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ABUBAKAR ADAM IBRAHIM is a Nigerian creative writer and 
journalist. His debut short-story collection The Whispering Trees was 
longlisted for the inaugural Etisalat Prize for Literature in 2014, with the 
title story shortlisted for the Caine Prize for aAfrican Writing. Ibrahim 
has won the BBC African Performance Prize and the ANA 
Plateau/Amatu Braide Prize for Prose and in 2014, he was selected for 
the Africa39 list of writers aged under 40 with potential and talent to 
define future trends in African literature. His first novel, Season of 
Crimson Blossoms, won the Nigerian Prize for Literature, Africa’s 
largest literary prize in 2016. He is the Features Editor at the Daily Trust 
newspaper. Ibrahim’s reporting from North-East Nigeria has won 
particular critical acclaim. In May 2018 he was announced as the winner 
of the Michael Elliot Award for Excellence in African Storytelling, 
awarded by the International Center for Journalists, for his report “All 
That Was Familiar”, published in Granta magazine. 

 

 

Born in Durgapur, West Bengal in India in 1979 on 1st August 
DEBASISH BANERJEE earned his Master's degree in English 
from Burdwan University(West Bengal) in 2003. He's a teacher 
of English language and literature in Arcadian Public School, 
Mathura, Uttar Pradesh. Some of his English short stories "A 
Guardian Signature" , "Golok Bagchi's Silver Coins" appeared in 
the (CLRI) Contemporary Literary Review India. Some online 
Bengali journals Samantaral Sahitya Patrika, Ujaan Sahitya, 
Barnik Sahitya  also brought out some of his stories into light. 
YAWP Journal (U.S.A) brought out his short story "Modern 
Filmy Saloon" in 2020. Debasish Banerjee has been short listed 
for INDIA PRIME 100 AUTHORS AWARD 2021.  
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FAITH MILLER received a BA in English Writing from Knox 
College and has taken numerous workshops and master 
classes mostly recently with Emily Nemens at the 92

nd
 Street 

“Y”.  Faith is a resident of New York City and New Jersey.  Her 
short stories have appeared in numerous literary magazines 
including Hanging Loose and Prism International. Faith is a 
member of writing groups at the New York Society Library and 
the Boston Atheneum.  Primarily a short story writer, she 
recently completed her second novel. Faith has chosen to 
focus her recent work on submerged characters, who, each in 
his/her own way, is fighting to live on the margin.  She is 
working on a collection of stories, including “Green Pastures”, 
told from multiple points of views from Dublin to California to 
Peru to New Jersey.  There is no facet of human life that 
doesn’t have beauty. 
 

PATRICIA CARRAGON most recent publications 
include Arriving at a Shoreline Anthology (great weather for 
MEDIA, 2022), Bear Creek Haiku, Beat Generation Anthology 
2022, Clockwise Cat, I Wanna Be Loved by You: Poems on 
Marilyn Monroe, Jerry Jazz Musician, Moonstone Press, Out 
Loud, an LGBTQA Literary Arts Anthology (Red or Green 
Books), The Rutherford Red Wheelbarrow anthology, et al. Her 
fiction piece “What Has to Happen Next” has been nominated 
for Sundress Publications Annual Best of the Net Anthology. 
Her poem “Paris the Beautiful” won Poem of the Week from 
great weather for MEDIA. She was nominated by Bear Creek 
Haiku for a Pushcart Prize. Her debut novel, Angel Fire, is from 
Alien Buddha Press. Her books from Poets Wear Prada 
are Meowku and The Cupcake Chronicles. She hosts 
Brownstone Poets and is the editor-in-chief of its annual 
anthology. 
 

FATIMA ABDULLAHI is a Nigerian born writer and poet, with 

a penchant for the dramatic. She's always loved reading, but the 

day she found out about Laila and Majnoon her whole world 

changed. A graduate of Mass Communication and an animal 

lover, she loves to write on subjects that tug at the heartstrings, 

like love, loss and depression. Her works have been published 

and are forthcoming in various publications, including Lunaris 

Review, The Decolonial Passage, Afristories, The Shady Grove 

Literature, The Best of Africa and The First Line Literary 

Journal. Find her on Instagram as @her_abstractions and on 

Twitter as @ellisande_.  

 

GLORIA MWANIGA ODARY is a writer based in Nairobi whose 
work has appeared in The White Review, The Nation, The 
Johannesburg Review of Books, Munyori Literary 
Journal and Ebedi Review. She is a recipient of the 2019 Miles 
Morland Writing Scholarship and the 2021 African Land Policy 
Centre Story Prize. Gloria has been shortlisted for the Writivism 
Prize and the Goethe Afro Young Adult Story Competition. She 
is currently revising her first book, an adventure novel that 
follows a young female drifter growing up in small towns across 
Kenya. 
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SAMARRA PRAHLAD is a young emerging artist of 
Indian descent, from Australia, who has been painting 
from a very young age. She is currently a high school 
senior. She has won several prizes at school for her art, 
and has exhibited her paintings at the Epping Arts 
Show in Sydney. She has new work forthcoming in 
Otoliths Magazine, and Sonic Boom Journal. She also 
plays the flute and the piano, and performs in her 
school's wind ensemble. She paints out of a studio 
space in her home, and lives on traditional Gammergal 
land in Sydney. 

 

JOHNSON EZEKIEL SUNDAY hails from Akwa Ibom 
state, Nigeria. He is a Creative Writer, Content Writer, 
Copy Editor, Copywriter, Ghostwriter, humorist, historian, 
Novelist, Avid Reader, and Social Media Manager, the 
Founder of Prof. Johnson's Stories( an official Facebook 
page). He is the author of many published novels and short 
stories. He is more focused on Ghostwriting, and Content 
Writing, which he does for a living, and Creative writing 
which he does for fun. Moreover, he does all kinds of 
writing in all genres to pass his thoughts and keep his 
audience entertained. 
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MELISSA D. BURRAGE is a historian and author of The Karl 

Muck Scandal:  Classical Music and Xenophobia in World War 1 

America (melissadburrage.com).  She began writing poetry 

in earnest after her twenty-two-year-old son died in a tragic 

motorcycle accident in his final semester of college.  Melissa 

takes great comfort writing about family in beloved New 

England settings.  She is a member of the Westwood Poetry 

Group, the Marge Piercy Poetry Group, and is a 2022 winner of 

the Joe Gouveia Outermost Poetry Contest.  Her work can be 

found in Paterson Literary Review, Portrait of New England 

Literary Magazine, Wood Cat Review, Poetica Review, Foyer 

Magazine, Syncopation Literary Journal, Sweety Cat Press, 

Dashboard Horus Travel Blog, Cephalopress Border and 

Belonging Anthology, New Hampshire’s Smoky Quartz Tenth 

Anniversary Literary Anthology, Duality Literary Anthology, 

and Southern Arizona Press Anthology: The Poppy:  A Symbol of 

Remembrance. 

 

MELISSA D. BURRAGE 
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JIM ROSS jumped into creative pursuits in 2015 after a 
rewarding research career. With a graduate degree from 
Howard University, in seven years he’s published nonfiction, 
fiction, poetry, photography, plays, and hybrid in 175 journals 
on five continents. Writing publications include Columbia 
Journal, Hippocampus, Libretto, Lunch Ticket, Manchester 
Review, Newfound, The Atlantic, and Typehouse, with 
Ocotillo  Review forthcoming.  Photo essays, mostly text-
based, include Barren, DASH, Kestrel, Ilanot Review, Litro, 
New World Writing, Sweet, Typehouse, and Wordpeace. He 
recently wrote/acted in a one-act play. He also appears in a 
documentary limited series, I Sniper, broadcast domestically 
and internationally. Jim and his wife--parents of two nurses, 
grandparents of five little ones—split their time between city 
and mountains.   
 

NWABUISI KENNETH feeds on fiction. He reads and 
writes from Nsukka, a small town in Enugu state. His 
works have appeared and are forthcoming on 
Brittlepaper, Kalahari review, African writer, Association 
of Nigerian Authors (ANA reviews 2021), Libretto 
Magazine and elsewhere. 

 

DAVID NWAFOR, a graduate of Linguistics from Alex 
Ekwueme Federal University, Ndufu-Alike, Ebonyi State, 
Nigeria, is a short story writer, novelist, and poet. A third prize 
winner of the AE-FUNAI Poetry Prize for creative writers with 
his poem titled I LONG FOR A DAY. He is also the author of 
the novel Wiped Tears, which was published by Omega Press 
in 2014. He has two published short stories Mmesoma made 
AE-FUNAI anthology and the other Unbreakable Bond made 
Voices That Sing Behind The Veil Anthology published by Pan 
African Writers Association (PAWA) While his poems have 
been published in anthologies and online publications such as 
Poemify Magazine, Merge Literary Magazine, Poet Duet 
Publication, Blue birds publication, Margins Magazine, as well 
as the Poetry Planet International Book Anthology. Others are 
forthcoming. 
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PECULIAR COMFORT ENE is a poet and a short story writer 
with several publications. Born and brought up in Benue State. 
A Lover of Art and admirer of Science. Emotional. She loves to 
travel especially for tourism. At age six, she dropped her real 
name "Clementina" for "Comfort" for a reason she now see as 
childish. Aside writing, she's a baker, seamstress, and a make-
up artist. She's a graduate of English and Literary Studies, 
Benue State University Makurdi. A member of SEVHAGE 
Literary Development Initiative, Performance Artist at Benue 
Poetry Troupe (BPT) and a humanitarian at Hope Space 
Initiative. Nature and emotion inspires her writings.  

 

MOUNA OUAFIQ is a Moroccan poet, short story writer, 
colomnist and photographer from Rabat. She has worked as a 
culture editor for a number of Arab periodicals and newspapers 
and one of the first journalists to work in electronic journalism. 
Together with other young journalists in Egypt, she founded the 
International Federation of Electronic Journalism. Mouna has 
received many prizes and awards including the BBC Radio Award, 
the Kuwaiti Arab Magazine Award and the Jazan Club Prize for 
Saudi Literature. Her work has been anthologised in several 
collections in the Arab world. Mint, Wax and 
Death and Lo3ab.com, her two short story collections were 
published by two Cairo publishing houses, Dar Sharqiyyat and 
Dar Afaq respectively. She has also published three collections of 
poetry, Brown Vanilla, by Dar Azmina in Jordan, Red Neon by Dar 
Alnahda in Beirut and Sharp Edge of a Half Broken Plate by Dar 
Rawafid in Cairo. She’s currently working on a poetry 
collection, From A Female Chimpanze to Darwin. This is the first 
time her work has been published in English. 
 

BASH AMUNENI is one of Nigeria’s foremost performance poets. 
His poetry is laced in love, memory and the subtleties of the human 
condition. He has performed poetry at various platforms including 
Kaduna Book and Arts Fest, Abuja Literary Fest, Hausa International 
Book & Arts Festival, Lagos International Poetry Festival, Poetry 
Africa International Festival in Durban,South Africa, People 
Journalism Prize for Africa 2019 & most recently at SLAMeroun Int'l 
Festival ,Cameroun. In December 2017, Bash was a guest 
performance poet at the European Union human rights night. He was 
also a guest performance poet at the commissioning of The African 
Development Bank building in Abuja by the Nigerian Vice President 
in 2018. Still in 2018, Bash Amuneni was the guest Performance Poet 
at the 73rd Session of the African Parliamentary Union (APU) 
Congress held in Abuja. Listed amongst the 10 most influential 
performance poets in Nigeria by YNaija in 2020, he was 
commissioned to write the poem, "This Is How We All Win" for the 
USAID's Health Workers Programme Launch in Nigeria in 2021.  
 

 
JELILI ATIKU is a Nigerian multimedia artist with political 
concerns for human rights and justice. Through drawing, 
installation sculpture, photography, video and performance (live 
art); he strives to help viewers understand the world and expand 
their understanding and experiences, so that they can activate and 
renew their lives and environments. For over a decade, Jelili has put 
his art at service of the prevailing concerns of our times; especially 
those that threaten our collective existence and the sustenance of 
our universe. The contents of these concerns ranging from 
psychosocial and emotional effects of the traumatic events such 
violence, war, poverty, corruption, climate change and others that 
are associated with our warring world have dominated his artistic 
forms. Born on Friday 27th September 1968 in Ejigbo (Lagos), 
Nigeria, Jelili was trained at Ahmadu Bello University, Zaria, Nigeria 
and University of Lagos, Nigeria – Where he was awarded Bachelor 
of Arts (Fine Arts) and Master of Arts (Visual Arts) respectively. He 
is presently the artistic Director of AFiRIperFOMA – a collective of 
performance artists in Africa; and Chief Coordinator of Advocate 
for Human Rights Through Art (AHRA). Jelili has travelled widely 
and participated in numerous performances/exhibitions/talks in 
Africa, Asia, Europe and America. He is 2015 Prince Claus 
Laureates and was wrongly accused, arrested, detained in prison and 
trialed on the instance of his performance in public space in 2016; 
and also in 2019 for protecting the indigenous Yoruba, religion, 

Ìṣè  ṣe. He was artist in residence/ Professor at the Department of 
Africana Studies/Brown Arts Initiative in Brown University, 
Providence, USA in 2018. He is the President of Ejigbo Indigenes 
Forum (EIF); Chairman of Community Development Committee, 
Ejigbo LCDA, Lagos, Nigeria; and artist in residence at Thami 
Mnyele Foundation, Amsterdam in Netherlands in 2021. 
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eparture' is an all-encompassing experience--- leaving, going away, deviation, 
death, exit, quitting, unconventional, retreat, withdrawal, and all. And in this 
issue of Libretto Magazine, these brilliant writers and poets skilfully do justice 

to the theme: Departure.  

The collection opens with a classic 'literary departure', a kind of departure from the 
conventional story development where everything is expected to be resolved or worked out after a 
story's climax--- denouement. And like great poets like E.E Cummings, Stephane Mallarme and 
Wole Soyinka who had one time or the other deviated, deliberately, from conventional modes or 
styles of writing in order to heighten their creativity, Fatimah Abdullah's 'Deviation from the 
Norm' takes you to the climax, a mountain top and leaves you there to decide the best way and 
means of your departure! 

And in this, Faith Miller, in her homophonic pun and onomatopoeia attempts in 'The 
Pasture' follows suit with fine prose. Same with Debasish Banerjee's 'A Martyr's Diary' and 
Johnson Ezekiel Sunday's 'Just a Kiss' and David Nwafor's 'The Mirror Without Reflection' and 
Jim Ross' 'Without Glove.' 

In Nwabuisi Kenneth's stylish departure 'For Today and Those Days You Were Not Here' 
you will have to answer the question:  

"When you prick a rainbow with a niddle, 

What colour does it bleed?" 

Thereafter you will find yourself "In Conversation with the Dead", penned with superb 
craftsmanship by Peculiar C. Ene. 

The poets do even more, Patricia Carragon's 'I've Got You Under my Skin' (inspired by 
Frank Sinatra) which employs a poetic imagery, is a radical departure. Melissa D. Burrage sings 
about 'departure' in every sense of the word. From her beautiful 'My Bellini Dream' through her 
sonorous 'Bass River in Mourning' to her poetic song 'A Bass River in Departure'. 

 

Welcome to 'Departure'! 

 

 

Ben Ige  

Playwright, poet and literary critic 

  

'D 
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Success in writing is not an exact 

science 

ABUBAKAR ADAM IBRAHIM is a Nigerian creative writer and journalist. His debut short-
story collection “The Whispering Trees” was longlisted for the inaugural Etisalat Prize for 
Literature in 2014, with the title story shortlisted for the Caine Prize for African Writing. 
Ibrahim has won the BBC African Performance Prize and the ANA Plateau/Amatu Braide 
Prize for Prose and in 2014, he was selected for the Africa 39 list of writers aged under 40 with 
potential and talent to define future trends in African literature. His first novel, Season of 
Crimson Blossoms, won the Nigerian Prize for Literature, Africa’s largest literary prize in 2016. 
Ibrahim’s reporting from North-East Nigeria has won particular critical acclaim. In May 2018 
he was announced as the winner of the Michael Elliot Award for Excellence in African 
Storytelling, awarded by the International Center for Journalists, for his report “All That Was 
Familiar”, published in Granta magazine. He has a novel forthcoming in March 2023. 
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Hello, Abubakar. We are beyond pleased 
to have you join us.  

 

Thank you. It is a pleasure to be here and I 
wish Libretto continued success. It is a 
delight to see new platforms to perpetuate 
literature sprouting and creating content for 
lovers of what we do. So, thank you for that. 

 

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?  

 

I suppose it is an inherent love for storytelling 
in all its various iterations. I love stories and 
loved listening to them and watching stories 
come to life in various forms, be it in 
literature, play or film. Ever since I was a 
child. In my early teens, I realized writing 
would be my preferred form of storytelling 
because of the serenity it gives me in a way 
that one feels a part of everything, in an 
intimate way, and yet feels apart from it, in a 
way that allows for the introspection that 
allows the documentation and detailing of 
such things—life, love, loss, conflicts, be it of 
civilization or of a temporal nature, of time, 
and relationships between people, things and 
ideas. So, I guess quite early on I knew what I 
wanted to do with my life and it is to write 
and I have dedicated myself to that journey, 
through its ups and downs, through the 
straight and narrow path that it takes to 
produce a work of literature and share it with 
readers. 

 

Working towards the dream is the fascinating 
and challenging thing. And it entails a lot of 
sacrifice, of knowing what is important, 
which in this case is my craft, and the fact 
that it takes time to be any good at it, time 
that I could have spent doing other things, 
like being with friends or having fun. Don’t 
get me wrong, I had as balanced an 
adolescence as the next person, I just made 
the extra effort to dedicate significant time to 

writing and to reading and to expanding my 
worldview quite early on. Being a writer 
actually means sitting down to do the writing, 
right? 

What was the process of writing your first 
book like for you and has there been any 
radical changes between how you wrote 
your first book and how you write now? 

 

I think every book is different in the sense of 
its writing, even if the author is the same. The 
Whispering Trees, my first book, which 
happens to be a collection of short stories was 
written over about 10 years. I wrote different 
bits at different times while doing other 
things with my life so I can’t really say there 
was a strategy to it. It just happened. But with 
Seasons of Crimson Blossoms, it was 
completely different. That took about four 
years or so from start to publication. I have 
started and finished a manuscript in three 
months, and others have taken years. As a 
writer, I think the important thing is to make 
yourself available for the process, no matter 
how it comes because I have discovered that 
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the process often changes because sometimes 
it is dictated by the story. 

How important is research to you when 
writing, and in what specific instances 
has it been a defining factor?  

Crucial. Research is vital to everything, not 
just to writing. Even in your social 
engagement, it always helps to speak from a 
position of knowledge or information. There 
are various types of research but the best one 
comes, I have discovered, from being still and 
observing. One learns a lot from just doing 
that. And if one has the opportunity to then 
ask questions, the questions will have greater 
resonance because they are already coming 
from a position of some knowledge. But 
storytelling is not just research and 
sometimes you see authors harming their 
craft by making the research so obvious that 
when you read their work, it reads like a 
research paper. Nobody wants to read 

research papers, not even those who have to. 
I had made the mistake once, when I was 
younger, and had done this fascinating 
research on cockroaches for a story I was 
writing because the character was obsessed 
with them. I discovered so many incredible 
things about them that I felt were too good 
not to share in the story. Long story short, it 
didn’t work because the story was overtaken 
by roaches in the end. So it is always great to 
know more than you put in the book but the 
story should always take precedence. 

What do you think makes a good writer 
succeed, and what are some of the literary 
trends and artistic troupes you believe 
has impacted the thematic essence of the 
modern novel the most? 

Success in writing is not an exact science. It is 
a product of craft and chance. You have to 
have the right kind of story for the right kind 
of publishers and that is often challenging. 
Sometimes you see incredible stories not 
finding the right publishers and therefore not 
making the kind of impact they should and 
that is just sad. Sometimes you see average 
stories finding incredible publishers and 
resonating. What I know for certain is that as 
a writer, one has to put in the work, and have 
the manuscript ready to seize whatever 
opportunity life presents. What is the point of 
meeting the right editor, or agent and not 
having the material ready? Success in writing 
is not just about working hard, it is about 
working smart and having luck on your side. 

Have you ever incorporated something 
that happened to you in real life into your 
writing? What personal experiences have 
influenced your writing the most and do 
you believe there are any therapeutic 
benefits to fictionizing your own lived 
experiences? 

I suppose some writers find writing 
therapeutic and that is great. Writing is not 
therapy for me. It is living. So I don’t go to 
writing to find a cure, I go to writing to exist, 
to live, to soar and to just be. I try to keep my 
personal life out of my fiction because there 
are far more exciting stories to tell that don’t 
need my personal experience weighing them 
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down. The one thing that has affected me and 
has been reflected in my works is the crisis in 
Jos. But other intimate experiences I leave out 
of my fiction because fiction is fiction and 
should remain so. 

Do you think someone could be a writer if 
they don’t feel emotions strongly? How 
much emphasis do you place on emotion 
when developing a character or plot? 

I suppose some people could try. But I have 
always known, and I guess I don’t know any 
other way of writing, without emotions. For 
your characters to feel real, there has to be 
emotions involved and for that emotion to be 
real, it has to be experienced or shared with 
your characters. That means the writer will 
have to make himself available to feel that 
emotion to be able to capture it. But I don’t 
know if this is the case for every writer. I just 
know that this is true for me. 

You have written almost a dozen books. 
Did you approach the writing of each 
book with the aim of wanting them to 
stand on their own, or are you conscious 
of building a vast body of work with 
connections between each book that 
gives the reader a sense that these stories 
are all set in the same literary universe?  

I have not written a dozen books yet. So 
maybe when I get to that number, you could 
ask me that, I guess. 

You have written countless number of 
stories, and as a result, a lot of scenes as 
well. Pound for pound, what has been 
your hardest scene to write and why was 
it hard in the first place? You can also 
share the scene you enjoyed writing the 
most.  

Off the top of my head, I can’t say which 
scene has been the hardest. Some are 
obviously more painful to write, I don’t know. 
But I can think of the scene in Season of 
Crimson Blossoms where Fai’za and her 
family were attacked. It is painful to write of 
something that disturbing while trying to 
balance the beauty of the text and the need to 
not go over the top with details and 
descriptions that could emotionally harm 

readers and the writer as well. There are 
several others but I can’t recall all of them at 
the moment. 

In “Dreams and Assorted Nightmares” 
some critics found the dialogue too dark 
and hypnotic which might causes the 
readers to panic. How does this make you 
feel and do you think there should be 
more nuance in the approach to modern 
literary criticism? 

Did you find them too ‘dark and hypnotic?’ 
And in what context did the critic say that? 
The truth is, I don’t feel any particular way 
about it. My duty is to write. The critic’s duty 
is to find something bad to say about it. It is 
not my duty to tell them to be more nuanced 
about anything. I will be the first to admit 
that Dreams and Assorted Nightmares is 
dark. It is a dark book with dark stories that 
reflect our social realities and there is no way 
to sugarcoat it. The good thing is that I 
haven’t seen any reader panicking as your 
critic suggests, so I guess it is not as grim as is 
suggested. Or then again, it might be. I don’t 
know. 
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Still on the subject of your published 
book “Season of Crimson Blossoms”. How 
did you feel when you found out it won 
for the 2016 Nigeria Prize for Literature? 
And do you think you can win again with 
your recent published book “Dreams and 
Assorted Nightmares” 

It is a great feeling to win and for the book to 
get such recognition. But this was in 2016 and 
a lot has happened since then. Dreams and 
Assorted Nightmares? I haven’t thought of it 
in relation to the NLNG Prize so I can’t say. I 
have never considered entering it for the 
prize. Of course, winning literary prizes is 
great, but I don’t think writers should be 
obsessing about it. The best prize to win is 
the readers’ heart. 

What comes first for you — the plot or the 
characters — and how do you develop 
both in a manner that is consistent and 
coherent?  

There is no right way to answer this question 
because it works either way. Every story is 
different. In others, the story comes first. 
With others it is the characters. You just have 

to learn to roll with it whichever way it 
comes. 

A lot of people regard you as one of the 
most successful Nigerian writers of this 
generation. What do the words “literary 
success” mean to you and how would you 
define it in relation to your writing career 
so far? 

I am grateful people think that of my work. I 
don’t feel qualified to discuss my work and its 
success. I feel like that would be navel gazing 
and I am not inclined to that. I am much 
happier writing and leaving others better 
positioned, like the readers, to qualify what 
literary success means and what its 
parameters should be. 

Almost every author now writes with the 
screen in mind. Do you think this hinders 
the writing process and is there any 
chance we might be seeing any of your 
works at a cinema or streaming service 
within the next few years? 

I don’t necessarily agree that every writer is 
thinking like that. There are writers I know of 
who are particular about writing what will 
defy the screen, be impossible to film. Some 
writers are sceptical about the screen 
interpretation of their works so we have to 
take them into consideration as well. With 
regards to my work, there are conversations 
ongoing. When there is news to share, we 
shall do so. 

What’s your favorite and least favorite 
part of publishing and do you see yourself 
owning a publishing house in the future?  

Publishing is challenging and I see my 
publishers and others struggling to retrieve 
money from booksellers. It is heart breaking 
to watch them go through that. I don’t know 
if I will own a publishing house in the future 
but I am really passionate about helping the 
many Nigerian writers, the young talents 
coming through, finding platforms for their 
works, so I can’t rule that out. It might be 
something to explore. 
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Finally, about your forthcoming book 
“When We Were Fireflies” can you tell us 
about the book and what your 
expectations are? 

Yes! I am really excited about When We Are 
Fireflies coming out in March 2023. I can’t 
wait for readers to have access to it. It is a 
story I wrote under very unusual 

circumstances and I hope readers will see 
how it connects with our realities as a people. 
I like to see the juxtaposition of love and 
hate, forgiveness and redemption plays out in 
real life and that is the focus of this book. It is 
the story of a troubled artist trying to find the 
truth of what happened to him but at the 
same time it is the story of Nigeria and the 
vicious love and hate circle we exist in.
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Every time sit to write 

GLORIA MWANIGA ODARY is a writer based in Nairobi whose work 
has appeared in The White Review, The Nation, The Johannesburg Review 
of Books, Munyori Literary Journal and Ebedi Review. She is a recipient of 
the 2019 Miles Morland Writing Scholarship and the 2021 African Land 
Policy Centre Story Prize. Gloria has been shortlisted for the Writivism 
Prize and the Goethe Afro Young Adult Story Competition. She is currently 
revising her first book, an adventure novel that follows a young female 
drifter growing up in small towns across Kenya. 

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_Nations_Economic_Commission_for_Africa
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_Nations_Economic_Commission_for_Africa
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Hello, Gloria. We are beyond pleased to 
have you join us.  
 
Thank you.  
 
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?  
 
I was lucky because I had what some would 
call a literary childhood. My parents were 
Kiswahili language teachers with a huge 
library full of novels, plays and poetry books 
that my siblings and I devoured. My father 
was also a literature lover and a writer of 
Kiswahili books and I grew up watching him 
read and write every day. I even recall writers 
and playwrights knocking on our door, armed 
with manuscripts they wanted to discuss with 
Dad. Later, while studying at the University 
of Nairobi, I joined a writing group where 
stories were workshopped, that helped me 
develop my craft further. Another thing that 
helped me grow was writing book reviews 
and interviewing writers for the Daily Nation 
newspaper. I came to appreciate the critic’s 
point of view and the importance of standing 
back from one’s writing and examining it 
through critical lenses.  
 
What was the process of writing your first 
book like for you?  
 
The process for the different genres I write in 
are dissimilar. For the early stories and 
children’s books, it was a lot of trial-and-
error, a sort of stumbling along as I tried to 
figure out what writing was all about. The 
thing that remains constant in my process is 
how much I read while writing. For me, 
reading and writing are two halves of a whole. 
 

Have there been any radical changes 
between how you wrote your first book 
and how you write now? 
 
I wouldn’t speak of radical changes, instead, I 
would describe the experience as a steady and 
slow evolution of style and process over time. 

These days, I prefer to make elaborate 
outlines before starting on stories. I also feel 
as though I appreciate the business of writing 
and the process involved much better. I’m 
also plugged into the literary community and 
quite aware of the politics and place of the 
stories I’m interested in telling.  
 

What do you think makes a good writer 
succeed, and what are some of the literary 
trends and artistic (tropes?) you believe 
have impacted the thematic essence of 
the modern novel the most? 
 
I don’t know what you mean by success and I 
honestly don’t know if I’m the right person to 
answer that question. The books that I’ve 
read and considered artistically successful 
always have a tenderness to them. I also love 
it when writers mold, knead and bend the 
English language into englishes that best 
embody their cultures, local languages and 
lived experiences as Jennifer Makumbi does 
in Manchester Happened. I am equally drawn 
to playful, funny and witty essays and stories 
that have an emotional core—those written 
from deep inside and narrated intricately. 
 
On the literary trends and artistic tropes that 
have impacted the thematic essence of the 
modern novel, I can only speak of the African 
novel which I find to have really shifted in the 
last 5 years. Presently, there seems to be more 
emphasis on our diverse identities. Writers 
are also moving away from stereotypes and 
exploring newer, bolder themes and topics. 
We also have more diverse voices writing and 
that’s great.  

 
Have you ever incorporated something 
that happened to you in real life into your 
writing? What personal experiences have 
influenced your writing the most? 
 
Being a Kenyan and writing about Kenya is 
enough connection between life and work, 
methinks.  
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For someone who has written a lot and 
who is constantly writing, how do you 
remain innovative?  
 
By reading other writers. I read frequently 
and obsessively. I read established and new 
writers. I read outside my comfort zone. I 
take stories apart and try and figure out how 
writers put them together. Each writer I read 
waters and weeds my garden of words. They 
all give me something new with which to 
approach my own work. That, I believe, is 
what helps me stay innovative. 

 
Apart from being a writer, you are also a 
creative writing consultant. Can you give 
us a brief idea in terms of what the role 
entails and if it has had any influence on 
the way you write? 
 
The creative consultancy role entails helping 
corporates and individuals tell their stories in 
fun, imaginative ways. To do so, I have to 
approach every technical writing assignment 
with a storyteller’s mind and look for human 
angles from which to approach it. I then 
employ creative writing tools in developing 
the article, essay or memoir.  
 
I think my writing influences my consultancy 
work and not the other way round. This is 
because I tend to approach technical tasks 
artistically and to make careful decisions 
about which words to choose and how to 
shape the text. I then keep shaping and 
reshaping the words until they do what I 
want them to do.   
 
We noticed you write children's 
literature. In the past few years, it seems 
there's been an explosion of children's 
literature writers. Do you think children's 
fiction is growing faster than most people 
realize?  
 
It depends on where you are looking. In 
places like the USA and the UK, the market 
for children’s literature has always been huge. 
It is only in recent years that Africa is trying 
to catch up with the rest of the world in 
production. So, yes, children’s literature is 
growing really fast on the continent and 
that’s a wonderful, wonderful thing.  

 

Still on children's literature. What 
inspired you to write children's fiction? 
Would you say you becoming an educator 
with access to children provides you with 
enough stories and resources to work 
with?    
 
Being an educator, being around children all 
the time, observing them and knowing that I 
can communicate with them well is what 
inspired me to write for children.  
 
I may have considered hanging up my boots 
as far as children’s writing is concerned but 
then I volunteered at a primary school in 
rural Kenya and was astounded to find out 
that the pupils couldn’t read because they 
didn’t have access to books and the school 
lacked a library. That encounter strengthened 
my resolve to keep writing for children. It 
also put in me a desire to feature children 
from rural areas in my stories. So, my 
forthcoming children’s books on the 
geographical processes and physiography of 
Kenya are set in rural towns down from the 
Coast, to Longonot in the Rift Valley and all 
the way to Kabarnet—the tiny town where I 
taught for 8 years. It is important for me that 
children in these far-off places see 
themselves, their parents and cultures 
represented in the storybooks they read.   
  
When writing for younger audiences, 
would you say creativity and empathy are 
more important than facts? Some 
children's writers in the past have opined 
that being objectively accurate isn't 
exactly necessary, especially if doing so 
gets in the way of a good story. This 
suggests they may not do a lot of research 
into the themes they write since they 
already have a predetermined goal for the 
story. What do you think about this? 
 

I think creativity and empathy are important 
in all genres. I also think that the choice of 
whether to focus on creativity, empathy or 
facts will depend on the objectives of the 
piece of work one is creating and whether it is 
meant to entertain, educate or pass across an 
important historical or geographical fact.  
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How do you think your stories impact the 
children who read them? Is your primary 
aim for writing this type of stories to 
enlighten or entertain these children, or 
is there a part of you that wants to inspire 
the next generation of storytellers 
through your writing?  
 
This is a great question. I really hope that the 
stories I write impact the kids who read them. 
As I mentioned earlier, I grew up reading and 
so, the entertainment value of books isn’t lost 
on me. I vividly recall reading C. S. Lewis’ The 
Lion, The Witch and the Wardrobe, the first 
novel of his fantasy series, The Chronicles of 
Narnia and getting completely gobsmacked. I 
vanished from my bedroom, got into that 
cupboard with Lucy, fell into cold Narnia and 
lived there with Aslan, the beavers and the 
white witch for the duration of the book. 
Nothing can ever erase the magical sensation 
of bouyancy I felt when I turned that last 
page. I want that for every child. 
 

Looking through all you've written so far, 
as well as the many other stories you may 
still choose to publish in the future, do 
you imagine that as a child, you would 
have enjoyed reading your own books? Or 
is that a thought you don't factor into 
your writing process?  
 

The adult I am today is always writing for 
that child in me. So, I would expect her to 
enjoy the stories because they are shaped by 
her reality. Every time I sit to write, I think 
about my childhood, about the stories I read 
and those that I would have loved to read but 
didn’t because they weren’t available or had 
not been written yet. This is what determines 
the stories I choose to tell and how I tell 
them. 

 

So, what are you working on next? What 
should we look forward to? Is there 
anything you are currently working on 
that may intrigue your readers? 
 

I’m currently revising an adventure novel that 
follows a young female drifter growing up in 
small towns across Kenya. I’m always 
fascinated by the streetwise, brave children in 
towns and marketplaces across Kenya who 
are forced by circumstances to find ways to 
care for, protect and bring themselves up 
because their parents are unable to do so. I 
wrote this book for them.  

 

Finally, if the world’s last remaining 
library was burning, and you could only 
save three books, what books would there 
be?  
 
Nora Ephron’s essay collection I Feel Bad 
About My Neck And Other Thoughts on Being 
a Woman because of her witty and hilarious 
take on womanhood and ageing. Anthony 
Doerr’s All the Light We Cannot See because 
of its dazzling prose, astonishing language 
and because it is a book that one must read 
with all their senses and all their empathy. 
Margret Busby’s New Daughters of Africa 
because I am a sucker for short stories and 
because saving it would mean attending a 
perpetual literary feast with 200 remarkable 
Black women. 
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I am never a method writer 

BASH AMUNENI is one of Nigeria’s foremost performance poets. His poetry is laced in love, memory 

and the subtleties of the human condition. He has performed poetry at various platforms including Kaduna 

Book and Arts Fest, Abuja Literary Fest, Hausa International Book & Arts Festival, Lagos International Poetry 

Festival, Poetry Africa International Festival in Durban,South Africa, People Journalism Prize for Africa 2019 

& most recently at SLAMeroun Int'l Festival ,Cameroun. In December 2017, Bash was a guest performance 

poet at the European Union human rights night .He was also a guest performance poet at the commissioning 

of The African Development Bank building in Abuja by the Nigerian Vice President in 2018. Still in 2018, Bash 

Amuneni was the guest Performance Poet at the 73rd Session of the African Parliamentary Union (APU) 

Congress held in Abuja. Listed amongst the 10 most influential performance poets in Nigeria by YNaija in 

2020, he was commissioned to write the poem, "This Is How We All Win" for the USAID's Health Workers 

Programme Launch in Nigeria in 2021. He is the author of the collection of poems, 'There Is a Lunatic in 

Every Town’.  Bash Amuneni is also an Architect and Audio Book Narrator who recently narrated the 

International audiobook version of 'The Whispering Trees' for Recorded Books USA and performed the 

poem "Call Us Glory" at the launch of Scottish Malt Whiskey brand " The Balvenie" in Abuja , Nigeria. He 

performed most recently at farewell dinners in honour of the Deputy Consular of the Irish Embassy,Abuja 

and the Managing Director of the Nigerian Sovereign Investment Authority. 
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Hello, Bash. We are beyond pleased to 
have you join us.  
 
Thank you. It is my pleasure and I appreciate 
your kindness and patience always.  
 
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? 
 
Before I was 13 years old, I stumbled upon a 
collection of poems somewhere in our little 
home within a military base, bordered by 
wild farmlands and a river, and there, the 
magic of poetry enraptured me. By the time I 
was in Senior Secondary School, I was further 
blown away when I encountered the poetry of 
Richard Ntiru, Odia Ofiemun and David 
Diop. Then, I would jump at any opportunity 
to recite the poem ‘Africa’. And since, I have 
been fascinated with emotion in language 
and now as an adult, how poetry has become 
a very powerful tool for changing narratives 
and elevating conversations. Those powerful 
emotions I felt whenever I rendered this 
particular poem, that touch on the nerve of 
post-colonial African renaissance, is perhaps 
one of the reasons I am a poet today.  
 
How do your poems develop? Please 
guide us through what the stages of 
writing a poem is like for you and how 
you know when you are done with a 
poem. 
 
My poems are actually the products of the 
over flow of raw emotions and an attempt to 
put them in structure and forms that make 
poetic sense. I am never a method writer. I 
scribble a lot actually and later try to 
rearrange them in a proper form. So as the 
thoughts come, I write. I am never sure if a 
poem is finished. I stop where I feel it is best 
shaped within the context of its existence per 
time. 
 
Has there been any radical changes 
between how you wrote your first poem 
and how you write now? 
 

Radical will not be the word, but there has 
been changes. Poetry evolves as the human 
experience evolves because it is a discipline 
that lives off personal experience, emotional 
situation per time, space and world view. As 
your craft and language skill level develops, 
your poetry too evolves. 
 
How important is research to you when 
writing, and in what specific instances 
has it been a defining factor? 
 
Sometimes research is the heart of new 
materials, new language and new forms. 
Some  themes can not be properly expressed 
without good research. It just makes sense to 
be a constant student. My current collection 
of poems is a research-based anthology, it 
interrogates the place of material existence 
and uses the metaphor of the body in pre-
historic and historic times to engage language 
and complexities of the human condition. 
 
What do you think makes a good poet 
succeed, and what are some of the literary 
trends and artistic troupes you believe 
has impacted the thematic essence of the 
modern poetry the most? 
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To me, what makes a good poet to succeed 
would be originality of thought lettered in 
very beautiful language. The troupes I see a 
lot are woven around unpacking trauma, 
while employing metaphors of water, the sea, 
mother and vulnerability. 
 
Have you ever incorporated something 
that happened to you in real life into your 
poems? What personal experiences have 
influenced your writing the most?  
 
Yes I have! None has been that generous to be 
shared across a lot my poems at the same 
time. But most poems have different personal 
experiences at different times woven into 
them in bits. 
 
Apart from writing, what other profession 
would you have chosen?  
 
To be an Architect and Visual Artist 
 
Do you think there’s such a thing as a bad 
poem? I think so.  
 
A poem that lacks originality of thought and 
defiles fine use of language or form. I will 
consider that a bad poem 

 
How does one even begin to judge poetry? 
Are there some yardsticks that help you 
define a “good” poem from a not so great 
one? And what are some of the stylistic 
innovations you feel has elevated the art 
form in the last twenty years?  
 
Some of the yardsticks will be originality, fine 
use of language, best arrangement of words 
and all the poetic forms that matter. The 
stylistic innovations will be the emergence of 
troupes around the unpacking of trauma, 
urgency of phrases and vulnerability as a 
form itself. 

 
What was the process of writing your 
book “There is a Lunatic in Every town” 
like and how long did it take you to write 
the book?  
 
Most of the poems in the collection had been 
written a long while before the book was 
published. Like I said, I am not a method 
writer. I just felt it was time to share some of 
my poems with the world and I did. 
 
The book title “There is a Lunatic in Every 
town” is catchy and fittingly poetic. Why 
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that particular title? What are the boxes 
you think a good book title should tick 
for it to appeal to readers?  
 
I wrote a poem with the same title and felt 
the title was ridiculous enough to be used as 
a book title. I didn’t give much thought to it 
really. I think a good book title should be 
easy to remember, original and honest to the 
writer. 
 
Do you ever regret sharing your work 
publicly? Do you trust the reader in a 
world of instant gratification and 
haphazard communication to appreciate 
the quality of your work?  
 
I write with the hope of making connections. 
I have never regretted sharing any of my 
works of literature. I try not to be too critical 
of the readers’ space. I just write and share. 
Fundamentally, if your writing is worth its 
salt, it will find its place in space. 
 
A lot of people have spoken about 
contemporary poetry in Nigeria. In your 
view, what do you think about the state of 
contemporary poetry in Nigeria, and what 
direction would you like to see it take?  
 
We are in a good place. However, it can get 
better with proper support. We need more 
awards, residencies, festivals and platforms. 
 
The recent NLNG Prize for Poetry was a 
break from the norm, with the three 
finalists being writers who started out 
being derided as "social media poets". Do 
you see this as a turning point in the 
Nigerian poetry community in terms of 
the message it sends to older, more 
traditional poets?  
 
This definitely is a turning point for Nigerian 
literature. At the end of the day, we all want 
to see the growth of the literary space and 
this is a right step in that direction. 
 
Are there any types of book you don't 
enjoy reading? Or do you believe that 
there's value in all forms of writing 
regardless of theme, style, and intent?  

 
I believe there is value in every form of 
literature. One just needs to know the vision 
you have for your writing. That vision 
normally directs what materials you read. 
 
Has a poem ever humbled or frightened 
you? What was it? When did it happen 
and what did you do afterwards?  
 
Humbled or frighten will not be it. Inspired 
in new ways, yes. That will be some poems in 
Nomad by Romeo Oriogun and some lines off 
the pages of the Sahara Testament by Tade 
Ipadeola 
 
So, finally, what are you working on next? 
What should we look forward to? 
 
I am currently working on my next collection 
of poems for page, which should be out in 
2023, and it is titled, ‘We Don’t Bury Bodies 
Ugly Here’. I also have a poetry album in the 
works titled GLORY. 
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I’ve Got You Under My 
Skin 

(inspired by Frank Sinatra) 
  

—by Patricia Carragon 
 
 

 

  

PATRICIA CARRAGON most recent publications include Arriving at a Shoreline 
Anthology (great weather for MEDIA, 2022), Bear Creek Haiku, Beat Generation Anthology 
2022, Clockwise Cat, I Wanna Be Loved by You: Poems on Marilyn Monroe, Jerry Jazz 
Musician, Moonstone Press, Out Loud, an LGBTQA Literary Arts Anthology (Red or Green 
Books), The Rutherford Red Wheelbarrow anthology, et al. Her fiction piece “What Has to 
Happen Next” has been nominated for Sundress Publications Annual Best of the Net 
Anthology. Her poem “Paris the Beautiful” won Poem of the Week from great weather for 
MEDIA. She was nominated by Bear Creek Haiku for a Pushcart Prize. Her debut 
novel, Angel Fire, is from Alien Buddha Press. Her books from Poets Wear Prada 
are Meowku and The Cupcake Chronicles. She hosts Brownstone Poets and is the editor-in-
chief of its annual anthology. 

 

Her mother’s Art Deco mirror,  
once her best friend, 
now her worst enemy. 
 
Years of disgust and hormonal discord 
took their revenge out on her. 
Time lacked compassion for women’s feelings, 
especially the pretty ones who lived alone— 
even the mirror’s silver-plated Aztec design 
had its own nicks and scratches. 
 
The daughter used the mirror’s comb  
and brush sisters 
to groom her faded curls. 
Like the comb, the daughter also lost a few teeth. 
Like her mother, she grew stout— 
her skin outlined from too much sun,  
alcohol, and cigarettes. 
 
She lost her boyfriend to friendly fire— 
her happiness sacrificed, 
being alive got under her skin. 
 
She no longer crossed her legs— 
her posture stiffened, her lips clenched, 
her vulva shut tight. 
 
The daughter’s favorite song  
had a warning voice, 
caused her to lose her grip. 
 
The mirror landed facedown  
on the hardwood floor. 
The daughter picked it up—   
her reflection,  
a puzzle on dead glass.  
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A Deviation from the Norm 
—by Fatima Abdullahi 

 

e could hear her all the way from our end. Being the last house on the 
street meant we were as far as far went, and we could still hear her. Mama 
kept shaking her head and muttering prayers, interspersed with the 
movement of her fingers as she angrily put her knitting needles through 

their paces. Uncle Hamza had once told me that the grief that death wrought was 
unfathomable until it happened to you. That any kind of comfort offered to the bereaved was 
useless in the face of that highly unwelcome visitor. He'd died two weeks later, with no warning 
or announcement, and I had understood what he meant. Or maybe it wasn't the same. I had 
lost an uncle. Mrs. Barau had just lost her only child. 

I wondered if perhaps it was better to lose the people you loved all in one go, all at once, 
rather than have that grief stretched out over months. 

Beyond the sharp, broken edges of our fence, the street was lined with angry neighbours, 
huddled and shivering in jackets or sweaters, trying to keep harmattan's cold grasping fingers at 
bay. Their eyes were blurry with emotion, their shoulders shaking with hate and violence. 

"They have come for me again, Mama." I said, trying and failing to tamp down my fear. 

"They cannot have you!" Mama snapped viciously, glaring past the sheer curtains at the 
people gathered outside our house. The curtains had been thick and unyielding before, until 
three months ago when all the children under fourteen had started dying, and Mama had 
brought these ones out of storage, defiance in every line of her body. Every time someone came 
to stand outside our windows, she would put down her knitting, square her shoulders and face 
them head on, daring them to come and try taking her only son from her. 

I shuffled through the room, past the faded armchair where my father was stonily 
pretending to read the newspaper, and grasped at Mama's wrapper, trying to hide my lanky 
form behind her robust one. 

"Mama, I don't want to die," I whispered, the sudden sting of tears burning the corners of 
my eyes. 

"You will not." 

The voice did not come from in front of me, but from behind. My mother and I both 
turned to Papa. He calmly folded his newspaper and continued, "As your mother said, they 
cannot have you." 
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I looked at him and he looked back, while the unasked question hung in the air. 

But for how long? 

# 

It had started with Obi. Back before everyone realized what was happening. We’d found 
his broken form in the middle of the street, curled up in ways no living human was capable of. 
It was as though he had been dropped from a great height. His mother had screamed and 
screamed and torn at her clothes until she fainted from grief. Her husband had carried her 
away, his face scrunched up in a pain so great we should have all cowered from the force of it. 

I’d been with him just the day before, helping him dole out the coconut candy his sister 
sold for extra cash. We'd gone house by house and talked about school and girls and ate half 
the candy, until his sister caught us and chased us down the street. He'd left me at the door to 
my house, whispering his intention to hide in the church until his sister calmed down before he 
returned home. But he never made it home. 

As the person who had seen him last I'd been questioned vigorously about whether Obi 
had been sick, or if he'd angered anybody, or if he had ever said anything about harming 
himself. I'd started crying then, and all the adults had suddenly remembered that he'd been my 
friend, patting my shoulder and making sad noises. Shamefaced and awkward, their sympathy 
had been given freely. Until a fortnight later, when Amna had been found in the park almost 
folded in half, just four hours after walking home from school with me. They had lost their 
sympathy then. And never regained it. 

# 

April came with a heavy sun, baking everything in sight, and in its second week when I 
peeked outside my prison, it was to the sight of Williams—the only person not currently 
braying for my blood—dressed to the nines and leaning back on my father's run down 
motorcycle like he was waiting for GQ to come up and start a photoshoot. He saw me looking 
and waved at me, grinning. I waved back, grateful for the existence of this one friend remaining 
to me. Williams simply refused to believe that it was now considered hazardous to interact with 
me. Or maybe it was because as an orphan, he had no parents to prevent him from doing so. 

I hustled him to my room, barely stopping for him to greet Mama on the way. She 
mustered up a smile for him, one that did not reach her weary eyes. 

"They want to take me into the old forest," I told him once we were alone, picking at the 
sheets. "To kill me I mean. As compensation, for all the lives I've taken." 

I looked up at Williams when I finished speaking, gauging his reaction. He looked 
annoyed.  

"Stop talking nonsense," he said angrily.  

"I'm not! I overheard my parents talking about it." 

"I said stop it! Your parents will never let anyone hurt you, and neither will I. You haven't 
done anything wrong and no one can prove there's any connection between you and the deaths 
so stop it!" 

I listened carefully to the way the words sat on his tongue, the way they beat out a 
pattern against his thin-dry lips, and was suddenly afraid. 

"But what if there is?" I whispered. "I don't want anything to happen to you." 
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Williams's features softened. “Nothing will happen to me because it's not your fault. 
Besides, it's been months since anyone else's child died. It was only ever a coincidence. It's 
over." 

Because I've been locked up in my own home for those months. I did not say. 

One day, Williams will be a grown man, and other grown men will stare into his hard, 
unwavering face and tremble in the face of his convictions, but those days were still ahead of 
him, and I could not quite find it in me to take his certainty for my own. 

"Its not your fault," he said again, offering me the grace of his kindness. "I know you 
Imran. You'd never wish for all your friends to die. You love too hard and too much to ever wish 
anybody any harm." 

# 

I picked up my prayer beads with sudden fervor after Williams left. They'd been 
collecting dust under my bed for weeks, but I needed them now. 

"Does the government know you know those words?" Obi had asked me when I'd recited 
sections of the Constitution back at him as we studied for our end of year exams. He'd laughed 
like a dying hyena at his own joke and I had grinned indulgently at him, this friend who had so 
loved to make me laugh.  

Amna had always loved standing so close that there was never really any air, as if 
whoever her companion was owed her their undivided attention. She'd had eyes like honey, the 
shade of something sun-warmed, old and well-loved. 

Othman had liked to hide in places no one looked, folding his body in the tattered rags 
of his parents’ expectations. I had been the only one who could draw him out. 

Aisha had been a prodigy, running circles around adults twice her age, and collecting 
their resentment like seashells. While the neighbourhood had still been floundering in the 
wake of the horror visited upon them, she'd been the one who had noticed the pattern of the 
deaths and the frayed string that connected them all. It had not saved her in the end. 

I pulled on the rounded balls again and again. One prayer for each friend that I'd lost. For 
each friend I had killed. 

# 

An unholy racket woke me up at the crack of dawn, echoing from the yard and filling the 
street with despair. For a minute I thought I was hearing Mrs. Barau again, until I realized the 
voice was my mother's. Rushing outside I collided with my father, who tried to shove me back 
into the house. I pushed past him to where Mama knelt, tears streaming down her face. People 
had started gathering around her, but there was just enough space to see. Just enough to see. 

Williams lay underneath the mango tree, his broken form contorted in a way no living 
body should ever be. His face was frozen in a mask of surprise. He really had believed he was 
safe. 

I turned away, and started walking towards the old forest. 
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Green Pastures 
—by Faith Miller 

 

 do not remember when I first dreamed of the pasture.  I do not remember not 
dreaming of the pasture.  I am not a religious person: know that.  But I dream of 
green pastures and having my soul restored to me almost nightly. 

“I’m old and useless,” I say to my son, Daniel, who barely listens to me. 

“Ah, Ma.”   He’s watching TV fiddling with his phone drinking coffee reading the 
newspaper. 

“I’m serious.  Time to put me out to pasture.” I smile.  Like it’s a joke.  Like it’s a relief.  
Like he’s listening to me. 

“Ah, Ma,” he says again, ready to bolt, eight hands like an octopus to hold devices and 
cups.  Daniel is thirty-one years old and has never listened to me.   He used to listen to his 
father.  Everyone listened to his father: we really had no choice about it. 

Sam.  I hope never to see Sam when I get to my pasture. If there is a hell, and I do not 
believe in hell, remember I am not religious, but if there is a hell, Sam is surely in it.  Probably 
right-hand to Lucifer.  If there is a hell, which there isn’t, but there should be. 

This is how my thinking goes these days.  Twisting and turning and eating itself.  I half-
notice Daniel leaving the kitchen, but he doesn’t say “bye” or anything.  Or if he did, I missed it.  
My hearing is good: at night I hear the birds singing in my pasture.  I can smell the fresh mown 
grass and the roses.  And in my pasture it is always mid-morning and never night. 

I was always scared of the night.  Scared even before I met Sam and before he turned into 
the devil.  It wasn’t drink.  Why do people always blame alcohol?  It’s not the whiskey, it’s the 
imbiber.  It’s not the gun, it’s the shooter.  It’s not the abuser, but the abused.  Wait, is that 
right?  I no longer know. 

I look down at my stained nightgown and then at the clock on the wall.  It’s after ten and 
I am not dressed. I am not washed.  In the pasture, I am naked, but so beautiful with it.  I could 
stare at myself in the babbling brook until I become Narcissus in love with myself.  With this 
new version of me. 

The present version of me gingerly rises from her chair, my chair, a high chair, and heads 
to the bathroom.  Last year I got a walk-in shower, an ADA toilet, a sink with a water pump 
faucet.  I got tiles in colors of the sea: turquoise and aqua.  I got a huge bill and a scolding from 
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Daniel.  Sometimes Daniel reminds me of Sam. No.  No, he’s entirely different.  Daniel reminds 
me only of Daniel.  And Sam?  Sam is not welcome in my pasture.  Not even in my thoughts. 

Sam is dead, so he is no threat to me or to Daniel, or to my daughter, Rowan.  None of us 
went to the funeral.  None of us were in his will.  Daniel wanted to contest it.  He did.  He 
wanted some of what Sam had. 

“I,” said Rowan, who was wearing, as I recall, a bright orange and yellow dress, “will never 
speak to you again if you get one dollar of that evil bastard’s money.” 

I fluttered: even then I fluttered and I was just over fifty.  “I doubt he had much money.” 

Rowan smiled with bright pink chapped lips.  “Good.” 

Daniel poured himself another shot of…was it Jameson’s?  Some Irish whiskey.  Or maybe 
it was Scottish.  “Well, I,” he looked at his sister and then his glance grazed me, “we, deserve it.” 

“Anything he had was poisoned by him having it,” Rowan said.  She was a senior in 
college, majoring in philosophy.  She was a brilliant girl with such a bright future ahead of her.  
Daniel was then, as now, under-employed and living with me. 

I willed myself to stay quiet.  I can remember sitting there on a rattan chair on a purple 
pillow in the courtyard of a restaurant near Brown where Rowan was a student.  I remember 
how uncomfortable the chair was and how I was afraid it would fall apart and dump me onto 
the floor.  I willed myself to stay seated, planting elbows on the table, feet on the floor, ready to 
jump up if the chair disintegrated.  I had ordered egg salad on a croissant.  I can remember how 
it looked more and more disgusting as it sat on my plate.  And how it eggy it smelled in the 
heat. 

No, that memory, there’s something wrong with it.  Something wrong with me.  The 
conversation took place in my home, mine and Daniel’s, with my whisky: Talisker whisky from 
the Isle of Skye in Scotland.  A gift.  A gift I’d received from…the name will come back to me.  
Names come back to me when I finally stop worrying my brain for them.  “Put me out to 
pasture,” I say to Daniel, only he’s not there.  He’s gone off to his room, or to a bar, or to that 
part-time job that keeps him in cigarettes and mohair sweaters. 

The time at the restaurant in Providence was later.  After Daniel had contested the will.  
After the lawyer and the heirs, whoever those heirs were, had conferred and concurred.  After 
Daniel (and also, Rowan, but not me) had received checks for five thousand dollars each. 

Rowan had been furious.  She was still furious:  all red-hair and fire, her eyes branding 
Daniel as we sat there.  She was vegan that year and her plate was filled with strange vegan 
things that I couldn’t pronounce like quinoa.  “I don’t want the bastard’s money.” 

“We deserve it RoRo,” Daniel spoke softly, as if his sister was a small child, or a scared 
rabbit.  Why rabbit?  I don’t know. 

I wonder if my pasture will have rabbits.  I like rabbits but they do tend to dig holes, eat 
tulips and shit everywhere.  I might say no to rabbits.  If there’s a check-list or something. 

“We deserve it?  Of course we fucking…sorry Mom…deserve it.  After everything.” 

I reached out.  I think I patted my ferocious daughter’s small soft hand.  I was trying to 
stay uninvolved.  I always…well that was my sin, I suppose.  The reason I might not even get a 
pasture.  Except, remember, I am not religious: I do not believe in sin. 

I do, however, believe in guilt.   I remember Rowan took the money after all and used it 
to go to France after she graduated from college and before she entered grad school at Yale.  
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And Daniel took it and went to the racetrack every day that summer and somehow, because 
he’d never been very lucky, managed to double the money by September when the track closed. 

These memories, relating them, reliving them, has stopped me from my mission of 
showering, so I skip to the getting dressed stage.  I used to love water, but less so now.  Now I 
am somehow afraid of drowning and Daniel finding me, naked, on the tile floor. 

Naked on the tile floor will not be a pleasing sight, not like naked in the pasture, like a 
wood nymph, frolicking with the foxes and well, rabbits.  But if there are fox, then there will 
probably be fewer and fewer rabbits.  Which could be good.  But, quite possibly, things work 
differently in the pasture.  We all coexist. 

For nearly fifteen years I tried to coexist with Sam.  I tried to turn a blind eye.  I, well 
truth be told, failed everyone, particularly my beautiful Rowan.  And Daniel.  And myself.  In 
my pasture I won’t remember any of this. I won’t remember my husband(ex-husband) or my 
son or daughter.  I won’t remember my parents or what few friends I had.  In truth, I had no 
friends, I was alone, a lonely little girl, a lonely woman.  Plain.  Strange.  Inhibited.  I inhabited 
my own head and ignored the world’s callings.  And then came Sam. 

Did I love him? No.  Did I find him attractive?  He was not attractive: he was short with 
oily black hair and pasty pitted skin and a mustache that left a rash on my face when he kissed 
me.  Left a rash on Rowan when, he…. 

I never knew: I will go to my death, to my pasture, proclaiming that.  I never knew until 
she told me.  Until she sat me down at the oak table in the kitchen and dry-eyed and furious 
told me.  With her father dead, there is only me to shoulder the blame.  Sometimes I think it 
has pushed me down so far that my nose is inches from the floor. 

Rowan no longer speaks to me: will not take my calls or answer my texts.  Letters are 
returned months later covered in dirty foot-prints like someone stomped on them and 
unopened.  I persuaded Daniel to drive me down to Princeton where Rowan lives and is a 
professor.  I bribed him with money.  With alcohol.  I begged him and gave him tears.  She 
would not answer the door. 

“She’s not here, Ma,” Daniel said, smoking a Camel, leaning against the stone wall that 
surrounded her garden.  Rowan’s garden of roses and hydrangeas and violets.  Rowan always 
liked pretty things. 

“Didn’t you tell her you were coming?”  My right hand hurt from knocking, the knuckles 
bruised, I massaged it with the left and coughed from the smoke. 

“Yeah.  I messaged her.  Said I was bringing you.” 

Through another cough, I sputtered, “You shouldn’t have told her that.” 

“What?” 

“That I was coming.”  I stared at the door, at my knuckles, at Daniel and felt the tears 
coming.  I wanted to hurl insults at him, throw daggers of words at his throat: I wanted to hurt 
him.  He turned his back and headed towards the car, stubbing the cigarette out on Rowan’s 
pretty flagstone path and grinding the ashes in.  I wanted to get down on my hands and knees 
and clean it up.  I wanted to make everything pure and perfect in my daughter’s garden. 

I clamped my jaw shut and got into the passenger seat, reaching for the seatbelt. 
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“That was a waste,” Daniel said.  Then, with a look of pity as he started the engine.  
“She’ll come around, Ma.  Give her time.”  He paused, “Well, she took the money, right?  She’ll 
come around.  And if not, you’ve got me.” 

Did he smile when he said that?  A self-satisfied cat ate the cream smile?  I think that he 
did, a nasty little gloating smile like he’d won.  As if I was the prize. 

I was never prized.  Did Sam love me? I doubt it.  I don’t think he love anyone.  Or maybe 
he loved his dogs.  He left money to the ASPCA:  he provided for his last dog in his will.  He left 
his kids out, but the dog got a twenty-thousand-dollar bequest.  Or his girlfriend got it to take 
the dog.  Or the girlfriend’s daughter.  His girlfriends always had daughters. 

Was that my fault too?  Was it my responsibility to protect these unknown daughters?  
My sin for failing them as I had my own.  My daughter. 

In my pasture, there is just me.  Well, me and the fox and the rabbits and maybe a hawk.  
Maybe robins or a lost wolf.  A lone wolf.  There are no daughters in my pasture and no 
predators.  Well, except maybe the fox and perhaps, the wolf. 

I never pried.  I don’t know why.  It seemed wrong.  So I never asked Sam about the 
internet sites he visited nightly.  Or why it took him such a very long time to say goodnight to 
his daughter.  Our daughter.  Our girl. 

Being put out to pasture sounds so nice to me:  green field, buttercups, light breeze and 
bright sun.  The definition sound less pleasant: being forced to retire or being moved to a less 
important job.  Forced to leave work or the world.  In my dreams, the pasture is longed for. I 
graze and I gaze at myself and all I am is filled with love.  I don’t like to remember the 
redundancy package I was “encouraged” to accept.  I wasn’t put out to pasture: I was put out 
like a sack of smelly trash. 

Sometimes, when I am asleep, or imagining myself asleep, somewhere between the two, I 
do not dream of the pasture.  I dream of another place without calming springs or strong, 
unbroken trees.  I dream of hellfires and angels with the faces of rabid raccoons hopping 
around the burning floor as if playing hopscotch.  Forever.  I wake up cold and sweating and 
unsure.  It’s no doubt do to menopause.  In life, we women, allow men to blame all of our 
moods on our periods and then (if the men are still around) on menopause.  I fear hell.  I do not 
want to burn. 

In my defense, I sat there and listened while Rowan told me what she told me.  In my 
defense, I packed up their clothes, my clothes, while they were at school, while Sam was at 
work.  I drove to the bank and emptied our joint checking accountant into my purse.  We crept 
away in the still of the night, under cover of darkness. 

No, I picked them up from school: first Rowan from her middle school, then Daniel from 
his high school, as if it were just a normal day of after school activities for Rowan and me trying 
to persuade Daniel to do some homework while we sat and watched Rowan skate or sing or 
pound at the piano keys as if she hated it. 

“I hated piano,” Rowan told me once, before she stopped speaking to me.  “Of all those 
stupid ‘it will look good for college’ I hated piano most.”  It wasn’t only once: she told me how 
much she hated piano for years.  It would come up.  “I love my French poetry class and I’m 
doing well in biology and I hated those piano lessons you made me take.” 

She was a better pianist than she was dancer, but I never mentioned that, although I did 
say once (or a couple of times..a few), “It did look good on your college applications, Ro.  The 
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piano..  All those activities.”  And she shrugged.  She went to Brown for godsake: of course it 
looked good on her college application. 

It wasn’t just her academic record and her SATS.  It wasn’t just her personal essay.  At 
least I don’t think so. 

I hope in my pasture I never have to think again.  Or feel.  Or do anything that comes 
with feeling or thinking like cry or scream or stab at the skin of my upper thighs with old steak 
knives as if I were a teenage girl.  As I were being abused.  As if I was the one who had been 
abused. 

There it is.  A moment of silence.  Years of silence.  A life-time of silence.  I never liked 
the sound of silence that Simon and Garfunkel sang about.  I like white noise.  I have one of 
those ocean sound machines in my bedroom.  I talk to myself if Daniel isn’t around.  Even when 
Daniel is around.  I chirp. 

I was silent. I didn’t know. I didn’t notice. I was not complacent.  I was not compliant.  I 
did not willingly allow my husband to abuse my daughter.  Not one time.  Not four or five times 
a week.  Not from the time she was eight until right before she turned twelve. I would never 
have left that happen if I’d known. 

I did let that happen. I didn’t know. 

“Did you know?” I ask Daniel.  I’ve asked him before: not at the time when he was a silent 
distant teenager, but now, now that he is a silent, distant man.  “Did you know?  I mean at the 
time.  Not later.” 

Daniel looks shifty.  “No.”  He sounds uncertain, certainly unconvincing.  “No.   I 
thought..I just thought…” 

“Well?  What?”  I ought to be more patient with him. 

“Just that Dad…Sam, I mean, loved her more.  Wanted to spend time with her.”  He 
doesn’t say ‘and not me’ but I hear it anyhow and think Daniel was lucky.  Does he not know 
that he was lucky? 

It was not love although apparently there were many declarations of love.  Many 
inappropriate and strange gifts: negligées and red Chanel lipsticks and high heels. For a pre-
pubescent girl.  Rowan buried them in the back of her closet, in dresser drawers under her least 
favorite blouses, under her bed.  He gave her money too and she flashed that around, showed it 
off to Daniel and to me.  Who does Daddy love best? 

His special special girl. 

Our song was that Bobby Sherman song.  “Julie Julie Julie Do you love me?”  It was a 
stupid song.  I wasn’t even sure who Bobby Sherman was.  And I was always Julia, never Julie.  
In the pasture I won’t need a name which is excellent because I never liked mine and lately, I 
don’t always remember what it is.  Daniel was a song title, of course, another song Sam liked to 
sing in his, if I am being perfectly honest, not bad voice.  But Rowan? 

 

She was mountain ash and strong.  She is strong.  So strong she doesn’t need anyone.  
Especially not me. 

I remember I was wearing a purple dress with a silver belt that day and that it was itchy 
and that I had been thinking I would donate it to Goodwill after I’d washed it.  There was a beef 
casserole in the oven.  Daniel was…well I don’t remember...probably in his room.  Playing video 
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games or some role-playing thing or something like that.  And Rowan was wearing her plaid 
skirt and white blouse and flip flops because it was June and it was warm. 

It was too warm for the casserole, I remember thinking.  We should have cooked-out and 
had hot dogs or just gone to Mickey D’s for the aircon.  The kitchen was hot and Rowan came 
in and she, she had this look to her, flushed.  I poured lemonade for us both.   

“Are you okay, honey?” I remember asking, even though I could see she was not. 

“Sit down, Mom.”  Rowan sat at the table and stuck a finger in the glass, playing with the 
ice cube. 

“What’s wrong? Is something wrong?”  Nothing was ever wrong with Rowan: she was, I 
thought she was, such a happy child.  So many friends.  Such good grades.  So good at 
everything. 

“Sit down.” 

I sat.  “How’s the lemonade?” 

“What?  What lemonade?” 

“The one you have your fingers in.” 

“Oh,” said Rowan and pulled the ice cube out.  “Well, there’s an opening.”  She sounded 
older than twelve.  “Mom.”  She rubbed the ice cube on her wrists and looked down at the table.  
“I need to tell you something.” 

I remember that I realized I did not want her to tell me something.  I did not want her to 
say anything.  I wanted Rowan to drink her lemonade and then go off to do her homework.  But 
I smiled wanly, when it should have been warmly, and said, “Okay?” 

“Last night when I was getting ready for bed, Dad came in, and he…”  She paused to make 
sure I was listening.  I was listening, but I didn’t want to hear this. 

“And he started telling me what a big girl I was and how my boobies were getting big and 
how I wouldn’t be his little girl for much longer…” 

And I remember thinking, well, that’s not so bad, that’s not the worst. 

“And he said, ‘I like little girls best, you know that, you know how much I love you, Ro.’” 
She spoke in her father’s voice, her hands twisting one another into pretzels.  “And then he 
said, ‘I wanna make love to you while you’re still perfect.'  And then he pushed me down on the 
bed and stuck his fingers inside me like he’s been doing…” 

“Like he’s been doing?”  I either blanched or turned fire red. 

She nodded: auburn hair bouncing against her shoulders.  Her voice was so steady: how 
could her voice be so steady?  “For years.  Four years.”   She raised her eyes to mine.  “Did you 
know?  Did you have some idea?” 

“No.  I swear no.”  I reached out for her hands, but she pulled them against her body. 

“And so, last night, he, he put his penis inside me and told me he loved me and it…it hurt 
so much.  Where were you, Mommy, when he was hurting me so much?” 

Where was I? I remember I had no idea and I still do not.  I must have been somewhere 
in the house; I scarcely went out and never at night without my husband or kids.  I must have 
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been in some other dimension, lost in cleaning the kitchen, or watching TV.     “I’m sorry, 
Rowan.” 

She stared at me as if I was a stranger.  A sinner.  A predator and got up from the table 
and put her glass in the sink.  “I’m going to do my homework now.”   

I think I remember that she was crying.  I think I was frozen and dissolving like the ice 
cube.  “It will be okay,” I said or something equally stupid.  Because of course it wouldn’t be and 
it couldn’t be. 

When Sam came home he was drunk and exhausted.  I made him a gin and tonic.  I 
made sure he passed out in our bed and in the morning, while the kids were at school, I packed 
our clothes and belongings and filled the car with them and at three o’clock I picked up Rowan, 
then Daniel.  No, Daniel, then Rowan, no Rowan first and we drove to my aunt’s house in 
Kitnersville because Sam had never been there had never met that aunt because he wouldn’t 
find us. 

“Do you want to go to the hospital?”  I asked Rowan.  “To the police?” 

She said ‘no’ and because I didn’t want to go to the hospital or the police, I let it go.  I let 
it go.  I let her go.  The house was in my name and I sold it and I filed divorce papers that said 
we were incompatible and I never hear from Sam again.  Just from the lawyer. 

I dream of the pasture every night now.  There are no lawyers.  No houses.  No rapes.  
There is no guilt.  There is no cancer. 

In the morning I say to Daniel, “Will you be all right?” 

He will not look at me.  “Yeah, Ma.” 

“You and Rowan, you have each other.  There’s something for each of you.  This house.  
Some money.”  But I am talking to myself, because Daniel has disappeared. 

I rub my temples and think about making some fresh lemonade, cutting up lemons, 
adding just enough sugar to keep it still tart.  I think about having a perfect soul and a perfect 
body and looking into the stream and loving myself. 

From some long-forgotten Sunday school class, I find myself saying, “I shall not want.  He 
maketh me to lie down in green pastures.  He leadeth me beside still waters.  He restoreth my 
soul.” 

I don’t remember the rest of it.  Just the part about the pasture. 
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A Martyr’s Diary 
—by Debasish Banerjee 

 

he six feet high cemented statue of Hoshiyar Singh in emerald green uniform 
set within a glass box on a high column is something that all and sundry of 
Hoshiyarpur takes pride in. For them going past the statue without a pranam 
was beyond the tradition of the village. 

"He's our hero. He chopped off fifty Cinese soldiers single-handedly," was the ready-
words of even the village urchin for any outsider staring at the statue. It was for his unmatched 
gallantry that the village was named after him almost half a century ago.Not only for the village 
but also for the family of Hoshiyar Singh it was a matter of great honour. 

But old Hukam Singh ,the son of this brave soldier was still haunted by something ; 
something nightmarish. 

That day old Hukam Singh, a retired soldier, was sunning on a cot under a margosa 
tree.The entire household including his two sons Vishamber and Kuldeep ,their wives and 
children were busy taking all the old furniture and other trinkets and bric-a-bracs from the 
room beside the cow-shed.Diwali was ahead and the entire house was to be white-washed.The 
rusty iron lock hanging on the peg-studded door were the testimony of the room being closed 
for more than two decades.Hukam Singh averted for more than two decades to open the room. 
"I've had some haunting memories of the room," he always said whenever any one insisted him 
to open the room beside the cow-shed.Though Hukam Singh served thirty five years in the Jat 
Regiment of the Indian Army and bejewelled his uniform with medals and badges, he always 
got a cold feet on hearing of opening the room. 

The room was unlocked eventually and every mortal things were  taken out creating too 
much discomfort for Hukam Singh. 

A saal-wood khaat , some torn,old books and an old ,rusty trunk were all the room 
consisted of.Vishamber and Kuldeep took them out and placed them on the yard. 

"Papa Ji, " asked Vishamber, " what's there to be afraid of?" 

"Nothing is in the room!," said Kuldeep."Just a few trifles - a khaat, an old tin-trunk and a 
few old books.And you say they haunt you always." 

T 
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"All these belonged to my Babu ji and your Baba." Then he pointed to the the wooden 
bed and the old ,tin-trunk and heaved a painful sigh,"Whenever I see these things the grim 
memories of my father Subedar Hoshiyar Singh make me wail.But...he was a great and a brave 
soldier for what he was bestowed with the gallantry award. 

Hukam Singh rose to his feet and strolled upto to where the old, tin- box was. He stared 
at the object for a little while unmoved before opening it.The others were staring at him in 
suspense, as if he was going to lift the hood of the Pandora's box.The children of the house 
huddled there leaving their childish pranks for a while. 

Every one present there could see Hukam Singh taking out a dark-green military uniform 
partially frayed, a dark-green cap, a scroll of thick, yellow paper and a note book. 

"Why did you keep all these trifles hidden there  in a room for so many years?" Kuldeep 
asked looking at the old man's crow's feet. 

"Our whole Hoshiyarpur heard of many glories of our Baba but never did you take the 
things out  of this box, " said Bishamver somewhat disturbed at the old man's obstinacy. 

"Your Baba was a great man to kill fifty Chinese soldiers before being martyred and 
nothing of such a man can be of little value," put in the old man picking up a passport sized 
black and white photo.Presently all the folks assembled there dunked their eyes into the photo 
from where a young jawan in his thirties in  military uniform was displaying a curved, 
mountainous moustache,his precious madals and proudy,brave smile. 

"It's the uniform he had worn on that turbulent night ," said Hukam Singh in a deep 
gurgling voice running his old,trembling fingers over the coarse, cotton fabric. 

" I know," Bishamver was heard saying this time,"it was 17th November ,1962.You told us 
many times." 

"Yes," said the old man and continued," and he was awarded the Sena Nayak for his 
valour." 

"But, Babu Ji what're you scared of ?...here's nothing to be scared of," Kuldeep pointed 
out looking down at the old,soiled note book lying in a corner of the trunk..He sat on his 
haunches to have a close look at the object. 

The old man took out the note book with his wrinkled ,trembling fingers.He flipped away 
some pages for they all turned yellow with the passage of time.And his moving fingers halted. 

"This one...," said he in a subdued voice," I'm scared of this.And saying so he went on 
reading out the lines :  

Rezang La                                                                                                                                                            

Chushul                                                                         7:40 p.m. 

Ladakh                                                                                      17th Nov '62             

Our 13 Kumaon Regiment will fight till the end. There is brief cease-fire from the Chinese 
side since the sundown and we all are having our refreshments now, though we'll not be shocked if 
a hail of bullets are given to us as an additional part of it.My colleague Dongpa Dorji, a Nepali 
,who had been in China for some months, says that the P.L.A can never be trusted.Infact,it's a 
fight for prestige for Zhou Enlai.The P.L.A has occupied more than 5000 square meters in this 
high rocky terrain.Their heavy artilleries can attack any time.I've lost many of my brave 
friends.We're heading towards heavy casualties. Time is less.So I'm jotting down whatever I think 
I can leave in this precious time,as it may be the last night for us.So far no reinforcement has 
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come and it will not reach here in any way before tomorrow. We're just two hundred in our 
Regiment facing the huge one thousand Chinese offensive in this freezing cold  at an altitude of 
16000 feet.We'll fight and crush those bastards to death.Our Regiment will never let them set their 
feet on our sacred Bharat Maata. 

Jo bole so nihal... 

Jai Hind                                                                                                                           

Subedar Hoshiyar Singh 

13 Kumaon Regiment 

================== 
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Artworks  
—by Samarra Prahlad 
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Neon stigmata By Samarra Prahlad 
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Just a Kiss 
—by Johnson Ezekiel Sunday 

 

mbracing her tightly to my heart, I said: 

"You are not going anywhere if you don't kiss me. Is it too much to 
ask of you? All I want is a kiss! Nothing more." 

Chimandu has been pretending not to know what I really wanted. 
But she knew. Chimandu and I have been dating for the past one year now. 

But we have had not even as little as a single kiss. Each time I bring this up, she is just too 
quick to remind me of the agreement we have made.  

"No sex before marriage." 

  This always leaves me pissed off or wanting to do something very crazy.  But the 
thought of spending a night in a Nigeria police cell always kills the zeal.  

We met at the university,  she being my course mate.  Since we started dating, I have 
been spending on her. To be frank, we have had great times together but for one thing. 

"Baby! Please kiss me!" I pleaded with her. 

"Ooh ooh! Tonya, how many times will I have to remind you that we don't need to do 
this before marriage? You promised you will wait until we get married. What changed now?" 
Staring straight into my eyes, she continued:   

"Baby, do you really want to do this or you want us to end this friendship in a cordial 
manner?" 

I was taken aback by this question, which made me release her but for a moment.  

"What did you just say?" I inquired.   

"You want to end this? After all I have done for you?" My anger boiled  like hot water at a 
hundred degrees. Without giving her any time to speak, I continued:  

"Okay, fine! Since you want to end things this way, I want you to pay me back every dime 
I have ever spent on you right now." 

E 
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"You are kidding me, right? Did you just say that trash to me?" She asked, fuming with 
rage.  

"I don't blame you, when you get  some sense into your skull, you can come talk to me 
like a reasonable human being and not like a madman." With that she pushed me out of her 
way and walked out of the room, banging the door behind her.  

Still fuming, I retraced my steps and sat on the couch behind me, my mind wandering 
around but with no particular thought. My eyes glared aimlessly  around the room and finally  
landed on my portrait on the wall. I stared at it.  Standing beside me on my matriculation day 
was Chimandu, leaning her head on my shoulder. 

I remember how she had shooed everyone away from standing beside me.  

"She thinks she is smart, right? I will show her there are several ways to catch a fish." I 
leaned back on the couch, still staring at the picture. Suddenly, a thought got into my head. 
Smiling and exposing my gap teeth to the world, I stood up and went into my bedroom. I found 
one of my new shirts, a pair of Levi's jeans and a matching Levi's jeans shoe.  

Chimandu was the girl who almost made me give my life to Christ back then in school. 
But after listening to my friends' tales of their  escapades, I had decided against it. 

I gave one of my guys a call; the Viper, the only one who can eat his cake and still have it.  

After the call, he decided we met at our favorite joint back then on campus, Emmatex.  

Since my house was just a stone's throw away from the place, I  decided to walk down. 
Getting there, I met the Viper, the animal lord. We exchanged pleasantries.  

"Oh boy! See as you fresh!" Viper hipped me. 

 "You haven't changed much, the only Scorpion who stings and gives remedy for the 
sting." I hailed him.  

I ordered  two bottles of 33 for myself, then ordered Merlot red rouge wine for Viper. He 
popped it open, took a long drag from the bottle and exhaled softly. 

"This thing is getting better by the day." He said happily.  

I ordered fresh fish pepper soup for both of us. 

After eating in silence for a while, Viper asked me:   

"Who dey cause you kasala wey no allow you to get joy?" 

I brought out my phone from my pocket, scrolled to Chimandu's picture, then handed 
the phone to him. He viewed the picture, then smiled, exposing his rotten teeth caused by 
indian hemp and too much cigarette smoking. 

"Ah, no be sister holy ghost be this shoo?" He asked me.  

"Yes she is, this chick dey use my head drink water, she think say I be lunatic. I want 
make you arrange meeting for me and her. No injuries, no blood shed. Just meeting." 

 

He laughed again,  
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"It is done already, you don forget say na me be Andrew the Viper? The only Scorpion 
who stings and gives remedy for the venom, I be papa rejected! Mama rejected! Don't worry na 
call we go give you." 

 Feeling a bit uneasy about Viper, I warned him again:  

"Remember, no blood shed ooo, no touch her body ooo. Just arrange meeting only."  

"Okay I don hear you nah! No wahala for there." He assured me.  

I downed my remaining drink and exited the joint.  

days later, enjoying a very blissful day in my room with some cool music blasting from 
my CD player, a call interrupted me. I went to get the phone and glanced at the screen.  
Andrew was the caller ID.  

"Who is Andrew?" I wondered momentarily. I have at this point  forgotten that Viper's 
real name was Andrew. We were just so used to calling him Scorpion or Viper, that it was easy 
to forget his real name. When I answered the call, the voice which spoke from the other end 
made me realize  exactly who was on the line.  

"Hello! Come to Block 3, your net don catch the fish." Viper announced.    

Before I could tell him that I will be there in no time, he had already ended the call. I 
quickly dressed up and hurried out of the front door. 

I got to the uncompleted campus hostel. There was my elegant queen being humbled to 
nothing, she was  tied loosely with a black cloth around her hands and eyes. Spotting me get 
into the building, Viper walked up to me.   

"Guy congrats, your fish was the simplest one to catch, if you need more fish don't 
hesitate to give me a call." 

I thanked him and  handed him a wad of naira notes. 

Chimandu  heard my voice as I was thanking Viper. 

"Tonya! How could you do this to me?" She exclaimed hysterically.  

"Silence!" Viper  thundered.  

Chimandu immediately went mute. Viper's orders deterred her from uttering  another 
word. 

I walked closer to her and placed my index finger across her lips. She turned her face 
sharply away from me.  

"You thought that you are wise, right? This is just a lesson to show you that I am the boss 
here." 

"I am sorry! It will never happen again." She pleaded with me. 

"Sorry? For all the money I spent on you, or for wasting my time? You are selfish and I 
will teach you a lesson." I grabbed her breast, she moaned but continued pleading with me.  

"Please don't do this to me, I am still a virgin. My parents will kill me! I will repay you all 
you have ever spent on me! Forgive me."   

"Be quiet!" I thundered. "Enough of your nonsense voice, I have had enough of it. Any 
more words from you, I will waste your  life." 
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I knew I wouldn't do that of course. I was about pulling off her shirt over her head when 
a gunshot interrupted me. I looked up to see what was going on. With the speed of light, Viper 
and his gang had vanished  into thin air,  leaving only me standing. 

 Everything happened so fast, I couldn't escape. Some men in black vests suddenly  
surrounded me. It dawned on me that my greatest fear is what is going to kill me right away. 

"Arrest him!" 

My housemate  thundered. I turned to gaze at Uche, who is literally living off my 
provisions. I was so flabbergasted that I could not think. I stood there, utterly  perplexed.  Even 
if someone was to betray me, I never for once thought  it was going to be Uche, of all people. 

I was handcuffed by the police.  They dragged me out of the building, released Chimandu 
who was wailing like a daughter whose mother had just been  beheaded in her presence.   

"As for those futureless criminals who just escaped, you are to explain further when we 
get to the station." One of the policemen said as I was dragged into their vehicle and taken to 
the police station. 

Chimandu filed a case of assault, attempted rape, cultism and murder against me. I  
pleaded not guilty at all charges but  was still  sentenced to 40 years imprisonment with hard 
labour. 

My parents who looked up to me were highly disappointed in my conduct, their hopes on 
me were dashed to the rocks. In jail,  I came to the knowledge of Christ and I regretted not 
doing so earlier in life.   

I was granted bail after I had  completed my terms. I was to be reporting to the police 
station and court every three days of the month.  

I started all over again but it was too late to meet up with my mates who have already 
gone far beyond my measure.  

Chimandu got married and the union is blessed with four kids, Viper is nowhere to be 
found, probably dead. And Uche is now  the owner of one of the most  renowned companies in 
the country. I weep each time I read about the heights he has attained. 

This is a note to every youth; be warned. 
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Three Poems 
—by Melissa D. Burrage 
 
My Bellini Dream       

 
You came to me once in a dream   
sat at the foot of my bed 
balanced your gentle hand on my knee 
and sang: 
 
Vaga luna, che inargenti 
Queste rive e 
Questi fiori 
Ed inspiri agli 
Elementi 
Il linguaggio 
Dell’amor 
 
The mournful tone 
of your warm baritone voice 
comforted me; 
the gift of a lullaby from a child  
to his grieving mom. 
 
When you finished  
I awoke and 
you disappeared 
perdendosi-morendo-mancando 
and I closed my eyes 
to summon you: 
 
“Keep singing, Zach, 
Come back…….” 
but you were gone. 
 
I didn’t recognize your haunting melody 
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but eagerly needed to hear it again 
to know what those Italian words meant 
why this music, in particular, appeared in my slumber. 
 
Hence, I repeatedly hummed and 
memorized its intervals  
long enough to find the piece 
in your bedroom  
among stacks of sheet music 
books and video games.       
 
The composer, Vincenzo Bellini 
died young 
his now famous arietta  
was published by loved ones 
three years post mortem. 
 
And, you, Zach, 
a ghost now beyond the grave 
implore me with these lyrics 
to act as a messenger 
to your lover 
with words of anguish and despair 
sorrow over your sudden departure 
over the space of distance and time 
hoping for a future reunited 
and thus, I comply. 
 
 
testimonio or sei tu sola 
del mio fervido desir, 
ed a lei che m'innamora 
conta i palpiti e i sospir. 
 
Dille pur che lontananza 
il mio duol non può lenire, 
che se nutro una speranza, 
ella è sol nell'avvenir. 
 
Dille pur che giorno e sera 
conto l'ore del dolor, 
che una speme lusinghiera 
mi conforta nell'amor. 
 
Taken from Vaga luna, che inargenti by Vincenzo Bellini (1838) International Music Score 
Library Project 
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A Bass River Departure 

 
When you died, your grandparents 
sat day after day in silence 
staring at the horizon 
looking at your boat, tied rope to piling  
rocking gently with the waves  
 
It reminds me of ancient Egyptians  
who buried their dead  
on the Nile’s west bank  
believing the afterlife was located 
where the sun died each day 
 
They built funerary Felucca’s 
made of wood and papyrus reeds 
filled them with beer and bread 
to carry a pharaoh’s coffin across river 
manned by boatmen with oars and 
dog at the bow to direct them 
 
Legend says they traveled twelve  
dark hours from setting to rising sun 
stopping at Abydos, the holy site  
of Osiris, God of the Underworld 
 
On your last visit home, you readied  
your boat for your final journey 
The elders know this.  They keep watch now 
traveling inward with you  
on their own unspeakable journey 
willing your beloved soul 
safe passage 
 
 

 

Bass River in Mourning  

 
Crowds diminish in late August  
few boats travel up river now 
schools and jobs call folks home 
 
Canadian geese travel north across the channel  
without worry, and armies of fiddler crabs 
take back what is theirs, coming out 
of their sandy pillboxes  
filling the beach like sunbathers 
 
The tide continues to come and go as always  
yet only a single seagull keeps watch  
on grandpa’s piling like a sentry  
Blue jays cackle and caw from nearby trees 
and the briny smell of low tide fills the air 
 
Your tender heart stopped beating  
on an evening like this 
a fire-engine sunset marked your departure 
a gentle easy going breeze stroked our faces  
a playful ripple of waves, like gesturing hands 
said goodbye 
 
I think of you now  
fixing grandpa’s aluminum boat 
stuffing penny candy wax bottles into its holes 
covering them with duct tape, working hard 
with childlike excitement to make it sea worthy 
 
I see you with Miranda, your sister and playmate 
on two yellow beach chairs laughing hysterically  
paddling against a molasses current 
with heavy wooden oars, always finding  
a simple way to have fun with what life gave you  
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—by David Nwafor 
 

hen the war broke out, it broke us into pieces like ceramic plates smashed 
against a rocky surface. But Rani proved to be more than a saviour. Before 
we met him, we had found ourselves in a neighbouring land, after Agama 
people invaded our village. Lives were lost, homes shattered, houses burnt 

and our belongings all taken away. Our women were also captured and taken away by the 
fiendish intruders. We were left desolate and sorrowful. It was a day death and sorrow raged 
and reigned unchallenged, a day we would always remember to forget. 

We were looking for safety when we ran away from our invaded land to a neighbouring 
village, but we met danger instead. The Agama aggressors had connived with people from the 
neighbouring land to ensure that we had no hiding place when we were attacked. We had left 
our village at night, when the attack happened, to seek refuge in the neighbouring village. On 
waking up in the morning, we were shocked to see a group of people with dane guns and 
machetes surrounding us. With faces contorted like the twisted bark of a tree, their mien could 
scare even a monster. Their words matched their hostile looks. 

"Get them all killed!" one of them shouted. 

"Who are you and what are you doing in our land?" another, whose audaciousness made 
us suspect he was the leader, followed suit. 

"My...my... fam...ily...", father stuttered with quivering lips. He was too afraid to articulate 
his words properly. 

"Get up right now and move!" the leader thundered, pointing at a narrow dirt road that 
continued behind a towering gmelina tree.  

We were paralysed with fear, unable to either move in obedience to their command or 
run. Running would be more dangerous; unlike them, we were completely unarmed. We had 
no option than to obey. 

We became more terrified as we moved to their command. Our lives were literally in 
their hands and we could only pray silently for the best. When we got to a part of the dirt road 
that intersected with a much wider road, our captors conferred with one another in hushed 
whispers. Eventually, we knew what they had decided. One of them, Rani, had been chosen to 
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guide us to our death spot. We were to be killed by Rani. Rani had a dane gun and a fetishistic 
red object tied around his neck. But he was determined not to kill us and he told us so. He 
would tell his people that he had wasted us as they commanded, but he would spare us. He 
helped us to find temporary shelter in an area so secluded that it would take a very courageous 
hunter to discover and venture into. We felt at peace in this nature's fortress Rani graciously 
camped us in. Rani had literally become ours, our friend and brother. He told us that he 
decided to go against the grain because he knew that we were not the aggressors. He had a 
conscious, he said. 

Rani would often bring fruit and food of different types to us, including tiger nuts, udara 
and African salad. He risked his own life and made huge sacrifices to see to our welfare. Deeply 
impressed and grateful for Rani's uncommon kindness, father decided to have a chat with him. 
He wanted to know where Rani hailed from. It turned out that Rani was from Igbere clan. The 
Igbere people were not originally from the neighbouring village we were sheltering in. Some of 
them had come to live in our neighbouring village when a war broke out between Igbere and 
Ngani, a village located to the north of Igbere, some years ago. It was a brutal war that cost 
hundreds of lives. The refugees from that war who came to live in our neighbouring village had 
become fully integrated into their new home that it was nearly impossible for anyone who was 
not told to know that they were originally from Igbere. 

Rani narrated to my father how a man from my village had saved his family from being 
killed by Ngani warriors. He was simply returning that act of kindness by helping us escape 
death. Father understood and thanked him for remembering the past. Rani also told father 
about his family, his wife and children. They had more hearty chats before Rani bid us the day's 
farewell and returned to his house. After Rani left, father called all of us together and told us 
about his discussion with Rani. He, however, warned us against being too relaxed around Rani 
because human beings were unpredictable. Obviously, father still harboured premonitions of 
danger. 

The next day, Rani took me to hunt with him. He first taught me how to effectively use 
the bow and arrows to kill game. After he felt I had learnt enough, we started hunting. Not long 
after, I saw a grass-cutter hiding behind a shrub not far from where I stood. It had apparently 
heard the sound of our footsteps and decided to discern properly how to make a run for dear 
life. I saw it nervously crouching behind the shrub, its spotted ash-coloured skin contrasting 
with the deep green leaves of the shrub. I quickly aimed my arrow at it carefully, released the 
arrow with the venom and precision of a hungry lion, and pinned the grass-cutter to the dank 
earth just beside the shrub it was ensconcing on. It flicked its sturdy paws in a desperate 
attempt to cling to life. But it was too late. I had killed my first game. I was happy, even 
exhilarated, especially because the cane rat meat pepper soup was my father's best delicacy. My 
father would surely be overjoyed with my hunting exploit. But an uncanny sense of foreboding 
seemed to hang in the air. 

I had decided to wrap the grass-cutter I killed with fronds Rani helped me to cut from a 
palm tree along our route back home. After he cut enough palm fronds for me, Rani decided to 
leave me alone to wrap the game and bring home since the spot was not far away from home. I 
was still with my bow and arrows in case of any threat. I had finished wrapping my game when 
I suddenly sighted a squirrel some meters away from where I stood. The rodent was nibbling at 
some palm fruits that had fallen from a palm tree some distance away. I quickly got my bow 
and arrow ready for a shot, aimed at the squirrel and hit one of its hind paws. Blood from the 
wound trailed the path of the game as it fled. I followed the trail with the firm belief that I 
would discover the dead body of the squirrel. I kept going inside the thick bush until I became 
too tired. I decided to turn back.  
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But close to an hour had gone. I had delayed returning home and father had begun to 
suspect foul play. He looked at Rani's blood-stained machete placed close to his gun on the 
ground, to the right side of Rani, and drew a deep breath. He immediately told Rani, who was 
almost dozing off where he lay, to leave for his house since his wife and children might be 
expecting him. As Rani roused himself to leave, father immediately dashed towards where Rani 
placed his gun and machete, grabbed the machete and gave Rani a deep cut on his back, just 
above his waist. He was about to give Rani a second cut when he suddenly saw me approaching 
proudly with the game I had killed. Tears flooded his eyes as his trembling hands let go of his 
weapon. Rani lay in the pool of his own blood. 
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Without Gloves 
—by Jim Ross 

 

loody footprints crisscross the gym’s locker room floor.  

“Where is this coming from?” I ask nobody in particular. 

“It’s me,” comes a voice around the corner.   

The voice’s owner is seated in an alcove on a long bench. Gym 
shorts hang above his knees and a plush blue towel covers his 

generous belly. A pool of blood and piles of blood-soaked hand towels surround his feet.  

 My children would know what to do.   

 A journalist in the room, accustomed to making people aware of sensitive 
situations, announces, “He needs help, but I can’t go.  You should go.” 

“Hang in there,” I tell the man. “I’m going for help.”  

 “There’s a guy in the locker room, his feet are bleeding, he needs help,” I tell the 
front desk attendant.  

She flips open a first-aid kit and forks over gauze pads, medical tape, and scissors.  

“No alcohol?” I ask. 

“Nope.” 

“No gloves?” 

“That’s it,” she says. “I’d go, but I can’t enter the men’s.” 

 This would be a no-brainer for my nurse kids, except they’d refuse without gloves.  
Universal precautions aren’t optional. 

“Thank you for coming back,” says the bloody-footed stranger. 

Pooled blood is spreading.  

“I’ll bandage you, but you’ve got to see a real doctor.” 
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“I know.” 

I can’t admit, I’ve got no clue what I’m doing. I’ve never done anything like this. And I 
sometimes faint at the smell of alcohol wipes. That would not instill confidence.   

I open three gauze pads. “Together, we’ll place these under your heel.” 

“Okay,” he says, more confidently than I can muster.   

Leaning to his right, the stranger extends his left foot. I hold out the gauze pads and he 
positions them.  I cut 18 inches of tape to wrap under his heel and up his calf like a stirrup. 
When I reach behind his ankle, the tape sticks to itself, glancing his foot.  Holding up the tape, 
I see traces of blood.   

Just what I was afraid of. This is why I need gloves. 

 “It doesn’t have to be perfect,” says the stranger. 

On my second try, the tape holds the front half of the gauze pads firmly in place.  

“You going to wrap some around the other one?”  

“Next,” I say, thankful he only has two. 

I wrap tape around the back of his heel, covering the rear gauze pads, then cross the ends 
over his foot.   

“You’re doing better than an emergency room doctor.” 

That is a profession to which I never aspired. 

“Do you frequent emergency rooms?” I ask. 

“I try to avoid them, but I’m not always successful.”  

The gloveless janitor starts mopping the bloody footprints, but keeps his distance from 
the pool near the man’s feet.  

A young man wearing a “lifeguard” t-shirt enters, holding a single alcohol swab packet.   

“I haven’t done this foot yet,” I say, pointing.   

The bewildered lifeguard rips open the alcohol packet.    

The stranger leans to the opposite side and extends his other foot. Without gloves, the 
lifeguard carefully dabs the man’s heel three times. I hand the lifeguard two gauze pads, which 
he places in position. I cut the last two open and ask the stranger to hold them in place. I 
duplicate the taping maneuvers.  Fortunately, the tape doesn’t stick to itself, and I avoid even 
the hint of contact with blood.   

Should I be ashamed that I have to consider the possibility that this gentle man could carry 
HIV and I need to protect myself?   

When I’m done, I stand and suck in a deep breath.  The stranger announces, “With the 
powers invested in me, I hereby certify you as an emergency room doctor.” 

I vigorously wash and dry my hands, then step back into the locker room. “You gonna be 
okay?”  

“I am now,” the stranger replies. 
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“Be right back,” I say. 

I return to the front desk. 

“Thank you for taking care of the man’s feet,” the attendant says.   

“No problem, but don’t you think we need alcohol and latex gloves?” 

“I’m messaging management,” she says.  

I return to the locker room. The man is slowly pulling up his underwear, an inch to the 
left, an inch to the right, shifting balance delicately.   

He’s in pain and his underpants are too small.  Quite a dilemma. 

“You sure you can make it home?”  

“I can, now that my feet aren’t bleeding.” 

“You okay otherwise?” 

“I have high blood pressure.” 

“You promise you’ll see a doctor, a real doctor?”  

“As soon as possible.”  

 “I’ll be looking for you. What’s your name?” 

“Bem. And yours?” 

“Jim.” 

“Thank you, Jim.” 

Seeing Bem hobbling toward her, the desk attendant shouts, “I’ve got 911 on the line.” 

He shakes her off.  “I found my own doctor, thank you.”  

Her help is too late.   

I text my kids. My son’s response: “I wouldn’t touch it without universal precautions.” My 
daughter’s: “The gym failed, but you did good.”  

For days, I keep my eyes peeled, wondering what’s become of Bem.  

Should I have called 911?  Did my sloppy bandaging slow his seeking competent care?  Did I 
do him a disservice?      

I meet with the manager.  He says, “The front desk should have called the lifeguard to 
bandage the man.” 

“But what about alcohol?  What about gloves?  What happened to universal 
precautions?” I ask. 

“There are four first aid kits,” he says. “Each one needs to be checked weekly and 
restocked. That’s the head lifeguard’s responsibility. We thank you for what you did, but you 
shouldn’t have had to.  I apologize for this unfortunate departure from universal precautions. 
I’m undertaking a full investigation.”   

“But where’s Bem?” I ask.   
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Finally, I step into the locker room and there’s Bem. 

“How’re you doing?” I ask. 

“Pretty well,” Bem answers, standing firmly without wincing in pain.  

“How’re your feet?” 

“They mostly hurt at night.” 

“They’re not bleeding. What did you do?”  

“Put on some cosmorin cream.”  

“Cortisone?” 

“Yes, cortisone.” 

“You seen a doctor?”  

“I went.” 

“What happened?” 

“I was late.” 

“So what happened?”  

“The receptionist said, ‘You’re late. Go home.’”  

“Did she reschedule you?”  

“She wouldn’t because I was late.” 

“You need a doctor.” 

“I know.” 

“You have diabetes?”   

“That too.”  

“Who you see for it?”  

“My family doctor.” 

“The one who won’t see you because you were late?” 

“Yes, that one.” 

“Have you gone to a diabetes specialist?” 

“You think I should?”  

“You have diabetes and high blood pressure.” 

“And stints in my arteries around my heart.”  

“You gotta take care of yourself. You can’t assume someone will always be there to 
bandage your feet.” 

“But you were. Thank you, again, for what you did.” 
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“You need to see a doctor who can help you. Soon.” 

A couple of days later, I’m melting in the sauna with Akia, the Ugandan, who is readily 
recognizable by the ritual scarring on his back.  We’re talking about his wife’s death and his 
quitting his job to be home for their three daughters.  Then I say, “Weren’t you here when I 
found the bloody footprints and bandaged the man’s feet?”   

“The man was back to thank everyone who helped him,” Akia says. 

“I was glad to see him still alive.” 

“You helped him the most.” 

“What else could I do? Where you think he’s from?” 

“Pretty sure Nigeria,” Akia shakes his head. “The man needs help. It took him 20 minutes 
to get dressed.” 

Two weeks later, I’m sitting again with Akia soaking in the sauna when Bem walks in, 
takes my hand firmly in his, holds our clasped hands with his other hand, and says, “Thank you 
again for what you did,” then climbs up to the third tier bench with Akia. 

“You see a doctor?” I ask.  

“I saw a podiatrist.” 

“You tell him about your diabetes?” 

“I told him I have cracks in my feet that sometimes bleed.” 

“That all?”  

"If I hold a newspaper, my hands shake." 

 "Everybody shakes when they read the news these days," I say. 

Akia laughs, quietly. 

 "But they even shake when I'm holding a text book." 

"You shouldn't be holding something that heavy, not in your condition. 

Akia laughs out loud. 

"My hands shake when I'm drinking coffee," says Bem. 

"You considered cutting back?" 

"I think I'm experiencing the early stages of Alzheimer’s.  I need a specialist.” 

“Speaking of which, have you seen that diabetes specialist?”  

“There’s a two-month wait. And I have the wrong type of insurance.” 

“So they won’t take you anyway,” I say.  

Months later, still untreated for his diabetes, Bem announces he needs heart surgery and 
will be out a month.  

Two months later, Akia visits Bem at home and gives me a report.  
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For a while, Akia keeps coming to the gym and sitting in the sauna daily. Without 
explanation, the time elapsed between Akia’s visits to the gym starts gets longer and longer.  I 
keep looking for the ritual scarring on Akia’s back.  He doesn’t return either. 
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—by Nwabuisi Kenneth 

 

      “When you prick a rainbow with a needle, 

    What colour does it bleed?” 

         Dua Saleh 

I  

ow, as I write this, I can feel your ghostly stares hovering around me. I can feel 
the pungent smell from uncovered snipper bottles filling the air. I can feel 
tears, like cones of rainbows in the retina of my eyes.  

On bent knees, I ask God, what color this rainbow bled.  

Silence.  

In the gloominess of my state, I open my wooden window, daylight shimmers through. I 
look outside, a bevy of birds fly majestically, circling the cloudy sky. A sign, I think. 

 

II  

Today, a day after my 24th birthday, I am preparing for a lecture, the last of its kind. I 
avoid the gripping hands of cold. Smelling of Eva soap dripping on my blue towel, I engage my 
mind with stuffs: about the flaking walls in my room that I intend repainting, about the wall 
calendar in my room that are now dog-eared, about your works and the works of many poets 
and writers at the writer's community (TWC), Nsukka. It is typical of me to engage my mind 
each time I feel cold, as I rub my body of the cheap vaseline I use.  

I shuffle my wardrobe; I know I have no new clothes. I rummage instead for the next-
inline, I like picking the next cloth after the one I wore previously. I look at the next-inline, it is 
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an ox-blood shirt and a turquoise blue pair of trouser. I don't like today's attire but I have to 
don them, they are the newest in my wardrobe and I have worn them one too many times. The 
privilege of wearing the new clothes supersedes the countless narratives many that less busy 
students have of them.   

I throw a quick glance at myself and think my attire good. I always look good in 
everything I wear; they say my moderate body size and yellow skin sing of royalty, like the 
novelty show of royalty in Nollywood movies. I don't have a watch, so no worries about picking 
up any, or think of wearing a perfume which I conclude is a luxury for many lecturers.  

I put on a pair of old brown shoes which has holes underneath them. I clutch a notebook 
and some assignment papers, printed and bound for submission. Ready for departure, I shut 
the windows and turn off the light switch and sockets. I usually leave few hours to classes for 
me to occupy a comfortable seat in class. When I step out of my room, I lock my door and press 
the power-button to my phone, squinting my eyes to check the time: it is 7:50am. This last class 
was scheduled for 9am on WhatsApp group chat yesterday, to make up for lost times. I walk 
under the morning sun peeking out the sky, the breeze quivering the hairs on my body, 
forming darkly hues on my skin. The birds sing, I begin to acknowledge their buzzing orchestra 
from the dancing trees. 

 

III 

I meet you. 

I think you are returning from a night class. I think you had an early morning lecture and 
now heading back to the hostel. But you can't be going back to the hostel because I have 
already asked you and you said you stay off-camp.  

Being a direct entry student, I am a year and few months old here, in my 300Level. And 
you are in your final year. I am glad you will be leaving school for good, very soon. I don't know 
you already made plans to escape this caramel body of yours sooner than I expect.  

 

IV  

I first met you on the walkway, top-floor, Block B faculty of Arts building in the 
University of Nigeria, Nsukka. The walkway, as it had always been, was flooded with bustling 
students. You located me, despite the crowd, despite the thin space paved only for lecturers to 
pass at varying intervals.  

"Are you James? Do you write?" You asked.  

I looked for words to answer you, because for you to ask me such question meant only 
one thing: you had already made a little effort, in your own part, towards knowing me. I was 
tongue-tied. Writing, for me then, was a sort of awakening I was going through.  

"Yes, I'm James." I couldn't bring myself to tell you that I was still bogged, in my writing, 
by various ear-splitting vocabularies I learnt from the voluminous novels I read while I was in 
OSISATECH polytechnic, Enugu, the previous private school I attended before coming to UNN.  

"Okay, James, you are still perfecting your craft, right?" You asked those rhetorical 
questions your brown eyeballs made certain was not meant to be answered.  

"I am inviting you to TWC, a writer's community here in school, I would love it if you be 
in attendance." I wasn’t listening, I was still caught up with your full-lips twitching and your 
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skin colour of wet loamy soil. I tightened my jaw to get my lips sealed. "The time is 12:00pm," 
You announced.  

"What time?" I asked, intending you to repeat all you had said. You didn't flare-up like 
Johnny, my ill-tempered friend would each time I suggested he repeated whatever news he got 
about his admission status with the University of Ibadan.  

"Okay." You consented before you went on, repeating all you had said. When you were 
done, "It was nice to meet you, James." You said and dashed out your right palm.  

You were amazing, I never wanted this very introduction to end. I marveled at how fast 
and soldier-like your feet treaded as you disappeared into the crowd. This meeting, this sudden 
affinity you were able to establish with me, a stranger to you, amongst the roaring crowd, left in 
me an obvious linger for another talk.  

 

V 

I couldn't explain what made me a member of TWC. Maybe it was how good your words 
sounded, perhaps it was the juicy poetry you and your fellow poets read that made me stay 
glued to the mold seat in the faculty of Arts quadrangle, every other Saturday, listening to 
words, like arrows floundering the air. It could be the dancing of the gmelina trees, the peeling 
of its leaves on the roof aloof our heads and the harsh afternoon sun, slanting in, painting my 
yellow skin a reddish hue.  

Once, I walked up to you, after a certain Saturday, you were keen on exchanging 
numerous handshakes with some new members, who had a smug air hovering around them. 
When I ambled closer to you, you paused and dismissed others. “Hi,” I said.  

“Hello, you later joined us?” Your eyebrows cornered. 

I replied with a slight nod, " Yes, but my kind of writing is different from what you guys 
read here. I write prose," I said, my brows scrunched up.  

"Every writer has his own style, besides prose writing is a heck of a job for me. So you can 
actually write prose?" 

The same rhetoric, the same theatrics of your baritone voice.  

"Do you think these your poems can be sung?" I asked.  

"Yeah, Neil Armstrong. I love that guy, he sings poetry." 

I listened to you mention many lyrical poets I never dreamt of listening to. You dipped 
your palms into your trouser pocket and got out an earpiece, you fixed it over my ears. You 
were still saying something about loving the musician when your voice trailed off with a rising 
twang, spilling his creative lines. I felt peace, I felt like escaping with the birds chirping 
melodiously at one of the distant trees piled up in a hedge. Your lips cornered to a smile all 
through my listening to the music.  

"Our literary evening is coming up soon, you should attend." You said.  

"Yeah, I will." 

I visited the community quite often but stopped at a time I realized we no longer got in 
touch more often.  
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The day I decided to impress you and Onyinyechi, a nerd looking girl in my class, I wrote 
a poem. Even though I knew you both were quite aware I wasn't hypnotic in words to be a poet.  

That day, the cooing birds flew and perched, listening with their beaky mouths as I read 
the shit of a poem I had written. After, the whole board went mute, like I introduced a new 
spirit, a new demon and a different tradition into their snappy poetic style.  

"Read it again," you stopped and continued, "house, should he read it again?" You wanted 
to avoid a squabble, the former was a sole appeal, I sensed it, even though no other person did, 
but the latter remained an appeal, to the house, on my behalf. I was about to go over the poem 
again when dark bearded Benson cut me short.  

"No, he should not." He ordered.  

"I don't think he should waste our time further." Ernest cooed.  

"This is fiction, this is not a poem, it's too weak to be a poem," One Chibuike, who's 
surname I have forgotten, commented.  

“Who do you read?” Benson inquired with an obvious creases of mockery drawn across 
his face. There was an uproar, I was beginning to get ashamed, not just by the annoying 
comments and demeanor over my cranky poem, but also by inviting strangers to talk about me 
and the fluffy piece I created to impress you.  

"I read books from online." I stuttered. From my pitch, it was evident I hadn't written for 
the public to read and comment on.  

"Wait, you haven't written before?" Ernest enquired derogatorily.  

Before I could reply, you said, "oh! You are still a baby." Your words hit the annals of my 
heart and got it racing it couldn't stop, if you knew the errant poem was made to impress you, I 
bet you would have known it hurt more than anything else, more than the uproar which later 
rose again, in the house, after your reply.  

Then, there was Cheta, and his coaxing voice, "You guys should stop this, this is not so 
good, when one reads a work in this house, and it sounds bad to you, the best you can do is to 
comment when it's tine, rather than making unnecessary noise." I was consoled, his words had 
a decorum effect. Cheta's words always commanded. Sometimes I wondered why he ever tried 
getting into the seminary, if he had succeeded, I envisaged pregnant Rev. Sisters and altar girls 
in a certain parish somewhere seeking for abortion in secreted hospitals.  

The likes of arrogant Leo, Muna, Precious, gazed. They blinked when I wanted to match 
their gazes with mine. My buttocks got hot, at a point I felt it burning. Onyinye's words led me 
all through the quadrangle to the school gate and we dispersed. It was also her words that led 
me through subsequent community meetings. Until the last Saturday night, which was the 
community's discuss night. 

 

VI  

On the day of the discuss night, a fire was setup at the university primary school's 
quadrangle, I arrived at 9:00pm. The made fire produced whorls of bluish smoke going up the 
dark sky. From a distance, it looked like the head of each member were left beside the 
smoldering fire as a sacrifice. My feet were cold, the sandals I wore had scavenged enough 
swampy spots, leaving brown patches of dirt around its soles. Your head was the only oval-
looking shape I saw from a distance, others were square-shaped, few rectangular.  
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I sat beside Onyinyechi, she was the only person I found worthwhile since I resumed. I 
watched the hems of her skirt folded beneath her knees, she propped her legs into a bun and 
squeezed them innocently beside her, as if she was arranging a space for another to sit beside 
her. Onyinyechi had a touch of companionship and motherhood, every of her behaviour 
reminded me that she would be a perfect daughter for the likes of my strict Dad.  

"James, are you here?" She asked.  

"Yeah, Onyii." I added and she replied with a nod as she drifted her eyes forward to listen 
to Benson, reading out the order of performances for the night. I watched as the fire at the 
center burnt the wood it was made with, and each wood would droop at varying intervals. You 
would stand, walking around as you tucked the remains of the wood into the furnace. You hit 
me on the leg, mistakenly? I didn't know but before I could readjust my feet from yours, you 
were already apologizing, I said it was okay.  

You walked to your initial position and sat down in the space between Chibuike and 
Ernest. Ernest's legs were spread apart while Chibuike prodded his and left his palms on top of 
them; you were all on me. I sensed you intentionally stepped on my foot to draw my attention 
to you all through the night. Cheta's spectacles had an immaculacy to them, he folded his arms 
as he was seated beside Leo and Leo's oversized blue sweater made it obvious the weather was 
cold. I tapped Onyii and we giggled silently at a certain first year student, who was sprawled on 
the floor, snoring heavily like a pig.  

Poetry is life, the night was already enveloped by the lively presentations of many poets, 
yours inclusive. I checked my watch, it was 3:00am. I felt a tap on my left shoulder, I turned, it 
was you leaning forward to whisper into my ears, "can we talk, for some minutes?" 

You left, I waited for few seconds before I followed. Our shadows were cast on the 
flowers, I saw our reflection first and showed you, you grabbed my hand and dragged me down 
further to the dark, you breathed heavily that I felt a hot whoosh on my cold skin before you 
said, "I want you to burn the memories of this night so that when you wake up every morning, 
it is the only thing you would have to think about." 

I was about to ask you what you meant when a great form of anger gripped you, you 
stamped your feet hard on the floor, I wondered if the members heard them.  You hissed in 
disgust. I stood at a spot, summoning courage to move towards you. I boldly held you by the 
hands and said, "what is wrong, my friend?" My voice was trembling, I felt a certain kind of cold 
grip me. This question stuck through your fuming rage, making your irregularly throbbing 
arteries relax. Your lips must have cornered the sides of your mouth because all I heard 
afterwards were your funny giggles.  

"What is the worst thing that could happen to a man?" You asked, giggling.  

"Love." I replied, giggling for your giggles too. Maybe my replying the opposite to you 
might help ease this imminent pain.  

"When you prick a rainbow, what colour does it bleed?" You went serious again, I was 
clueless about all these, yet you chose to disclose it. But that question rang a bell, I had read 
your work with Kalahari, the muse, Ngiga or was it praxis? I couldn’t remember, where you had 
asked such questions, you left me hanging and began speaking in low tones and hitting your 
legs again repeatedly. I cajoled you back to the community conference.  

All through the night, when I looked across the fire to the spot you were seated, the fire 
in your eyes were gone. You looked empty and mute. I felt like I disappointed you, as if you 
needed a certain kind of comfort from me which I never understood.  
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The fire was slowly turning to ash and the remnant woods, charred. The cloud refused to 
romance the sky, every where was dark. Dark memories were what they were. Just memories.  

 

VII  

Today, asides those past days, I never knew you were partly here.  

The busy second semester in UNN left me on my own. Though I had been seeing your 
write-ups making waves in the literary space and a couple of rejections too. I assumed you were 
okay, everyone thought you were pulling through until this day; a day like today, a day after my 
24th birthday, when the sun shining from the east was blinding my left eye.   

I met you.  

At the path leading to the department, I thought you were returning from a night class 
because your bag was slung across your shoulder to your back and you walked in deliberate 
slowness, this was unlike you, I thought. I moved close to you and we exchanged a handshake, 
you weren't smiling. When I wanted to leave your palms, you held it and tugged at it a little.  

"Are you happy, James?" I couldn't believe you sounded this way.  

"Yes, I'm okay," was the only answer I could make of your question, "but are you okay 
too? What is wrong?" I staggered back, looking at you, inquisitive.  

You said with a tone of finality, "it's nothing, I'm okay." You left and waved at me. I 
waved back and wondered about the wave, the finality in your tone, as if it was a last kind of 
meeting. I never gave it so much thought, I walked to the lecture hall, which was the last for the 
semester.  

I went to Ekpo-ref to print my course form. Ekpo-ref and its buzzing presence of hungry 
and noisy students. Computer appliances clattered around, generators droned the nooks and 
cranny of the uncompleted building as if they were having a sort of contest.  

Returning to the department, I joined the queue at the last room by the right, was where 
the departmental office was situated. In the quiet composure of myself, I turned my phone's 
data ON. Messages from WhatsApp group chat flooded in, alongside friend requests and 
notifications from Facebook. Sliding through my screen, I realized many students pasted gifs 
and images, mimicking and mocking a lecturer in class.  

Hahahaha, this man wan use style tell us say they no dey pay them well? Son of the sun, 
wrote.  

Then another, Mara: Na 10k he wan use feed him family?  

Next was an emoji, then stickers and all forms of messages flooded in. Then, there was a 
pause, as a result of network fluctuations; after some minutes, news started describing you: 

Ona anoro onwe ya, one typed.  

I know this boy well ooo, he's from my village, chai.  

What is the meaning of this rubbish?  

I didn’t get the gist properly, words combined in a flurry were just flowing. They said you 
uncorked and downed two damn snipper bottles, I couldn't believe it. Somebody wrote a hate 
speech about what you did few hours ago. I churned it over, that was an hour after we met.  
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VIII  

Still in the queue, I looked up the sky, I saw the birds circling around each other, this 
time they flew slowly, as though their feathers were clipped, they clustered the sky, they 
weren't chirping. I felt dark. Other students were murmuring things like: "Is it not someone 
who doesn't have a purpose in life that thinks of suicide?" 

"That boy is a fool." 

I got mad, I wanted to shush them, knowing fully well it would cause a scuffle. But later, I 
concluded otherwise, thinking you would pull through, because according to the report, you 
were being rushed to the school clinic. I dragged my feet until it was my turn to enter for 
manual course registration.  

After I was done with the registration and another feet of students swooped past me in a 
hurry, I looked for Onyinyechi, she was nowhere to be found, I left. When I returned, I pulled 
off my shirt and was so much in a hurry to turn ON my data again. I followed the news from 
there, Ernest, Chibuike, Stanley and some lecturers had carried you from the school clinic and 
to a huge hospital in Enugu. The school clinic didn’t have enough medical appliances to wash 
off the poison from your system.  

The afternoon heat turned to an evening of frost; I couldn't concentrate. Every update 
proved you were still here, surviving. I went to your profile on Facebook, the only words there 
were of your friends, coming to marvel at your notes, such creative lines you were able to pull 
together even as you contemplated your departure.  

On the comments section, some people wrote: 

Whoever is close to this guy should reach him.  

What is happening to him?  

He is always seeking attention.  

What would make someone want to do this?  

Otosirieze obi young, please reach out for this boy.  

I began to envisage Otosirieze Obi young's tall gait, scooping you by his palms, his 
aquiline nostrils quivering to the putrefying odour of snipper and undigested food particles and 
saliva dripping from the corners of your mouth.  

I scrolled with tears dripping my eyes. I felt I should cry my eyes out to maintain a 
perfect body temperature to the frosty evening, it was then that Stanley wrote: Let's pray for 
Akachi, he is presently taking medication. He dropped.  

My tears were doing it right up until 8:15pm.  

Stanley wrote finally: Akachi, gave up! It came alongside crying emojis.  

I ceased.  

My pillow became a rivulet. 

A day later, Jo Nketiah wrote you this: 

What is the essence of saying more words since the last one I said couldn't save you…  
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Photography  
—by Mouna Quafik 

 

 

MOUNA OUAFIQ is a Moroccan poet, short story writer, colomnist and photographer 
from Rabat. She has worked as a culture editor for a number of Arab periodicals and 
newspapers and one of the first journalists to work in electronic journalism. Together 
with other young journalists in Egypt, she founded the International Federation of 
Electronic Journalism. Mouna has received many prizes and awards including the BBC 
Radio Award, the Kuwaiti Arab Magazine Award and the Jazan Club Prize for Saudi 
Literature. Her work has been anthologised in several collections in the Arab 
world. Mint, Wax and Death and Lo3ab.com, her two short story collections were 
published by two Cairo publishing houses, Dar Sharqiyyat and Dar Afaq respectively. 
She has also published three collections of poetry, Brown Vanilla, by Dar Azmina in 
Jordan, Red Neon by Dar Alnahda in Beirut and Sharp Edge of a Half Broken Plate by 
Dar Rawafid in Cairo. She’s currently working on a poetry collection, From A Female 
Chimpanze to Darwin. This is the first time her work has been published in English. 

 

Salt, sweet, tears 

http://lo3ab.com/
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Boats sink if soil gets inside 

The sun is the hand of pride 
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Rainbow always apologize for angry skies 

Above Neruda’s grave, a sky crammed with shadowy fish 
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We are finally home 

A cured spirit 
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Exactly like me. A bruised apple is not all bad 

I walked barefoot on hot road, on glass and on stones.. I conquered the road 
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In Conversation with the 
Dead 
—by Peculiar C. Ene 

 

here are times when thoughts of mother come flashing in my head, but all they 
bring are empty memories of undocumented history... 

I miss those times you appear in my dream and disappear before I reach you.. 
Those nights it rained and you come to me by lightning. I hear the stories they 

tell about you and I try to picture your face through the face of aunty Ladi; the only living sister 
earth still nurtures for you, or rather, for me, for my sister Patricia. 

My heart gets heavy sometimes that it fees like breaking through my chest especially 
when my new mother lays the foundation. There're days she makes me cry and wish you're still 
here. There're also times I wish I died in place of Shedrach.  

Growing up and not hating her was something I had to struggle with especially when 
she'd lie just to have my father punish me. I still remember the night I was flogged mercilessly 
by father because she told him I slapped her. I wish I did. Somehow it would have helped me 
bear the pain I suffered from the cuts I incurred from the wipe. 

I'd never seen father furious like he was that night. What broke me was the fact that he 
believed her. Nothing could hurt more than that. Not even the wounds. Of course, it wasn't the 
first time I got punishment for committing an offense I know nothing about, neither was it the 
last. How she could lie and cry at the same time surprised me. Not anymore. I'm used to it 
already. 

What's that thing that hinders the dead from visiting the living? I see in a movie where 
the dead and the living gets to party once in year and it makes me wish life is but a fairytale.  

I'm mad at you for dying on me, for dying on father and my sister. I guess Shedrach was 
lucky to have died too. Yes, he was lucky to have escaped all the wickedness earth would have 
served him without you. May his soul find rest. For sure, he's resting. For what does God have 
against a baby less than a year old? Nothing.  

T 

PECULIAR COMFORT ENE is a poet and a short story writer with several 
publications. Born and brought up in Benue State. A Lover of Art and admirer of 
Science. Emotional. She loves to travel especially for tourism. At age six, she dropped 
her real name "Clementina" for "Comfort" for a reason she now see as childish. Aside 
writing, she's a baker, seamstress, and a make-up artist. She's a graduate of English and 
Literary Studies, Benue State University Makurdi. A member of SEVHAGE Literary 
Development Initiative, Performance Artist at Benue Poetry Troupe (BPT) and a 
humanitarian at Hope Space Initiative. Nature and emotion inspires her writings.  
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I still tell people I don't wish for your return with the excuse that you never existed to 
me. Well, that's the only way I manage to escape the suffering and emotional illness your 
demise brought me.  

It's over a decade since you slept and I'm still here wishing you'd wake up in an old 
photograph lacking colour and a three letter word written in red ink on your forehead "RIP" 
just like the ones I see in Uncle's pictures. Even that of my stepmother. I think it is a thing with 
the older generation to inscribe R.I.P(Rest In Peace) on photographs of their deceased as 
though it'll attorn for their sins and grant them free admission into heaven. Perhaps, it is a 
conscious way of announcing an obituary or telling of the death of friends and family members 
to anyone who cares to flip through old copies of bleached looking photographs that smells of 
death itself. The look of the people in it to their long forgotten wears tells you they're not of this 
generation. We call it Old school. I hardly see insignias like that on my friend's pictures. 
Somehow they find it easier to shove your emotions with death stories orally than leaving their 
wishes as insignias on photographs of dead relatives and friends. Countless times, I find myself 
crying listening to people share stories of how they  lost a relative. I'm that emotional. Father 
jocularly told me once that I have too many tears in my eyes, reason I cry about almost 
everything. Sometimes I wish I could just live and not feel.  

How did you do it? I mean the food flask containing jollof rice you brought for my sister 
and I after your death. Was it part of your plan or it was a coincident Patricia almost died from 
eating your food?  

I can't remember why I didn't eat with her but I remember not having a good feeling 
about you that day. I was three but sensitive. 

Did you hate the paster that organised prayers and fasting for Patricia commanding your 
spirit back to where it belongs or you just left on plans to return as you did when it rained 
heavily that night I was wrongly accused, flogged and sent outside to cry, shivering from cold 
and scared of the dark, I held on to my sister before you made us run like mad dogs into the 
house.  

The lightning was quick as usual and accompanied by a resounding thunder that 
sounded as if the heavens was falling that I almost jumped out of my skin, I was terrified to my 
toes not to have noticed anything but I can't be wrong about what I saw, it was you standing 
there in the rain watching us. I don't need to remember what your face looked like to know it is 
you whenever I encounter you. My spirit tells me. I guess you didn't mean to scare us. I don't 
know if Patricia saw you too but we both ran. 

Was it my imagination or it was really you I saw standing at the corner of aunty's one 
room apartment somewhere in Mararaba, Nasarawa State that afternoon Shedrach died from 
convulsion while stretching his hands towards your direction?  

No, they didn't see you. And no, I wasn't just seeing things. Well, somehow they knew it 
was you; they knew you took him. We all believe so, especially me because I saw you.  

I still remember aunty, mindless of her near-nudity when the wrapper covering her body 
decided it could no longer cover her as it fell to the ground while she was trying to revive 
Shedrach leaving her upper body bare of any clothing as she cursed in tears calling your full 
name, accusing you of wickedness for taking her son, sorry your son from her.  

I wonder how I managed to believe they are no true ghost stories when my encounters 
with you are still fresh like the cakes I now bake. I prefer to believe what my Bible says, "It is 
appointed unto a man once to die and after death judgement."I guess it is another escape route 
for me to cure myself of my longings for you. 
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I didn't cry when you died. Do people cry when they don't know about the death of their 
dear ones? I believed father when he said you travelled. I waited for your return only for you to 
start appearing and disappearing like the ghosts I see in movies.  

I didn't cry even when the children in our neighbourhood corrected me that you my 
mother didn't travel to the village but had died. I ran to ask father. I can't remember the answer 
he gave me. I only remember sitting at Uncle Turuna's drinking place with father and Patricia 
eating goat meat pepper soup with 25CL Fanta. Mortuary standard like my friend David would 
say.  

Then father brought a woman to the house announcing the arrival of a new mother. They 
said he had married her. I was at their wedding but what did I know then?  

 I looked at her and didn't find you in her so I told father in her presence that she's not 
my mother. I was too young to pick my words. She herself was less mature mentally to know I 
was but a child. I guess it is one of the reasons she doesn't like me till date. I said one of the 
reasons because I remember always reporting her to father each time she treated me harshly. 
Like the time she used a spatula to hit my mouth for saying what I can't remember and the 
morning she woke us(my sister and I) from sleep by hitting our heads with an iron bucket. 
Heaven knows I screamed on top of my voice just to alert father. Well, she denied doing 
anything like that. Father didn't know what to believe, but he knew I wasn't lying.  

 

                                                             * * * 

 

    You stopped appearing when I believed them. When my inquisitiveness had me sitting 
at your sister's feet listening to the stories she told about you__ your life and death.  

Your death is still a mystery to me. It wears my mind like a helmet of confusion. Aunty 
has her own story similar to that which her relatives tell; pointing accusing fingers on father's 
mother while father and his relatives tell their own story accusing your father for your death. 
I'm drunk in confusion so I've shifted the blame from neither granny nor grandpa and wear it 
on death. 

If you could talk to me, I'd love to hear your own side of the story just to be sure. Not just 
that. There're a thousand and one questions I'd love to ask you. One of which is to why you 
didn't try to take me with you like you did with Shedrach. Not even an attempt like you did 
with Patricia. Am I your least favourite? Did you like me less? They told me about the many 
times I'd cry for no good reason just to get your attention from Shedrach. Did it offend you tha 
much that you didn't want me with you in the after life? or you were worried I'd be a headache 
with my endless cries. 

It's fine. I shouldn't be saying these things but the fact that you didn't consider taking me 
with you sometimes makes me want to think you didn't like me as much as you did with my 
siblings. 

You didn't come for father as well. I heard how he begged severally to see you again even 
in his dream but you know how to keep your distance from those that really love and 
desperately wish to see you. 

Did you know my stepmother once accused me of killing you and Shedrach because I 
wasn't careful enough to watch my kid brother, her son. He fell and injured his mouth and I 
became a witch that caused your death, that of my brother with plans to kill her own son. That 
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day, I was beaten with iron hangers by her and Ada, her apprentice.  Like expected, she denied 
it when I was able to talk to father about it and I became a liar. I believe you understand how I 
felt. I was a child but I can never forget these things. How would I when she wouldn't stop lying 
even now that I'm grown and about to get married. Just last month, she attacked me with her 
fingers and almost blinded my right eye for spanking her son for not obeying her when she sent 
him on an errand. I thought I was helping her. She told me not to help train her children and 
told father I slapped her and pushed her to hit her head on the wall when she demanded to 
know why I was beating her son. She claimed I was chasing him round the compound and 
beating him with sticks and stones. She'd pass for the devil's apprentice when it comes to lying. 

 

                                                      * * * 

 

     I still can't remember your face. You know how to make me forget what you look like 
each time you come to me. You disappear with my memory of what your face looks like same 
way you made sure there's no photograph of you after your death through means humans 
consider natural__ like the roof of our house flying off when it rained heavily destroying all our 
pictures including yours. I'm blaming you for it because mysteriously, no one has a picture of 
you and when I found a photograph I believed was yours in father's wardrobe, I said I was going 
to show it to him on his return from work but I couldn't find it again. I know you were behind 
that too. I guess you prefer not to be remembered, but please, if you ever get to travel this path 
which the living trails before I sleep forever, kindly toss me a picture of yourself smiling. I really 
love to see the resemblance they say we share. 
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Art has turned me  

JELILI ATIKU is a Nigerian multimedia artist with political concerns for human rights and justice. 

Through drawing, installation sculpture, photography, video and performance (live art); he strives to help 
viewers understand the world and expand their understanding and experiences, so that they can activate and 
renew their lives and environments. For over a decade, Jelili has put his art at service of the prevailing 
concerns of our times; especially those that threaten our collective existence and the sustenance of our 
universe. The contents of these concerns ranging from psychosocial and emotional effects of the traumatic 
events such violence, war, poverty, corruption, climate change and others that are associated with our warring 
world have dominated his artistic forms. Born on Friday 27th September 1968 in Ejigbo (Lagos), Nigeria, Jelili 
was trained at Ahmadu Bello University, Zaria, Nigeria and University of Lagos, Nigeria – Where he was 
awarded Bachelor of Arts (Fine Arts) and Master of Arts (Visual Arts) respectively. He is presently the artistic 
Director of AFiRIperFOMA – a collective of performance artists in Africa; and Chief Coordinator of 
Advocate for Human Rights Through Art (AHRA). Jelili has travelled widely and participated in numerous 
performances/exhibitions/talks in Africa, Asia, Europe and America. He is 2015 Prince Claus Laureates and 
was wrongly accused, arrested, detained in prison and trialed on the instance of his performance in public 

space in 2016; and also, in 2019 for protecting the indigenous Yoruba religion, Ìṣè ṣe. He was artist in 
residence/ Professor at Brown Arts Initiative/Department of Africana Studies, Brown University, providence, 
USA in 2018; and artist in residence at Thami Mnyele Foundation, Amsterdam in Netherlands in 2021. He is 
the President of Ejigbo Indigenes Forum (EIF) and Chairman of Community Development Committee, 
Ejigbo LCDA, Lagos. 
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Click various podcast channels to listen:   ANCHOR  AUDIOMACK RSS.COM 

 

Libretto: Tell us about your background. 
What was it like for you growing up? 

 

Yes, I was born in 1968, during the Civil War. 
I lost my father when my mother was two 
months pregnant with me, and so I never met 
him. I grew up living with my grandparents 
and had my primary school and secondary 
school education in Ejigbo. It was after then 
that I went to Ahmadu Bello University to 
study fine arts in Zaria. My grandparents 
were Muslim. This meant I was brought up in 
an Islamic way. I believe this to be 
responsible for my hybrid growth in terms of 
how the Arab, Western, and Asian culture 
influences my worldview and artistry. By 
Asian, I got that through watching India and 
Chinese films. At some point, I also went to 
Quranic School. 

 

Libretto: What made you decide to become 
an artist and sculptor? 

 

 

Well, I think the decision was a natural 
occurrence. Initially, I didn't aspire to 
become an artist. I wanted to become a 
lawyer. But something dramatic happened 
while I was in secondary school. There is this 
routine of having a morning assembly where 
all the students assemble in front of the 
principal's office for the principal to address 
us. I was one of those students who often 
preferred to stay at the back of the line. One 
of my classmates jokingly called me, “my 
lawyer”. This came as a surprised to another 
of my classmate. This other classmate asked 
me “Why do you want to become a lawyer? 
You are very good in drawings and painting. 
You should read arts instead.” That 
conversation was like a magical moment for 
me. It basically triggered my determination to 
study art. I decided to read art after 
secondary school and graduated with 
specialization in sculpture. My specialization 
in sculpture is another story on its own. 
When you are in the university, when you get 
to 300 level that is when you go for your 
specialization. I wanted to become a painter. 
And so during this procedure, I requested to 

https://anchor.fm/libretto-publishers--magazine/episodes/A-conversation-with-Jelili-Atiku-e1sple8
https://audiomack.com/librettong/song/art-has-turned-me-into-an-extended-field-of-human-knowledge-jelili-atiku
https://media.rss.com/librettong/feed.xml
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be assigned to 
painting class. 
Unfortunately, the 
school declined my 
request, in the belief 
that I'll be better off 
reading sculpture. It 
felt like I was being 
compelled and I 
didn’t liked that. I 
wrote a petition on 
the situation, but to 
my dismay, the 
school didn’t change 
its decision. That's 
how I ended up 
specialising in 
sculpture, and as fate 
would have it, I 
graduated as the best 
sculpture student in 
the sculpture section. 

 

Libretto: Which of 
your artworks do you 
regard as your most 
challenging on an 
emotional and 
artistic level? 

Well, on an emotional level, I will say a 
performance which I titled “Araferaku”, 
which is more of a personal memory. It’s in 
memory of my father, and deals with the 
absence and presence of love. Like I said, I 
never met my father. But because I have a 
tremendous love for him, I decided to do a 
performance in memory of him. And also he 
died during the Civil War. He was not buried 
in my community. My grandparents and my 
mother have no experience of where he was 
buried. And so, as of this moment, no one can 
say where my father was buried when he 
died. When he died, the army came to move 
his corpse and buried him somewhere 
unknown. So because of that, I did a 
performance where I created a sculpture of 
him and I went through the burial ceremony. 
That was more emotional to me and also to 
my mother. My mother cried throughout the 
performance. It's also become like a healing. 

But the challenging one, I will say it is the 
one that has to do with the performance that 
I titled ‘Àràgàmàgò Will Rid This Land off 
Terrorism’. After the performance I was 
arrested and thrown into jail. I went through 
a rigorous judicial prosecution for six months, 
but I was eventually freed.  

 

Libretto: In any exhibition you hosted have 
you ever sold all your artworks? 

Well. You must understand that I don't 
attach any financial value to my work, and so 
it becomes really more difficult. My first solo 
show in Lagos State was about prison 
congestion, and people rarely buy artworks of 
such nature. So I didn't sell any. But recently, 
I did another solo show, and sold a lot of 
artworks at the show. But it was more 
commercial inclined because the exhibition 
was created for people who yearned to have 
some of my paintings.  

Don’t Eat Garlic Near The Queen, performance at Lagos Book and Art 

Festival in Freedom Park, Old Prison Ground by Broad Street, Lagos 

Island, Lagos , Nigeria on Tuesday November 15 2022. Photo by Adeola 

Adeniyi 
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Libretto: What's your creative process like? 
Do you have any particular set of routines 
you indulge before getting to work on a 
piece? 

I do my work with a strict and rigid artistic 
principle, which I call ancestral methods. In 
the ancestral method, I approach my work in 
an indigenous Yoruba artistic way, where first 
of all, I try to align myself within myself. I 
align to my energy, and in the process, it is 
like trying to understand more deeply, the 
context which I try to work with. In that 
process I went through an inner journey into 
the idea and researched the context itself, 
which takes me a lot of deep time. It’s a 
process that requires a lot of deep research 
and questioning. While I’m probing into the 
idea, and doing a lot of things, at the same 
time, I’m going into the stages of sketching 
out the idea, writing it down, and building on 
it. Then later I go into the stage of creating, 
which deals with the objects of the 
performance, such as costumes, and building 

the ideas into actions. Lastly, 
trying to align with the space 
which I want to work with is 
the most rigorous part of the 
process. So those are the 
stages and procedures I work 
with in my performances. 

 

Libretto: Artists and 
sculptors generally tend to 
have ways to characterize or 
describe their style. How will 
you describe yours? 

Well, I'm a performance 
artist. And that is the 
vocabulary which the art 
historians have carved out for 
that. But in a simpler way, I 
want to be seen as an artist 
that creates work. That is 
how I want to be described.  

 

Libretto: Some artists and 
sculptors want to change the world with their 
art, while some want to make money, and 
while some want to do both. What kind of 
impact do you want your work to have on the 
world? 

Change is relative. But I want to see my arts 
coming from the perspective of increasing in 
the sensitivity of my audience to understand 
the environment and the world which we live 
in. So that's what I want to do. I want to open 
my work to conversation within the mind of 
my audience. And in that process, they 
should be able to arrive at a kind of meaning 
or understanding they want to relate with. 

 

Libretto: Your works are intensely political. 
Your have many works that  focuses on 
human rights and social justice issues with 
that do you think artists and sculptors have 
to be political if they want to be taken 
serious?  

 

Festino della Terra (Aláráagbó XIII), performance at 

Manifesta 12, Palermo, Italy on Friday June 15 2018. 

Photo by Ayo Akinwande. 

Festino della Terra (Aláráagbó XIII), performance at 

Manifesta 12, Palermo, Italy on Friday June 15 2018. 

Photo by Ayo Akinwande. 
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No, really, I don't think so. All artists don't 
necessarily have to be political in their works. 
I choose to be political because of my 
understanding that majority of the things 
that affect our collective life are being 
influenced by our political experiences and 
the political sectors of our life. Most of the 

pains that we go 
through in Nigeria, 
for example, or all 
over the world, are 
inflicted by the 
policies of the 
governments, the 
principles of the 
government, and all 
the things that the 
government pushes 
to our life. So that's 
why I tend to 
concentrate more 
on that. And it's just 
natural for me to 
talk about those 
things. I'm just 
being natural. I'm 
just being sincere to 
our own collective 
and personal 
experiences. So in a 
real way, it’s not 
necessary that every 
artist has to be 

political. No, it is not. 

 

Libretto: You’ve been in the Nigerian art 
space for long. What are some of the barriers 
and challenges you have to overcome just to 
get to where you are today?  

Red Day (In The Red Series #17), performance with Alo Oluwatobi Peter, Joe C. Samuel, Vincent 

Obinka Ikenna, Anthony Ajaero, Akinrinola Abiodun, Taiwo Aiyedogbon,Opoku Mensa, Okafor 

May, Titilope Salami, Remi Durosinmi-Etti Adeoye, Ogunlesi Paul Oyetunde, Jamiu Sanni, 

Omokeko Olufela and Silas Mensah in Lagos Biennial, Railway Compound, Ebute Metta, Lagos, 

Nigeria on Thursday October 19 2017. Photo by Ayo Akinwande. 

Kill Not This Country (Maanifẹsítò II), Catholic Mission Street/ 

Hospital Road / Broad Street, Lagos Island, Nigeria on 2015 

Saturday November 31, 2015. Photo by Emmanuel Sanni. 
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Nigerian artists face a lot of germane 
problems and barriers. I am an academic 
trained artist. I went to the university to train 
myself. If you have to go through a 
curriculum that is obsolete; a curriculum 
that, for example, that is focused on a 
European artist or artistry that teaches us 
about European arts, you’re likely going to be 
influenced by their methods and style. The 
irony is that European artists don’t talk about 
our own indigenous artistry, but over here 
students are taught to create art in the 
western way. That is the one barrier. The 
second barrier is funding. There is absolutely 
no funding for art in Nigeria and neither is 
there a great atmosphere where people write 

about our work. 
You have to become 
an art historian in 
order to write about 
your work and 
project yourself. 
Galleries are also 
not much. So the 
commercial aspect 
of art is not growing 
in the country. So 
those are the 
challenges that you 
have to face as a 
Nigerian artist.  

 

Libretto: Do you interpret your artworks to 
your audience or do you rather leave them to 
critique and interpret your art as they deem 
fit?  

I think it's in both ways. If the time permits, 
some of my audience usually ask questions 
and I try to explain to them. But in my own 
principle of art, when you follow my work, 
you will see that most of the time the objects 
that I project out, and I collaborate with, 
most of them actually resonate with my 
audience. My works are designed in the way 
that my audience should be able to relate 
with the objects and also try to deduce 
meanings independently. I am open to 

The Masses, Water Colour, 2006. 

Onílé Ganyìnganyìn I, performance at Igboji, Ogun State, 

Nigeria (Friday September 25, 2020). Enacted in the context of 

  làbọrú, Performance-Based Film. Photo by Omotunde 

Ayodeji.) 

                    -     (Aláráagbó XI), performance at Lagos Photo 

Festival, Escalator Exhibition Hall, Eko Hotel & Suites, Victoria 

Island, Lagos, Nigeria, (Saturday October 22, 2016. Photo by Tom 

Saater. 
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conversation and these conversations are 
supposed to progress into them contributing 
with their own understanding of it. So, 
sometimes, it may not be necessary, and 
sometimes, it may be necessary. It all 

depends on the audience. 
And also depends on the 
space. 

 

Libretto: Have you ever face 
challenges with people trying 
to ridicule or devalue your 
work?  

Of course, sometimes I do. 
Especially in Nigeria here, 
where a lot of people want to 
see some of your works and 
then they say, “Wow! This is 
fetish!” Which is 
understandable because we 
are still battling with the 

effects of colonialism. Psychologically, we 
have been brainwashed in understanding 
most of the meanings of our visuals objects 
that have been demonized. So that is the 

                                            ), 

University of Texas at Austin USA ơn Friday 

April 11, 2014. Photo by Hakeem Adewumi. 

The Masses, Water Colour, 2006. 
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challenges I'm facing most of the time, 
especially in Nigeria. 

 

Libretto: Okay, so how do you face the 
challenges? 

I try to create, I try to be who I am, and I try 
to do my work in understanding of the 
context which I'm working with. I leave my 
audience to decide what I want to do, what 

they want to see, whether they 
want to sympathize with their 
own understanding or they are 
trying to understand that I'm 
coming from an ancestral 
memory that is valuable. So if 
any of the audience wants to 
approach my work in that 
understanding, then good; and 
if they want to have an 
alternate understanding, then 
that is also fine by me. But the 
actual fact is that I am just an 
artist that does my own work. 

 

Libretto: Apart from art what 
other profession would you have chosen? And 
what source of inspiration fuels your artwork? 

I would have chosen to be a lawyer. But right 
now, I don't think there is any other 
profession I would have choose other than 
art, because art in itself has a lot of fields. I'm 
also a poet. There are a lot of things in art 
which one can go. Even when you studied my 
arts, it has made me to become like an 
extended field of human knowledge. 

I Am Àbíkú, performance at 

JP Clark Centre, University 

of Lagos, Nigeria on July10 

2014. Photo by Yusuff 

Ododo 

E Don Tey Wey We Dey, BOZAR, Palais des Beaux-Arts / Centre for Fine 

Arts; and A Performance Affair (APA), Vanderborght Building, Brussels, 

Belgium on Friday September 6, 2019. Photo by Catherine Goffeau. 
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Libretto: Some artists and sculptors find it 
difficult to sustain themselves, often because 
their family wouldn't support their choice of 
art as a career. When you started how did 
your family react to you being an artist and 
sculptor? 

Well, in that aspect, I think I want to see 
myself as one of the lucky ones. But of course, 
like I said, initially, my grandfather did not 
like that. I want to go and specialize in 
sculpture because of his Islamic influence. 
But along the line, he didn't say anything. He 
didn't give me any kind of hindrance. But the 
most important thing is, is for you to also 
determine what you want to do with yourself, 
with your life. I choose to be an artist and 
nobody influenced that for me. It was later on 
in the years that I got to know that my father 

was a musician. But that never influenced my 
decision to become an artist. It was my own 
decision. And so whatever I go through in the 
process, whether pain or happiness, I should 
be able to follow that. So I was predetermined 
to be an artist.  

 

Libretto: So, finally, what are you working on 
next? What should we look forward to? 

 Well, you should look forward to seeing 
some of my works. I just did a performance in 
the just concluded Lagos Book, and Art 
Festival. I titled the performance, “Don’t Eat 
Garlic Near The Queen”. In January and 
February I will be in France and South Africa, 
where I want to make a performance titled “E 
Don Tey Wey We Dey”. So be expecting me to 
do more works. 
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