
  



I S S U E 0 4 | TRANSCENDENCE i 

 

  



I S S U E 0 4 | TRANSCENDENCE ii 

 

LIBRETTO Magazine  
Magazine of Arts & Publishing  

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
ISSUE 04 

 

Transcendence 
 

Published in December, 2020 by LIBRETTO Publishers 
 

Email: librettong@gmail.com   
 

www.librettong.com|Copyright © Individual Authors and Contributors, 2020. All rights reserved. 
 

Cover picture by Arun Kapur| arunkapur12@hotmail.com 
Cover Design by Dhee Sylvester| dheegenius@gmail.com 

Book Layout and Design by Nosakhare Collins |collins.nosakhare1@gmail.com 
 

Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or 
introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, 

recording or otherwise), without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner(s) (contributors) and 
LIBRETTO. 

 
SPONSPORSHIPS AND PARTNERSHIPS 

Email 
librettong@gmail.com 

Phone 
+ (234) 813 044 6615   + (234) 809 581 9084 

Website: www.librettong.com 

http://www.librettong.com/
mailto:arunkapur12@hotmail.com
mailto:dheegenius@gmail.com
mailto:%7Ccollins.nosakhare1@gmail.com
http://www.librettong.com/


I S S U E 0 4 | TRANSCENDENCE iii 

 

LIBRETTO Magazine 
M A S T H E A D 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

Nosakhare Collins 
Founding Editor/Publisher 

Dhee Sylvester 
Deputy Editor 

Ifeoluwa Aiki 
Creative Designer 

Chinua Ezenwa-Ohaeto 
Poetry Editor 

Taiye Ojo 
Poetry Editor 

Ubaji Isiaka Abubaka Eazy 
Short Story Editor 

Akpa Arinzechukwu 
Nonfiction Editor 

David Chukwu 
Fiction Editor 

Okoemu Okoemu 
Essay Editor 

Ben Ige 
Drama Editor 

Kofi Acquah 
Review Editor 

John Vincent Chizoba 
Photography Editor 

Adenifuja Adetokunbo 
Visual Art Editor 

Francis Annagu 
Chapbook Editor 

Chisom Okafor 
Chapbook Editor 

Tendai .R. Mwanaka 

Board of Advisor 
Jide Badmus 

Board of Advisor 
D.M. Aderibigbe  
Board of Advisor 

Nosakhare Collins 
Founding  Editor/Publisher 



I S S U E 0 4 | TRANSCENDENCE iv 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Magazine of 

Arts and 

Publishing” 
LIBRETTO is an online magazine of arts and publishing that aims to publish the works of new/emerged 

and established writers and artists and all kinds of literary electronic publication and distribution of e-book 

across Africa and the world at large. We aim to publish fine and qualified works considering race and 

themes. We so much believe that literature and arts should be celebrated for their aesthetics. We want to 

inform, educate, exposing morals and ideals. We also define new voices as those with qualities, new 

theme, style and form. We publish the monthly, biannually and chapbook. Submissions are accepted only 

via the submissions-guidelines page/. A call for submissions are made in Monthly (from January-March & 

July-September). Biannually (from June & December) and Chapbook (December to February) every 

year.  

https://librettong.com/submission-guidelines/


I S S U E 0 4 | TRANSCENDENCE v 

 

LIBRETTO Magazine 
www.librettong.com 

CONTRIBUTORS’ 
 

 

  

Uche Nduka 
America 

Su'eddie Vershima Agema 
Nigeria 

Mariana Mcdonald 
Atlanta 

Victor Nandi 
India 

A Whittenberg 
USA 

Adepoju Isaiah Gbenga 
Nigeria 

Grace Tower 
England 

Olajuwon Joseph Olumide 
Nigeria 

Antonia Facciponte 
Canada 

Rob Lowe 

United Kingdom 
Robert Mitchell 

USA 

 

Chitra Gopalakrishnan 
India 

Peter Obrien 
Canada 

Ishaq Adekunle 
Nigeria 

Cynthia Yatchman 

Seattle 

Peter Hrastovec 
Canada 

http://www.librettong.com/


I S S U E 0 4 | TRANSCENDENCE vi 

 

  

M.A. Blickley 
USA 

Anthony Madukwe 
Nigeria 

Martins Deep 
Nigeria 

arun kapur 

United Kingdom 

Rizwan Akhtar 
Pakistan 

Deborah Uzoma 
Nigeria 

Arpa Mukhopadhyaya 
India 

Sulola Imran Abiola 
Nigeria 

Michael Lee Johnson 
Canada 

Stephen Mead 
Ireland 

Edward Lee 
Ireland 

Peter Donnelly 
Ireland 

Rob Lane Wilder 

USA 
Lance Manion 

USA 



I S S U E 0 4 | TRANSCENDENCE vii 

 

 

Contents 
 

An Introductory Note—Bruce Meyer         viii 
 
Good poetry for me is one that takes stylistic and thematic risks—Uche Nduka   1 
Transcendence—Adepoju Isaiah Gbenga        7 
Blood—Lance Manion           9 
Queer in Belfast—Grace Tower         12 
Projecting Dreams—Robert Mitchell         13 
Transience—Olajuwon Joseph Olumide        15 
On the tyranny of grief—Anthony Madukwe        17 
A complaint of paper—Antonia Facciponte        66 
Mother’s milk—M.A. Blickley         67 
Vodka Omelet—Michael Lee Johnson        69 
A conversation with Su’eddie Vershima Agema       70 
Moment of embarking—Chitra Gopalakrishnana       78 
Beyond our dreams—Olajuwon Joseph Olumide       89 
Flan—Mariana Mcdonald          91 
In quarantine—Peter Hrastovec         95 
Parkways—Rob Lowe           97 
The accidental Myth-Buster—Victor Nandi        101 
The dark affair—Rizwan Akhtar         109 
Just over the moon—A Whittenberg         110 
Cordial rays of hope—Rob Lane Wilder        125 
Voltage and Current—Peter Donnelly         127 
How morning remember the night (Book Review) —Deborah Uzoma    128 
 
Contributors’ Biography          133 

 

   

  



I S S U E 0 4 | TRANSCENDENCE viii 

 

 

 

 have crossed many borders. The first one I experienced was the Peace Bridge,(named for the fact 

Canada and the United States have not gone to war with each other in over two hundred eight 

years. When my family travelled from my home city of Toronto to vacations on Cape Cod in 

Massachusetts, we were asked where we were from and where we were going.  

Later in my life, when I lived in Windsor, Ontario, that anomalous city in Canada that is south 

rather than north of the United States and which the home to the Canadian poet, Peter Hrastovec, whose 

poem appears in this issue, I was asked where I the same questions travelers encounter.  The bridge I 

traversed was the Ambassador Bridge, a span with two piers that has always reminded me of Hans 

Holbein’s painting, “The Ambassadors.” Another Canadian poet whose poem appears in this issue of 

Libretto is Antonia Facciponte, a former student whose debut collection, “To Make a Bridge,” I recently 

edited. Even her name, Facciponte, means “to create a bridge.”  

 No matter where I have travelled –Mexico, the Caribbean, or Europe – the questions I am asked 

reside at the heart of transcendence. The word transcendence addresses the idea of what lies beyond a 

place or an idea, of reaching for something beyond this world, pursuing answers greater than the questions 

I 

Transcendence:  

A n  I n t ro d u c t o ry  N o t e  
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of self, knowledge, or axiom. What the writers in this issue of Libretto show us is how language is a bridge 

between what we know and ideas we have not yet dreamed. 

Transcendence as a philosophical concept evolved during the English Renaissance. There had been a 

philosophical conundrum in the Medieval Aristotelean universe, that suggested a shortcoming in 

categorical epistemology. Philosophers suspected there may be ideas beyond the known realm, and that 

transendentia were beyond comprehension, if not apprehension, something beyond even the infinite, 

unnamable, unknown, and beyond explanation. In other words, philosophers sensed there was something 

beyond the neat categories of matter and existence but they couldn’t say what. Hamlet reminds Horatio 

that are more things in heaven and earth than are dreamt of in philosophy. Hamlet searches himself for 

answers because he realizes that those who venture to engage transcendence must carry a passport to cross 

into that puzzling place Hamlet calls, “That undiscover’d country, from whose bourn / No traveler 

returns.”  

In etymological terms, the word “transcendence,” the act of both rising above the known world 

while moving through it was a relatively new concept for Shakespeare though he only uses the term once 

in all his plays -- in the philosopher’s comedy, As You Like It, where the playwright suggests that a better 

existence is possible beyond  court or country, but just where, he couldn’t say for sure.  

Immanuel Kant struggled with the idea of transcendence though it was crucial to his philosophy of 

transcendental idealism that suggested that greater truths reside beyond space and time. For Kant, as the 

blues singer B.B. King put it several centuries later, “There has to be a better world somewhere.” Getting 

to the better world mean crossing perceptual borders, rivers, and bridges that connect this world, at least 

epistemologically, with higher states of morality. Kant gave transcendence its credibility. To him, the idea 

of going where no one had gone before or merely perceiving something on the other side of experience 

and intuition, was essential to being human. When I lived in Windsor, my apartment overlooked the 

Detroit River. I could see America less than a quarter mile away on the far shore, and I realized that Kant’s 

ideas had geographical implications. I could look out my window and see a place far more complex than 

the far country Hamlet considered. The notion both intrigued and terrified me. A frontier implies 

something on the other side of the frontier, and beyond that places I could not begin to imagine. I did not 
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see America as superior; I saw it as a place beyond my own limits that was the product of a different 

consciousness. 

Transcendence became au currant with imaginative writers such as Goethe in s Faustor in the semi-

autobiographical novel, The Sorrows of Young Werther. Goethe’s characters do more than justify the anxious, 

Romantic spirit in search of something beyond the familiar. They pointed an entire generation of writers 

toward what William Wordsworth dubbed the “gleams of half-extinguished thought” and “a presence that 

disturbs me with the joy of elevated thoughts,” to seek a bridge between the unspeakable and the 

definable. Prior to speaking his last words about a bottle of wine from an admirer that arrived too late to 

drink, Beethoven was said to have sat upright in his bed and cried out, “To seek, always to seek! 

“Transcendence is never about being satisfied. It is the banner cry for those who long for more and are 

determined to find it through the imagination. 

Faust’s desire for something more than mere human experience is not so much a pact with the 

infernal (as Marlowe’s Doctor Faustus forged) but an innate desire to make language break the 

comprehension barrier. Because transcendence, and the American transcendentalism of Emerson and 

Thoreau, to say nothing of P. B. Shelley’s Prometheus in “Prometheus Unbound,” challenge the ability of 

language to articulate what has not yet been described, the other side of the border is almost beyond 

words. Readers gravitate toward the familiar; yet transcendence is the art of encountering the unfamiliar, 

the strange, the unusual, the unexpected, within the frame of the here and now. Transcendence is more 

than just a Borgesian play with mirrors because writers want to assure their readers that there really is a 

land over the rainbow or place farther than the far side of far away. 

In the contemporary sense, transcendence carries connotations of the pursuit of the other, of a 

deeper feeling for the unfamiliar, and in the changing paradigms of today’s world the empathy everyone 

must embrace in the international battle against racism. This battle is articulate by Uche Nduka in his 

interview with Su’Eddie Vershima Agema. This spirit of going beyond the familiar can be seen in the 

photographs of Arun Kapur and the artwork of Stephen Mead and Arpa Mukhopadhyay in this issue of 

Libretto. In the contemporary idiom, with the idea of transcendence dialed down as in Victor Nandi’s short 

story “The Accidental Myth-Buster” or A Whittenberg’s “Just Over the Moon,” transcendence is the 

catalyst, the unseen hand, that moves the events and characters through their narratives to unexpected 
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places. Transcendence in these works becomes the necessary engine for engaged fiction, the process by 

which characters see beyond themselves into places and experiences they could not previously imagined. 

The poem that sums up transcendence in the immediate, human moment, is Adepoju Isiaiah 

Gbenga’s focused and understated piece about asking his mother what the word meant and being told 

“…it is when your footprints on the shore / Buries you in, and the ocean’s pulse incessant / Digs you up 

and feeds you to the fishes.” Transcendence, even in small, touching ways, is something to be feared and 

loved because it points us to the paradoxes of wonder in life, to moments when we dance “gently, gently 

homeward,” after being somewhere else in our minds. After such a journey comes the clarity of seeing the 

world as a much more complex place than mere appearances would lead us to believe. Olajuwon Joseph 

Olumide’s “Beyond Our Dreams,” states that “Beyond Our Dreams, like the rock of Gibraltar are man’s 

aspirations,” a state of vision that the early Christian church fathers called “apocalypsis,” a new vision and a 

new clarity that comes from seeing beyond knowledge and explanation. 

A stab in the dark at what transcendence means in terms of vision came to me one morning in June 

of 1993. My wife had won a Caribbean cruise on an old, art deco ocean liner, formerly the S.S. France. 

We had booked an excursion ashore before sunrise one morning to visit the island of St. John. My wife 

was still in our cabin, preparing for a day on the island. I went topside and leaned on the rail. The ship was 

anchored but wherever I looked I saw no island though one of the crew insisted it was there, shrouded in 

fog, even if I could not see it. I was told to have my passport standing by for customs. As I stood and stared 

into the blinding fog, a green hump took shape in the distance. The cone of the island gradually the island 

came into focus. We boarded the tender and went ashore. What I found there –a bright orange flowering 

tree known as a Flamboyant tree, birds of all shapes, sizes, colours, and songs I had never encountered 

before, and vistas of bays and green hillsides that came into focus as the sun burned off the fog were all 

there – were beyond anything I had experienced. They took the words right out of my mouth. The 

experience was one of transcendence. I have spent many hours trying to understand what that day meant, 

not just from a vacationer’s perspective but from the vantage of a writer. 

Writers and artists work in many different realities at once, but the saddest are those who only 

labour in the world of the familiar. What makes literature and visual art important and lasting is the way 

the artist makes the beholder sit up and take notice of what has not been seen before. Art, in this sense, 
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awakens; it opens our eyes to people, places, things, and ideas we might have guessed were out there, 

somewhere, but never had the ability to know with any certainty; and it is fair to say that art and literature 

begin in the realm of the familiar and make us question what we know, what we see, what we think, and 

what we feel so that we can see something more, something we suspected was out there but could not 

prove it existed until the artist or writer opens our eyes for us. 

 

Bruce Meyer 
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Good poetry for me is one 

that takes stylistic and 

thematic risks  
  

A Conversation with Uche Nduka 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 

Libretto had a conversation with award winning Poet and songwriter. Uche Nduka is a poet, essayist, 

collagist & songwriter. He is the author of twelve volumes of poems of which the most recent are IJELE 

(2012), NINE EAST (2013), SAGEBERRY 1 (2017), LIVING IN PUBLIC (2018), FACING YOU (2020). 

His writing has been translated into German, Dutch, Arabic, Finnish, Italian, Serbo-Croat, Romanian. He 

teaches at CUNY(Queens College) and lives in New York City. 

 

 

Libretto: Hello Uche. We are beyond 

pleased to have you join us.  

 

Uche: Thank you for the invitation. 

 

 

Conversation 
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Libretto: What prompted you to become a 

writer? When did you first realize you 

wanted to be a writer and how did you 

work towards actualizing the dream? 

 

Uche: It was a natural inclination. At some point in 

my teenage years I discovered that I could not 

function well as a human being without reading and 

writing. Somehow, the love for writing creatively 

got wafted into me. My response to that fact was to 

read across genres, reflect, and write daily. I wrote 

the poems that appeared in my new book-

FACING YOU-within a period of four months. 

 

Libretto: What is the process of writing 

poetry like for you? Has there been any 

radical changes between how you wrote 

your first poem and how you write now? 

 

Uche: I try to find out where a poem wants to 

go and then go there stylistically and 

thematically. Sometimes I go through several 

drafts for a poem; sometimes not. I don’t think 

there has been much of a change regarding the 

way I write since I first wrote a poem more than 

thirty years ago till now. 

 

Libretto: How important is research to 

you when writing poetry, and in what 

specific instances has it been a defining 

factor? 

 

Uche: I stay open to new experiences and 

influences while writing. The weather, news 

reports, dreams, history, mythologies, visual art 

works, overheard conversations, music etc 

Permeate whichever poem or poems I’m working 

on. But I guess I did a bit of research while 

Uche Nduka 



I S S U E 0 4 | TRANSCENDENCE 3 

 

writing CHIAROSCURO which came out in 1997 

and won the Association of Nigerian Authors 

(ANA) Poetry Prize for that year. Some research 

also happened while writing my latest book (Still in 

manuscript) titled SPEAKING OF WHICH. 

 

Libretto: What do you think makes good 

poetry, and what are some of the stylistic 

innovations you feel have elevated the art 

form in the last twenty years? 

 

Uche: Good poetry for me is one that takes 

stylistic and thematic risks. Predictable poems 

don’t attract me or delight me. Regarding 

innovation , poems that are capacious enough to 

contain bits of fracture, documentary, abstraction, 

direct statements, gender-bending, jazzity, 

reveries, prose,  humor, visionary projections, 

resonate for me. 

 

Libretto: A lot of people don’t know you 

are also a songwriter and that you used to 

be part of a musical band. How would you 

describe the ways in which music and 

poetry intersect, and the manner in which 

they differ? 

 

Uche: Sometimes there is music in poetry and at 

other times there is poetry in music. The 

flourishes of rhythm and cadence and melodies 

are priceless. One can’t discount the affirmation 

in the music of words themselves.  I don’t really 

see much difference between music and poetry. 

Craft-wise, I need both. 

 

Libretto: Still on the subject of music. If 

your favourite poem was a song, what 

song would it be? And if your favourite 

musician was a poet, which poet would 

they be? 

 

Uche: As of now, my favourite song is “Visions 

of Johanna” by Bob Dylan. And my favourite 

musician/poet is Mississippi John Hurt. 

 

Libretto: How long did it take you to 

write the two books: Ijele” (published by 

Overpass Books, 2012) “Sageberry1” 

(published by AMAB Books, 2017)? What 

is the inspiration behind the titles? And if 

you had to do it all over again, would you 

change anything in either of the books? 
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Uche: IJELE took six months to write. I’m 

particularly fond of that book because it’s my only 

book of prose poems so far. SAGEBERRY 1, which 

is a cross-genre book, got written within a year. 

The title of IJELE was inspired by Igbo culture. It is 

the name of a masquerade in Igbo land in Nigeria. 

The title for SAGEBERRY 1 came to me in a 

dream. I wouldn’t change anything in both books 

were I to write them again. 

 

Libretto: Now to your new book: “Facing 

You” (Published by City Light Books, 2020). 

What is the book all about? What inspired 

the titles? 

 

Uche: The book is about truths deeper than factual 

truths. Personal and communal intimacies are 

highlighted in the volume. Travels, racism, fury, 

joy, spirituality, sex, are some of the subjects 

written about in the book. The title emphasizes 

relationship, communion, connection. 

 

Libretto: What is the most challenging 

poem you’ve ever written, in terms of 

theme and intent, and how long does it 

generally take you to finish a poem? 

 

Uche: I find almost every poem I’ve written 

challenging. Poems take so much out of me- 

psychically, spiritually, intellectually, 

emotionally, and physically. The time for 

finishing the writing of a poem varies from poem 

to poem.  It takes between an hour and a year or 

more. 

 

Libretto: You’ve spoken in the past of 

your distrust for protest poetry, but in a 

year that has witnessed much racial 

tension especially as a result of the Black 

Lives Matter (BLM) movement, how do 

you think poetry can be used to not only 

understand these events, but to also 

acknowledge the need for progress when 

it comes to race issues? 

 

Uche: If a poem needs to rant, let it rant. If a 

poem needs to dream, let it dream. A poem can 

deal with any situation. 

 

Libretto: Have you ever had to deal with 

racism on a personal note? If yes, has it 

had any impact on your poetry? And if no, 

do you think the fact you haven’t had 

such an experience has to do with your 
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individuality overriding your identity as a 

person of colour? 

 

Uche: My individuality does not override anything. 

I cannot whitewash injustice and bigotry. Racism is 

systemic. There is no person of colour that is not 

affected by the brutality of racism. I’ve written 

against racism and colorism in some of my books. 

 

Libretto: Poetry means different things to 

different people, and over the years, a lot of 

literary critics have struggled to define you 

as a poet. Do you see this as one of the most 

integral aspect of your poetry, or is it 

something you are not particularly 

intentional about? 

 

Uche: I try to write the poems that I can write and 

leave the commentary on those poems mostly to 

readers and critics. 

 

Libretto: Nigerian poetry has been in a 

transient state for almost the same length of 

time as the amalgamation of the country. 

We went from didactic poems influenced 

by griot culture, then to poems written to 

denounce tyranny. These days most 

Nigerian poets choose to write about the 

body or their mental health struggles. 

How would you describe Nigerian poetry, 

and are there any core elements you look 

forward to when reading a Nigerian 

poem? Is there even such a thing as a 

“Nigerian poem”? 

 

Uche: There should not be an effort to 

pigeonhole poetry by nationality. Nevertheless, I 

think that what is needed in the poetry written 

within the geographical space called Nigeria is 

freedom. Freedom for the poets to write about 

whatever they like. Freedom to write in any style 

they invent or admire. “Nigerian poem” sounds 

limiting. 

 

Libretto: You’ve lived across Europe and 

America, and you’re known for being a 

cultural pilgrim. Do you think your love 

for travelling influences the fluid and 

non-conforming authenticity of your 

poetry, or is it the other way round?  

 

Uche: Certainly, travelling influences my work. 

Some of my poems tackle things hidden in plain 
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sight. Travelling nudges me to focus and pay 

attention to each place I am. 

 

Libretto: For every poet a poem has a 

starting point, some context or background 

that inspires and bestows it weight in the 

form of words. But what’s your opinion on 

the notion that a poem never ends, and that 

a good poem should transcend the finality 

of its last word? 

 

Uche: A poem is an intervention on values, on 

hopes, on disappointments, on time, on aspirations. 

It tends to be both personal and universal. Who 

defines what a good poem is? 

 

Libretto: What do you make of poetry 

prizes and how enamoured they often are of 

“serious poems”? That is, poems focused on 

existential themes that examine topical 

issues relating to culture, society, religion, 

human rights, and politics, rather than 

poems concerned with the simple 

singularity of the individual human and 

his seemingly trifling reality? 

 

Uche: Poetry prizes become inhibiting when 

poets self-consciously write in a certain way in 

order to win them. Sometimes the prizes provide 

much needed money to poets in need. They also 

draw attention to the works of some poets who 

may remain underread otherwise. Therefore, I 

wouldn’t dismiss prizes as completely useless. I 

simply feel that poets should never allow prizes 

and prize-givers to tame them. 

 

Libretto: So, what are you working on 

next? What should we look forward to? 

 

Uche: I am working on a scrapbook and typing 

an as yet untitled volume of new poems.
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Transcendence  
 
Last dawn, as Mama gasped on the shore 
I asked her what transcendence means: 
She says it is when your footprints on the shore 
Buries you in, and the ocean’s pulse incessant  
Digs you up and feeds you to the fishes. 
 
Last dusk, as Papa sat buried under 
The shadow of the hungry candlelight: 
He says transcendence is when he sails to sea; 
When big women pile after him like ants, 
Wailing, crying, and pouring dust on his coffin. 
 
Transcendence happens when you  
Bury your flowers on the open field, 
To grow until when all evil’s wrought 
And the wailing of mourners receding –  
And you grow headstones and writes epitaph on them. 
 
Today, I sit at sea, memorizing the sneaking sun. 
I expect to see my father tossed by the ocean’s pulse: 
I wish to see Mother dancing homewards; 

Poetry 

 A d e p o ju  I s a ia h  G b e n g a  
N ig e r ia  
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But all I see is the crouching sun and I feel 
The wind caressing my skin as Mother does, 
And patting me like Father does. 
At night, they walk in through the wall, 
Dancing gently, gently, homewards. 
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Blood 

 

t started with a small cut on his arm. 

He’d been in the yard, cutting back some of the vines and shrubs in his garden and a thorn had, 

unbeknownst to him at the time, lodged in his arm. It wasn’t until his wife saw the little bloodstain that he 

was even aware of it. 

She made it seem like he’d been wounded in hand-to-hand combat. She washed it, applied some 

antibacterial and a Band-Aid. He had to admit he enjoyed the attention. 

The next time he was gardening, he didn’t purposely injure himself, but let’s just say that he wasn’t as 

careful when he went by the rose bushes as he usually was. When he was done with his little journey 

through the Celine Forrestiers, Harison's Yellows, and Fakir's Delights (roses by any other names), he 

sported two scratches that put his previous wound to shame. Blood trickled from each. 

He couldn’t wait for his wife to see them. 

I 

Fiction 

 L a n c e  M a n io n  
U n it e d  S t a t e  
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It took a couple of nonchalant walks past her before she eyed them, but once she did, she once again leapt 

into action with a gusto that would have left Florence Nightingale impressed. While the antiseptic stung a 

little, he basked in the concern his wife displayed. 

This little scene began to play out on a regular basis until his wife started to suspect something was 

amiss. Nobody could get scraped or punctured every time they stepped outdoors. It dawned her one day 

after she tripped and sprained her ankle. As her husband jumped up to help her to a chair, she suddenly 

understood and smiled to herself. 

It was nice. 

Realizing he might have overplayed his hand a bit, he took a few weeks off from his injury palooza. 

But he was not done. 

Far from it. 

It was a quiet Saturday morning and attempts to run over his foot with the mower ended poorly. Only the 

tops of his sneakers were affected. Scratch one pair of ASICS Gel-Venture 7 shoes. 

Not one to give up easily, he turned the mower on its side and removed what was left of his right 

sneaker. He lifted up his foot and placed it in the still-running mower. 

He let out a scream. Inside the house, at precisely the same time, his wife let loose a terrible shriek 

and his dog unleashed an anguished howl and his parrot an unholy squawk. If his hearing had been good 

enough, he might have also picked up on a ruckus in the vicinity of the fish tank. 

With blood fountaining out of what remained of his right foot, he began to hop and hobble towards 

his front door. The driveway and front steps were bright red and getting redder. As he opened the door, 

his wife met him, tears streaming down her face. Through the center of her left hand, which she held up 

for inspection, was a long knitting needle. Blood poured out of both sides of her hand. 

Behind her, the family dog had somehow gotten his food bowl wedged in his own ass and behind 

the dog was the parrot, completely impaled on his metal swing. 

Feathers floated down peacefully underneath the cage. 

Even though the man considered himself a good pet owner, he didn’t have the heart to look in the 

fish tank. 
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The edges of his vision began to get black. He was losing a lot of blood and on the verge of passing 

out. His wife looked a bit pale herself and lost her footing on the slippery entryway. The ankle returning 

to a state of sprainedness as a result. 

His dog was walking around like a cowboy. 

The parrot twitched on the newspaper, uneaten seeds adding a tiny rustling accompaniment. 

A good foot away from the tank, the fish flopped around on the carpeting, unnoticed. 
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Queer in Belfast 
 
When God finds me, shuddering  
under a shire horse, snot dangling  
from its nose, 
 
he’ll shred his files, like in a coup.  
So, you’ll call the crisis team  
with a glass of milk? 
 
Don’t tell them I stutter when I fuck, 
that I splutter like an old truck, 
that when I’m close,  
 
I sing like a party streamer, 
or John the dying dreamer.  
You press the glowing circle 
 
into Imagine, suck in 
the bashed-up contents 
of my cigarette.  
 
  

Poetry 

 

G ra c e  T o w e r  
E n g la n d  
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Projecting Dreams 

 

ord must have gotten out that Jake Martin was going to be using the old drive-in movie 

screen on Town Farm Road. The pavement, where cars full of families would park, had 

been removed years ago and the field was now inviting for horses to roam and for humans to sit. Jake had 

numerous reels of old stories to share and a lifetime of his own music to sync them to. Assembling an older 

model iMac, a hi-8 deck, a DVCam deck, a Canopus box and more than enough wires, he set out to plug 

everything in as people pulled off of the paved highway, and onto the dirt road leading to the field where 

the old screen still stood, sun bleached white and as ready as the day it was built. 

 It surprised Jake that so many people were coming, but hey, why not, the more the livelier. Jim 

Sahi walked towards Jake, casually. His left hand was in the pocket of his white painter pants while his 

right hand held a tall plastic tumbler of beer, foaming slightly above the rim. The field now belonged to 

the Sahi family and Jim was happy for a spontaneous party. He brought beer, lots of beer. Jake hadn’t seen 

Sahi in decades and remarked that he looked younger than ever. Even Jake’s mom was looking beautiful, 

more radiant than he could believe. There must have been something special about the countryside and the 

W 

Flash Fiction 

 

R o b e rt  M it c h e ll  
U n it e d  S t a t e  
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late autumn air. The crowd grew. Jake’s grandparents were there with cranky and dangerous Uncle Billy. 

Aunt Joan, who had always been especially kind to Jake, arrived wearing a purple chiffon dress from the 

early 60’s. As Jake fumbled with the mountain of antique wires, night began to fall. Lenny Pierson, who 

had been the class president back in high school, offered Jake a flashlight. “Hmmm,” Jake remembered, “I 

thought Lenny disappeared?” Bradley Cooper, a little buzzed, strolled to the folding tables where all the 

gear sat humming, with electric low light, ready to project. Bradley offered,  

“Hey, I know a little about this stuff. Maybe I can help?” 

Jake looked at Sahi and muttered, “Who in heaven’s name is this guy?” 

Jake’s enthusiasm and eagerness morphed into anxiety as he failed to get the machines aligned. Stars 

began to shine above but no picture flickered onto the screen and no sound amplified. Brenda, who was 

once nearly his wife and the woman he would have had a family with, was sitting comfortably, surrounded 

by friends and disciples. She reappeared from Jake’s past, seemingly from thin air. She and her group had 

colorful hand woven blankets, picnic items, and they were encircled by rings of mist as day became night. 

Brenda calmly plugged in her laptop and effortlessly projected her memories onto the giant screen. It was 

easy but she didn’t want to steal Jake’s thunder. She offered Jake a one-thousand foot cable so that he 

could share his stories. 

Night fell with inevitability and the many people grew weary from waiting. Children fidgeted and 

parents knew it was time to return to home, to a meal, and to eventual sleep. So many some bodies 

occupied themselves but eventually Jake became aware of his effort and the weight and physical sensation 

of his own body from standing and bending over machines for so long, so determined, and so needing to 

tell his story. 

Buddha had been sitting, watching birds and eternity. As he stood, he smiled at Jake and said, “Yes, 

it was all only your most recent dream, but dreams are life and we will have many dreams.”With the cool 

peace and quiet of night, the Buddha was gone. 

  



I S S U E 0 4 | TRANSCENDENCE 15 

 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
Transience 
 
What manner of eulogy shall we accord  
to the preening lilies and the luxuriant green grass 
whose pulchritude arrays the vast lea of this cosmos?  
If not tortured via sunbathing of the fiery solar stare; 
would they not be teased by the cruel gust of frigid wind? 
If not bruised under nonchalant feet sauntering by; 
the sickles or wicked blades of tractors, spurred to act, 
would shave off the glory — how transient!  
as the packed debris becomes indigene of the dunghill 
 
How wisdom subtly screams through pervading mouth 
of nature out there, projecting parable of vain figures  
on this stage, preening in garb of fresh days... 
The prominent men sprout claws of greed, more crooked 
than the fiery hawk's and fist unto this placid ball  
shrinking out its water and honey of repose — 
oblivious of the yawning crater of the hungry soil  
munching insight of an imminent end...  
O voracious one gulping flesh of both legend & mediocre 
 

Poetry 

 

O la ju w o n  J o s e p h  O lu m id e  
N ig e r ia  
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Mortal philosophy might have thought it out; 
"if the clumps of grasses be weeded, sprout not another?" 
but know, a time, odd, awaits this vast fertile lea 
when the sun shall cease, and darkness engulf the land  
and the moon which ought to console the tried cloud  
hovering above, itself would weep blood!  
And hubbub of wailing be heard protruding from mazed lips 
of the perilous day's doomed grass left on the lea... 
one day, abruptly, the cosmic ceremonies will end! 
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On The Tyranny of Grief 

 

I 

he day I lost my father was the day I realized how close we all are to being mad.” She says this 

with a half-smile on her face, a reminiscence of sorts playing over her features, like she is 

relishing this memory of her close shave with insanity. The weather outside the car is the colour of foil, 

her face framed by the low-cut of her hair is trained on the back of the front passenger seat. Though older, 

I can see what her body must have been like on that day; a young woman - a young body - unraveling in 

the face of a loss so strange her mind did not yet know how to process it. 

 

“I was in law school at the time and it was one month to our exams” she continues. “My family did not 

want me to know at first because they thought I would fail if they told me.” She is smiling wider now. 

 

It is ten years since her father passed in his sleep and we are in the back of a cab, worn out from a day of 

litigation but wide-eyed enough for a conversation unrelated with witness statements as we head back to 

“T 

Nonfiction 

 A n t h o n y  M a d u k w e  
N ig e r ia  
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the office. It is a conversation springing seemingly out of nowhere; germinating as it did from a question - 

my question - about food. She tells me of her frantic race, away from her phone, the device cracked and 

deserted on the floor where she had let it drop as she, with a confused, desperate swiftness, increased the 

distance between her and the bringer of bad news. The only bad news that mattered. She tells me it was a 

full three and a half minutes and a dedicated display of abnormalcy before someone grabbed her.  

 

She tells me also of how her brother was informed of this death. How he partook in march rehearsals at his 

boarding school in utter ignorance that they were rehearsals for a performance at his own father’s burial. 

He too had been the subject of a family scheme - the school authorities made conspirators - to be 

prematurely deprived of the news for the sake of academics. How he, too, ‘ran mad’ when he arrived 

home to a congregation of long-faced relatives. At this point, she gives a little laugh. We are just by the 

office. 

 

She remembers her father convincing her to study law. The subtle cajolery about her stubbornness and 

how well-suited it was for legal strife. She remembers the strength of his lap as she sat on it. The secrets. 

The laughter. Especially the laughter. The pieces of meat taken directly from his mouth. It’s been ten years 

but she remembers everything. 

 

II 

Memory is the enemy of healing. 

 

III 

Two months ago, I made this tweet about grief on my Twitter account. About how the first thing it brings 

you is confusion, a confusion impossible to prepare for. Later, I make a screenshot of the tweet and post it 

on my Whatsapp status. A friend comments with an emoji that says “100100”. It means, I assume, that she 

agrees a hundred percent. Her father passed months ago and I had sent her condolences. I am not privy to 

her pain; I only saw the pictures of her father at her call-to-bar, her mother on one side and she on the 
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other, both leaving a kiss on either cheek, the dark-skinned, smiling man cushioned by fair goodness - 

pictures reposted on her Whatsapp status at the peak of her mourning. That “100100” is haunting. It is 

suggestive of incredibly dark times I wish she never had to file into her memory.  

 

IV 

She is a lawyer, a young friend, who has lost her father. He died last week. He was also a lawyer. A Chief 

too. Loved. Admired. Old. On the phone, the tiredness in her voice is all I remember. I have never 

known her like this. She is the laughing friend, the jovial, loving, everybody-loves-to-sit-beside-in-court-

and-crack-a-joke-with friend, with the quirky jokes about lawyers’ wigs and litigants’ bad English. I have 

known her as a limitless source of mirth. When I tell her ‘let me know if there is anything I can do to 

help’, she says I am the fourth person making this offer and she does not know what to do with it. I say, 

‘even if it is just to talk’. It is four seconds before she says okay. Every word has a drag, like she would 

rather not say anything.  

 

V 

 

There is something kindred between grief and weariness. It takes from you. From your skin. From your 

blood. From your heart. It extinguishes the desire to eat. And soon, the desire - and 

ability - to emote.  

 

VI 

Monday, 8.52 pm, I see this tweet from a girl who lost her father on the day she had a surgery. He called 

to pray for her before she went into the theatre and wasn’t there when she got out. I imagine, for her, the 

recovery process made two times harder.  

 

VII 
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I see this other tweet about a girl’s mother who gives up after a decade of fighting an illness, probably 

cancer - she is listing the favorite places they visited together. Disney, The Vatican, Ghana. Below hers is a 

tweet by another girl who I assume to be a nurse. She is saying five people died in her apartment building 

in the first month of the pandemic. She talks about her visit to one of the old men who didn’t. Her 

attempts at convincing him to accept the protective gear she was distributing free of charge. His wonder at 

how it would save him from a death everyone else had received. 

 

A day later, there is another tweet that catches my eye. This girl is expecting her father’s death. She says it 

may be “tonight, maybe tomorrow, maybe Monday. It doesn’t matter when”. She wants those who still 

have their fathers around to make time and have a beer with them. 

 

VIII 

5 months earlier, someone is telling me about the death of a Senior Advocate in Port Harcourt. Two days 

later, my boss is in court, mid-litigation conversation with the judge, and telling him how the Senior 

Advocate was buried without a proper coffin. Covid protocols, they said. But this was an important man. 

A loved man. Something better was what he deserved.  

 

IX 

I have written 12 condolence letters this year.  

 

X 

A dear client sits with me in the conference room. We should be discussing her case. She is accusing me of 

failing to call her in the midst of her loss. She is telling me all she wants is to lie on the same bed with her 

mother one last time. And gist. I gave her everything she wanted, she is saying. I provided more money 

than she would ever need. But I wasn’t there. She says she ‘ran mad’ in the hospital ward, beat up the 

doctor on duty and cannot remember much else.  
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XI 

There is something kindred between grief and insanity. 

 

XII 

I am at the parish house with my principal and 3 other members of the office. We have an envelope. It 

holds a condolence letter and a cheque. There is a tray of can drinks. My principal is Catholic and a 

Knight. He delivers the consolatory words. The priest has lost his mother. You can see the weariness in his 

eyes. You can see he appreciates being, for once, the comforted.  

 

XIII 

I am reading Adichie’s essay on grief. She writes “I am writing about my father in past tense. I cannot 

believe I am writing about my father in past tense”.  

 

XIV 

My co-worker, the office receptionist, shows up to work in a black native attire. It is beautifully fitting. I 

joke about how our outfits are matching. I ask who we are mourning. She laughs and says “my father”. Just 

before I turn and inquire further, she adds, “who died many years ago”. Then I laugh. And she laughs. 

Then I wonder why I laughed. 

 

XV 

Grief is a funny thing. You can never fully appreciate grief until you feel it. You can theorize about it, 

predict your reaction to it but when it arrives at your door like a birthday gift, you will not know what to 

do with it.  

 

XVI 

Everybody you know will die. 
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God is One_ Arpa Mukhopadhyay 

 

 

 

  

Arpa Mukhopadhyay 
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The palms and their prints have always been known as symbol of destiny. In Africa, it's like a scroll with 
esoteric language. The marks therein were read by the magically grand elders to read our future. It's a 

beautiful piece with aesthetic. – Adenifuja Adetokunbo 

  

Peter o’Brien 
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The Core, Acrylic on Canvas, 14x16.5in_ Arpa Mukhopadhyay   

Arpa Mukhopadhyay 
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The tree of life is complex. It is not straight-forward to climb. A lot of ill fates tucked in zig zag path of 

life. A lot ups and down. The vicissitudes of life, like branches of tree. Our destinies written in unspoken 
colours, in various shades of evil and good. We all pass through these branches to a destination unknown. 

– Adenifuja Adetokunbo 
 

 

Peter o’Brien 
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Released into Lighness, Time after Time_Stephen Mead 

 
When we pray or mediate, our spirits are aloft at the height of bird's flight, up above the sky till they 

billow like a smoke to our creator's realm. For a prayer prayed with sincerity and purity of hearts reaches 
God and answered with His mercy. – Adenifuja Adetokunbo   

Stephen Mead 
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Breathe. Tell the world to take caution. Tell it to mind how it gets into you and feels like it has conquered 
all. When we look the sun in the eyes, we do not always do that for fun, we do that because we are tired 
of holding on to our miseries. We are tired of holding on to our pains. We are tired of housing our dreams 
in the dungeon without achieving any. We are tired of labeling our own life as nothing. Breathe. Just 
breathe when circumstances overwhelmed you. There is something special about breathing and holding 
onto your breath among the troubles that the world has given to you since you were born. Just close your 
eyes. Imagine love. Imagine hope. Imagine affections. Imagine Spiritism. Imagine Heaven. Imagine 
Paradise. Imagine Joy and happiness. Imagine what tomorrow holds for you and live because Living is the 
passport to travel the world through your Life. – John Chizoba Vincent 

Ishaq Adekunle 
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Children in the streets. Neglect. Rejection. Abandoned. Poverty. Suffering. Ghetto. Life in the streets is 
one of the craziest. Within the ghetto, you will learn to abandon yourself in the hand of rape, molestation, 
humiliation, tears and hope. The only way to survive is to live with humiliation when it comes without 
trying to defend your honour. You don't win always, you lose today and win tomorrow and lose within 
your win. You don't have time to cherish luxuries because the way they come is the same way they go. 
You must learn to wear your pains around you like cap, wear a phony smile all the time like life has always 
been a blessing to you since inception. Ghetto life is the true meaning of life which has no idea of how 
tomorrow would help it to live better and streets have a way of teaching you that home is the mouth of a 
shark, you can't enter without getting bitten. – John Chizoba Vincent 
   

Ishaq Adekunle 
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Time_Arun Kapur 
 

HOURGLASS: TIME: INTUITION: EVOLUTION: CHANGE: – John Chizoba Vincent 

  

Arun Kapur 
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Peter o’Brien 
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Striving to Ascend, Each and Each_Stephen Mead 

 
Birds are creatures of valour. When they swarmed in hundreds above, you see the fine hand writing of the 
gods scribbled on the surface of the sky. Nature would have been boring without the bird families gracing 

our space with melodies of various kinds. Their strains soothes the heart as you can see in the picture. 
They remain there to calm our tense souls sometimes as we take a walk  to clear our heads or sit ourselves 

somewhere to appreciate nature. . – Adenifuja Adetokunbo  

Stephen Mead 
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The only reason most of Us are still alive today is that we hope that tomorrow would be better than today. 
And when tomorrow comes, it continues from where yesterday stopped. That is why life is not balanced. 
In the middle of a market place, a boy lost his mother's trails. They both came to the market together but 
he lost her while looking at a bird singing of losing someone with a broken voice. The child was fascinated 
on how the bird tailored its voice to tell the world that nothing last forever even the breath we do not take 
care of. As he cried forth and Back, the market was too empty to listen to his cries. He jumped here and 
there but Nobody was there to help him. He became broken, hopeless like a room that swallowed its 
owner. Likewise, nothing is new under the sun but the nameless way in which an ocean swallows a feet is 
different from the way a snake bite a feet. The former gives no warning while the later warns before 
striking. We are all broken men masking ourselves in the name that left the day we lost our streak and 
dignity. Everything come and go like this window, nothing remain constant or new under the sun. – John 
Chizoba Vincent 

  

Ishaq Adekunle 
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Sunlight_Arun Kapur 
 

HOPE: FAITH: REFLECTION: MEDITATION: MUSIC: Music is life and it is the Language that all the 
culture of mankind understand. It takes you away from you into a world that has no secret, worries and 
agony. It gives you reasons to meditate on what you have seen about life and help you out to understand 
the way you are and the things you are good with. Meditation allows you to communicate with nature and 
the universe. It allows you to take your mind off what the world has given to you. Reflection always make 
you have a rethink of what your life is and how it has evolved. Hope brings you faith and faith guides you 
immensely. You have the whole world to yourself. – John Chizoba Vincent 

Arun Kapur 

 



I S S U E 0 4 | TRANSCENDENCE 35 

 

The mouth is the vent of human feelings, the tongue being a vital agent to the lips. 
Words from the mouth come in shades, like colours, just the way the artists has illustrated with his style. 
Some words command respect for us. Some favour. Some disaster. Whatever that must be said should be 

done with caution, for words are eggs in nature. Once broken, no redemption. No withdrawal. – 
Adenifuja Adetokunbo 

 
 

Peter o’Brien 
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LOVE AND AFFECTIONS. CHILDHOOD: MEMORIES: DREAMS: FLAWLESS: Children have no 
regrets. They have the biggest smile anyone can think of. Some are bold, some are weird, some are shy 
while others are wild. They understand that having each other's hands is the ultimate way of life and 
teaching each other smile is the only way to accept that life is to be lived and love above all. – John 
Chizoba Vincent 
 

  

Ishaq Adekunle 
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I do not know many things, the only thing I know quiet well is that, where we are coming from is 
disappearing. The home that built us are spitting us out every day and its mouth has become that of a 
shark. I do not know many things but one of those things I know very well is that our children are dying of 
longing for what is not seen in this land. A child may be a map of a land, a child may be a bait to the future, 
a child may be a dream of a country, a child may be the leader of a land and he may be a Joseph or Moses 
but while his dreams are chopped before they come to life, he becomes nothing. If only we understood 
that Life gives nobody any choice, we'd known how to treat those who would replace us tomorrow. We 
will take them out of hunger. Besides, no child begged to be born. None of their permission was sought 
before they were brought into the world and punishing them with hunger is the reason why some die 
before they understand what the world is all about. Children are the world. – John Chizoba Vincent 

Ishaq Adekunle 

 



I S S U E 0 4 | TRANSCENDENCE 38 

 

Darkness_Arun Kapur 
 

PASSAGE: GREEN TREES: HOUSES: CARS: TUNNEL: Life gives us different means of surviving. To 
some, it gives house. To some, it gives hope. To some, it gives Love and to some, Agony. – John 
Chizoba Vincent 
  

Arun Kapur 
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Looking at either side, we can see journey by naked feminine figures. The style is peculiar in some ways 
and the artist has successfully passed a message of time and of journey of life we embark on. Destinies 

written and can never be changed. Naked we come. Naked we return to the great beyond. – Adenifuja 
Adetokunbo 

  

Peter o’Brien 
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Peter o’Brien 
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Vision_Arun Kapur 

 
VOID: FIRMAMENT. SMOKE. MYSTERIES. FORM: before the creation, the earth was without form 
and Void but when God began to create things, he filled this Void and made the world has a shape that 
suits his bluePrints. From this Photograph,we could understand that the world is in layers and these layers 
have their own layers supporting each other other which makes it hard for a mere eyes to understand and 
describe the totality of the world. Only the mysteries can understand the mystries itself. While going 
through this image, I was thinking what could have made this photographer to choose his colour taste, 
blend it to match with the cloud and realms that is not quiet well to relate with. In as much as he was able 
to convince his audience that the cloud or the world could be able to be deeper than this, it was quiet 
convenient for him to tell a story that would make you look twice before you could get this art. Indeed, 
pictures speak louder than you think. – John Chizoba Vincent   

Arun Kapur 
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This here is the representation of the present Nigeria. The green white green, being the Nigerian flag 
colours, have been defaced, altered by the brutality of the security agents and the terrorists reeking havoc 
across the nation under the watch of those who vowed to protect our lives and properties. The #EndSars 
protest had many youths executed by Nigerian armies for raising their voices to claim their constitutional 
right. The white in the flag, symbol of unity and peace bathed in blood of the youths seeking solace in 
them at Lekki Toll Gate. There is disaster when the security personnels no longer rever the country's flag. 
Art is indeed the mirror of the society. This artist has stylistically spelt out Nigeria's problem in one fine 
masterpiece. – Adenifuja Adetokunbo 

Peter o’Brien 
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Vision_Arun Kapur 
 

CLOUD: SMOKE: LIGHT: FOCUS: The problem with the universe is that, it is very hard to describe 
with words. While trying to describe it, you must be cautious of your choice of words. You must be 
cautious of your perspective about it because the very way through which you see it is quite different from 
the way another sees it. It is called Art because it can be devoured from a different angle by different 
people and not arriving at the same stand point. Just like when a numeric number six is placed on the 
ground. The person on the other side of that number would call it Nine and while the other person on the 
other side would call it six. Unlike Science, world of Art does not have a definite answer to it. Two people 
cannot arrive at the same answer or stand point. This been said, the smoke does not have to be stopped by 
friction it does not obey the law that says that whatsoever that goes up must come. Like the fire or smoke 
or Rocket going up in this picture, it does not return to the sender or where it comes from. It keeps going 
unto it gets to its destination— Focus. – John Chizoba Vincent 
  

Arun Kapur 
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Peter o’Brien 
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Spirits Merge as Nature Breathing_Stephen Mead 

 

The wilderness is crowned by the winged creatures. The trees, in their millions, wail for the presence of 
the birds. For the trees are the countries and the birds are the occupants. What is there to call a country 
without the occupants. The trees in the wild crave the birds as humans do crave breaths to feel alive. – 

Adenifuja Adetokunbo 
 

 

Stephen Mead 
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Allied _Cynthia Yatchman  

Cynthia Yatchman 
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Peter o’Brien 
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Woman With Bat_Cynthia Yatchman 
 

There is a dark note in this piece but we cannot deny the sweetness and devilishness of women. Women 
can be as eerie as bat if we cross their path or maltreat them. You will most definitely enjoy the paradise in 
these beings when you treat them right. However, every woman is born with a demon, a dark trait every 
man must live with. The necessary devil, they are called. 'Woman with bat' is a thoughtful art piece. – 
Adenifuja Adetokunbo 

  

Cynthia Yatchman 
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Iota_Cynthia Yatchman  

Cynthia Yatchman 
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Deserted–Sulola Imran Abiola  

DESERTED: EMPTINESS: I have learnt how to leave the world deserted. How to make everything 
become distant. Even If I have to will myself away, wanting to leave, I'll sing the song of departures that 
only my spirit companions can render either in an empty environments or a deserted places where war has 
claimed the lives of many innocent people. – John Chizoba Vincent 
  

Sulola Imran Abiola 
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As We Become One_Edward Lee 

  

Edward Lee 
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Night–Sulola Imran Abiola  

NIGHT: SILENCE: AMBIENCE: CLOUD: A moonless Night does not have to consider who makes it feel 
less important or not. The night had broadcast the sorrow of the world; the people knew what had 
happened to the world. The longing faces, hungry and sweating, peered at the world, following her, a long 
way down all her streets to see what has become of it. – John Chizoba Vincent 
  

Sulola Imran Abiola 
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Weightless_Edward Lee 

  

There is a terrible mood that that hits you when a seemingly peace is breached by odd happenings. These 
streaks of odd colours on the peaceful ambience of blue carries lot of 'weight'. And in satirical and 

euphemistic tone, we need not pronounce evil by its real name. It is hard, yes, but let's call it weightless. – 
Adenifuja Adetokunbo 

 

Edward Lee 
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Movement–Sulola Imran Abiola  

MOVEMENT: LIFE: AUTOMOBILE: TRANSPORTATION: Humans are social animals. They move 
from one place to another in search of food, shelter, Love, home and acceptance and Confirmation of how 
much the World loves them. Humans are not meant to stay in a place for too long without seeking for 
ways of changing their environments. In the process of moving, the find love, hope and faith that keep 
them stronger and better. Human beings are the world. – John Chizoba Vincent 

Sulola Imran Abiola 
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This_Edward Lee  

Edward Lee 
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Lockdown–Sulola Imran Abiola  

BLUE: WINDOW: LOCKDOWN: NIGHT: SILENCE: The beauty of the world is the darkness 
that ushers in Light. It is the dark part of us that our bodies harbour that make us who we are, Blacks. – 
John Chizoba Vincent 
 

 

 

Sulola Imran Abiola 
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Vanity–Sulola Imran Abiola 

VANITY. IMPERFECTION. HUMAN. DESERTED: There are some fowls that died without being eaten. 
They didn't complete their destiny or their life cycle. All fowls were created to be eaten by humans and 
when one die, get rotten on the ground, it becomes Vanity. The world is vanity. – John Chizoba 
Vincent 
 

 

Sulola Imran Abiola 
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What Was_Edward Lee 

 
Peace, birthed in the tone of blue hue, is priceless. Everyone wants to breathe the air of quietness and 
serenity. An abstract represenation of peace. Good job. Simple but sophisticated theme. – Adenifuja 
Adetokunbo 
 

Edward Lee 
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Wilderness –Sulola Imran Abiola 

 
FOREST: GRASSES: CLOUD: TREES: The world is incomplete without trees, the sun, the cloud and the 
Light. God created Light and darkness. He makes the light to over take the darkness and through this light, 
humans see what is available to them and how to get it to work for them. – John Chizoba Vincent 
 

 

 

 

 

 

  

Sulola Imran Abiola 
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This Way_Cynthia Yatchman  

Cynthia Yatchman 
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Living in grief is dying installments. You cut yourself bit by bit and give to the wind. The more you cut 
yourself, the more you realise you are not as important to life as you have envisaged. Then breathing 
becomes a torture— a torment that wears you out almost every time. Isolation becomes a friend but in 
Isolation you find a different body and spirit which does not agree with each other but they stayed anyway. 
Like conversing with your father's ghost, you don't always blame him for dropping his seed into your 
mother or blame him for answering your calls when you called repeatedly to him from the spirit realm. 
Rather you would blame him for leaving you so soon to the underworld. As you talk to him, you would 
watch him judge himself and let out a piercing cry. By then, you could tell yourself how many times you 
have made a spirit grief or cry. Life is a secret that has no secret, it goes on and on in layers without layers. 
Let us pray. – John Chizoba Vincent 
  

Ishaq Adekunle 
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for all the boys i know are bleeding stones in the dark– Martins Deep 

LONGING: WAITING: HOPING: God cannot tell how difficult it is when your own body refused to 
attend to your cries, when your own body drags your hair and pulls you down in front of your enemy. It 
must be a curse to see a boy running towards a market place to inform his father that his debtors have 
carted away with his box of clothes and belongings while the house was ajar. I know few things to be true. 
I know that God was asleep when Nigerians burnt good man alive and left their Politicians to reign. I know 
God was asleep when the Youths with the Nigerian flags were shot dead at Lekki Tollgate. I know he was 
resting when the Army denied having anything to do with it. When I sit and watch how the smoke carried 
my brother's ghost away, I thought the world would fall on me. My light, a torment, the rain, a nameless 
symphonies. I don't know how to tell many tales but the ones I know are about a boy like me locked up in 
his own miseries, bemoaning his father's death and his brother whom home spat out. I don't know how fo 
dance but the only dance i can remember was the last one my grandmother danced before she was killed. 
You don't find a face like this always, you don't come across pictures like this always. This picture holds a 
whole lots of meaning. – John Chizoba Vincent 

Martins Deep 
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Self-portrait as a drinker of colors–Martins Deep 
 

SEARCHING: MEANINGS: NEEDS: Searching for meaning to Life in dark places. Searching for meaning 
to the mysteries of the world in it totality. Although sometimes we don't find the meaning to these things 
but we always search and hope to find them. We keep searching for meanings to life until we die. And the 
more we search inwardly, we tend find more of what the world is made of if not the totality of the world 
but the nameless faces that occupy the world hoping to know more about it. Every day, human beings 
spend time and resources to dig deep into the world to advance their living, Love, hope and their faith in 
the world.  
But would they ever find meaning to life and why they are here? There is nothing special about housing 
pains and sorrow. The more you house them, the more you die like an innocent cockroach in the midst of 
fowls. The best you can do for yourself is to let them go or escape through your mind like bubbles. – 
John Chizoba Vincent 

Martins Deep 
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in this stillness, a star calls my name –Martins Deep 

 
PRISONER: LONER: FREEDOM: SLEEP: Think about the passage through which a child is brought into 
this world. It is like the heart that knows everything about you but nobody knows a thing about it until its 
action is brought to life by the body that harbours it. The heart is the essence of living. It gives a man light, 
understanding and Patience for the art of Living. You may chain the body but It is only the heart that 
knows how to tell the body when to move and how to free itself from any Bondage. The heart is a passage 
to life. When there is no heart, the body becomes empty and searching. – John Chizoba Vincent 
  

Martins Deep 
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Canvas Skin – Martins Deep 

Laughter. Joy. Colours. Butterfly. Purity. Innocence. Sound mind. Memories are beings too. They come 
to you in different form to remind you what life has done to you in the past and sometimes it is of Joy and 
sadness. When these images flash in your mind, you'll chuckle and laugh out loud in Joy and frown 
sometimes. In describing faith, we look at colours and how they speak to us. It may not change a thing 
about us but it has a way of making us feel less of our worries . – John Chizoba Vincent 
 

 

  

Martins Deep 
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A Complaint to Paper 
 
 
You would be more useful as blank 
pulp. Beloved paper, you sleep, 
 
booked to silence—closed, 
too conceited to fraternize 
 
with graffiti that grips the tangy, 
grease-stained streets of Toronto, 
 
too proud to mingle with the beat 
of a subway-stationed sax. You jail 
 
my letters into un-glossed lines. 
Why can’t you, dear lifeless leaf, break 
 
from laurel ropes, 
        wheel into lungs?  
 
 

 

Poetry 

 

A n t o n ia  F a c c ip o n t e  
C a n a d a  
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Mother’s Milk 

 

y lips tremble as if I am about to cry. Please let your mother’s milk steel me against the 

animal I become when my brain confuses intellectual arousal with physical pleasure. 

Why do I nurse wounds that flow from the expectations of others?  Sometimes it feels like I’m the 

suckling of a Tin Woman who warns me she has no heart, yet dopamine builds with each puckered kiss 

swallowed in humiliation or spit back in defiance.  

You lactate a complex flow of contradictions that dribbles down my chin with the shame of a stain.  

I want to forget the day I found that first red stain on my nine year old’s Wonder Woman panties. 

Terrified, I run upstairs to tell Nana. My gentle grandmother slaps me across my face.  

I cry: “Why did you hit me?”  Nana says, “Ask your mother when she comes home from work.” 

The moment I hear your key click in the keyhole I run to the door.  When I speak, you slap my face 

too.  You, who never laid on a hand on me. Why?  You shrug: “I don’t know.  It’s what mothers do. 

That’s what Nana did to me.”  

M 

Flash Fiction 

 

M .A . B lic k le y  
U n it e d  S t a t e  
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Why doesn’t your mother’s milk offer me the nourishment and immunity from judging myself as 

being nothing more than my menstrual flow?  From fertility to maternity to menopause, must I believe 

that I am simply what I bleed?   

Your milk sours in my mouth whenever you try to convince me your slap was done with love to 

awaken me from my childhood slumber.  I was nine years old. 

If I’m ever blessed to one day suckle my own daughter, I will offer up a kiss, not a slap, when she 

comes to me with her first red stain.  I will celebrate her menstrual flow as sacred, not shameful, as it 

honors her passage from childhood and will continue to do so right up to her old age. 

And should someone ever claim her blood is a curse, I will ask why is it painful to be reminded of 

your youth each month? 
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Vodka Omelet 
 
Make it clear in my mind, Jesus, 
am I whacked-out on Double Cross Vodka 
or have I flipped out calling myself 
Limburger omelet chef? 
I hate question marks and angels 
with crazed wings. 
You know the type, John the Baptist 
taking weed, stoned out of his mind, storyteller, 
foul smells from poor hygiene, eating habits 
open mouth, swallowing grasshoppers, 
so silky, smooth as sweet honey. 
Add 3 eggs in a skillet, Parmesan/Romano blend, 
2 cheeses add-on, shiitake mushrooms, turmeric, 
chopped kale, hint hot chili peppers, cheers. 
Scramble me, I’m cracked. 
I rock faith in jungle music, dance nude. 
Everything is a potential poem to me. 
My omelet, my life, my booze, master cook, 
vodka 
omelet 
 

Poetry 

 M ic h a e l L e e  J o h n s o n  
U n it e d  S t a t e  
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A Conversation with Su’ur. Su’eddie 

Vershima Agema 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Libretto had a discussion with award winning Nigerian writer and publisher, Su’ur. Su’eddie Vershima 

Agema. Su’ur Su’eddie Vershima Agema, a husband and father, an editor, publisher, cultural enthusiast 

and development worker. He was listed on Nigerian Writers Award’s100 Most Influential Nigerian 

Writers under 40 (2017and 2018) and EGC’s Top 50 Contemporary Poets Who Rocked Nigeria (2012-

17). He was also recently Curator, Black History Month/Project and founding President, African Writers 

[Society] at the University of Sussex in England, the United Kingdom where he earned a second master’s 

in International Education and Development under the esteemed Chevening scholarship scheme. He is also 

the convener of the Benue Book and Arts Festival, a past chairman of the Association of Nigerian Authors 

(Benue State Chapter) and former coordinator of the National Teen Authorship Scheme covering six states 

in Nigeria. Su’eddie is the author of Home Equals Holes: Tale of an Exile (Winner, Association of 

Nigerian Authors’ Prize for Poetry, 2014);The Bottom of another Tale (Shortlist, Abubakar Gimba Prize 

for Short Stories, 2015);Once Upon a Village Tale(Shortlist, Association of Nigerian Authors’ Children’s 

Literature Prize); and Bring our casket home: Tales one shouldn’t tell (Nominee, Association of Nigerian 

Authors’ Prize for Poetry 2013).  

Conversation 
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Libretto: Hello Su’eddie, we are so happy you 

could join us for this interview. It’s been an odd 

year no thanks to the COVID-19 pandemic. 

How has the situation impacted your writing 

and the publishing industry? 

 

Su’eddie: Thanks for having me. It has been an 

interesting year, true, and like everyone else, we 

experienced a million things. The best of it is that 

several people had a chance to relax, to take life 

more easy and reconnect with family. I spent the 

period with my family and I enjoyed it 

tremendously. As writers, we had the chance to 

introspect and of course, the experience created 

materials for several works across the genres that 

we keep seeing. COVID-19 also made us see the 

viability of the internet more. Most festivals this 

year are virtual, from the Abuja Literary Society’s 

festival to Quramo’s Q-Fest, the Lagos Poetry 

Festival and Ake festival, they all went online. 

Our Benue Book and Arts Festival scheduled for 

the first week of December is also partly virtual. 

The digital side of publishing became more 

prominent, particularly in our parts. Several 

people resorted to e-publishing and we had 

increased revenue as people were now more 

open to buying books online. Printing presses 

were shut and most publishers who had set 

release dates for books had to push them ahead. 

These are only a few, I could go on and on but I 

think this gives an idea. 

 

Libretto: You’re a writer who has inspired 

many to take up the art, but what was it like 

when you started out on this journey? Did you 

feel confident that you were going to succeed 

as a writer? 

Su’eddie Vershima Agema 
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Su’eddie: Hmmm, it has been an interesting 

journey and I was forced to think about it a couple 

of times this year. I started writing more seriously 

towards the end of my first degree at the Benue 

State University. I had teachers who were 

established writers like Moses Tsenongu, Andrew 

Aba and Maria Ajima. I also had friends like 

Elizabeth Onogwu who was a lecturer in my 

department and other classmates who inspired me. 

With time, I became more active in the Association 

of Nigerian Authors, met Sam Ogabidu etc. I 

wanted to publish by the time I graduated. I 

thought I was good enough and my material was 

worth presenting to the world but my guardian, 

Mr. Charles Ayede told me to wait. He even told 

me to cool down with my ‘literariness’ since 

literature would not put food on the table. The 

advice helped me because I shudder at what I might 

have put out at the time. I eventually met Hyginus 

Ekwuazi who changed my writing and continues to 

inspire me to this day. Somehow, I had other 

friends whose company gave me inspiration to keep 

writing too.  In their company I did not feel the 

pressure or win too much. It was enough that I was 

writing, that I was reading, and improving my art. 

When I published my first poetry collection, Bring 

our casket home: Tales one shouldn’t tell, 

interestingly inspired by the death of my 

guardian, it was longlisted for the ANA Poetry 

Prize 2013. It was crazy and I danced! It didn’t 

matter that I did not win. It felt good. The next 

year, I won the ANA Poetry Prize and was 

shortlisted in the prose and short story categories 

so I had a huge confidence boost. In this wise, I 

kept gaining confidence to go on, to do more. If 

there was any pressure, it was self-imposed, not 

with a view to winning accolades or anything but 

just generally to get better with each passing day 

and get my work to the best form it can be. The 

confidence issues came some years later. You 

know, with rejections and stuff like that. Then, of 

course, there would be those editors who would 

tear your work and make you wonder. This is 

funny considering I am an editor as well. I have 

learnt though, sometimes it is not that one’s 

work is not good but that it just does not fit the 

mould of certain people. It does not give an 

excuse for laziness or lazy writing though. I keep 

learning and improving on my art, working with 

people whose opinions I respect, using works I 

admire as yardsticks to grow and ensuring that I 

am the best me I can be. When someone says 

something about my work in the negative, I 
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check to see if I can share the person’s view. If I 

agree with it and it is something I can change, I try 

to do so or live with it. If it is something that I feel 

is a personal opinion and not true, I let it be. I have 

inner peace concerning my writings and that is the 

ultimate confidence boost. 

 

Libretto: Who are your favourite writers? 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). 

 

Su’eddie: One writer who has inspired me the 

most is Hyginus Ekwuazi. He especially inspired my 

poetry. His works opened me to new views that I 

had no idea of, considering I had been learning the 

formalities of writing in school. My writing has 

been impacted by such works as The Shadow of the 

Wind by Carlos Ruiz Zafon, Chuma Nwokolo’s 

works and Abubakar Adam Ibrahim’s ‘Whispering 

Trees’, not the full book, the story and I think two 

other tales in the book. Khaled Hosseni in his 

works, especially The Kite Runner, hastaught me a 

lot. Other impactful works are Philip Roth’s 

Everyman and Tony Parsons’s Man and Boy. 

Chimamanda Adichie’s Purple Hibiscus and Helon 

Habila’s Measuring Time also had profound effects 

on me. I learnt new styles of writing from 

Chimamanda’s short stories, mostly  published 

online. Uwem Akpan, in his Say You Are One of 

Them also helped me grow. Of recent, I am 

learning from Chris Abani, Kwame Dawes, 

Haruki Murakami and Helen Oyeyemi. Mohsin 

Hamid’s Moth Smoke and The Reluctant 

Fundamenlist have opened me to new and 

refreshing perspectives. There are several others 

but these are the ones that come to mind. On 

favourite excerpts, I could share a lot but one 

comes to mind now, if you don’t like somebody’s 

story, write your own. That is Achebe, and I think it 

was said in an interview.  

 

Libretto: What is your best writing genre and 

how has it influenced the way you write? 

 

Su’eddie:  I used to think more in poetry but 

after loads of bashing from various people, 

corrections and having fights over lines, I have 

come to think more towards short stories. 

Although I express myself more through poetry, 

sometimes, I mix the both up. I believe my 

poetry comes out better in my prose while the 

prose in poetry is not always acceptable, 
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considering people expect poetry to be more silky 

and versey than prosaic. 

 

Libretto: Apart from writing, what other 

profession would you have chosen? 

 

Su’eddie: Fortunately for me, this is a question I 

do not have to bother answering considering I do 

many other things aside writing. There’s the editing 

and publishing, I am a researcher, development 

worker, literary administrator, amongst a few other 

things. So, I am a writer and I am these other things 

too. 

 

Libretto: You are the founder of SEVHAGE 

Publishers, one of the leading publishing 

platforms in Nigeria. At what point did you 

decide you wanted to start your own publishing 

firm? 

 

Su’eddie: The decision came in 2012 thereabouts. 

There were too many things I saw wrong in the 

publishing industry and I made pitches to some 

publishing houses. I only wanted to see these things 

implemented, I did not even want to get any glory 

or be part of them. They mostly did not heed much 

of my advice, for practical reasons. So, I decided to 

take my ideas and start something alongside an 

NGO, what has now become the SEVHAGE 

Literary and Development Initiative to support 

writers and writings. 

 

Libretto: As a publisher and a writer, why do 

you think a lot of writers find it difficult 

getting published? 

 

Su’eddie: That is an easy one. There are too few 

publishing opportunities and publishers and too 

many writers and writings. 

 

Libretto: This is often a source of debate 

among poets and literary critics, but do you 

think there’s such a thing as a bad poem? 

 

Su’eddie: Definitely! As with almost everything 

else in life and especially in the arts, there are 

good and bad poems. The description of which is 

good or bad is often dependent on readers who in 

some cases are also critics.  There are some 

universally bad ones, written without form, 

aesthetics or appeal.  

 

Libretto: In the last few years, performance 

poetry in the form of spoken word as gained 
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much interest. Do you see a future for page 

poetry or do you consider it an endangered art 

form? 

 

Su’eddie:  Page poetry, as you call it, will always 

have a place. As long as the arts live, there will 

always be poets and poems, in spoken form and 

written form. 

 

Libretto: What was the process of writing your 

books (“The Bottom of Another tale” 

and"Home Equals Holes: Tale of an Exile”) 

like and how long did it take you to write the 

two books?  

 

Su’eddie:  Both of them are collections, the 

former of short stories and the latter of poems, 

with poems written at different points. I would say 

the stories in The Bottom were written over the 

course of say, five years. The poems took about 

two years or less. One day, I was eating somewhere 

with Ene Odaba, who was then one of our 

SEVHAGE team members when we decided to just 

look at some of my poems. We developed a thread 

and put them together. That was the foundation. I 

had to write some new poems, reconstruct most of 

what I had and ensured that the theme as captured 

in the title kept on echoing through the entire 

collection. 

 

Libretto: Your book titles are always fittingly 

poetic. What are the boxes you think a good 

book title should tick for it to appeal to 

readers?  

 

Su’eddie:  I believe that book titles should be 

catchy, where possible, reflect the contents of the 

book and importantly, be unique. Once you have 

this, you let it go and hope it appeals to readers. 

 

Libretto: Now to your forthcoming book; 

“Once Upon a Village Tale”. What is the 

book all about and how does it differ from 

your previous works? 

 

Su’eddie:  Once Upon a Village Tale was 

published last year. It is a children’s book and 

took me about five years or so to write. There 

were a million rewrites, different editors, 

illustrations and things of the like. It was stressful 

but fun though. The book is the tale of a father 

telling his children stories in the village, then one 

of them falls gravely ill and then, an adventure 
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begins to save the child while the father tells her 

more stories to ensure she stays awake, and alive. 

 

Libretto: In your view, how can the reading 

culture in Nigeria be encouraged? 

 

Su’eddie:  Buy books and give to people to read. 

Do more reading competitions and generally make 

the books we write more appealing. 

 

Libretto: As someone who has been in this 

industry for years, can you share your views on 

how you think someone can benefit financially 

and otherwise from writing and publishing? 

 

Su’eddie:  Get into competitions, that is the 

easiest way but don’t put all your hopes there or 

you will be crushed if it does not pan out how you 

expected. Submit to magazines, journals and other 

places that pay. Submit to open calls too, even 

those that do not pay, get yourself noticed. When 

you get publishing, be your cheerleader. Put word 

on your work everywhere and if possible, beg 

people to buy and read. I remember that when I 

had my first poetry collection out, I actually did 

most of this. I even organised a launch, which I 

would not advice anyone to do except if you have 

loads of money bags in your personal circle, and 

went on air. I was on TV and radio, paid for most 

of these. I believe money brings money. I did not 

get much money but the rewards were enormous 

and I am still benefiting from these till date. 

 

Libretto: So, finally, what are you working on 

next? What should we look forward to? 

 

Su’eddie:  I have just finished work with my 

editors, Amara Chimeka and Torkwase Igbana, 

Su’eddie Vershima Agema 
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on a collection of mostly funny short stories of the 

oyinbo experience from our perspective as 

Africans. It comes out this quarter. I am also 

actively working towards the SEVHAGE/Benue 

Book and Arts festival that is scheduled for the 

first week of December. What else? Let’s just 

stop there for now. 
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Moment of embarking 

 

n the half-light of dawn in September, the river Narmada glides tranquilly in the ancient 

riverine town of Maheshwar, cinnamon-colored at its furthest outstretch, a burnished copper 

in the middle and a hazy orange nearer towards the bank where I stand, radiant and incandescent at the 

same time as she absorbs and reflects the light of the rising sun.  

Moist breezes play subdued music in my ears in this quaint, speckless temple town in Khargone 

district in the state of Madhya Pradesh, in central India. And their clean breaths, lush with the cool of a 

tapering monsoon and with the aromas of the damp earth, sal tree-sap and dew-bright grass leave the taste 

of Narmada on my lips, on my tongue, even as they lull me into a state of cozy childhood lullabies.  

Even in my blurry state, I am alive to how these refreshing drafts are a reprieve from the everyday 

furnace in the northern part of India, from the quicksilver heat in New Delhi from where I have travelled, 

where the heat switches from dry to the sweaty and steaming in minutes in this month and time of year.  

Other aspects of distance, historical and cultural, play on my mind. I am aware that the flow of 

river Narmada is through several time strata and there is no easy telling of the difference. The ninety-one, 

I 

Nonfiction 

 C h it ra  G o p a la k r is h n a n a  
I n d ia  
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sepia-colored sandstone temples of Maheshwar, its several brawny forts bristling with ramparts and palaces 

crowned with cenotaphs, all of who wrap themselves around the curve of the river with a purposeful 

elegance of style, give me a feeling of having traversed through centuries yet of being comfortable in its 

clean and serene contemporaneity, in its current living and breathing spaces in the year 2017. 

Swaddled by the hush of the present, the muted overhang of the past, the soft sibilants of the 

Narmada, the assured silence of the rising sun, the ever-so gentle melodies of the air and whiffs of earth-

scents, the rising scale of birdsong jars. My being rebels at the petulant clamour of these feathered 

creatures that sound ignorant, misplaced and somehow discourteous.  

I wait to wind down my heartbeats and breadth, to regain the space of silence, its power, not with 

my ears but my spirit, till I can once again hear the subtle. This blankness I come to is not an absence of 

life’s cadences but their elevation, quite like hearing the wind in a cave, where sound and soundlessness 

merge, a state that brings me to the fringe of a meditative state though my eyes are open and I stand. 

My attention wanders to the sun’s poised blooming into power from the edge of the world into the 

horizon. The extravaganza of this cadmium-colored ball is a show of how the sun suffices itself, of how it 

revels in its singularity. As its arc rises bit by bit in suspenseful radiance and as it anchors its way into the 

center of nature’s composition, I marvel at how its iconography, its heraldic vision, one that stands for 

wholeness, continuity and infinity, gains surety within my consciousness, its tread noiseless, much like the 

sun.  

I stand rooted, my attention sedulous, to take in the next stage of its journey, its necessary travel, 

one that will bring about its complete dissolution and an end to dawn with finality. “The morning sight of 

this disc’s melt-away at Maheshwar is as beguiling as its coming together in its wholeness,” travelogues and 

yoga practitioners, who come here for sun salutations, promise alike. I see the sun give way from its centre 

by degrees, dissipate from a deep orange to sepia, from tawny amber to dull tan, till it disembodies into 

the Narmada in a liquid light, into a glassy transparency like a semi-molten mirror.  

At the same time, my eyes are drawn to the waters of Narmada that chase the wavering colour 

contours of the sun. I see how its waters’ iridescence alters with a chameleon-quick swiftness only to settle 
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into the ghostly shimmer of the sun, its shade of glossy pallor. A signal that the quiescent moments of 

dawn are up. A sign that says it’s time for the frenetic routines of the day.  

A craggy, loin-clothed, closed-eyed sadhu silently serenades the cosmos, waist-deep and one-legged 

in her waters, his other leg folded on his knee, blind to everything immediately around him. An image of 

my own guru who has bought me to these harmonies, away from the restless elements of the city, its 

unstill, on-the-move elements, attaches itself into my consciousness. 

Not quite willing to forgo these enthralling moments, I sit down at the ghats, within the cool 

confines of one side of the populated, relict bank, from where I can see across to the other bank, one 

speckled with rows of swaying and bright-tipped sal trees no longer suffused by the velvet veil of the pre-

dawn hours.  

The Narmada ribbons between us, in full swing, flushed with life, remnants of last evening’s 

offerings, delicate white jasmines nestled within handmade leaf cups and long, loose strands of strung 

marigold, bobbing up and down alongside small boats that churn its silky pale silver currents with their 

wooden paddles and return their passengers and devotees to the same up position on its wave crests every 

three seconds. 

As the cool light breezes continue to waver teasingly over my skin and billow around my person, 

making my loose cotton pants flap, I run my fingers through Narmada’s brimming waters and wonder if I 

should indulge in a ritualistic dip for her symbolic power to come alive within. First immerse myself 

completely in her waters, then pirouette with my hands raised, follow this gesture by making a cup of my 

palms to drink a mouthful of her water and then in an expanded, final gesture pour some of her water over 

my head in salutation chanting ‘Har Har Narmade’ (glory be to Narmada).  

A closer inspection of Narmada’s impish wavelets that eddy, curl and vanish into her flinty depths, 

however, offer a warning against impulsively losing myself in the sanctity of the river. The cautionary 

words of a cheerfully dissolute pundit hollered yesterday, a little past noon when Narmada’s waters are 

blue-green, echo.  

I can almost see and hear him now in his satiny saffron silk kurta, his thick gold chains, his hirsute 

arms, his face full of flesh folds, his tongue devil-red, and his sentences gushing out of a mouth thick with 
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the slushy remains of betel leaves. “Don’t be deceived by Narmada’s mildness. Beneath her glistening 

surface are currents whose undertow is swift, strong, wild and vicious,” he bellows. “You don’t want to 

die, do you, with your inexperience in the water?” He reminds me of a gargoyle that spouts water and 

wisdom in the same breath. 

Even as the temple bells above the ghats peal, the brass plates pound, the songs of devotion by the 

pundits reach their pitch and the crescendo of the morning aarti arrives, where lights with wicks soaked in 

ghee are lit and offered first to the deity and then its smoky flames are passed around to the devotees, I 

remain in this state of capture, in a private and personal world, where all anxious rational thoughts of my 

neural circuits are obliterated, my mind emptied and my spirit in a place of its own.  

This is what I have come to Maheshwar for. To allow my mind to settle. To allow myself to 

disentangle from daily involvements of city life. To give myself the permission to stand undisturbed. To let 

go of all the glues of my tangible world. To flow into meditation naturally. 

I go back to my guesthouse for now but come back every day in the small hours before dawn…for 

five months…for these very same sights. Of my trysts, Ram Dayal, my portly, moon-faced, genial, and 

well-read guesthouse manager, observes in chaste Hindi, “I think you tirelessly lope down Narmada’s 

banks every day to test your level of calm. And I think, you also strip your inner self each time to see if 

your balance is chancy or you can sustain it within and without.” His tone is one of wry amusement but I 

cannot deny its deadly accuracy. 

My sense of equipoise at Maheshwar is both visceral and intangible. 

I try to explain my feelings about this contemplative morning mood of Narmada, her effect on me, 

of how the geography of Maheshwar has imprinted itself on my fifty-five-year-old mind to my guru, Ravi 

Shankar. He likes to be called thus. Minus the title of guru. 

He is helping me find what I seek.  

My guru of eight years is a tall man with a lean frame, an easy manner, a sanguine, unlined and 

youthful face though he is in its seventies. His faultlessly white kurta and lean pants and white close-

cropped hair define him in the way clouds define rain.  
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He came into my life when many of things in my life failed to make sense and I had reached a cul de 

sac of sorts. Worldliness brought a sense of dismay, work felt like an unintelligent, unrewarding board 

game, prayer distracting rather than transporting and the closing my eyes fetched emptiness rather than 

relief. I was looking for something more, a different frame of faith. 

Even before I met him and accepted him as my guru, his disciples described him to me as a man of 

few words. Leela Madan, who has been under his tutelage for fifteen years, ever so often, tells me of how 

he can “go back in loops of time and cracks in space” and “read people and their problems like a written 

page.” It prepares me for his reading of my life with accuracy though I have not been explicit, the 

prescience in his eyes are a giveaway of his knowingness. 

Guru Ravi Shankar offers me a route to know myself. Seeing my own truth, before I try salvation 

or to know the world. His way is a compelling one. A start with the sharpening of my sensibilities and 

cultivating my self-knowledge in order to understand the workings of the universal.  

“It is a way guided by Hindu philosophy and practitioners over millennia. One that is not based on 

Hindu religion with 36 million divinities. Nor on tradition, or dogma, or faith or orthodoxy but in 

something deeper. Something that involves filtering out the chatter and learning the sound of your own 

voice. This route will take you on your own journey, one that will be uniquely yours unlike that of others 

even if they set out with you at the same time and at the same place,” he explains.  

Said in his voice and in his manner it sounds disarmingly simple, though I know it is far from that. I 

trust him completely.  

I have trusted him ever since I felt his energy when he extended his right hand over my head to 

bless me. Wildly illogical, unreasonable, unbelievable? Not for me.  

I talk to him about Narmada, hesitant and nervous of appearing like a naïve, mad celebrant. 

“Narmada’s muted undertones, her fluid serenity at dawning have unloosed me, layer by layer, over these 

months, tenderly and with caution first and then with more flamboyance. Her waters urge me to feel and 

see myself as I have never done before. She mirrors the trueness within me, washes away my lifelong 

anxieties of being fractured and frustrated, fearful and alone, and shows me that I have an enough-ness of 

spirit to live fully in the world. She also shows me that my broken psyche can be made whole again by 
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seeking a larger purpose. Despite seven years of tenacious effort, inner rigour, and yogic practices to 

regulate life forces in the city, I have been unable to arrive at this state of equilibrium, a state where I feel 

happy wheels of energy within my abdomen. So I know I will forever carry a drop of Narmada within me 

just as every grain of wheat and rice in this region do.”  

To my breathless gust of words, at first, he simply says, “I think you will now understand why so 

many saints and all manner of people have said the mere act of contemplating the Narmada can absolve 

you.” 

Then as an afterthought, he adds, “Narmada is placid at this time of the year in Maheshwar. But not 

always. And even as she flows through this state, from her headwaters in Amarkantak, through Mandla, 

Hoshangabad, and Nimawar and then downstream to Karanjia and Patan she changes her moods and colors 

capriciously. As an angry torrent, she is Rewa, in restfulness she is Manananda, bringer of eternal joy, 

where she is spirited she is called Rajani, as a seductress, she is Kamala, and in places where she destroys 

she is Vibhathsa. She is similarly called by other names in the two other states she flows in, Maharashtra 

and Gujarat.” 

I am keen to talk about Maheshwar as it is he who has suggested I come here to “cut away from all 

social and emotional connections to see life from inside out”. I pause uncertainly to see if he will let me. 

He nods with a smile so I continue, “The town of Maheshwar with her clay houses, ochre-tiled roofs and 

low brick walls, with her wrinkled fields of cotton, wheat, and soybean, with the click and hum of her 

villages, and with her people’s quiet community involvement on the one hand and with her classic, 

symmetrical historical structures of religion and ruling on the other somehow pulls in her many facets into 

a harmony of being. This truth of Maheshwar, her innate integrity has shifted something within.”  

I wonder if my interspersing of the cartography of an outer world into an internal world is 

simplistic, banal, the work of a neophyte. Fortunately for me, my guru comes up with a delightful 

surprise. He saves my observations from the humdrum and shows me fun in the fuzzy spaces between 

philosophy and spirituality. 

With a wicked glint in his eye, at least it appears thus to me, he says, “Maheshwar is Lord Shiva’s 

town, the Destroyer in the Hindu trinity. He balances the power of the Creator Brahma and the Preserver 
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Vishnu, to destroy all things negative, be it evil or ignorance. He delivers things he destroys to Brahma 

when they are ready for recreation. Yet believe me when I say he has some unhallowed passions and not all 

of the town is sanctified. Do you know Nandi, the sculpted bronze bull, who is Lord Shiva’s guardian at 

the temple above the ghats, jumps his cage takes on the form of a real fierce, black bull and cavorts around 

town? And that the size of Lord Shiva’s idol grows by the size of sesame seed every year?” I am amused by 

the bull’s devilish sense of humour, his crooked, uninhibited internal transformations. As I am glad for the 

liveliness within Maheshwar by the bit of personal strangeness of Lord Shiva’s idol. 

In the month of February in 2018, when the chill webs Maheshwar, I feel a certain inexplicable 

readiness towards many things. I sense I am at the right point of my personal evolution and that my 

moment of embarking has arrived. Not so much through external signals as an inner knowing. I confide in 

Leela when I feel my shift from traditional frameworks of cognition. 

“Are you ready to let go of the world of appearances, the temporal world of reality? To trust in the 

power superior to the intellect? To transcend sense-experience, unverifiable by science, one beyond the 

Western empiricism that you are familiar with and handle the polarity of this space? Are you prepared to 

trust in the metaphysical base of the philosophy of Hinduism that will connect your being, your finite 

atman to the universal brahman, the ultimate invisible reality that encompasses everything even Gods in a 

unity?” she volleys unceasingly but not caustically. 

Her intent is probably to assess my capacity to cast away my many familiarities and to shoulder the 

implausible complications these experiences will bring. My potential to withstand instances that will be 

qualitatively different from anything I have seen or known so far. 

My guru has talked to us over the years of this inner journey. “Your inner journey, darsana, or the 

soul-sight as we call it, will not ascertain and acquire facts, or illuminate truths of revealed religion but 

will take you on an unfamiliar, expansive, quest of values, one that will align you with the true nature of 

reality as it begins to gradually reveal itself to you.”  

He speaks of this as being each one’s subjective journey, distinctly one’s own with no roadmaps to 

follow. In his words, “It will be your direct and intimate knowledge of the reality of truth, its élan vital, or 
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its vital impulse. You have to make your own inner way, and, at the beginning, it may not be necessarily 

comforting, foot sores rarely are.” 

Rajat Sen, my ex-colleague and friend, seeped in city life, discredits, in a phone call from Delhi, my 

efforts at “creative intelligence, my intuitive inner search for ideal values through my innate sense of 

knowing.” He pooh-poohs it abrasively as “so much nonsense” and commands me back to New Delhi.  

“Dissecting your experiences within your head as a template for God's attributes or universal 

intentions and matrix is plain stupid,” he snaps. After an awkward pause between us, he says in a less ill-

natured tone, more as an appeal to my sanity, “It is without any logical support, has no methodology which 

is measurable and demonstrable or recognisable sources of knowledge.” 

I know many in my family and friend circles are variously alarmed and puzzled by my contrarieties 

over the years, their stares of incomprehension say it. Fortunately, my husband’s happy indulgences of my 

exploits save me from hostility within my innermost circles as also from dealing with his internalised angst. 

And as I am not interested in co-relating my explorations with the bells and whistles of calculations or 

technology or counter-defenses, I let Rajat keep his keep faith in knowledge using empiricism and 

rationalism, in its exactitudes, as I go on an undefined exploration.  

I know drifts of knowledge gained through intuitive powers require preparation and can be trusted 

only if the seeker is well equipped to handle its inner truth. My first brush with such intuitiveness comes as 

I quiet the turmoil within and I am in balance with my surrounding elements of earth, water, fire, air, and 

space.  

I sit on the banks of Narmada. It is the hour of the Creator within the trinity, the Brahma 

Muhurtha, at 3.30 am, when everything in the universe is said to be in its perfect state. My diary, dated 3 

February, 2019, that inks my thoughts, best conveys my first experience, my initial, small epiphany. “I am 

in a space where the play of my senses dull and my conscious thoughts subdue. With no sensory stimulus 

to delineate the borderline between the self and the world, I arrive at a space where I am endless and 

intimately interwoven with everyone and everything. My sense of self diminishes. I find myself naturally 

involved in a vaster existence yet one which is one with my own. I know it sounds contradictory and 

abstruse, more so when I say I make sense of these things in an impersonal yet deeply personal way.”  
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Yet I cannot think my intuitiveness away or disbelieve it in any way, however maddeningly opaque 

or insane it sounds to others. And what is remarkable is that there is a simplicity to my knowledge even 

though it is so profound.  

My next understandings, above the threshold of stimuli, come to me with relative ease and felicity, 

almost in a just-like-that-way, after a month. Of them I say in my writings, “Time has no meaning. Past, 

present and future exist simultaneously. When time stops, all problems disappear. As endlessness prevails, 

I no longer identify with the body or the mind. And in this mellow state, the thought ‘I am and I am 

aware’ comes. As does the understanding of ‘I am, I was and always will be, beyond all worlds and all 

universes, infinite and beyond time.’ From this, I know that death and the afterlife are just small 

incidents.” 

In my last entry on April 25, 2019, in a hasty summary of my inner scape, I write, “What I can say 

of this experience except to say that this luminous floating-ness is bliss? How can I try to utter that which is 

unutterable in mortal speech yet something that is true and exists? All I can say with certainty is this 

primary consciousness functions with its own inner logic, where it is its own means of knowing and that 

one can merely know by feeling it. And also that I have arrived at a higher definition to my person though 

my sense of self is diffused.” 

I know that my inheritances are small, infinitesimal, just at the very beginning and the arrival of the 

supreme reality is a long way in coming and in all likelihood will take more than one lifetime. But having 

had a glimpse of it, this is the world I want to be in as I am sure its difference will keep me enchanted for 

life. 

I plan a move to Varanasi, or Kashi as the locals call it, or Benares as my guru refers to it which is 

further north in the state of Uttar Pradesh. I will move with all my co-disciples and my guru to yet another 

city of Lord Shiva, one of the oldest in the world and a centre of civilization for more than 3,000 years. 

The revered river Ganga flows through it and to die in Varanasi, close to this river of purity, is to break 

free from the endless cycle of rebirth. The promise of Lord Shiva is immediate liberation.   

I do not intend to go there for salvation or for whatever it is that the six million tourists will aspire 

to in their visit here this year. I will go instead to take on the challenge of finding my interiority within the 
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greater depth of this city, where the cult of death is the same as the cult of life. Where the cremated dead 

from the Manikarnika ghat and the living worshippers at the Dashashwamedh ghat and the 87 other stone 

ghats walk the same paths.  

Will I able to do it?  

My co-disciple Manish soothes my apprehensions of doubting in this manner with patience. “Doubt 

helps you shake the status quo, face and overcome your inner fears, rethink success as you see it, reflect on 

previous stories you've told yourself, ask yourself new questions, and to search for new answers.”  

I now able to accept doubt as an important part of my journey. 

“Varanasi’s macabre welter of sanctity and strength can frighten an initiate who uses the energy of 

the external place to forge a way inside. Lord Shiva’s avatar here is not the gentle one in Maheshwar. 

Here, he explosively breaks social, moral, and legal codes and rebels against order,” warns Veena. “Are 

you sure you are ready both for the city and to withstand the essence of Lord Shiva’s vehemence that is not 

altogether sane?” she wants to know. 

I am not sure but I am ready to forgo the comforts of the familiar. With help from my guru. 

Countless people have described the living crematorium drama that is Kashi.  

I read the relentless details of their writings, in its multiplicity and variety. Of the sights of corpses 

lying on bamboo biers wrapped in white cloth waiting to be burnt, the endless stacks of pyre wood 

gathered haphazardly, the blazing fires from dawn past dusk at the ghats, the fire-aided decomposition of 

human flesh, the bodies of babies and holy men tied to flotsam and floated downriver, the riot of claws, 

talons, and beaks of predatory birds who fight each other to eat putrefying flesh, the unavoidable jostling 

with goats and cows who come to chew on the flower offerings for the dead and the raucous chants of the 

pundits who combatively transact the business of death.  

I also know that the river Ganga has been gutted in Varanasi beyond remedy by these activities, of 

how its murky water carries the ashes of 30,000 people cremated here each year, of how the faithful yet 

believe it is pure enough to drink.  

It throws me in a spin.  
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Will the city’s upturned, irrational and absurd polyphonies, its haphazard growth where the flying 

brick dust of modernity has been awkwardly overlaid over traditions, catch me off-guard, throw me off 

my trail and unspool the small inner balances that I have just come to? Will the Ganga be my lifeline as the 

Narmada is? 

Kashi, I know will be a hard personal litmus test, a true assessment whether I can keep my calm in 

its cacophony.  And then as I resume my normal life in New Delhi.  

Perhaps, for a fuller consideration of the city and its confusions, its whirling verbal and visual 

codes, I could make a start by listening to the city’s multifocal narratives, grapple with their lyrical 

anxieties, as their subversive practices of using indirection as a storytelling strategy. Maybe then of 

blurring of the sounds of the conch, bells, chants, bargains and howls will happen and allow me to hear the 

subtle sounds of my inner life. 

Maybe, maybe, maybe. I shall lay my faith in my current belief that life has a way of leading me to 

exactly where I need to be and do exactly what I need to do.  
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Beyond Our Dreams 
 
like the rock of Gibraltar are man's aspirations  
at night, to and fro, his heart frantically strolls. 
now, the diurnal light blazes through his curtain 
a clarion call heed, his restive corpse leaps like a panther 
and his muscles yet resume the incessant toils  
as when a vehicle raises voice of unmanaged fatigue  
and the driver keeps damning even if it screeches to a final halt!  
 
the mouth of the aftermath awaits to muster: 
you've been chasing shadows in a circle, alas! soon,  
all is heading into the dungeon of extinction, says the sage.  
 
squint your inner eyes around, all is ridden with labour  
mouth can't tell it all! hard breath smokes out of man's nostrils 
desperation boils in the blood as the limbs of time tick... 
its beat pressure in folly holds our minds, for no philosopher 
can augur the eyes of tomorrow; what if the nocturnal king  
refuses to get off the throne for aurora light to takeover? 
 
still, none would feel his frail heart as that candle flame 

Poetry 
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that could be blown out in no time in the face of life's storms. 
but our warring greed darkens our sane mentality, battling 
to cart away our pilgrimage's focus towards eternity; 
leaving with us booties of excess luggage, sojourning 
on this shore of vanity; destination unknown! 
 
a chap's blood is spilled on the altar of another's deadly pursuit, 
earthly treasures become poisonous to harvest... 
 
but, as distanced is the sun's home to planet earth 
i see the thought of the Creator, for man, conquering time 
the wisdom screaming of the eternity, beyond our dreams. 
his verdict is final! let mortal wisdom protest still; 
all must dance to nature's beat, answering 
the Greatest clarion call one day! 
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Flan 

 

etting the sugar right−that was the hardest thing.  

Caramelizing the sugar, taking it from white crystals to a gleaming dark golden-brown 

liquid. That took patience.  It was the secret of good flan, a dish in her family for generations, made for 

holidays or special occasions like a birthday or engagement.  

 Every time she made it she could see her mother leaning over the stove, watching like a guard as 

the sugar slowly melted.  

 “This is what makes flan flan—separating it from just plain custard,” her mother would say.  

“Turning everyday sugar into something completely different and special. For that, you have to pay 

attention.”  

 Whenever her mother enhanced the waiting with a glass of wine, she became serious and talked 

about how making flan was a lot like loving.  She thought her mother was right about that.  Making flan 

was a process, to be sure. Eggs and vanilla and condensed milk lined up on the counter, with a cup of sugar 

measured for the pan.  

 G 
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 Once the sugar, like bits of snow, had turned to a stream of molten sweet, the cook swirled the 

liquid around the insides of specially-selected dishes. The best were porcelain or glass or even tin, like the 

molds her grandmother used.  Round shapes were good, with enough height for two inches of eggy mix, 

poured in once the golden lining cooled and hardened.   

Then the pans were placed in a sea of water in a larger pan for baking, which made the sugar become liquid 

once again and kept it from becoming rock candy.  

 She thought this part of making flan said something about how people got along. We need space 

and time and the right climate to get back to ourselves, she thought. We need the freedom that water can 

give.   

 But the way flan most reminded her of loving was the final step, serving flan.   

 After the flan was baked and cooled on a rack, the cook put it in the fridge overnight to congeal. 

The next day she would bring the pans out to stand at room temperature for half an hour. Then, with a 

knife, the cookwould slice around the edge of the custard rim, freeing the flan from the pan as it is flipped 

over quickly, letting loose the golden juices of the treat onto a plate.   

 For her, that was like loving—how you had to be willing to take that risk, turn things upside down, 

to discover things about each other. The way flan has to be revealed by being made topsy-turvy, unloosing 

a swath of sweetness.  

 Too many times, when first learning to make flan, she ended up with a broken or lopsided mess, a 

gooey mess she had to clean up. 

 This time she thought of something else, something that reminded her of her friend Margarita.   

 The strainer. Once the ingredients are mixed in a bowl, they’re stirred with a wooden spoon, then 

strained twice to make the mixture smooth. This strainer was a rounded semi-circle that reminded her, 

blushing, of a woman’s breast.  A woman’s breast she had to fondle as she removed the dregs of eggs from 

it.   

 Margarita. She remembered the night of the church supper, when Margarita had saved them all 

from a fire in the kitchen by placing a blanket over the stove’s flames with a calm in shocking contrast to 

the pastor’s wife, panicking with the fire extinguisher.   
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 She was Itato her friends—the affectionate diminutive—but she was tall and huge. People said 

Margarita was “that way,” that she had a “friend” one town over, who had left her husband for Margarita.   

 In the church these bits of “news” were bandied about with the pretense of sharing information, but 

she knew better. It was just like when she went to the country north of the lake, and people made pointed 

comments about Black people, or immigrants, expecting her to nod in enthusiastic agreement, not 

realizing she was an immigrant too, with color in her family’s skin and blood for centuries.  

 It made her mad. But it wasn’t always easy to stop them at church and say “So what? What does it 

matter? After all, the good book says to love everyone.” She knew that at the heart of it, they were just 

afraid. Afraid of what they might feel themselves.   

 Every time Margarita walked into a room and the room grew silent, she could tell they had been 

gossiping about her. One night after clean-up Margarita looked at her friend with a mix of frustration and 

sadness. The church was active in the community, always reaching out to those who needed help.  

Margarita looked her in the eye that evening and sighed, “You make wide roads, open roads for so many. 

But you will not cede a narrow path for us.” 

 She might see Margarita tonight, at the church party for the birthdays of children born in that 

month. It was a way of celebrating all the children, and helped the families that couldn’t manage a party, 

what with layoffs and so many people out of work. She had decided she’d make flan each month for these 

parties, as long as she could manage it.  

 She relished the small ritual of packing the pans of flan—she’d made two—in a big cardboard box 

stuffed with old newspapers, to secure the flan for the ride to the church. She put the cardboard box in the 

trunk of her fifteen-year-old sedan and set off.  The party was at suppertime and it was Saturday. That 

meant the traffic wouldn’t be too bad, and there’d still be plenty of light.  

 She recalled one time driving to the church at night to pick up her nephew from softball practice. 

She hardly ever drove at night. Not just because her eyes were getting bad. It bothered her how much 

everything looked different at night. Turns that she took with grace in daylight simply disappeared at 

night, and driveways became invisible.  Not that she was afraid of mishaps. She was a careful driver. But 

getting lost? So easy! She felt a fool asking for “nighttime” directions. It was easier to stay home.  
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 But this afternoon she glided along with confidence and a glimmer of what she might call feeling 

fancy free. Flan for the party—for the parents, really. That would bring smiles.  A chance to see friends 

and their rascal kids.  The radio was on full blast with a raucous piano tune, making her feel she was in her 

own bubble of joy. 

 He came from the other direction. No one knew why he was driving so fast.  Was he in some 

bubble of his own? Drunk, or on something?  They remembered it afterwards, talked about how he sped in 

and out of lanes like a bee in search of flowers. It was probably not just the six- pack he’d consumed that 

made him accelerate, oblivious to the sea of cars all around him, like a water skier coasting over the tops of 

a wide wake, behind an unseen boat.  

 A meth boat, some said, who’d seen how the glassy peril came in and wrecked their communities. 

Saw people mugged, robbed, killed by it.  If they were lucky enough to stay alive, they turned into black-

mouthed twigs that whipped about like shadows. 

 The piano was repeating a twinkling pattern that made her smile when he blasted into her like a 

bomb as she pulled away from the stop sign. The impact was so intense that her car was lifted from the 

road, rolling over again and again, crumpling like a fistful of aluminum foil.  

 The roof hammered her head like a nail, and pieces of windshield reshaped her face.  Her whole 

body gushed a crimson that swirled about and covered the car doors.  The trunk was jammed open and the 

cardboard box flew into the air.  

 The flan dislodged, flipped and landed, broken, oozing golden juices like blood. 
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In Quarantine 
 
The first thing you notice are birds, 
louder than normal, unmistakable and clear. 
They no longer compete with 
noisy cars or the boisterous laughter of school children. 
They sing live—no streaming necessary—from a distance 
safe and secure. 
 
The wind has its own soundtrack, 
adjusting its levels, 
imposing a required calm upon the listeners, 
sheltered in silent reflection  
assured   wondering. 
 
The measure of time is a march 
perpetual and enduring,  
largely undetected, ignored.  
The days break down, 
the light shifting in and out, 
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the scene changes heralded 
 
by a chorus of birds 
riding the wind. 
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Parkways 
 
There is no bottom, 
No real self; 
Only this incandescence 
Where poetry emerges. 
 
There is the play of style, 
Spring flowers in their colours, 
Pale adolescent faces 
Daffodil and camomile; 
A woman in despair 
As the kitchen smells of bile; 
A workman in the engine shed, 
Whose chest is burned with fire; 
The structure and the scent, 
The bellows and the stink, 
The noisomeness of Saturday nights, 
The Sunday morning worship 
Propping up the hours, 
From which the word emerges. 
 
There are the inclinations, 
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Wild as animals, 
Hidden in the garden 
And coming out at dusk; 
There are the men on benches 
Whose thoughts are criminal; 
Women, children feeding ducks; 
Sleeping Canada geese. 
 
The seeds of an idea, 
An ecology of soul; 
Where the meadow ragwort, 
The buttercups and daisies, 
The heavy, seeded grasses 
And the stars of periwinkles 
Compete for space, compete for sun 
And drain the earth of moisture; 
And here the beetle and the moth, 
The butterflies of summer, 
Break up the word, cannot be pinned 
Scatter the meaning  
On every wind; 
Here, the meaningless emerges. 
 
The boys on bicycles display 
Basic skill and energy 
Rearing on a single wheel 
As if they were priapic. 
The dealers near the iron gates 
Look idle, but their baseball caps 
Are watchful as the eyes of cats: 
Each sat in a spiral - 
Licking hard pads, 
But ready to stand and defend. 
And by the pond, the cricket pitch 
Where litter blows 
And dog poo stands 
In little pyramids of brown, 
A few brown leaves pile up 
And toads, whose bulging eyes are miracles 
Breathe and watch, breathe and watch 
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Everything watches: 
The stars at night, 
The empty moon with its yellow light; 
The blunted faces of lorry drivers, 
Babies in prams are balls of watching –  
As if old Leibniz could be right 
And consciousness is seeing. 
 
Yet the magma of creation 
When it exhausts itself 
Will be a monument of words, 
Dry as a dissertation. 
 
Watch the young girl running, 
Across the steppe, the veldt, 
Through cities, villages and shires, 
Watch her spin a hula-hoop; 
Watch her play, and watch her grow 
From a slight stick 
Into a fruit 
As tart as anything the gods 
Could imagine or create. 
 
But the gods are dead: 
Nietzsche said this; 
And Nietzsche knew 
That Zarathustra’s words were true. 
So how did the young girl come to run, 
Who made her run? 
Who gave her song, 
And words to record the days she had? 
Where did poetry come from? 
And why do these words go running on – 
Though technology grows: 
Its skills make wars 
More dramatic than before. 
While I sit here 
In a day that’s cold, 
Man without self, 
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Yet the words go on. 
I breathe, I feed, 
Do all bodies do 
To preserve the soul from day to day; 
And the words migrate from me to you; 
From whence did they come – 
They are who I am. 
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The Accidental Myth-Buster 

 

irst time here?” the barman filled the glass. 

Derek nodded while scrawling into his red pocketbook. 

“Where you staying?” 

“Anderson’s place.” 

“Be careful on your way back, pal.” The barman lowered his voice, “Trust me, you don’t want to 

be outside by yourself at night.” 

“And why is that?” he stopped writing. 

“Haven’t you heard of the boy’s doom?” the barman said. 

“I saw the rock on my way,” Derek sipped at his glass. “Thought it was the sunrise point.” 

“It is,” the barman smiled. 

“What’s with the crappy name, then?” he kept the red book inside his pocket. 

“Don’t play a dork, dude,” a female voice said. 

“F 

Fiction 

V ic t o r N a n d i  
I n d ia  

 
 



I S S U E 0 4 | TRANSCENDENCE 102 

 

Derek turned his head. On one of the adjoining stools sat a young woman holding a beer mug and 

dressed in a red t-shirt and baggy trousers. She had weary features and the soiled patches on the sleek 

heavily-packed rucksack beside her stool indicated she had been travelling for quite some time. 

“Are you done checking me out?” she encircled the rim of the beer mug with the tip of her finger, 

eyes at the wine bottles on display behind the barman. 

Derek moved his awkward glance away and said, “Hell of a haversack for a hiking trip.” 

“Hiking trip?” she took a sip. “I wonder what gave me away. Was it my photo in some mountaineer 

magazine or the nylon hiking rope around my waist?” 

Derek missed the sarcasm. “Umm...” he shot a quick glance at her waist. “...what rope?” 

She looked at him, “You weren’t playing a dork, were you?” 

“Excuse me?” Derek was visibly offended. 

She turned herself over the swivelling stool to face Derek. “Look at them,” she pointed at the 

tables. Tourists were dining and chatting among themselves. “Do you think they flock this place for some 

hiking trip?” 

“I didn’t ask them,” Derek retorted. “I am not that chatty with strangers.” 

“Dude, how exactly did you look up this place on the web? Mountains to trek within ten miles?” 

“Fifty,” Derek slammed the empty glass on the table. “...and it showed up on the first page. Don’t 

underrate these mountains, miss.” He paid the tab and stood up. 

She shook her head. 

When he walked out, it was past seven thirty. The saloon stood at a junction of the village’s main 

street which sloped down through an array of small thatched-roof houses. The path wasn’t well lit and the 

houses seemed to be standing since the medieval era. Tall trees waved in the dark behind their roofs.  

Derek took out the flashlight from his satchel and shined it on the path. 

The village was small. The population was smaller and everyone knew everyone. Tourists either 

left before evening or crashed at the locals’ homes. Hills hugged the village from all sides. The nearest 

town was almost an hour’s drive along a narrow road that served as the village’s only connecting link to 

the outside world. 
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As Derek walked, something caught his attention. Far away within the arms of the mountain 

surrounding the village, a place seemed to be lit by a strange cluster of light. The shades were changing and 

the lights were moving. 

He stood there watching the bizarre phenomenon, trying to figure what was causing it. 

“They closed that cemetery,” a voice said. 

Derek turned. It was the woman from the saloon. 

“Cemetery?”  

“He was the last one to be buried there,” she said drably and started walking. 

Curious, Derek strode to catch up. 

“Wish there was a luxury hotel nearby,” she snuggled her forearms across her chest. “I could really 

do with a hot bath right now.” 

Derek was annoyed at the change of subject. But he chose to be polite, “The internet mentions a 

guest house somewhere here, but it won’t accept booking.” 

“That’s coz it shut down three months back,” she seemed well-informed. “Mysterious reasons.” 

“What mysterious reasons?” 

“Wouldn’t be mysterious if I knew,” she looked at him and smiled. “Ilyana.” 

“Derek...So, who’s buried in there?” 

“An eight-year old boy who died about fifty years ago. They say weird things started happening 

after that. So, they closed the cemetery,” Ilyana looked in the distance. Light specks of various shades were 

weakly shimmering there. “Since then, the place often gets lit up at night that way.” 

“What causes it?” 

“No one knows” 

“There must be some explanation,” Derek was incredulous. 

“Be the first one to find it” 

“Come on, how hard can it be? People just have to go there and look.” 

“Yeah, I wonder why it didn’t occur to that whole bunch of oddballs and myth-busters who visited 

this place before you,” she mocked. 
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“You mean people did investigate?” 

“The lights vanished when someone went near. So, they planted close-circuit cameras and motion 

sensors and whatnots.” 

“And?” 

“It doesn’t happen every night. They left those things there for nearly a week till those lights 

appeared again.” 

“Then?” Derek was getting impatient. “What did the cameras get?” 

“What do you think?” she teased. 

“Nothing?” 

“That’s sort of what they got.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“When they went there the next morning, all they found were fried remains of their gadgets, burnt 

to the core.” 

Derek didn’t say anything. 

“Many tried after that,” Ilyana continued. “Nothing changed.” 

“So that’s what the tourists come for,” Derek commented. 

“That’s not it,” Ilyana’s tone was intriguing. “There is more.” 

Derek shot a questioning glance at her. 

“After the incident, the boy’s mother couldn’t bear the pain. The neighbours heard her outbursts 

every night for the next few weeks, until one day she disappeared. Search parties went out and returned 

empty-handed. Fifty years have passed. The woman was never found, but...” she stopped. 

“But?” Derek asked. 

“You’ll find out,” she smirked roguishly.  

Derek studied her and then asked “How did the boy die?”  

“Missed his footing while playing on a rock and fell to his death.” 
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“The boy’s doom!” Derek muttered as he stopped near an old worn-out door. The nameplate hanging 

beside it had come apart. Just ‘..liver Anders..’ remained. The house looked like it had been lying 

abandoned for years. 

“I am staying with the Paulsons. They still have some rooms left, you know,” Ilyana couldn’t hide 

her contempt. “I mean who chooses this?” 

“A dork,” Derek tapped on the door and smiled. 

# 

The wind was roaring outside. Ilyana sealed the window, latched the door and plonked the 

rucksack on the table. 

‘The guy is a nerd,’ she thought. 

The bed looked cosy, but it was too big for her. 

‘...and a dork,’ she smiled at the thought. 

She went to the bathroom and turned on the faucet. The warm water felt nice. 

Ilyana removed her clothes and got into the shower. Just then, there was a knock on her door. She 

stepped out of the shower and picked up her bathrobe. 

“I thought of taking your advice,” Derek said as soon as the door opened. 

“Which was?” Ilyana was still knotting the robe on her waist. 

“To be the first one to explain that,” he pointed at the glass window on the common aisle. It was 

windy outside. The noise travelled through the trees and echoed on the mountains. So peculiar was the 

sound that it was hard to tell if it was the howling of the wind or the eerie weeping of some woman. 

“I am listening,” she tousled her wet hair. 

“I mean I don’t have it right now, but...” 

“Well, as we go deeper into the night, she cries louder.” Ilyana interrupted. “You want to talk 

about it?” her tone was mildly inviting. 

“Umm...yes, first thing...after I come back from the trip,” Derek failed to read it. 

“What trip?” Ilyana was taken aback. 

Derek smiled mysteriously, “Myth-busting trip,” he waved goodbye and turned around to leave. 
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“Is that all?” 

“No, I have some business with Mr. Paulson,” Derek tossed the words while walking down the 

stairs. “Good night, Ilyana.” 

# 

The rock sat at the side of the road beside a small signboard displaying ‘The boy’s doom’. 

The place indeed had a frightening picture at night – on one side, mountains soared into the black 

sky in a steep incline, while on the other the land plunged into an abyss of darkness. The narrow road 

slithered between them like a serpent. Posts of old street lamps stood like metallic carcasses towering at 

the outer edge of the road. Some of those still worked dotting the giant world of blackness with specks of 

flicker within thick curtains of mist.  

Derek sat upon the rock and scribbled his findings in the red pocketbook under the faint light from 

a nearby lamppost.  

The decommissioned graveyard stood another mile up the road. The rock offered a decent view of 

the place. Derek paused his writing and gazed that way. Tips of white tombstones quietly revealed their 

presence in the bizarre illumination as the wind swept through the place swaying the tall grass to its will.  

‘Bioluminescence,’ he thought. 

Derek closed the pocketbook and set his gaze below. Hiding under the thick black curtain several 

hundred feet below was the valley. He caressed the rock gently, got down on the road and started 

walking. 

A gust of wind smacked the trees causing the uncanny cry to intensify in the air. One of the street 

lights flickered with a sizzling sound and went out. 

‘Column of wind passing through the crannies of the mountains emitting sounds of varying frequencies that 

somewhat resembles a woman’s howling,’ he said to himself. ‘It’s just...wait, what’s that?’ 

Some distance away on a small rock, a human form remained seated with the hand buried in the 

face. 

Derek went nearer. It was a woman in a blue skirt and a white blouse. 

“Hey,” Derek asked. “Are you okay?” 
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She looked up at him with red, swollen eyes - her face ashen, hair unkempt, blouse ripped apart at 

the shoulder. 

“Have you seen my son?” she whimpered. 

“Who are you?” Derek asked. 

“I know he is here somewhere,” she stood up and walked away hastily in the opposite direction. “I 

know...” 

‘These pranksters! It’s a pity how these poor souls give their best at make-up and story-telling,’ Derek shook 

his head and continued walking. 

He had to get to the cemetery. The wind was chilling, but Derek barely felt a thing. As he turned 

around a bend, a human silhouette ran towards him from the opposite side. 

“Have you seen my son?” a female voice bellowed through the partial darkness. 

‘Another one!’ Derek sighed. 

The woman came nearer and looked at him.  

Under the light from a nearby street lamp, Derek gaped with surprise at her face. It was the same 

woman, dressed in the same blue skirt and torn white blouse. Derek gazed in the direction where she had 

disappeared couple of minutes ago. 

‘Impossible!’ he turned away his face and continued walking without turning back. 

# 

Ilyana was about to get under her sheets when she found something lying on the floor near the 

door. 

‘Who slipped that one through?’ she thought as she picked up a red pocketbook. 

# 

Ashley stood near the boy’s doom looking at the sky. 

Alex arrived there. 

“How was it?” Ashley asked. “Must have become white as a sheet on seeing you, eh?” 

“I am tired of this,” Alex made a long face. 
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“So am I,” Ashley looked at her and then started walking towards the village. “But the landscape 

doesn’t make it a tourist spot, my dear. The legends do.” 

“I just hate this,” Alex grumbled. 

“You want to swap roles with the glow-worm keepers? Or maybe with Brad and Wendy? Some 

geek had planted sensors at the cemetery last week. I heard Wendy singed her hair taking care of those 

with the flamethrower.” 

Alex didn’t reply. She was peering through the darkness at something on the road. 

“So,” Ashley continued. “Consider yourself lucky that you were born with an identical twin.” 

But Alex wasn’t listening. She started running forward. 

Ashley rushed after her sister. 

About twenty yards down the road, a motorcycle was lying next to a rock. 

“It’s Mr. Paulson’s bike,” Alex cried. 

“Must have lost control and hit the rock,” Ashley turned on the flashlight. 

Beside the motorcycle, lay there Derek, dead. 
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The Dark Affair 
 
–for Tammara Claire  
 
 
The darkness puts an embargo on rooms 
minuscule apertures in windows survive 
suffocated by furniture and stained blinds 
electricity is unable to make appearance 
doors long unredeemed stay in faith 
murkily waving you leave behind a dot 
just then wings flap inside the outhouse 
a lone sentence sits on the page where 
an imperishable silence meets both ends 
at the exit letters lay like carcasses 
abandoned they wait for hands to arrive. 
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Just Over the Moon 

 

n that blue-sky day, there she was, Nikki Joval.  I, nervous and shaking, and I saw her. She 

wore a lace inset tank top, low rise corded denim jeans, and a crochet wrap as a belt.  With 

her long legs and lifted posture, she didn’t look like she was supposed to look 33. She looked 23.   

Men eyed her up and down.  

As I approached her, she smiled warmly.  She kissed me full on the lips, hugged me, and told me 

that it was so great to see me. 

I was more reserved.  I put much less into the hug and didn’t kiss her back.  

She guessed over me, saying how long she’d been anticipating my visit.  My body’s resources were 

still reeling from the plane ride, and I couldn’t give her anything. 

As we made our way outdoors, I didn’t expect summer air or all the accented people of color.  

There was a Pakistani looking skycap and a Mexican looking shoe-shine man.  Africans worked at the food 

court.  “Where did these people come from?” I asked her. 

O 
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“What?” Nikki didn’t follow my line of questioning. 

I let it drop. Back in April, we had exchanged dates.  We spent so much time together growing up. We’d 

stand on the corner of Horizon Drive and talk for hours not wanting to leave until we’d said everything. 

I hadn’t had a friend like that since she’d left Pennsylvania.  Since then, everyone seemed so busy 

with jobs or school or rushing home to catch TV shows. 

“You know where we are, Jean?  We’re right by the Mall of America.” She then said, “It’s the -- ” 

“I know it’s the largest mall in the world,” I cut her off.  

Nikki said she was going to tell me about the roller coaster and that she’d always taken her daughter 

Melody there.  

 My luggage of two Samsonites fit snugly into her Dodge, which was cluttered with stuffed bunnies, 

jazz shoes, tap shoes, trainers, and rosary beads (her mother was Catholic). 

She hadn’t changed. Nikki still auditioned for company after company. Still tried to make up for the 

time that she had to take off to have Melody, which had set her career back.  Ironically, that year, she was 

offered a spot in a company. She made her living in a piece meal. She taught at five different places: the 

Hennepin Arts Center, Minneapolis Sports Authority, Russo Dance Center, and the Modern Jazz 

Conspiracy.  Her passion was tap, but most companies didn’t have much enthusiasm for it. 

 I thought I should ask about how her daughter did when I did. Nikki smiled broadly and began 

gesturing. “You know what she’s into?” she asked me. 

 I turned to her. “Drugs?” 

 “No, soccer.  She’d rather hit the ball off the top of her head than dance. Can you believe that?” 

 “I thought you were going to say drugs.”  

“No, I’m not really worried about my Melody getting into that.  My daughter and I talk.  We 

always talk.”  Nikki laughed and went into the slogan: ”If you don’t talk to your children about drugs 

someone else will.” 

I looked out the window: this was the land of 1000 lakes. It looked pretty much like the part 

of Pennsylvania we were from.  Overhead in the intersection, the traffic light turned from green to yellow 

to red.  
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 “You’re following too close behind that car,” I told  

 

her. 

 “Sorry,” she said. 

 

 I hadn’t seen her dance since we were in high school. I remember her dance style was like a tropical 

breeze.   

Her place was up the fire escape, three flights and over three doors. Her home had the faint odor of 

vanilla.  She had flowers in various states of health.   

Her place was cluttered around the edges, open in the center. Red corduroy curtains should have 

been unchanged from the winter.  I looked at the schedule that she had hanging on the fridge.  “You teach 

dance classes from nine in the morning to nine at night?” I asked her. 

 “Only on Fridays.” 

 “No wonder you stay so skinny,” I said.   

     “Jean, can I put in the tape?” 

 “What tape?” 

 She said that she danced to the music of Pearl Harbor and recorded it. “I liked what it had to say 

about friendship.” 

 “Pearl Harbor?” 

 “Yeah.  Those two characters.  I forget their names.  But that opening scene when they’re just kids, 

and they sneak off in the plane together.  Then when they join the Air Force together -- ” 

 “Nikki, Pearl Harbor wasn’t about that.  Pearl Harbor was about Pearl Harbor.  The sneak attack 

that led us into WWII.” 

 “And it had a love story.” 

 “Yeah, but that wasn’t true.” 

 “I’m sure something like that will happen.  Hawaii is a big place.” 
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 She put in the video. In her wicker chair wrapped in a cocoon, I watched.  “You followed your 

dream.  I gave mine up years ago.” 

 “What were yours?” 

 “You know.” 

 “No, I don’t. I don’t remember you ever -- ” 

 “It’s stupid.  I wanted to be a forest ranger. How many black forest rangers do you see?”  I asked 

her. 

 “Don’t think like that.  Where would we be if we thought like that?  Jackie Robinson would have 

stayed with the Monarchs.  You can be a forest ranger.  You could be out there with Yogi Bear and Boo 

Boo.”  

 “I guess if it’s not dance you can’t take it seriously,” I told her. 

 “Then why don’t you do it?”  

 “I can’t now.  I’m too old.” 

 “Do those schools have an age limit? Lie about your age then.” 

 “The program I wanted is all the way in Denver,” I told her. 

 “So move.” 

 I frowned; she didn’t understand anything. “I’m too old for that.” 

 She opened a bottle and poured two glasses. She raised her glass. “To us.” 

 “I don’t drink wine.” 

 “Just a sip,” she urged me. 

 “I tasted it.” 

 “It’s shiraz,” she said. 

 I pushed the glass toward her. “I don’t want any.” 

 “Come on just a taste.” 

She put the glass to my lips. “No, Nikki.” 

 She pushed a cork back into a bottle. “So tell me what else is going on in your life?” 
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 “Not much.  I’m thinking of getting that guidance counseling certification.  Oh, and I met this guy 

through Match.” 

 “You met a guy!” 

 “Yeah, but –“ 

 “That’s wonderful!  What is he like?  What’s Match?” 

 “Never mind.” 

 “No, tell me.” 

 “Never mind, Nikki.”  I changed the subject.  “What class are you teaching tomorrow?” 

 “Pilates.” 

“I didn’t know you knew Karate,” I said. 

 “No, Pilates. It dates back to Joseph Pilates.  All the Hollywood stars do it.” 

 “Do you have a TV Guide?  What time does Survivor come on, here?” I asked. 

 “What’s Survivor?” 

 “Two teams of people.  In a jungle.  They perform tasks.” 

 Her eyes fluttered then her eyebrows arched. “Like what?  Do they ride elephants?”  

 “No, it’s more like what they have to eat.  Maggots and –“ 

 “Maggots!  Fried? And this is on TV?  My Melody’s a tomboy, but I think even she’d draw the line 

at maggot eating.  This show must be on cable.  I can’t believe that show has people eating maggots on TV.  

What’s that thing Clinton was going to put in the TVs to protect children?” 

 “I don’t know.”  I turned on the TV just in time to see the show’s final credits roll.  “I missed the 

show.” 

 “Awww,” Nikki said, making a sad face.  She went into the next room and came back holding comp 

tickets. 

 “I thought we’d hit a club.” 

 “It’s 9pm.” 

 “The club’s don’t get going till eleven.” 
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 “I’m really tired from the flight.”  I folded out the plumb chocolate colored sofa.  I changed into my 

night clothes. 

 Nikki came back into the room. “Oh, I see, you’re ready to go to bed. I was going to let you have 

my bed.” 

 “This is fine.” 

 “Or Melody’s.” 

 “This is fine.” 

“Are you sure?”  She sat on the edge of the fold out. 

“Nikki—“ 

“You know what I was thinking. I was thinking about England.  In England, they show full frontal 

nudity on TV.  But in this country, take a look at the talk shows every time you turn around you see some 

saying ‘Seek Hail’.” 

“What?” 

”You know what I mean.  I mean what is more offensive  

the Klu Klux Klan or a woman’s nipples.” 

 I winced. 

   

 All things change, and all things stay the same.  The next morning, I went into the bathroom. The 

shower curtain was open. It was there that I saw Nikki with a man.  His shoulders were touching hers.  His 

warm hand full on her taut and bare breasts. His other hand’s fingers firm on her behind.   

For a moment, I thought I was dreaming, but my dreams were never like this.  My dreams were 

flat and unmedicated.   

 “Jean,” Nikki said. 

 I closed the door. 

 The next time I saw them, he had on a towel. He was a skinny guy, made of edges, bones jutting 

out in all angles.  He must have some dance in his background, or, at least, running. Nikki was in panties 

and a tee shirt.  
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He got fully dressed then left kissing her on the lips before he left. 

“Who’s he?” 

“Miguel.  He’s from my night class.  I asked him if he’d come out with us tonight.” 

“I don’t want to go out tonight.” 

“I thought you didn’t want to go out last night?” 

“Nikki, I want to get settled.”  

“I got you the Eggos.  Remember when I asked what you like to eat for breakfast and you said 

Eggos.” 

“I guess you’re going to make fun of that like my mother always does.” 

“Nope.”  She smiled and began to fix my meal.  For herself, she prepared yogurt and strawberries. 

“That must be how you stay so skinny,” I told her and asked her where she’d kept the syrup. 

 

 During her class, her body was like a feather floating.  All about me, other women were hollow as 

flutes.  Their taut overworked body thrusted in pelvic tilts and shoulder bridges.  Diamond dogs.  Pilies.  I 

watched Nikki walk on her hands forward keeping her legs and arms straight until she was in a pyramid 

shape.  Her head hung free, ponytail flipped upside down.   

 I walked out. 

 “So what did you think of the class?” Nikki asked, when she saw me waiting by the lockers. 

 “I left.” 

 “I know you did.  What you saw of it, was it good?  Did you like it?” 

 “It was fine, Nikki.” 

“I like this gym better than my last one.  You couldn’t go a second over-schedule.  This fitness 

center is a little more laid back.  I can -- ” 

“It was fine, Nikki.” 

That night, I went to bed early again. 
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The next morning was Nikki’s bank loan meeting.  She apologized about a hundred times that she 

couldn’t reschedule. 

“Nikki, do what you have to do,” I told her. 

 She wore a cropped top and yoga pants.   

 “Where do you shop for clothes like that?” 

 “No place special.  Sometimes I go to Nicollette Mall.  Sometimes I go to Rosemont Mall or The 

Mall of America.  Melody likes the roller coasters there.”  She babbled and was happy bright as the sunlight 

glinted.   

 The bank’s waiting area featured plants of all sizes. I pulled a Newsweek from the display rack.  My 

mother subscribes to it.  Condoleezza Rice was on the cover. It was familiar and calming.   

 “Come in with me,” Nikki asked. 

 “I’ll wait here,” I said. 

 “It’ll be fun.” 

 “Nikki, this is a bank.” 

 “Miss Joval,” the attendant called. 

 “Are you sure you don’t want to come?” she asked. 

 “Positive.” 

 She added a little skip to her step.  That gets up.  That goes.  

She stayed seated, talking to him for a good while. I peeked over to watch and caught her hands 

wild gestures and the fortyish, salt and pepper buzz cut personal banker’s face amused, intently listening to 

her.  

 I missed my TV shows. I missed the regularness of my life.  She wasn’t who I remembered and then 

she was.  She was still the one who cheated for me on a 10th grade Spanish test.  It was the least questions 

pre-test, the incentive is that if you get everything right you didn’t have to take the real one.  

 Grades were very important to me.  Not so much to Nikki because she always expected to have this 

great show business career.  

 “Guayabera,” she said. 
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 I never thanked her.  I just wrote the right answer down. 

The banker walked her to the lobby.  He held her hand.  Then they parted. 

 “How long are you gonna stay married to this one?” I asked. 

 “Married?  What are you talking about?” she asked and changed the subject. “What do you feel like 

doing tonight?” 

 “You have to do something every minute. Can’t you stand still?  You’re going to have a heart attack 

by the time you're forty.” 

 “I vote for the club.” 

It was as if she hadn’t even heard me. 

 “It’ll be fun.  Melody is coming back tomorrow.  We can’t very well go with her.” 

 “Your daughter’s coming back tomorrow?  I thought she was gone for the whole week.” 

“Nope tomorrow.  I can’t wait for you to see her.” 

 

 Nikki wore a chocolate crochet mini-dress, and  

she was twisting and turning, running her hands through the base of her collarbone length hair.  

 I wore a knee length skirt and long sleeved shirt and stood over by the wall.   

 I was sorry she had nagged me into coming.  I was so unused to the noise and the crowd and the 

pretense. 

 When Nikki came back over to where I was, I was even more depressed.  I wished she’d stop 

standing near me.  I felt impossibly flushed next to her one hundred and some change frames.  Self 

conscious about the size of my breasts, I covered them up by crossing my arms.  Beside her, I was the 

consolation prize.  Soon, another suitor swept her off for another whirl. 

 I watched her again. When she danced, she was free.  Her bones are loose. Her knees would be 

cornflakes in ten years – shattered needing pins.  Fellow after fellow came to dance with her. And she 

entertained them all. 

 Growing weary of the show, I made my way to the ladies room.  While I washed my hands, Nikki 

appeared behind me.   
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 “Hi Jean.  Remember that?  Hygiene.”  She laughed. 

 “I told you, I told you, I didn’t want to come here.”  

 “I’m sorry.  I thought you’d enjoy it.” 

 “What is there to enjoy?” 

 “I thought you’d like to see some of the nightlife here.” 

 “You know there’s a part of the body besides your pelvis.  I hope you’re not going to call any of 

those men.  Think about your child.” 

 “What does Melody have to do with anything?” 

 “All you care about is yourself.  Every man you see you throw yourself at.” 

 “What?” 

 “You heard me.” 

 “What are you talking about?” 

 “You have no self respect,” I told her. 

“Self respect about what?” 

“Nothing.  Forget it.” 

“No, what do you mean?”  She was tearing up.  A couple of other audacious women walked by us 

with their ribs high and open. 

 I made a move to leave and she grabbed my shirt. “You‘re the one thing I knew was on my side.  

Wherever I went, I would get your letters.” 

 “You don’t need me, Nikki.  You always do fine on your own.” 

 “We grew up together.” 

“That was a long time ago,” I told her.  Then I walked away. I went out the door, then outside, and 

waited by her car.  

   

 Nikki’s mother had episodes, gaps of time when she wouldn’t leave her bed. Or comb her hair or 

eat. Her mother passed away five months after my father died.  My father died of undiagnosed diabetes.  

Her mother swallowed a handful of pills.  It was a hard junior year. 
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 I don’t know why I’d been so brittle to Nikki since I’d arrived. It was an equal mystery why I had 

exploded at her that night.  I’d been looking forward to seeing her for so long.   

 I laid awake in the foldout pretending that none of it happened.  Pretending that I’m back at home 

with my mom, and I hadn’t even visited. 

 Deeper into the night, I overhead the following: 

“You don’t seem to have much in common,” he said.  It was the man from her shower. 

 “We grew up in the same town,” Nikki said. “Who keeps up with those people?” 

 “Maybe we shouldn’t have gone out. Maybe you should forget about her.” 

 “We were best friends.” 

 “That was how many years ago, Nikki?” 

  

 Nikki every few months sent me updated pictures of her daughter. Melody looked like a little boy 

though she had inherited her mother’s heart-shaped face, pouty lower lip, and a nose that flipped up.  

Melody didn’t have Nikki’s swan neck.  At least, not yet she didn’t.  Nikki’s ex-mother-in-law lived in a 

big fancy brick house with a long lane leading up to it.  The woman opened the door wearing matching 

slacks and a shirt, sort of soft blue green.  She smiled warmly at Nikki and told her that Melody would be 

right out.  Soon a little tomboy girl in sweats and a tee shirt emerged and gave Nikki the biggest hug I’d 

ever seen. 

 On the way back to Nikki’s place, mother and daughter talked seemingly without taking a breath.  

Whenever they tried to include me, the conversation deflated. 

 

Later in Nikki’s apartment, Melody gave another meaningful hug to her mother, saying how happy 

she was to be home. Nikki went into the kitchen, and Melody eyed me, waiting for me to make the first 

move.  I didn’t.  

  

Nikki had been treating me all along, but this was such an expensive restaurant.  I don’t know why 

she picked it with her dancer’s salary and her daughter in tow.   
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I scanned the menu for something cheap.  Soup was cheap, but hardly filling.  I thought of ordering 

extra bread. 

“Order whatever you like,” Nikki said, reading my mind. 

I now looked at the entrees.  I settled on shrimp. 

 The tall, thin, waiter poured water with a dazzling smile, and his blue eyes settled on Nikki.   

 “Thank you, Claude,” she said. 

“It’s Dwayne,” the waiter said, gesturing to his nameplate. 

Nikki just smiled.   

How did she do it?  Make all these stupid gaffs and have people think she’s so cute.  Was it that 

face?  That pleasant face.  I wish I was like her.  So pleasant.  I realized I was hunched up, crabby.     

He took my order functionally. He lingered on Nikki’s.  Milking each morsel for more 

conversations about the vegetarian dish she ordered. 

“How long have you been a vegetarian?” he asked her. 

“Since 1997. I had my last cheeseburger from a little square plastic box.” 

“I knew you were a vegetarian.  Some people you can just tell.”   

I rolled my eyes. Didn’t he see her child?  Wouldn’t that dissuade his overtures?  This man looked 

all of twenty-two years old.  What was wrong with him?   

Throughout the meal, I had to endure her daughter giving me the stink eye and the waiter’s 

outrageous flirtations. 

“Why don’t you tell me more about that guy?” Nikki asked. 

“What guy?” I asked. 

“The guy you were talking about from the internet.” 

 “How do you meet guys off the internet?”  Melody asked.  

“I see him once a week. He’s only available on Saturday,” I said. 

 “One day a week?” Melody asked. 

 “He’s an engineer.  He travels a lot.” 

 “I thought that was a nine-to-five type thing.  You sit in an office and engineer,” Nikki said. 
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 “He travels a lot,” I said. 

 “Probably to see his other girlfriend,” Melody said. Again, I noted the petulance in her voice, 

but there was nothing I did about it. 

  

 In my last morning at Nikki’s, I eavesdropped on the following: 

Melody scowled. “She’s not like your other friends.  She didn’t bring me a present.” 

 “That’s not why you like someone, Sweetheart,” Nikki said. 

“It helps,” Melody said.  

Nikki put the Eggos in the toaster and gave Melody’s pigtails a quick brushing while she waited for 

the pop. 

 “Why is she going to sleep so early?” 

 “Some people go to sleep early,” Nikki said. 

 “Not grown people. Plus, she wears granny clothes to bed.” 

 “This is a free country, Melody.” 

 “Ma, and how come she has Eggos every day. You won’t let me eat the same thing every morning.” 

 “She’s an adult, Melody.” 

 “She’s not an adult.  You told me she still lives with her ma.” 

 “She loves her ma.  There’s nothing wrong with that.” 

 “I love you, Ma, but when I turn eighteen, I’m out of here.”   

 

 During my last moments in Minnesota, Nikki exited Route 35 and followed the twenty signs that 

lead to the airport. 

 She entered the short-term parking lot and paranoia struck me.  What if I missed the plane?  I 

didn’t want to pay for a ticket exchange. I had less than an hour before boarding.  

 Nikki’s eye’s took in the panorama. “Now, where is the parking space?” 

 I frowned. “You can drop me off.” 

 “Okay,” Melody said. 
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 “Melody.” Nikki called her name as close to stern as I’d ever heard her. 

 Melody stamped her feet on the car’s floor and turned away. 

 When Nikki found a spot, we all got out. I handed the ticket to Nikki, and Nikki looked it over 

noting the gate and letter number.  She took my bag in one hand and Melody’s hand in the other. 

 Nikki led the way with her sculpted shoulders back.  We reached the plane as it was boarding. 

The attendant pointed at me. “I need to see her ID.” 

 “She needs your driver’s license,” Melody said to me. 

 Nikki went into my wallet and dug it out.  

 “Will you be helping her on board?” The stewardess asked. 

 “No, we’re staying here,” Melody said. 

 Both of them went to write out little ID cards. I was frozen, unable to help. 

 Nikki tied each bag with a bright green ribbon.  She handed them to the attendant.  Then there was 

a moment.  A real moment, it seemed like just Nikki and I were the only two people on the tarmac.  Or 

the world. 

 I looked into her warm, brown eyes.  The corners of Nikki’s lips twisting into little curlicues as she 

said, “Goodbye, Jean.”  

 

Before when I thought of our childhood, I thought of greenness and gladness – roller skating in the 

cemetery and paying single admission but seeing triple features at the Sameric. Because of this trip, it was 

harder to recall these things. 

 The next morning, there was no communication.  No card, no call.  I offered her nothing the 

following days, and weeks.  Nikki was only to assume that I had made it home alright with my mother 

waiting at the airport gate.   

I never contacted her again.  I never checked to see if she was happy or not, or if she was still seeing 

that shirtless Latin, or if things got going with Dwayne or Claude (now I confused the name), or if she ever 

got that loan, or opened that studio, or if Melody was still into soccer, or street drugs.  I never called, just 

to say hi.   
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 Just the other day, I pictured Nikki standing there just out from the shower naked, only reaching 

for a towel when she saw me.  I didn’t know why that image occurred to me.  Maybe, it was best that she 

stayed in her portion of the country.  And I stayed in mine.  I did wonder if she ever stared out the 

window thinking what happened to her best friend. Or was she over me -- Did she go through the stages 

of loss?  The anger, the denial. Anger, bargaining, anger, dancing.  Acceptance. 

 Now all I had left of our friendship is the Kodak paper that pulsed bright greens, vivid reds, 

sunshiny yellows, and our skin warm brown like bread just from the oven.  

 From each faded picture, I couldn’t help but think of that piece-of-clay word, friend. Last night, I 

even stayed up late. I thought of it, her, as I watched the stars hanging, clustering, and burning. 
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Cordial rays of hope 
 
eyeballs glowing ole fred rogers  
on a TV heard to say  
each & everybody has 
their own special way 
 
mister r.’s cathartic  
sound bytes on some velvet screen 
reassuring awkward kids 
stressed out adults also  
 
occupying gentle spaces 
etching smiles onto faces 
 
bubbling up  
proclaiming warmly 
mister r. venerated  
stalwart of community 

Poetry 

 

R o b  L a n e  W ild e r  
U S A  
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cagey triumphant 
authentic congenial 
sharing with a ragtag world  
cordial rays of hope 
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Voltage and Current 
 
Voltage and current: the stanzas  
themselves a switch board  
channelling energy through lines; a passage  
of resistance contends with the zap 
 
making its way – yin and yang communicate  
and counterpoint.  
This power source fizzes in the background.  
Live-wiring spectral in brief  
 
phantom-flashes about angles  
– in distortion-pulled and -suspended time – 
a diaphanous downwarp, it gives glimpse into  
of otherness. Circuitous resistance pushes back 
 
against it. Threatening the cosmos 
is the chaos: a universal constant, 
their mutual resentment 
vimming and singing away. 

Poetry 

 P e t e r D o n n e lly  
I re la n d  

 
 



I S S U E 0 4 | TRANSCENDENCE 128 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BOOK TITLE: How Morning Remembers The Night 

AUTHOR:  Ifesinachi Nwadike 

PUBLISHER(S): Winepress Limited, Griots Lounge Publishing 

YEAR: 2020 
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his collection of poetry is beautifully crafted 
and timeless. It is a book for anyone who 

desires change and loves truth. It is a book 
posterity will always reckon. The simplicity of 
the language and impressive coinages beautify the 
imageries more.  
 
How Morning Remembers the Night cuts across our 
everyday activities, the people on the streets, the 

seat of power, the failed society, negligence, 
crave for change, eulogy for legends, elegies for 
the gifted brains that lived shortly on earth and 
romance. 
 
In this collection, the poet as a social crusader 
begins by introducing the pains his memory 
harbours in “Introit: My Memory is a deluge of 
Grief & Anguish” 

: 
Grief came knocking on my heart’s door 
With sorrow stained Knuckles 
Barging in, 

T 

Book Review 

 

D e b o ra h  U z o m a  
N ig e r ia  
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They embraced the bosom of my soul… (11) 
 
The opening stanza reveals the pains in the poet’s 
heart for years. In the following stanza’s, the poet 
moves to the sensibilities inherent of  being 
African -the jungle justices’, blood rising against 
blood, stiff-necks, prejudices and concludes that 
his memory is “a deluge of grief, of anguish.” 
 

It is worthy to note that the poet was into student 
unionism, having served as a departmental 
president, could feel the plights of the students 
and commuters of Imo state University junction 
which is evident in the poem “ Bang! Bang ! Bang! 
: 

 
Bang! Bang! Bang1 
The thunder of Armageddon; 
Sounds of trucks and trailers 
A comma for some, a full-stop for others 
A road that winds into a black hole 
The path, stream of blood, vulture demons hovering 
 
Bang!Bang!Bang! 
It goes. 
Red! Red! Red! 
It flows (14).  
 

Also in the Aluta fight, “In Blood Day Light” (four 
University of Port-Harcourt undergraduates lost 
their lives in the inhuman hands of jungle juries, 

in a community named Aluu, on the 2nd of Oct. 
2012) the poet laments: 

 
…In a climate of recrimination 
Criminals, Criminals! They chanted 
Justice! Justice! They raged 
Charcoal-hearted demons 
Gloved the juries’ bloody gavel 
And in blood day light 
Snuffed life out of the FOUR OF YOU (26) 

 
A wake up call is made by the poet in “Who Says 
We are Corrupt?” which encapsulates all environs 
of human fields- the looters, criminals, 
politicians,  the armed forces, bigots, traders, 

landlords, leaders, preachers of the gospel, to the 
neighbours in our streets, everyone. He ends by 
still asking “Who says we are CORRUPT?”: 

 
Who says we are corrupt? 
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Is it when justice goes to the highest bidders? 
When the guilty is masked as the innocent 
Objection! That is called “judiSHARING competence.” 
 
Who says we are corrupt? 
Is it when preachers buy a fleet of jets 
With the congregation’s tithes and mites? 
Holy! That is called “sowing seed for proper evangelization”(48) 

 
Reading the poems, the sabotage we nurse 
silently and unable to speak out is carefully stated 
in the poem “They have not stolen”: 
 

They Have not stolen? 
These honourable  polithievians 
Who shoot their pens 
Public vaults emptied… 
 
Are we yet to learn 
How not to buy a goat 
Only because of its voice?(43) 

   
Also in “De-Money-Crazy?”(45) and “ House of 
Legislathieves?”(47). Interestingly, the poet takes 
us back to history- his home town, country, 
before and now. In , “ Denuded, Agwa sits 
supine” the poet  recounts the ancestry tree “Afo 

Obeama, Agwa”  which he describes as a “pretty 
sight to behold” and “a compassionate shade over 
the people” and “at dusk, a crown over 
community,” is destroyed  and blames his people 
for allowing such: 

 
‘In Jesus name’ 
We let them uproot you 
Heartbroken, 
You caved in and a curse 
Blurted out from your band.(35) 

 
In the poem, “Vision infinity” the poet mimicks 
and mocks the past leaders of his country, whose 
megalomania of promises from the time of 

independence till date has become more of a 
recurrent anthem and cause of laughter at once.  
The opening lines read: 

 
Vision 1960 
“Independence for everyone” 
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“Freedom for everyone…”  
 
 then to the prevalent year : 
 
Vision 2020 
“Patience for everyone.” 
“Understanding for everyone.” 
 

 And when, tired of listening and waiting, the persona asks the President : 
“But, His Excellency, what if we can’t wait?” The President replies this: 
 
 Vision Infinity: 
‘One grave to one citizen. 
And to those that died waiting. 
One hell to each of them.” 

 
In this collection, the author banks on tales and 
personal research to decry the sad experiences of 
the  Biafra war in a tone that sounds like that of 

an eye witness. Hear him in “Memory is a crust of 
blood”:  

 
I remembered pierced chest 
Ripped bellies and buttered back 
From where streams of blood gushed 
And cursed the land in concertos of pain- 
Gang rapes and gruesome murder of stars 
And the kwashiorkored to death too soon… (33) 

 
He also extended his voice to the ongoing but 
understated war going on in Northern Nigeria 
where lives are lost daily and people are 
kidnapped, killed and held captive because of 
their faith and social class. He pays particular 
tribute to Leah Sharibu and the “little children” of 
Borno. 
 

Ifesinachi made special dedication of poems to 
past and present African legends and frontiers of 
poetry , likes of Esiaba  Irobi (whom he 
continuously admits is his idol), Ezenwa Ohaeto,  
Pius Adesanmi, Niyi Osundare, Isidore Diala , 
Chimamanda, Dr. Stella Adadevoh of Ebola 
fame, Patrice Lumumba, GEJ, amongst others. 

 
He leaves us with a sad feeling of lost love in 
“They come back to me by water,” specially 

dedicated to his former lover whose love he still 
relishes: 

 
They come back to me by water; 
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…memories of you, us; 
Of days when we were oblivious of the world 
Of fear, of failing; of parting… 

 
Every encounter with the sea reminds me of you  
It whispers the sound of your laughter- 
I can hear them now… (39) 

 
 Finally, after taking us through a torturous journey of grief and sadness, the poet ends with a poem of 
sweet romance, detailing and sharing his feelings of love and happiness for his lover in “Sweet Scent of 
Citrus”: 

: 
  ...Your supple dimples 

Are burrows where I plant kisses 
Your Avocado breasts 
Are fountains from where I drink… 

 
The day I found you, 
I fixed the puzzle of my essence 
May rose flower blossom 
On the road that crossed our paths 
Sweet scent of citrus 
In my twitching nostrils…(64) 

 
 
The poems in this collection are striking and incisive. A book every family should posses. 
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using genre painting from the Dutch Golden Age as a medium to explore and normalise lesbian sexuality. 

She won the 2019 Brighton & Hove Arts Council Student Poetry competition, featured in The Seamus 

Heaney Centre’s Ekphrasis Project, and received the 2020 Dissertation Prize for her poetry collection 

which received the highest marks. 

 

ISHAQ ADEKUNLE is a Nigerian Writer and visual artist. He is ardent and eager to tell the stories of 

the African children. He draws his inspiration from country music and sees movies when he's less busy. 

Some of his works have appeared or forthcoming on Chestnut Review, Superstition Review, Fragmented 

Magazine, Subliminal Review, Fragmented Magazine and elsewhere. You can reach him on Twitter 

@Ishaqadekunle1. 

 

LANCE MANION is the author of ten short story collections, his latest Dizzying Depths being released 

Jan. 1, 2012.  His work has appeared in 50+ publications and over a dozen anthologies. It has been called 

demented, hilarious, quirky and well outside the mainstream. 

He spends too much time thinking about all the ways life would be different if you eyes were on top of our 

feet as opposed to perched over our noses. Shoes for instance… or karate.  

https://edwardmlee.wordpress.com/
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MARIANA MCDONALD is a poet, writer, scientist, and activist. Her work has appeared in numerous 

publications, including fiction in About Place Journal, So to Speak,  and Cobalt, where she was a finalist 

for the Zora Neale Hurston Fiction Prize. She co-authored with Margaret Randall the recently-released 

Dominga Rescues the Flag, about black Puerto Rican heroine Dominga de la Cruz. She lives in Atlanta. 

 

MARTINS DEEP is a Nigerian poet & photographer. He is passionate about documenting muffled stories 

of the African experience in his poetry & visual art. Writing from Kaduna, or whichever place he finds 

himself, the acrylic of inspiration that spills from his innermost being tends to paint various depictions of 

humanity/life in his environment. His creative works have appeared, or are forthcoming on Barren 

Magazine, Chestnut Review, Mineral Lit Mag, Agbowó Magazine, Writers Space Africa, Inklette, 

Surburban Review, Typehouse Literary Magazine, The Alchemy Spoon, Dream Glow, The Lumiere 

Review, Variant Literature, & elsewhere. He is also the brain behind Shotstoryz Photography and can be 

reached on Twitter: @martinsdeep1 

 

M.A. BLICKLEY is a widely published author of fiction, nonfiction, poetry and drama. Blickley is a 

proud member of the Dramatists Guild and PEN American Center whose most recent book is a text-based 

art collaboration with fine arts photographer Amy Bassin, Dream Streams. (Clare Songbirds Publishing 

House). Zoe Anastassiou is a Greek-Aussie-British theatre/TV/film/voiceover actress. She can currently 

be heard as audio drama regular Maddie the 8 yr old CEO on How We Manage Stuff, and she can be seen 

daily in her longstanding 365 Blog video series. Learn more at http://www.zoeanastassiou.com 

 

MICHAEL LEE JOHNSON lived 10 years in Canada during the Vietnam era and is a dual citizen of the 

United States and Canada.  Today he is a poet, freelance writer, amateur photographer, and small business 

owner in Itasca, DuPage County, Illinois.  Mr. Johnson published in more than 1098 new publications, his 

poems have appeared in 40 countries, he edits, publishes 10 poetry sites.  Michael Lee Johnson, has been 

nominated for 2 Pushcart Prize awards poetry 2015/1 Best of the Net 2016/2 Best of the Net 2017, 2 

Best of the Net 2018.  

http://www.zoeanastassiou.com/


I S S U E 0 4 | TRANSCENDENCE 137 

 

 

OLAJUWON JOSEPH OLUMIDE is an award-winning Nigerian author, English Language instructor 

and musician. He holds a degree in Mass Communication and has works published on several platforms 

including Minute Magazine, PIN Journal, Words Rhymes & Rhythm, Etn 21, EBOquill, African Writers 

Reviews, and Arts Lounge. Olajuwon, a winner of the Brigitte Poirson Poetry Contest in 2015, 2016 and 

2018, is the author of Walking the ‘Pathway of Excellence’ (self-help, 2020) and ‘Beyond our Dreams’ 

(poetry, 2020). He lives in Ogun State. 

 

Born in Dublin in 1988, PETER DONNELLY’s first collection, Photons, was published by Appello Press 

in 2014. Following its publication, playwright Frank McGuinness commented that "Peter Donnelly 

already shows he has a strong imagination; indeed, a savage one presents itself on occasion when the 

beautiful and brutal confront and confound each other." His second collection, Money Is a Kind of Poetry, 

was published by Smokestack Books in 2019. 

 

PETER O’BRIEN has published eight books, including A Perfect Offering: Personal Stories of Trauma 

and Transformation (Mosaic), Introduction to Literature: British, American, Canadian (Harper & Row) 

and Cleopatra at the Breakfast Table: Why I Studied Latin With My Teenager and How I Discovered the 

Daughterland (Quattro). His current multi-year artwork LOTS OF FUN WITH FINNEGANS WAKE has 

appeared in World Literature Today, The Fortnightly Review, James Joyce Quarterly, Art/Research 

International, and The Globe and Mail, and has been exhibited in Antwerp, Hong Kong, Montreal, New 

York and Toronto. More at peterobrienart.com. 

 

PETER HRASTOVEC lives and writes in Windsor, Ontario and has published two books of poetry, In 

Lieu of Flowers and Sidelines, both by Black Moss Press. On occasion, he practices law. 

 

RIZWAN AKHTAR’s debut collection of Poems Lahore, I Am Coming (2017) is published by Punjab 

University Press. He works as an Assistant Professor in the Department of English, Punjab University, 

Lahore, Pakistan. He has published poems in well-established poetry magazines of the UK, US, India, 
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Canada, and New Zealand. He was a part of the workshop on poetry with Derek Walcott at the University 

of Essex in 2010. 

 

ROB LOWE's work has been accepted online, in print and as spoken word, most recently by Abridged & 

Lucent Dreaming; and for two anthologies - Light (Black Engine Press), and Black Lives Matter (Civic 

Leicester). Strongly influenced by (amongst others) Emily Dickinson, Nazim Hikmet, Edith Sodergran and 

Thomas Hardy, he tries to write accessible but challenging poetry and short fiction. 

He also likes gardening. 

 

Rob Lane Wilder's re-structuring of modernism is quirky and unique. His is an instantly recognizable 

style. Counter to trends, wilder freely embraces rhyme, OgdenNash-like. wilder builds on archetypes 

made iconic by Duchamp, Dali, Grosz, Berryman, cummings and Pollock. This author explores 

philosophy, psychology, and spiritual transformation. Merging what’s inexplicable with the surreal, wilder 

cleaves to formerly unknown, dreamy realms. Some publishing credits include Poetry New Zealand, Pacific 

Review, Chronogram, The Seattle Review, TheBoston Literary Review, The Libretto Review, Cordite Review, Poetry 

Quarterly. 

 

ROBERT MITCHELL is a working, published musician, film editor and songwriter, living in NYC. Due 

to the pandemic, Mitchell has redirected his story telling focus towards the adventurousness of short form 

fiction. 

 

STEPHEN MEAD is an Outsider multi-media artist and writer.  Since the 1990s he’s been grateful to 

many editors for publishing his work in print zines and eventually online.  He is also grateful to have 

managed to keep various day jobs for the Health Insurance. Currently he is resident artist/curator for The 

Chroma Museum, artistic renderings of LGBTQI historical figures, organizations and allies predominantly 

before Stonewall,  The Chroma Museum - The Chroma Museum (weebly.com). 
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SU’UR SU’EDDIE VERSHIMA AGEMA, a husband and father, an editor, publisher, cultural 

enthusiast and development worker. He was listed on Nigerian Writers Award’s100 Most Influential 

Nigerian Writers under 40 (2017and 2018) and EGC’s Top 50 Contemporary Poets Who Rocked Nigeria (2012-

17). He was also recently Curator, Black History Month/Project and founding President, African Writers 

[Society] at the University of Sussex in England, the United Kingdom where he earned a second master’s 

in International Education and Development under the esteemed Chevening scholarship scheme. He is also 

the convener of the Benue Book and Arts Festival, a past chairman of the Association of Nigerian Authors 

(Benue State Chapter) and former coordinator of the National Teen Authorship Scheme covering six states 

in Nigeria. 

 
Su’eddie is the author of Home Equals Holes: Tale of an Exile (Winner, Association of Nigerian 

Authors’ Prize for Poetry, 2014);The Bottom of another Tale (Shortlist, Abubakar Gimba Prize for 

Short Stories, 2015);Once Upon a Village Tale(Shortlist, Association of Nigerian Authors’ Children’s 

Literature Prize); and Bring our casket home: Tales one shouldn’t tell (Nominee, Association of 

Nigerian Authors’ Prize for Poetry 2013). Among other awards, he also won the Mandela Day Short Story 

Prize (2016) and was shortlisted for the Saraba/PEN Nigeria Poetry Prize 2013, Association of Nigerian 

Authors Prize for Prose Fiction (2014) and the Soyinka Prize for African Literature (2018).  

 
He is the chief executive/lead editor at SEVHAGE Publishers, and team leader/lead researcher at 

SEVHAGE Literary and Development Initiative.Su’eddie blogs at http://sueddie.wordpress.com and is 

@sueddieagema on Twitter/Instagram/Facebook. 

 

SULOLA IMRAN ABIOLA is a native of Oyo state in his early 20s and an aspirant of one of the 

prestigious universities,a poet & a poetographer,a public servant,a lover of arts and an optimist who 

believes breakthrough in every life-sniffing situation.Born and bred in the bustling city of Lagos state. He 

writes across all themes.His work is forthcoming in The Quills, Writenowlit, Undivided magazine and 

several other magazines.He writes & savor the sound of phone shutters from the state of Osun. 

He tweets via @official_sulola 

Instagram: @official_sulola 
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Facebook : Sulola Abiola Imran(The official Sulola) 

 

UCHE NDUKA is a poet, essayist, collagist & songwriter. He is the author of twelve volumes of poems 

of which the most recent are IJELE (2012), NINE EAST (2013), SAGEBERRY 1 (2017), LIVING IN 

PUBLIC (2018), FACING YOU (2020). His writing has been translated into German, Dutch, Arabic, 

Finnish, Italian, Serbo-Croat, Romanian. He teaches at CUNY (Queens College) and lives in New York 

City. 

 

VICTOR NANDI is a Senior Content Developer with an Indian Edtech Company. His works have been 

published in Verdad magazine, Amanda Steel Publication, Virtual Zine, Clover and White, Tiger Shark 

Magazine, and Healing Words Poetry Exhibition in London. He has also won various story-writing 

competitions. 

  



I S S U E 0 4 | TRANSCENDENCE 141 

 



I S S U E 0 4 | TRANSCENDENCE 142 

 

  

Start your publishing journey with us. 
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