
FOREWORD. 
 
In Her Eyes started with a simple request from Ife Olujuyigbe on Facebook. 
She asked all her Facebook friends to post whatever comes to mind after 
seeing what is now this book's front page. And just as it started, it soon 
became a battle between prose writers and poetry writers. 
 
The prose writers made use of flash fiction to depict the story ideas that came 
to their minds, while the poets rivalled them with poems of different kinds. 
Prince Adewale Oreshade, in volume one,  swore to write a septet – waleje -  
for every flash fiction the prose writers wrote. 
 
Enjoy this 'Art-Battle', share with friends, add the writers on Facebook, and 
be the judge. Prose or Poetry? 
 
Volume two was a spin-off from volume one. Mrs. Iquo DianaAbasi Eke after 
participating in volume one decided to post the picture on her Facebook wall, 
and the works that were posted as comments have been featured in this book 
as volume two. We hope you enjoy that too. 
 
It is our hope that this contribution to art will awaken the energy within your 
inner soul, so that when you see, you see beauty. For it is only when beauty is 
seen in everything, that we become true humans. We hope our ink has been 
able to paint the beauty that will awaken the core of your being. 
 
Have an awesome reading experience. And a BIG shout-out goes to the 
writers. We are the Writers we have been waiting for. 
 
- Prince Adewale Oreshade. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



VOLUME I 
 
Rite of passage 
 
dumb stricken to silence, 
they look on 
like sacrificial lambs 
awaiting the butcher's knife. 
 
this ritual follows 
with little blood flow; 
a gash on the wrist 
two cuts in the midriff 
and 13 incisions on the waist. 
 
thus, with scalpels, 
men announce maidens 
of French Guinea ripe 
for the most suited takers. 
 
–Shittu Fowora. 
 
 
 
Of red bandannas 
Festivities 
War 
Pretty ladies 
And silent faces 
 
To live forever 
Is a present task 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
One glared. 
The other smiled. 
Bittersweet. 
Life. 
 
- Eketi Aime Ette 
 
 



Tales one shouldn't tell 
 
We sat before gloom 
Sharing grim with the night. 
We watched in awe 
as they sang detrimental anthems. 
 
Our lives were stolen  
Before the troubled owl 
Our souls were bottled 
in a can of weeping fear. 
 
Tell these tales to your children, only 
when your soul meets with the grave. 
 
Up-north is for ghosts! 
 
–Adedayo Adeyemi Agarau 
 
 
 
She smiled, basking in the aura of his protection. She felt like she was guarded 
like an army whenever his dark eyes lit up. With him, there was no reason for 
fear to pay a visit to her face. She could dare the Devil himself. After all, she 
had him, always ready to defend, ready to take up arms against the Creator if 
he had to, because her warmth was all that mattered” 
 
– Ifeanyi Jerry Chiemeke 
 
 
 
What happens when the warmth is gone? 
And the red bandanna has strangled her neck? 
 
Will she foam in the dark? 
Will it be white? 
Will it be quick?  
 
What happens when her beauty fades? 
Will he then smile to the camera? 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 



Across the distance 
Across the shores 
The future beckons 
A promise of hope 
Out of the shadows 
The dawn of a new morrow 
Away with the shackles  
Away with the chains 
Out of the darkness 
Out from the shadows 
Tomorrow is bright 
For you and I 
 
– Iduseri Emily Osa 
 
 
 
 
After darkness dawned 
dawn became stillbirth 
hope buried in the darkness of darkness 
only the light within remained 
gloom presses on edge of an Hitler victor 
but the force within fights on 
urging on. 
 
– Adetimilehin Vic'Adex Inioluwa 
 
 
 
 
It's dark again 
But we have light 
From his stare to mine 
We make light 
Two is one 
Fiercest of stares 
And on the strip of red 
My champion wears his kills… 
 
– Wole Ayodele-Fash 
 
 
 
 



They did not want me to post this. I had to encrypt it. 
 
*A Mild Warning* 
 
Don't You wonder what the girls are staring at? 
Look at the one who has the spirit of a black cat 
Behind her, is the thing that cut off her tongue. 
You can't understand why nobody says it is wrong 
 
They stare at their prey: the internet surfer. 
Are you not curious about how the meat will suffer? 
Coming into your room, you reach for the phone and find this message on it: 
*Your Tongue* 
 
P.S: Pick out the first word from each paragraph and RUN! 
 
– John Afere 
 
 
 
 
Three days, they had been in captivity. Save for a miserly morsel of bean cake 
on the first night, they had eaten nothing- or so he thought.  
 
So it was that when the guard marched in, barking for them to stand up, he 
had sat grimly, with an expression of naked defiance emblazoned in his eyes 
and his lips set in an obstinate, thin line. 
 
"Stand up, don't you hear?", the guard boomed. 
 
"Give my girl food before I do", he retorted, still staring stonily. 
 
At the back, she struggled to stifle her laughter. 
See this mumu, I don 'ready disboyfriend you tey tey. 
 
Well, the guard had given her food- always... and she'd given him, in return, 
that thing meant solely for her "boyfriend". 
 
– Kennedy Illuminaliterati Akpoveta 
 
 
 
 
 
 



In this place 
This lion's den 
Pleasure is redefined 
Pain is pleasure 
And pleasure is pain 
 
BDSM is the order of the day 
I want this boyfriend dead! 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
Today, I will just read and click like, I don't care whether they stare at me with 
their evil look, whether they have red or blue bandanas on. I will pretend I do 
not see their unsmiling faces. 
 
Dem dey look me like monkey, dem nor know say I don dey look dem like 
banana since. I am not threatened by how they pout their faces. No story will 
come from me today, they can report me to Mark Zuckerberg but I will not 
flinch. The best they can do is threaten to seize my phone, with their 
unsmiling faces as their weapon.  
 
Their red bandana go turn brown today before dem go see me post any story. 
 
– James Becks Robert 
 
 
 
 
Red and brown bandannas 
To the earth we shall return; 
And everything will be brown 
 
Even this blue sphere 
Shall one day turn brown; 
For there first was brown 
 
Even before the air 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 



The darkness was a backdrop that silhouetted their forms as they huddled 
around the fire. The one they called Abu, one of the guards, reached out and 
stoked it, causing the flames to rise higher, sensing sparks flying up to 
infinity. 
 
The man sat beside his tent, afraid, yet intrigued. None of the girls spoke, 
laughed or cried. They just sat there protesting, even in their sullen silence. 
Once in a while, one would swat at mosquito, muttering what could be 
expletives, at that nocturnal insect. 
 
The man, Pierre de Lourdes, got up and nodded to the guard. Sauntering with 
care, he walked to the female forms encircling the fire. He squatted. Eyes 
turned in his direction, desultory. 
 
"Can you look at the camera, please?" He whispered to the two closest to 
where he stooped. Raising the camera to his eye, he adjusted the lens and 
zoomed in. 
 
She came into sharp focus; the lopsided curl of her upper lip spoke of fierce 
anger, hovering beneath the surface of a blank face and fiery brown eyes. 
Beyond the barely concealed glare, he saw the other's blurry form. The bare 
beginnings of a smile hovered around tightly closes lips. As he made to smile 
back, a shout rang out behind him. 
 
"Kei! Bature! Wetin be dis? I SAY, WETIN BE DIS?" the guard bellowed. He'd 
just stepped out of Pierre's tent. In his hands, he held a tee-shirt. Pierre 
immediately recognised it; he'd gotten it at the rally he'd attended at the 
square.  
 
Emblazoned on the front, were the words "BRING BACK OUR GIRLS” 
 
– Eketi Aime Ette 
 
 
Eketi and the embers 
Like wind to the trees 
 
Like flight to the butterfly 
 
Flying with the world as its path 
Tender and glowing 
 
Fanning the volcano 
At the peak of the mountain 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 



"Mama is never a witch! The death of Emeka is just unfortunate!" He stood 
fearlessly in front of his father who kept wielding an old sword, ready to hack.  
 
"Move away… Move away now before I slice you with your mother! She's not a 
witch yet you're the only useless son left of all my children. Ehn! " 
 
Furious, he strode forward after clearing his son from the way and landed the 
blade on his wife's arm. Instantly, the sword fell together with an arm. Blood 
garnished cartilages and muscles forced themselves out as he looked down in 
horror at his own arm as it fought on the floor.  
 
"I told you not to touch her, she stood by me while you fed me with hatred 
and picked others over me! You turned me against my brothers and left me to 
the streets father! I'm the wizard that killed your children! " 
 
He said, his eyes now pale. 
 
– Soogun Brown Omoniyi 
 
 
 
Aje ke lana 
Omo ku leni... 
 
Hate breeds hate 
Love breeds love 
 
Tani omowipe aje ana 
Lopa omo oni 
 
Oso, leave! 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The firewood burned brightly, lending some clarity to the stormy haze of 
dark, evil, pernicious thoughts that engulfed my mind that evening. 
 
Her father, Ahmed had murdered my father on his farm a week ago, married 
my mother and burnt down our little hut and farm; our only means of 
sustenance. 
 
Let her laugh all she wants. Something big is coming their way. Something so 
big it will destroy their lives as they did mine. 
 
– Sonibare 'sleeky' Kolawole 
 
 
 
Ajoji tosan bante wolu... 
 
He has come with indignity 
Three of his horse's legs shall break 
 
His food shall vanish 
And he shall turn to a river 
A new one  
 
Like the last stranger that came 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



I told them. 
I saw it come, the danger. 
With heavy black boots and snarling faces.   
 
I told them, my friends.   
I said the danger would come to take us. 
With their turbans wrapped around visages set with deadly purpose, their 
brawny hands brutally grabbing and viciously tearing at us, ripping us from 
the safety and laughter of the world we've always known.   
 
I told them. I sobbed as I told them, the other girls.   
I recounted the horrified screams that echoed from our throats, parched with 
terror. The stark fear that distorted our faces, streaked through with 
unrestrained tears. The shrieks, our shrieks that rent the evening as the 
danger snatched us from our innocence.   
 
I told them.   
But they laughed gaily and told me not to bother them with my silly 
nightmares. They laughed.   
 
And now they laugh no more. We laugh no more. The innocence is gone. Now, 
seated beside the crackle of the forest fires, shrouded by the gloom of our 
despairing fates, we stare into the face of the danger I knew would come for 
us. 
 
– Walter Shakespearean Ude 
 
 
 
Even though your words were poetry 
They could not stop these crusaders 
From making a prose out of us 
 
Their cross bearing chests 
Blood thirsty swords 
And rosary counting fingers 
 
Disguise not poetry as prose 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
  
 
 
 
 



Zandaya is crushed from within. Watching her mother die left a huge lump of 
turmoil in her soul. 
 
She has no one else to lean on, but her aunt who promises to take her to Italy. 
Tucking away her emotions, she determines to work and make her dead hero 
proud. 
 
– Esther Miracle Adebiyi 
 
 
 
Of Italy and noble works 
Of hard work and wishes 
Quest to cause a smile 
Off the face of a dead hero 
 
Zandaya! 
 
Live, and make your children proud 
Of the woman you are about to become 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
There was a boy, his friend tricked him into joining a gang, he was shot the 
very next day in a drive-by shootout. 
 
– Hymar David 
 
 
 
Mean faces and naiveté 
Ignorance and its bliss; 
 
Fire and the infant! 
 
Dripping heart 
Paints the streets 
With its hue of fear 
And cowardice 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 



We all know Ana is immature. When mommy complains, however, it cracks 
me up. I mean, who else do we blame for the way Ana is?  
 
All the while she was growing up, Mommy never stopped giving the ludicrous 
excuse of her being a small girl as a way of condoning her bullshit. Now that 
she‟s a teen, and they argue all the time, it amuses me even more. 
 
We just got to the Church youth camp this morning. We haven‟t even stayed 
up to a day and everyone already knows my darling sister. She has insulted 
the matron, fought at the borehole and even pulled out a fellow camper‟s hair. 
I have silently disassociated myself with her. Thankfully, we don‟t really look 
alike. 
 
Now at the camp fire night, she has come to meet me twice to ask for water. 
The second time she came, the girl wasn't smiling at all. 
 
„Go and ask the Youth Co-ordinator na‟ 
„He doesn‟t like me na.‟ 
„Ehn.., swallow saliva then na.‟ 
„Sara, don‟t vex me o.‟ 
„Abi is it my blood you‟d like?‟ 
„Sara!!‟  
I sighed. We could do this all night.  
„Okay. Let‟s go see him together.‟ 
 
I‟m standing a safe distance away, entertained as I watch her bicker with the 
good-looking hunk of a Youth Co-ordinator. He insists the water is finished, 
and I know her eyes are probably blazing at him right now.  
 
Well, what do I care? Ana is just a spoilt girl. 
 
– Ife Olujuyigbe 
 
 
 
Ana and prisms 
Prisms like prisons 
Prisons full of plights 
Plights of sudden pains 
Pains beyond pennies 
Pennies beyond a price 
Price is all that pays 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 



Mother told me I would grow up to become a wife and be a mother,  
"He has come for you bearing beads and lappas, a keg of wine and a purse of 
cowries for paapa, Lafayette." 
 
She left out the part about being the wife to a goat of a man. 
"But mama, he is really old, your other wife laughs at my misfortune and 
rightly so! See his stomach wobble and oh how he smells.”   
 
“Quiet, child! Such words do not bear you well.  
Others but envy, Lafayette.” 
 
Mother told me I must bear him children and be a good mother.  
Watching him waddle towards me I silently promise to make it a good murder 
 
– Odey Patrick 
 
 
 
Mens rea is all that is! 
 
On the path back home 
He gave up all his borrowed parts 
 
And slowly but surely 
He became that handsome prince 
 
He loved her forever 
And she hated herself forever 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
Today, Furaira will kill her father. She will pass a pole through his throat and 
she will watch him bleed to death. Then she will cut off his penis, the very 
device he has been using to wrench her apart. She will tie a red scarf-it 
signifies danger. There is anger in her heart and it shows in her eyes. She is 
innocent but angry, young but in pain, a child but a rebel. 
 
– Farida Adamu 
 
 
 
 
 



Oh, Furaira! 
Harbinger of good. 
 
Though some call it bad 
And shove curses down her throat 
 
It's not their thighs that's on fire 
Not their memories that have been defiled 
 
It is not them that have been abused! 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
Sigh no more, bella donnas,  
Weep you no more, sad fountains,  
Those bleary eyes bemoan agitation,  
But those face used to bloom like sweet flower pigmentation.  
 
Year after year, he adds one more flower,  
And it never ends within one hour,  
Then their face suddenly all turn pale - deadly pale, 
But hope would change the shape of a face ail. 
 
– Sandra De Roux 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Mother is pleased. 
But I am not. 
 
The women giggle and titter  
My mortar music mills maize  
She is strong, they smile and mutter 
Frowning, I do not meet their gaze. 
 
I have strength because I climb trees 
My feet are sure, for I run in the breeze  
Dance in the rain whenever I please  
Fight with boys, hurt my knees  
 
But here I am, Gran-trapped in kitch' 
Tending the hearth, while the women sing 
Stopping to glare, at that old witch 
How unfair this is, they seized my sling! 
 
Mother is pleased. 
But I am not. 
 
– Emem Alexandra Akpan-Nya 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



E been don tey wey those two boys dey follow me, but me I been gree for no 
one, me been dey wait for de one wey my chest go yuan say na am be dat. 
 
De first one na Melvin, small black bobo. Him sabi book die, dey speak oyibo 
fine fine and de bobo try small for face. De only wahala wit am be say him 
been dey do smeh smeh like woman, me been need original bobo wey dey 
kempe, wey go stand gidiba if kasala burst. 
 
That kind guy na im Utoro be, na strong man. My only wahala with am dat 
time be say him dey smoke like say him be sharcoal, him teeth don colourate 
like yellow cloth wey dem soak inside jik bleash, and him dey do Melvin like 
lizard wey dey pursue cockroash. 
 
Na im one day Utoro being show my caban come see me, we come go lungu, 
him come dey tell me say he wan arrange my life with romancing. Me I tell am 
say may im chill small may i consider, im no wan hear. Na im e come carry 
kpomo mouth wan kiss me. I light am slap wey give am mark for face, im been 
wan revenge na im Melvin come appear like Angel jack am for back push am. 
E sweet me die ehn! Him stand like man face Utoro; no be small beating im 
collect sha o but I proud for im matter. 
 
So my pikin dem, na so I take marry una Papa,Utoro o, na strong man I need. 
  Abeg Ejiro go buy cigga for am before im come house o may we no shop 
beating like yesterday own. 
 
– Emmanuel Papa Lexzy Obekpa 
 
 
 
Choices and wishes 
Like wind to the kite; 
 
Wobbly to and fro. 
 
Choices and wishes 
Like air to music; 
 
Pleasing to the ears. 
 
If wishes were horses! 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 



Everyone thinks I'm a pretty girl. But I'm not. I'm a boy, but I wear my hair in 
long braids. 
 
That's the only way Zainab will notice me. She only likes fine boys. And hair is 
the only thing that makes me different from the other guys in my village. 
 
You see, Otukpo is very hot. And because the men have to work on the farms 
whether it's sunny or not, they all end up becoming bald before they're 
twenty. 
 
But not me. My mother says I inherited it from my great-grandfather who 
lived a hundred years but did not so much as grow a grey hair. 
 
So tomorrow I'm going to tell Zainab to run away with me. She's been lurking 
in the shadows whenever I visit her father's house on an errand from my 
father and I know she won't refuse me. 
 
After all, I have long hair 
 
– Peter Soulsearching Ademu-Eteh 
 
 
 
Of bald heads and long hair 
Deserts and the green forests 
Mirage of the blurry souls 
Reality of the touch of green 
 
Brown earth and gold sands 
Rain and the sun 
Hope and love 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Without you 
There will be no me; 
 
Without your prose 
My poetry will remain still. 
 
The more prose you spill 
The more poetry will spew. 
 
So, surrender your words! 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
I dey watch from behind 
With smile and wonda 
 
I dey look my younger broda 
Fresh blood and hunger 
 
Just like our fada 
He too go kpai 
 
For the sake of this zanga 
Make our pikin too get mouth 
 
We all go die 
Anyi ncha ga anwu 
 
– Chuky One'pilla 
 
 
 
Yeeeee! 
Running for cover 
Bullets putting parts asunder 
Abdul wants to lynch prose 
Please hand him a rose 
The grave of poetry shouldn't lie empty  
Hmmm... Bring roses for twenty  
His armies will need them too 
 
– Soogun Brown Omoniyi 
 



I know these guys 
They don't back down easily 
But poetry shall bury them in lines 
 
With coffins in stanzas 
 
Semi-colons shall read them dirges 
Whilst hyphens shall pour sands 
 
From prose they came, with prose they shall go 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Its dark again and I sit outside under the shade of a big fruitless tree staring at 
the stars as I delve into my thoughts.   
 
I do not know what... but all the while, she has been smiling. 
'She's a friendly enemy', the inner me warns.   
 
I wish smiles could pay my face a visit but it dares not because it would have 
no space, expressions of pain already took over.  
 
The more she smiles, the more my heart bleeds, bleeds from the loss of my 
sisters whose fates are yet undetermined. 
 
In my head, I can imagine their wails and their cries and their shouts and 
pleas as they were abducted. Who opened the gates to them?  Who got them 
armed? 
 
There surely is a fire behind that smoke but who shall I ask?   
To whom shall I speak?   
 
Our society is full of offsprings of greed, people who hate the truth, people 
who detest honesty and instead, defend the champions of iniquities.   
 
I even know of one of my sisters who was early and painfully sent to the world 
beyond because she refused to denounce her creator, I know my other sisters 
who had dreams, huge dreams, dreams larger than life. 
 
Now those dreams are being stolen and thrown into still rivers.  
 
Now, their books never written,  
souls never saved,  
songs never sung,  
dreams never realized  
are mere hopes petering out like sand served at the wind's door step.  
 
I know some of my sisters who like chickens had their breaths ceased  
and their bodies fed on by the hawks and the insects and oh! dusts.   
 
We say rest in peace to them,  
 
I wish it can turn to be return if possible because am not even sure they rest at 
all.   
 
They can't!   
They can't !   
They can't!   



Until our country is made right.   
Until like the Ghana-must-go bags, we stick to 'Corruption must go' 
Until they pay minds to the youths and realize that the future depends on 
them.   
 
Until they save the youths rather than saving the animals in the zoo.   
Please, I pray you bring back our girls or generations unborn shall despise 
you. 
 
I'm talking to you and you. 
 
– Mbagwu Amarachi Chilaka 
 
Battle lines have been drawn;  
poetry lies a-moaning.  
Graves have been dug,  
poetry dies, a-groaning.  
Ife the priest, stands there in-toning; 
Peace be still.  
Prose be steel. 
 
– Eketi Aimé Ette 
 
 
 
They drew the lines 
After their types 
Ilk to ilk 
Form to types 
We looked on 
 
They bait the lines 
They called us out  
From our songs  
To their tales 
We smiled wryly 
 
We had us songs flowing 
Oasis of verses 
Till tales died 
And little by little 
They waddle into larceny 
We smiling now 
 
Across they gather 



Bothering for water 
Too much dust they've eaten 
By mere stares they were beaten 
Now we laughing 
 
– Wole Ayodele-Fash 
 
 
Look at them, littering this place with poetry. They come with words like 
muds, economising what we have in abundance. Words are in excess like air, I 
wonder why they act miserly. These words are meant to be used, must you 
crumble them together like sardines?  
 
Abdul will not laugh now; he usually comes in the dead of the night when 
others are asleep. But today he chose a different form of night, while 
Nigerians were in church; he littered this place with his poetry.  
 
Ife still ties her red bandana, she took a selfie to show she is not smiling. She 
is tired, of those who say they can write a poem for every prose. But what they 
do not know is that beneath her puffed up face lay a mischievous smile. She 
knows that they can write a million poems, even summon a billion poets. But 
one Flash Fiction from Hymar or a tiny droplet from Kennedy 's sapient 
missile, not forgetting Walter 's water of words that flows endlessly like a 
faulty faucet,will drown all of their poetry. 
 
So she wears a fake frown and poses for a selfie with Farida behind her. 
But Farida knows, which is why she is smiling in the background. She 
knows Ife 's plan to lay the final nail on the coffin of poetry is going smoothly 
according to plan. Because if Uncle Obu comes to pontificate and 
wordsturbate here, all the poetry people will go scrambling for a cave to hide. 
 
– James Becks Robert 
 
 
Poetry; 
 
Apt 
Wit 
Win. 
 
Prose; 
 
Wan 
Wit 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 



Spare lines flow from your keyboard; 
Abdul, why shall we battle you? 
We need not prove we're lords. 
Prose, a lion; poetry, an ewe. 
 
– Eketi Aimé Ette 
 
 
Of that evening in the forest near Mubi? Of that dark, dank evening we sat 
around a fire, still numb from having to flee so unpreparedly from our 
homesteads? Our ears were still ringing with the shells those hyenas lobbed 
into the belly of the town - Farida, do you still remember? I was still dressed 
in my morning clothes. It still was yet to sink in that Ibrahim was dead. I had 
watched a bullet shatter his skull. 
 
Hunger beat tunes in our bellies bereft of food. We held on to the hems of our 
dresses, our hands trembling. Our lips were sealed shut so as not to allow any 
sound escape from our pain-filled depths. We communicated with each other 
with our eyes. We were afraid to even whimper. Oh Farida, don't tell me you 
have forgotten all those things. 
 
That was when he walked in, Bature, along with his brothers and sisters, all 
wielding fat cameras. They spoke through their noses at each other, ignoring 
us. In the course of their chatter, Bature squatted, snapped a photograph of 
us, filling our eyes with blinding light, and rose back up to walk away from us, 
spitting on the way out. Farida, remember how we tried to snatch sleep from 
the grasp of the dark, dank night? Bilkisu sobbed all night long. Oh the 
whisper of the breeze through the leaves! 
 
Now, Farida, I sit in the courtyard of Uncle Shittu's compound over here in 
Abuja. I have a BB phone with me. Uncle Shittu and his family have tried to 
make us as welcome as possible - Sikiratu and myself. I log on to FB with my 
BB and am confronted with an image of us staring into a camera. Quite 
strange. I read the thread of comments under it and see people weaving art 
out of our terror. I suppose art is alchemy. 
 
But how could you have forgotten so easily that evening and what it felt like? 
Or am I holding on to the memory a bit exaggeratedly? If the latter, Farida, 
you must teach me how to forget that day. Ibrahim still visits me in my sleep. 
I feel his baby kicking in my belly - don't tell Aunty Eketi. Ah, oh, Bilkisu died 
a few days after the Mubi incident. She killed herself - poor Bilkisu. She could 
not live with the shame of the rape. Farida, please help me. Remind me of 
how to dig into my well of bitterness and unearth laughter. Please help me.. 
 
– Okwudilichukwu Obu 



I. 
 
Babies of the dead 
Dead in the womb 
To a sad bereaved, Mum. 
 
II. 
 
Mothers of the dead 
Buried in the tomb 
After a fierce labor run 
 
III. 
 
Farida smiles on… 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 FOR PRINCE 
 
Prince bears the burden 
of the battle of the Pierians 
 
brave fellow 
he flashes his lyre where 
orpheus will not dare 
 
and his lines fall from strings 
each one more finessed than the others 
 
strong fellow 
his words echo round the 
house of mark 
 
but please remind him that this business  
of serving a temperamental queen 
 
is not a battle for laurel-leaves 
let him remember the eyes supra 
those haunting eyes 
 
beyond the power of prose or verse 
to encapsulate 
 
*Sunday Doggerel* 
 
– Okwudilichukwu Obu 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



I did everything to please him but he was never pleased. His needs were 
insatiable. Well, I heard boys can't be pleased, but his was beyond just being a 
boy. If every man were to be like him then I‟d rather not be in a relationship. 
I begged and cried. I loved him more than I loved me. His existence and 
happiness mattered more to me than mine. I could give up a meal for him, 
was almost sure I could give up my life to please him, thank goodness it didn't 
get to that. Loving him enveloped me; he was like a demi god. I couldn't start 
a day without hearing his voice. 
 
He insulted me for calling him, insulted me for not calling him. He told me I 
had no regard for myself. He told me I didn't love myself. I should have 
known right? But I was too attached. I asked for forgiveness even when he 
was at fault. I told him I couldn't live without him. I thought I would die. 
 
But one thing was certain, with every tear, I shed the love I felt for him. It 
kept fading away. The pain was reducing. I was letting go. Unconsciously, his 
words were no longer sharp. I smiled at his insults, I have had enough. I was 
simply blank, no emotions. He'd complain but I didn't care. I was about better 
things in my life. 
 
Then the opportunity came, tables turned. I could see the surprise mixed with 
fear in his eyes. I could look into his eyes, saying the words "go to hell". I fed 
him with a dose of his own poison. The look on his face was bliss for me. That 
look! I sat right there, smiling. What was left? Nothing. Time to walk away! 
That look was the look I had on for long! Now it was his. 
 
– Elsie Godwin 
 
 
 
That look! 
 
The look of wrought 
Etched on his face 
 
This dark night 
 
His sin was the hammer 
His poison was the fire 
That shaped it all to be 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
  
 
 



I love Osondu. He thinks I am just being nice, but I love him. I see him in my 
dreams, he holds my hand. He says my name. 
 
Every night, I sit behind him around the fire as we listen to Pa Obu tell stories 
that are three hundred years old. He always wears the red bandanna like that 
rapper on TV that was shot five times.  
 
Every night, I sit behind him and watch him steal glances at Chiamaka, the 
girl with the biggest breasts and fairest skin.  
 
Every night is agony. But I don't stop. I can't stop. Because I am waiting for 
him to realize Chiamaka always sits next to Mokwe, that sometimes they hold 
hands. I am waiting for him to get tired and look behind him. 
 
– Hymar David 
 
 
 
She sees him in her dreams? 
 
What are dreams but mere memories 
Conjured by obese cells with no jobs 
 
What are memories but mere fluid 
Traveling to and fro the heart 
 
What is the heart but mere tissues 
Made from clay, dirt and earth. 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



I want nothing close to shape  
Shapeless it should be  
Destruction I plead  
 
Did I hear someone say mercy?  
Forgive?  
Karma flows in my vein  
Dark deep red karma  
Plucking his heart along  
Makes all the difference  
Shapeless it must remain  
Shapeless! 
 
– Elsie Godwin 
 
 
 
The glow of the fire causes my brother's eyes to shimmer. He is excited, he 
can barely keep still. In a few hours he would be circumcised. He would be a 
man. 
 
I smile sadly.  
 
He would also be initiated into a world of terrible pain. He would understand 
that manhood in Kebtiyo comes with a price. A reminder that some things 
have to be earned. 
 
He would have to face fear. Five nights in the forests with just a stick for 
defense and a jar of water. If he survives, he would return differently. The 
light would be gone from his eyes, he would face life like his father and every 
other man in the village: with unsmiling seriousness. 
 
– Hymar David 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Pain and un-circumcised pen 
Blunt on virgin pages 
 
Empty words 
Bereft of immortality 
 
Quills of rainbows 
And empty ink-jars 
 
What future have you got? 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
They came for us yesterday, the aliens. They wrapped my head in something 
red, it made me lose my memory. It made me one of them. 
 
It gave me the guts to fire the weapon they put in my hands at the girl they 
made me forget was my sister. 
 
– Hymar David 
 
 
 
Aliens with red bandannas 
Approaching from the sun 
My words can transform earth 
To water and water alone 
 
So that when you land 
You'll die as quickly as you came 
 
Listen to the songs of the phoenix 
 
–  Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



For Prince 
 
name your sons after your sins, so  
marry many merrily:  
you are abraham. For 
 
your ease is the perplexity of prose writers, 
thumbs dancing over keys 
impervious to the muted challenge here.  
 
virgins curse with their virtue, too  
Look! Lafayette has eyes on you. 
 
name your sons after your sins,  
for your leisure is the misery of many:  
smiling with blue envy. 
 
Look! Lafayette has eyes on you, 
and a bandanna  
for your other transgression: 
stealing her audience. 
 
– Odey Patrick 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Finally, he was getting out! 
 
For most of his life, all he wanted was to Get Out. Out of the village where he 
saw no prospects, the angry and bitter son of the village drunk. Out of the 
house which said drunk shared with his wife (my mother) and their 
menagerie of children; products of three marriages - his, hers, theirs. Out of 
the circumstances that filled him with rage, hopelessness and fear; lest he 
became his father. 
 
His dead, un-lamented father who had finally, succumbed to the death he had 
been drinking his way toward for a very long time - quite fittingly in the midst 
of a drunken rage. 
 
And tonight, on his last night in the village - before going off with his uncle to 
learn a trade in the city- I watched him. I watch him battle his demons; the 
fear that even this would sour, the struggle it was to hold on to hope, the rage 
within him keeping him from enjoying the possibility of actualization of his 
dreams... 
 
I watched him, and knew the time was not right. 
 
The villagers still thought us as siblings, even though I remember when my 
mother - a furtive from another village she never referred to - married his 
father; the only man who would have her; for protection. He still saw me as 
that little girl; trailing after him in hero-worship/infatuation. But more 
importantly, I see him for what he is now, a young man still too bitter and 
beaten to see what he is leaving behind. 
 
I will wait. 
Because unlike my mother, I refuse to cast my lot with a man too broken to 
receive my love. 
Let him go. 
I will wait….. 
 
– Anonymous 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Too bitter and too beaten 
The lady at the square; 
 
For winking at the king 
Her cloths became tears; 
 
As it dripped amidst wails of help. 
 
Oh, lady at the square! 
This fabric fits thee 
 
–  Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
For Anonymous 
 
O the treachery of bitterness 
the misery of hapless loving. 
 
To get out is to get lost  
in the labyrinth of regret  
where what hurts today 
hurtles in new form to wait 
in the future !  
 
Alas the folly of exuberance  
yet the wisdom of one 
bound in love maternal  
but apart in foresight eternal. 
 
– Odey Patrick 
 
 
 
For every prose there's a waleje  
For every poetry there‟s an eje  
For every poetry there's a grave 
Die poetry.. You ancient slave  
Kpai poetry!  
Fry poetry!  
Ohun tawi f'ogbo l'ogbo n gbo  
Dry poetry! 
 
– Soogun Brown Omoniyi 



I see him mad 
I am so glad 
For today I know 
He loves me madly 
 
I smile gladly 
For he hardly 
Ever his feelings show 
 
But when the other kissed me 
He took it badly 
And now he stares madly 
His back at me sadly  
I smile at his back 
Oh how I love him madly. 
 
– Iduseri Emily Osa 
 
 
 
Of Prose and Poetry 
Lines and rhymes 
Stories unfold  
From deep within our souls  
They dance in our brains 
They beat at our temples 
 
Away with me  
Away with me 
Hurry, quickly  
Pen me down 
Whatever way  
It really don't matter 
 
For soon time will pass 
And these thoughts elapse 
Hurry Quickly  
Pen me down 
In prose or poetry 
I care not which 
Only my message 
I want to preach. 
 
– Iduseri Emily Osa 
 



Na jeje me I dey o 
When Prince Adewale Oreshade say o 
 
Make I come write prose o 
To the challenge, me I rose o 
 
Na him them no let me sleep o 
Na every minute fb dey bleep o! 
 
TeamPoetry Vs TeamProse 
This na my kudos o! 
 
*to y'all Talented People on this thread* 
 
– Anonymous 
 
 
 
Tonight at the village square 
When the moon gives light 
And shadows dance bright 
My eyes will alight 
My heart will delight  
 
My warrior 
My hero 
Every maidens delight 
Such is his might 
His name puts men to flight  
 
I tremble and shiver 
Excitement my plight 
For tonight is the night 
I'll be with my knight. 
 
– Iduseri Emily Osa 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Lightning flashes across the sky and I smell the thunder moments before it 
strikes.  
 
I ignore Sadiya, I know she is trying not to let me see her laugh. At me. I could 
see the laughter gathering in her eyes like the storm clouds outside, ready to 
rip through her vocal cords and let loose a cacophony of glee. 
 
It was my own stupid fault anyway. I shouldn't have done what I did. Now I 
am waiting for mother, she's outside cutting branches for my back. And 
Sadiya is trying too hard not to laugh at me. 
 
I smile suddenly. Tomorrow. 
 
–  Hymar David 
 
 
 
Tree barks and antidotes 
Way to heal the sick 
 
Drink its water 
And whip his back; 
His sickness will be gone 
 
Laughing hard right now 
But that's the way to heal 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



He had just written his first story. 
 
She swelled with pride as she read through the tiny mass of scrawls that was 
his handwriting. 
 
"Prince, you did good with this," Iduseri told her cousin. 
 
And because his older brother had told him not to let girls see they made him 
laugh, Prince only grunted. Then he turned his face away. 
 
She smiled. 
 
You can't deny happiness when it comes, brother, she told him in her mind. 
 
– Hymar David 
 
 
 
First story and happiness 
They go together like siblings; 
Smiles and laughter. 
 
First story and sadness 
They go together like break-ups; 
Screams and tears. 
 
Siblings for life... 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
  
 
 
With every line  
My eyes shine  
Poetry so fine  
Such blinding shine 
I'm toeing the line  
 
– Emem Alexandra Akpan-Nya 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Sadiya giggles  
My heart wriggles 
I try hard 
Not to succumb to her giggles 
Well it was worth it 
Like a man I'll take it 
Stripes on my backs 
And mother's wacks 
All just to hear  
Sadiya giggle. 
 
– Iduseri Emily Osa 
 
 
 
How do I  
Take her home  
David wondered  
In his head he pondered  
Yesterday it was Farida 
Today it is Sadiya 
 
Make up your mind 
I hear mother say 
You are like your father 
And father before  
Her words would echo 
I know the routine  
 
But this time it's different 
Her smile holds the key 
Sadiya I think 
 
Cobwebs in my head 
My thoughts drive me mad 
My heart with anger burns 
Cos on the dawn of a new morrow 
Aisha would be my new burrow 
 
I stare hard  
Why am I like this 
My father's son. 
 
– Iduseri Emily Osa 
 



As Prince walked away, his sister smiled nostalgically. 
 
Gone was the scared little boy who clung to her wrapper; in his place this 
swaggering young man - scowling ferociously to mask his pleasure. 
 
In their years as orphans, she had been his stalwart one-woman army. 
Now, on the occasion of her marriage negotiations, their uncles have just 
invited him to join the men in deliberations. 
 
Yes, she could go into this marriage with a light heart. 
 
Her brother was now a Man. 
 
– Anonymous 
 
 
 
Sisters and brothers 
Like clouds and lathers 
Up above and down below 
Come rain come shine 
They stay alike 
 
Towards the apple 
And after the bite 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



She smiled  
As his back he turned 
She knew just then 
What she would do 
Tonight he would 
Feel her wrath  
A woman scorned 
 
He glared so hard 
And stared ahead 
There he concluded 
What he'd do to her 
Tonight she would 
Feel his wrath  
A man betrayed 
 
The smile and the stare 
Together they met 
There in darkness 
Bent on revenge 
For come morning light 
They both would lie dead 
For revenge is best 
When both are dead. 
 
– Iduseri Emily Osa 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Ife is still not smiling. But it seems the frown is no longer fake. Even Farida is 
no longer smiling. All they did was to take a little break. Not really a break, it 
was Prince who told them to go get more firewood. 
 
But that crafty fellow, he played a smart one on them. They were gone for less 
than five minutes. But when they returned, their spot beside the fire was 
taken.  
 
Dancing around the thick flames Prince led them. Iduseri was there too, Odey 
Patrick had just appeared from thin air. Soogun flirted, reciting an 
incantation they call poetry. They had stolen many of Ife's gang.  
 
"He tricked us!!!" Farida cried. 
 
But Ife wasn't perturbed. She still had lots of secret weapons. She would 
unleash them at the right time. 
 
"Let the poets play" she consoled Farida. 
 
"They don't know I pay the piper so I dictate the tune. I invited them to this 
dance, but they want to play smart. The odds will always be in our favour," 
she whispered into Farida's ear as they both burst into a hysterical laughter. 
 
"I will call Jennifer, Shade, Peter, Emmanuel. We will not call the others yet. 
We have more soldiers than they have," Farida said as she continued to laugh. 
 
"Let them enjoy their moment of fame, it will soon go out like that firewood 
that is about to die," she added as both girls continued laughing. 
 
"We will not give them the firewood we just fetched," Ife concluded as she 
tightened her red bandana. 
 
– James Becks Robert 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



They lay like fagots 
Fagots without fire 
Around this pond of words 
 
They swear not to retire 
Though their sticks are wet 
From drinking from this pond 
 
In this dark night of frozen smokes 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
I passed, something foul hit the air. Her face lit up in suspicion. 
 
– Covenanted Chimnonso 
 
 
 
Fart of the fat - 
 
Spoilt beans and rotten eggs 
Chubby butt cheeks 
Deep force and energy 
The clap is heard miles away - 
 
Squeezed faces and wrinkled holes 
Covenanted surprised the wind! 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Though she did not birth him; being little more than a toddler herself when 
their mother died; her heart soared with maternal pride. 
 
In her hunger, she had fed him. 
In rags, she had seen him clothed. 
In her misery, she had shielded him. 
From a world where the Orphan mattered naught. 
 
Presently, he strode away almost regally; the undisputed champion three 
years in a row, to the sigh of swooning maidens and the grudging admiration 
of the men - both young and old. 
 
She thought smugly; 
I am Mother: Hear Me Roar! 
 
– Anonymous 
 
 
 
I am mother to the stream of words 
 
Her unending syllables 
And her touch at the horizon 
 
Held her within for ages unknown 
 
Taught her all she knows 
And made her live 
 
I am mother! 
 
–  Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Ife Ife 
Her thoughts would linger 
Ife Ife 
Always my mind remembers 
The way you smile 
Oh so tender 
Your warmth  
Your charm 
How they light my embers 
 
Suddenly 
 
You favour another 
I stare 
I'm dazed 
I frown 
I gaze 
Cos I'm doomed to remember 
Ife Ife 
Whose smile promised me forever. 
 
– Iduseri Emily Osa 
 
 
 
In her smile  
Paradise was found 
In his stare 
Paradise was lost 
Beauty and Beast 
Destiny bound  
No matter the cost 
They would rise above defeat. 
 
– Iduseri Emily Osa 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



He stared in the direction of the old man's hut. Anger was the dominant noun, 
and not without good reason. The old man had tricked him into buying that 
foul-smelling mixture, believing that it would aid his agility as he swam with 
her along the sheets. Alas, the dance of passion had ended before it even 
gained momentum. His little friend "van der Schaft" had spewed out phlegm 
before she could begin to make those meaningful sounds, and though his back 
was turned, he could feel her giggling in derision, he could feel her look at him 
in disappointment. 
 
His abject performance would become the subject of the village girls' "stream 
route parliament". He would be known as "the one-minute man", "punctuality 
prefect", or worse still, "instant noodles". He wished he had never listened to 
that gin-breathed geriatric. He had to avenge this disgrace. The world was 
going to have less grey hair by the end of the night. 
 
– Ifeanyi Jerry Chiemeke 
 
 
 
Touch on the numb skin; 
Forever dead and asleep - 
Still and snoring all night 
 
Touch on the healthy skin; 
Forever awake and yawning - 
Spilling saliva and phlegms 
In quick response to touch 
 
–  Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Poor Prince, she thought. 
 
She could feel his frustration, his perplexity. 
But she couldn't help him, had given up trying to make him understand. 
 
As the eldest son of the Chief, he was already a man; he participated in village 
council and was to attend university in the city next year. He mattered. 
 
She.... was merely a girl. 
 
Stopped from schooling after primary school, she had but one duty - marriage 
and motherhood. 
 
So she chose to make her duty matter. 
 
Audu was old enough to be her father, true, but he had promised to educate 
all her siblings- male and female. 
 
They would matter, she vowed. 
 
As for Prince she thought ruefully with a wistful smile, an educated son of the 
Chief could not be expected to understand her reality? 
 
– Anonymous 
 
 
 
Baroka and his promise to Sidi; 
Like empty gourds in the needle's eye. 
 
Lakunle and his promise to Sidi; 
Like bees in a flower garden. 
 
We will not only educate your siblings 
We will pollinate a meadow of hues 
 
Death to empty promises! 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 



His father told him he should always be brave, to stand up for his sister, even 
though she was three years older. However, when they saw the bullies coming 
again and he stood in front of her with a scowl on his face, she couldn't help 
but smile at how ridiculous he looked. 
 
- Hymar David 
 
 
 
Brave heart in the dark 
A million lights shine forth 
Brave heart in the sea 
Like the stars up above 
Brave heart in my soul 
The world shall know 
And bow for me! 
 
–  Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
Where is my roffer 
Pa Ikhide R. Ikheloa.  
 
"In those days when men were men 
And women were won by those who deserved them" 
 
She smiled at me 
I know the drill 
Poetry and Prose 
My mouth could always spill 
 
In my frown  
She knows my answer 
For no woman is worth 
100 lashes 
Just for a smile. 
 
– Iduseri Emily Osa 
 
 
 
 
 
 



HE: (brandishing axe) "Dear heart, I will be here to protect you. Even if Ifa, 
Orunmila and Zeus team up together, I will take them on. You bring out the 
immortality in me"..... 
SHE: "You are crazy, but I live for your mental imbalance. Your very breath 
reeks of passion" (*sits behind, watches as he lunges at their assailants). 
 
– Ifeanyi Jerry Chiemeke 
 
 
 
Silhouette of a swinging axe 
Like the mass of a pendulum in motion 
 
Loose and mean but ready to play 
 
Reaching equilibrium on a human skull 
Back and forth with blood in the dark 
 
Red and hot with a melodramatic plea 
Physics is key, come with me. 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
The night is late, my eyes are heavy. The firewood is almost out. I will give 
them space, I will give them time. Let them practise how to use words. When 
they have become expert at it, they can try their hands at prose. I will just go 
to sleep and give them a head start.  
 
When tomorrow comes, they will know who is boss, I am not smiling, it 
doesn't mean they are overpowering me. It's just that I am sad when I think of 
the calamity that will befaĺl them when I wake up. They are my friends and I 
pity them. But as long as they continue to flex their muscle, they continue to 
pretend to be what they are not, I will deal with them with dishes they can't 
tell. 
 
– James Becks Robert 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Space is naught 
Hyphens kill 
So do colons 
And semi-colons too 
 
Commas lead to coma 
And full-stop ends it all 
Go to sleep and wake with a dead pen 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
They look on like furlorn's egrets 
no prose could mirror their regrets 
as truth is bent for better stories 
villians rebirth in hellish glories 
 
They await dawn 
like the bride or the groom 
the bride eyeing the gown 
the groom pacing the aisle 
 
The await on a saviour 
of truth in shorter stabs 
to serve poetic justice 
 
–  Adetimilehin Vic'Adex Inioluwa 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



I am in the wind 
fleet across the flame 
in its cackle  
and the nights breezy sigh.  
 
Those gone are never really gone. 
 
They are in the darkness that swells the night 
in the whispering leaves in the burning log  
tickling the flames with tales from beyond. 
 
I am in Ife's face while she whisper's excitedly to Farida 
about the dance tonight: 
the dance of maiden hood.  
The lunar dance where 
flapping breast will clap to the tunes of hides 
and the pitch of young maidens  
anxious to be of the cult of womanhood 
would rise with the smoke to hug the moon.  
 
But not Lafayette. The night,  
she knows, 
will trim the tongue of her womanhood. 
She knows. I know she does. 
I am the knowledge in her eyes. 
 
I am in the air, Becks 
Yes here. 
Renewing ancient bonds with the ancestors  
whose covenants protect us 
and bends us to their will. 
 
Those gone are never really gone. 
 
*Lafayette is my name for the bandanna girl ooooh* 
 
–  Odey Patrick 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Get behind me Satan  
Lust and temptation  
Keep your smile  
That leads to desteuction 
I will be strong 
Bearing with all preservation  
I will hold my ground 
With all determination  
For in your smile  
Lies wasted generations 
 
– Iduseri Emily Osa 
 
 
 
Bring your hears to my whisper 
the night hides it's secrets well 
just us, stuck together 
by the mystique of chance 
 
Light come closer to my whispers 
stick with us till dawn 
before you ascend to your ancestors 
she may wear a straight face 
but in truth, she's scared 
 
– Adetimilehin Vic'Adex Inioluwa 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



And these poets, as if stealing all the firewood is not enough, they want to 
tamper with my mobile network.  
 
Her red bandana is still strapped tight to her head, she is still frowning her 
face. Angry that we will soon swallow all their poetry with a single gulp. 
 
"But you lots are friends, even Facebook knows this," she said. She tried to 
appeal their plight. She knows their end is drawing nigh, when the first 
battalion of prose writers appear , they will devour them all with their 
amazing lines. 
 
"Biko! Pity them, una be the same people," she pleaded again.  
 
But her appeal is shallow, deep down she wants them devoured, she wants 
their bones to be crushed in pieces. As she stares at the ember of the dying 
firewood, she sees the ashes of the art they revere and she allows an evil grin 
to creep slowly from across her left chin. 
 
She smiles as she imagines what the headlines would be like tomorrow 
 
"The death of poetry" -Vanguard, 
"Poetry meets it's Waterloo at Ife's wall" -Guardian.  
"The extinction of poetry" -CNN.  
 
As for me, I am not perturbed. They might make my mobile network bad, but 
one thing is certain, this is a fight they have lost before fighting. I smiled too 
as I watch her tighten her red bandana. 
 
– James Becks Robert 
 
 
 
Ewi nimi 
Modeti ja ewe maku 
 
I have given Ifa a sheep 
I have given Sango a cow 
 
Ewi nimi 
Modeti ja ewe maku 
 
Quill from the phoenix 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 



Vanguard. Guardian. CNN 
Don't ask me, Lafayette, ask him 
Who they are. 
Or what. 
 
We must make haste the Moon grows full. 
 
Go with Maamu, if you must. 
Ask him: who, 
Or what  
Vanguard. Guardian. CNN. Are. 
 
And invite them, perhaps  
to the lunar dance   
for Prose died.   
 
But make haste, you two 
the Moon grows full 
and the dance begins soon. 
 
You must be here  
for Prose's final rites 
to the great beyond. 
 
– Odey Patrick 
 
 
 
He sits. 
Palms clutching his Android or BB or whatever 
And goes about liking every Facebook post. 
Even old selfies. 
 
– Covenanted Chimnonso 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Old Selfies and untold memories 
The titanic and the sea 
 
Blackberries, apples and oranges 
Diets of a studio shoot 
 
Like a smile 
Like a frown 
 
Kill their prose 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
Her straight face says it all 
red for the blood of prose 
shed in unmatched slaughter 
tomorrow's news will not read 
no prose lies to make a bid. 
 
– Adetimilehin Vic'Adex Inioluwa 
 
 
 
They write ten poems we write one prose. In our one prose, their ten poems 
lay, we will still temper judgement with mercy. We will not bury their nursery 
rhymes with a canopy of words; we will let them think they are winning. At 
least, let's give them that singular honour. Let them enjoy the flame this 
firewood gives before everything turns into ashes. They memory of 
tomorrow's headlines though in the future hunts them still.  
 
– James Becks Robert 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Ten poems of ten words 
One prose of a hundred words 
 
Wits 
Apt 
Apt wits 
 
Make us a canopy 
We are Kings! 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
Dawn has taken too long 
and we are out of freedom songs 
the night bears devil's gong 
peace is exhaled from our lungs 
the stories they bear are not true 
just strings of words that can be sold 
 
–  Adetimilehin Vic'Adex Inioluwa 
 
 
 
He wrapped the red rag around his head. He had ripped it earlier today from 
the fetish clay pot in his grandfather's shrine. 
 
Tonight 
 
The cold winds are howling, the sky is scowling; morphing into that dark 
element that shows that the gods are watching. The firewood, burning 
ferociously pays obeisance to his might. 
 
His sister, Fareeda sneers in the darkness as his elder brother, Kennedy 
charges at Abdul to end his existence....on Ife's thread. 
 
– Sonibare 'sleeky' Kolawole 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



I. 
 
Grandfather of a deserted shrine 
With decayed sacrifices 
 
Wrapped in cobwebs of years unknown 
 
II. 
 
These gods are dead or on exile 
 
My poetry shall pierce through their feeble hearts 
For their famished gods are deaf and dumb 
 
III. 
 
My words are potent beyond ink and sound 
 
- Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
He glowered at the network he couldn't see, angry at having being denied 
chances to deliver crushing blows to Team Poetry of which his sister, grinning 
behind him, was a member. 
 
– Hymar David 
 
 
 
I. 
 
Invisible poetry 
Oblivious to prose; 
 
The seeing prose. 
 
II. 
 
Invisible poetry 
Waleje, that is; 
 
Stopping their breath 
And keeping net at work 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 



Every night they come with words 
that turn our hearts into rubble: 
men with lies weaved like baskets; 
elders with eyes full of thistles; 
drummers with proverbs heavy with curses; 
children whose mothers crayon the streets of tears. 
 
Every night they gather to tell us about this country 
where Chibok is a tale on every tongue; 
where bombs parade crippled men; 
where lives leap out of moribund men. 
 
Every night they gather like flies to tell us 
why we wake to frown at the sun 
why the night comes with sadness 
burning inside us like coals. 
 
Every night we watch as they turn 
into parrots to seduce frail hearts. 
We watch as they spray money to buy votes 
 
Every night we listen to our children 
ask us about morrow that is like a blurry line 
in the heart of the sky 
We watch as they turn their backs at us 
in anger breathing inside them… 
 
– Rasaq Malik Gbolahan 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Prince's Cross 
 
The frown on his face, 
the smile to wipe. 
 
The anger behind the mask, 
who can see? 
 
The smile, 
all she has to offer 
and offer it she must. 
 
Beaten by time, 
darkened by hate, 
oblivious of the smile 
that lurks at his behind. 
 
If he could look above  
his hate, 
his hurt, 
his tears, 
and his scars, 
he sure will learn to smile 
like the shadow which lurks behind. 
 
– Maureen Alikor Berry 
 
 
 
My eyes are heavy, my hands are shaking. Inside the hut I must go for my bed 
bids me come enjoy a nightly romance.  
 
Off I go, let another continue the battle, we only need one soldier here to 
destroy all their weweje or wejeweje. 
 
– James Becks Robert 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Who calls waleje? 
 
The seven seas? 
Or the seven hills? 
 
Has the person seven lives? 
Has he seven heads? 
 
Who calls waleje? 
Is he made of fire? 
 
–  Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
She thought she had won. Just because her mother took her side, she thought 
she had won.   
 
She didn't know anything. She and her harlot mother shall see hell when 
Mama comes back. I shall tell mama what happened. Everything! I shall tell 
Mama. I will even lie. I will add zobo so that it will be sweet. I will tell Mama 
that she beat me and her mother made me do frog jump all day. 
 
I know it will enrage Mama. That's what I want. They shall see Mama's red 
eyes today. That's what I want. For them to feel Mama's fury anger. Stupid 
woman and her stupid daughter, Lara.   
 
Tonight, trouble shall evolve like never before. Even Papa will not be able to 
stop Mama. He will have to run from home. I am very sure no neighbour will 
dare show face. Who dares face Mama? Who wants to die? Who wants to have 
their bodies decorated with broken bottle pieces? No one will know peace in 
this house today!  
 
Me. Lara insults me. She called me olodo. And even her harlot mother that 
spoilt my Mama's blissful marriage to Papa too had the guts to call me 
Bastard.  
 
Mama must hear this. Mama will show all of them hell. It'll teach them 
lessons. Lessons of their lives, never to insult me again whenever Mama is or 
isn't around.  
 
Stupid people! Like mother like daughter! Ashawos!  
Wait, let Mama come back and we shall see.  
 
– Temitope Bamidele 



Harlot; three sixty five open thighs 
Coward; mother with a chest of anger 
Vengeance; the cold beef on the rack 
Bastard; sex is marriage of souls 
Olodo; sharks don't climb trees 
Papa; feeble heart in search of peace 
War; broken bottles and chaos 
 
–  Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
The stage is Cyberia 
Facebook is going its way 
While Twitter is filled with parrots 
people are hash tagging their thoughts to get noticed 
through the naked room 
is a man pouring his soul into the white paper 
till all is smashed blue 
he's going to be writing his own story till he is empty of words; 
then the man at his back will say a single word 
which is also a gunpowder 
the dead end of the storyteller. 
 
– Sàláwù Olájídé 
 
 
 
We have the light! 
and also the night 
where is the storyteller? 
 
– Adetimilehin Vic'Adex Inioluwa 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Don't go to their camp, they will finish you and make you gulp your own 
blood. .. ". Those were the last words I heard from mama. No turning back, I 
was set for battle. The red bandana I wrapped around my head must have 
squeezed some blood back to my heart as I turned dumb. On getting there, my 
lines refused to come out. All I saw was our captain Abdul. He was busy 
spraying emptiness from a rocketed rifle. 
With his last breath, he screamed for help as thunders of proses struck him.  
 
I thought his help didn't come until I was captured. They came, I saw them in 
the dungeon where I was kept, chained. 
 
–  Soogun Brown Omoniyi 
 
 
 
Omode omo ogun 
Ounpe lefo 
 
Ododun ni aoma ka orogbo mi 
Ododun ni aoma ri omo obi mi lori ate 
 
Otun otun lojo nyo 
Atepe ni ese mi ma tena 
 
Death to the one that wants us dead 
 
–  Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
I am a writer. Of prose, you see. One day, I wrote a story. A short story. From 
beginning to end, start to finish, title to prologue, it had no more than two 
words. 
 
My story, you ask?  
"Prince, lost.” 
 
– Eketi Aimé Ette 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Prince, lost 
Lost Prince 
 
Prince, lost? 
Lost Prince 
 
Prince lost? 
Lost Prince 
 
Eketi lost Eketi 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
with so much 
they say little. 
 
with so little  
we say much. 
 
now they call us stingy 
who greedily gather to themselves words 
 
while we take and use just words enough  
to hold Lafayette spelled 
in the tale of her ancestry. 
 
*Lafayette remains the bandanna girl. 
 
– Odey Patrick 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



I sat behind her, perusing with admiration her body and her self. She just 
stood staring fixedly into space. I knew what was on her mind, what was in 
her heart too: hate. Hate for that bastard of a boy, Shehu. That rejected son of 
ten thousand fathers. The accursed fellow who had dared to break the heart of 
my Tutu, my greatest friend.  
 
The girl with whom I shared a bunk, a heart, and a mind. We had been 
bunkies since Junior school, and we had become inseparable. A syncytium 
like the several muscles in the heart contracting to produce a beat. We even 
had the same body. Yes, because we felt the same thing. Her pain, was my 
pain, her joy, mine. 
 
That night she walked in, weeping, and announced in a tearful voice, that the 
only guy, she (we) had been unfortunate to trust, and love, had raped her. I 
felt her bitterness, I felt her hurt. The scars were there, on my own body too. I 
felt my own hymen too torn apart. I felt deflowered. 
 
I looked at her, with admiration, for the way she (we) had handled it, the way 
she (we) had resolved not to let it deter us. We had sworn to put it behind us 
and forge ahead to be the great women we'd set out to be. But I knew what 
was on her mind, and heart, Hate. 
 
Hate for Shehu, hate for men. I knew she'd never forgive, we'd never forget. 
 
– Igbor Clemency Green 
 
 
 
She-we in triangles 
He-we in circles 
 
Love comes in curves 
No points, no stops 
 
Motion all through 
 
Trust comes in triangles 
Stops of the heart, body and soul. 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 



As him strong face, begin waka to middle of the circle 
She smiled surreptitiously behind him. 
Him tin na ewi; spoken poetry in mother-tongue… 
And while she admired the syntax with which his words flow, 
No be yam na! 
 
Afterall, Pele lako o labo 
 
HER own thing na alo apagbe; 
the very fabric of their culture and tradition, woven into prose. 
So, she just dey look am among him #team poetry people as them dey form. 
Tonight, around the bon fire, na #team prose all the way. 
 
– Anonymous 
 
 
 
Alo o, Alo! 
 
Kilo koja niwaju Oba ti oki oba? 
Agbara Ojo 
 
Flood racing nowhere 
With dirt in its right hand 
And stolen treasures in its left 
 
Ewi sits on its thrown! 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



On the road to Kokomo, we came across a mother and her son. The son 
walked briskly ahead, his pace as formidable as those of a tiger. Across the 
surrounding hills, John and I had hunted for stories and found none. Of 
course, we took pictures and interviewed locals, but we had no real story; the 
kind that sold newspapers in the west. 
 
John suggested we proceed to Kokomo, a nearby village of about 1000 
people.  
 
We saw the mother and son as we drove towards Kokomo. The son had a red 
cloth tied around his head. As we approached, we saw he was wearing braids. 
John suggested we stop and chat with the mother. 
 
We stopped, came down from the car and walked towards Mother. Mother 
did not look at us or show any awareness of our presence. But Son's gaze was 
fully on us. He moved to cut us from approaching Mother. John spoke. 
 
'Good evening, we want to speak with your mother' John spoke in the local 
dialect. 
The son replied. I waited for John to interpret but nothing came. He then 
brought out his camera and said something to the son. The son spoke to his 
mother and then both crouched for a picture. 
 
On our way back, I asked John what happened. He said 'I think I found the 
story we should tell'. 
 
'What did the boy say? What happened, John?' I fired. 
 
The boy said 'She is not my mother. She is my wife. And she is on her way to 
give birth to our son‟ 
 
– Temitope 'Write' Isedowo 
 
 
 
On the path to kokomo 
The known unknown becomes the unknown known 
 
Trees become allegories 
Womb becomes metaphors 
Words become air 
And cameras become sand 
 
On the path to kokomo, we were home. 
–  Prince Adewale Oreshade 



Look at my half-sister or should I call her 'the outcast' as our routine is? 
She's black and beautiful and I am jealous of that truth. I covet her skin 
colour! It is for these reason I detest her; I barely say a word to her except I 
am forced to do so. 
 
Who is she (by the way and in the bush)? Who gave her the right to be more 
beautiful than I am? 
 
I make good use of every opportunity I get to taunt, make jest of and put her 
into trouble; thank God I am older than she is. 
I got 'this opportunity' on a platter of gold when Bode her boyfriend of two 
years dumped her. Even in her smartness, I knew the details of the break-up. 
 
When dad told me to call on her, I tiptoed to her room; I heard as she was 
begging Bode over the phone. After everyone had gone to bed, I made sure I 
went to her room to taunt her more, then I saw the red band! 
 
I mused, is she out for revenge? Who would be the target--myself or Bode? It 
serves her right. She's an outcast, she does not deserve happiness!‟ 
 
– Akinsanola Bolanle 
 
 
 
When she dies 
When your black sister dies 
When you kill her 
Will you then be happy? 
 
Will it make you glad? 
 
And who do you kill 
When next happiness calls? 
 
–  Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



In the eeriness of the night 
men are made 
skulls to add 
a lady to guard 
both must be back alive 
else boy won‟t become man 
 
Tonight place suspense on every lip 
playing terror in every heart 
in the night are men made 
dark men of devil's aid 
dark men of devil's maid 
 
– Adetimilehin Vic'Adex Inioluwa 
 
 
 
When I asked him to write me a flash fiction. He turned his back at me 
frowning. I knew exactly what he was thinking, "That flash thing no easy o." I 
could write flash fiction. I could scribble poems in a seconds.  
 
– Basit Jamiu 
 
 
 
Flash fictions 
Micro-flash fictIons 
 
Of oxymorons and paradoxes 
 
Nano fictions 
Pico-nano fictions 
 
Of fear and cowardice 
 
Where have your pen gone? 
 
–  Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Today I realise I do not belong. I have seen so many things that make me 
believe that. They taunt me. As I stand burning with anger I remember the 
sermon my Pastor preached to us yesterday about patience. At the end of the 
sermon with all of his examples I realise that patience is for the weak. 
 
There is a secret they do not know. They do not know that this anger in me 
can kill. 
 
I want to kill that one smiling ruefully at my back. 
 
She said, I smell like a dirty cow. 
 
I want to kill her and smell her evil blood. 
 
I know my father Abu Irfan will be proud of me. 
My mother Emily will cook for me. 
 
– Basit Jamiu 
 
 
 
Anger is for the weak 
Patience is for the strong 
Pride is for the sick 
Food is for the famished 
Blood is for animals to smell 
Pastors are pure souls 
Sermons are for the brave 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
They would watch this pictures 
as untold tales of the savannah 
...but in a studio 
dark backdrops 
Photoshopped space and time 
how stories are told 
in packaged lies 
 
– Adetimilehin Vic'Adex Inioluwa 
 
 
 



For Basit Jamiu 
 
Keep boiling  
till upon that certain degree  
You will join the smoke  
in their spiral climb: 
evaporated with the bore of prose 
 
– Odey Patrick 
 
 
 
What do they say about love? They might have so many notions but I have a 
different way of understanding that word. I know so many things about it that 
you do not know. I know the colour of love. I know how love tastes like when 
it is burning on the tip of your tongue. I know that your heart stopped beating 
when I told you that I had found another lover. I am just joking, Abdul Kabir. 
 
I am Ife. You rule my world. 
 
– Basit Jamiu 
 
 
 
The color of love 
The arrows of cupid 
The fabric of her feather 
Its flight in space 
And its walk on earth 
 
The color of love 
The sight of loving 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



These men annoy, and you know it too well. They are loud and arrogant, 
slurring their speech to sound cool. 
 
You don't understand why they've chosen to visit you on a night like this: a 
night when your mood is foul, especially because of your monthly 'visitor'. 
Yes, you're cranky even towards the best of men in times like this, how much 
more these crazy suckers. 
 
You want to lash out at all of them. You want to call them out for their 
stupidity. You want to tell them you could never date their leader, even for a 
hundred yam heads. You want to slap him, the foreman, across the face as he 
draws closer to you with that irritating self-satisfied smirk on his face.  
 
But you don't. You can't. 
 
Meimuna, your elder sister is watching, smitten, hoping that he would notice, 
and divert his rejected attention to someone more deserving. 
 
– Ife Olujuyigbe 
 
 
 
Hundred yam heads 
One cranky woman 
With a visitor of blood 
 
Knees kneeling 
Heads bowing 
Eyes tearing 
 
In plea to poetry 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Mr lover lover 
Hits the stands 
With his lines  
He feels so grand 
It's not the lines 
That form strong vines 
In her heart another she pines 
No amount of wine and dine 
Can make that smile  
Be yours sublime 
Forever mine 
And never thine  
No putty lines 
Can make ugly fine. 
 
– Iduseri Emily Osa 
 
 
 
I am sad. She just announced her plans to marry that potbellied man because 
of me. Because that ugly thing has promised to pay my school fees if only my 
sister will accept to marry him. But how can I give my life to that ugly man. 
Yes I mean my life. 
 
If she marries that Man I will have no life again. After our parents died in that 
ghastly accident, Ife has been the only string that pulls my heart together; the 
antidote that pushes death away from me. I do not plan to go to school. I am 
going to keep my sister. We will struggle together. Life will smile on us. 
 
– Basit Jamiu 
 
 
 
Potbellied men 
And six-packs boys 
 
Is happiness in the belly? 
Its content or its shape? 
 
Six-packs men 
And potbellied boys 
 
What has bellies got to do with happiness? 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 



Locked in a dark room, 
They told us they'll come for us. 
"Worry not!” was their last phrase 
But now, optimism has been banished away 
 
Courage ventured into forlorn lands too 
Helplessness chained down our solitary souls 
For hope too kept mute 
 
It was relics of war! 
We saw the carcasses of fathers 
In the pool of our mothers' blood 
 
Tears vacated our faces 
For cries could not even find refuge 
Between our tears' shore 
 
Our heartbeats almost blew our cover 
Goose-bumps stayed on us like tattoo 
Our limbs, all became weak 
 
Episodes of bloodbath, filled our dreams. 
Though, revenge came whispering some words 
Alas!, our spirits weren't so cold 
 
Then tears came like a flood 
As if they would destroy the world 
Our faces, buried between our thighs in shame! 
 
Helpless!, hopeless and homeless 
We all became useless 
And drenched in sorrow's pool 
 
Regrets and pains filled us 
Like the Holy Spirit filled the disciples, 
On the day of Pentecost 
 
But who shall be our saviour? 
For our stomachs too, 
Are already singing dirges 
 
Yes!, 
So, who shall bring us freedom 
From this freeDOOM? 
 



J‟aimhigher 
 
– Jeremiah Peters 
 
 
 
„But it‟s twelve kolanuts you gave me na, mama!‟ 
„Shut ya mawt dia!‟ she spat, her yellow wrapper reeking of spite. 
„But mama!‟ 
„Haff you deaf? Don‟t you hia to shut ap?‟ she cried again.  
 
Tewa sighed. The hellish grammar was taking its toll, among several other 
things. Her step mother was nothing short of a monster, beautiful as she was. 
What a waste! 
 
That wasn‟t the first time she was being accused of theft; she was almost 
always looking forward to it in fact. 
 
„Okay mama. I am sorry. I will refund the money from tomorrow‟s sales.‟ 
Tewa said finally. 
 
Her „osuka‟ on which she placed her tray still lay idly on her head. She was too 
tired to care, too exhausted to argue, and too pissed to give a care for her lazy 
half-sister who mocked her every night 
 
 –Ife Olujuyigbe 
 
 
 
Of beautiful monsters 
And ugly saints 
 
Of pretty men 
And handsome women 
 
Hearts made of tissues 
And veins laying parallel 
 
We are one and the same 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 



I should be for happy for her. 
 
How can I be sad for her? Is it that I am in love? Or I am just too fond of 
seeing her in the same uniform with me?  
 
Her parents plan to move to Potiskum. She has come to tell me that I can no 
longer see her again. And to hype it up, she wants me to kiss her. 
 
I know if I kiss her, that moment will never leave my head. 
 
How can you leave me, Ife? 
 
I ask silently in my head, frowning. 
 
–BasitJamiu 
 
 
 
Does distance kill love? 
Does it kill it slowly? 
Or does it shoot it in the heart? 
 
Does distance kill kiss? 
Does it seal its lips? 
Or does it still its head? 
 
Does hate own a flat on this distance? 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



'Ahmed my son; you re all I‟ve got, you are all I can boast of, you are my only 
hope; Please don't let this madness of vengeance get a better part of you, 
remember all vengeance belongs to Allah....' His mother's advice kept 
tormenting him 
 
Growing up, Ahmed had lived a very quiet life. Why did he have to be 
troublesome anyway? After all he had all that any other child from 
Kwalkwalawa village could wish for. He had spent his entire childhood 
moving his father‟s cattle from place to place. Mustapha, his father was the 
richest cattle rearer in his entire kindred. 
 
Ahmed loved so much to watch the cows graze as a young boy. As a young 
adult, he got attached to the cattle, he could differentiate them already even 
by the mere sound of their moos. 
 
Things had worked out so well for him as a young adult that he soon began to 
consider completing the marriage rites of Amina who had been betrothed to 
him as a seven-year-old. It was two weeks to his marriage wen tragedy struck. 
 
What use is it crying anyway? He had avenged his father‟s brutal murder, 
even if it meant facing the firing squad: he had killed his father's killer and fed 
his body to the vultures like he had promised his dad while closing his grave 
Yes ! He had wiped out Kasim's entire family. His baba would be smiling in 
Arjana now. He had kept the promise he made two and a half years ago, but 
why does he still feel this sharp pain in the innermost of his heart each time 
he remembers mama sitting right behind him on the wooden bed, pleading 
with him in tears not 2 take vengeance into his hands? 
 
As he looked through the opening in the Black Maria, he wished only for one 
thing: that he would see mama's face again before he dies! 
 
–Francis Nnadozie 
 
 
Graves, vows and vengeance: 
 
Sands of the earth 
Sounds of the tongue 
Souls dead alive. 
 
Sands, sounds, and souls: 
 
The human that we are 
The weakness within our core 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 



All I ever wanted is to make Farida happy. To give her a full life. Since Baba 
and Mama died in that accident, Farida lost her route to life. She would sit 
and sob. She would sulk and I would pamper her. I spend hours in the bush, 
hunting. Farida loves roasted deer. I hunt many of them and dry them for 
preservation. 
 
Yesterday, Farida cried and cried. She won't have any deer meat. Not even 
when I spent my last dime on buying Mai Suya's peppery spice to garnish 
them. She pushed the plates away, wailing. I was so sad. I love my sister so 
much. I cuddled her and her gentle sobs pierced my heart. 
 
Today, I'm looking at my sister. Her eyes are wide with excitement. I feel the 
spark when she calls my name. The last time I felt such was when we still had 
our parents with us. I am happy she is getting over the loss. I rush outside to 
prepare some deer suya when she calls, 
 
Prince 
 
I stop and turn to her. She giggles and asks me to move closer. I am happy she 
is becoming my baby sister again. She pulls my ear playfully and I tickle her in 
the tommy. She jumps up and laughs. I'm very happy. Farida is happy again. 
Then she smiles, looking down, her hands fiddling with the knots of her 
wrapper, 
 
Prince, I'm in love. I'm in love with Obu. He's asked to marry me. 
 
I don't know how I feel. I killed my friend Shittu when he dared confess his 
love for my sister to me. I don't know which hurts me more now. Obu is a 
kayeri. How dare he? And is Farida mad? Talking about marriage with a man 
who does not share same belief with us? Does she not see I love her too? Why 
would she need any other man?  
 
She calls my name again. But I'm not looking at her. The look on my face will 
murder her smile. I scowl in silence. Farida smiles and it is not for me. Not 
because of me. 
 
–Jennifer Emelife 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Lips of moustache 
Head of absent hair 
Voice of law 
And blood of a distant land 
 
Jenny drools 
As Obu makes his way to Ife's heart 
With his witty pen 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
Sometimes I wonder if they would ever understand, girls. 
 
Farida and I set out on a crazy adventure two days ago. It was all fun till we 
lost our way. Every route seemed familiar and confusion set in. Night caught 
us and I kept my eyes open, afraid, thinking: How do we get out of this place? 
 
The stars too were against us. One by one, they took their leave as though 
leaving me to my recklessness. 
 
In the midst of all that befuddlement, I heard Farida humming happily. Why 
are girls like this? Isn't she scared of the night? I refused to scold her. I didn't 
want her to think me a coward so I took out all that anger on my face. The last 
thing I sought for was a mirror. But Farida won't stop giggling and humming: 
I can be your hero baby... 
 
Is she mocking me? 
 
–Jennifer Emelife 
 
 
Fearless of the night 
Coward of the day 
 
(Adventure beckons in this world of sinisters) 
 
A whistle of love to one deaf at heart 
Stomach of butterflies to the boots of sweat 
 
Coward of the night 
Fearless of the day 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 



I will leave you when life comes calling, 
the road is narrow and rough, 
my dear you'll travel alone. 
do not sulk, do not sulk, 
I refuse to look at your face sister, 
when love comes seeds disperse, 
they travel alone, that's what love does to our sisterhood. 
be strong, do not cry, 
be strong, do not cry, 
the road is rough and you'll travel alone. 
 
–Oluwasegun Romeo Oriogun 
 
 
 
I will set fire on their heads when they come calling, 
Hymar, I see your eyes upon her robust breasts, 
you want some honey ern? 
come, come, come, 
we daughters of the creeks take no prisoners, 
we roast all who cross our path, 
come, come and feel the wrath of our breast. 
 
–Oluwasegun Romeo Oriogun 
 
 
 
Jennifer calls your name from a thousand miles, 
I see your eyes go up in flames, 
your heart yearns for her touch, 
your triangle gathers moisture and threatens to spill on the floor 
but by Jove, sister you go nowhere, 
I will hold you in chains against my heart, 
I will hold you dear sister, 
the road is filled with thorns and my hand holds the cutlass, 
till you know the way I'll hold you back. 
 
–Oluwasegun Romeo Oriogun 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



I could spend days just looking at this young girl in wonder. I hear she‟s a 
weirdo, but to see is to believe. 
 
Her black skin is radiant in the moonlight, bold like reds on a landscape. Her 
big eyes will draw you in, her gaze will disarm you without consent. 
 
She sits by the creek, every day, all day. At least, that is what they said. But 
that isn‟t all they said. 
 
They said she‟s the hungry teenage daughter of a famous mad woman- Winji. 
They said she dances when she thinks no one is watching, and wriggles her 
waist like an earthworm. They said she picks leftovers from the trash thrown 
out of lush compounds, and she gobbles them with relish, as though she was 
at a Chinese restaurant. 
 
They said she has a smile for everyone, but she doesn‟t speak English, so no 
one knows what she‟s saying. For days sometimes, they said, she doesn‟t talk 
at all. 
 
Today, she doesn‟t smile though. 
 
They said she‟s been violated. Abused by young men with raging libidos. They 
said these men come at night to rip her pride apart, sometimes in fives and 
sixes. 
 
I wonder how they know. 
 
Today, she doesn‟t smile.  
I see the pain in her eyes, and sigh. She turns away shyly when she catches me 
staring. And in spite of myself, I smile. 
 
I have a plan. I‟m about to change her life. 
 
–Ife Olujuyigbe 
 
 
Winji at the creek 
Running from the weak 
Those too weak to control 
Their sadomasochism urge 
 
Memories linger 
Deep within 
Like the dark of the sea 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 



.... and they came at dusk. Always. Stinking of stale blood and coming 
mayhem. We would run a little, trying to make it a bit hard for them. They 
laughed at our attempts. I think they evilly enjoyed the game of chasing us. In 
the end, however, hormones won... and laughter would turn to anger. We 
would be brutally tackled, shackled and handled. My whimpers would meet 
other cries in mid-air and together soar plaintively to the watching heavens. 
 
Why are the gods like this?? Why do they allow this happen? Are they 
stroking their ancient cocks in delight? Our gods have turned voyeurs. What 
of mother and little Abby? Do they not hear my pleas? Papa, where are you? 
These are my thoughts, as my privates are repeatedly made public…. 
 
– Don Al-Malik 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



From dusk to dawn to dusk, 
they've battled. 
Weaving empty tales to spear at us. 
 
They've rend the night 
with their frail battle cry 
and made the once crackling fire 
die from their words of bore. 
 
So I must go Paapa- 
I am Lafayette, 
to the village ground- 
I'm the Queen of Poetry. 
 
They must learn first-hand 
the true tradition of words 
how to please with words 
appease the gods with words 
 
For, 
their drab paragraphs have angered the gods 
I hear their deep resentful growl 
in the night's belly. 
 
Maamu will come with me, 
bearing my bag of words 
 
We must teach their kind 
how to divine with words. 
 
So I must go Paapa- 
I'm Lafayette, 
to the village ground- 
I am the Queen of Poetry. 
 
–Odey Patrick 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



His name was Bond, James Bond. 
 
More accurately, it was Yousaf Jean-Pierre. Both first names. He had not 
figured out how to combine them...which should lead? The second name had 
been given him by the white woman, when he first came to the camp. 
Everyone there had one... 
 
He sat by the light of the campfire, wearing the red bandana Susanne had 
given him. Although he had never seen James Bond sporting one, it was what 
he had. And he imagined it had all kinds of super cool gadgets built in by Q. 
 
Not just that, Susanne liked how he looked in it. He could see her from the 
corner of his eyes smiling...that sweet, one-of-a-kind, light-up-the-room 
smile. And partially covering her mouth. 
 
He was Bond for both of them. He would make sure nothing happened to her. 
That was his assignment. She had been hurt too many times in the past. By 
relatives. By the raiders. By the soldiers who came later. 
 
Well...no more. His Dinka blood ran hot. He would do whatever was required. 
Even if he could do nothing for anyone else, even if his dear Sudan did not 
benefit from him, Susanne would. By Jove! He would make sure of that. He 
was sworn to it. So help him, God. He was after all, the psy who loved her. 
 
–Pst John Chidi 
 
 
 
Bond by bond 
Bond with love 
Bond of care 
Bond for unity 
Bond in blood 
Bond bond 
Bond from scratch 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



*On this Bombshell* 
 
I hate my Grandma. 
You'd hate her too, if you knew her. 
She is over 90 but she looks 19. 
You'd like her if you just saw her and you didn't know her age, or didn't know 
her character, or didn't know why she always smiled. 
She is a prophetess. 
She had a church in Maiduguri, had another one in Damaturu. They say she 
once prophesied that terrorists were coming to Nigeria. The next week, boko 
haram struck. 
She was so popular, she was patronized by Obas and Ministers and 
Governors. 
She's seen some good stuff before, and it all came to pass; but recently she's 
been seeing evil upon evil upon evil in each trance.   
*** 
 
Six years ago, she told us the world was going to end. 
Papa dug a great big hole in the ground, in a cave, out, far away from the city. 
It took him eight months to finish it. 
I was just an infant at the time. 
Look at me now, in the picture above and see how old and wizened I have 
become. 
The hole papa dug, was transformed into some sort of bunker. We packed all 
our stuff, provision to last us for 6yrs, in it. 
I cannot begin to describe the things we had to go through the entire time we 
were down there. 
There's no way you could possibly understand. 
 
In the fifth year, it became clear the provision couldn't hold out until the 
sixth. Matter of fact, it could only last us until the third month after the fifth. 
There was no way we could get more food. We couldn't hunt, we couldn't 
plant, we couldn't fish... We were going to die. 
 
Grandma still prophesied bombs in the lands above us. I don't know what it 
looked like or what it now looks like. I have no idea what boko haram is. I 
have no idea what the apocalypse is. For me, bomb blasts and boko haram 
have always meant the same thing as the end of the world. The hole in the 
ground is all I have, with the dim light from the dying fire and silence. 
Grandma counts the days, for there is neither day nor night, and I never 
learnt arithmetic. 
 
Once, I found Papa crying. I knew it was because there was no food. 
He told me he was going to get us food, told me not to cry. 
Later Papa disappeared. 



But there was plenty meat for us. 
It was a miracle! 
Papa never came back. 
The meat lasted for a while. When it finished, I found Mama crying. 
 
She told me she was going to get us food, told me not to cry. 
Later Mama disappeared. 
But there was plenty meat for us. 
It was a miracle! 
Mama never came back. 
The meat lasted for a while. 
It finished and I knew what I had to do. 
 
Grandma sat behind me, smiling, urging me on. I held the knife in my left 
hand and concentrated on the task. 
I envisioned blood spurting out veins in my neck as I tore through my larynx. 
I will not cry... 
But a thought kept creeping into my mind: What sense did it make, 
committing suicide here? 
We came to this bunker so that we could escape the apocalypse. 
Grandma says today is the sixth day in the sixth month of the sixth year. 
How long are we going to wait for everything to end? I am surely going to die 
of hunger. 
But Grandma won't. 
I know what she's been doing. I know where the meat comes from. 
I make up my mind: suicide here is as good as suicide outside. 
Presently, I toss the knife back at her. I climb up and out the bunker ignoring 
her screams and shrieks. 
I am happy to see that she's no longer smiling. 
I push up the roof and peep. 
My eyes hurt. I have never seen sunlight in my life. 
I expect bombs, the way Grandma has described the times to me. 
I expect to be blown away. 
And I am. 
A few yards away from the hole, I see an expressway. I see cars (I know what 
they are because papa showed me pictures), and I see people going about 
their businesses, normally. 
I shake my head. I know there will be no bomb blasts today. 
I know the world did not end. 
I know why Grandma was always smiling. 
She 
Knew 
All 
Along. 
–John Afere 



Ignorance is chaos 
Kills faster than bullets 
Bliss is for the wise 
 
Dare to know 
Walk the silent path 
See the unseen 
 
Live in peace! 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
I had to hide the chest from him. 
What else could I have done? 
I was only keeping the promise I made to a dying man... 
 
It was a day he will never forget. 
It had all started well. 
Night had encroached in,  
Rolling aside a very sunny day. 
It was a beautiful night sky. 
 
The brightness of the stars gave a sharp contrast of a pitch-black night sky. 
In their numbers they embellished the night sky. 
It was a heavenly orchestra. 
A spectacle only the gods could command... 
 
The entire village was quiet. 
A deafening silence greeted our compound. 
We were gathered around a fire. 
Mother was busy breaking dried melon seeds. 
 
Little Okon sat opposite father, entranced by the war story father was telling. 
Midway into his story, father stopped to request for his pipe. 
There were five huts in our compound. 
I knew them like I knew the back of my hands. 
I ran into one of them, the one meant for father. 
It was dimly lit by an oil lamp. 
I strained my eyes and saw the pipe on the edge of his wooden bed. 
 
I reached for it and just when I turned to leave, a scream stopped me in my 
tracks. 
I counted ten heartbeats just to be sure it wasn't in my head. 



Then I heard it again, it was coming from outside. 
I tiptoed to the window and peeped. 
What I saw made me freeze to death. 
 
Mother was on her knees and a man stood behind her with a raised machete. 
Next was little Okon kicking and beating against the chest of a big man who 
would not let him go. 
Like the other man, father also had a man pinned down and a machete 
pointed to the man‟s throat. 
By father's side also lay two lifeless bodies. 
Suddenly, father stepped away from the man and pinned the machete to the 
ground, inches away from the man‟s face. 
The man scrambled to his feet, taking the machete with him. 
 
He gave an order and the other man brought down his machete to level it with 
mother‟s throat. 
Then with one swift move, he slit mother‟s throat, ear to ear. 
I watched in stark horror as mother‟s body fell to the ground. 
Her body writhed and thrashed, battling to hold onto life. 
Finally she laid still in a pool of her own blood, her head almost severed from 
her body. 
 
Like a flash, father charged at mother‟s killer, but was intercepted by the man 
he freed. 
I watched as the two armed men engaged father in a fierce struggle. 
Father ducked and dodged machete blows in an effort to disarm one of them. 
But they were brutal and intent. 
He succeeded in wrestling one to the ground. 
His wounds did little to slow him down. 
He fought with strange strength. 
Like the gods had taken over his body. 
Still on top of the other man, he turned just in time to avert a very fatal blow 
meant for his head. 
He held the man‟s arm and dragged him down with him. 
There were now three men on the ground. 
I could not pick out who was who, but after a fierce struggle, I saw father 
staggered to get up. 
 
I tried to scream, but it was too late. 
 
The man that held little Okon had released him and came up behind father. 
But like a cat, father's alertness surprised me. 
He turned in time but he was a second too late. 
The dagger barely missed his neck and was buried deep into his left shoulder. 
Father went down on his knees while his assailant watched. 



The anger in me had reached its peak. 
At that point I found my voice and my footing. 
I ran out of the hut and charged at the man. 
The man turned in time to hand me a blinding slap on the face and I fell. 
I watched as he walked over to stand astride me. 
He bent down and grabbed my fragile neck in both hands. 
He lifted me up and my feet dangled in the air. 
His grip tightened around my neck and I felt the pressure in my head as my 
eye balls forced their way through the sockets. 
All of a sudden, the man released me and I fell to the ground. 
I watched in confusion as the man froze and fell on his knees. 
Then I saw it, the head of a machete was sticking out through the middle of 
his heart. 
Okon stood behind the man; he was fiercer than I had ever seen him. 
He withdrew the machete from the man‟s body and raised it above his head. 
As the sharp machete came down, the man‟s head came rolling down, blood 
spewing everywhere. 
 
Father had died in our arms that night after losing too much blood. 
I was a girl, but I knew I had to keep the promise I made him that night. 
I took care of Okon and watched him grow up. 
And now he is strong and raw like a young lion. 
He has the unrefined temperament of a rogue. 
Eyes bold enough to look death in the eye. 
He has will like iron and a heart large enough to swallow up hell. 
He has grown to become the warrior father wanted him to be. 
He hasn‟t lost a wrestling contest before, yes, not even one. 
Like father, he has been chosen by the gods to be a warrior.   
He had endured the patience of age and yearned for the day to finally come. 
The day he would kill his first man. 
The opportunity to avenge our parent's death and that of his kinsmen.  
For the first time after these years, I am allowing him to look at father‟s war 
chest. 
 
It is how father had wanted it. 
I watch him take father‟s war cloth and tie it around his head. 
His dread falls back, glittering in the brightness of the oil lamp. 
It reminds me of father before he left for any battle. 
As I watch him from behind staring at that war chest, I know he is not 
shedding tears. 
He is thinking of that night and wishing he had grown this strong. 
Finally, I can‟t help but smile, knowing deep down that I have kept my 
promise. 
 
–Saviour Bassey 



War-chests 
Like spoils of war; 
 
Treasure of the brave 
Hope of the weak 
 
Memorabilia of glory abound 
 
Taste of victory 
And pains of loses 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
Our dreams are like patched roofs 
without a shoulder to mend our calls 
Every day, we nurture tears 
and clap to the tones of fear 
We have nowhere to cast our lots 
they have fried our hearts 
on the fire of death 
Leading our visions to a fall 
We sought for a proof 
a relief in our silence 
Our smiles they jail in a trance 
building walls above our voices 
And smooching our innocence 
with cruel faces of religious ignorance 
We awake in a scanty hall 
with prayers in our tamed hearts, 
Shy feelings-ignored tears 
searching for hope among our fears. 
 
–Moses Okpara Chibueze 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chenemi clears her throat after giving the crowd a squint-eyed scan. Her 
nerves are killing her, but no one must know. No one is allowed to doubt her 
level of confidence at this point: it‟s the only thing that has kept them strong 
and hopeful amidst the crisis. 
 
Chenemi suddenly raises her right arm, fists clenched in the famous solidarity 
pose, and the ladies scream.  
Their 'yeahs' and 'whoas' resonate through the compound. 
 
„We must go to school!‟ she bellows. 
„Yessss!!!!‟ the crowd roars in unison. 
„Female children deserve good things too…‟  
She doesn‟t pause, but the crowd cheers again, even louder.   
It‟s almost frustrating that they would not let her finish, but she pushes the 
thought aside in understanding of their distress. If the fathers have met to 
mar their future, they too will meet to let them know their plans have failed.  
 
This year alone, sixteen teenage girls have been withdrawn from school and 
married off to old farmers in Ukah. And it is only the third month.  
This madness has to stop. 
 
Chenemi and Anulika have single-handedly gathered more than half of the 
village girls for this protest. Chenemi aspires to become a lawyer when she is 
older while Anuli wants to become a nurse. But what becomes of their dreams 
if they too, at thirteen and fourteen respectively, are suddenly withdrawn 
from school and given out as gifts to undeserving local men? No, they won‟t 
let it happen. 
 
„You‟re fighting a lost cause. You are a girl…‟ Anuli‟s mother had told her that 
morning. When did it become a crime to be a girl? 
 
Anuli knows that their chances of winning this battle are very slim, but they 
will fight anyway. They will not give in to intimidations. They will be strong. 
They must be heard. 
 
As Chenemi waits for the noise to lull in order to resume her speech, Anuli 
stands behind her proudly, trying hard to stifle her smile of hopeful triumph.  
Yes. They must be heard. 
 
–Ife Olujuyigbe 
 
 
 
 
 



Skeletons and hearts 
Lungs and livers 
Skulls and bones 
Blood and veins 
 
Same human we are 
 
Let her soar 
Let her be! 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
Convince me, convince me 
how we would make it through the night 
hear my fears in whispers 
do not let the winds carry them afar 
too much for you to bear I know, 
just please convince me and I'll let you be 
 
–Adetimilehin VicAdex Inioluwa 
 
 
 
There is a lock  
holding our hearts,  
which keys are  
not within our reach,  
 
You see that hut  
Beyond the shore,  
where an old lamp  
reveals her light, that's  
where it's kept, the very  
Key to this our lock.  
 
I could stay here  
to make you smile  
when you are sad,  
And you as well  
to calm me down  
When I'm upset,  
But it will be of no  
no good effect,only  



to our captors delight  
who will gloat  
that this our love  
is in their cage  
for mere cinema,  
 
So I must go beyond  
the shore to that place,  
Where a lamp is lit  
so when I return  
with our key of love,  
We'll loose ourselves  
just For a while  
and ferry away  
to distant lands,  
where none can  
take our cherished  
Love for a cinema.  
 
When we arrive  
those distant lands,  
We'll lock again  
our hearts of love  
and fling the keys  
into the seas  
flowing around  
that sweet garden  
of our own Eden 
 
–Tonye Willie-Pepple 
 
 
 
Don't hold me back 
Don't beg me "Stop" 
For these our eyes 
cannot annex the 
great river 
 
They've relished 
so well, the tasty 
soup, cooked with 
our tears 
 
Now I must leave to 



take from them 
the right hand staff 
of our fathers gone 
 
I will return 
for these our tears 
to seize from being 
their ingredient, 
 
We've cried enough,  
Don't beg me "Stop" 
Don't hold me back 
 
–Tonye Willie-Pepple 
 
 
 
My warrior love  
I like that he tore  
the hyenas limbs  
when it kept my  
father up the  
palm wine tree  
for market days  
 
I like as well  
how he shreds apart  
that part of me  
which like a  
lioness, yearns  
for his meat  
 
But I fear to tell  
my warrior love that  
there are some nights  
I just want to be  
his tender sheep  
 
I fear to tell,  
because his  
eyes, his warrior  
eyes always in  
search for enemies,  
might see in me  
the newest foe  



 
I have no mouth  
To let him know  
that part of me  
which often says  
"Gosh, not again"  
 
I will not tell,  
No, not tonight,  
Not even so soon,  
For those eyes of his,  
The warrior eyes  
searching for foes,  
cannot see 
does not see 
through my soul 
 
–Tonye Willie-Pepple 
 
 
 
Let me tell you some things about me. These are secret things, but I trust you. 
I don‟t know why, but I do. 
 
Mama Bonboy purchased me from the „bendan‟ market. Yes, it‟s bend-down-
select made easy. Don‟t stress. 
 
„This would make a good congratulatory gift for my darling Nene‟ she thought. 
Of course, those were not her exact words. The illiterate woman could never 
have thought in English. 
 
While she was checking me out, I was beside myself with joy, for indeed, I was 
planted. Triumph has a sweet taste on the tongue! 
 
Nene took a liking to me almost immediately. I was a symbol of her 
soundness at school, seeing she was the one no one could beat. She tied me 
round her huge brilliant head to every place she went, and I got to work. 
 
When Nene began to stutter, people wondered what it was. No one 
understood. It was right after that she began to forget things. 
 
„Nene, go and bring the green bowl in the kitchen.‟ Mama Bonboy will say. 
Nene will get to the kitchen and forget why she was there. Everyone was 
starting to worry. 
 



But Nene held on to me, her darling red bandana. 
 
When Nene lost her voice totally, and became a deaf-mute, Mama Bonboy 
went to visit the Dibia. She didn‟t know he was a fake. He made me, and gave 
me to Ifuoma his daughter to plant, so she could be better than Nene.  
 
Now my job is almost done. Ifuoma is glad. Mama Bonboy is in despair. Nene 
is a dullard. 
 
And I‟m just that innocent red bandana, waiting to kill. 
 
–Ife Olujuyigbe 
 
 
 
Bandannas do die! 
 
They tear 
They wan 
They shed 
They fall 
 
And when they are planted 
They become earth 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
My words don't break 
All seven of them 
Like diamonds 
They sparkle 
They live 
In all 
Hearts 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Ah Prince Adewale Oreshade 
Walahi! What shall we do with you? 
 
Word by word 
Concept upon the other 
Kinds linked 
Minds explored 
Prose compacted 
Poetry created 
 
Of pictures and eyes 
Fire and ice 
Flowing in veins 
Myriads of angles 
Prose unleashed 
Poetry untethered 
 
–Pst John Chidi 
 
 
 
Eyes full of fire 
Ice full of vapour 
Blindful of love 
Plentiful hate 
 
Scorn full of thorns 
Tongues full of scum 
 
Today we write 
Pen or sword 
Ink or blood 
Dead or alive 
We make history 
 
–Chuky One‟Pilla 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



I stood staring at her. She was so young and innocent, yet ripe and ready to be 
plucked. That was why Sanni was gushing all over her. He had seen 'fresh 
meat'. 
 
For the first time in many years, he put on his Indian perfume which did very 
little in hiding the familiar smell of leather and shoe gum. He also used 
napkin while we ate at the dining table and managed not to make too much 
noise while chewing.  
 
Now, we are here at the living room. My hands underneath my chin as I watch 
him show off his old and rickety radio which he bought for a very cheap price 
from a hawker who came to his shop. I know what he‟s doing. A man trying to 
impress a woman, a man looking for a new wife. 
 
How could he do this to me? After years and years of our being together. I 
have endured his lashing tongue and deadly blows yet, he chooses to punish 
me with this final shame. Bringing in a girl old enough to be my child if only 
Allah had given me one. 
 
This girl with her red bandana looks like a rebel. There is something about 
her. Her eyes are so cold and silent and her lips firm never moving nor 
cracking into a smile even when Sanni cracks his supposedly funny jokes. 
Her family is no more, a bomb blast killed them all. I try not to pity this young 
child who has been brought by a cruel fate to this evil man. I try to make her 
my enemy because that is all she will be. But honestly, I can‟t. 
 
–Shade Mary-Ann Olaoye 
 
 
 
Cold hearts and frozen veins 
It's all in her eyes 
 
Don't look at her! 
 
A stare evokes a sneeze 
Memories of blood and bombs 
 
Let her be 
Let her heal 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 



At the fire side 
Laughing 
Grimacing 
Musing 
At stories told 
A thousand times over 
 
Seated haphazardly 
Aging 
Changing 
Becoming 
With Nile flowing rapidity 
Replicas of their nemesis 
 
Red bandana wrapped 
Staring 
Contemplating 
Seething 
At childhood truncated 
Innocence forever lost 
 
–Pst John Chidi 
 
 
 
Yesterday she cried. She cried like a baby. Today she cries no more, for a new 
day is born. Instead of crying over what may have, could have, or should have 
been, she's squaring up her shoulders and bracing herself for the future. 
They may come. They may come again. The ones who hurt her before, but 
never, never again will they see her cry tears of dejection and hopelessness. 
The rules of battle have changed, and under her small loincloth, she adjusts 
the knife she keeps for her violators. 
 
–Ikechukwu Eye Kay Nwaogu 
 
 
She shall cry no more 
Her tears have become sweat 
She shall fear no more 
Her fears has become still 
 
She longs for their return 
For she has become stone 
And they made her so 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 



Call me mad if you like, what is sweet about that you may ask. To be thrown 
out of my father's house, to be labelled a disappointment by my beloved 
mother, to be impregnated by a common rebel. Yet, I've come out strong, 
standing by every decision I made, taking responsibility for all I've done.  
 
Fought and died for what he believed in, strong and stood by me throughout 
my ordeals. He never ran away from his responsibilities, only death separated 
our bond. No! Not even death could snatch him away from my heart. He left a 
seed in me, his replica.  
 
Twenty years on, fully nurtured, just like dejavu, his heir is ready to lead his 
people, while I sit hear powerless, smiling and wishing, for who am I to 
change his destiny? 
 
–Chuky One'pilla 
 
 
 
Who am I to change his destiny? 
Who are they to change mine? 
Who was I to change theirs? 
 
What will be will be! 
 
Son of a rebel 
Leader of the weak 
Slave to yesterday 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Eyes Of A Victim 
 
Last night, 
when the world covered it's self with the thick blanket of darkness 
And the night went to slumber, 
I was strange sights, 
I saw the eyes of a victim 
 
When the burning torches of hope died down 
And all that was left were flickering embers, 
I saw the white eyes of a victim 
filled with pain 
 
I saw death in between each eyeballs 
I saw a story that has destroyed a soul 
I saw sadness, i saw grief 
I saw the eyes of a victim. 
 
–Shade Mary-Anne Olaoye 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



If you must go 
Take me with you 
Just as the dew 
And dawn do flow 
 
I wouldn't say a word 
when I see the dead 
slain by your sword 
in battlefield 
 
I'll just be there 
to calm your fear 
when stronger foes 
do reinforce 
 
I'll sing you a song 
which like the gong 
that calls for war 
does greatly spur 
 
warriors like you 
to always pursue 
with shinning eyes 
your many foes 
 
If you must go  
let me tiptoe 
within your heart, 
Your gallant heart 
 
So I can be sure 
on battle floor 
you will not fall 
when you recall 
 
that i have to blow 
a waiting lamp for you. 
If you must go 
Warrior, Take me with you 
 
–Tonye Willie-Pepple 
 
 
 
 



A SONG FOR ALHERI 
 
Alheri never smiles. Except when she downs a soldier. Or when high on the 
new mix of hashish. Like last night. Last night she had taken enough to kill 
two men, but then, she is Alheri: she kills at least two men every other week. 
She needed that special dose last night: it was going to be our last, Alheri and 
I. I had kept a sober mind and mean face as I absorbed the last instructions of 
Al-Zakariya, our platoon‟s commander. Alheri was all giggles. The hashish. 
 
We are the best, Alheri and I, and as such we will be performing the most 
important assignment so far. Today. 
Today, we have become our ages, doing things people our age do: go to 
school. My uniform is crisp; Alheri‟s is a bit crumpled. Crisp or crumpled, 
covering the explosives strapped to our bodies is the important thing and on 
that, the uniforms are serving well. 
 
We mouth the tripe these cretins mouth every morning on their assembly 
ground. I moisten my lips every minute. The harmattan is biting. I steal a 
glance at Alheri, she looks calm and unsmiling. A part of my heart goes to her, 
but then, in a few minutes, we will meet in a better place. Free of the cruelty 
that had taken our parents in the most gruesome way. 
 
The president arrives on schedule. News says he wants to show solidarity to 
the community for the girls that were abducted. This is the first of many 
schools he‟ll visit. I do not give a fig. Al-Zakariya says he must die, and die he 
shall, God willing. But beyond Al-Zakariya‟s incitement, he must die for his 
inability to protect our community from his rampaging soldiers, who instead 
of protecting us, had shot every one of our villagers, branding us terrorists. 
From the bushes where we took refuge, we had watched our parents, who 
didn‟t know how to hold a gun, lined up alongside others and shot, then 
burned. News had called it a Boko Haram attack. 
 
His speech is brief and lifeless. I can see the fake smile twitch ever so often. 
The harmattan is really getting to him. He walks into the assembled students, 
his entourage with him. He touches one, smiles at the other as he hurriedly 
makes his way through the throng. I cringe at his touch.  
“Now!” 
What? 
“Now!” Alheri yells a second time. 
This isn‟t the plan. 
It is too late. Alheri‟s hand is reaching for the detonator in her pocket. Two of 
the security men with the President move in her direction. The others form a 
ring around the President. The two men are on her as she brings it out. One 
holds her hand and struggles with her. Alheri‟s hands are steel. 
“Alheeeeeeeeeeri!” I shout. 



My detonator has been in my hand since the President arrived. I raise it up. 
The President and the ring of security around him freeze. 
“Alheri.” I press the detonation button. 
The silence that follows is deafening. 
There is no explosion. 
I moan as the first strong arms hold me in a vice-like grip. 
We have failed each other. And Al-Zakariya. And our parents. 
“Alher – “ I begin to whimper. 
Then I hear the explosion from Alheri‟s end. 
Then nothing. 
 
–Akintunde Aiki 
 
 
 
Cloud of smoke 
War of virtues 
Clash of good 
One is bad 
 
Pure hearts 
Ends of war 
All is gone 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
How can she dare a smile after he comes... 
Tonight, after he has filled his guts with liqueur stolen from the women's stall, 
it will rain daggers. 
I will make sure the red Bandana is the last thing he sees; right before his 
throat splits in two. 
 
 
–Iquo DianaAbasi Eke 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Rain of daggers 
In the hands of hope 
It spins the air 
In a turmoil of fear 
Thread, pores and bones 
 
Feel the fear 
Still the stare 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
There are four things I find hard to comprehend in this world. 
 
1. The language a man/woman born deaf and mute thinks in.  
2. What runs through the mind of my adorable six month old niece when she 
stares at me with curiosity written all over her face. 
3. The emotions flowing through the veins of the young lady and the braided 
chap in the picture above. 
 
But what I find the most difficult to understand is how poetry will dare battle 
prose. It‟s like the moon telling the sun "I need you no more" ,we know who'll 
grow dark and seize being a set-alight.  
 
Guess we've come to the end of this lecture, Ife see me before you go home.  
 
After lecture  
Ah my lovely Ife, I need you to post the picture I projected earlier on in class 
online. Let it be used as a reference point for either a poem or a prose, at the 
end of the day I hope to be two problems less. Don't let me down. 
 
 
–Emmanuel Papa Lexzy Obekpa 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Language of the eyes 
Thoughts of truth 
Stare of fear 
 
Be ye Goliath 
Let me be David 
And poetry, stones 
 
Small has always brought down the huge 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
The last thing I saw before the world turned black was her face changing as it 
were into someone else, someone brutal. The soft cheeks I had stroked were 
replaced by stone. The lips that had taken me into the warmth of her throat 
were now tightened and twisted in hate. Her eyes, seated beneath the scarf on 
her head, blazed like coal; fresh coal set in fire. 
 
.................. 
 
The world, a maddened mesh of sober colours, slowly gained focus as I 
blinked. The sickening scents of chemicals and perspiration came to me. 
I tried to speak but couldn't move my jaws. I could barely feel my tongue. I 
felt nothing beyond my neck. 
Sounds trickled in. 
A doctor hovered over me shining a lamp into my eyes. 
"Welcome back, sir. You've been out for three days." He said in a soothing, 
confident voice. 
Intravenous bags sat on long poles beside me, their lines ran down to my 
wrists. There was a line running out from around my stomach. 
Three days! 
What happened to me? 
Feeling was slowly returning. 
Something felt wrong. 
 
The doctor leaned close, planting his arms on the bed like huge pillars holding 
up his massive body. 
"You were actually found in a very bad state in the middle of the road at err... 
Sabo junction." He said. 
 
I moved my arm slightly. It was heavy. 
My ankles felt weak. 
The doctor continued. "By the time you were rushed here around 6am you 



had lost a whole lot of blood. You see it's quite a err... miracle you are still 
alive. Your wife and kids are outside." 
 
I could move my hips a bit. I tightened my buttocks and my stomach. 
Something felt very wrong. I raised my neck slightly. 
What's going on? 
 
"Sir please, you need to relax. You have been through a lot." The doctor said 
with fresh urgency, placing his hand on my shoulder to push me down. 
 
Sweating, my mind bounded backwards to that Friday night. The little whore 
had told me she was not an ordinary girl. She had promised that after she was 
finished with me I will not have the desire for any other woman. Hilarious! 
I had looked at her tiny breasts and small physique and lustfully imagined 
what this little girl of less than twenty could possibly offer me, a veteran, the 
great Agu! I had been pounding women before her father was first hard. 
Her silly challenge had excited me. She was an innocent child trying to be vile! 
I laughed and entered into the dingy room with two other whores. 
I was going to corrupt this little girl in so many ways before she saw the sun 
again. 
 
"Sir, please... You haven't fully stabilized." The doctor said. Two nurses had 
hurried to support him in pinning me down. 
 
My hands finally yielded to my mental commands moving straight to my 
groins. My throat tightened. Instead of soft flesh I felt plasters. 
Horror shot through my being. 
Oh dear God! 
My hands moved over the surface in rounded paths until my mind finally 
settled on the grim, life-ending realization; 
'My manhood is gone!' 
 
She was not an ordinary girl after all. 
 
–UZeÉ Azuonye 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Love at the banana tree 
Death in the air so bright 
Love at the banana tree 
Fear fumes the soil awake 
 
Words at crossroads 
Palm oil and palm wine 
Blood at the banana tree 
 
–Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
THE LEGEND OF AGAEMWIWON 
 
Josiah was 8 years old when he became king. 
 
I am twice his age and heir apparent, yet nowhere near the throne. The Court 
of Advisors to the Monarch convened 21 days after my father‟s demise. 
 
“Our dear departed king, Amraah, is not without an heir” their head advisor, 
my uncle, announced.  
 
The rest gave one another looks as if saying in return “the obvious” 
 
“But in the Book!‟, in the Book”, he pitched then dipped abruptly as if to catch 
a breath. “It is written, „Woe unto thee, O land, when thy king is a child‟”. 
    Silence.  
 
“Here is the matter at hand before the court “ 
 
He advanced towards his seat. But just before he sat, a thought arrested him. 
He remained on his feet and distributed his face across the room.  
 
“Kapagbera, my son-” 
 
“He is of age and meets all conditions for ascendancy,” he added with 
pretentious meekness.  
 
The approving mien of Mazibi, his assistance met my face. He looked swiftly, 
cowardly away.  
 
I sat there astonished but kept my cool.  
 
What a band of ignoble and hypocritical men! They had welcomed the white 



man‟s religion along with his Holy Book, then culled a portion of it to justify 
their mean ends.  
 
The convention was 3 days ago. Kapagbera, my cousin and 14 years my 
senior, is already gallivanting about town on Mazibi‟s unfortunate horse.  
 
I have come to visit her but Iloyashea makes silly jest of me. Iloyashea my 
universe, my galaxy and all my stars. The sight, the taste, and sound of all 
that's bliss. She who had vowed me the first taste and forever ownership of 
her guava nectar. Iloyashea. The one I hesitated to conquer that night by the 
lush grassy swathe fringing the shores...as a choir of hibiscus, carnations and 
hyacinths sang witness to our rapture. My sweet sweet Iloyashea. 
 
Ah, he approaches now, my uncle, on his wretched camel, with that filthy grin 
feigning my best interests. But I have always known of the wiles up his 
sleeves. Of the secret coup a fortnight ago down by the river, where they 
schemed to rob me of the throne and of my Iloyashea, now promised to 
Kapagbera, „a man‟. 
 
This countenance will tell what the river saw. 
 
Aissobadt, the crown prince of Amraah will not live this down.  
 
For last night, I unsheathed my father‟s double-edged sword. 
 
There will be blood. 
 
–MadameDupe Gbemi 
 
 
 
There will be blood tonight 
On the streets of prose 
The moon shall disappear 
And the stars shall die 
 
For there will be blood 
And poetry shall make it so 
And their words shall choke them dead 
 
– Prince Adewale Oreshade 
 
 
 
 



This war may be over 
But the battle rages on. 
 
When hostility cuts 
It‟s posterity that bleeds 
 
Tutsi wins at Scrabble 
I feel a fury rising 
 
Unity's but a myth 
When odd walls yet divide us 
 
“New era dawns in Kigali!” 
“Rwanda‟s done her penance” 
 
Yet I am forever Hutu 
This band my mark of valor 
 
Their feckless perpetrator 
is sadly victim, too.     
 
–MadameDupe Gbemi 
 
 
 
The Negro's Tears. 
 
I am a child 
This things I need to know, please don't hide. 
Tell me things I need to hear 
or out of my shell I'll embrace with the ear. 
 
I am a child 
In thy peaceful heated bosom I want to lay, else woe betide. 
Let me dwell in and grow 
with thy words to glow. 
 
–Solutionist Clementina 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



VOLUME II 
 

The happiness we lose to see others smile  like being shorn to clothe 
another  they feel warmth, and smile  while you shiver and feign 
strength  but behind that mask  is a face scowling    why can't we be 
happy  together 
 
- Jennifer Emelife 
 
 
 
So, you think that we are worth no more than this? We shall crush the evils of 
your thought and scatter that little thing that makes you think you a 
man...    You think it is spite in my eyes? Wait till you feel the fury of our 
gathered might! 
 
- Su’eddie Vershima Agema 
 
Amazons She called them forward, beckoning with her cupped hand, and 
they formed a tight circle around me. They all had stern hard faces, these 
young women, but she was the only one with a bandanna. It was her face 
that my eyes followed, with that ominous curl of the mouth.   
 
They circled round me, as I lay, heavy and wet, panting on the floor. There 
was a low wordless chant that counterpointed the slap of their feet on the 
concrete.   
 
Without any signal, they came to a halt, and four of the girls stooped to pick 
me up, one taking each leg, and one at each shoulder. They lifted me onto 
their shoulders, placing me face upwards, so that I could see the stars – 
bright Sirius, Castor and Pollux – and stood rigid.   
 
A voice then spoke: I knew it was her. The first words I’d heard since 
morning.   “Take him to the river. Wash him well. Then place him on the far 
shore, and leave him there. He has no reason or right to come here, so we 
will let him go.”  The girls broke into a swift jog, and II jolted up and down. I 
heard a final call from the girl with the red bandanna. “Don’t come back. Next 
time you’ll die.” 
 
- John Stewart 
 
 
 
 
 



 If you knew the tree   
Beside my house   
Had such a fruit   
 
Why didn't you pluck?     
Why did you wait    
Till I had to climb   
 
To pick the one   
I'd kept aside? 
    I hear you strut   
 
Around farmlands 
  Looking for things   You did not plant    Listen to me  From 
henceforth  Your picking hands  Shall seize to move    The day your 
map  Led to my path  ways 
same day 
 
  It led it's last 
 
- Tonye Willie Pepple 
 
 
 
My sister sits behind war torn existence  Basking in the glory   Of my 
persistence  I, a boy soldier, with my delinquency  Who have seen terror face 
to face   And yet lives  But I live with haunts   That will forever lay by 
me  That joy as behind me  May never leave Naomi   
And the several other naive virgins 
 
- Oni Martins Abidemi 
 
 
Na me go kill you,   
One day.  You dey form devil   
You dey form God 
  Small time,    
I grow   
And I kill you. 
 
- Kenechi Uzor 
 
 
And she dares a smile after he comes...   
 



Tonight, after he has filled his guts with liqueur stolen from the women's stall, 
it will rain daggers.   
 
I will make sure the red Bandana is the last thing he sees; right before his 
throat splits in two. 
 
- Iquo DianaAbasi Eke 
 
 
 
Khalifa go,    
Just go away    
My father is home.    
Don't say you just  
 
  walked past his grave  
  for I saw it there    
Before I said go,    
just go away      
 
Those eyes you see    
are not his own,    
Though in the grave    
He sees through them,    
And knows your Pa  
 
  showed them the way    
down to his grave    
Just go away      
 
Khalifa go,    
Just go away,    
For though I know    
You're not your Pa  
  who led my own    
deep down the feets,    
Those eyes you see    
shinning so bright,    
sees from his grave,    
 
Your father's blood    
running in you    
Just go away      
Khalifa   my love    
Just go away    



 
When he is gone    
I'll meet you there    
where two roads meet    
that leads to one    
 
Your heart and mine,    
Just go away 
 
- Tonye Willie Pepple 
 
 
 
I could feel her eyes on me, pressing behind my skull, seeking answers that 
I'd hid behind my eyes. I dare not turn, for my stern shoulders do not begin to 
convey the fury I rather she not see. She didn't know this, but in my eyes 
she'd already died. 
 
- Mazi Nwonwu 
 
 
 
"What is it? Why are you squeezing your face?"   "I'm not squeezing."  "But I 
am looking at you and you're squeezing."  "Aunty, it's how my face 
is."  "Since when? Don't you know you're a girl? You shouldn't look so harsh. 
No man will marry a girl who doesn't smile."  "Shuo. I should go around 
smiling like mumu?"  "Shut up. Who are you talking to like that? Don't you 
see your sister? See how gentle she looks? That is how a girl should look. 
Not every time carry face like spoilt akamu." 
 
- Enajite Efemuaye 
Your darkness prophesies the future  Amidst this bleak present your eyes tell 
of the hope planted with blood    Deep within those diamond balls  stories of 
bewilderment lingers  like a saged limb  burdened ripeness.    I see the 
future stolen today in your eyes  but hope exist still 
 
- Paul Liam 
 
 
 
 I'm pregnant with longings    
You have not midwifed    
When I hold your arm    
You say it's for war    
If I grip your thigh    



It is battle hard,    
My longings kick    
In slippery wombs    
But you are consumed    
With battlefields and  
 
  enemy skulls on trophy 
  trays,you forget this    
field,waging wars    
with riot squads   of Eve's hormones      
 
Why look at him    
with hateful eyes    
And christen him    
those coward names  
  leave him alone    
and wage this war    
waiting for you      
I left the cord for    
your warrior hands    
to come and cut,    
don't look at him    
with bloodied eyes,    
He only helped to   to be the nurse  and quickly left  when you arrived,  He 
didn't do your  midwife chores,  Don't look at him   
with such disdain  to add his skull    
on your trophy trays 
 
- Tonye Willie Pepple 
 
 
 
"What is this one doing?"    The dryness in Micha's voice only attested the 
thirst in his throat, which only serve to make him angrier.     "He's the oyinbo 
Leader Tampolo said will be coming. You know - the one who is going to 
share our side of the story with the world." Agatha said, smiling at the fierce 
boy. Micha scoffed.    "Which side of which story? This one only cares about 
how popular he will become!" His fists clenched and unclenched themselves 
in frustrated rage - as though they were around the white man's throat. "Did 
he ask you about your mother? How your papa died? Did he ask where you 
got that limp? Why you're so skinny? Nobody cares, Agatha. Nobody."     He 
frowned and spat in the dust, watching the struggle within Agatha as 
displayed by the frown on her brow.     And then as one, they turn towards 
the approaching oyinbo.    "At least I'll get to be on the television," Agatha 
concluded and smiled. 



 
- Seun Odukoya 
 
 
 
This  is the one you don't touch.   This one will remain  With all that is me 
have I sworn  There is much I could say   but you need remember only 
this  To hurt that smile  You'll have to go through me 
 
- Ibrahim Ganiyu 
 
Save your innocence, Me love  My heart is weighed down  and my eyes spit 
fury... 
 

- Chinyere Darline Ezeigwe 

 

 

 
 My head screams vengance and I wont stop till I get every bit of it. I will 
make them pay for everything they did... I will surely get them.. 
 
- Onyinye Eleodi 
 
 
 
I foresee    
the marketplace   Where self-service abate   
Behold the Kingdom is nigh! 
 
- Mikail Bashir 
 
 
 
Whoever thought being small breasted 
doesn't come with sackful of blessings 
must be a product of nzuzu! 
  Obioma's man-ish look could rob you of clarity.  That face like a plate 
tongue-wiped after a sumptuous meal... 
  That voice like the sound of ogene  That abdomen like the trunk of nkwu 
tree...  Those eyes the dark secrets of the sea 
 
  A heart sold with tears from eyes 
that beheld heads 
made to roll from their shoulders... 
 



  A heart sold to fire, stone and thunder   
 
The hunted is her hunter's hunter  The boy with the rouge scarf 
is my daughter and my chi! 
 
- Nonnie Aneke 
I must make mother proud. There may be a hundred other virgins out here 
tonight, more beautiful than the stars.. Yet I must look into his eyes and find 
his soul; in there, he will find me waiting, like I always have been. This time, I 
am ready, My Prince. 
 
- Victoria Ekpoma 
 
 
 
On Broken Wings   
 
He said I was beautiful,  Like an angel with broken wings   That was right 
before he raped me   He said he would come again,   But tonight he will find 
out   That not only angels have wings  Demons have wings too   A knife 
strapped to my thigh   Coated in scorpion venom   Tonight he will find 
out  That not only angels have wings   Demons have wings too   Demons 
have wings too 
 
- Ikechukwu Nwaogu 
 
 
 
What my eye sees  pleases my mind and gladdens my heart.  It makes me 
long for what I know will be for us.  I will wait, and sit by myself as I await that 
which my eyes, mind and heart knows too well;   That all will be well. 
 
- Bethel Fejiro Oshokhai 
 
 
 
They've seen too much  Yet they won't shut off;  Let the world 
read   memories   Written on the white   Of those eyes,  Eyeballs serve for 
yokes,  Let tomorrow's children   Feed fat,  On the pains you hide   Behind 
the mask of your grin;  We too shall ply the dark routes  To the home of the 
light. 
 
- Soonest Nathaniel Scholes 
 
 



 
 
What do I see in those eyes?/ Pains, anguish, joy,hope,I just can't tell/ Or it is 
a mixture of them all?/ I can now tell I see a longing!/ So strong it takes my 
little piece away/ What I should do I know not/ Your dreams I'll gather the 
pieces/ Your night I'll turn to day/ With rays of sunshine for hope/ I'll free your 
caged legs and provide wings for flight/ No more the caged birds you'll be!/ To 
my mother's hut I'll take You/ Where fresh yam baths with pure palm oil,just 
for your stomach/ Then straight to the square where tales you've missed will 
be told/ Your smile n laughter I'll become/ When you give me your hand in 
brotherhood! 
 
- Uwandu Chioma Esther 
 
 
 
Whether the clan needs saving 
I won't let you go 
Thou "son of a gun" 
Why leave my breast ashore 
When my heart cries for your eternal embrace.   
 
  What tale should I tell the world 
And the seed u've planted 
....that you married to a quest 
To count the sands in the desert 
Or fetch the waters in the sea.   
 
  Why not make me that old happy woman 
In whom your ambition burned into wrinkles 
With your prowess whetted in the exploration 
Of my thigh and bones 
There your blood thirsting guts would die a peaceful death   
 
  Without a sword driven into the bowels 
And your blood not floating, not oozing 
But as the air, with each cell holding to its own compartment 
Violence and enmity monitoring even after death 
 
- Hayor Habra 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
"Bandana Bride"    The day Siji's suitor came to pay her bride price and take 
her home, she wore a red bandana across her head, and her face was a 
burning furnace.   Like the flames her common entrance result slip gave 
when Baba held them over the stove because Siji said she will go to school 
instead of getting married.  But in the end,her suitor sent his grand sons and 
they carried Siji to their grandfather, Siji's husband. And we all giggled, 
because Siji wore a red bandana the day her suitor came. 
 
- Chibuihe-Light Obi 
 
 
 
They say I am too young to fight, too young to die. I wear a band of blood 
upon my fore head. Perhaps the appointment with death’s angel creeps 
closer like the shadow of night’s masquerade. I proceed in this life's 
procession, in pursuit of lost souls.  They gossip in hush notes, tones of dark 
semi-silence, and their voices mingled with the dialect of the night.   
 
A company of fireflies like miniature stars leads me on; crickets snuff the 
quietude in distorted creakiness; leaves and grass blades rustle in rebellion to 
my advance, shrubs intertwine their members, resisting me.    
 
They say I am too young to fight, too young to die. I wear a band of blood 
upon my fore head. My eyes bear the metallic sun blaze of my bitterness. My 
eyes are the camera holding short clips: of mutilated minds and bodies; of 
tormented tender voices tortured beneath the mass of “Apes”, one letter 
before the “s” drowned - girls in captivity…   
 
Today when the appointment with death’s angel is met, he will receive a 
smooth pebble and a sling, tonight in the battle plains of Ambush-a forest, 
General Shakara will fall. 
 
- Ifeanyinchukwu Avajah 
 
 
 
I have seen several of your type before. I wish you know, that it is not size, 
height or stature 
 
- Asuquo Etuk 


