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ain’t no Justice, Just us

It is arguable that justice is as sweet as revenge, or even sweeter. 
Justice, after all, is civilized revenge meted with a communal 
consent. Humanity has a raving appetite for Justice.

Nigeria, like many  countries, is however starved of justice. Jus-
tice cannot be found in the rusted lead-pipes of judicial bureau-
cracy, in the cavernous courtrooms with termite-eaten wooden 
docks. Justice has retired from these places. Justice has   relocat-
ed to the jungle, to the hearts of hapless civilians, to the aggre-
gation of market stalls, to rundown beer parlours and still, Justice 
is neither satisfied nor safe. Justice is chased, taunted, trampled 
upon daily; as  crude bombs are detonated, Justice is shattered, 
mangled, ripped apart. The dark pun in D’Angelo’s lyrics comes to 
mind, “Ain’t no justice, just us.”

Saraba, in her twelfth issue, gleams in  this gloom, these murky 
waters, this putrid reality. Poetry, fiction, the good old essay and 
photography are deployed gainfully. One is reminded of how just 
the pen is in the sterling essay of Tade Ipadeola, ‘Of Similitude 
and Verisimilitude’, an intellectual tourdeforce that joins itself to 
the barricade of rebuttals that has withstood a disgruntled char-
latan’s headlong charge. The fresh and haunting poetry of Jumoke 
Verissimo tackles the plight of an émigré: one can easily imagine 
the internal horrors of those who had to seek political asylums in 
the recent past, when Justice was travestied.

Chioma Iwunze Ibiam launders the memories of a gang rape, an 
event that evoked a lot of media publicity. She holds court and 
cross-examines the perpetrators, the perpetrated and the onlook-
ers. The story is resplendent with the possibilities of fiction. Lore 
Adebola’s ‘Does Nigeria Need Sherwood Forests?’ is a thought-
provoking internal dialogue with a singeing sincerity reminiscent 
of dialogues of the philosophers of yore. 
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The photography of Ray-Daniels Okeugo, which captures the  revo-
lution that was OccupyNigeria, situates hope in one’s heart. When 
there is a confluence of voices into an unshaken guttural thunder, 
speaking the truth to power, Justice will redound. But for now, 
ain’t no justice, just us.

_ _ 

da & ei

ileSa/lagoS

August 2012
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in the abyss
JuMoke VeriSSiMo
 

In the  trial of your cauldron heart  
you may boil the stone 
that burdens Africa into alcohol 

If I were to dream of meeting you on the waters,
I’d turn you away from an ocean of trafficked debates
so even if ships are left without captains or you,
there would still be a future sailing  into place

And as you stay at home like shells on a beach
couched in that language that’s spread on sands 
I’m inside your dream, where you are awake  

though you’re eating the sounds of a lover’s snore
and retiring your ears from honks and street rustles 

You can dream in your dream if you want to 
the bed this night is not a place for sleep 

I will tell the world your tale  
I’ve entered your dream to meet solitude;
roll up your blanket and embrace some angst
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ÉMigrÉ (1)
JuMoke VeriSSiMo

Tonight  like every other night to come
you will stay awake thinking of home;
home—is it a land or mewling thighs?
    
Just like phone sex between fantasists
distance is a confession of your wishes
and space has dragged itself into fame 

You are a durian—a metaphor 
and your thorns are not forever
tomorrow could taste like heaven 

just leave your fears to cover their mouth
leave hope to stick its nose in your business

keep your mind open to popular wisdom:
the only smell of distrust between
a country and a citizen is exile.

7 of 93



oF siMilitude and VerisiMilitude 
tade iPadeola

Jurisprudence and common sense agree on the question 
of burden of proof: he who asserts must prove. Then 
and only then, does the evidentiary burden ever shift. 
In the field of writing, a presumption of law makes this 
burden of proof inexorable for the person asserting. It 
is presumed by law that the person whose name goes as 
author in any piece of writing is indeed the author. In 
Nigeria, rebutting the presumption of authorship, as in 
most of the Commonwealth, is a terribly involved task, 
one which, like marriage, ought never to be ventured 
lightly.

So it was a matter of some moment when Mr Ahmed 
Maiwada, legal practitioner and the legal adviser to the 
Association of Nigerian Authors, stated on social media, 
Facebook, thus: 

The storyline of Babatunde Rotimi’s “Bombay’s Re-
public” is too close to that of Biyi Bandele’s Burma 
Boy; it is too close for comfort, too close to pass 
as an original! So, how did it manage to make it 
through to the final stage of the Caine Prize? It is 
either the judges are not critical readers, or they 
are no wide readers at all, or they cannot tell be-
tween an original story and (sic) the plagiarised. 
Whatever the shortcoming, this is most unfortunate 
for African writing!
  Who is Babatunde Rotimi anyway? Is he the 
same as Biyi Bandele?
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Social networking tools, in the 21st century, have be-
come extraordinarily potent. They empower protests of 
otherwise anonymous dissenting voices against entire 
superpowers, facilitate love matches that just a decade 
ago would have entailed considerable expense in time 
and money, allow amateur astronomers to exchange 
innocent data, lend wings to poetry that may not oth-
erwise travel. But they also have a distinct capacity to 
wreak havoc in ways which was unachievable up till the 
end of the last century. A malicious mind can plant a lie 
and watch it grow viral in minutes. Such is the power of 
new media.

In one fell swoop, the accuser levelled charges against 
Mr. Rotimi Babatunde, author of “Bombay’s Republic”, a 
story on the shortlist of the Caine Prize, one of the most 
prestigious prizes for African writing and concomitantly 
managed to cast doubts on the competence and acumen 
of the Caine Prize judges. The charges are serious. For 
the shortlisted author, an entirely new and formidable 
set of obstacles have been created which have noth-
ing to do with Mr. Babatunde’s text in relation to other 
texts on the shortlist. They are ethical and epistemo-
logical, teleological and ontological. The metaphysical 
burdens imposed on Mr. Babatunde’s shortlisted work 
is similarly imposed on the judges. One will be justified 
in concluding early that the accuser is either extremely 
knowledgeable and sure of his grounds or a crude savage 
with no clue to nobility.

An apparent gravamen of Mr. Ahmed Maiwada’s griev-
ance and charge is that the judges of the process that 
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threw up “Bombay’s Republic” are either uncritical read-
ers or are otherwise parochial readers. Another appar-
ent grouse is that Mr. Maiwada does not know who Mr. 
Rotimi Babatunde is. It has since come to light upon 
scrutiny that not only are the judges [and chairpersons] 
reputable and knowledgeable enough, one of them, El-
lah Alfrey, actually was editor of the book by Biyi Ban-
dele, Burma Boy. So the charge of smallness of mind on 
the part of the judges is easily laid to rest, leaving the 
other, germane matter of Mr. Babatunde’s identity. 

Here I wish to be of immediate help since Mr. Baba-
tunde, Chair of the PEN Nigeria Centre Writers for Peace 
Committee, is a man I know well enough to describe. He 
happens to be a substantial and stalwart artist and in-
tellectual, far outstripping his accuser in artistic stand-
ing and longevity of practice. Part of the tragedy is that 
people like Mr. Babatunde, who are the genuine articles, 
are, because they are often so self-effacing, often little 
known while all manner of dilettantes, charlatans and 
impostors are busy hogging the limelight.  In 1996, 
Rotimi Babatunde was 3rd Prize winner in the North 
American Open Poetry Competition with the poem 
Oxbow Lakes. In 1998 he won Second position in the 
22nd International Student Playscript Competition 
organized by the World Student Drama Trust, London. 
The judges on that occasion were Sir Alan Ayckbourn 
and Stephen Jeffereys. Those who know understand that 
Sir Ayckbourn is the greatest comic playwright in the 
English language alive.

In 1999, Rotimi Babatunde was 1st Prize winner with 
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An African Seascape with the Fall of Icarus in the 
British Broadcating Corporation’s Meridian Tragic 
Love Story Competition, a one-off international con-
test organised by the BBC to mark the 400th anniversary 
of the first staging of Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet. 
In 2001, he was Resident Fellow at the Ledig House 
International Writers Program, the literary programme 
of the Art/Omi Foundation, Ghent, New York, U.S.A. In 
2002, he won another Writing Fellowship at The Mac-
dowell Colony, Peterborough, New Hampshire, U.S.A. 

In 2004, Mr. Babatunde was a beneficiary of a resi-
dency in The International Residency Programme 
at the Royal Court Theatre, Sloane Square, London. In 
2005, he participated in Beyond Borders: A Festival 
of Contemporary African Writing, Kampala, Uganda. 
Participation sponsored by the British Council. Also, in 
the same year, he won a Fiction Grant from The Ludwig 
Vogelstein Foundation, Shelter Island, New York, U.S.A. 
In 2006, Mr Babatunde was one of the three authors 
shortlisted for Nigerian Writer of the Year award by 
The Future Awards alongside the novelist Chimamanda 
Adichie and the poet Tolu Ogunlesi. In the same year, he 
participated at the Teaterdargana Festival of theatre at 
Ricksteatern in Stockholm, Sweden. The trip sponsored 
by The Swedish Institute and Riksteatern.

In 2007, Mr. Babatunde won a Fondazione Pistoletto 
scholarship award to the Unidee International Resi-
dency Program, Universite des Idees/ Cittadellarte, Bi-
ella, Italy. In 2009, he was Winner, the Cyprian Ekwensi 
Prize for Short Stories at the annual national awards of 
Abuja Writer’s Forum (AWF). For the story collection
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Houdini and Other Marvels. In the same year he was 
Runner-up, the Ibrahim Tahir Prize for Fiction. For 
Houdini and Other Marvels. Also in that same year he 
won a Rockefeller Foundation’s writing fellowship at 
the Bellagio Study and Conference Center near Lake 
Como, Italy. In 2010, Mr. Babatunde was Co-winner, 
Churchill Theatre Bromley One Act Play Competition with 
An Infidel in the Upper Room.

Mr. Babatunde has been Chair, PEN Nigeria Centre Writ-
ers for Peace Committee since April of 2011. He is a 
citizen of the world resident in Ibadan. He is not Biyi 
Bandele.

Now to address the work, “Bombay’s Republic”. I have 
read this story. I have reviewed it. I also read and re-
viewed Biyi Bandele’s Burma Boy a couple of years back. 
I believe I can speak to any similitude or lack thereof in 
the ‘storyline’. It struck me as particularly strange and 
callow that anyone can even begin to compare the two, 
not to talk of seeing any similarities. Here are seven out 
of several reasons why:

 1. The scope of Mr. Babatunde’s work is Homeric. It 
is a mini-epic. It begins here, at home. It moves to the 
theatre of war in Burma and then returns home where 
the denouement of the story plays out.  Mr. Bandele’s 
story begins with a foreigner and ends on foreign soil.
 
 2. Mr. Babatunde’s work is sheer joy to those who 
enjoy mordacious wit. It is a work with edge. It needed 
to be, it is a short story. Mr. Bandele’s work describes 
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at leisure and is not in a hurry to score in the mordant 
department. It is a novel.

 3. Mr. Babatunde’s story bears the marks of nanomet-
ric research. It is no wonder, this is the fruit of a writing 
grant made to him in year 2005. Mr. Bandele’s work also 
bears the marks of research. Of millimetric research. The 
difference is clear in the poetics of Babatunde’s work. 
His story is a world of concentrated time. 

 4. The protagonist in Mr. Babatunde’s story is a man 
with the sensibilities and heightened instincts of a man. 
Witness him despatching a berserk white officer with a 
single shot. He could not afford to miss. Mr. Bandele’s 
protagonist is a boy with instincts and sensibilities en-
tirely appropriate to boys.
 
 5. As a political statement, “ Bombay’s Republic” is 
momentous. From its very title down into its substance. 
It is aware, unapologetic, subversive. Burma Boy is as 
much a political statement as a boy can make. “Bom-
bay’s Republic” is essentially a series of interrogatories 
directed at a political order that was both exploitative 
and deceptive. Burma Boy, at best, is compte rendu.

 6. One cannot but feel a slight sense of decapitation 
and irresolution at the end of Mr. Bandele’s novel. One 
feels it could have gone on to more, much more, if it 
had allowed the story follow the trajectory of the pro-
tagonist’s psychological development. Bombay’s Repub-
lic on the other hand goes the whole length of a short 
story. As a young critic, Mr. Biyi Olusolape observed, it 
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is Borgesian in its completion.

 7. Burma Boy by Biyi Bandele assays psychological 
complexity in the specific context of the suicidal in a 
non-radical way. The novel starts and ends on that note. 
Bombay’s Republic is radical symbolic representation par 
excellence - of survival, adaptation and mutation. It is 
the thesis of Rene Descartes transmuted into riveting 
story. 

Even though a number of rational voices with robust 
arguments rose in defence of Mr. Rotimi Babatunde, Mr 
Maiwada remained adamant in his claim that Bombay’s 
Republic is plagiarised. This leads me to the next obser-
vation. As a lawyer himself, I suppose that Mr. Maiwada 
is aware that a charge thus laid can be exciting in the 
short term with long term disastrous consequences for 
the vilified author or for the accuser. At law, to sustain 
a charge of plagiarism, it is pertinent to show a one-to-
one correlation between the ‘original’ and the ‘counter-
feit.’ Failure to do this places the accuser in an invidious 
position, success, of course, makes the accuser a rock 
star amongst literary James Bonds, complete with a 
literary license to kill.

Mr. Babatunde is understandably outraged by the ac-
cusation levied against him. As one who at close quar-
ters has been observing Babatunde’s painstaking rise in 
the world of writing, I share his pains. Shortly after his 
name was announced on the shortlist of the 2012 Caine 
Prize, the poet Niran Okewole and myself did set an eve-
ning apart at Ibadan to drink to Babatunde’s rude liter-
ary health and to discuss literature. I recall that the age 
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of the story was one subject we broached. I also recall 
telling him that I was surprised that the story made it 
to the shortlist at all since it was so acerbic, even on a 
semiotic level. I thought the judges of new writing from 
Africa had made a quantum leap forward in this regard. 
There appears to be new openness to the gritty stuff 
coming the continent. 

When Mr. Maiwada’s allegation broke into the open on 
Facebook, one of my first thoughts, apart from what was 
clear to my mind as a clear case of confusion on the 
part of the accuser, was how a work that was already 
submitted to a literary agent in London as a part of 
other works in 2005 could plagiarize a work published in 
2007? I contributed my personal knowledge of the fact 
that “Bombay’s Republic” predates Burma Boy to try 
and add clarity to the debate if there was to be one. I 
did not need to see the correspondence between Mr. Ba-
batunde and the literary agents dating back to 2005 to 
know that “Bombay’s Republic” was a rare original but 
it helped to be reassured that one was not delusional. 
The forensics or literary archaeology involved is pretty 
convincing, in my view, if one were to require it.

Now, Ibadan, being foremost centre of writing in Nige-
ria, has evolved a writing continuum all by itself. Ev-
eryone who is writing knows everyone else who is also 
writing. Ibadan is blessed that way. I personally know 
genuine articles like Rasaq Gbolahan, Rotimi Babatunde, 
Yomi Ogunsanya, Kunle Okesipe and Benson Eluma. 
Niran Okewole, Uzo Dibia, Seyi Adigun and a couple of 
other poets in the same generation once resided in the 
city before  ‘emigrating’ to other places. I can say I 
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have been extremely lucky to know these young men in 
my city of the seven hills. In the case of Rotimi Baba-
tunde, apart from his contributions to PEN Nigeria Cen-
tre in the service of peace and freedom of expression, he 
has a impacted me personally with a taste for literature 
from the Iberian peninsular. I can say fairly definitively 
that I wouldn’t be a close reader of Saramago or his 
distant relative, Fuentes, if not for Rotimi Babatunde. In 
the course of writing my long work, The Sahara Testa-
ments, I benefited immensely from this young writer’s 
perceptive insight into the poetics of writers as varied 
as Neruda, Walcott, Rumi and Imru. Not many cities in 
Nigeria have them like that. Ibadan is lucky to have 
him, and Nigeria is.

The company Mr. Babatunde keeps is also telling. A radi-
cal among radicals, reticent for the most part because of 
a punishing work ethic which involves twenty times as 
much reading as he writes, he is at home in his Ibadan 
haunts with Benson Eluma, Kunle Okesipe and Yomi Og-
unsanya. Ask after Babatunde from these or from Ropo 
Ewenla, Secretary of PEN in Nigeria. If one considers the 
fact that one of the great influences on Rotimi Baba-
tunde is Dr. Sola Olorunyomi, everything finally falls 
into place. For unique talent, exemplary work ethic and 
eclecticism of the kind any renascent artist should pos-
sess, Mr. Babatunde stands in the front ranks of writers 
of his generation.  

It is understandable how, in a country with fundamental 
gaps in cultural education and policy, the kind of mis-
apprehension that led to the accusation of plagiarism 
against Babatunde can be made. A little learning is a 
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dangerous thing, as the poet long ago observed. It is 
a deadly thing, the kind of brew which pushes one to 
attempt the destruction of the advantages of a superior 
example. It is understandable but not excusable, indeed 
it is perverse to attempt exculpation. In my view, it is 
symptomatic of the trouble with Nigeria. A neophyte 
knows or should know that it is hard to compare the 
form of the novel with the form of the short story. They 
have different demands and must realize different objec-
tives within different time frames. A novel is a novel is 
a novel. A short story, in short, is a short story. It is like 
comparing a pawpaw with lime or strawberry with coco-
nut.

The Sherlock Holmes Syndrome is very much a literary 
syndrome. It is characterised by a penchant for pseudo-
forensic writing, an accusatory bias and an altogether 
untoward predilection for playing to the gallery. The his-
tory of literature, it appears, is throwing up a few suf-
ferers. In one celebrated English case, the accuser was 
able to get away with nominal damages in court because 
there was certified mental illness and defence counsel 
was able to marshal it to the aid of the accuser. Mr Mai-
wada is not a certified candidate of a mental institution. 
Indeed he is solicitor and advocate before the highest 
courts in the land. He is deemed by the very fact to 
intend the necessary consequences of his actions.

I am writing this defence of Mr Rotimi Babatunde today 
the 8th day of June 2012, 508 years exactly after Mi-
chelangelo’s “David” was unveiled in Florence to critical 
acclaim. Not without justification, “Bombay’s Republic” 
reminds me of Michelangelo’s Statute of David and I 
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have said so before today. I am assured that like “David” 
this story will long be reckoned with as an exemplar of 
perfection in prose. I am glad that any literate citizen 
of the world can read it for what it says about the state 
of mind of the new crop of African intellectuals and 
artists. I am, I hope, not going to be inordinately pro-
prietorial of the friendship I enjoy with the author in 
whom I am well pleased and who from the very begin-
ning has been a substantial artist.

It is interesting that Mr. Maiwada also has those who 
vociferously support his theory of plagiarism even now. 
They cannot substantiate it but it does not bother them 
one bit, they never had a reputation so do not risk one, 
never had mind enough to be outraged and will likely 
sleep very soundly tonight in their superficiality of per-
ception. There is not much that can be done for those, 
best to let them be. Syllogism disappeared long ago 
from our educational blueprint.

The great moments that define a people sometimes 
come unannounced. One such moment is here upon us 
and it is so clear to my mind that it will mark a point 
of departure between the old, parochial, conceited and 
asinine past with a future that is large, liberal, varied 
and voluptuous in its offerings. Babatunde may or may 
not win the Caine Prize now. The issue has since moved 
beyond the possibility of a prize. We are at a threshold 
of history and one sterling mind is here with us so great 
that the past seeks to subsume it. It should be clear to 
all but the most undiscerning that a mind such as Baba-
tunde’s cannot be inhumed, cannot be silenced or assas-
sinated. Rotimi Babatunde is every inch a cultural hero, 
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born in Nigeria.
 
In closing, I will end with these thoughts put into 
words and attributed to the poet Melvin B. Tolson, an-
other quiet voice that shook the world:

‘Who is the judge?
The judge is God
Why is he God?
Because he decides who wins or loses, not my opponent.
Who is your opponent?
He does not exist.
Why does he not exist?
Because he is a mere dissenting voice of the truth I 
speak.’

Yes, in the background I hear Bob Dylan singing his 
song ‘I cannot think for you/ you have to decide, 
whether Judas Iscariot had God on his side.
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sons and Mothers 
chioMa iwunze ibiaM

“He’s not my son!” 
“Whose then?” 
“You tell me! Don’t know where he learnt to rape wom-

en. Nature or nurture? I trained him to be responsible. In 
fact, see, I will withdraw my lawyer –“ 

“Don’t insult me Kalu! Our son already explained that he 
didn’t rape the girl.” 

“Shut up! Shut your- or I’ll stop this car and throw you 
out! It’s your fault.” Papa leaned forward again, pounding 
the steering wheel. “You over-pampered him. Now you’re sid-
ing with him.” 

“Kalu, shh. The kids can hear you.” 
“Let them hear!” 
Mother bowed her head, buried her face in her palms, 

muffling her sobs the way she had taken to doing lately. My 
braids swayed with my bobbing head as Papa’s jeep snaked 
down the road, dodging potholes and climbing speed bumps. 
It was exhausting, just listening my parents fight about the 
same issue every time we made the trip to court. Papa al-
ways threatened to disown Ejike for being charged with rape; 
and Mama kept insisting that Ejike was innocent. It bothered 
me that Mama always insisted on us attending the hearings 
as a family. 

The next time I saw Ejike, after the police came and 
snatched him away from our dinner table, was in a court-
room. It was the first time I had ever seen the insides of 
a courtroom. I looked around and around; up and down 
inspecting the rows of pews, the men and women in cream-
coloured wigs and black gowns who strutted about like demi-
gods. Papa was standing by, among the first few rows
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 of pews, speaking with Eze Vincent, the family lawyer whose 
baritone voice bellowed his ideas. I was thirteen, even 
though I was taller and slightly plumper than my mother. My 
peers used to call me ‘BE’ or ‘Baby Elephant’. I walked up to 
Eze. 

In genuflection, I greeted him, “Good morning Sir.” 
He sneered and replied, “You’re a minor. You shouldn’t 

be here. The Orderly will throw you out!” 
My heart skipped a beat as I waddled to the front where 

Mama  was seated. Fear and reason waged a war in my mind: 
to stay or to leave and wait for my parents outside, in the 
scorching sun. Then I saw my brother bouncing in, handcuffs 
clinking at his wrists and his square jaw raised high. He was 
wearing – just like the four other boys in tow – a rectangu-
lar, white, knee-length gown. An apprentice must have sewn 
those gowns or a Primary Two student made them in Home 
Economics class. The right side of each one of the gowns was 
longer than the left side. And the necks were gaping circles 
that seemed to slope down at the right shoulder so that the 
boys all seemed to walk with their shoulders dropping with 
the gowns. I decided to stay until the end of the court ses-
sion. 

Before the trials, I had heard several rape reports in the 
morning news –mostly at the breakfast table.Each time the 
news reports were read, Mama’s face crumpled up like used 
toilet paper. Once she hurled a ‘God smite your penis!’ at the 
twenty-seven-year old man who had raped a ten-year old 
girl. Mama always blamed the men. Papa would smile at her 
each time and say things like, ‘these things are complicated’ 
or ‘there are three sides to every story - my side, your side 
and the truth’. He talked with snobbish superiority as though 
it wasn’t something that could ever involve people who lived 
in mansions like ours.  I wanted to speak like him, to say
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 few heavy words that seemed to vindicate or indict very 
subtly.  

Ejike, who never argued or spoke at the breakfast table, 
had laughed throatily in his room when I asked him what 
rape meant. “Rape?” He asked as though he couldn’t believe 
that I, his eight-year-old sister had just asked him who was 
thirteen, what rape meant. 

“Yes. What does it mean? How does it really happen? I 
checked the dictionary but I saw more words I didn’t really 
understand.” I explained That was four years before the trial. 
I remember I used to read everything (mostly things I had 
found while ransacking Ejike’s room) because I felt lonely 
and Ejike preferred to play with the boys when he wasn’t 
playing loud, disco music in his barred room. I suspected 
too that he had been writing those stories that I had found 
tucked away, under his bed along with abstract-looking pho-
tographs of things I couldn’t comprehend. 

“Rape.” He said again in a flat tone, as though he was 
testing notes for a new atilogwu song. He rubbed the scanty 
beard on his chin; two wavy lines appeared on his forehead. 
He looked wise. I sighed. I was sitting on his bed and the 
warm evening sun poured in through the window louvers, .

“ Hmmn, did anyone touch you?” 
“No. Just curious about the news reports.” 
“Chinwe, rape is something that shouldn’t happen to 

you. Just flee from boys ok?” Ejike barked. I sprang from his 
bed. 

“If anyone or any boy touches you here and there,” he 
gestured towards my fledgling breasts and my pelvis, “Make 
sure you tell  me, okay?”

 I nodded quickly,  embarrassed, and backed out of his 
room. As I shivered back to my room, Ejike’s warning rang 
through my mind. I was confused because the girls at school 
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had said that when a boy touched you in those places, it was 
a gesture of love. Moreover, Chuka Nwigwe had spoken to me 
with a knowing leer that made me cringe in ways I couldn’t 
understand. Could I have told Ejike that Chuka Nwigwe had 
touched me in those places with his eyes? 

I thought about this in court when Chuka stood at the 
dock, took an oath and denied the allegations. In the begin-
ning, Chuka’s voice was low especially as he explained his 
role in the gang rape. I had to strain my ears to hear his 
testimony because two pews behind us, there was a howling 
baby whose mother kept arguing with the orderly when he 
asked her to leave the court with her baby.

 “I’m Roy’s mother. How can I absent myself from my 
son’s trial? The baby will stop crying.” She kept saying. Even 
then, the baby howled  louder until the Judge banged his 
gavel and ordered the woman to take the wailing child out 
of the court. The woman had to be dragged out of the court,  
swearing,  and  raining curses on the Orderly. Hot air blew 
around the rowdy court as the young lawyer representing 
Roy pleaded with the  Judge. It took about fifteen minutes 
for order to return to the court. When the session continued, 
the court was quieter than a mortuary and Chuka’s voice, so 
audible that I could hear his lisp-ridden speech. He admitted 
that he had had sexual intercourse with Rita, the complain-
ant, on a consensual basis. He claimed that Rita and he had 
engaged in phone sex for three weeks before she travelled 
to meet him at his university. A strong wind blew into the 
Umuahia High Court and the prosecutor, who was cross-ex-
amining Chuka, pushed back imaginary wisps of hair from her 
forehead. The prosecutor’s gesture was amusing. It made the 
hearings more interesting. However, I shook with fear, when 
the Judge took off his glasses and leaned forward as though 
he would pounce on Chuka for not speaking loudly enough. 
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The Judge usually screamed, “Young man, speak to the 
court’s hearing.”

Though the Judge was a frail-looking man, his voice was 
as strong as a roaring lion’s. And whenever Chuka squared his 
shoulders at the dock, muttering answers that barely reached 
the ears of those at the front pews, the Judge barked. The 
Judge was not to blame; Chuka frowned too much and acted 
aloof as though he felt irritated by the questions. When the 
prosecutor asked him why he had chosen to set Rita up to be 
gang-raped, even though they were friends, Chuka shot back, 
with his eyes blazing in fury: 

“She’s not my friend. I don’t even know her.” His tone 
was haughty, as though he meant to prove that the girl was 
beneath him. This made the Judge jump in, 

“But you kept correspondence with her for weeks,” 
“My Lord, we just had sex. It doesn’t make her a friend 

or an acquaintance.” 
Murmurs swept across the courtroom until the Judge 

banged his gavel, calling for order. Miss Akinyemi – the 
prosecutor, a loquacious lady whose vibrancy and prodding 
truculence caused the Judge to speak in a huff - presented a 
video footage to be played. The video revealed Chuka flip-
ping Rita’s body in different positions while he moved in 
and out of her. Roy gripped her hands, while she protested 
with her whines and pleas. “I haven’t wronged any of you 
oh,” she cried in Ibo. Surreptitiously, my eyes swept round 
to see if the Orderly was coming to throw me out. I heaved 
a sigh of relief, when I noticed that the video footage had 
engrossed him. Beads of sweat broke out on my forehead as 
I watched Rita lying with her legs spread wide open, her lips 
twisting in a soulful whine. With a swift movement of her 
legs, she could have kneed Chuka in the groin; I had thought 
to myself. And whenever, the video revealed her withdrawing 
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 her legs, I sat up, expecting her to fight. I slouched back in 
the pew, disappointed by the subtlety with which she kept 
withdrawing her legs, as though she was slipping off a slip-
per. In the six-minute footage, Chuka spanked her whenever 
she withdrew her legs. His long nails cut into her flesh as 
he shoved her hips towards him, so he could continue his 
thrusts. Eze had told my father that the entire video lasted 
for an hour and ten minutes. Rita buried her face in her palm 
while, the video footage played. Under the pew, behind the 
persecutor’s table, Rita tucked her head. She was a dark-
skinned girl with a long neck and a small face with vacuous 
eyes. From where I sat, It was hard to tell if she felt shame, 
or disgust, or self-pity. I assumed she was crying. Eze, our 
lawyer, didn’t seem very interested in the video footage. 
While the video played, he wrote hurriedly in a small note-
book. Surprisingly, Chuka kept a straight face through it all 
even as he turned around to leave the dock.

Ejike was the next accused person to testify. He admit-
ted that he had allowed Chuka Nwigwe use his car to pick up 
Rita from the bus park. Chuka had taken the girl to the best 
fast-food restaurant in the campus, and ensured that Rita 
ate to her fill. Ejike said he was sitting on a porch at Chuka’s 
flat when he arrived with Rita clutching his arm and laugh-
ing so loudly that he had presumed that Rita was tipsy. Ejike 
claimed he didn’t know there was a plan until Chuka’s room-
mates appeared, stoned, holding half-smoked wraps of mari-
juana. Rita and Chuka were already half-naked and thrusting 
when he went into the room with the other boys –three of 
them: Joe, Smart and Roy. The other boys began to protest 
that they wanted a piece of Rita, the famous girl Chuka had 
been chatting with on Facebook. The other boys eyed Ejike 
when he had mentioned their names in his testimony. I 
could tell that they felt Ejike’s testimony implicated them 
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all. Then, the prosecutor smiled at Ejike and asked him, 
what his motives were while making the video; and if he 
knew that putting the video on YouTube was a breach of the 
complainant’s rights. The prosecutor also asked him if he had 
tried to dissuade his friends. 

“They’re not my friends.” Ejike replied in a low, stiff and 
merciless tone. 

“They are not your friends?” She asked in a high voice. 
“Yes.” 
“Then what were you doing at the crime scene? Why was 

your car used to convey the complainant to the crime scene? 
Why didn’t you try to dissuade your… colleagues or part-
ners? What was the video to you?” 

Eze sprang from his seat as briskly as one with fire on 
his buttocks would. I smiled each time he leapt in this man-
ner to raise an objection. The Judge overruled Eze’s objec-
tion. 

“Chuka Nwigwe’s family and mine have been close 
friends a long time. He asked to use the car for a ‘personal 
business’, and I couldn’t say no. You see. The Nwigwes lost 
their father years ago. Since then, their mother has toiled 
and struggled to fend for them; the family has had to lift 
themselves by the bootstraps. It’s difficult to say ‘no’ to 
them.” 

“Was that why you didn’t try to help the complainant? 
Because her father was still alive?” The prosecutor brushed 
off the imaginary tufts of hair from her temple. 

“There was nothing I could do. There were laid out 
plans. The boys were intoxicated and their minds, set. What 
could I have done? Madam, if you saw five armed soldiers 
coming at your best friend, and you were standing by, what 
would you do?” 

There was silence for a while. The court stared at the 
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lady who seemed transfixed by this question. When she 
didn’t answer, Ejike continued, “In fact, I felt in the begin-
ning that I had no right to interfere. I believed that Rita had 
given her consent…” The prosecutor cut in, 

“To Chuka Nwigwe; not to all four or five boys?”
“Four. I didn’t try to rape her.” 
“I put it to you that you’re lying, under oath, for that 

matter. Exhibit four, shows you in the final part of the video 
pulling your pants down until the complainant put up a fight 
defending herself. Now tell the court, did you not participate 
in the assault of the complainant? Didn’t you abet the rap-
ists?” 

Eze objected again. The Judge overruled it and asked 
Ejike to answer. Ejike stared blankly from the dock at the sea 
of heads, at the pairs of eyes watching him while my mother 
wept quietly in a small face towel. 

I wondered if Ejike could see me depositing pats on Ma-
ma’s quivering back. In retrospect, I don’t think he could see 
my honey-complexioned face or Mama’s teary eyes, because I 
had seen from where I sat, that tears were welling up in his 
own bulging eyes. To him, we probably were all small faces, 
painted in different shades of brown, all blurring into one 
indistinct face. Then Ejike stared intently, at the prosecutor 
and started: 

“Did you see how the other boys taunted me in the 
video? They called me a girl, a bitch. I didn’t like that, so I 
thought that perhaps … But I didn’t touch Rita when she 
protested profusely. I pulled up my pants and snatched my 
camera from Roy and moved away.” 

“Why did you film the event?” 
“For a personal research work.” 
“What research work?” 
“Man’s Egoism and His quest for power.” 
“Is it, a school project or an independent research 

work?” 
Eze banged his fists on the table in front of him and 

screamed, “My Lord, my client, here, is a third-year Political
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Science student and has…” The Judge removed his spec-
tacles, frowned and rebuked Eze for banging his fists. He 
overruled Eze’s objections and asked Ejike to answer the 
question. 

“It was an independent research. And you want to know 
what I learned?” 

The court was quiet and if a pin had dropped, i would 
have heard its clinking fall. The prosecutor stared at him, her 
fingers slowly straying to her face, brushing off imaginary 
hair and tucking them behind her earlobes. The Judge stared, 
his eyes widening in consternation. Rita tightened the knot 
of her zebra-striped chiffon scarf at the nape of her neck. 

“It’s all a question of power,” Ejike continued, “what 
happened to Rita, was to be expected: She gave Chuka Nwig-
we an inch; he took hectares, tried to colonize her. You know 
why? It’s for the same reason a candle light burns vertically 
upwards and never sideways. The law of nature.” 

The court was quiet. The prosecutor paused for a while, 
as though she was considering what Ejike had said. I too was 
considering what he had said and the way he had spoken 
in a quiet voice, like an old man wizened by experience and 
giving younger people something to think about. In that 
nanosecond, Ejike didn’t look eighteen. His tall slender form 
slightly slouched at the dock, looked rugged as though life 
had exhausted him. 

Murmurs filled the courtroom. The Judge banged the 
gavel, screamed for orderliness.

Rita climbed into the witness box slowly as though her 
feet were shackled. She was slim and tall, only seventeen. 
And when she put her hand on the bible to swear the oath of 
Truth, she paused and stared at the prosecutor; then at the 
boys. Her face fell as though she had lost hope and didn’t 
have the strength to continue. Tears began to stream down 
her cheeks. And before the judge could order her to control 
herself, the tears began to thump on the wooden floors. “Oh 
God. Oh God!” she cried. I touched my cheeks; they were wet 
with my tears and I wiped them off with the back of my 
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palm. 
The prosecutor pled with the Judge; until the Judge 

called for an adjournment. 
As I propped myself up from my seat, I felt a sense of 

relief that I hadn’t been thrown out of the court. 
Even then, my knees were weak with inexplicable ex-

haustion as I left the court: I thought about the obscene 
video footage, about how sex had been as weapon of colo-
nization. I thought about the painful journey back home 
with my parents threatening to come to blows. Eze cornered 
Papa and complained that Ejike’s attitude was complicat-
ing his case. Mama leaned on Papa’s black jeep, exchanging 
chitchats with Mrs. Nwigwe, who screeched in her contrived 
accent: “Can you imagine our good boys, former sacristans? 
That whore went to seduce our innocent boys. Couldn’t you 
see the way her eyes were always shining like thieves’ torch-
es?” And Mama replied: “I know God will redeem our sons.” 
She prattled on and on about the boys’ innocence, despite 
the indicting video footage. I felt worn to a frazzle, listen-
ing to their illogical arguments. It made me double over 
and retch by the bonnet. The women’s hypocrisy disgusted 
me and made me wonder if Mama would have held the same 
views, if I had been in Rita’s shoes. I wasn’t too shocked at 
the way they argued with so much passion and little reason: 
mothers always preferred their sons. 

I hopped into the jeep. Mama leaned over and gave 
Mrs. Nwigwe a light hug: their shoulders touched and their 
outlandish headgears chafed. From the backseat of the car, I 
watched as Mama hurried to the front seat of the car.
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the old riVer bank 
tonye willie-PePPle

There was a certain year
when oyster-shells massaged  
founding feet 
pacing the old riverbank
 
In that year, as well,
peppered oyster meat 
filled hungry flesh-graves,
nurturing their darkened skins
 
That was the year
of sand-papered hands
paddling with experienced sticks
Their gloves, salty splash of clapping waves
 
All those were in that year
when the loosened George
and snow-colored bed-cloth   
produced fishing boys and trading girls
 
The years before the first ships arrived  
beat our mother,
raped her hard,
and raised the flaring flag
 
This red flag 
that came from hell 
replaced the oyster-pot with us,
cooking us deep, deep, to the bones  
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And so, on the old riverbank,
no more tales are told 
of men who once ate oyster-meat,
who fished and bought and sold 

But let the ships know today,
that when our gods paddled away 
it was not because of their small canoes 
but because they went to get their weights
 
Tomorrow, when they shall arrive the courts,
drunk from our advocates of tears and gin,
that ship shall either sail or sink in the sea
Justice  shall liberate the old riverbank.
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interVention 
ugochukwu agodoM

A public figure sets 
the flag of innocence
on fire

The bank of landmarks
is filled with rubble 
as the collection of national honors

Rising homesickness for the country 
without premature wrinkles
where  reckless premature wrinkles 
were shy to parade themselves 
like super models

A  string of revelations, and
Intervention
faces the challenge

A body language
that signals the flight
of confidence votes
to the restless centre stage
Throbbing with restlessness

the star
of a pulsing, pulsating ensemble
launches into
a cavernous beat
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A roaring impeachment
thunders above
the public figure

Billboards
freshly minted like money
freshly painted like new painting 
dot the heartbeat
of the country
Billboards of change
an emerging dimension

The epic gavel rises like the sun
to punish
Un-performing percussionists

Polish the murky mirrors
for full scale reflection
with healthy pulses

Pulses of light gather 

Pulses of light
make a harmony
to earn
high definition.
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Brilliance
nnandez aniagudo

Of course, I got to the lecture late. What self respecting big 
boy comes to lectures early? That’s for all those silly efficos 
that carry textbooks bigger than their heads with authors 
whose names they can’t even pronounce. Yes, those same 
efficos that will still be counting ceiling boards in the exam 
hall. Me? I have my systems. I know how to get by. For 
today, as every day, I had to spend extra care to make sure I 
was looking good. I had to visit the barber to make the mo-
hawk look sharp and dye it a bit so I could look tight. I was 
going to make a killing today. That girl, that course-mate 
of mine that I had been trying to bag since the start of the 
year? She would have to go out with me today.

As I sauntered into the lecture hall, the lecturer, a 
young, hungry looking man paused to cast me a withering 
look, that look that said, “I see you, continue wasting your 
life, ehn? You’ll see me in the exam hall na” before continu-
ing the lecture. I quickly scanned the hall for any available 
seat. My fellow bad guys waved me over from the back and 
indicated an available seat among them. I was just about 
heading in their direction when I spotted it. An empty seat 
close to the front of the class. You may be surprised at that, 
after all, wetin concern big boy, concern front seat for lec-
ture hall? But it wasn’t the seat that was the attraction. It 
was the person that was occupying the seat beside it. Angel, 
the object of my Mohawk sharpening and hair dyeing. I nor-
mally avoid seating close to the front of the class (as all well 
known big boys do, only silly efficos and empty brained, gig-
gling girls occupy the front seats) but today, I had to make 
an exception. I was going to seat beside Angel.

I mustered my swag and sauntered to where she sat.
“Is this seat available?” I asked in my most polished 

yankee accent, indicating the obviously empty seat.
She barely glanced at me as she said, “Yes.”
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I settled into the seat gently, dropped my one notebook 
(that I rarely ever write in, ever) on the writing surface and 
took my pen out of my pocket, my facial expression serious, 
like I was about to learn quantum physics. I heard she likes 
brilliant guys. Well, she would have to deal with my brilliant 
guy act today.

I had just opened the notebook and written down a few 
chemical equations (it was actually a physics class but when 
you want to do the brilliant guy impression, you have to 
make do with what is in your head) when my problem start-
ed, a slight twinge in my stomach. I adjusted a bit in my 
seat. Must be the heavy breakfast that I had eaten digesting. 
I added a few figures to the chemical equation that would 
have made the chemistry lecturer call my parents and ask 
what I was doing in a university when I should have been 
learning a trade. Well, at least, it looked like what an effico 
would write.

The twinge came again, this time a bit stronger. Then 
pressure, that kind of pressure that comes when your system 
is about to get rid of gas began to build up in my system. No 
way! I thought to myself. There was no way I was going to 
pass this gas beside this girl and kill my opportunity to ask 
her out. Why now of all times did my body decide to start 
getting rid of waste gas? With that decision, I concentrated 
and suppressed the pressure. The gas felt like it had gone 
back into my digestive system. Good.

No, bad. In fact, worse. After five minutes, the pressure 
came again, this time slightly stronger. Again I suppressed it 
by force of willpower. I was not going to allow my body fall 
my hands today. The third time the pressure built up (stron-
ger than the previous two times) I realized one thing. This 
wasn’t gas pressure. This was go-to-toilet pressure, but of a 
special kind. The kind you get when your system is purging 
itself.

My goodness, no! Not today! Not on this blessed day 
that I got the opportunity to sit beside Angel. I had already 
mapped out the questions I would ask her to explain better 
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at the end of the class that I would use to drift into other 
topics, topics of a more personal nature. No way! No stomach 
problems were going to prevent me from taking this God-
given opportunity today.

The pressure continued to build inside me and after five 
minutes, I felt like I was going to burst. How was it that the 
human body could make the human so miserable (the closest 
I have ever come to thinking about biology)? Now my stom-
ach began to make small funny noises that I hoped Angel 
wasn’t hearing. I was forcing my intestines to stay closed 
because they were threatening to burst open. Chai, what 
kind of problem was this? In spite of the fact that the fans 
were on maximum speed and the windows were wide open, I 
broke into a sweat.

Angel may not have noticed my initial effico act but she 
certainly noticed my discomfort.

“Are you alright?” she asked.
“Yes,” I answered too quickly, a wide obviously fake 

smile on my face. “Wonderful. Thanks for asking.”
Her look lingered for a second before she turned back to 

the lecturer. The smile instantly disappeared from my face. I 
had to go to the toilet else I would burst. Angel was still a 
student; I could talk to her at any time. Right now, I had to 
settle issues with my stomach. But even that was a problem 
now. It now felt like if I made any move from my current 
position, I would soil my boxers.

“BRRRRRRRP!!”
No, I did not soil my pants, thankfully. Neither did my 

system let go of a cache of toxic gas. It was the contents of 
my intestines rearranging themselves, very audibly indeed. 
Unfortunately, Angel had heard and assumed the noise came 
from the very part of my body I was doing my best to keep 
from discharging unwanted items. She looked at me with 
disgust and moved well away. Then to preempt any unsavory 
smells, she held her nose with one hand and fanned with the 
other.

Fortunately, I didn’t care what she thought anymore. 
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What I cared about was getting to the toilet ASAP. 
Couldn’t this lecturer stop yapping and get out of the class 
already? His period was over.

“Well, what lecture are you having next?” the man 
asked.

“CHEM 101,” the course rep replied.
“Okay, I think I’ll continue till your lecturer arrives,”
“NOOOOOOO!”
I only realized the shouting voice was mine when all 

eyes fell on me. The lecturer’s hawk like eyes located and 
stayed on me as well.

“Young man, is it that you are so averse to learning that 
you can actually voice your displeasure at my presence in the 
class? Stand up!”

Wahala dey, I thought to myself. If I stood up here, ev-
erybody in the class would hear it from my excretory system. 
I did the best thing. Sat and looked resolutely at the lectur-
er, sweat still pouring down my face like a Christmas goat.

“Will you stand up young man?”
Na here trouble dey na, I thought, still seated. Some-

thing would have to happen to save me from serious trouble. 
Thankfully, something did. In the shape of an Okada man 
that contrived to ride too close to the lecturer’s ancient 
Honda car which was parked outside the window, leaving 
deep scratches on the already faded paint.

“You bastard!” yelled the lecturer, running out of the 
lecture hall to hurl more insults at the retreating biker with 
better accuracy. With a subdued “brrrrrrrrrp”, my system re 
organized itself and I felt a moment of calm. Time to make a 
break for it. I grabbed my notebook, left my pen and fled the 
lecture hall.
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does nigeria need 
sherWood Forests? 
lore adebola

A strange dialogue with an alter-ego.

Feyi:   
Nigeria needs a Robin Hood.

Me:    
What did you just say?

Feyi:   
Nigeria needs a man/woman who would resolutely and pur-
posefully steal from our politicians and societal leaders their 
ill-gained wealth and rightly funnel it back into the society 
to be used where it belongs- Robin Hood.

Me:    
In essence you are asking for a well-intentioned law-breaker.

Feyi:   
It depends on how you look at it. Robin Hood was what you 
just aptly described yet all who read his story consider him a 
hero believing that his actions were just. It therefore wasn’t 
simply about the law. It was more about improving the liveli-
hood of commoners at every necessary cost.

Me:   
Don’t you think that for Robin Hood, things were different 
seeing he operated under a monarchy not a democracy?

Feyi:   
It doesn’t matter. The principle remains the same. Those 
landowners,  barons and mayors of Robin’s time thrived be-
cause they were immune to the laws of the kingdom. Today
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certain politicians thrive because they are sacred cows. 

Me:    
But time and again, especially in recent times, the judicial 
system has brought these people to book and rightfully pun-
ished them.

Feyi:   
Don’t be ridiculous! Do you honestly mean to say that all 
corrupt politicians, no let’s say 80% of them, in this coun-
try are being brought to book? And to make the question 
more germane, whatever happened to the recovered wealth? 
Where is the returned Abacha loot? How many buildings- 
hospitals and schools for example,  can you point to and say 
were built using loot recovered from one corrupt socialite or 
politician? A politician spends three years in jail for steal-
ing billions of naira, comes out and still lives like a king 
whereas millions of people suffer every day. Didn’t you hear 
about Bode George?  The point is that money embezzled or 
‘mismanaged’ by our politicians is not adequately accounted 
for even after they are supposedly brought to book. At best 
the money is fuelled back into the system and in a few years 
time we hear that another smart chap has taken millions or 
billions!

Me:    
Yet you advocate that we have another ‘thief’ who would 
steal supposedly for the betterment of others. To whom will 
this ‘thief’ be subject? Who keeps him in check? 

Feyi:   
Perhaps there is a need to re-evaluate the meanings the 
word ‘steal’ takes up in these two cases. In one case- the 
case of the politician, it is the plundering of the people, 
wrongfully taking from them that which belonged to them 
and using it for one’s gain. There is no pity for the countless 
millions whose lives are forever changed by the decision. 
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 In the other case, the case of Robin Hood- ‘to steal’ is to 
recover wealth that rightfully belongs to a people and re-
store it to them. In a sense it is forced restitution. 
 As regards accountability, I am not asking for a common 
thief, there are enough of them around. I am asking for a 
revolutionary-one for whom his conscience is enough for a 
check; one for whom the sun should not go down without 
atrocious deeds being corrected.

Me:    
A friend recently opined that what Nigeria needs are micro-
systems. The belief is that as we have more and more micro-
systems, they will form a network that will actually force the 
macro-systems to take note thus effecting the much desired 
change. Don’t you think that this is a path we should be 
treading rather than asking for an uncivilized brawny ap-
proach? 

Feyi:   
I totally agree with your friend and in fact this ties in ex-
actly with my point. Robin Hood you would remember didn’t 
function alone. He actually had several men and together 
they were known as the merry men of Sherwood – this was 
a microsystem.  Moreover, who said anything about using 
crude methods?  The rich source of youthful talent available 
and being otherwise exploited, can be bent to ‘Sherwood’s’ 
purposes. Engineers, accountants, economists, builders, 
computer scientists you name it can find their place in this 
microsystem. What would happen if every single politician 
in the country knew that every single time they transferred 
stolen funds abroad, the funds would mysteriously disap-
pear from their accounts, ostensibly withdrawn by their very 
selves?  Consider NGOs, micro finance banks and social work-
ers, funded by such a microsystem using recovered money 
, helping indigenous farmers , building quality schools and 
constructing other indispensable societal needs.  All of these
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of course will be done without the metal green and white 
signpost proclaiming a politician’s name and constituency.  
Imagine having such networks or microsystems as localised 
systems- if Nigeria had not just one but 36 of them- a Sher-
wood Forest per state.  That would draw the attention of 
macrosystems and more importantly serve to improve living 
standards wouldn’t it?

Me:   
But how far should this go ?

Feyi:  
As far as necessary! Take our schools for example. What do 
you say to the case of the young girl who having lived with 
your family member for close to nine years and having just 
completed her WASSCE still cannot correctly recite the mul-
tiplication tables! Yet she attended Yewa College- a model 
school in Ogun State!  This is the same state whose former 
governor is accused of stealing and mismanaging billions of 
naira in generated revenue and loans. What kind of future 
does Sola, now a lady of 18, have?  To what higher institu-
tion can she go?  Imagine just 1 billion naira having been 
spent on public education in this state. You also know of 
course that a lot of other states are not necessarily doing 
better.  This is what these microsystems will correct.

Me:    
Still I cannot shake the fact that this entire approach belies 
and breaks the law. 

Feyi:   
In answer to that I fall back on a quote attributed to St 
Augustus: “an unjust law is no law at all”. If what we call the 
law has failed to deliver justice perhaps it has failed in its 
entirety and we should see things differently.
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Me:     
So what happens if the people in this network suddenly go 
bad or are corrupted? One supposes that the strength of a 
democracy is that its law is truly representative of the peo-
ple as against other times when the world found itself in the 
grasp of other forms of government.

Feyi:   
Are we back to this point? OK. Just as there have been such 
groups that went rogue in the past, there have also been 
those that remained true to their cause- Robin Hood and his 
group being examples. Still I think that the fact that some 
have fallen and indeed that one can fall should never pre-
vent one from stepping out.  The fear of becoming evil must 
not prevent a man from doing good.
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What caused the Maiden’s
laughter
JoShua oSeMenho

Maidens, what caused your laughter in the crowd of tears?

Tears for a broken fence that they will not mend
a fence  broken by the hands of the mourners  
mourners who shed crocodile tears
going about the marketplace in sackcloth 

They broke the fence they did not make
like a bottle smashed against a brick-wall 
The thief came by night
and carried away our goods,
Even in broad daylight, they come,
exchanging our vessels for vanity 

Alas! Those who shed tears of ignorance,
battered figures, heavy burdened and bent
like the bow of a fully pregnant tree, 
they are the true mourners
 But why must they be?
Do the dead mourn the grave?

Let the maidens be!
Laughter that mocks evil 
They know best the rhythm of time
and warn before that looming day 
They mock murderous ways. Pained hearts shrunk
from odds to repair the great rebirth.
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the hieroglyPhical 
origin oF My identity
changMing yuan

To begin with
‘I’ was no body
but a common reed
bowing its head to the rising sun
on the   bank of the Nile 
 
Slim, tall, hollow-hearted
standing against tropical heat
until one day I was used 
as a human symbol, an open vowel
referring to the speaker
And since then I have become
one of the most frequently spelt letters
in the linguistic order of the day
always capitalized
to embody my dignity
though I am nothing
but a common reed
that could have been made into a flute.
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retooling the MeMories
SuSeela raVi

Tribhu turns on the TV, watches with horror at the tongues of 
fire and smoke billowing out of the hotel dome. He can hear 
no cries even though the report says 125 people have died, 
seven of them foreigners, and nine terrorists. Men stand at 
a distance watching helplessly near the Nariman House. Taj 
and Oberai hotels, the icons of Mumbai scene, are surrounded 
by men in khakis. Being played out on the T.V, are the imag-
es of the terrorists, all in their twenties, seen running with 
their guns and backpacks. There is nothing monstrous about 
their faces. 

He shudders and turns off the TV.
He looks into the full-length mirror and smoothes the 

collar of the white coat he is wearing, the one thing that 
dares to bar the entry of the feral kick in the pit of his 
stomach. His wounds remain his past. With trepidation, he 
stomps down the corridor to his mother’s room. The stench 
of stale urine stops him for a second as he fixes his gaze 
on his mother’s withered limbs. He moves closer. His breath 
quickens as she takes his hand in hers for a brief moment 
and drops it gently.  

The touch sends cold shivers through him. “Look, Moth-
er! Your toes are curling up again,” he says. “Tell the girl to 
start massaging.”

She remains nonplussed by the pretenses. 
He carefully turns her over to check for the bedsores. 

His throat tightens. 
 “I’ve a procedure to do this morning,” he mumbles.
 He heads for the door before a kaleidoscope of pictures 

flash: people jostling each other, screams erupting, men fall-
ing and failing to get up... everything so familiar, so fright-
ful. 
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In the car outside, he holds his head and tries to steady 
it; his voice croaks and a scream tries to jettison past his 
lips. His hands shake as he fumbles through his briefcase 
and finds the pill bottle. Breathe in, breathe out. His hand 
trembles as he takes a pill out of the bottle and swallows it 
dry. Leaning back on the seat, he closes his eyes. 

Within ten minutes, he is racing through the streets of 
Bangalore, to his familiar, comforting territory, the hospital. 
He has to go away from all this madness, far away, to a place 
that will enable him to build fresh memories. But how can 
he?

Once, his grandfather had taken his six-year-old hand 
into his and said, “By golly, I’m going to make a man out of 
you.” But is he the man his grandfather wanted him to be? 
Until the last year of his medical school, Tribhu never ques-
tioned his grandfather’s wisdom, but the hatred his grandfa-
ther had carefully nurtured against his father’s ideology left 
him unsettled. There were unresolved issues, accumulated 
into a pyramid, difficult to topple. At the end, Tribhu had 
come to love his Toyota Camry, his status as a cardiologist at 
St. John’s Hospital, and the love of his life, Tara, the source 
of his new anxiety.

Years ago, his mother had slapped him when he said 
Papa had wasted his life. She called Tribhu a fool! Did his 
Papa really believe that bringing the rich down was the only 
way to level the playing field for the poor? To bring utopia 
that does not exist except on paper? Once, Papa had whis-
pered that he was proud of him.  That was the time when 
words like justice and equality trilled from Tribhu’s throat 
like golden nuggets. Such considerations of love mattered to 
him at that tender age of six! 

Tara knows little about his past. He has been trying to 
make sense of the chaos of his childhood, forgive his parents 
at some point. How robust life feels when he saves a life 
now! 
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The day gets hectic and Tribhu loses track of time. In 
the middle of making rounds, Tara calls, wanting to know if 
he is still planning on meeting her for lunch at Koshy’s, once 
the best of Bangalore restaurants.

When he first met Tara at the British Library, she was 
dressed in jeans and t-shirt, but it was her dimples that 
attracted his attention. Every time she smiled, his heart 
skipped a beat. Her doe eyes and her long, brown, curly hair 
hugging her neck and shoulders created the illusion that she 
had to be a model. They checked out of the library at the 
same time and fell into conversation. Now the closeness has 
segued into thoughts of marriage. Her wish to have a brood 
of children created images of little footsteps shattering the 
sepulchral silence of his home. 

The memory thrills him. 
At the hospital, he checks the patient’s beeping moni-

tor one more time to see if the abnormal beats are turning. 
They are not. Angioplasty is required. He looks at his watch 
and thinks of Tara waiting. The nurse hands the results of 
the blood tests.  Before the angioplasty, he leaves a message 
that he cannot make it to lunch. After the procedure, he 
goes to his office and calls Tara. She answers after the sixth 
ring and tells him that she is on her way to the university. 
Her voice sounds flat, a notch higher than being angry. 

“We’ll go for dinner tonight. Come to the office around 
six,” he pleads. 

“I’ll try,” she says, hanging up. 
Tara is late by two hours. As soon as she walks in, Trib-

hu tries to apologize for the morning’s fiasco. Is she listen-
ing? She appears in no hurry to go out to dinner. She is even 
in a good mood for some reason! Tara has her hair pinned 
up. Her light, graceful walk in her sleeveless green churidar 
entices him to grab her and never let her go.

 She begins to tell Tribhu about Sunil, the current heart-
throb of many girls on the campus. She tells him of his 
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eloquent speeches on the evils in the society, reminding the 
listeners of their responsibility to take care of the poor. Is 
she the kind of person who will swallow the teachings of a 
charismatic leader without questioning? He doesn’t know.

“Why are you telling me this?” he asks. He tries not to 
spook her. “You attended any of his speeches?”

“I’m coming from there. I heard him speak before too. 
You want to go with me sometime?”

“What societal evils have you personally experienced, 
Tara?”

“Not funny.” She sounds offended. “There are people out 
there who need us. We have a moral and ethical obligation 
to help them.”

“I need you with me, not out there somewhere tackling 
problems that don’t belong to you.” 

“How about when you forget that I exist, like this morn-
ing?” She looks straight at him. “When a phone call comes 
from the hospital, nothing else seems to exist for you. Don’t 
you have to be part of what I want in life? Why do you make 
it sound like doing something good is wrong?”

He stares at her speechless. Either she is not getting it, 
or simply toying with his anxiety. He wants to shout at her, 
tell her what can go wrong. “A lot can go wrong. Your entire 
life can be wasted.” 

“Is that so?” She comes around the desk staring at the 
picture frame of his parents on the cabinet that holds the of-
fice files. “Handsome couple,” she says.  “Did anyone tell you 
that you look like your father? You probably had a remark-
ably happy childhood.”

He turns away, heaves a sigh. Like a person summoning 
a formidable source of emotions, he starts to speak.  “Oh, 
sure!” 

“You never mention your childhood, how come?”
Tribhu’s hands go deep into his pockets, his cheeks puff 

up, his eyes blink as his mind furiously screens her request. 
His earlier resolve to tell all weakens by the seconds.
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 “You really want to know?” This is his stalling tech-
nique.

“Yes, yes!”
His words sputter, but soon pick up a rhythm. “Did I 

ever tell you that we lived in a sprawling old brick house 
with many nooks and hiding places? In that small town, we 
were the elite. My grandparents, my parents, my two uncles 
and their spouses and seven cousins, we all crowded into 
that one house until I was six. Every month, my grandmother 
would line the kids on the front verandah for the doctor’s 
visits, describing to him all our ailments in embarrassing de-
tail, providing ammunition with which we pelted each other 
for weeks. If we were not in school, we were playing cricket 
or Kabbadi. Those were the good times, the best times.”

He pauses. His enthusiasm picks up steam when he tells 
her about his adventures in the nearby forest, the stories he 
and his cousins told each other as their mothers toiled in 
the kitchen. 

“In those days women hardly went to college. But my 
mother was a college graduate. You should have been around 
to hear her speak!” 

The remembered revelations shock him. Not that they 
are not true. They are. As a teenager, he desired to belong to 
a family where relationships mattered, where shared memo-
ries were not evanescent, where choices and respect went 
hand in hand. There was also another time when he enter-
tained the idea that he was given to the wrong parents! 

Tara waits.
“Peace and violence are two sides of the same coin, my 

mother used to say. She can argue for both sides with the 
same vehemence, you know. Many of the illiterate women 
from the town used to seek her advice. She was a force to 
reckon with in those days. I was so proud of her.” 

 Why am I telling Tara as if I have been nurturing this 
great love for my parents for years? In a note, his mother 
had written: Now is the right time to establish an egalitarian
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 society. Erudite men and women on campuses are uncom-
mitted and eager for change. To be meaningful, the meet-
ings on the campuses have to quadruple. We need to recruit 
committed foot soldiers ready to use any means necessary 
to accomplish our goals. They will be the true heroes of our 
revolution.

He was to be one of them. 
His errant thoughts of the past quickly consolidate. Papa 

sneaking into the house after midnight, his visits dotted 
with tokens of his love for his Mother: a pair of pearl ear 
rings, a thin silver necklace with a cat’s eye pendant, and a 
few English magazines that she would read and reread.  He 
always had something for Tribhu (Viplav, as he was called 
then) too, but he forgot what they were. 

“For a six-year-old you’re like a feather,” the man car-
rying him on his shoulders had remarked to Tribhu when he 
woke up. Except for the croaking frogs and an occasional 
hoot from an owl, the night was silent as they trudged 
through the forest. In the dim lantern light, they moved like 
a line of ants. Inside the hut where they ended their journey, 
the earth was damp. A man swathed in bandages was lying 
on a pallet. His mother had crouched on the floor next to 
him and started crying. She pulled Tribhu into the folds of 
her sari and held him tight.

“You take care of your mother, you hear me?” his fa-
ther’s whispery voice declared from the pallet.

“Yes, Papa.”
Then the shots rang out. 

Tribhu gets up as if he has been pushed, stretches and 
leans close to the picture frame as if he has just noticed it is 
there. He never thinks of his parents as handsome; they are 
just, well, his parents. In the picture, his father leaned on 
his mother’s shoulder like he had just whispered to her, let’s 
go change the world. Yes, they were handsome.

The glistening thin gold chain on Tara’s long, silky, 
smooth neck wrenches his attention. He lets his fingers glide
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down her shoulders turning her around to face him. He will 
have to keep Tara busy, confining her wishes to words with-
out action. 

“Let’s go to Mumbai,” he says.
“When?”
“Now, tomorrow, next week? Whenever you want.”
“Next weekend would be fine. When are you going to 

invite me to meet your mother?”
“How about tomorrow, Sunday? Why don’t I pick you up 

at ten?
“I’ll be ready.”
After dinner, he drops her at the flat she shares with 

a roommate. On his way home, he thinks of Tara coming to 
meet his mother. His heart begins to race. Tara has no idea 
that his parents were once terrorists. He has to tell her. Now! 
If this breaks their future plans, so be it. He will learn to 
move on. Still the act seems so final and so frightening! 

 His memories take him back to his last visit to the vil-
lage as if what happened seventeen years ago is happening 
now. Maybe it was his last attempt to understand and forgive 
his mother.    

“You’re full of city shit; you won’t understand what we’re 
doing, not for a second,” his older cousin had said.

“Maybe I’ll understand if you let me. Let me tag along 
with you for a day or two. ” 

The cousins looked at each other. Next morning, as soon 
as he woke up, one of them whispered in his ear, “Tonight 
is the night; be ready by ten.”

His senses were on high alert all day. He had trudged 
through the rice fields until he felt exhausted. In that seem-
ingly peaceful village, discontent and demand for change 
rolled underneath. Even he could feel it when some of the 
elderly villagers talked to him about his father with venera-
tion.

He listened to every crunching sound, every hoot and 
bark, every screech and cry of the animals, even the croak of 
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the frogs!  Life out there was imagined with dread and cu-
riosity. He had visions of the snakes, foxes, lions, elephants 
and beastly cannibals, mostly things that he had read about 
occupied his mind.

That evening, he had heard his aunt chiding a cousin, 
“Don’t get him mixed up in it.” They stopped when they saw 
him coming. He knew and they knew he had heard what was 
said. 

Sometime after midnight, when he was filled with a 
foreboding of dread and had second thoughts, he heard the 
rap on his door. The cousins had told him on the way to stay 
quiet. They walked past the village outpost, past huts and 
cowsheds, and into the periphery of the forest. His heart 
beat fast and furious when his cousins suddenly disappeared 
for a few seconds only to reemerge and usher him to walk 
faster. He had minded the instructions not to speak as he 
took step after a stealthy step deep into the forest. For a 
few moments he even thought that his cloistered city life 
was just experience of living in a dollhouse—safe, pampered, 
predictable. His next thought was why he was following his 
crazy cousins. His grandfather would have been shocked to 
hear of what he was doing, after all the time and money he 
had invested in trying to keep him ‘straight’.

His cousins had told him how they had learned to re-
spect silence: waiting motionless in a bush for hours; walk-
ing with the idea that the enemy was very close and could 
hear their labored breathing as they climbed up the hills or 
ran down in a hurry, carrying their sacks of food grains, wa-
ter bottles, few pots and pans, and most of all their AK 47s 
and their grenades. Their feet swelled like balloons. Blisters 
got infected from the sweat and the collected dirt as they 
went around without a bath for several days, until they came 
across a river or a lake. They swallowed multivitamins with 
their meager rations of rice and dhal.  Vegetables had to be 
carted every few days from the nearby villages. They lived by 
the daylight. They had marched; sang songs, and listened to 
their commander’s speeches. Sometimes they felt home sick 
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and cried. They stared at him when he asked why they were 
doing it. Did they really believe that utopia was around the 
corner? Their knowing smiles and pats on his back did not 
irritate him.

The marching was brutal. Sometimes, even on empty 
stomachs they would march. They would drink boiled water 
to kick start their bodies for the day. Some of them would 
leave never to return. They had to watch out for the infor-
mants. When informants were confirmed, they were dealt 
with severely—beheaded, or shot and killed. If they could 
not find them, their wrath fell on their families. No mercy for 
the abandoned. They talked of the injustices, with pain in 
their eyes and hatred on their tongue, of the current corrupt 
government, of the police and of their claims of encounters. 
There was no justice with the present system of democracy. 
Their conclusions: democracy works for the wealthy but not 
for the poor; rampant corruption makes the wealthy wealthi-
er; laws were meant to protect the rich. 

He had listened to their seemingly logical, yet some-
how pretentious thinking. The Naxals had failed to ensure 
a better life for the poor, but they had energized the tribal 
men and women to fight for their rights. They seemed blind 
to the possibility of failure. Success needs blindness to fear, 
they said.

He was not expecting to see women but they were there, 
mostly uneducated, single women, or those who followed 
their husbands. They were fighting for equality; in khaki they 
looked like young men with hair tightly pinned back. They 
marched alongside the men, held their rifles shoulder high, 
told stories at night and helped with cooking. When the 
regiment relaxed, the women huddled together and giggled 
and spoke in whispers. 

For five days, Tribhu had followed them and watched 
their activities with fascination. Scythes in the hands of 
the Naxals did lot of things besides hacking the bushes to 
make paths inside the jungle. Patches of cleared ground were 
abandoned within minutes. 

58 of 93



News usually came from predictable channels.
His cousins were in tune with the jungle life. Their taut 

muscles, grim faces, weather-beaten skin, frowns and tightly 
clasped jaws showed what went on in their minds. They 
would be dead sooner than later, they admitted. Anything 
for the cause. 

A call came that the police were on the prowl in the 
nearby area. His cousins told him to go home. He ignored 
them. He was exhausted by all the running, hiding, being 
bitten by mosquitoes, and going with just rice and pickle for 
lunch and dinner. He wondered what his mother would say if 
he related everything to her. Would she be proud of him, or 
mad? 

He climbed the nearest tree and watched. He was not 
the one on the lookout that night. He could see one spot of 
moving light about a kilometer away. It was one of the com-
rades combing through the area. He must have sensed some-
thing because he started swinging the light in an arc. Tribhu 
climbed down in a hurry. Soon, the camp would be moving. 
The women put out the fire even as the men packed every-
thing they had to carry. Some of them had already headed 
out in the direction opposite to the moving lights. Through 
their night goggles, they could see the shapes of men mov-
ing towards them slowly. Suddenly the shots rang out fol-
lowed by several shots close by. He saw a comrade fall. He 
ran for his life. He was not proud of running away, but at 
that moment that was the only logical thing he could think 
of doing. He knew his way back to the village. 

His aunts and uncles watched him through an open win-
dow. How did they know? When he ran into the house pant-
ing for breath, they let him sit for a while before bombard-
ing him with questions. Where were the others? Was anyone 
killed in the shootout? Were his cousins safe? No, he did not 
know how safe they were. He saw them disappear from his 
line of vision, he told them. And then he burst out crying. 
He had cried for a long time and his aunt had served him 
food and put him to bed. 
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Next morning he had quietly gone back to his grand-
father. A week later, he found out that one of his cousins 
was killed and the other one was missing. Six months later 
the family came to know that the second cousin had been 
injured but had managed to escape. There were no further 
visits to the village. He never had the guts to tell his mother 
and his grandfather about what had transpired during that 
trip to the village. He sat up several nights for fear of having 
nightmares. They finally dwindled away. But his panic attacks 
have persisted.

He goes to the garden after a while and sits on the bench, 
with his shoulders slumped and his throat parched. The 
only sound he can hear is the throbbing in his temples. He 
ignores the night chill and toys with the cell phone in his 
hand. He does not remember how long he has been outside. 
He reaches for his cellphone and makes the call. In spite of 
the lateness of the hour, Tara sounds chirpy as ever. He tells 
her: of a father who was on the run for years before the long 
arm of the law caught up with him; of the Maoist ideals that 
dominated his early life; of a mother who blindly followed 
her husband. And his current fears. He describes to her how 
the shots rang out one night in the forest leaving the father 
dead, mother paralyzed. Whose heroes were they, he asks 
her? He becomes acutely aware of her long silence. 

“Why didn’t you tell me this before,” she says. “Why do 
you hang on to these memories? You need to burn the past 
before it burns you down, Tribhu.”

He feels numb and drained of energy.
“What you said doesn’t change anything. I still love 

you,” she adds.
 He mumbles a thank you before hanging up. He mulls 

over the conversation and tries to draw his own conclusions. 
Trauma spreads its tentacles when one dwells upon it, tight-
ens its grip when it is replayed, but no matter how strongly 
one tries to reshape the memory, much of what one doesn’t 
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wish to keep strengthens over time. That is his truth. He 
paces up and down furiously. He stops. Unless…unless…he 
can burn the past like Tara said. Erase it. Fill the void with 
pleasant, new memories. 

He goes back into the house, tosses and turns and 
finally drifts off to sleep for the few hours left of the night. 
He frets when he wakes up. He informs his mother that his 
friend will be coming for a visit in the afternoon.  

The two gardeners working outside look up as Tribhu 
and Tara pass. Taking Tara through the hallway, he feels em-
barrassed of his two-storey, six-bedroom home even as she 
admires the delicate artwork on the pristine walls and the 
silky sheers on the windows and rooms filled with furniture 
bought from the departing British.

 Tara smiles as she is introduced to his mother. He 
tactfully excuses himself leaving Tara with his mother. He 
realizes that his mother’s room smelled, not of urine, but of 
lavenders, looked clean and ready for the visitor. 

He paces restlessly for a while and walks back towards 
his mother’s room. He hears his mother’s soft voice and 
stops. He listens. 

“Indelible truths come out when you’re tethered to a 
bed for twenty-two years,” she is saying. “You think of life 
differently. Once you become a mother if you don’t raise your 
children with love and care and the protection they need, 
you have blown that one chance to do it right. What you can 
do later to rectify the situation would make no difference.”

But he does not remember his mother expressing moth-
erly concerns to any one, at anytime. In the ensuing silence 
Tribhu slips away. How could two women who have never 
met before share such intimate moments without hesita-
tion? When he finally walks in trailing behind the servant 
girl carrying a tray of snacks and sweets, he finds his mother 
sitting propped up in bed and Tara fixing her hair. Tara turns 
and winks at him with a mile-wide grin; now he is sure that 
something is beginning to shift in his life.
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Masquerades
Frank-ito hilary   

Masquerades are a mystery to all
Or so I thought
They dance for all to cheer
Or so it was

Masquerades are sacred 
Or so I thought
They are immortal as they are impartial 
Or so it was

Masquerades are special spirits
Or so I thought
They are faceless as they are ageless
Or so it was

Now, Masquerades are getting mad
Or so I see
They are drenched in and drunk with power
Or so it seems

Oh! Masquerades are covered in masks
Now I know.
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letter to a War President
Victor ehikhaMenor

Dear Sir,

There is no other way to put it; you are now a war president. Very 
few presidents have such opportunities to prove their mettle. The 
enemy has sustained a senseless bombing campaign where noth-
ing is sacrosanct anymore in your country. It’s a tough situation 
to be in, but men who have led their countries during wars have 
one heart and two balls like you. It is not the easiest situation; 
but as a mouth finds its teeth, so shall it accommodate them.

Let me start with one of the greatest war leaders in history, Sir 
Winston Churchill’s resolve on May 13, 1940 - “What is our policy? 
... to wage war against a monstrous tyranny, never surpassed in 
the dark, lamentable catalogue of human crime.” That, Mr Presi-
dent, is the policy you and your cabinet must adopt immediately.

Now a few more tips:

- If you don’t have one already, you must set up a war room which 
is different from your FEC meeting room. Not all men or women 
should be welcomed in the room; only the trusted and tested. 
This is where tactical plans are discussed and maps are used as 
table cloth and pinned to the walls. Politics and tribal sentiments 
must not be allowed in this room. This is not where you discuss 
contracts and profiteering; and any of your Generals that deviates 
from plans of winning this war should be booted out of the room 
immediately.

- Keep your enemies close; and that does not mean you have to 
make them cabinet members. Keep them close enough to destabi-
lise their plans, but not close enough to destabilise yours.
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- You must have an army with a Commanding General. The war 
you are fighting has gone beyond the corridors of politics, and 
long speeches will no longer cut it. One inefficient General equals 
hundreds of lives lost to the war.

- Whenever the enemy strikes and succeeds in killing and maiming 
your citizens, use words to comfort and encourage your people. 
Refrain from clichés like: “I condemn this latest act of violence”; 
people get tired of hearing those words. You are at war, and while 
you are condemning with words, your enemies are condemning 
with bombs.

- If you cannot back your words with actions, do not utter them. 
It is better to remain a muted lizard than to speak as a snake that 
cannot bite. When you visit a war zone, never look bemused or 
pose as if you have been caught with your pants down again. Put 
on a stern face to show you are in charge of the situation. Never 
put your hands on your head or waist like a man who just recov-
ered from a dirty slap. If possible, get yourself a walking stick to 
increase your swagger, get one of those that doubles as a sword. 
Colonel Benjamin ‘Black Scorpion’ Adekunle and General Murtala 
Muhammed carried one.

- The reason we have a term like ‘Allied Forces’ is because some 
wars can’t be won by one government. Call for help from those 
who have fought similar wars. One man does not dig a well and 
also fill it with water. There is no shame in calling for help when 
the battle thickens; a single broomstick never sweeps clean.

- Do not fight this war with bows and arrows when your enemy 
is armed with bombs and assault rifles. Do not also allow your 
soldiers to think killing senselessly will win this war. Their actions 
could even lead to war crimes, and the last thing you want is to 
share a double-bunk bed with Charles Taylor in the Hague when 
all is said and done.
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- Have a tactical plan and a clear understanding of how you 
intend to fight the war that confronts you. Have a firm control 
of those you have given mandates to win the war for you. Don’t 
be afraid to make hard decisions that make men flinch. If any 
of your Generals sings a discordant tune in public, do not hesi-
tate to fire him publicly. Remember President Barrack Obama of 
America had to remind a lose-mouthed and disrespectful General 
Stanley McChrystal who the C-in-C was - “As difficult as it is to 
lose General McChrystal, I believe it’s the right one. The conduct 
represented in the recently-published article … undermines the 
civilian control of the military that is at the core of our democrat-
ic system. And it erodes the trust that’s necessary for our team 
to work together to achieve our objectives.” Those were Obama’s 
words, you are free to borrow them.

- Every time the enemy carries out a successful campaign, even if 
it is an ordinary match stick struck on the head of a citizen, you 
must cancel all foreign trips. There is time for everything. Noth-
ing, I repeat, nothing is more important than the life of one of 
your citizens - whether rich or poor. Remember that what makes 
you a president are people not goats.

- Finally, only prayers do not win wars. You must act after you 
have prayed; even King David, who was God’s right hand man, 
went to the battle field instead of praying from morning till night 
in an enclosed bunker.

Goodluck sir!
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children Without reVolution
Victor ehikhaMenor

We, children without revolution, in our private solitude, rage not 
against machine guns nor goons, but them. We chew on vinegary 
decisions made of their promises. Eternally we hold up our right 
thumbs stained with ink of broken hopes.

Now they laugh at our legitimisation, snickering at the snail that 
brought slime on itself. No man is born not to do something, but 
we did not dam our rivers  to harvest this rain of thunders.

We yell internally, we the children of no revolution, in our pri-
vate solitude. They don’t hear us, they never have. The sound of 
plundering pounding hearts  has soundproofed their conscience. 
They do not see our tears, their eyes are set on the next fat cow 
to milk dry. We are here with them, urchins with tin cups in this 
country of ours that flows away with honey, milk, oil and blood. 
Behind tall fences, what is left of our future is carved and car-
ried overseas in bulging suitcases. But when the eyes stay in the 
dark for long, it begins to see the truth – we have grown piercing 
gazes that see beyond walls and tinted  windows.

‘Let there be light’ is a joke in this kingdom of darkness without 
a king. ‘Half current’ equals half living. ‘No current’ at all is a 
matter of inhaled graves filled with. “We have a solution,” they 
screamed. But megawatts promised is mega bucks filched. Where 
there is vacuum, evil will pitch a tent; hence our days and nights 
are now illuminated by splattering explosives, man-made thunder 
that crushes men, as charred children form ashes in the eyes of 
wailing mothers who are the inconsolable casualties.

Dawn has lost its birdsong in our land. We are tired of singing 
dirges. We clutch our bibles and babies with churches and cathe-
drals on our minds, but we sit still on seats of fear in our private

66 of 93



 solitude. Our streets wear beautiful mournful loneliness. Welcome 
to the soulless capital city of Africa’s most populous country, our 
rulers are prisoners behind electric fences and towering walls.

Sunday morning, hungry for good news, we hasten to newspaper 
vendors and are confronted with headlines of screaming moth-
ers and murders and politics and tricks plotted to gang rape the 
motherland. We scream silently because the drum of our voices 
has been blasted with lies. Let us pray that we know in whose 
God’s name we have become the sacrificial lambs. Silently being 
offered for a block in this plaza, a bloc in that bazaar, we have 
become the seeds in a bloody  Ayo game of bottomless holes. 
Hollow hearted men build mansions with big grammar, mopping 
sins of their masters with belaboured condolence speeches. These 
kingfishers have a good deal in catching a fish and drinking water 
in one fell swoop.

In our private solitude where we replace broken street lights with 
renewable zeal to see where the path to the future is, we haven’t 
seen them point us to the right direction. So in our private soli-
tude we refuse to sing praise songs for the barbarians. Look us in 
our red eyes and say you don’t remember when the shoes were on 
the other legs. Someday, they will not forget we came to wor-
ship in their shrine but they had no high priest, only sticky finger 
acolytes.

An insatiable hundred steal billions from millions of us, with our 
sweats wash their bloody hands. The fish must swallow a hooked 
worm, forgetting greed has a sickle of death attached to its every 
bait. But who can blame the buffalo that did not smell the lion’s 
urine, a parched throat must be slaked. Who can fault the lion 
who lunched on the buffalo, unattended hunger is a murderer. We 
cannot exonerate those whose stomachs are already distended, 
yet take the children’s bread and fish and give them stone and 
shrivelled snake. The cannibalistic food chain of carnivores and 
cabals can be hard to swallow, especially for those who carry fire
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 in their bellies and cannot stomach Western education. Before 
ballot boxes blood brothers we were, this bloody brotherhood was 
brought upon us  by careless greed. Yet they care not, as long as 
they have their Saturday evening Bloody Mary, with full fingers 
intact on Sunday morning for Hail Mary in body-guarded churches.

In our private solitude we, the children without revolution, 
tremble continually to the bitter sacrilegious sacrament they put 
on our desiccated tongues. How do we say this topography was 
like that and that geography was like this? Who will explain the 
future of this frightened borderline where two rivers, warm and 
cold, used to be? 

This opposite of peace up north and mortgaged ceasefire down 
south can’t be written off like other histories. Will they lie we 
were divided with a cartographer’s pen as in Berlin when we know 
it was with bombs, Kalashnikovs and muted inaction? Though we 
worry and ponder on how to explain our decimated geography, 
a-looter continua, victimisation ascerta for them. 

But wait, how do they sleep through this loud noise, the bangs 
and our knocks for help? With hands on our heads, we the chil-
dren without revolution, yearn for yesterday’s Pharaoh since our 
Moses has folded like cheap umbrella. Not in nostalgia do we 
remember the martial music that woke us up from our slumbers 
in the past, but it’s hunger that makes the king’s son yearn for 
the orphan’s yam. We are holding tight to our slippery birth right 
but the sweet smell of foreign porridge beckons like a mirage. We 
children without revolution are Nigerians. We are Nigerians?

Our country beckoned and we, children without revolution, re-
sponded. If we have to go queue in asylum ant lines, warming 
our palms by furiously rubbing frozen souls in strange lands, may 
their might be reduced to a widow’s mite. And may their strengths 
and sight be reduced to Samson’s simplicity in the treacherous 
fatality laps of Delilah.
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WordgasM
daniel williaM gonzaleS

The Shakespeareans were going up against the Poes in the 
Seventeenth Annual Word Off and Malcolm Reynolds started 
to wonder if he was losing his mind.  

“You have to keep it together, Malcolm!  We can win 
this!” Dina screamed at him, “We need to win this for the 
school or we go back as losers five years in a row!”

“Yeah, get your shit together!” Xin barked at him, the 
tiny Asian beauty who stood a full 5’4 feet tall with plat-
form shoes on.  She was wearing a small Word Off! t-shirt 
that had a picture of Sylvia Plath on the front looking oven-
ready.  She had won Most Outstanding Poet for the School 
Treasury three semesters in a row and was about to have her 
first piece published in Glimmer Train magazine. Naturally, 
she thought she was the best writer here.  Almost everyone 
he had met this weekend did.  It was as his brother had told 
him it would be, a giant clusterfuck of intelligentsia and 
douchebag asshole hipsters.

They had been the chosen three for their University 
and so far Dina had won second place in the Iambic Pen-
tameter competition and Xin had won first place for her 
sonnet, “Death is not the End.”  Malcolm had to write a 
free verse poem on the subject of birds.  As soon as he read 
the prompt, picked out of a large glass bowl in front of the 
auditorium full of professors and award-winning, yet unrec-
ognizable alcoholic writers, he felt his stomach drop.  He 
knew nothing about birds other than they were pretty.  Plus 
his competition was none other than Dylan Frederickson.  He 
hated the guy on sight.  They had gone to high school to-
gether.  Dylan hadn’t been popular by any means but he ran 
in a certain circle of friends who looked down on everyone 
else as peasants.  They used to sit at the lunch table and 
pick people in the auditorium and predict their life in ten 
years.  He remembered listening in on one of their conversa-
tions.
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“Okay, I got this one,” Dylan had said, “She winds up 
a housewife after marrying Mr. Football Star, has two kids, 
one with Down’s syndrome and the other is her little perfect 
beauty.  She enters her in those kid pageants and dresses her 
up like a little whore.  She develops an addiction to energy 
drinks by age five and she puts her on valium.  Her husband 
starts cheating on her with his secretary, brings back her-
pes into the bedroom but she forgives him because basically 
she’s worthless and has no other talent than to lie on her 
back and pump out babies.  Then one day after she real-
izes her daughter is a slut and the other one is a retard, she 
draws a nice bath and takes a bottle of her daughter’s medi-
cation and falls into a nice long sleep.”

His friends had guffawed at that and then started pick-
ing other people out of the crowd.  One of them had been 
him.  They knew he was within listening distance but they 
started railing in on him as hard as they could.

“Obviously a closet homosexual,” one of the girls in 
their group said.

“Nah, just bi but he is into that really kinky shit like 
having his nipples tweaked and a dildo up his ass,” a guy 
said in an old man gray tweed sweater with a paisley yel-
low shirt, too small slacks and black glasses with the frames 
removed.  

“Let’s not be mean, guys,” Dylan had said, looking 
Malcolm straight in the eye, “I’m sure there is something 
worthwhile about him.  Oh yeah, this is the guy who won 
that little creative writing competition in Miss Turner’s class.  
Remember he wrote the story about his grandma’s house?  
How the sound of rain reminded him of Grandma’s house in 
the fall and the little figurines in her pantry.”

They all started laughing.
“Why don’t you shut the fuck up?” Malcolm said, “I don’t 

see you writing anything.”
Dylan had stood up, tossing away a strand of his raven-

black hair looking like an emo goth wannabe.  Faded black
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 nail polish on his fingers and a dark overcoat that was remi-
niscent of Columbine.  

“Actually, I’m a published writer,” Dylan had said, “I’ve 
been in eight literary journals since I was thirteen years old 
and my story is a finalist for the Burban’s Award online.  I 
don’t need to win the adoration of my peers or try to impress 
poorly paid and grade school level educated high school 
teachers who have no taste.  I already have my acceptance 
letter to college at UCLA and a full scholarship.  My father is 
a respected business man who works with people all over the 
world and my mother has gotten the cover of Good House-
keeping once or twice.  What does your family do?  Are they 
just dishwashers or did one of them work their way up to 
supervisor yet?”

Malcolm had felt the tears burning in his eyes, wanting 
to lie and say that his Dad was a lawyer or that his mother 
ran her own business but the truth was his Dad drove trucks 
for a living and his mother sold Avon among her friends 
when she wasn’t cleaning houses.  Getting his story chosen 
out of all the others in Miss Turner’s class had meant the 
world to him but to guys like Dylan it meant nothing.  

“Whatever, man, you are full of shit,” Malcolm said.
“Look it up online!” the girl said, she was wearing a 

shirt with a picture of Lord Byron on it that read:  Death to 
purple prose.

That night he had stayed up and researched Dylan 
Frederickson online, it turned out it was all true.  He was 
published on at least six websites he found and his father 
was this famous businessman with companies across the 
world.  Malcolm had logged onto one of the sites that Dylan 
was published on and read his work.  He started to sob as 
he realized the writing, the sheer simplicity of the prose 
was something he could never do.  There was an elegance 
about it that he couldn’t match and he felt so angry that he 
wanted to slit his wrists.  Images of razorblades cutting deep 
into his flesh entered his mind and he imagined his mother 
finding him and screaming.  Yet it wasn’t his mother he was
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 afraid of disappointing but his brother, his brother who had 
saved him the day their father had committed suicide.

Two years had passed since then but Dylan’s words had 
stung him so deep that just the sight of him years later at 
Word Off (or Wordgasm as it was known to the locals) had 
driven him into a downward spiral.

Dylan had recognized him almost instantly when they 
met in the student orientation lounge, receiving their goody 
bags and a welcome from the Dean that he was proud to 
host such a prestigious literary event.

Everyone had a different shirt with an author on it.  
Dylan pulled Dylan Thomas out of his bag and was 

pleased at the irony of it. Malcolm slowly unfolded the shirt 
from his goody bag and saw the drunken visage of Bukowski 
greet him.  

Dylan had started laughing, “How fitting, an intellec-
tual with a sophisticated leaning and then the drunkard of 
prose.”

Malcolm felt his hands trembling, he imagined Dylan’s 
face exploding into bursts of blood as he let his fists tear 
open the flesh.  Dylan edged away from him slowly.

“Don’t let him psyche you out,” a voice said, behind 
him.

Malcolm turned.
A boy of about fourteen stood there looking as out of 

place as a Republican at a gay pride rally.
“What are you doing here?” Malcolm said.
“I go to Yale University.  I’m working on my Masters in 

Literature and Arts.  I am considered a genius.  I could build 
jet engines when I was nine but my true passion is poetry.”

Malcolm laughed, “Your parents must love that.”
“Fuck them,” the boy said, “They made enough money 

off me while they could.  I designed something for NASA 
that saved them billions.  They gave my parents over eigh-
teen million dollars and the first thing they did was take a 
trip to Europe without me.  They left me with a goddamn 
babysitter.  I have the mind of an old man but I can’t even
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 get a blowjob from the babysitter.”
Malcolm didn’t know what to make of this kid who 

walked with the swagger of a man twice his age.  He had a 
drink in his hand that looked like bourbon but Malcolm was 
sure that everyone had been wristbanded who was under 
twenty one.  

“How did you get the—“
“Oh, if you pay anybody enough, they will give you 

what you want.  I bought coke off this bitch for finals and 
she thought I was twelve.  I don’t even think she knew I 
went to the college.”

“What’s your name?”
“Just call me Kilgore Trout.”
“I get the reference but what’s your real—“
“Dude, just call me Kilgore or Mr. Trout.  I don’t believe 

in names.  They are worthless.  So why are you here?”
“I’m with the Shakespeares.”
“Oh yeah, the one with that ugly bitch and the hot little 

Asian deal.  Nice, you ever bang her?”
Malcolm continued to stare at the kid who looked as if 

he had just undergone puberty less than a year ago, cursing 
like a sailor and drinking.  He started to wonder if he was 
hallucinating.  The kid wore jeans and an Ernest Hemingway 
Word Off t-shirt.

“You like Hemingway?  He was a drunk and a fighter and 
an asshole.  Then he put a bullet in his brain.  That’s how a 
real writer lives.  Writers used to be renegades and outlaws.  
The fucking beatniks for all their douchebaggery actually 
lived life, they took drugs, fucked each other up the ass but 
they lived.  Everyone here is full of shit.  They sit in class-
rooms and verbally jack themselves off.  Every writer fresh 
out of college thinks they are going to change the world 
with that one great novel.  The truth is nothing can change 
the world, not anymore.”

The boy looked at his feet then and a tear fell from his 
eye.

Malcolm continued to gape at him, “Are you real?”
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“What do you think?  Does it sound logical that a four-
teen year old boy who can design jet engines would be at 
a poetry conference?  Or maybe I’m in your head.  Maybe I 
want you to beat that prick Dylan.”

“Do you think I can?  I don’t even know anything about 
birds.”

“What is there to know?  It’s free verse.  You could write 
an ode to your taint and they wouldn’t notice.  It’s all ab-
stract shit anyhow.  There is no formality or structure in free 
verse.  Look at Plath, look at Sexton, it’s all metaphors, man.  
Symbolism and metaphors.”

“I don’t just want to beat him,” Malcolm said, “I want 
to destroy him.  I want to make sure he never writes again 
and that I become famous and that he realizes how he un-
derestimated me.”

“I can help with that too,” Kilgore said, “All you have to 
do is believe.”

“What now?” Malcolm said, looking at the clock, realiz-
ing his break time was almost up.

“Just remember,” Kilgore said, “It’s a perfect day for 
bananafish.”

Malcolm walked back into the auditorium, Xin ran towards 
Malcolm and whispered in his ear, “Are you ready?”

“Yes,” Malcolm said.
“Please don’t fuck this up,” she said.
He stared at her for a long time and then turned away.
 As he approached the stage, Dean Witmore greeted him.
“Welcome Wordsmiths, we have our final writer battle of 

the day between Malcolm Reynolds and Dylan Frederickson.  
The category is free verse and the topic is birds.  Gentlemen, 
you will have forty five minutes on the clock to write your 
poems.  You will be given several sheets of paper, feel free 
to make corrections or to discard and start anew.  After you 
have finished, lay your poem down on the table in front of 
the judges.  Remember, the judges will be judging not on
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grammar or structure but on conceptualization, rel-
evance and use of symbolism and metaphor.  The time begins 
now!”

Malcolm stared at the pile of sharpened number 2 pen-
cils sitting there all glaring at him like tiny lead darts.  He 
thought of his bag back at the hotel room, the bottle of 
pills.  Had he taken the purple one today or had he forgot-
ten?  He had been in such a hurry that he had just taken the 
green ones for sure.  The white one was in his pocket but the 
purple one, the most important one.  It was too late now.  
He would just have to deal with it.  The headaches were 
returning.  He could almost feel Xin’s eyes on him.  If they 
didn’t bring that plaque home, he would never hear the end 
of it.  Out of eighteen colleges, they had scored third place 
so far but this was their shot to beat their longest standing 
competitor.  

The whiteness of the paper seemed to blind him.  Mal-
colm had to shut his eyes and then open them again.  Dylan 
was already next to him, scribbling away.  Malcolm waited 
for inspiration to strike.  

He tried to imagine he was Emily Dickenson in the 
woods, locked in a little log cabin, day in and day out.  All 
she knew was nature, consumed by it.  She probably saw lots 
of birds and studied them.  It didn’t matter if he knew birds, 
they could be abstract birds, the birds of consequence.  Yet 
he saw them as literal birds.  He felt them pecking at his 
brain.

He started to write down the names of all the birds he 
knew:

Mockingjay
Bluejay
Cardinal
Eagle
Woodpecker
Yellowtail

 Then he stared directly into the center of the paper and 
saw the letters begin to move.  He hadn’t had a hallucin
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ation like this for a long time.  The letters split into pieces 
and flew around the paper like birds.  He heard his brother’s 
voice in his head, he could still feel his brother’s warm arm 
around him that day.  Jared, the truck driver had been his 
step-father, his birth father Calvin was a memory that his 
mother tried to erase from his mind.  Malcolm remembered 
being nine years old and seeing his father sitting in the 
backyard in the rain sobbing.  He had woke up in his pad-
ded foot Transformers pj’s and wandered into the backyard, 
feeling the mud on his feet and went over to the old fruit 
crate his father was sitting on.  The rain mingled in with the 
tears.  His father had been a writer, a real writer and was 
published in various literary journals worldwide.  His father 
had even had a novel published to small acclaim and was 
working on a second but the more he wrote, the longer it 
got.  He had almost three thousand pages now and couldn’t 
remember what it was about anymore.  

Malcolm didn’t understand the meaning of words and 
how important they were to his father until that day.

He had put his small hand on his father’s shoulder.
“I can’t finish it,” his father said, “I’ll never be able to 

finish it.  The book won’t end.  I can’t stop them from talk-
ing to me.  The voices keep telling me to write and I can’t 
stop.”

“It’s okay, Daddy,” Malcolm had said and put his arms 
around his father whose face was distant and far away.  His 
eyes were glazed over with a dazed look of a man lost in the 
wilderness.  

“No, it will never be okay, Malky,” his father whispered 
to him, “It’s the words, the goddamn words.  Never ignore 
the power of the words, they can destroy you.  Once you 
reach a certain point, you can’t stop writing them and that’s 
all you are is the words.”

Malcolm had sat with his father for several more min-
utes, his mother was at work and his father was supposed 
to be watching him.  Finally after what felt like an eternity, 
Calvin had followed his son inside the house.  They 
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had breakfast and after an hour of television, Malcolm went 
to his room to play.  Fifteen minutes passed and Malcolm 
smelled the smoke, he started to choke and rushed out of 
his bedroom to find his father.  The smoke billowed into 
the hallway from his father’s office and across the house.  
Malcolm had run and put his hand on the doorknob which 
burned in his palm so hot that he screamed.  Soon the entire 
house was on fire and Malcolm had scrambled to get out of 
the house, he screamed his father’s name but all he heard 
were the screams and he imagined his father’s burning flesh.  
He could smell it almost. His brother had been at soccer 
practice at the time and unable to witness his father’s mad-
ness.  When he arrived home, he put his arm around Mal-
colm’s shoulder and held him as he sobbed.

 His mother said they were to never speak of his 
father again.  

“Why did Daddy burn himself, Mommy?” he had asked 
her.  

“Your father was a very unhappy man,” she said, “It’s 
best that we forget about all that sadness and focus on the 
future. We are going to move to Seattle and start a new 
life. Now you are going to close your eyes and let all those 
memories fly away out of your head and pretend they never 
happened. Pretend that your father is in Heaven where he 
belongs.”

He had cried himself to sleep that night and was 
wracked by huge, heaving sobs.  The only thing that com-
forted him was his brother Thomas putting his arm around 
him and pulling him to his chest and letting him cry.  Before 
this they had been mortal enemies, Thomas had been the 
jerky older brother and Malcolm, the nosey little brat.  After 
that day, Thomas became protective of him and refused to 
let anyone talk bad about him.

Never ignore the power of words, they can destroy you.
His father’s voice stung in his ears then, clear as 
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day, as if it had happened only yesterday.  Malcolm could 
smell burning flesh and hear the screams.

He started to scribble violently an image of a bird, Poe’s 
raven with dark enigmatic eyes glaring at him accusingly.  In 
those eyes was the secret to life itself.  He scribbled so vio-
lently that the pencil he was using snapped in half and then 
he picked up another and broke it, then another.  Everyone 
in the auditorium was staring at him now, particularly the 
judges who glared at him as if he were a freak.

The birds, the goddamn birds were screaming in his 
head.  He felt like a walking Alfred Hitchcock film.

He screamed then, the voice came out of him loud and 
violent.

“I can’t do this!” he screamed, “This is bullshit!”
He stood up, knocking the chair over as he stood and 

ran off the stage, down the steps and towards the door of 
the auditorium.

“What the fuck was that?” Xin screamed at him, tugging 
at his arm.

He ripped it away, “FUCK OFF!”
He ran all the way back to his hotel room, glanced idly 

over at the bar, wondering if he would see Kilgore Trout 
again or if the boy had even been real.

As real as Richard Bachman, George Sands or Dr. Seuss, 
he thought and laughed.

Back in his hotel room, he grabbed a glass of water and 
opened up his suitcase to take his pills.

A heavy weight fell across his brow and he laid on the 
bed until darkness grabbed him.

There was a knock at his hotel door.
He prepared himself for a reaming from his team, ex-

pecting Xin to be there ready to pounce like an angry North 
Korea.  Dylan stood there, a bottle of tequila in his hand and 
a nervous grin, “Truce?”
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“What the hell do you want?” Malcolm said, “To gloat at 
how you defeated and humiliated me?”

“Dude, no, I came to apologize. I do remember you, you 
know?  From high school, I know I was a total asshole to 
you. I’ve read your work, in your school magazine, you aren’t 
that bad of a writer. I just wanted to say sorry, I took my-
self really seriously back then, I realize now that publication 
isn’t everything.”

“Yeah, awards and acknowledgement of your peers,” 
Malcolm said, “Or else they think of you as a loser.”

“That’s why I came. I can tell you take this stuff really 
seriously. Too seriously and I know how that is but the thing 
is, bro, it’s not. Once you start to get out there and experi-
ence life, you realize that there are two billion people out 
there who could give a shit less about literature. We are liv-
ing in the MTV generation, people care more about reality TV 
stars than academic accolades now. If you ask the average 
person on the street who J.D. Salinger is, they would look at 
you funny. You just have to remember, man, ultimately, it’s 
just words.”

Malcolm felt a twitch above his left eye, a spastic invol-
untary spasm that felt like a seizure. His vision distorted and 
the entire room took on elements of sharp piercing edges. He 
watched as Dylan’s fingers jutted out sharply like the legs of 
a spider. He grabbed two glasses by the mirror in the bath-
room and poured them a drink. 

“Here, man, have a drink.”
Inside the mirror, Malcolm saw the boy staring at him. It 

was then that he realized the boy looked a bit like his father.
Never ignore the power of words, they can destroy you.
“Just words,” he mumbled.
“What?” Dylan said, already a little sloshed. His eyes 

had a hazy look.
“I said, they aren’t just words.”
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“Well, I didn’t mean it like that. I mean words are pow-
erful but, the writing, this bullshit, it doesn’t matter.”

“Not to you,” Malcolm said, “You have everything. Your 
life is perfect. Your family is perfect. You have everything. 
You can’t smell your father’s flesh burning at night.”

Dylan looked confused, “My life isn’t perfect, bro. Far 
from it.”

“Stop calling me bro!” Malcolm said and smashed the 
glass against the wall.

“Dude, just calm down,” Dylan said, backing towards the 
door.

Malcolm started pounding his head as the voices grew 
louder. They started speaking poetry to him.

Midway upon the journey of our life, I found myself 
within a forest dark…

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered weak 
and weary…

Do not go gentle into that good night, rage against the 
dying of the light…

Malcolm started to scream, “Make them stop talking!”
Because I could not stop for death, He kindly stopped 

for me…
What immortal hand or eye could frame thy fearful sym-

metry?
April is the cruelest month, breeding lilacs out of the 

dead land, mixing memory and desire….
“Can you hear them?” Malcolm said, “My father was 

right, they won’t stop talking once they start. It’s the voices 
of the dead. The dead writers. They won’t stop talking.”

Dylan’s eyes widened, “Look, I’m going to get you help, 
okay? Let me call someone.”

“NO!” Malcolm said and threw Dylan across the room, 
“You can’t tell them!”

I’ve seen the best minds of my generation destroyed 
by madness, starving hysterical naked, dragging themselves 
through the negro streets at dawn looking for an angry fix…

“Angel-headed hipsters,” Malcolm mumbled, “Angel-
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headed hipsters. That’s Ginsberg, right? Then it was Dante, 
Poe, Thomas, Dickenson, Blake, Elliot, oh and bananafish, I 
get it!  That was Salinger!  That’s why you mentioned Salin-
ger, he knew you would mention Salinger!”

“What are you talking about?”
“It’s from Nine Stories, published in 1953, first pub-

lished in The New Yorker.  It’s the story that changed every-
thing, it made him famous in the literary community.  That 
was the beginning of the end for him, when he started to 
retreat. When he realized what vampires you all are, how 
people just want to take and take until there is nothing left 
but a photocopy of the original talent. It’s about Seymour 
Glass and at the end, he kills himself.”

Dylan stared at Malcolm with a fearful gaze.
“The words do matter,” Malcolm said, “They mean every-

thing.”
He put his hands around Dylan’s throat and began to 

squeeze. 
“the wordS Matter” 
The room went into shades of purple and grey and then 

turned a strange shade of black and white. On the ceiling 
were the shadows of birds flying overhead. They began to 
spell out words with their wings. Malcolm looked at Dylan’s 
unmoving body and began to smile, he lifted him up and 
placed him in the bed, putting the covers around him.  Then 
he slipped in next to him and put his arm around his chest.

“Goodnight, Thomas,” he said and went back to sleep.
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needing this reVolution
eMManuel iduMa

“La résistance est une forme de collaboration” 
– Albert Camus

There are no groupings in my head. 

I am not being spoken for. 

No one will speak for me if I do not speak for myself. Tell 
this to those who have formed groups and begotten labels in 
my name: I will join you if only I hear my voice in yours. Not 
earlier. In this regard, I refuse to be called ‘the Nigerian on 
the street’ because there are Nigerians out oF the street. 

If I am on the street it is not because of anybody. It is be-
cause of me. 

I say this because I must divest myself from every resistance 
that collaborates. Clearly, there are those who wish that a re-
volt continues because it creates for them an ‘other’, thereby 
perpetuating their actions, their desire to stay on. These 
people wish to look at me and nod their heads, ‘yes, some-
one is agreeing with me in my irresponsibility.’ 

I will only speak against irresponsibility not because it is 
fashionable, not because the Irresponsible are irresponsible, 
but because behind ME lie ‘years of scorn, thievery, greed, 
opportunism, political thuggery, untold violence, scammers.’ 

You see what I mean.

If I am careless, this resistance will be another form of col-
laboration. I will only succeed in speaking another man’s 
language. 
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Adebiyi Olusolape knows this. In The Ideal Husband: 

‘Let her add on the name of another man
to the name of an older man
the length is a statement…’

And Fela Anikulapo-Kuti in Mr Follow Follow
‘Some dey follow follow them close sense.’

“Poetry makes me stop” – David Gruenewald 

Pause and consider what happens if I am bent on achieve-
ment and not on purpose. What form of satisfaction will I 
(re)gain when the antagonist has conceded? What is that 
satisfaction? Will I even be satisfied?

I will stop, right there, when all fists around me are 
clenched, voices chanting refrains. I will stop and be poetic. 
It will make no sense to be part of revolution that transforms 
my country’s economy and not mine.

Poetry makes me stop because in poetry all things become 
clear.

“I write to un-silence, not to speak.” – Hélène Cixous

I will not ask ‘are you listening to me?’

I will ask ‘why are you not listening to me?’

It is not that I am not saying what needs to be said. It is 
that what I am saying does not come from that point when 
everything becomes still. I am too much in the noise. I am 
so much with/in others that I am lost to myself. 
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All I am saying is that I want to speak because I have been 
unsilenced. Because I know what that silence is/was. Be-
cause I am not an alien to the things I claim to loathe.

“Need is the name of my vital discovery…One only 
needs need to begin to discover.” – Hélène Cixous

I need this revolution. 

I must need this revolution. 

I am needing this revolution. 

My eyes are opening, I am discovering myself. I made the 
exciting discovery, for instance, that silence can be unseat-
ed. That I can un-silence. You might take this for granted; I 
do not. That I am able to take away years of being consid-
ered silent, matterless, absent, a blur? No, I do not take that 
for granted. This revolution has opened my eyes to things I 
did not know about myself. 

I need this revolution to find myself. I must find myself. 

“Me and you no dey for the same category…” 
– Fela Anikulapo-Kuti
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adVertorial

neW books 
FroM nigeria

ukaMaka olisakWe 
Eyes of a Goddess 

At fifteen, Njideka is caught in the deep political turmoil 
beleaguering Nigeria. When the government arrests and 
tortures her father following a peaceful protest, he returns 
home a shadow of himself: a changed man. 

Njideka’s family begins to break apart under the yoke of a 
reckless regime. It is a story of hardship, abuse, and the 
resilient spirit of those desperate to breathe the air of free-
dom.

“With Eyes of a Goddess, Ukamaka bursts onto the liter-
ary scene as a tender, alluring storyteller worthy of a large, 
devoted readership. Her novel seizes one’s attention from its 
opening sentence--and never lets go. I’m a fan!” 
- okey ndibe, author of Arrows of Rain 
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abubakar adaM ibrahiM

The Whispering Trees

The Whispering Trees, award winning writer Abubakar Adam 
Ibrahim’s debut collection of short stories, employs nuance, 
subtle drama and deadpan humour to capture colourful Nige-
rian lives. 

There’s Kyakkyawa, who sparks forbidden thoughts in her 
father and has a bit of angels and witches in her; there’s the 
mysterious butterfly girl who just might be a incarnation of 
Ohikwo’s long dead mother; there’s also a flummoxed white 
woman caught between two Nigerian brothers and an unfold-
ing scandal, and, of course, the two medicine men of Mazade 
who battle against their egos, an epidemic and an enigmatic 
witch.

for more information:
www.parresia.com
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eMManuel iduMa

Farad

Farad, named for the unit of an electrical charge, is a novel 
that cuts laser-like through a multilayered society. Touch-
ing biographies of ordinary citizens—young academics and 
ageing psychologists, Christian editors and call girls, strange 
women and music artistes—told in stylish, interrupted nar-
ratives, are woven into a detailed mosaic of modern Nigeria.  
Reminiscent of Plutarch’s Parallel Lives, Farad eases to a 
climax when key characters from individual stories become 
participants in a conflict at a University Chapel—a conflict 
in which the nature of power is tested.  Farad is an assem-
blage of fresh narratives woven around simple questions and 
open-ended complexities. It is, ultimately, a story of love 
and essence.

for more information:
www.parresia.com
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richard ali

City of Memories

City of Memories follows four characters negotiating the 
effect of various traumas. Towering above them is the story 
of Ummi al-Qassim, a princess of Bolewa, and the feud that 
attended her love—first for a nobleman, then for a poet—a 
feud that bequeaths her with madness and death. All four 
are bracketed by the modern city of Jos in Central Nigeria, 
where political supremacy and perverse parental love be-
come motives for an ethno-religious eruption calculated to 
destroy the Nigeria State . . . A thwarted love affair forces 
Faruk to flee to the Northeastern village of Bolewa, from 
where his parents emigrated three decades earlier. There, he 
unearths his mother’s tragic story and discovers the key that 
just might keep his country one—if he can make it back to 
Central Nigeria alive.

for more information:
www.parresia.com
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rapher. He is Editor-in-Chief of Daily Times Nigeria.

daniel gonzaleS is a 34 year old clinical psychologist in Port Or-
chard, Washington. He enjoys rock climbing, bungee jumping, 
shooting guns and walking on the moon. His previous writing 
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tion Defining Itself, co-editor of the Omega Anthology, the online 
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ing, he is Editor of 3bute, and Content Management Supervisor of 
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in Lagos.

adereMi adegbite born 1982 in Lagos. He is a young self-taught pho-
tojournalist and documentary photographer. Aderemi’s perception 
about photography is  a tool, which he uses to review himself, his 
immediate environment and his community at large. This photo-
graphic perception he believes may be more than activism if well 
analysed; but also he could be viewed as an Activist who uses 
the literature of photography to speak his mind through different 
dimensions. Aderemi has covered assignments for both local and 
International media. Also, he has been commissioned for photo 
projects by organisations locally and internationally. His photo 
“N65” which was shot during the fuel subsidy removal protest in 
Nigeria (January 2012) won the Emerging Human Rights Activists 
category of the World Youth Movement for Democracy 2012 Photo 
Contest. As a social commentator whose divine message exposes 
hidden societal issues to masses through photographic essays.  
Aderemi photographic exercise captures life essence and report 
issues in a dynamic form, graphically calling peoples’ attention to 
relevant issues – from rural life to urban life.
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ray-danielS okeugo is a photographer who debuted in the creative 
industry as an actor in the popular film industry of Nigeria known 
as Nollywood and has appeared in various feature-length movies.
He combines his practice as a photographer with his passion for 
acting. His photographic works tend to take off from documentary 
photography while retaining the attributes of photo-journalism 
whose strength lies on the keenness of observation of the unob-
served and contribute to the relentless effort to record a swiftly 
and constantly rewritable space and history as suggested by his 
immediate surroundings.
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