘Must you go?’ 

She'd produced her phone and read the SMS to him again: 

Dearest Believer, 

There will be a 3-day revival at Divine Healing Ministry headquarters, 

Alausa, Ikeja-Lagos from 20th to 22nd December, 2013. You should 

endeavour to be here in time for your personal convenience. Divine is Real. 

Miracle is Divine.  

‘But where would you sleep?’  
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‘Baby, our church has a hotel. Some suites. Don't worry, I'll be 

fine.’ 

‘And Adunni?’ 

‘How can I be fine and Adunni isn't?’  

‘I'll miss you.’ 

Tolani thought Anyi was watching while they hugged, kissed.  

Could she have been rolling her eyes, sending some signal to Jide?  

She didn't think so. But a part of her wanted her to. She reached 

for her phone. Dialled his number.  

And it rang. Rang. Rang. No response.  

What are you thinking, Tolani? He's asleep! 

But Jide never left his phone on and went to sleep. It disturbed 

him. The ringtone. And if he put it on silent mode, the backlight 

woke him.  

Now his phone was ringing. Which meant he hadn't slept.  

At eleven-thirty? Jide hasn't slept?  

She froze. Cold.  

The shadows widened. Triangularly. Like a lonely, meandering 

road. And her hands were trembling, at first, unconsciously, then 

noticeably. The chill spread round her, raising her veins to elongated 

green tubes, squeezing something cold on her chest, strangling her.  

The rattle was real, then.  

She had heard it. 

Eleven-fifty.  

Night.  

Shadows.  
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Exotic smells and a silence threatening to yell real hard.  

The wind began to lift the curtains, to fling handbills off the 

table. Loud whooshes filled her ears. She pulled the adaptor. Switched 

off the lights. Hollow echoes filled the room, filled her head. Her teeth 

were clattering. She could hear them loud. Like pebbles raining on a 

bed of more pebbles.  

She hugged Adunni. Climbed onto her side of the bed. Sleep 

transformed into a giant, towering above her, visible in the darkness. 

Chunks, or slabs, of mould-coloured flesh dripped down and soon, 

sleep dwindled into a skeleton. The network of bones glistened in the 

darkness. Like burnt gold. She saw what seemed like her body floating 

along. Tearing her, mouth to her ears. Trying to scream. Trying. But no 

sound was coming out.  

When Tolani woke— wondering if she'd really been sleeping 

and that had been a dream—she heard a voice at the door. Her heart 

flew to her throat and hung there.  

‘Madam, your husband is here.’  

What?!  This is twelve-oh-nine and Jide is here?  

‘Who are you?’ 

‘Service, ma'am. Sister Chinyere.’ 

Tolani rose, tiptoed to the door. The doorknob felt oddly cold, 

smelt like rotting metal. ‘Jide?’ 

‘Baby, it's me.’ Jide's voice. Deep. Adenoidal. Cheering. ‘By God, 

I couldn't sleep alone.’  

Oh Jide, stop swearing. You're in the premises of God. Anyway, now 

that you're here I'll ensure I drag you to Delivery Ground tomorrow.  
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She opened the door and let him in. He was wearing his Adidas 

shirt. That same cerulean v-necked polo that stuck to his body and 

outlined his rotund belly. Then his black jeans trousers that 

accentuated his slightly knocked knees. Faded jeans. Ripped jeans, 

gathering at the knees and ankles and thus forming balloons. Boyish 

Jide. He dropped his bag on the table. Buried his face in her hair. 

‘I couldn't stay alone,’ he said. ‘Went to Tokunbo. But couldn't 

stay. I even drove to Mokola, to see if I could sleep there. But I 

couldn't—‘  

‘Don't be silly. You didn't just want to sleep.’ She helped take off 

his shirt and shoes. ‘You could have as well gone to Owo, to lie in your 

mother's bosom.’ 

‘It's not funny, Tolani.’ 

‘Really?’  

He lifted his bag and opened it. Produced a book. Handed it 

over to her.  

Stephen King: Carrie.  

Oh my God. How did Jide know I read King?  

She ran her finger over the embossed title. It felt cold. The same 

cold. She retreated.  

‘How did you know—‘ 

‘I thought you'd be bored here, so—‘  

‘Jide!’  

He shrugged, reaching for Adunni almost immediately. There 

was something about his eyes. It scared her. They were like 

shimmering balls floating in a sea of blood.  
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Jide knows I read King? How did he know? I burnt them before we met. 

I burned them. I'm sure.  

Jide sniffed. Then Tolani saw a silvery thread fall from his eye.  

‘What! Are you crying?’ 

‘I don't ever want you out of my sight. Ever.’  

This is absurd. Jide, crying? Does this have to do with the rattle? 

Stephen King? The sparrows? Why is he holding Adunni like that, as if he 

was losing her, and he had to  protect her? At all cost?  

And he bought her Carrie?  

Jesus!  

‘I called but you didn't—‘ 

‘I was driving down here then,’ he laid Adunni back on bed. ‘Sit 

next to me, Tolani. I want to feel your body against mine.’ 

What!  

She sat. When he took her face in his palms, he felt cold. She 

flinched. There was something odd about all this. But she couldn’t 

place a finger on it.  

They were sitting there, under the dazzling stare of the 

fluorescent light.  

Staring into each other's eyes.  

And the shadows were slithering down the wall.  

And the silence was ringing out loud.  

And Tolani's heartbeat was pulsating in her ears. A rataplan of 

beats. The exotic smells no longer carried the faint blurriness of 

hallucinations; they smelt real. Smelt like scented roses. Like 

something else Tolani didn't know. Something out of this world. 
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He rose to tear off his singlet. Then his boxer shorts. He pulled 

her up, rather violently. Yanked off everything she wore. The head 

net. The nightgown. Her bra and panties.  

Jide has never been this spontaneous as regards sex. He's not a sexual 

monster! 

God, what's this?  

He shoved her to the bed. And he started to pound her.  

Pound? Hey, Thoughts, couldn't you find a more decent word? 

But no other word came close to describing his violent thrusts. 

Balls of sweat formed on his forehead. Like transparent pimples. His 

biceps bulged out. She feared they might burst if she poked them.  

Something is wrong somewhere.  

She just doesn't know where.  

The winds were gone, as suddenly as they had come.  

One-oh-eight.  

Soft music played in the distance now. Maybe Bob Dylan. Or Jim 

Reeves.  

Jim Reeves. Jide's favourite. He sang a whole lot about death.  

In King's novel, Rawlie said sparrows were harbingers of death—or 

something like that.  

What are all these signs telling her?  

Were all these making any sense at all? Did that rattle mean 

anything?  

Was it even real? 

Jesus, I believe in you. I have confidence in you. No weapon fashioned 

against me and my family shall— 
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‘Baby, what are you thinking?’ 

She looked up at him. He groped for her nipple with his mouth, 

his fingers in her hair. But she was not aroused. And Jide doesn't even 

seem to care. 

‘Nothing,’ she said. 

‘Well, as for me, I'm thinking of giving you another baby. 

Tonight.’   

What?! Adunni is just six months old. 

Her phone rang just then. Twenty-five minutes after one. And 

her phone was ringing. 

Who could be calling this late?  

She tried to slip from under him, to take the call. But he held her, his 

fingers tightly interlocked against the small of her back.  

‘Don't!’ 

‘I have a call, for God's sake!’ 

‘I'm more important than whoever is calling you!’ 

‘Please—‘ 

‘Have you started fucking around, keeping it from me?’  

Jesus! Jide. Me, fucking around?  

‘Answer me!’ 

‘Jide? What the hell is wrong with you?’ 

He collapsed on her as he reached his climax. A boyish smile 

played on his lips. He rose. Kissed Adunni on both cheeks. Then he 

pressed his face to hers, used his tongue to push her lips apart. And he 

left a part of his breath in her mouth.  

‘I'll just use the bathroom. You can make all the calls in the 

world meanwhile.’  
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She grabbed her phone as soon as he left. Anyi had called four 

times. Mama, six. Tokunbo, three.   

Who should I call first?  

Mama's number was strangely busy. Anyi picked up on the 

fourth ring.  

‘Madam!’ She  was crying. ‘Madam where you dey?’  

She is crying. One-thirty. Everyone should be sleeping. But Anyi is 

crying.  

‘Anyi! What is it?’  

‘Uncle Tokumbo say make I no tell you, but I go tell you. Oga 

don die. E get accident for Airport Road. Madam—‘  

‘What are you saying? Your oga is here!’  

‘Madam?’ 

‘Is it not Jide?’  

‘Yes ma. Oga—‘ 

‘You don't know what you're saying. Let me meet him in the 

bathroom. So you can at least hear his voice. What kind of an 

expensive joke is that?’  

But my dark subconscious pulls back.  Sparrows are the harbingers of 

the dead.  

God, what's this?  

‘Just wait,’ she pulled at the doorknob of the bathroom. Still 

locked from within. Jide is still inside. It shouldn't ordinarily mean 

anything. But why does it now? Jesus.  ‘Jide? They want to speak to you 

from home.’ 

But why is my voice teary, unstable?  
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Two-twelve.  

Silence.  

Jesus, save me. Save me God. Don't let— 

There was no response from the bathroom. No noise. And the 

door was locked from inside. Tolani though she heard the rattle again. 

Louder. Like a metal heart dangling in a skeleton, a body ripped off its 

muscles by mutilation.  

‘Madam?’ 

She produced the key and turned. It opened at once. There, on 

the tiled floor, were Jide's boxer shorts. And their shadows. Tolani felt 

the walls whirling, like she was in a trance. In the centre of a 

whirlwind. Engulfed by a raving sense of vertigo.  

I'm thinking of giving you another baby.  

Tonight.  

And I'm your dark subconscious. Or whatever you call it. Your 

husband is dead.  

Dead and gone.  

Dead and gone! 

So dead!  

And so gone!  

Cold engulfed her in swift diffusions. She lowered to the floor. 

Her breathing raced. Breakneck tempo.  

‘Madam? You still dey there? Madam!’ 

I'll call Segun tomorrow. It's been years. But does it matter? 

I'll tell him, 'My husband died the day he bought me a Stephen King. 

Not my husband. My dark subconscious.  
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Ayokunle Samuel Betiku 
a sketch on living     
 
I am first encased in a shell of water, silence & darkness. 
Then the water breaks the silence into light. 
I am pushed out of the crevice between two hills, & I sob my  
feet into my first cry; 
no one likes to be dragged from rest into hard labour, 
no one wants to grow himself among weeds. 
The roads here twitch outside my abode, waiting to tear me 
into droplets of sweat & wet their grounds with them. 
The sun shoves me into dark clouds every night &heavily  
rains on me every day. 
I dip blank hands into the soil & pull out hands covered with  
callous graffiti drawn by thorns.  
Life is a cycle of living & dying and of life & death. 
Life is a wheel of several cycles driving us into one final death. 
So at dusk, I ride the sun into days & into months & into years  
& into the end. 
In between the rides, I catch my breath in comely colours. 
Someday, I will ride into the clouds & leave a rainbow behind  
to tell my tale. 
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At the icu 
 
Every space in this corner is a nest for eclipses. 
A man wobbles behind his sweat. 
A woman cuddles a child from tipping at the edge of the world. 
Another woman hangs loosely from a thin strip of wind.  
A girl sucks in a bucketful of air but still sinks. 
A boy pumps in a bag of blood & still leaks. 
I keep hearing screeching from the friction of bones. 
Too many snapping threads here. 
Too many plummeting bodies. 
This place drains the world of colours. 
It drains the eyes into shades of dark & grey. 
It shades neon lights into hadean colours. 
It forces us to pick our names from the remnants of thawed livers. 
Light breaks what it falls on into two, including life, 
& like flies, we scuttle for the bright side. 
But this place forces us to embrace the night like fireflies. 
It forces us to gulp down the shadows. 
Yesterday, my tongue drowned in a goblet of wine. 
Today, I dip my fingers into a mixture of fluid & darkness  
to draw it out. 
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Adaeze .M. Nwadike 

Flowers for Akachi: How not to mourn a skydiver  
 
You wanted to be a skydiver and a poet, 
So you can reach to heaven and pluck me a star, 
place your bloodied palm on the sky as autograph, 
Give God a nudge if he falls asleep.  
This was before you came home and announced to our shock  
you wanted a change of name, 
Before you became a flower and floated with sorrow.  
 
You became the stripes of a zebra,  

Black on one side, white on another, 
Your soul a garden of wild things, 

your face, a guide to loneliness. 
 
 
The day before your body was found, you said 
at the other side of death 
Is a welcoming: A family reunion,  
Friends holding out placards, 
"we waited so long for you." 
A lover 
The world coming together to complete a puzzle 
 
 At the other side of death, The noise is a distant wave. 
 
When I bring you flowers 
It is not you I mourn, it is time. 
It is the things we lost to childhood  
It is the stars 
It is God 
It is skydiving 
It is poetry. 
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A little bit of everything is burning 
For the Nigerian burnt in South Africa 
 
Before birth, we choose how we'd like to dance back in time, 
say stones, or stings of war,  
or river currents.  
Something burns in every man, and we never choose fire.  
Which is to say, 
One is not dead until they are washed ashore.  
 
But today, history drags a leaking bag and I am a messiah.  
It pulls me by the ear: lamb of God who takes away the sins of the world, 
Makes my body a living sacrifice; 
my soul penance for unknown sins. 
 
Be gentle when you mourn me. 
My soft taps on the floor says I have made peace with fire. 
Do not take my ashes to the sea, 
Let the wind bear me like letters on the feathers of a mockingbird. 
 
Let me wander a little, brother, I am coming home. 
I am done playing with this fire. I am coming home. 
 
Tell my father I will travel by air, 
Tell him my ashes settling on the roof of his thatch house  
Would be the first thing he wakes to every morning.  
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Ubaji Isiaka Abubakar Eazy 

No more civil nonsense 
 

hen I first heard the word ‘gentleman,’ it was from the 

cartoon version of Oliver Twist that I had seen in my 

younger days and since then I have always associated the world 

gentleman with the English people until brother Segun returned from 

Manchester two months ago. Brother Segun returned the exact 

opposite of what he used to be, it was as if someone poured ice-cold 

water on him, he became so cold and gentle like those English nobility 

one reads of in novels. Even my friends have taken to asking me what 

went wrong with my elder brother who now walks and talks like he is 

carrying the weight of the world upon his shoulders and I proudly 

retort that: 

‘Well you see, he has just returned from England and he is 

refined! My brother is a perfect gentleman.' 

Truly, you will find it difficult to disagree with me that Bro. 

Segun is a perfect gentle man by the time I finish telling you this story. 

Our father is a local cocoa farmer. Being the first son of his father 

he inherited hectares of land with numerous cocoa trees on them. You 

see, he lost his father when he was just attaining manhood and had to 

drop out of school to manage the farm. Since then he had taken over 

responsiblity of his siblings who he sponsored with the profit made 

from the cocoa business and many of them today are now successful 

lawyers and accountants with three living outside the shores of 

Nigeria—in fact, Uncle Taiye lives happily with his family in 

W 
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Manchester, England. Whenever my father got a bit tipsy on kegs of 

palm wine, he would always remind his friends of his achievements. 

‘Look here, you scallywags! I never could finish school but with 

the work of these strong hands of mine, I have made lawyers and 

notable accountants. So even if I become poor today, I have people 

who are the main people in this country and a man who has people 

who are the main people is not poor, not so?’ 

Whenever he says these, he would raise his shoulders up in 

pride while his friends would nod at his eloquence and admire his 

hunger for achievements. 

Not that our father is poor anyway, his cocoa plantation raked in 

lots of profits for him and he hires many labourers to work on his 

farm. Any day you find yourself within Ibadan, you can ask anybody 

to show you the road to Alhaji Tajudeen Agbekoya Oni Koko's house; 

I shall gladly lodge you and provide for your comfort. This is an 

attestation to our father's popularity all around Ibadan. But our father 

has one flaw; and that is women. Our father believes a man's riches 

should be measured by the size of his household and he went on to 

produce a whole football team...no, let’s just say two opposing football 

teams. Praise singers sang our father's praises saying ‘Alhaji Tajudeen 

Agbekoya Oni Koko, a strong man whose household is as numerous 

as his cocoa trees,’ and our father would retort thus: ‘Hummn, that is 

me you speak of; no two kind of birds can be called hawk!' Hhmm, 

lion! I just love the man! 

Our father is blessed with three wives and fifteen children (we 

are still counting anyway) and majority of us find ourselves within the 

same age bracket, I once heard a neighbour of ours talking of a time 
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when three children were born in our household with the age 

difference being days and an elaborate naming ceremony was done for 

three good days where each child was named one after the other in 

order of how they were birthed. Our mothers were gentle outside the 

home but never a day went by without some scuffle or bickering 

between them. The eldest ones among us were always busy settling 

quarrels and before one could say akporo ekpa ijebu oo, we the children 

took sides and extended the civil war. 

Nonetheless, we were a united family and no one outside dared 

beat up one of us else the others would gather and attack that person 

be he an adult or an age mate. My father knew that keeping the family 

united was an utmost task he must not fail to achieve so he decreed 

that food must be cooked generally and served together in a general 

plate. So, Iya Agba (father's first wife) took care of drawing the food 

timetable by saying who does the cooking for what days. We referred 

to my own mother as 'Iya kekere' because she is our father's second 

wife while the third wife was simply referred to as 'Iyawo'. 

There came a time when Uncle Taiye called in from Manchester, 

he spoke about Bro. Segun who had just finished his secondary 

education and said he would like to have Segun come to Manchester 

to further his education. When our father announced Bro. Segun's 

name as the choosen one, we were all aghast! Who did not know that 

Bro. Segun smokes indian hemp? Who did not know that Bro. Segun 

was the brutal type who would practically beat up his siblings over a 

trifle? Was father hoping Bro. Segun would metamorphose into a good 

man when he got to Manchester? Wonders shall never end! If aunty 
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Pelumi or Bro. Dare had been selected, no one would have complained 

but Bro. Segun of all people to go to Manchester was beyond wonder. 

What has Iya Agba given our father to eat! 

Many were not satisfied with the choice of Bro. Segun, especially 

my mum, Iya Kekere, who felt my elder sister (Aunty Pelumi) should 

be the one to be sent abroad but who would dare antagonise the 

decision of Agbekoya Oni Koko? Most certainly, no one. 

Bro. Segun or Segel Fighter as he was popularly called was the 

eldest of us all. He is also quite tall, taller even than our father, yet he 

is still a young man. He has these rugged features which made many 

fear him—he had once beaten Iya kekere to nonsense for insulting his 

mother (Iya Agba). The incident made our father very displeased with 

him and father would have sent him out of the house but one never 

knows the capacity of Iya Agba's witchcraft until one sees her 

controlling our father; she has a way of whispering things into his ear 

while begging him and father burning-wood anger immediately 

dissipates to ashes, that Iya Agba! I fear that woman! 

Anyway, Bro. Segun was our household's Goliath and I am yet 

to see the foolish David that would cross his path and not be crushed. 

He is known home and away as Segel Fighter; a reputation he built up 

through series of hard won fights back at the secondary school. Even 

in my school, they know him and not even teachers could flog me if 

they knew I am Segel Fighter's younger brother. Kai, I just love Bro. 

Segel Fighter! But let me ask you, if you were my father would you 

send such a son to Manchester for further studies? Well, the ways of 

Agbekoya is strange, very strange I must say and you are not our Oni 

Koko so I do not expect you to think and act as him. 
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The day finally came when Bro. Segel left Nigeria for 

Manchester and I cried. You see, despite the fact that Bro. Segel was 

brutal to everyone else, he never beats me...well, maybe, not as 

regularly as he strikes others so we were close. He promised to call me 

as soon as he arrived in Manchester, and he gave me two hundred 

naira to buy sweets. Two hundred naira for only me and me alone, 

imagine my luck! 

It was barely a year after when I heard our father shouting at Iya 

Agba and saying that her son was destroying his reputable and highly 

esteemed name. Bro. Segun had gone abroad and joined bad company, 

that was what I heard our father saying. If bro. Segun had joined bad 

company, should we not be happy? At least it meant he was working 

in a company and would soon be sending us some dollars, not so? I do 

not suppose that the fact that the company being a bad one should bar 

him from getting paid for the job he was doing there right? However, I 

have often wondered why bro. Segun never joined the good company, 

why the choice of the bad company instead? 

We were later to hear from Uncle Taiye that Bro. Segun had 

moved out of his flat and had moved in to join a hemp smoking friend 

of his. I wondered what was wrong with Bro. Segun then, was the 

money he was making from the bad company now getting into his 

head or what? 

Before the middle of the second year, I woke up one morning to 

suddenly discover that Bro. Segun had returned from Manchester. 

Yippee! I felt happy just thinking of the dozens of toys he would have 

bought for me and ran to his room but on getting there I saw Bro. 
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Segun sleeping quietly. My footsteps woke him up and I asked him 

where he kept the bag he returned with. He just laughed and told me 

he was only back for a brief spell of time before he would go back 

again. So he did not return with much. Bro. Segun disappointed me, 

no oyinbo toys for me at all, not even a small toy car? I almost cried till 

he dug his hand into the side pocket of his suit and provided me with 

three wraps of chocolates! 

‘Haaa! Thank you, sir!’ I quipped and ran out of the room to 

show my friends what my brother brought for me from Manchester. I 

would not eat them then, I wanted to show my friends at school too. 

Of all things, I have three oyinbo chocolate sweets! Dem go hearam! 

Bro. Segun's sudden return brought to our house a form of 

order. The chaotic atmosphere became somewhat serene. If you had 

visited our house then, you would have found it difficult to believe the 

peace that existed therein. Bro. Segun was an archetypal gentleman, 

the Brownlow type in Oliver Twist, he was always putting on suits (it 

did not matter that he had just one—which was the one he returned 

with), or a shirt with tie and shiny black shoes; despite our hot 

weather. Bro. Segun no longer walks on his heels like a hunter running 

after a rabbit, one could hardly hear the sound of his footsteps these 

days. He also became calm and quiet, he reads too much these days 

and when he talks, he picks his words one after the other like a man 

whose tongue has suddenly become immobile. Kai, what have these 

white men done to my brother o! 

Well, I think I loved my brother the way he was; at first. At least, 

he was using those big big grammars of his to settle disputes between 

Iya Kekere and Iyawo; Iya Agba had long hung her boxing glooves 
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and would only look on with equanimity whenever she was insulted 

by any of the women; and he would also stop us; the children; from 

joining their fray or starting one of our own. He preached civility and 

decency. He said we should avoid fighting at all times and always 

seek a peaceful resolution to our conflicts. 

‘People don't fight these days,' he would say, 'they settle their 

differences amicably. You all must learn to be civil, we may not all 

have the same mother but we must learn to see ourselves as one. We 

must stand for and by each other. Let us stop the fighting and 

bickering, please,’ he would address us all. 

Was this our own Bro. Segun popularly known as the almighty 

Segel Fighter? Is this what a trip to Manchester does to people? 

Wonders shall never end! If a trip to Manchester could make Segel 

Fighter become Segun Civil, I suggest Iya Kereke and Iyawo be forced 

to take three trips to Manchester, beeni—three trips! 

Bro. Segun taught us to eat slowly and orderly even though from 

the same bowl. Many of us were not satisfied with the new style but 

no one wanted to be labelled an uncivil beast for rushing our cassava 

morsels and soup. Even our father seemed to be adjusting to Bro. 

Segun's newly discovered way of life and admonitions. He had cut 

down on his night crawling and intake of palm wine. One would often 

hear him calling Bro. Segun ‘my son’ as against ‘that boy’ which was 

what he would say whenever he spoke of Bro. Segun before then. I do 

not know what to call it but it was obvious something strange was 

happening in our house! With everyone behaving gentle and civil like 

this, it must be a miracle and Bro. Segun was the maker of this miracle. 
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I do not know how people endure too much peace but too much 

peace is suffocating for me, maybe it is because I come from a home 

that has never been peaceful...until now anyway. I could imagine all 

things but it has never crossed my mind that Iya Kekere and Iyawo 

would ever be friends (the women have always been cat and dog) and 

now even the fight between Tolulope and Shade which I love to watch 

so much are no longer happening. Oh, how I missed those days of 

chaos and anarchy! Now, all one hears and talk about is civil this and 

civil that, just imagine! 

Well, I was getting used to the new idea of civility and all that 

until one small boy began looking for my trouble! Just imagine o, a 

very small boy for that matter. That small boy is Ola, Iyawo's last born. 

The boy has been over pampered by his mother and spoilt up to the 

point of becoming sour. His case was clearly a case of when a person 

pledges that he would no more practise evil, there would surely come 

one who would come seeking a dose of that evil, and I was more than 

ready to give it to him with full force. Just imagine that small boy 

trying me, the person birthed after the person birthed after me is older 

than him o and he chooses to disrespect me of all people! No problem, 

I'll show him. 

One evening, we all sat eating our amala and egusi soup with 

pieces of pomo here and there prepared by Iyawo herself (God bless 

that woman—her Egusi soup is one in town!). I like that woman in 

everything else except the way she brought up that spoilt brat, Ola. 

Ola had formed the habit of not always bringing his cup of water 

whenever we were served food and he always steals a cup of water 

belonging to someone else and gulps it quickly before the owner 
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would notice. One would finish eating and would look beside him 

where he kept his cup of water only to find an empty cup—Ola had 

already drank its content. I have reported this unruly attitude of his to 

his mother several times and also warned the brat not to try such with 

me again after he did it once to me. 

So this night, we finished eating Iyawo's egusi which had a 

generous dose of pepper and I turned to drink my water only to find 

an empty cup! I looked up at Ola's face and met his fat cheeks bursting 

into cracking laughter, I was mortified! Others began laughing at me. I 

looked up and raised my right hand and landed a heavy knock on 

Ola's fat head khooo, it sounded like thunder and I followed it 

immediately with a slap writing the mene mene tekel upharsin sign on 

Ola's face. What happened next was as expected! Ola's cry rent the air 

and I was pacified. Iyawo ran out from her room on hearing Ola's cry 

and Ola's elder brothers and sisters from the same mother stood up to 

challenge me for beating their brother and I was prepared to beat them 

all to pulp, what nonsense! 

It was then that Bro. Segun Civil intervened and prevented a 

volcanic eruption in a house that had experienced much quietude 

recently. Bro. Segun Civil began using all sorts of dangerous grammar 

on me, he said I embarrassed him and I wondered how eba and rice 

came into this whole issue since it was amala and egusi we just 

finished eating. He called me a rebel and trouble fomenter, a most 

uncivil beast and an intransigent person! Me who has been very civil 

of all people! God punish him! ...Came from Manchester only to begin 

forming humility for us all, God punish him, I say! Nonsense! 
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Bro. Segun made me look stupid before my younger ones and I 

was intent on showing him the stuff I was made of. He should wait 

and see, I will show him I am from Ibadan and not Manchester! 

Two days later, we all sat happily to a lunch of jollof rice and 

chicken when a great idea suddenly struck me. I finished my food 

quickly and stood up stealing towards Bro. Segun and fiam... I stole 

the chicken atop his food and ran off chewing it before he could reach 

me. It was that day that I came to realise that there is no such thing as 

civility where food is concerned. I heard the ever calm bro. Segun 

shouting while running after me. 

‘You are a most uncivil beast! How dare you do this to me! You 

think I am your mate, hmm? I shall have you murdered before you can 

grow up to become a nuisance in this house. You bastard!’ By this 

time, I was already outside our house running for my dear life while 

Bro. Segun kept up the hot pursuit and chant. 

‘You are a stupid boy and I am going to teach you a lesson you 

will never forget in a hurry. You try me of all people! Me, Segel 

Fighter, walahi, you are dead meat already.’ 

By this time he had caught up with me and was sitting on top of 

me by the roadside pummelling me with his iron fist which earned 

him the title of Segel Fighter. I was crying for help but the blows kept 

raining. 

‘I shall show you who I am...(blows) ...maybe you did not know 

that I was deported from England...(more blows)...for beating up a 

white man at a hemp joint! I will show you I am still very much Segel 

Fighter! Idiot!’ 
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By the time he had had his fill and got up from me leaving my 

face distended, he regained consciousness and noticed where he was. 

He looked around and saw many people gathered looking at us, his 

suit had gathered red dust and was dirty. No one intervened because 

they all knew the old Segel Fighter and were afraid of his returned 

spasm of madness. Bro. Segun felt ashamed and quietly walked back 

home with my siblings from the same mother raining abuses on him 

for the damage done to my face and chanting NO MORE CIVIL 

NONSENSE as we went home to start up the old forgotten chaos! 

So, you see my friend, all men are uncivil animals, we only make 

pretence and think we are civil. My family is finally back to normal 

and bro. Segun or should I say Segel Fighter is back! And this timem, I 

was the one who made the miracle happen. 

 

Glossary 

Iya Agba--Senior mother 

Iya Kekere--Junior mother 

Iyawo--New wife 
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Luke Agada 
There was a dream 
 

This figure is an expression of a burnt soul. The tuft of black feathers symbolize the cycle of dark 

memories experienced by the black maiden who is in a pensive mood and rumination and series of 

reminiscing about past breakings and she is trying to burn the unwanted memories that lay heavily on 

her mind. The creativity is mind-blowing 

- Adenifuja Adetokunbo 
Visual Art Editor   

Reflection. Reminiscing. Deep rooted in meditation. This sometimes brings inspiration to create 

new things from old things. It give the ability to retrace back those steps you have missed. It a body 

of returning to where you have been found missing. When you passionately give yourself a time to 

meditate on something, it refreshes you and shows you a new way to do things and how to achieve it. 

- John Chizoba Vincent 
Photography Editor   
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Luke Agada 
The Script, the act and the Mimicry 
 
 
Life in its beauty with different voices and objects of distractions appearing as imaginations and they 
contribute to what life is. They contribute to what man is created to face in - between his journey as 
a stranger to himself and sometimes to his environment. We may not totally decode all the meanings 
to whatsoever life brings to us. Like the warning hands of everything. Like the distraction that comes 

from everything we state at, like the pains we pass through losing a loved one. We watch them fly 
often in our mind eyes like those books on the picture. Sometimes we allow them to get seated and 
use us and the other times, we allow them to make us lose ourselves in their abode holding to those 
memories they created in us. We fail sometimes to see the warning fingers pointing at us. We allow 

our face to tell most of the stories we harbour inside of us. This is the beauty of life in the sin it 
created to make us humans. 

- John Chizoba Vincent 
Photography Editor   
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Jeanette Willert 
Everyday America 
 
Our Waffle House looks like all the others: 
tired formica tables studded  
with condiments and napkin holders, 
a long line of fixed, metal counter stools, 
faded leatherette booths tacky to the touch. 
 
Today, outside the big plate glass windows, 
business is brisk at the Shell station, 
traffic on 231 seems to be moving along. 
Behind the counter, a cook is shoving  
hash-browns, onions and bacon over the hot, flat grill. 
 
Overhead, the light cast by large, round globes is bright 
as an operating room. 
Five “girls” are handling the booths and counter. 
I know them all. 
I sit at one of Amber’s booths, 
she knows she is my favorite. 
 
Her fingernail polish changes color when wet 
I have learned over time, but I do not 
know the stories of her piercings  
or the web tattoo behind her left ear. 
She looks tired. 
 
She pours hot coffee and steps back a pace. 
“My son died last week”, she barely breathes. 
“An accident?”  I ask. 
Her face is damp and doughy. 
“He was twenty… overdose.  Not heroin, 
fentanyl (a fact that seemed important to her).   
He’d been clean for five months.” 
She sighs, her eyes teary, confused. 
 
Behind her, the work elbows on. 
Orders are called out, eggs, bacon and biscuits 
slide onto plates, the jukebox pumps out country woe. 
I rub her forearm, not knowing what else to do. 
My limp “I’m sorry.” is worthless,  
so small, so impotent. It vaporizes with my breath.  
 
Even here in our small Alabama town 
a Hydra is preying,  
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its gargantuan multi-national mouths  
stuffed with drug money sacrificed 
every night by everyday America. 
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Chukwu Emmanuel 
There are no new names for grief  
 

Sometimes I reconsider many things. How uncomfortable it makes me 
that grief could decide the various things we bring into a body. 
                   How the shape of loss is always subject 
to tensile strength. 
& to pressures of distortion. 
 
Often, the shape of loss teaches me.  

that I have no power over myself. I think of what explains grief 
When I question bodies trying to find repose. 
 
    What often breaks fragile beings in halves is grief. 
It threatens glass windows,walls, & limbs of live oaks 
It threatens God when it becomes synonymous to grief. 
 
I mean. 
Loss is the year of hurricanes named after barren women. 
after every orphaned children standing in the sand 
after every married woman 
staring afar with blank eyes  
waiting for a measure of quiet 
 
To call their lovers to home. 
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Luke Agada 
Ye are gods 
 

 
This speaks about recreation artist. Artists are meant to recreate the world. They are known as a god. However 
they can’t be a perfect as God the almighty. God is also illustrated as the best artist for painting the world so 

beautifully. 

- Adenifuja Adetokunbo 
Visual Art Editor   

Creation. Bringing to life what does not exist. When you give life to things, you give them the right to live and 
occupy space, you give them authority to exercise and the ability to be who they are meant to be through your 

imaginative thought. This is creation; bringing to life a dream child who once existed in your mind. It could be 
through writing, through painting or possibly through words. This picture here tells of this act; the act of creating 

through the use of pencil and the imaginative eyes. It reflects self portrait, our world, the creating capacity of 
man as was given to him from God; it depictsthat the ability to make things come into existence lies in our hands. 
 

- John Chizoba Vincent 
Photography Editor   
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Goodness Olanrewaju Ayoola 
a shadow ready to perform arson  
 
I push myself a bit further out of a self-wreck — 
the mistakes done in darkness, repeated in light.  
My eyes, each, are a house of random ruins. I keep falling 
back; submerged into the deep inside of me, if I pick a vein,  
a tissue for a lifeboat, I still cannot float on broken memories.  
Blood is as boundless as sea. I wish blood is thicker as molasses,  
so I can retract reveries with slow speed; so I can pay attention to budding  
burdens. One minute, I am undressed; bare before blue pyre, &mirror 
mockery, you should see how depression looks perfectly serene before a fire. One 
minute, I am extending a dream; a shadow ready to perform arson, searching familiar 
darkness.  
One minute, god says, live. I reply, shut up you devil.  One minute,  
I meet myself breathtakingly, cascading: a spring in my palms.  I stop this dream to 
retry.  
I tell god, I’m sorry.  
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My body as a blank flag  

 

I swallow residual poetry // it is how I trade for a flag void of colours//  
How I wake hibernated peace // how I convince gravity & pass //  
& create my own very sky // & feel there are imperfections I can  
Still make to fly perfectly// I // a blank flag   in the hands of races // caving 
 Into color palettes denotatively // as a proof to the world //that healing is mutual // 
// that by blank, we can make enough rooms for beautiful  
Collages// 
But // I’ll admit nothing has changed //because each morning I am confused as to 
What to accommodate: 
 The morning grief’s or prayers’ arsenal exchange over my mind// I possess burnt lips 
over several beckons of the sun // on pools of incessant tears // drowning me // that 
keep 
Questioning my conscience //   there is  
Itchy news coursing my coarse mind // the 13-year-old essayist girl // who died  
By stray bullet opens a brook of silence inside of me// I carry a pressing bag of guilt of 
the woman // who held out the doctor's prescription for her dying child // whom I 
could not help because I know I cannot save everybody // I leave grief and other 
reflection as a background // when I pretend to take a lone selfie// I tried // to own 
myself once // but isolation is    as boring as hell // I keep swallowing // I keep my 
body open 
Like a nameless country //I keep etching rooms for severed souls searching for solace 
// I keep keeping on // not because I don't want to give up // it is because stopping 
does not know how to catch up on me 
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Luke Agada 
Look closer 
 

 

Here we visualize the plant also. The green Plant as having the same soul and spirit as humans. They 

breathe and live just like we do. They contribute to our ecosystem and adapt to the seasons just as 

humans do. Hence, this Connote the connectivity between these creatures and humans in the 

universe. It shows that we as humans should not in any way treat them lesser rather we should also 

see them as part of us. 

 

- John Chizoba Vincent 
Photography Editor   



Issue 02 2019 

 

 
49 
 

John Chizoba Vincent 

Photography Editor   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Servio Gbadamosi 
Nigerian Award-winning writer and publisher,  

 

 

 

The Process of 
Writing and 
Publishing 

 
      Interview by LIBRETTO 

Libretto had a discussion with award winning 

Nigerian writer and publisher, Servio Gbadamosi. 

Gbadamosi is the head of Winepress Publishing and 

its parent company. Noirledge Limited, a robust 

independent publishing house that has in the past 10 

years, helped mainstream a generation of new voices 

in Nigerian writing. Gbadamosi’s poetry collection. A 

Tributary in Servitude, released in February, 2015 

won the Wole Soyinka Prize for Literature in Africa. 

In this interview he shares his thoughts on writing 

and publishing, and what it feels like to be on both 

sides. 
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LIBRETTO: Hello Servio, I am so happy to have you here. What 

prompted you to become a writer? When did you first realize you 

wanted to be a writer? 

 

S.G: I am delighted to be here with you. 

 

I started writing as an undergraduate of the Olabisi Onabanjo 

University. I had applied to the Mass Communication program 

because I believed in the power of words and information to change 

and shape our world. Radio was an essential part of my childhood. 

My mother made sure that one was always on, despite the irregular 

power supply. It drew me first to music and then to the news. 

Somehow, I developed a feeling that the newscasters I listened to on 

radio knew everything about the world and possessed the ability to 

tell same beautifully. And I wanted to be just like them—possessing a 

well-rounded knowledge of the world and the ability to tell it 

beautifully.  
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So, I had always known that I would 

write and be around books and writers. 

This is why I spent more time in 

libraries around the university, reading 

lots of literary and historical texts. I owe 

a lot to my literature teacher back in 

secondary school though. He was a 

kind, warm and friendly man who did 

his best to ensure that his students 

enjoyed literature as well as he did. 

Fond memories of his teachings would 

later on inspire me to start writing 

poetry early in my university days. That 

should be sometime in June, 2003. 

 

Now, I am not sure there was ever a time I made a deliberate decision 

to become a writer. Writing found me. I stumbled into it, found out I 

loved it and I have not been able to break free from it ever since. 

 

LIBRETTO: What is your best writing genre? Apart from writing, 

what other profession would you have chosen? 

 

S.G: Poetry is my favourite genre. Creative Nonfiction comes second. 

I would choose reading and writing these over the others any day, 

anytime.  

 

Besides writing, I really love teaching, as well as working with and 

being around creatives and cultural practitioners. I have found that I 

have a natural knack for Arts Administration, which is why I have 

decided to pursue my passion in these fields. I have invested time and 

resources into learning the ropes in the business of publishing and 

book distribution over time and the results have been rewarding.  

 

LIBRETTO: How did Winepress become a Publishing home for 

writers? What does it take to get published through your firm? 

 

S.G: I started thinking seriously about starting a career in publishing 

sometime in 2007. I had completed my first poetry manuscript and 

sent it out to a number of publishing firms for consideration. As it was 
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the case for a lot of first-time authors then, I met with disappointment 

and I was alarmed that some publishers would not even take a look at 

the manuscript simply because it was not an academic text that could 

make it to the prescribed reading list in schools around the country. In 

talking with other writers in the literary and arts groups I belonged to 

in school and online, I discovered that this was a problem common to 

us all.  

 

There and then, I decided to be one of the people that will help solve 

this problem by working with and giving hope to writers across the 

country through the platform of an independent publishing company. 

I envisioned that our books would be published in the best quality 

possible and sold at a price that readers would be able to afford. I have 

been at work on this dream for more than ten years now and I have 

been blessed with the support of like-minded friends along the way. 

That led first to the establishment of House of Hits, then WriteHouse 

Collective and now Winepress Publishing and its parent company, 

Noirledge Limited. 

 

As I said in a recent interview with The Guardian Newspapers, 

Winepress and Noirledge are independent publishers and we do not 

have as deep pockets as the major publishing conglomerates. What we 

do therefore is to carefully select our authors based on our 

understanding of the market and the company’s role in it. We are 

particularly interested in younger writers who are unafraid to tell their 

stories in rich engaging ways. 

 

LIBRETTO: How can the reading culture be encouraged in Nigeria? 

 

S.G: I believe the issue of reading in Nigeria, and Africa for that 

matter, goes beyond ‘encouraging’. A lot of factors come into play as 

far as the reading culture is concerned. However, I think one of the 

things we can do is to see to the establishment of more libraries in out 

communities and to also ensure that these libraries have the right 

digital facilities. 

 

LIBRETTO: What can you say to upcoming young contemporary 

writers who wish to achieve more in writing? Also, as someone who 

has been in this industry for years, can you share your views on how 
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you think someone can benefit financially and otherwise from writing 

and publishing? 

 

S.G: They should keep writing and reading. It is in the doing that we 

become. If they are not in a hurry to be heard and take time to horn 

their skills, it is just a matter of time before the world starts paying 

attention to them and their writings. Eventually, the benefits also come 

in. 

 

LIBRETTO: Who are your favouritewriters? And which books have 

impacted your writing the most? If you do not mind, you can share 

with us some of your favourite excerpts/lines from the book(s). 

 

S.G: Niyi Osundare, Jay Wright, Derek Walcott, Abdellatif Laabi, 

Tchicaya U’Tamsi, Syl Cheney Coker, Paul Muldoon and many more.  

 

LIBRETTO: What does your family think of your writing? 

 

S.G: Well, they understand me and they have been very supportive 

through the years. 

 

LIBRETTO: So, what are you working on next? What should we look 

forward to? 

 

S.G: There is a poetry collection and a couple of creative nonfiction 

pieces in the works. It is still an ongoing project and so, you would 

have to wait, I guess. 

 

LIBRETTO: Thank you for your time and your benevolence, Servio 

Gbadamosi. 

 

S.G: Thank you LIBRETTO 
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Antonia Salinas Murguia 
Social Beings 
 
We were born with loneliness in our consciousness. 
As we surrender our emotions experiencing this world, 
loneliness seeps out of our limbic system.  
 
Such a debilitating emotion that comes 
and breaks our strength, our logic.  
We hate being lonely, because we are social beings. 
 
Unfortunately, it can come and go in a second 
or stay for hours, days, weeks. 
It empties our heart of closeness, of comfort, of safety. 
It hurts like a cut wound that will not heal.  
It tricks us into thinking we cannot leave it.  
 
Although we can, we really can. 
We need to reach out to others with kindness  
to help us focus on someone else. 
We need to share our worries with someone 
we trust and ask for help. 
Caring for others, talking to others helps us survive. 
We can, we really can leave the loneliness.  
 
As time passes and it returns,  
we will be able to handle it, 
acknowledge it, and let it go. 
This is because we can decide how long  
we will mourn the loss of pain  
of whatever makes us hurt 
and then move on.  
 
Loneliness becomes short lived and tolerable. 
I know because I lost my son to suicide 
and the pain of loneliness visits me everyday.   
I give it a time limit and then it has to go. 
Some days, I don’t even let it in!  
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Ibrahim Oga 
Floater 
 

t was 5.55 in the morning. Osu sat on the floor with his legs 

folded, one on top of the other. A cloth was spread in front of him 

and on it, was a Luger—the P-08, BYF-41, 1941, 9x19mm caliber 

Parabellum Luger Mauser pistol. He was strip-cleaning the rare 

firearm. Dismantle, clean, assemble, and clean again, he performed the 

familiar exercise with mechanical precision. He squeezed the trigger 

again and again. Click, click, his treasured possession was all set. He 

loaded it, put it back in a box and stashed it away in his bedroom 

ceiling. Then he began preparing for the day. Osu had made peace 

with his actions in the past. At thirty three, his life was one of calmness 

and abiding by the law now. He appreciated this life, though he 

carried a piece of the past with him. 

At 7.30, Osu drove out of his home heading towards his place of 

work. It was a regular morning with the sun and its warmth rising 

simultaneous until the accident happened. 

He froze when he saw the collision. He was advancing from the 

other side of the road. A car emerged from nowhere and hit the back 

tire of a motorcycle at an intersection. The motorcycle, a commercial 

one, screeched in a semi-circular motion before dragging its rider and 

passenger on the floor. It was like there was a timer slowly counting 

down to unfreeze him as the incident 

unfolded…three…two…one…zero. He applied his brakes a few 

meters away from them. 

I 
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Passers-by rushed to help. The okada rider, as they’re called, lost a 

toe nail. He had bruises on his palm and all over his legs. His 

passenger had bruises too; on her right knee, hip, shoulder, and 

forearm. She cried in pain, one could only imagine where else was 

hurting her.  

‘You’re going to be fine,’ someone was telling her. ‘Hold on to 

your bag before someone steals it.’  

Another, with some first aid experience, was trying to stop the 

bleedings. Osu volunteered to take them to a hospital.  

There was still some goodness in people, he thought. People still 

cared for people. He was carrying some strangers to the hospital. He 

was a Good Samaritan too. This thought made him smile. Perhaps 

because of his past, he was satisfied by his current life of faith and 

goodness more than other regular folks. He was experiencing an 

empathy he had never felt before.  

‘My sister is not picking her phone,’ the wounded passenger 

said, still sobering. ‘And her husband is out of town. I need to tell 

somebody.’ 

‘What’s your name?’ Osu asked. 

‘Ene.’ 

‘Ene, my name is Osu. I know you’re in a lot of pain, but 

everything will be fine,’ he assured. ‘Let’s just get to the hospital, we’ll 

figure everything out while you’re receiving treatment.’  

The Okada rider didn’t say a word. He simply groaned in pain.  

He took them to a private clinic and waited while they were 

attended to. There was something humbling about being in a hospital. 

Seeing sick people made him contemplate the quality of his mortal 
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body—the fragility of it all. The doctor came out and said apart from 

the bruises, there was no other injury. Though Ene was resting, Osu 

could go in and see her. The Okada rider demanded to be released 

immediately.  

The patient’s room was rather too typical for Osu. It had a tiled 

floor, a white bedside cupboard, blue bed sheets, blue curtains, and 

white ceiling fan and walls. There was nothing more, not even a TV. 

He stared at patient and imagined her without the bandages and 

swollen eyes. Going by the information she just gave to a nurse, she 

looked older for a twenty five-year-old, albeit in a good way—thick 

just enough and tall enough. He concluded that she was cute.  

‘Has my sister called?’ she asked, trying to sit up.  

‘Take it easy’ he said, raising his eyes away from his phone. 

‘Relax. ‘I’m sure she’ll soon call.’  

He smiled and asked her what day it is.  

‘Very funny,’ she replied. ‘I’m not that high on pain killers. How 

long have I been here?’ 

‘About five hours, it is 1.48 now and it’s still Tuesday in case 

you’re wondering.’ 

Ene apologized for ruining his day. It was OK, he said. His office 

hadn’t called him yet. Apparently he was not missed, he joked. Osu 

tried to be funny as they conversed. Ene tried to smile even with the 

aching body. He was happy she was polite enough to seem 

entertained.  

She was released from the hospital by three pm. Her sister still 

hadn’t called.  
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Osu paid settled the bills for her and the motorcyclist before she 

asked for it. She was not happy about it but she appreciated the 

gesture, he could see that. He drove her home and asked if he could 

check on her from time to time. She agreed, and gave him her number. 

Later at night, he called her to ask if the swollenness around her 

knee was gone and to tell her goodnight. In the morning the next day, 

he called to ask her if she got some sleep. During his lunch break at 

work, he called just to check-up on her. Osu didn’t seem to lack 

reasons to call her. Their conversations got longer with every phone 

call. And he liked her more with every conversation. She was a good 

listener and had a unique way of explaining things. He liked that 

especially.  

They agreed to see each other on Saturday. He would come to 

check on her. He was bringing lunch, he said.  

There is reward to being good, he thought. A good citizen 

lifestyle and an impulsive act of kindness landed him the most 

awesome woman he’d ever met. 

     *** 

On Saturday, Osu was on her veranda a few minutes before 

2pm. Ene opened the door after the second knock. She looked great, he 

told her. She thanked him and invited him in. Her sister was just 

leaving.  

‘This is my sister, Ebo.’ 

‘It is nice to finally meet you,’ he said.  

Ebo froze for a second looking at him, her smile suddenly died 

out. She smiled again and said it was nice to meet him as well. She 

apologized for not staying longer; she was needed urgently at the 
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office. She thanked him warmly for helping her sister and left. He 

asked if Ebo was always this busy, walking toward a couch. 

‘Bankers,’ she said. ‘They’re always busy.’ 

Looking around, he thought the small living room was too 

crammed, too much furniture. Was the couch too close to the TV or 

was the TV too big for the room? He couldn’t decide. He wondered 

when her sister would be back. She was kind of awkward. They ate 

and chatted throughout the rest of day. He left the place some minutes 

past six. He played it cool like a gentleman. 

At about 8.43, Ebo came home. She looked more sad than tired 

and she told her sister why. 

***  

Osu received a text from Ene at 11pm. We need to talk, it said, 

lunch tomorrow? 

‘Sure,’ he texted back.  

He knew it. Something was definitely off about her sister. She 

didn’t like him. This had to be her, planning to block him. He had lost 

before he even began. He would have to wait for tomorrow to hear 

what excuse they had concocted. Or maybe he was the one who had 

been over reacting.  

It was a long night on both sides.  

At 1pm, Osu knocked on Ene’s entrance door. It was just like the 

day before. He was standing on the veranda, holding a bag of food, 

except he was an hour early and anxious. Ene invited him in. Just like 

yesterday, except she was clearly faking the politeness and looked 
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tired. He mentioned it. She said she didn’t get much sleep last night. 

He asked why. She showed him the couch to sit.  

‘There is no easy way to ask you this so I’ll be blunt,’ she began. 

‘Did you attend Kano state University of Technology, Wudil?’  

‘For a while, yes’ he answered, shifting to the edge of his seat. 

‘Why do you ask?’ 

‘My sister went there too. You were in the same department and 

also in the same group in one of your courses. You were too popular, 

and she was too much of a nobody for you to remember her. She said 

you belonged to a gang?’ 

Osu hadn’t prepare a defence for this. He decided to be honest. 

He was a good man now or perhaps, today was the day to be 

vulnerable. Sometimes for a brief period, people put their hands down 

and wait for a punch to the face from life—an unexplainable moment 

of not giving a damn.  

‘That was a long time ago,’ he replied. ‘How did she know I was 

in a gang?’ 

Her roommate was one of his kingpin’s girls, Ene explained. 

When they walked together in school, the roommate would point out 

gang members to Ebo for gossip and fun. Osu immediately wished he 

wasn’t that popular in the department back then. 

That was not all. Her sister was one of the victims of a highway 

robbery from Kano to Wudil in 2010. Ebo recognised him as one of the 

armed robbers. She recognised him through his voice. He got into an 

argument with the one she suspected to be the leader of the operation. 

And through his ring, it was a unique possession. It had a square 

shaped head and it was completely black, hard to miss. He always 
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wore it. They killed three people that day, causing injuries to a lot 

more. 

‘You have to understand, I didn’t kill anyone that day,’ Osu 

began, raising his head to look at her. ‘And that was the day I left the 

gang for good. I have a past, and I’m not going to defend it by telling 

you why I did what I did. The things I did were wrong… There is no 

justification for them. But my life has been different since 2010. All of 

that life is behind me now and I’m trying hard to make some good. I 

appreciate your honesty and I’ll respect whatever you decide to do. I 

promise you, you have nothing to fear from me,’ he concluded. He 

spoke in some cathartic fashion. He never felt so vulnerable, yet 

relieved, like this before. 

‘I know you didn’t kill anyone. My sister said you were against 

shooting harmless people, which was what led to the argument with 

your leader,’ Ene said slowly, forcing herself to speak. ‘You have been 

nothing but kind to me. I promise you have nothing to fear from me 

and my sister. Your secret past is safe with us.’ 

She looked away from him for some seconds before saying: ‘But 

I need to process all this, so please leave and don’t try to contact me.’  

‘I understand,’ he said, getting up slowly. Then, he left. 

Doing good didn’t have to beget good all the time. Maybe it 

cancelled a bad record from the past or a future misfortune or maybe 

doing good didn’t have to get you anything in return. Perhaps, doing 

good had to be done merely for the sake of doing good. Osu was yet to 

grasp the entire concept of being genuinely good. 
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He contemplated a lot of things while driving back home. He 

thought about skipping town; but he had a job and a life here. Besides, 

who said he wouldn’t run into another person from his past in another 

state. After all, he was more than 500km from Kano, yet look what 

happened. Most of all, he contemplated silencing them, permanently. 

What if they talked? They might not get a conviction but they would 

definitely ruin his reputation. Then again, they didn’t seem like the 

type that could afford the stress of reporting and pursuing such a case. 

But what if?  

***  

At 2.15, Osu returned home. He went straight to his bedroom, 

dragged his reading table to the centre and climbed on it. He pushed a 

tile of the ceiling up with ease. Using one hand, he reached to the side 

toward the door and brought out a box. He came down, sat on the 

edge of his bed and took out his Luger from it. 

What was he thinking? He pondered. He wasn’t sure of what he 

was, but he was certainly not the man that would hurt two innocent 

sisters.  

He was like an asteroid traveling in space, drawn by the gravity 

of one memory or another, one thought or another.  

Osu inspected a golden bullet he took out from the magazine. 

Such a beautiful thing, he could swear it would not hurt when it hits a 

brain. Another thing he contemplated in the car began to seem clearer 

to him. He pushed the bullet back into the magazine, loaded the 

Luger, turned off the safety and cocked it. He wasn’t nervous. It 

would be over before he knew it. He wasn’t thinking about life, he was 

trying to end it. Osu opened his mouth wide and fixed the tip of the 
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narrow pipe of the Luger into the roof of his mouth—its aimer facing 

down. Everything bottled up inside the bullet waiting to be released 

into the back of his head, to relieve him of his burden. He thought 

about all the things he knew about afterlife, the beauty of it all. But 

what enticed him was an afterlife of nothingness. For what if he didn’t 

deserve all the blissfulness of afterlife? He wanted everything to end 

then and then. He put his finger on the trigger thinking of empty, 

dark, endless space, and closed his eyes.  

Memories fade. Sometimes the past was significant because of a 

thing, an object from a defining moment. Feeling the trigger with his 

finger, Osu barely remembered the first time he held and fell in love 

with his Precious. His first weapon and his last, every evil was done 

with it. The Luger was the representation of his dreaded past.  

His phone rang.  

Osu descended back to reality, drawn by the gravity of the 

present, that moment. He opened his eyes and turned to the phone 

beside him with the Luger still in his mouth. An incoming call from 

‘Mum’, it showed. She wouldn’t call except it was something 

important. They were not in the best of terms, him and her. He wished 

for things to be better between them. He should start working towards 

that by picking the call. He shouldn’t end things like this with her. 

Afterlife nothingness could wait, he was thinking about life now.  

In thinking about life, the past shouldn’t have sway over the 

future. He chose to let go of the past, first of all, by parting ways with 

an agent of it. It was time to obliterate the Luger. It was time to be free 

from the burden it brought and the dark possibilities it offered. Osu 
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chose life, the hard present and uncertain future. He chose to strive. 

Suddenly, another call came in. He thought it was his mother again 

but it was not, it was Ene. 
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Market 

Musa Yunus 

 

Market: There is a saying in Igbo land that life is a market place where everyone comes, buys and go. 

Man today, dust tomorrow.  Man today, sand tomorrow. Man today, ashes tomorrow after his 

transaction with another man or with tje earth. Just like man In picture is tending to his tomatoes is 

just like a man is born to this world and he lives to attend to some many things, have a great 

transactions witj different sets of people then, one day, he is no more because his days are numbered. 

Life is a market place. Come and buy your things and go but the different between this earthly 

market and that of mystery of life is that:here on Earth you buy and utilize it for its purpose but here 

in life you buy and never go home with that which you bought. 

- John Chizoba Vincent 
Photography Editor   
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Michael Ace 

Broken 
 
To write this poem, I carry the night on my tongue. 
It tastes black, like the wind carrying my shadow. 
I'm in the middle of somewhere vague, lost, 
Chained to the rhythm of my wishes. 
If wishes come true, I'll hold myself in my hands 
And drop the mirror when I've had enough- 
The sound of brokenness is the sound of victory. 
How do you live in a body that's not yours? 
Because you know you deserve better. 
Not the kind that welcomes scars with open arms, 
Or that which is an exit to pink memories. 
Not the kind that makes you run from light, 
Or wear your demons on the surface of your skin. 
Not the kind that makes you feel like a misfit. 
When eyes fall on you, you'd never know which: 
Admiration, detestation, empathy or mockery. 
You would never know if what they see is you 
Or the ugly shambles on the outside. 
Everyone craves for their kind of home; 
Somewhere they can be God, devil, a troll, a star,  
A low burning flame, a pillar of snow, rose on the lawn, cactus on the playground and 
themselves. 
How do you love yourself when you're the dagger 
Tearing your own heart into two unequal halves? 
Somehow you feel you're living a lifetime 
Where you're an alien, a sojourner, a cyborg, 
Hoping you could sleep for an eternity 
Until someone finds you where you belong. 
The best part of a broken man's life 
Is the moment before he was born. 
And the best part of this poem, really, 
Is the moment before you begin to read. 
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Animal and Ocean 

 

Ann Privateer 

 

Life is worthless without these things: Animals and oceans. These things make up life and its beauty. 
The grazing of animal. The struggles in the jungle among the animal and a way of seeing nature as 

formless as it has been meant to be. Although the colours may be deceiving for the fact that it doesn't 
represent the intended pictures created in the mind but the work of the artist cannot over ruled. It 

still stands to represent our life as an island of many things, going and coming, back and front, death 
and life as in the jungle. Survival and success in its colours and imageries. If we could go back basic 
steps of living and dying, they might be having the question of who and where our ecosystem has 

effect on every human being. 

- John Chizoba Vincent 
Photography Editor   
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Tukur Ridwan Olorunloba 

life in a lyric of loss 
 
this world is my shadow. he left me behind 
& lonely in my own night 
 
dying times, days drenched in the overflow  
of forlorn 
 
like a thief caught at the market square, 
I am stripped & battered— 
bathing my lungs in liquor  
I am a furnace, burning from inside 
with the aid of hemps 
because the world is cold outside 
 
my mood, a glint of fire, dying  
from life's heavy wind & blind storms  
chasing innocence out of a broken hymen  
 
I, a black god, worshipping who chiselled me  
from the fire woods of their hot kitchen 
they are now full, I am now empty 
 
I am a barren land this season  
grazed of my crops. o my soul, 
keep soaring to pull God's beards 
so I could hang on to him 
 
there is war on this earth 
& my peace cannot keep up the fight 
I am a sea betrayed by loss of fishes— 
they are my hope of life, 
I am endangered  
 
hooked I am from sinking with my dead spirit 
I am the nature all has cheated 
the silence teasing the nerves of a sad song 
because you can't hear my wails 
 
I am the broken rock of strength, conquered 
in the battle for survival 
& my night is still young, & I am scared 
when will it grow old & die? 
 
so I can cover its corpse  
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with the white cloth of a new dawn 
my sun is in trouble, bullied by dark clouds 
I am about to rain, look at my eyes 
& see yourself melting with my falling tears. 
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sunshine 

 
here he is   there he goes again   his head hung below his face     a happy-go-lucky ray    
of a sunshine 
whose sun has been melted      by the wet perches of rain 
in these rainy days     a torrent    upon the fields of nature 
is a torment to his nature         alas 
 
the bad part of this testimony is that     it is not his first time, 
&          that is not good enough      & when this torrent would not be the last torment      
on his sunshine makes it worse 
 
he feels the worst heat of gloom     in a dark room     tearing  
his swollen eyes     bursting         into raindrops    of self-pity 
 
he has been left    to melt in the storm    his light dying out 
 
the bad part of this testimony is that     it is not his first time, 
&           that is not good enough 
 
he was this 
he was that 
he was what this & that called him         with lips of envy  
& admiring voices         & less does his past admire his present    & more does his 
present   envy a time ahead         but unknown to the future       alas 
 
we can now imagine    someone's sunshine being eroded  
into smokes of dim clouds by the rain     in this season of storms        &   here 
germinates from the root of thoughts 
the truth      that we are not above    beyond ups & downs 
&  truth is bitter       & he has been chewing it in the mouth  
of conscience         for quite long 
 
the bad part of this testimony is that this is not his first time. 



Issue 02 2019 

 

 
71 
 

Nnadi Samuel 

What is misplaced after transcribing father  
 
Two years after mother was dwarfed into what her maternal home rejected 
laughter became another profanity we dare not hang in our parlor 
somewhere, in a lone kitchen that wasn't ours 
my elder brother claws her cold sarcophagus, looking for another place to urinate his 
tribal marks on 
 
somewhere in his study room, my father dreads away the luck of our last born hair.. 
into stranded fluffs, hosed beneath the dampness of our air conditioner 
a little of her flinch yelled at his drenched eyes to notice the root of her dry skull 
needed a retouch 
yet he firmly grips the tip, staining pints of his fears there 
 
there are things we do not wish to see in a widower's tears 
& for a man to turn grey in sunlight yellow at twilight 
i once peeped a place he did not let even his footprint in & met my father in person 
he was a piece of sign language transcribed into what still deafens mother & her 
obscene thoughts 
 
my scampered curiosity misplaced a portion of him where our visitors still cleans their 
feet 
a kind one picked it up & placed him in between the index of my previous journal 
I remember the last time i referenced him in my project topic 
things fell apart, & the colors of my diploma did not remain the same 
 
last night, i killed my complexion 
& scurried to watch how my shivering shadow canopied what was bereaved in my 
siblings faces, the following mourning… 
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Street 

Musa Yunus 

 

 

Street. A place where different legs come together to create and destroy. A place where everything 
happens. A place where everything is learn. A place where we first learn how to be alone and think 
for ourselves in the absence of our parents. A place where demons come as saints and saints  are seen 
as demons. A place of rest. A place of hurt, a place of diversity. A place of replacement. A place of 
variety of people. You could get caught trying to belong. You could belong and not belong. This is 
the street where strictness is not always guaranteed. The road leads to another and another leads to 
another joining and interacting on your tattered closes, on your sagging folklores, laughing at your 
worn out feet. This is the street, darkness or light depending on your perception. 

 

- John Chizoba Vincent 
Photography Editor   
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Wisdom Nemi Otikor 
Spaces and Matters 
 
i. 
In the kitchen, mother sways  
to Nina's Blackbird, amidst the swell of spices,  
the smell of father's anger and the tryst in between  
 
She tells my sister how loving  
a man is to shrink in, break in, an escape- 
to be free, she says, a woman should keep her man 
 
ii. 
In the parlour, father reeks: 
 
Freedom is 
-wine on nights when your body is 
a windowless house with blazing flames, 
 
-bodies on days when your soul is  
a question; a fractured fragment of a prayer  
 
iii. 
In my room, my lover lays 
lifeless. There is a suicide note 
under the pillow, with my name all over it. 
 
And in my closet, I carry my scars 
like the valley of dry bones, as I name 
each history, each tune till I learn to speak. Again. 
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Olaniyi Ololade Moses 
The Media Says My Country Is a Beautiful Hell  
 
How does it feel when you read about forlorn boys 
dissolving into tears each time life hunts their  
body parts and breaks their bones into stories 
displayed on newspapers twitter and Facebook?  
Every headline is beautiful once it carries tales of  
moribund swing, rotten dreams, fires, bombshell, 
screams and nightmares. The media says we're 
doing fine but shattering like souls in wildfire 
[We know how to roll with tides even when it  
gets tougher] Of course, we're adorable demons  
living in a beautiful hell. Tonight I'm seeing saints again  
burning into tales of ashes in the house of God — 
does it means there is no safe place here again? Every  
T.V tells thrilling tales of wars and chaos. Of peace  
broken into pieces. Every Radio will remind you that 
You're living in a war zone — a confluence of pains and wails.  
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Robin Helweg–Larsen  
What else we could do? (we had no choice)  
(The Bahamian people speak: from 1700, 40-50 years per stanza) 
 
This Bahamas soil all rock 
and the rains ain’t come... 
but the Spanish treasure fleet sailing through - 
what we can do? 
Make boats more nimble than theirs, 
take what we can. 
What else we could do? 
 
The Spanish all gone 
and the soil still rock 
and no rain all winter 
and big storm in the summer… 
but the Redcoats blockading the mainland 
and the colonists asking for guns - 
what we can do? 
Run guns in boats faster than theirs. 
What else we could do? 
 
War end in the United States 
but the soil still rock 
and no rain… 
but the North blockading the South 
who want sell cotton to England for guns - 
what we can do? 
Run blockades with cotton and guns. 
What else we could do? 
 
Peace in the North and the South 
but the soil still rock 
and rainfall be drought… 
but now North and South all ban liquor - 
what we can do? 
Rum-running - Make our boats quicker! 
What else we could do? 
 
Then they legalise liquor again 
but the soil still be rock 
and we get hurricane… 
but up north in the winter no sun… 
what we can do? 
Let them come and we show them some fun. 
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What else we could do? 
 
They the richest and strongest on Earth 
while our soil still rock 
and we got no fresh water… 
but now they ban drugs -  
what we can do? 
Drug-running - small planes in the cays, 
go-fast boats at night on the seas. 
What else we could do?  
 
Now look like they go legalise drugs… 
always is just one thing to do: 
figure out what is next, 
whatever they want but can’t get, 
have it here, run it there. 
They have cash and to spare - 
our land may be bare 
but we sitting right next  
to the richest and strongest on Earth. 
Whatever you want and can’t get... 
Usually someone saying it ain’t legal… 
But what else we could do? 
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Sailor and Ship 

 

Ann Privateer 

 
 
Sailor. Ship. Journey. Destination. Ocean. Oceanside. Rocks. Mountain. Cloud roaming. These are 

embodiment of life. Life is a journey of its own. Sometimes a journey we end up not returning, 
sometimes we return. In the totality of this journey, we don't know our destination and safe arrival 
isn't promised to us. Like the ship on the picture, it may capsize or not,none of the board knows the 

fate of the ship I the next few minutes or seconds although they know their destination but who 
knows if they arrive their destination or not. Such is life painted mystically on this picture. 

- John Chizoba Vincent 
Photography Editor    
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Bill Yarrow 
Origin Story 
 
My father taught me how to solder 
and that's when I first started to write.  
Now, when you hold the soldering 
iron in your hand and depress the trigger, 
the tip of the gun heats up. Novices uncoil 
the solder and place it on the hot tip 
but that just results in it melting and 
it dripping uselessly into nothingness. 
 
What you need to do is place the tip 
of the iron against the contact to be soldered 
and then touch the solder to it and you'll 
get a nice bead against which to lay the wire 
you want to connect. As with all hard things, 
easy does it. So what I started to do was heat up 
some nouns and then place some cooler verbs 
alongside. I found if I fired up the verbs, I wound 
up exploding the piece, so I was careful about the 
temperatures of words. It's all about adhesion, 
the tight seal. You want the contact to be secure. 
If a wire pulls away, the circuit will be broken 
and the thing won't work, and it has to. I mean, 
if the thing won't work, then what are you doing? 
 
My father was a miser about time, but he let me 
labor under my delusion, think that I was doing 
the work when it was clear I was not. None of my  
contacts held. All the wires pulled away. If you had 
looked at me then, all you would have seen was a boy  
playing with contacts, littering a counter with blobs of solder. 
If I had looked at myself more closely then, I might have seen  
a boy learning that the best teacher, of anything, is failure.  
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Ubaji Isiaka Abubakar Eazy 

Deep Reflections on Poetry and Existence: A Review of Umar 

Abubakar Sidi’s; The Poet of Dust 

 

Published by Konya Shamsrumi, Nigeria 

Year of Publication: 2019 

Genre: Poetry 

 

he search for understanding is what aptly defines Umar 

Abubakar Sidi's The Poet of Dust. The poet uses poetry to 

interrogate the fundamental questions of life; questions which most of 

us are afraid to ask because we fear that we may find no satisfying 

answers. Umar Abubakar Sidi's did not set out to answer all these 

questions, however, and neither does he pretend to answer them. 

What he does excellently is that he leaves us enchanted with the way 

he asks theseserious existential questions in his verse, and how he 

employs rhetorical questions to bare his thoughts on them. In The Poet 

of Dust, we do not just meet a poet; we also meet a profound thinker 

employing stunningly beautiful language to regale us with his 

thoughts. In The Poet of Dust, we see the poet's attempts to grasp the 

world he lives in alongside his existence as a poet and it is very well 

done.  

T 
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The collection is divided into 

two parts (‘The Poet of Sand’ 

and ‘Poetic Manifesto’). In the 

first part, we meet the poet in 

‘The Peninsula of Poets’, 

seemingly floating into an 

imagined and dreamlike 

peninsula where he meets with 

great poets as Martins Espada,  

Darwish, Adonis, Simic, Billy Collins etc., and to them he comes with a 

burning need to understand poetry. Actually, here, the poet is 

revealing his range of influences to us, he indirectly shows us his 

journey into ‘poethood’ by telling us his experience and the role 

played by each of these poetic greats on his eventual emergence as a 

poet. For example, he says: 

BILLY Collins was the very last I met 

He tied me to a chair and tortured 

A confession out of me:  

      What is P?  

      When is P seen as P?  

      Who made P P? 

      Why is P considered to be P? 

When I was leaving, he consoled me with a gift 

An apple that astonishes: Good Poetry, he said, is a chick 

A voluptuous curvy, sexy chick, with protruding breasts 

Heavy backside, an enormous clit 

And a never ending quest to go more and more (10) 

The need to comprehend poetry soon metamorphoses into a 

need to understand who or what a poet is, or ought to be. The 

definitions here do not stray too far from neurosis as we come to 
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understand that a poet may be ‘a mad man drunk with lust’, ‘a little 

tipsy thing’, and ‘a holy fool.’ 

We meet the poet still perambulating this peninsular in the 

second poem (‘The Peninsula of Poets II’) and still very much 

preoccupied with the need to understand who or what a poet should 

be. He meets Laikhur who gets him drunk and it is in his drunken 

state that he receives the revelation of what a poet is. Using a 

dominant style of couplets punctuated with a line of onomatopoeic 

sounds to achieve rhythmic beats, we are confronted with the 

revelation that a poet is the seemingly mad, but wise man. 

A poet dreams through wakefulness 

A poet walks & sings through dreams 

 

Hush Hush Hash Hash 

 

A poet is the craze-man of the stars 

     A poet is the grand lunatic of hell Hush 

 

Hush Hash Hash 

 

A poet is a fat snobbish pig rolling 

     Through the dirty mud of life 

 

Hush Hush Hash Hash 

... 

A poet is Confucius, Buddha, Basho, Judas, 

     Simon, Peter & Lao Tsu 

 

Hush Hush Hash Hash 

 

A poet is iron-clad rage reverberating 

     Through the earth’s four corners 

 

Hush Hush Hash Hash 
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A poet is a barrel of wine, a staggering crippled 

      Sleep-laden alcoholic, master of the 

      Tavern of Life 

 

Hush Hush Hash Hash 

 

A poet is Shaman, Babalawo, Sangoma, Boka 

      Seer, Healer, mental-patient, a penetrating 

eye 

      Through the dark regions of Night 

 

Hush Hush Hash Hash (14-17) 

Interestingly, even the meaningless sounds used to call rhythm 

into the lines of the poem seem to emphasize the neurosis which the 

poet presumes to be the defining point of a poet. Umar Abubakar Sidi 

seems to be telling us that that there exists a thin line between poetry 

and insanity, and they may be somehow connected. Indeed, poetry 

gifts the poet the ability of profound thoughts and men with profound 

thoughts are often thought of as roaming on the threshold of insanity. 

Plato (albeit definitely not a poet)is a relevant example here. 

‘Instructions to a Poet’ dishes a full plate of advice to poets on 

the need to compose beauteous poetry that glorify God, and that can 

be put in the service of humanity.  

Poet. Create. Make poetry 

That will break the rules of grammar 

& cripple the orders of syntax. Make poetry  

That will throw shackled chains on metaphor 

Torture & condemn it to a life sentence In the impenetrable 

Dungeon of Words 

 

Poet. Sketch. Paint. Make poetry 

That will be read by the blind. Poetry 

That will be heard by the deaf and dumb. Poetry that will 

stir passion 
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In schizophrenics, lunatics, mental patients Poetry that will 

loosen their metal manacles 

Make them run into the street 

Jump into the sky, laugh & scream for Joy (21-2) 

The next poem, "Testament of Sand" is a fairly long one, and it is 

here; and in the poem which follows, that the writer's brilliance and 

profound thinking is elaborately displayed. In "Testament of Sand," 

we see the poet trying to grapple with questions tied to creation and 

existence. The poem can be divided into two parts. In the first part, the 

poet introduces a character (Al-Arshad—poet of sand) in a manner 

reminiscent of praise singing, but which is actually targeted at 

defining this character to the reader, while in the second part, the poet 

moves towards interrogating Al-Arshad on creation and existence. 

From the descriptions given, Al-Arshad is no other than Lucifer, 

a foremost angel who fell from grace to grass, and later known as 

Satan. Sidi would not be the first to describe Lucifer in a manner akin 

to praise singing as John Milton did something similar in the first part 

of his epic poem, Paradise Lost. What John Milton did not however do 

was to have a monologue with this fallen angel. Using apostrophe and 

rhetorical questions, the poet-persona throws unanswered questions 

related to creation and existence at Al-Arshad, since he (Al-Arshad) 

must have witnessed it all. 

The questions on creation and existence soon graduate to that of 

mortality in ‘Deuteronomy or Book of Dust’ where the persona 

continues to interrogate Al-Arshad on the concept of death. The 

persona soon concludes that death was birthed same time as life: ‘in 
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the beginning was DUST, DUST was with GOD and DUST was GOD’ 

(38). 

The second part of the collection is titled ‘Poetic Manifesto’. In a 

short poetic essay titled ‘In Lieu of a Preface,’ the poet explains his 

projection for poetry in years to come (2045 precisely). He envisions a 

gathering of poets who will issue a manifesto demanding that poets 

use poetry in the service of humanity, poems that will fight against 

mendacity, inspire political and scientific cum technological 

revolution, antagonize religious intolerance and its propagators, 

celebrate heroes of freedom, engender good leadership, expose 

poetasters, permeate into all spheres of life, move everyone 

emotionally, poems that will venerate those who stood and spoke for 

good poetry (a reference perhaps to a friend of the poet, Femi 

Morgan). 

We have seen the poet's handling of universal themes in the first 

part, here we meet him dealing with societal issues such as terrorism, 

racial and religious intolerance, irresponsible political leaders, and the 

tendency to breed hate and lead people astray on the part of religious 

leaders. Without further ado, let's go see the poems. 

‘This is not a Poem This is not a Prayer’ is my favourite of Sidi's 

poems in this collection. It deals with the inability of the poet to 

compose poetry because he is shocked by an experience of suicide 

bombing. He says: 

Today, the machinery of the poet is scuttled 

No ambivalent metaphors. 

No silent birds 

Whistling delicious melodies to the hearing of the 

poet, 

No magic mirrors reflect images of dancing maidens 
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Nor storytelling blue parrots in royal chambers 

Pillared on chrysanthemum, porphyry and jade, 

No Shakespearean hammers for beating 

Recalcitrant quatrains into submission, 

No more polish to shine the dull surface 

Of newly crafted verse 

 

Today, the poet cannot sing, 

A self-appointed 

Soldier of God 

And his vest of bomb has just 

Detonated in his box of voice (47) 

It is instructive to note that Nigeria, a West African country and 

most populated country in Africa, has suffered the continual 

onslaught of the Boko-Haram terrorist group. This terrorism is 

inspired by extremism and preachers of hate. Sidi's takes the fight to 

these hate preachers and calls imprecations upon them in this poem, 

he calls on God to: 

Strike 

 

Now! 

 

Strike the evil preacher and his dogs 

Destroy the camp of carnage, demolish the forest of flames 

(48) 

The poet’s anger is not only directed at the evil preachers. He 

blames the political and military leaders who have been unable to 

halts the attack. also blames the political leaders for being 

irresponsible and insensitive to the plight of their people. For those 

who sing the song of peace and love and shun ethnicity, the poet asks 

for the conservation of their lives: 

Conserve the shepherds, 

Professors of Truth 
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Who declare: 

Identity is Fiction 

Ethnicity is Fable 

All is One 

All descended from the adamic line 

Or from the loins of australopithecus afarensis (49) 

He calls on God to act by striking these anathemas of the society 

else people will do it themselves. I find this poem quite interesting due 

to its use of imagery, pun, and alliteration to convey its ideals. 

The next poem, ‘Soul Song or South African Knows,’ takes us 

back in time to the apartheid era in South African and the poems 

seems to emphasise that once a poet knows what love means, it will be 

hard to teach him hatred. This, essentially, is the philosophy of Dennis 

Brutus and Nelson Mandela who preached and yearned for a racially 

blind South Africa. 

With Sidi, negative or bad has the semblance of positive or good. 

His perception of bad seems to have a glaring ironical twist to it that 

may puzzle an observer who is not careful enough (this manner of 

expression is also very present in the lingual of youthful social 

classes). We experience this in the next poem in this anthology; 

"Things Poets Do". Here the poet gives us of how good poets should 

write, approach, and view poetry although he ironically qualifies them 

as ‘Bad poets.’ 

In ‘The Veiled Secrets of Kama Sutra or the Way a Certain Poet 

Interprets the Surrealist Manifesto at Night,’ we meet a persona who  

abandons all intellectual yearnings to engage in sexual acts which 

proves the controlling and overbearing nature of love on man. 

In the last poem titled ‘Poetry in the Republic of Love or A 

Goddamn Poem about Goddamn things & Similes Vomited by a 
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Motherfucking Goddamn Bard,’ the poet calls upon several images in 

describing his love for his lover. These images are mostly salacious, 

and sometimes even negative. But as we all must have known by now, 

Sidi thrives in employing negativity to express positivity. 

Umar Abubakar Sidi is most certainly not your everyday 

Nigerian poet for he has not only shown his dexterity, he has also 

shown a propensity for profound thoughts by tackling universal 

subject. I like his style of poetry, and appreciate his penchant for 

diction (except the salacious ones of coursewhere he seems to begiving 

the 'middle finger'). His uncommonness as a Nigerian poet stems from 

his adoption of salacious lingual cum innuendos and imageries in 

discussing and analysing serious issues. A scatological study of the 

work will surely leave the analyst with enough material to work on.  

It is quite evident that the poet is well-read for aside from 

featuring names of great poets in his poems, his language also 

makesclear a long period of traversing in Islamic, Judeo-Christian, and 

philosophical spheres, which his writing profits from immensely. I 

noticed his inability to control his lines in certain instances where he 

allowed himself a forgetful basking in the poetic aura. However, this 

does not do much damage to his poems, neither do they hinder 

understanding. These can be understood as quirks, for who truly is 

more human than a poet?  I comprehend the poet's yearning to break 

tradition, but he must thread softly so as not to bastardise the art of 

poetry. We could surely make do with less prosaic lines and bombast. 

Also, I would advise the poet to stick to single and striking titles, 

rather than reflecting confusion by using double titles for his poems. 
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Umar Abubakar Sidi's The Poet of Dust is a collection I think will 

pass the test of time as most of its poems are tied to universal themes 

rather than epochal or societal related themes. Here we meet a young 

bard attempts to understand questions related to poetry, existence, 

creation, and of course dust (death). May this stunning collection be a 

rite de passage for this poet, the world cannot wait to see what he turns 

his erudition and abilities to next. 
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Watercolor' 

Ann Privateer 

 
Colour has a voice. It is either shouted or whispered. In this case the colour is shouted and whispered 
at the same time. This is a disorderly but harmonious layer of colours intended to split the mind into 
fragments and invoke a strong feeling. Typical of abstract representation. It’s a wonderful piece. 

- Adenifuja Adetokunbo 
Visual Art Editor 

 
Nature in its beauty. Combination of different colours to arrive at a definite answer to the 
imaginative thinking of the mind. 

- ohn Chizoba Vincent 
Photography Editor   
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Luke Agada 

Theory of no change 
 

what do we see sometimes when we inwardly look at ourselves? What do we see when we look 
outwardly? What do we see when our eyes are closed and we could not see some of these activities of 

distractions? Does the inward person effects who we are or the outward? Sometimes what we see 
when we cover our eyes is who we are and what is better to us but atimes, it is not. We can't be able 
to reciprocate life with what we have seen or heard. Life is like the bead worn around that head, the 
more we count, the more you get to Kno more of it not necessarily with out eyes opened but closed 

Sometimes to understand it. 

- John Chizoba Vincent 
Photography Editor   
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Ahmad Adedimeji Amobi 

Voices of Broken Beings 

 

I have lived many lives inside this body. –Akwaeke Emezi 

**** 

aybe, there is a life elsewhere after dying. I mean, dying 

could be the beginning of another life, in another place, and 

with another body. The first time I heard of immortality, I was on the 

bare ground, beside my mother, amidst broken people whose faces 

were lined with tears, before my brother who was wrapped in a white 

garment and the pastor said our brother is immortal. Maybe he wasn't 

breathing, or maybe he was dead, I didn't know. I was just four and 

my mother kept my head clasped to her side, she was crying. 

The pastor said he lives on. I did not know what death really 

meant. I thought death was dying. I didn't know death is the angel 

that kills and being dead really meant being dead. Like, he was dead 

and was killed by death. But the pastor said he lives on. 

He gave me a book that had his name printed on it. GH Owo—

he told me that is his pen name. When I grew up, I discovered he had 

written more than a book. The one he gave me was about a boy who 

loves a boy but couldn't approach the boy because he has a mole 

beside his mouth. I didn't understand the story and I couldn't ask him 

before he was placed into the rectangular hole. The pastor said he lives 

on and I thought he would come back. I feel him within my flesh. 

M 
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**** 

Why do the dead wear white garment? Does it signify purity or 

is it the cloth they will sew when they get to their next life, where they 

will live forever? 

**** 

We told him to meet us at the T–Junction where we used to 

meet. It was a Monday and we decided to run away from school. We 

ought to leave together but his mother sells banana and he told us he 

would steal some for us to enjoy the game. We played Kami's ludo, 

and after, we ran to the river to bath, and after, we would go to Baba 

Jasope's shop to rent bikes, and after, we would go home as though we 

actually went to school. We told him to meet us at the T–Junction. We 

were expecting him. We are still expecting him. 

We threw the coin and it landed on the tail. We should look for 

him. When we got to the expressway, we saw bananas shattered on 

the floor, people nodding their heads like lizards, a truck pulled to a 

side and blood streaming on the floor. He was dead. How does death 

kill within the minutes of I will see you later? Death keeps us waiting 

for him, till now, till present, he hasn't joined us. Maybe immortality 

happens when the dead lives in your mind. 

**** 

‘Mum, where is my dad?’ 

‘Your dad is dead nah!’ 

‘Haha, I thought you said he traveled.’ 

‘Yes, that was because you were small then.’ 

**** 
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The night came early. My mother was on her mattress singing 

while I lay on the mat beside her. Then I heard voices of the broken 

beings that had left before me. I heard my father. He was saying 

incoherent words my brain couldn't decipher. I heard my brother. He 

was crying. Echolalia. The cries I hear every night and do not know 

where they come from. 

Maybe death is immortality. Maybe the souls of the dead don't 

go to heaven, maybe they fly into another being. I can see the blurring 

picture of my father, and my brother, and my friend as I look into the 

mirror. Maybe I, too, am living the life of someone else. 
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Sai Sabouke 

Rebellion 
 
We have buried so many loved ones 
                That we're now masters of obituaries. 
The Aso Rock has plundered us, fucked 
                        Us with the clawed phallus of despair 
Wrung hope  
from our raped hearts 
That we now become hopeless activists 
With death as the motto of our movement. 
                   In a dream, I saw the sky turned rock 
And falling towards the bare heads  
Of my people. In another sleep—a nightmare 
I saw myself waving  
a dark flag with shades of dust 
Leading a generation of people into a cemetery 
Garnished with loaded guns 
Nooses and a million dug graves. The Aso Rock 
Has pushed us here. We’re in a place 
Where calls for salvation 
Do not echo from the minaret or pulpits 
                     But from inner lobes of dark graves 
Waiting to swallow bodies of people  
Robbed of the conviction to keep fighting. 
So much has been lost.  
                                          A people who used to be 
Warriors of hope have now become puppets  
Under the garment of despair. Today, 
death is a luxury— a furniture in the mansion of  
our dying dreams. 
                             Everything has fallen. Our only  
way of revolt is fall, like desert dust, into 
Graves dug by the dark hands 
of eagle-hearted vultures. 
 
  



Issue 02 2019 

 

 
95 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Toby Abiodun;  
Nigerian Award winning spoken word poet,  

 

The Process and 
Inspiration in 

Spoken word and 
Writing. 

 
 

      Interview by LIBRETTO 

Libretto recently caught up with award winning spoken 

poet, Toby Abiodun, to discuss poetry and the writing life. 

Abiodun is a multiple Slam Champion, holding titles in 

major Nigerian cities, including Lagos, Abuja and 

Portharcourt. His short story They Say He Had Eyes Like 

The Burning End Of A Cigarette was longlisted for the 

poets in Nigeria for Short Fiction and published in the 

Odour Of Death Anthology. He was a guest at the 2019 

editions of both the Poetry Africa Festival in Durban, 

South Africa and the Lagos International Poetry Festival in 

Lagos. Nigeria.   
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LIBRETTO: Hello Toby. I’m so much happy to have you here, please tell us little 
about yourself. 
 
Toby: I was born Abiodun Oloruntobiloba Emmanuel to Yoruba parents in Benin 
City, where I have lived most of my life.  
 
LIBRETTO: What prompted you to become a spoken word poet? What 
influenced your choice of stage poetry rather than page poetry? 
 
Toby: I think I was influenced by the first poets I was introduced to. My first 
experiences of poetry were YouTube videos of Holly Painter, Indigo Williams, 
Nathaniel Increase and Efe Paul Azino. These people shaped the idea that I could read 
what I wrote, and perform them too. 

 
LIBRETTO: When did you first realized you wanted to be a spoken word poet? 
 
Toby: My first experiences of performing my poems were slams. Each slam made me 
realize I'd love to perform for life. Every story shared, the sweet realization that I 
could say something and people would resonate with it, made me feel accepted, 
important and alive. 
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LIBRETTO: How long does it take 
you to write a spoken word piece? 
 
Toby: LOL! Is there a specific time?  I 
don't think so. Some of my poems take 
a night, some take weeks, some take 
months, some a minute.  
 
LIBRETTO: You are well known for 
spoken word. However, what 
inspired one of your spoken word 
poem “The Revolution”? 
 

Toby: ☺ Nigeria can be very 
frustrating, you are always at a point 
where things are difficult for no tangible 
reason, where things aren't done right, 
can't be done right because some 

powers do not want them done right, where we are either physically fighting ourselves 
or fighting to stay alive. We are the most patient people I know, we don't complain 
enough and even when we do we aren't loud enough. We don't blame people for their 
wrongs and hold them accountable, we don't move, we don't breathe, we live on luck, 
live by chance, live our lives on the line, always hungry, always lacking the basic things 
not because these things aren't available but because we aren't allowed to have them. 
So I wrote the Revolution as my own way of saying for the people what they are afraid 
to say. 

 
LIBRETTO: Can you give us your favorite excerpt from the poem 
 
Toby: LOL!  I don't have a favorite. Every bit of the poem means a lot to me.  
 
LIBRETTO: Now, congratulations on your success as an ambassador of 
Heritage Bank Plc. How does it feel like for you to be ambassador of Heritage 
Bank Plc as a spoken word poet? 
 
Toby: Thank You! It's been a privilege to be able to say things that represent the 
Nigerian spirit, and to be able to do it for a body that takes the Nigerian Art and 
Literary space very seriously. It's been a life changing process. I mean, I get into some 
spaces and people want to come around, want pictures, people call me their role 
model, people say I inspire them. It feels like a heavy responsibility sometimes but I've 
been able to walk through it.  
 
LIBRETTO: You've been a Nigerian spoken word poet for a while. What was the 
challenges you faced in getting to where you are today? 
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Toby: Firstly, I am a shy person and I lack enough confidence to want to always 
showcase my works (maybe I used to). Those two things have been a major challenge. 
Then exposure to materials, books most especially. I mean, I live in Benin, a place 
where the most accessible literature are Christian books and Motivationals. I have to 
buy books from Lagos or Jos, which takes more money and time. Then having to 
always travel outside my State for slams, festivals, workshops etc, hasn't been easy.  

 
LIBRETTO: What do like to do when you’re not writing? 
 
Toby: Sleep, watch or play football  

 
LIBRETTO: Who are your favorite spoken word poets? 
 
Toby: Efe Paul-Azino, Titilope Sonuga, Graciano Enwerem, Busisiwe Mahlangu, 
Rudy Francisco, Darius Simpson, Denice Frohman, Porsha Olayiwola, the list is 
endless.  

 
LIBRETTO: Could you share with us one spoken word poem you’ve been most 
fascinated by? Tell us why and share favorite lines from it? 
 
Toby: Darius Simpson's Lost Voices. The way the poem was performed remains why I 
love it.  

 
LIBRETTO: What can you say about upcoming young contemporary spoken 
word poets who intend to achieve more in spoken word? 
 
Toby: Read more, write often, be confident and trust the process.  

 
LIBRETTO: In less than thirty seconds, what are your best wears? 
 
Toby: Jean, Shirts, and Sneakers. Hoodies too.  
 
LIBRETTO: What does your family think of your writing? 
 
Toby: They're supportive. Surprised too.  

 
LIBRETTO: What was one of the most surprising things you learned in creating 
your writing? 
 
Toby: That I can be shy in person but bold in writing and expressing same. Can be 
serious in person but funny and playful with my writing.  

 
LIBRETTO: Spoken word poets have a way of describing their spoken word 
poems in rhymes. In not less than two minutes, how do you describe yours? 
 
Toby: I would describe mine as taking the form which it ought to take. If it needs to 
rhyme I rhyme, if it doesn't need to I won't.  
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LIBRETTO: So, what are you working on next? 
 
Toby: Working on my collection. And I've been running away from submitting 
poems to Journals, Magazines and the rest, right now I am preparing for submissions, 
for rejection and acceptance letters, a few failures and success stories.  
 
LIBRETTO: Thank you for your time and your benevolence, Toby. 
 
Toby: Thank You for having me.  
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A little girl 

Musa Yunus 

 
A girl: the picture of this little represents the beginning of every life. A woman is a country. She bore 
pains, hardship, multitasked to make many things happen. A woman is life of many, from her a life is 

brought to the world. A woman is the definition of what universe is. 

 

- John Chizoba Vincent 
Photography Editor   
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Ben Ige 

Treasure Hidden in Plain Sight     
 

A classroom in a secondary school. The wide opened windows and the two doors 
allow for cross-ventilation. There are nine pairs of chairs and desks, forming 
three rows, three columns and two aisles, all facing the chalkboard. There are 
eighteen students in the class, two on each chair. On the walls are several 
writings, inscriptions and quotes that are peculiar to Nigerian secondary school 
classrooms: “Readers are leaders” , “Knowledge will give you power, but 
character respect”, “Leadership and learning are indispensable to each other”,  
“It is easier to build strong children than to repair broken men”, etc. All the 
students are seated, murmuring. Soon, their seventh period’s subject teacher 
walks in.      

 
STUDENTS:  (Stands. Chorus.) Good afternoon, Sir.   
TEACHER:    Good afternoon, class. How are you today? 
STUDENTS:   Fine, thank you, Sir.     
TEACHER:    (writes on the chalkboard.) 
   What’s today’s date?  
STUDENTS:   Today’s date is 1st of March, 2018.   
TEACHER:   Who can remind me our last topic in Government?  
   (A few hands are in the air. Calls one of them.) Sola  
SOLA: (Stands.) Our last topic in Government was ‘Leadership and 

Influence’. 
TEACHER:  (To Sola.) Good of you! That reminds me, I gave you an 

assignment as regards that… 
STUDENTS:   Yes, Sir.   
TEACHER:    Somebody should read us the question. 
ADE: (Stands.) Effects of character traits on our lives: personal 

experience.  
TEACHER:   Yes. ‘‘Effects of character traits on our lives: personal              

experience”. (Points to a student.) Let’s start from you. 
NGOZI:  (Stands.) I … (Prolonged silence.) I… 
TEACHER:      What happened?  
NGOZI:            I didn’t … 
TEACHER:      You can read it from your notebook.  
NGOZI:             (Bows.) I didn’t write the assignment. (Students murmur.) 
TEACHER:       (Annoyed.) You didn’t what? You didn’t write my assignment? 

(Paces the right aisle.) How many of you didn’t write the     
assignment? (Pause.) Stand up if you know you didn’t attempt the  
assignment (five students stand.) and those of you that wrote it, 
open it on your desk, I want to mark it.  

SOLA:  (Silently.) Thank God I attempt it at least  
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TEACHER:  (To the culprits.) You will be severely punished unless you can give 
me a genuine reason for not writing it (calls one of them.) 
Abubakar! 

ABUBAKAR:      (Drops his gaze.) Yes, Sir.  
TEACHER:        Have you a younger sibling? 
ABUBAKAR:    I have two younger sisters (pause.). I’m the first born.  
TEACHER:        Good! What type of influence is that?  
STUDENTS:        (Loudly.) Bad influence.  
TUNDE:             (Playfully adds.) Bad market.  
TEACHER:      Tunde, stand up. (To Abubakar.) By Implication, you are teaching 
             your younger ones not to write assignment. You are telling them  
   how unimportant assignments are without you actually saying it!  

ABUBAKAR:  I’m sorry sir. I won’t do that again.  
TEACHER: (Firmly.) You will serve punishment. (To another culprit.)    

Hazzan, what do you have to say?        
HAZZAN:   I was watching champions’ league.  
STUDENTS:   (Surprised.) Ah! 

Football!  
Soccer! 
Unserious element!  

TEACHER:   Yes, he speaks the truth. (To Hazzan.) Then, after the match …?  
HAZZAN:  We lost. My team lost. And so I became lowered in spirit, 

couldn’t do a thing thereafter. Even my dinner was left … 
TEACHER:   (Silently.) I value honesty. Hazzan… 
HAZZAN:     Yes, Sir. 
TEACHER:   Sit down. The truth sets you free. 
HAZZAN:   Thank you sir. (The class claps.) 
DORCAS:   (Raises her hand.) Sir, I too will speak the truth. Please allow me.  
TEACHER:   Go ahead, speak nothing but the truth. 
DORCAS:   (Clears her throat.) Sir, I hawk (pauses) I …  
TEACHER:   You hawk …?  
DORCAS:   I hawk mama’s wares after school hours.  
TEACHER:  And so you became tired and couldn’t attempt your homework? 

Isn’t it?     
DORCAS:  (Shakes her head.) No, Sir. 
TEACHER:    Then what? 
DORCAS:  No matter how tired I become I still manage to write my 

assignment. But yesterday was a different case. (Silence reigns a 
moment.) 

TEACHER:   What happened yesterday? 
DORCAS:  (Soberly.) They were three. Men. Young but strong men. They 

called me while I was hawking. They asked how much I sell my 
goods… 

TEACHER:   (Inquisitively.) What do you sell? 
LANRE:   (Interrupts.) Bosikoro! 
TEACHER:  (Infuriated.) Lanre, stand up. Put up your hands, close your eyes. 

(Pause.) you will be a great loser if you close your ears also. 
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DORCAS:  (Continues.) I sell Okirika, used baby clothes. Second hand. 
TEACHER:   Okay. The three men? 
DORCAS:  Yes. They checked my wares randomly, asking how much is this, 

how much is that. (Unconsciously play-acting the scene.) I soon 
became suspicious, but as customer is always right. 

TEACHER:  No. Not always. The type of market determines who controls it. 
A customer has very little or no right in monopoly market, while 
in a perfect market customer can be considered a king.(To 
Dorcas.) continue, please. 

DORCAS:  Noted, Sir. One of them picked two clothes, stood up and 
walked away, in a way that suggested he was going inside to take 
money. I saw him go. 

TEACHER:   Where? 
DORCAS:  They sat under a big cashew tree in front of a house. 

An old house. A bungalow. Around sepeteri area. He stood up  
and was going towards the back of the house. One could see a 
small garden of vegetables and a few trees at the backyard of the 
house. One of the two men under the tree told me to go and 
collect my money. I replied that he did not ask me to follow him. 
The two men claimed he did. They said it at the same time… 

OKON:  (Silently.) One chance!           
DORCAS: (Repeats.) They said it at the same time and that heightened my 

curiosity.   
TEACHER:  Did you go? Did you follow him? 
DORCAS:  I was hesitant, initially. But then I followed… 
TUNDE:  (Unconsciously.) Chai! 
TEACHER:  You follow the first man? (Moves closer to Tunde and pinches his left 

ear.) 
DORCAS:  Yes. I followed the first man that took my wares  
TEACHER:  Then what happened?  
DORCAS:  On entering what looked like a garden at the back of the said 

house, I saw two chairs at a corner, a few clothes on the chairs, 
cigarette tubs everywhere, sticks of used matches here and 
there… 

TEACHER:  Then what did you do? 
DORCAS: I wanted to run, but the other two guys are already close by. No 

ways! 
TEACHER: Did they touch you? (Other students look on.) Do you know the 

place? 
DORCAS:  I handled them perfectly. 
TEACHER:  How did it go? Tell me. 
DORCAS:  One of them said ‘you better cooperate’.  
TEACHER: (Furiously.) Cooperate? Are they sick in the head? 
DORCAS: I told them I liked them, I lied. I told them my aunt sent me to 

spy on them, that my aunt was a detective. 
TEACHER:  (Nods) Nice! I like that.  
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DORCAS:  I told them one of my aunt’s colleagues usually trailed me 
whenever I come to this vicinity. The goods I sell is a façade, I 
informed them. I even promised I would find time to visit them 
without my aunt knowing. So they leave me be. They took some 
steps back. They thanked me. One of them said, “you be fine girl 
O”. Another said, “you be nice girl o, na you save us o”. They 
promised to give me anything I want whenever I come back. 
They returned my wares. And so I left their den.  

TEACHER:   (Claps.) Perfect handling. I like that. 
STUDENTS:   (Rise. Clap. Sing.) This girl don be Margaret Thatcher  

Tough, bold, brilliant, Margaret Thatcher 
Stands where men fall Margaret Thatcher  
Who is this our Margaret Thatcher 
Dorcas’ our very own Margaret Thatcher.  

TEACHER: (Gestures with his left hand.) Sit down. (Pause.) Sit down.(Shout .) I 
said it is okay; sit down.(To Dorcas.)   Did you report to your 
parents?  

DORCAS:  Yes, I did. The three of them have been apprehended by the 
police. 

STUDENTS:   (Clap and shout.) Good! Serves them right. 
TEACHER:   (Firmly.) Okon, why didn’t you write your assignment? 
OKON:  Sir, my own truth is simple: I read at nights. I do my homework 

at nights also. But … 
TEACHER:   But what? 
OKON:   But last night I slept on Facebook! 
STUDENT:   Ah! 

Bad boy! 
Bad market! 
Social medial! 

   You deserve punishment! 
Evil of social media! 

TEACHER:  (Sadly.) Woes of us! (Students take it up and make it a song.) Woes 
of horse! 

STUDENTS:  (Enthusiastically sing, drum their desks and dance.) 
Woes of horse  
Indeed, woes of us 
Computer is good we know for sure 
But surfing and chatting all the time 
Music and movie from dawn till dusk 
And then from dusk till dawn again 

    The books at home are there for show 
Their dusty covers are hosting web 
Pages are neat like fresh from press 
Banana rots but we claim it ripen  
Dressage we term the woes of horse 

  These indeed are woes of us. 
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TEACHER: (Seriously.) In the last class, while we were discussing ‘Leadership 
and Influence’ we talked about bad leaders in history. 
FromCaligular of Julio-Claudian dynasty to Nero; ruthless and 
murderous Nero. 

AKPAN:   (Inquisitively adds.) The one who killed Peter and Paul?           
TUNDE:    (Curious.) P-Square? 
TEACHER:  (To Akpan.) Yes. (To Tunde.) Stand up. (To the class.) Who else? 
HALIMAH: (Quickly Stands.) Ivan the Terrible. He killed for sheer 

entertainment. He even killed his own son. 
TEACHER:   Yes ( Points to another student .) 
ZAINAB:  Vlad the Impaler. He too killed for entertainment. We read he 

would roast children and force their parents to eat them 
HAZZAN: (Makes a face.) Wickedness of the highest order! (The teacher 

points to another student.)  
ROSE:  Saddam Hussein. He buried human beings alive. He also threw 

people in acid pools.  
TEACHER :  Inhumanity! 
DORCAS:  Idi Amin of Uganda. He treated his victims as animals for food, 

and so ate them as meat. (The teacher looks on.) 
AKPAN:   (Quickly.) Joseph Stalin of Soviet Union … 
ABUBAKAR:  (Interrupts.) Adolf Hitler of Germany.  
ZAINAB:   Thaksin Shinawatra of Thailand.  
OKON:  Pol Pot (Lanre joins him and make a chorus of it.) The man who 

killed one-quarters of his own people.  
NGOZI:  Hirohito, who killed more than forty million people and also 

buried people alive. 
SOLA:  Attila the Hun… King Leopold of Congo… Fidel Castrol of 

Cuba… 
ROSE:   (Interrupts.) Kim Jong-Un… Osama Bin Laden… 
DORCAS:  (To Teacher.) Sir, can we refer to Osama Bin Laden as a leader?  
TEACHER: It depends. (Pause.) Depending on how we look at it. He was 

never a stateman, so you may not class him as a leader. But 
considering the fact that Osama was the founder and the leader of 
al-Qaeda… 

ABUBAKAR: (Interrogatively.) The organization that claimed responsibility for 
the September 11th attack on…  

TEACHER: (Answers.) Yes. So as a founder of an organization with many 
members and followers he can be referred to as a leader.  

TUNDE:   A bad leader. 
ABUBAKAR:  (To Teacher.) Okay, Sir. Noted. 
TEACHER:  That’s all about that. Today, we shall discuss the good ones too. 

We shall speak on “characters that make a good leader”. But not 
until you read me, each in turn, your answers to the assignment I 
gave you… 

ADE: (Eagerly.) “Effects of character traits on our lives: personal 
experience.” (Pause. Smiles.) 
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OKON:   (TO ADE.) Speak up, this man. 
ADE:  Last year, I was pestering my father for an iPad and eventually he 

agreed to buy it for me, but on one condition… 
TEACHER:   What’s the condition? 
ADE: My father gave me five novels and said: “only if you can finish 

these books before you resume”. It was during a holiday. 
TEACHER:   What are the tittles of the novels? 
ADE: ‘  ‘Purple Hibiscus’ by… 
STUDENTS:   (Thunderously.) Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie. 
ADE:   ‘Alice’s Adventure in Wonderland’. 
STUDENTS:  (Excitedly.) Lewis Carrol. 
ADE:  ‘The Tale of Peter Rabbit’ by Beatrix Potter; ‘The Wonderful 

Wizard of Oz’ by… (cogitates.) by Frank Baum; and ‘The Missing 
Clock’ by… 

STUDENTS:  (Chorus.) Adeleke Adeyemi. 
TEACHER:  Did you read the books? 
ADE:  I couldn’t read them all. The holiday was full of fun. My cousins 

came around and there were very interesting sports and games to 
play. So I was only able to read two: ‘Purple Hibiscus’ and ‘The 
Missing Clock’. 

TEACHER:   And...? 
ADE:  So when the holiday ended I went to my dad to claim my prize, 

my iPad. I claimed I’d read all… 
TUNDE:   Liar! 
LEKAN:   (To Tunde.) Let him finish up. (Teacher looks on.) 
ADE:  My father asked me to sit down. I did. He now asked me to tell 

him the stories, one after the other. 
TEACHER:   Good! 
ADE:  I never saw it coming, but with confidence, I started. I began my 

narration from the two I actually read. And then proceeded with 
the rest. 

DORCAS:   (Curiously.) The rest? How? 
ADE:  I was framing stories, making stories up, not knowing my father 

had read them all. (General laughter.) 
ADE:    (Shouts.) Ah! Liar! 
STUDENTS:  (Sing. Dance. Clap) Liar, Liar, Liar! 

Liars can not sleep, never. 
Never would they sleep, never 
Liars cannot rest, never 

    Liars think up lies, always. 
Always always they come up with lies.  
Always they end up, as losers 
Liars and thieves are, brothers. 

TEACHER:  This is a negative effect. Lack of certain character traits has made 
you lost the chance to own an iPad you so much desire. Who 
among you can tell us those traits? 
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OKON:  (Jumping to his feet.) Truth! He lied he read all the five books, 
whereas he read just two.  

TEACHER:  What other character trait? 
DANIEL:  Reading culture. Reading habit. (Pause.) His poor reading habit 

made him resort to lying. 
TEACHER: Another person, ‘Effects of character traits on our lives: personal 

experience.” 
IBRAHIM:  (Rather hastily.) Mine is a positive effect (Reflecting.) I went to our 

village last year. My grandfather is a farmer. It was during cocoa 
harvest, so I had to help him on his farm in my own little way. 
But rather than working with him on the same farmland, grandpa 
asked me to work on a separate expanse of land. I did. I worked 
from sunrise till sunset each day of my stay in the village.... 

TUNDE:                 (Cuts in.) What happened?   
IBRAHIM:  At the end of the holiday when I wanted to leave the village, 

grandpa told me all the cocoa I harvested belonged to me. 
STUDENTS:   (Murmur.) Money! Ego! 
IBRAHIM:  So the produce merchant was called, he weighed my cocoa and 

paid me cash. 
NGOZI:   How much? 
IBRAHIM:   (To NGOZI.) A lot of money. 
TUNDE:   (Amusingly.) Farmer, cocoa farmer! 
ADE; (Sings.) Ise agbe, ise ile wa. (Other students join and make it a 

chorus.). Ise agbe, ise ile wa 
                               Eni ko si se a ma jale  
                                Iwe kiko laisi oko ati ada  
                                ko i pe o, ko i pe o. 

Farming is our occupation  
Whoever does not work will steal.  
Learning without hoe and cutlass 
 Insufficient it is, it’s never complete. 

TEACHER:  Hard work pays. Hard work doesn’t kill. Hard work, as you can 
see, has earned him a lot of money. He never knew he was 
working for himself and not for his grandfather. But then he 
worked hard. He was never lazy. He is not a lazy youth. Hard 
work as a character trait has affected his life positively and this, is 
worthy of emulation by all of you. (Points to another student.) 

DANIEL:  (Sadly.) Last year, I learned a lesson the hard way. It was 
Christmas season. Like my siblings, I had given my father the list 
of things I wanted to buy for Yuletide, together with their prices. 
I could remember: wristwatch- N5000, shoes- N7000, Jeans 
trousers and top- N8000, and baseball cap- N5000, totaling... 

HAZZAN:   (Quickly.) Making  N25, 000.  
DANIEL:   (Nods.) Yes, N 25, 000. And when my dad returned from the 

federal capital… 
ADE:    Abuja. 
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TEACHER:  (Frowns.) Ade, stand up. 
DANIEL:  Just as he returned home for the vacation, I went to him and 

demanded for the twenty-five thousand naira (play-acting.) He 
didn’t say anything, he just took his purse, counted some new 
notes, and handed to me, saying ‘Daniel, have this’. 

ABUBAKAR:  (Teasingly.) Yellow Christmas. 
DANIEL:  (Continues.) I collected the money, counted and realized it was 

twenty thousand naira only. 
OKON:   (Interrupts.) As the bank would say, ‘only’. 
DANIEL:   As against twenty-five thousand naira estimate that I’d given him. 
OKON:   No money for cap… 
TEACHER:   (Overreacts.) Okon, stand up and close your eyes. 
DANIEL:  I told my father it remained five thousand naira, money for cap. 

And calmly, my dad said ‘Oh, I see, bring it’ (play-acting the 
scene.) and when I handed back the money to him, he added, 
“son, next time you are offered anything, no matter how little, 
you should first say ‘thank you’ before you complain or ask for 
more.’ Dad rose up. And that was the end of everything. 

AKPAN:   (Unconsciously.) Chai! (To TEACHER.) I’m sorry, Sir. 
DANIEL:  I never got a dime.  Not even when my mum intervened, 

pleaded on my behalf. Dad insisted I needed to learn to 
appreciate and that that was the best way to teach me. (Pause.) My 
fellow students… 

TUNDE:   Yes, Daniel, we are with you. 
DANIEL:  I learned gratitude the hard way. I couldn’t go anywhere during 

the Christmas. The lack of a character trait (gratitude.) had a 
negative effect on my life. 

TEACHER:   Little thing is a… 
STUDENTS:  (Take it up.) Little thing is a little thing, but gratefulness in a little 

thing is great. 
TEACHER:   Gratitude is a great virtue… 
STUDENTS:   (Loudly.) Ingratitude is the worst vice. 
TEACHER:   When you show gratitude for a little thing. 
STUDENTS:   (Shouts.) You have opened yourself a door for great things. 
TEACHER:   (Silently.) When the birds flap their wings… 
STUDENTS:  (Melodramatically sing as they rise.)When the birds flap their wings in 

the sky.  
                               When the trees dance in the twilight.  
        When the lions roar with pride in the jungle.  
                               When the whales dive to the great depths of the oceans.  
                               When the lighting flashes after the rainfall 
                               And the noises of water as it flows through the rocks.  

Gratitude are said in diverse cosmic languages. 
TEACHER:   Yes, Lekan, over to you. 
LEKAN: (Stands.) Effect of character traits on our lives: personal 

experience.  (Reminiscently.) It happened last term. It was on a 
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Monday morning, on the assembly ground. The principal was 
teaching us how best to manage our resources… 

LANRE:  (Enthusiastically.) Cost theory! 
LEKAN:             How best to manage our resources especially, Time (Pause.) He 

explained ‘scale of preference’ and how we can apply it to 
manage our time and use our resources efficiently. (Some 
students make faces, while others nudge one another as they 
remember the event.)  
My mind was far away. The thought of a computer game pre-
occupied my mind… 

OKON:   (Silently, but TEACHER hears.) Wrath of the Lich King. 
LEKAN:  (Continues.) I had not expected the principal to give any talk that 

day. And so I wasn’t attentive. The next day I learnt character 
trait of attentiveness the hard way when a teacher entered our 
class and wrote ‘Test’ on the chalkboard, underneath which was 
written ‘differentiate’ between… 

IBRAHIM:              (Proudly.) Between real cost and money cost. 
LEKAN:  Instantly, my head began to ring and spin at the same time (Some 

students are smiling.) My eyes too bulged, or so it seemed. 
BOLA:   So it seemed. 
LEKAN:  (Proceeds.) I could remember the principal had mentioned ‘money 

cost’,  ‘economic cost’, ‘real cost’, ‘opportunity cost’ the 
previous day while he was explaining ‘scale of preference’, but I 
couldn’t differentiate one cost from the others. To cut the story 
short… 

AKPAN:   (Curtly.) Better. 
LEKAN:  I scored zero in the said test. I had even known my fate before I 

submitted my script for making. (Points to one of his mates.) It was 
Daniel that later explained to me what the principal had said 
about each of the costs: money cost is … 

TEACHER: (To Okon.) Stubborn boy, Tell us the difference between real cost 
and money cost. 

OKON: (Slowly stands.) Real cost and money cost. (Ponders.) Okay. Money 
cost is the actual amount of money you pay, that is, the amount 
of the money incurred in order to procure a particular 
commodity. While real cost is the sacrifice made, or alternative 
forgone, or better still the other commodity which you could 
have bought instead of the one you purchased. 

STUDENTS:  (Clap and general laugher.) Okon, the Stubborn boy! (TEACHER 
points to LEKAN.) 

LEKAN:  So, that was how I paid heavily for inattentiveness. Ever since, 
I've always been attentive, even at home. 

TUNDE:   (Stands and sings.) Students, listen to your teacher …  
OKON:  (Cuts in. Sings another song.) I will come to school early (Others join 

him.) 
 I will always be in class 
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 I will listen (emphasize.) to my teachers when they come to teach me 
I will do my homework 
I will read my books at home 
I will make my parents happy, so help me God 
So help me God, so help me God  
I will make my parents happy so help me God. 
(clap and general laughter.) 

TEACHER:  Attentiveness is a great virtue. (A boy puts up his hand but Teacher 
ignores.) Most times, we hurt ourselves and not others by lacking 
this virtue (The boy stands up without being called.) 

DADA:  (Stammers.) My … My…My own experience goes thus: one 
…(His mates are laughing, but TEACHER frowns at them.) One… 
one…day. I ...I  hid my ice cream … from my sister . I …. I 
….. didn’t want to share it with her. She was discussing with me 
but my ….my…(stuttering.) mind was under the cabinet where I 
… I … I hid my ice cream … 

TUNDE:  (Laughing uncontrollably. ) Dada awuru, awuru yale ya igi oko 
(Other students laugh.) 

TEACHER:   (Snapping in.) Tunde! 
DADA:  When …when my sister left, I went to take my ice… ice… 

cre… cream, but it has been invaded by ants, in their millions. 
STUDENTS:          (Murmuring.) Selfish-Dada  
DADA:  I wept. I so much wished I had shared it with my sister. 

(Stammering.) Ri… right there and then I … I…made decision 
never to be selfish again in my …my life. (Gesticulating wildly.) 
Selfishness is… is a vice. 

TEACHER:   Thank you, Dada, sit down, thanks. 
STUDENTS:   (Shout and sing for DADA.) Adanikan je 

Adanikan mu. 
 Adanikan gbe le palour bi eranko 
Eating alone  
Drinking alone 
Living alone in a big palour like an animal. 

TEACHER:  (Firmly.) Now, let us quickly look at characters that make a good 
leader. (Pause.) For the purpose of this lecture, leaders are not 
only our governors, president and so on, but also include our 
religious leaders like… 

LANRE:   Pastors. 
NGOZI:   Imams. 
ABUBAKAR:  The Babalawos (General laugher.) 
TEACHER:  Also, we have leaders in schools, like the principal, vice-

principal… 
LEKAN:   (Shout to be heard.) Senior prefects. 
TEACHER:   Yes, and in classrooms, we have … 
STUDENTS:           (Chorus.) Class captain (All eyes rest on DANIEL.) 
TEACHER:  As you can see from our previous lessons that there are bad 

leaders, there are good ones also. And there are certain 
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characters that make a good leader. These are the characters we 
want to examine one after the other. (A few students put up their 
hands to be called.)  But before that, I want someone to remind us 
of Sun Tzu’s definition of leadership. (Only two students now raise 
their hands.) Dorcas, tell us. 

DORCAS:  (Stands and gathers her thoughts.) According to Sun Tzu, 
‘Leadership is a matter of intelligence, trustworthiness, 
humaneness, courage and discipline.’’ (Brief silence.) He explains 
further: Reliance on intelligence alone results in rebelliousness. 
Exercise of humaneness alone results in weakness. Fixation on 
trust results in folly. Dependence on the strength… (pause.) 

ABUBAKAR:  (Hesitantly, silently reminds her.) On the strength … 
DORCAS:   Dependence on the strength of courage results in violence. 

Excessive discipline and sternness in command result in cruelty. 
(Pause.) When one has all five virtues together each appropriate 
to its function, then one can be a leader.’’ (Sits.) 

STUDENTS:   (Clap.) Dorcas! 
 Beautiful and brilliant! 

DADA:   And…and…and bold! 
ADE:   (General Laugher.) Dada Awuru! 
TEACHER:   There are five traits, five character traits in this definition. 
AKPAN:   (Hastily.) Intelligence. Humaneness. Trustworthiness. (Checks his 
     jotter.) Courage. And Discipline. 
TEACHER:  Aside intelligence, which may be considered a gift, the other four 

are character traits that can be learned.  
We can learn to be disciplined. And in such situations we call it 
‘self discipline’. If anyone of you wishes to become a leader 
tomorrow, it is imperative to cultivate these habits today. You 
should learn these great character traits. You should learn to be 
courageous... 
OKON:    To be humane. 

TEACHER:   (Paces the aisles.). As a leader, a good one at that, it is courage that 
 will make you to step out and go first.  
But if you call yourself a leader, and have no courage to dare a 
situation and you stay at the back commanding people 
(gesticulating.) ‘you go there’, ‘you come here’. 
TUNDE:           (Adds.) you bring that. 

TEACHER:  Your followers will see through you that you are a coward, and        
you will lose their respect one day. You should be courageous. A 
good leader should have courage (Beats his chest mildly.) I am 
courageous. 

STUDENTS:    (Repeats loudly.) I am courageous. 
TEACHER:      I have courage. 
STUDENTS:   (Thunderously.) I have courage. 
TEACHER:       I am brave. 
STUDENTS:        I am brave. 
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OKON:   (Stands and sings.) Courage, courage, courage 
STUDENTS:     (Chorus.) Courage 
OKON:   (Intensely.) Courage, courage, courage. 
STUDENTS:     Courage. 
OKON:   If you dare to do 
STUDENTS:     (Stand.) Courage. 
OKON:   You’ll be empowered to do. 
STUDENTS:    Courage. 
OKON:   If you have the will. 
STUDENTS:    Courage. 
OKON: You will find your way. 
STUDENTS:   Courage. 
OKON:  Water has the will. 
STUDENTS:    (Now clapping.) Courage. 
OKON:  It always finds its way. 
STUDENTS:   Courage. (TEACHER looks on.). 
OKON:  The air too with will. 
STUDENTS:   Courage. 
OKON:  It breaks trees at will. 
STUDENTS:   Courage. 
OKON:         Courage, Courage, Courage. 
STUDENTS:  Courage. 
OKON:         Facing fear and pain. 
STUDENTS:  Courage. 
OKON:         Courage, Courage, Courage. 
STUDENTS:  Courage. 
TEACHER:  Besides courage, trustworthiness, humaneness and discipline, 

there are several other virtues or characters that are equally 
important for leaders or whoever would want to lead to learn. 
For instance, foresight, a good leader should be far-sighted. A 
good leader should also be… 
HALIMAH:    (Quickly.) Humble 
TEACHER:    Yes, humility. That’s another great 
virtue… 
ROSE:    Empathy 

TEACHER:  Yes, a good leader should be able to put himself in another 
person’s shoe; feel what and how others are feeling… 
DANIEL:   (Hastily.) Consistency, 
Contentment, Deligence… 

TUNDE:  (Cuts in.) Discernment, Endurance, Tolerance, Integrity… 
TEACHER:     Yes, integrity, that’s being honest. 
Moral uprightness … 
IBRAHM:    Commitment. 

TEACHER:   Dedication to a cause. (Pause. Gestures the class to hold on.) You see, 
a good leader, secular or religious, should set good examples for 
others to follow, and to do this, the leader himself must 
display(lead.) and not tell (command). This showing is called 



Issue 02 2019 

 

 
113 

 

leadership. But if a leader has no good character traits to display, 
he resorts to telling, that is, commanding. And no one can 
become a great leader by commanding. Now, the important 
question for you as students is how and what do you display or 
show your younger ones at home, your juniors in school...? 

DADA: Goo ….. goo….good example. (Other students are filled with silent 
laughter. ) 

TEACHER:   The truth is we impart more through our action and deeds and      
characters, (pause.) things we do, than what we tell. 

PRINCIPAL: (Stops by and stands at the doorway.) Our characters are like 
treasures hidden in plain sight. And so the Yorubas would say 
“efin ni iwa,” characters manifest like smoke. There is no way it 
can be hidden. That is why you should cultivate good habits and 
characters. Characters are learnable.  They can be cultivated. 
And if there is anytime your should learn good character traits, it 
is now. The time before you become a dry fish. (Pause.) Let me 
tell you this (moves closer to them.) characters actually 
determine how far we go in life (pause to allow his words to 
sink.) since our character is how we respond to situations (pause 
again.). We may face the same situation, study the same course, 
learn the same trade, but our response to the same situation will 
always differ, depending on our individual character traits. And 
here lies the difference, here lies the secrets. Secret to success. 
Think. (Makes to go). 

STUDENTS:   (Clap. Stand.) Thank you, Sir. 
  God bless you, Sir. 
TIMEKEEP:   (Voice-over): (Rings the bell.) Closing timeeeeeeeeeeeeeee. 
 
                                  THE END.                
 
 

1. What is the assignment’s question? 
2. Attempt the question  
3. Why didn’t Dorcas write her assignment? 
4. Who was compared to Margaret Thatcher, and why?  
5. Mention five bad leaders in history  
6. Why was Osama Bin Laden referred to as a leader?  
7. Who is the class captain ? 
8. Who is the author of ‘The Missing Clock’? 
9. ‘I learned gratitude the hard way’  

          -Who says this?  
                    -What does it mean?            
    10. Distinguish between real cost and money cost. 
    11. Why did Lekan score zero in the test? 
    12. What are the characters that make a good leader? 
    13. In leadership, what is the result of dependency on the strength of courage only? 
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    14. Write a short poem on any virtue. 
 

 

Luke Agada 
Epiphany  
 
This artwork capture music as a source of joy and liveliness and the inspiration is definitely divine as 
we can see from the stream of light breaking from heaven. It’s a very creative one. 

- Adenifuja Adetokunbo 
Visual Art Editor  

 
 
The second picture deals with the effect of music to human spirit, to the soul and the body. What 
music is to human. You know sometimes, music changes everything about a particular situation and 
time. It uplifts and brings down at the same time. Music is a language on its own, a body of language 
that people understand differently. But it takes us farther than our imagination. To a world closer to 
perfection and Sometimes, a dark world; it all depends on the approach to it. 

- John Chizoba Vincent 
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Photography Editor   

 

 

Luke Agada 
The Prophecy 

 
 
 
Game of Chess. The definition of what or who you are when you look into the mirror trying to over 
throw yourself against those things you dont really like about yourself. People really have different 
definition about you, you kind person like we have that object positioned opposite the mirror. It 
looks bigger on the mirror and smaller on the outside. Understanding who we are outwardly and 

inwardly is what really make us who we are. Sometimes we are not to be consumed by what people 
say or think about us, by so doing, it has us to stand firm not unstable, not like dust that can be 

moved at anytime by the wind or legs. 

- John Chizoba Vincent 
Photography Editor   



 

116 Fragmented Palettes| LIBRETTO Magazine 

 

Ubaji Isiaka Abubakar Eazy 

Femi Morgan is a Drunkard: Review of his Renegade 

 

Renegade 

Published by The Baron’s Café 

Year of Publication: 2019 

Genre: Poetry 

 

e do say that wise words fall off the jaws of a man afflicted 

with neurosis; sometimes. I consider the mad man and a 

man in a state of intoxication to be at the same level of 

subconsciousness. Being drunk may not be a bad thing at all times, 

you know? I say this because it sometimes comes with the appeal to 

spill out the heart content brazenly, and with neither fear nor favour. I 

have perused Femi Morgan's Renegade and I know the poet lives 

outside the realm of normalcy. Are most poets not even afflicted by 

madness? For when someone sees something in a different light from 

how all else sees it, do we not call such one mad? Yes, poets are mad 

but their madness is the madness of truth and justice, theirs is a 

peculiar kind of madness pointing out society's inanities and insanity, 

their words are drum beats of foolishness to those whose ears and 

hearts are forever sealed from perceiving the truth. But like Galileo, 

time and tides soon turn around to judge them right. Femi is drunk, 

aye. However, his drunkenness ariseth not from the emerald hue of 

beer bottles, it is drunkenness inspired by the muse of poetry—Femi 

Morgan is drunk on words! This drunkenness can be experienced in 

W 
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the ebullience of his diction; 

nearly running into a bombast in 

certain instances; which are 

packed into every of the poems 

in his collection titled Renegade. 

The poetry collection, 

Renegade, cannot simply be 

labelled as one thing for it 

handles a plethora of issues. 

These issues range from 

modernity, love, feminism, 

prostitution, urban life, political 

exploitation, mortality etc. to 

many others. However, running through the tapestry of the poems in 

this collection is a voice that is unconventional, that cares little for that 

person at the receiving end of his words, and goes out to bare his 

mind; never caring for those hurt by the darts of words; a voice akin to 

that of man in a state of inebriation. This is, perhaps, why Renegade 

appears to be a befitting title for the work. 

So dear fellows, come with me and let me be thine torchbearer as 

we peruse the gyre created by the mind of a renegade. 

Worthy of note are Femi Morgan's poems on urban life and 

modernity. Like the famous Victorian writer, Thomas Hardy, Femi 

Morgan exhibits a keen sense of observing elements of transition in 

our environment and society in his poems. He talks of the struggle of 
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coming to terms with our modern city life as against the old ways 

which are fast declining. 

In ‘Time Flies,’ Femi reminds us that our past appears to better 

the present. Filled with nostalgia, the poet juxtaposes his younger days 

in the village as a pampered child with his present life in the city. He 

captures an imperfect but serene and patient world in one accord with 

nature with offers of home cooked meals as against a fast paced 

present city life filled with weed ornamented roads and fast food joints 

offering foods in plastic wrappings that makes mama ‘weeps for what 

the city has made me’ (7). The poem presents us with a 

metamorphosing world filled with restless glitters, but no more 

attuned with nature. 

The poem "Diffidence" is another poem bordering on city life. It 

captures the typical life of a Lagosian living in a city with roads 

riddled with potholes. It has become so normal that many just sit 

through the whole experience with equanimity as the vehicle gallops 

in and out of the potholes. The poem leaves a lot unsaid, yet we sense 

irresponsibility on the part of the government towards effecting 

repairs on these roads. 

Another poem, ‘Go Slow’, also has its focus on city life. ‘Go slow’ 

in Lagosians’ parlance refers to traffic jam which has become a 

common phenomenon on Lagos roads, especially in the mornings and 

evening. Using a keen sense of perception, Femi represents the Lagos 

‘Go Slow’ and the frustrations that come with it in this poem. 

However, I think the penultimate stanza ought to be expunged. 

Mannequins are some of the images that greet you when you 

visit urban clothes markets like the various popular clothes markets in 
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Lagos, especially Oshodi. It is this sight which inspired the poet to 

describe the appearance of these mannequins in the poem 

"Mannequin" using prostitution as a conceit, it is a brilliant poem and 

the conceit is quite appropriate even though the subject is but mere 

plastic representations of human forms. 

Disappointed by a romp that would never be, "A View of the 

City from a Pressed Bed" catches the poet transcending his bed and 

room into the outside world of the city and brooding on city life, 

especially the dog eat dog life of the strong preying upon the weak. He 

concludes in this poem that: 

Mankind will leave you 

Cold in the sun 

Burnt in the shower 

And strapped on a bed (68) 

On modernity, the poem ‘Techy’ easily creeps into our mind. 

‘Techy’ is a remarkably hilarious poem which pokes jabs at how the 

internet is changing and redefining our human world today. We now 

"sow words on Blackberry soil", our children greet shouting 

‘Whatsapp’, and our families are ‘linked with LinkedIn’. Even "the 

next door neighbour is so lousy, when he starts/to have fun with his 

wife, in heightened tempo/"Yahoo, Yahoo!" is all that fills the lost 

serenity’ (32). 

More delightful are Morgan's musings on the subject of love. His 

love poems come fully packed with hurtful and melancholic emotions; 

they speak mostly of loneliness and heartbreak. In most of his love 

poems do we meet personas suffering from heartbreaks and not 
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wanting to love anew even though their tones infer that they yearn for 

love that is true, still. 

One of such poems dealing with heartbreak is ‘I will not write’. 

The poem reminds me of Edmund Spencer's ‘One Day I Wrote her 

Name’. However, Femi's poem here reads like a reverse of Spenser’s 

sonnet for in his poem, we meet a persona who is reluctant to 

immortalise his lover; not because the persona thinks nothing last 

forever but because he fears his current love affair (like many others 

before it) might be unable to withstand the test of time. The poem 

shows how unwilling we are to give ourselves to love after heartbreak. 

Unrequited love as a thematic preoccupation has always 

featured in poetry; especially those of the Renaissance age as 

evidenced in William Shakespeare's sonnets. The poem ‘Grant Me’ by 

Femi Morgan focuses on a similar theme, we are brought into 

confrontation with a persona who seeks a heart of stone to help 

cushion the pain of rejection: 

I pray for a heart of stone 

Oh Lord, grant me 

That my words become a two-edged sword 

That the warring wars of love should not capture me 

in soothing shackles 

Oh without a heart of veins and blood, I cannot 

groan, I cannot whisper 

I cannot tend my ears to the songs of a mirage 

I cannot see the blooming lower and not notice the 

fiery thorn 

And the bitter smell 

I cannot brood on words in my ARTery 

I cannot dream of sex 

Her wicked kindness cannot infect me. 

 

Grant me-a heart of stone. (11-12) 
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In the poem ‘Long Walk,’ the poet confesses that he does not believe in 

love because of past experiences. However, I think it is more of 

confusion with love. This explains why he takes solace in taking long 

walks: 

I don't believe in love 

But I give myself to people 

Draining blood from a bite of my vein 

I die a dozen times 

To bring relief ... 

... 

Walks are my own weeping 

Walks are my placebo to madness 

Walks are my illusion to progress 

I walk a dozen times (80) 

‘Nostos’ like the poems already discussed above ponders on love still. 

While most poets yearn for eternal love and ink this out, this poet can 

only think of love as an ephemeral thing since lovers soon depart from 

each other and move on with their lives. Love for the poet: 

...is just a passing train 

And passenger and passers by 

Buy it 

Without the memories of its colour. (15) 

When lover's quarrel, there comes heart burns for you must 

learn to live a (psychologically) solitary existence whilst your heart 

still beats beneath your lover's skin. The poem "Heart Burns" shows 

the unstable feelings which come after lovers' quarrels; as well as 

learning how to do thing anew. 

The poem ‘Closed Shop’ employs veritable conceit to compare 

love with the business of marketing. The poem persona sees love as 

akin to marketing and insists on not selling again in the market of 

love. Hence, he declares: 
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I no longer 

Aim to hit 'Jackpot' 

I am no longer gambling with words 

I am not frightened that 

I have chosen a different path 

Or lose my share of the stock-exchange 

The world can scream for all I care 

I have locked my shop (24) 

When lovers depart, there is always that ray of hope for a 

reunion, which at most times never comes. The poem ‘Ex Lovers’ 

defines such hope. I see the last word as a mutilation of the poem 

though. 

‘Gbemisola’ is a poem which exhibits a feeling of loss on the part 

of the persona. The lover no more abides and he becomes so lonesome 

that he compares himself to "a lone bottle now/Floating in the lagoon" 

(57), and even his pillows feel like concrete. I wonder if the idea of the 

persona being lifted to the lover's chest in the first stanza is meant to 

call attention to the name of the eponymous lover in this poem. 

‘The Circle of Days’ is a poem in two parts with the first part 

calling up fond images of sexual encounters with an estranged lover 

while the second part employs beauteous images to describe the 

persona's longing for the estranged lover: 

 

I am a dirty 

Lonely pond without you 

For tortoise and snails 

 

... 

 

I cannot stream 

the soul does not burn 

 

I smell the death of life 
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murdered by the flood 

 

... 

 

I long for volcanic dispatch 

After a lonely meal of mush 

 

I long for flowers in the hair of stems. 

In ‘Getting High in Sleep,’ we see a persona battling with the 

issue of lovers’ estrangement. He still dreams of her, remembers her 

smile, seeks her embrace and concludes that there is nothing without 

the lover "In the room of my head" (61). 

‘Old Together’ and the next poem after this are, perhaps, the 

only poem in this collection which attends the positive aspect of love. 

The poem captures two lovers who have learnt to condone each 

other’s imperfections, and allowed their love survive till old age. 

‘The Plosive of Love’ is a love poem with the persona pouring 

adoration upon the lover, he compares her to "music/Unstopped by 

the shadows of past doubt/nightfall/Of tender moments turned 

dreams", and many more. For the persona: 

A poem is not enough 

It is a tribute of a tributary 

It is but a din of sound in an opera 

It is an utterance plosive 

Yet to explode (63) 

We have seen Femi Morgan's thoughts on modernity and love. 

Shall we now see his thoughts on politics? Femi Morgan's poems on 

politics are where we come to meet the poet as a renegade. The poems 

come with describing the hopelessness of the country, the die in power 
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syndrome of our political elite, Chinese domination of African 

societies, and ‘kleptocracy’ in governance. 

‘The Nod’ is a poem that reminds us of why "the beautyful ones 

are not yet born;" the old and ugly ones have refused to die! These old 

one feed on the young ones, continue to perpetuate themselves in 

power and refuse to vacate the space for younger hands to take over of 

the reins. The poem urges younger Africans to stand up and strongly 

demand for that which is rightfully theirs: 

but time will come 

when I will take it no more 

I will shake all your hold 

and let your crippled legs fall 

I will yank your stick from you 

and kill you with silence 

when you scream for help (73) 

The persona concludes by affirming that he would soon reach 

the position these old ones now occupy, but he would not be like them 

and tarry too long before relinquishing power. 

The poem ‘Why did the Chicken Cross the Road’ lampoons the 

attempt by eastern political elite in Nigeria to form an alliance with 

those of southern extraction. To the poet, it is just another strategy to 

get at the "national chicken" and yank off chunks from it. 

In this house is 'Made in China', Femi mentions our love for 

Chinese made goods and the infiltration of Chinese citizens into 

Nigeria, as well as other Africa countries. He fears the imminent 

domination (akin to second colonialism) of the Chinese race over 

African countries hence he says: 

The frown of the colonial's face 

Our lands for an expatriate 

The kind of evil that happens twice (26) 
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He laments that even the porcelain ware popularly known as 

‘China is made in China’ (26). 

Too far have we fallen from the ways of our fathers, we allow 

injustice go on for too long without fighting against it. In "All my 

Forefathers," we meet a persona whose attempt to reconstruct his 

lineage and deeds of his ancestors brings him to ponder the cowardice 

of himself and his people against the exploitative political class. 

‘This Reincarnate Country’ (a poem in three parts) tells of the 

problems in Nigeria, it mentions our reliance on foreign aids and 

domination by foreign entities, the unceasing cases of terrorism and 

the attitude of our greedy politicians who are only after swelling their 

pockets while depriving the common man of his rights: 

 

This country 

Is Robinson Crusoe's vast land 

A wrestle for the control of the barn 

 

Man-eaters in government 

Palliatives in parliament 

The sea distances the Isle of heaven 

 

The country is an elephant 

Dead-on-Arrival 

Meat is shared on the outskirts of town (47) 

The second part of the poem is however optimistic for it points 

out that there is hope since men are changing in their ways, yet the 

country wants "reconstruction:" 

Her pale skin glows 

But she needs reconstruction 

Man-eaters are learning edible leaves (48) 
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The second part of the poem points out that developmental 

strides in the country are slow paced (‘Baby steps’) and ridiculous. 

The third part intimates us that although terrorism; especially by 

the Boko Haram sect; has been suppressed, it is yet to be quashed 

while reminding us of the horrible experience of the civil war: 

The Jihad is not over 

But the voices are sunk in quicksand 

We can find the clothing 

Mementos of memories 

Bathing near the Niger. 

I think this poem was birthed in the early months of President 

Muhammadu Buhari's takeover ascension to governance, and when 

his (Buhari) government used propaganda to claim the Boko Haram 

sect had been ‘technically defeated’. 

‘The Journeyman’ is a poem which reminds us of the renown 

philosopher known as Plato who was incarcerated for asking thought 

provoking questions. The poem is reflective of what the human society 

is; society despises the wise man who asks questions because society 

fears the future consequences of today's actions and would rather not 

speak of it. In this poem, the Journeyman queries the numerous 

barricades on the road and many came out to call him names and 

forced him into silence. Soon, the custodians of these barricades 

(soldiers and police) soon became another problem for ‘They killed the 

men and raped the women’. 

On society, Femi Morgan has ‘Black’ which confronts the issue of 

racism in America, especially the prejudice cum racial profiling that 

comes with being black as every black man is already adjudged a 

criminal before crime is even committed. The poem also admonishes 

successful black men with cravings for whiteness, and it shows the 
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irony of white who detest the black colour on human but embrace it in 

other things, like coffee for instance. 

The country offers one too many frustrations to its young ones. 

We live in a society where our young one sweat too hard yet do not 

live the kind of life they ought to be living as can be seen in the poem 

‘My Sweat’ where the persona equals the drop of his sweat to droplets 

of blood. Another poem titled "A Shot of Muse" captures the life of 

poet being gradually wrecked by the hopelessness in the country so 

that he takes solace in alcohol and hemp for he presumes these to be 

his source of inspiration. 

The survival of the human race seems to be built on the 

foundations of mendacity, we glorify legends who had caused 

disasters to attain the feats we celebrate them for today: 

We tolerate the towering churches 

Reminders of forced crusades 

We mention the muse of mosques 

Birthed by Jihads on animists 

The legend are murderers of a whole lot (49) 

 

We painted a Caucasian man and labelled him the Jewish Jesus, 

we made him: 

... as white as snow, 

As white as Lord Lugard 

As white as lies 

It is lies that makes the world go round. (50) 

 

The poet thinks we ought to be ashamed of our deeds and 

achievements for our progenies would consider us a "barbaric people". 

Indeed, many civilizations were built on the sufferings, exploitation, 
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drudgery, and thralldom of others who were weaker than their 

aggressors; talk of the pyramids of Egypt, the British Empire, the 

American society, the production of mobile phones and many more. 

The poem calls for a deep reflection on human advancement and 

pinpoints the fact that any advancement hinged on the subjugation of 

others cannot and should not be tagged with the term "advancement" 

or "achievement" or whatever appellations we choose to call it. 

Femi leaves his thoughts on the subject of feminism in the poem 

‘Response from a Chauvinist’ and its response titled ‘Response from a 

Feminist’. ‘Response from a Chauvinist’ is a poem which showcases a 

hypocritical persona with a chauvinist ego; the persona claims to 

accept equality but still wants to be the one calling the shots using the 

excuse of paying the pride price to mask his ego. This poem is 

followed by another tagged ‘Response from a Feminist’, where the 

female persona cum feminist argues the right to supremacy of women 

over men using parturition as the yardstick. The persona also 

mentions the attack of the male folks in feminist literature as a 

deliberate action targeted at downplaying the role and position of men 

in family. By placing these two poems next to each other, the poet 

hopes to point out how we let our ego destroy the family life and 

society. 

However, the poet shows his support for womanhood in the 

poem "German Machine" where he muses on feminine strength 

despite their outward beauty and delicate appearance. He calls 

women ‘German machines’. 

‘Allen Postcard’ venerates the queens of the night for the role 

they play in our society by offering services through their bodies. This 
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veneration finds its way to the next poem where the poet attempts to 

change societal perception of prostitutes. He wants them considered as 

professionals delivering services just "Like Konga.com" (42). 

‘For Beer Never Nags’ comes with salacious images that 

personify the bottled beer in the image of a lover who is always at 

peace with the husband. The images are quite suggestive, and 

salacious, in a way that proves the writer's brilliance with words: 

Her round lips wait 

For my kiss and my words 

Wants my tongue in her round hole 

Patience that gladden my heart 

Laughter coursed my mouth 

Despite its salacious content, there is an important message here 

that most men turn alcoholics due to marital issues. The persona in 

this poem is a henpecked husband who begins to see the image of his 

perfect woman in a bottle of beer, and considers it an escape from his 

troubled home. 

On mortality and death, Femi Morgan offers the following 

poems: 

In ‘To Sleep,’ we meet a persona embroiled in suicidal thoughts, 

and seeking an easy exit out of this mortal world. The poems make us 

imagine the persona standing on a cliff, and making a decision on 

whether to fall or not. Now, the uniqueness of this poem stems from 

the fact that it is solely focused on suicidal thoughts, not what might 

have led to it. 

‘Listen’, which is the next poem, calls on the persona with 

suicidal thoughts to have a rethink and let nature guide him unto life. 

The poem advises the man with suicidal thoughts to listen to the voice 
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of Mother Nature; the streaming echo of clouds, the bleating of goats, 

and trees fondled by the wind; and know that whatever worries 

plagues him or her pales in comparison to what nature must have 

witnessed. He says: 

Listen 

And try to forget about yourself 

You are nothing 

Your voice is a privilege lost on you 

Your tact is prattle 

You will never be calm 

Your wounds will memorise the incident 

You will be thankful for life 

Unleavened 

Unyielded to the winds (36) 

Indeed, nothing is worth dying for. Man must learn to push and 

push until death deems it fit to have him recalled. Every suicidal mind 

should read this poem. 

Death does come to all, yet when it doth come it leaves a lasting 

scar in the hearts of the deceased loved ones. "Fly Like a Bird" is an 

elegy urging the dead to keep going. It is a brief poem but it reminds 

me a popular Yoruba elegy recanted in incantatory style. 

‘Asiko’ is a Yoruba word for "time of existence". In the poem 

titled with this Yoruba word, asiko is personalised and becomes the 

image and reminder of human mortality; it warns of approaching 

death as "dark turns grey without the dye of style" (19). 

The poem ‘Recantation’ captures a narrow escape from death. 

The poem admits the inevitability of death but emphasis that one 

needs not vacate the earth before his or her ordained time. The poem 

personifies death showing it as an enemy who missed a chance to 

attack: 
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Death knocked 

Barged in 

Did not meet anyone at home 

 

We came back 

Called the carpenter 

To fix the holds 

 

That we may not be cold 

Before the actual time 

Unfold [sic] (21) 

On Poetry and poets, Morgan throws these poems at us: 

Femi Morgan conveys his love and dedication to the literary arts 

using the poem titled "Poetry is my Ever Enduring Lover".  In the 

poem "Twin Children," the poet compares the act of writing to a 

nocturnal birthing of twins whose incessant cries worry the writer till 

he writes them out and then he becomes a spent force who even sleep 

fails to befriend. 

Femi establishes the origin of poetry in love and justified anger, 

but not hatred, and he encourages poetasters to tow the path of 

silence, rather than concoct bad poems. This is why he says in the 

poem titled ‘A Good Poet’ thus: 

Rhythm without sense 

Words without common sense 

Rhyme without real dreams... 

 

Silence is allowed 

 

... 

 

When poem mocks without language 

When it builds without fencing 
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Silence is allowed (3) 

Femi goes on to mock the pretentious so called spoken word 

artistes who go about exclaiming: "I do not belong to you" which is the 

poem's title by the way. The poem depicts a persona who labels 

himself a spoken word artist, but not a poet and this makes one 

wonder what discrepancy there really is between a poet and "a spoken 

word artiste". I think the poet shows distaste for those who tag 

themselves spoken word artiste. Whatever be the case, I do not 

approve of marring an otherwise good poem with a taboo word at the 

end. 

In a different poet titled "The Class Art," the poet again throws 

jabs at performance poetry. He thinks it limiting and urges poets to do 

more and go beyond what he derogatorily labels "The Class Art" if 

they wish to become established entities before death reaches out to 

them.  

‘The Poet Died’ carries a tone of disappointment and sadness 

occasioned by the iniquities visited on poetry and poets, those who 

only claim to poetry is by organising poetry festivals to rip off 

innocent poets. The poet has witnessed a lot of such and he is not 

happy. He realises that the human world is mendacious and yearns for 

a conversation with the dead. He decides to tour the path to greatness 

in solitude and does not mind paying whatever price comes with it. 

‘No One will remember You’ defines what the life of a true 

literary artiste should be. What defines a true artiste is not the number 

of fellowships he gets, the places he visits by flights, or a life of 

pretence; it is the number of true friendships he courts. It warns that a 

synthetic life only leads the artiste towards oblivion. 
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Finally, it is not every time you read an anthology as satisfying 

as the taste of fine wine on the tongue; Femi Morgan's Renegade 

comes close to giving such satisfaction. The sheer volume of the work 

alone is enough to convince you that the writer invested his blood into 

birthing the collection. With over sixty poems cleft into five parts 

(which I think should be reworked by the way) in one collection, it 

comes as an outstanding and laudable feat. Yes, I make bold to say this 

once more, Femi Morgan is most definitely drunk with words!  
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Luke Agada 
Cyberculture  
 

In this composition the woman is symbolize as element of telecommunication. Generally a piece of 
information can go far and wide beyond your expectation when passed to a woman. And in my 
perspective this artist has creatively assembled the signs around the feminine face. At the corner 
there is a caution sign which to me it is interpreted a sign of carefulness for women in all aspects of 
life. 

- Adenifuja Adetokunbo 
Visual Art Editor 

 

This picture has a lot of details to talk about. It depict humanity as it strive specifically with lots of 
communication facilities, infrastructures, and what it takes to make human stable inasmuch as 
Human Changes form as their environments change. But to this, it drives home who we are truly are 
at this time as a race trying to balance the world to fit in to what or how we want it to be. It shows 
that we can actually look for answer to many life bothering issues everywhere. We can search or 
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research with the internet, our mind and with the advancement of the world of technology. Internet 
has in one way contributed to make the world a global village. A smaller village where we get 
responses from people from afar within a twinkle of an eye. We build fan base and make friends 
online and offline and connect with people closer or far away from us. As humans of 21 century, we 
need not bother much about something like writing letters with pen and paper, going to the post 
office to send our letters; we can do all this with the advancement of the internet and its 
components. 

- John Chizoba Vincent 
Photography Editor   
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CONTRIBUTORS' PROFILES 
 

Adaeze M. Nwadike is a Nigerian poet, 

storyteller and teacher. She graduated from the 

University of Nigeria, Nsukka. She was 

shortlisted in the 2016 Nigerian Students Poetry 

Prize. She was also in the BN Poetry long list in 

2015, and was 3rd prize in poetry for the muse 

journal in the same year. Her works have 

appeared on praxis online, poets in Nigeria, Type 

and cast, quintessential Christian, Arts lounge 

among others. 

 

 

Ahmad Adedimeji Amobi was an attendee at 

Olakunle Ologunro's Creative Writing 

Workshop. He was shortlisted for the 2018 

League of Wordsmiths, Prose category and was 

long listed for the maiden Punocracy Prize for 

Satire. His works have appeared on Kalahari 

Review, LitroUK, African Writer Agbowo and 

others. He tweets @ahmad_adedimeji 

 

 

Ann Privateer is a poet, artist, and photographer. 

She grew up in Ohio and moved to California to 

complete college. Her work has appeared in Third 

Wednesday, Entering, and Manzanita to name a few. 
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Antonia Salinas Murguia writes poetry from the 

heart.  She has published Walking in the Footsteps of 

Faith.  She is also published in The Call of the 

Chupacabra, Galaxy of Verse, Voices Across the River, 

Voices de la Luna, Inkwell Echoes, and Agave, a 

Celebration of Tequila, Flies, Cockroaches, and Poets, 

and Inspiritu.  She has received many awards.  Her 

website is poetrybytoni.com. She is Secretary and 

Webmaster for the Alamo Area Poets of Texas 

whose website is alamoareapoets.wordpress.com 

and a member of Poetry Society of Texas. She is 

currently working on two books of poetry. 

Antonia is also an advocate for Suicide 

Prevention. She lives in San Antonio, Texas with 

her family. 

 

Ayokunle Samuel Betiku is a Nigerian writer 

who sees his fingers as bridges between his heart 

and the world. He was a finalist in the 2018 Eriata 

Orihbabor Poetry Prize (EOPP) & was among the 

longlist of the 2019 ZI Prize for creative genius. He 

has been published in a few anthologies including 

Parousia, MONUS & others. He lives in Ondo from 

where he writes. 

 

 

Ben Ige was born and raised in Nigeria. He has 

well over thirty literary works to his credit. His 

works have appeared in various journals and 

anthologies around the world including ANA 

Review, African Writers, Deep Underground Poetry. 

He is the author of ‘Ben and Rose’, a children’s 

literature; ‘The Teacher’s Blood’, a satirical play; ‘We 

Shall Get There’ a collection of poems; ‘Beyond the 

Classroom’; prose, a recommended literature text 

for BECE in some states in Nigeria. Some of his 

books are: The Role Model, Wisdom is Gold, The 

Great Treasure, The Great Wisdom, and The Golden 

http://poetrybytoni.com/
http://alamoareapoets.wordpress.com/
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Opportunity. He currently lives in Ibadan where 

he is at work on a new novel. 

 

Bill Yarrow is the author of five full-length books 

of poetry and five poetry chapbooks. His poems 

have been published in PANK, Contrary, Diagram, 

Thrush, Poetry International, Chiron Review, RHINO, 

Toasted Cheese and many other journals. His most 

recent book is ACCELERANT from Nixes Mate 

Books. 

 

 

 

Chukwu Emmanuel is a Nigerian and a medical 

student at the University of Calabar. Long listed 

for NSPP 2019, second runner - up for the Sevhage 

non - fiction prize, shortlisted for the Benue literary 

poetry prize 2019. He has featured in many 

magazines like Praxis's magazine, Ngigareviews, 

Kahalari review, and forth coming. When not 

writing, he enjoys solitude. 

 

 

 

Goodness Olanrewaju Ayoola is an award 

winning Nigerian poet and teacher of English 

who reaches out to poetry as escapism from the 

contentions within and around him. His poetry 

has appeared in Pangolin Review, Deepwater 

Literary Journal, Brittle Paper, Mojave Heart, Ethel 

Zine and elsewhere. He is a Best of the Net Award 

Nominee and author of Meditations (WRR, 2016). 
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I am Musa Yunus a writer and an art enthusiast 

From Minna, Nigeria. A graduate of Survey and 

Geoinformatics from federal university of 

technology minna, A mentor At Hill top creative 

Arts foundation and the Founder of 9rords; a 

platform for promotion of performance art. 

 

 

 

I am Nnadi Samuel. A student of the University 

of Benin, studying English & Literature. Have 

works previously published in Ace world 

magazine & a few others. If I'm not writing, you 

catch me reading out memes on facebook @ 

Samuel Samba. 

 

 

 

Jeanette Willert taught English Education at 

Canisius College in Buffalo, NY and served as 

director of the Western New York Writing Project. 

Currently, serve on the Board of Directors of 

Writes Anonymous in Pell City, Alabama and just 

resigned as Vice-President of the Alabama State 

Poetry Society. My poems have won recognition in 

ASPS contests, NFSPS contests, the Robinson Jeffers 

Poetry Festival, and Birmingham Library Haiku 

contest. She have been published in Birmingham 

Arts Journal, Buffalo Evening News Poetry Page and 

in Charles Frazier’s Anthology of Appalachian 

Writers My chapbook Appalachia, Amour won the 

Alabama State Morris Chapbook Award for 2017. 

She was selected as 2018 Poet of the Year by the 

Alabama State Poetry Society and was a judge for 

the National Federation of State Poetry Societies in 

2019. 
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Luke Agada, born in Lagos, Nigeria, 1992 is a self-

taught visual artist from Delta state, Nigeria. His 

media of expression primarily includes oil paint 

on canvas, through which he paints thought-

provoking surrealistic images. He holds a D.V.M 

in veterinary medicine from the Federal 

University of Agriculture, Abeokuta. Luke’s deep 

passion for art led him to develop and sharpen his 

painting and drawing skills without any formal 

training during his period as an undergraduate. 

He deeply explored the use of oil paint as a 

creative media and influenced by the works of 

both contemporary and early surrealistic artists 

such as Salvador Dali and Rene Magritte, he 

gradually carved a niche for himself in the style of 

contemporary surrealism. 

 

Michael Ace is a Writer and Poet from Ibadan, 

Nigeria. In 2018, he was shortlisted for Lagos 

International Poetry Festival (Lipfest). His poem, Do 

not come home was selected among the best poems 

from around the world by Wildsound Review in 

2017. He was also among the Best New African 

Poets, and also featured in the anthology in 2018. 

His poems have also appeared or forthcoming on 

Praxis Magazine, Lunaris Review, Kalahari Review, 

ONE, Agbowo, African Writer, Wildsound Review, 

and elsewhere. He is the editor and publisher at 

ACEworld (Publishers & Magazine). He believes 

the world is too complex for a pen to remain idle. 

 

Ibrahim Oga is a thinker and a creative from 

Nasarawa state, Nigeria. He is the author of Vista 

of a Sisyphean Mind series on channillo.com He has 

published works on Random Photo Journal. He is 

the author of self-published flash fiction 

collection, Sisyphean Mind Anthology. Ibrahim 

loves bodybuilding and films. He tweets 

@ibtouchdown 

http://channillo.com/
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Ola W. Halim writes fiction and reflections from 

Edo State, Nigeria where he also teaches English 

Language and Literature. His work has appeared 

on Kalahari Review, African Writer, Tuck Magazine,’ 

Brittle Paper, Black Pride Magazine, Dwartsonline, 

and elsewhere. He is working on a couple of 

novels, including the prose version of 

"Homecoming", an epic poem about albinism and 

identity. 

 

 

Olaniyi Ololade Moses is a young voice who 

hails and writes from Kwara State, Nigeria. He 

studied Mass Communication in Kwara State 

Polytechnic, Ilorin, Kwara State. He is the author 

of "Flames Of Love" (A collection of love poems). 

His works have appeared on Tuck Magazine, 

Parousia Magazine, Poemify Magazine, Poemhunter, 

Aceworld and some other literary platforms. 

Olaniyi believes his poem will be an instrument of 

change, someday! 

 

 

Although he carries a Jamaican passport, Robin 

Helweg-Larsen was raised and lives on Eleuthera, 

an Out Island of the Bahamas. His poetry has been 

published in Canada, India, the Netherlands, UK 

and US. He is Series Editor of the Potcake 

Chapbooks for Sampson Low Publishers. 
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Tobi Abiodun is a poet and spoken word artist 

born and raised in Benin City. His poetry cuts 

across the personal, social and political. Tobi is a 

multiple Slam Champion, holding titles in major 

Nigerian cities, including Lagos, Abuja and 

Portharcourt. His short story They Say He Had Eyes 

Like The Burning End Of A Cigarette was longlisted 

for the Poets in Nigeria prize for Short Fiction and 

published in the Odour Of Death Anthology. He 

was a guest at the 2019 editions of both the Poetry 

Africa Festival in Durban, South Africa and the 

Lagos International Poetry Festival in Lagos, 

Nigeria. His first poetry collection is scheduled to 

be released in 2020. 

Tukur Ridwan Olorunloba is a Nigerian poet 

whose styles cut across diverse themes and forms. 

Also a literary critic and essayist, Ridwan's love 

for writing (poetry especially) has earned him a 

role in the Nigerian literature. His works have 

appeared on online literary platforms including 

Libretto Magazine, Echelon Review, Erogospel and 

elsewhere. He won the monthly Brigitte Piorson 

Poetry contest in March 2018, and shortlisted 

among winning poets in subsequent months. He 

has authored two books; Depression: Drawing The 

Curtain (2018). A Boy's Tears On Earth's Tongue 

(2019). He has also coauthored a number of books 

with notable poets. 

 

SAI Sabouke is a made-by-Nigeria writer living 

in New Bussa, Nigeria. He's a dervish who sees 

Sufism, history and language as formidable tools 

for society regeneration. His writing appeared in 

Praxis Magazine Online, Agbowo and elsewhere. 

Sabouke loves beans, coffee and dreams of 

roasting the entrails of vultures. 
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Servio Gbadamosi heads Winepress Publishing 

and its parent company, Noirledge Limited, a 

robust independent publishing house that has in 

the past 10 years, helped mainstream a generation 

of new voices in Nigerian writing. A 2016 

recipient of the Ebedi International Writers 

Residency fellowship where he co-wrote the 

chapbook, A Half-Formed Thing with fellow 

residents, Ehi’zogie Iyeoman and Ikechukwu 

Nwaogu, Gbadamosi’s poetry collection, A 

Tributary in Servitude, released in February, 2015 

won the 2015 Association of Nigerian Authors’ Prize 

for Poetry, and also emerged runner-up of the 2018 

Wole Soyinka Prize for Literature in Africa. 

 

 

Ubaji Isiaka Abubakar Eazy is a poet, short story 

writer, editor, and essayist. He has written myriad 

critical essays on literature and has most of them 

published on www.memorila.com. His poems 

have also found their way onto various literary 

platforms. His hobby is discussing the literary 

arts. 

 

Wisdom Nemi Otikor currently writes from 

Lagos, yet, home to him is his mother and two 

younger brothers. He is a true believer in 

Happily-ever-after. 
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A call for poetry chapbook submissions 
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