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WE THINK that to deal with art we ought to present it, not talk about 
it. For four months we opened our window to artists producing the 
finest work in Nigeria, Africa and elsewhere, and the result is what 
you will see. Seeing is ultimately a trafficking in subtlety, especially if 
that process of seeing is influenced by art.  
 
What, exactly, is art? Since at Saraba we‘re open to this kind of 
questioning that is essentially a voyage, the kind that assembles 
literary content, art is a process as well as an outcome. Art is the 
reverberation of colour; art is approaching an image with 
ambivalence; art is looking at a story or a poem and feeling within 
oneself for emotions and experiences; art is the experience with 
yourself. 
 
We understand the power of the image in a world over-zealous 
about representing itself. Our contributors helped us create a 
landscape of metamorphosizing colour, themes, and outlook. Our 
landscape stretched from Victor Ehikhamenor‘s unsentimental 
rendering of face, to Neo Ntsoma‘s warmth-filled glance at 
Soweto‘s fashion. Then Olalekan Jeyifo‘s drawings feels prescient, 
ideational, the existent sci-fi. Paul Sika is our master that uncovers 
the drama that is performed in everyday spaces, by everyday 
people. Serge Jay deals with liquor as a guilty alcoholic would, 
giving it a recognizable face, and in that attempt, calling its bluff. 
And then with 3bute, Bunmi Oloruntoba moves to claim a new 
territory for storytelling, for narratives that blur the distinction 
between the digital now, the analogous past and the speculative 
future. 
 
Beside these images are words. We granted our contributors the 
freedom to roam the human mind. Our fictional oeuvre, we must 
say, is audacious. Complex narratives are woven around seemingly 
quotidian tendencies. Sex and illness meets credit crunch in 
Olisakwe‘s Spiritual Attack. Affection is found in a tumultuous 
wrestle against physical handicap in the long excerpt from Yomi 
Ogunsanya‘s forthcoming novel. Mazi Nwonwu‘s speculative fiction 
imagines a deadly virus which renders its victims terminal. Every 
story is a refreshing reproduction of realities in modern Africa. 
 
We will like you to read this issue with the idea that you‘re on a 
pleasure ride, seeing and feeling. Because what art isn‘t, and what it 
shouldn‘t be, is a burden around one‘s neck.     
 

Enjoy!   
 
E.I & D.A 
Lagos / Amaokpala 
August 2013 

 

Publishers’ Note 
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Peter Gikandi | Dawn.Day.Dusk 

JUST LIKE food, money, education, and even love, technology 
selects where it goes, how far it reaches, whom it finds. There 
will always be those with so much of it that they cannot escape 
it, its conformity, its rules. But, there will also be those who 
have so little of it, they can choose what little of it they need 
and how to use it. With this choice comes a freedom of 
expression such as most of the western world hasn't seen, and 
may never see again.  
 
At a time in the future, the more remote and ethnic regions of 
our planet still have this rare mix of the past and the present 
sharing one body, one room, one house. Unfortunately for 
them at this moment, two planets careen towards each other 
at frightening speeds. Because one of the planets is our own, 
there is, according to all the experts, categorically, no hope. 
That sort of information does tend to reach everyone. So after 
an initial period of frantic panic to find escape, meaning, or 
numbness, the characters are doing what I imagine many of us 
might if we knew with certainty that the end was close: staring 
at the most beautiful thing we have and shall ever see in the 
sky, sharing a dawn together, or, as we would any day, taking 
a good bath.  
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For Ice 
(wherever he may be) 

Kechi Nomu 
 
 
 
 
 
In that dark studio 
we 
lost in leisurely visions 
re-draped Titanic‘s pathos in pearls and 
once more 
bid our time 
 
You tried again at definitions 
tracing and retracing tangents. And 
I tried again to be sultry 
clay in the hands 
of desire 
 
Again we strove  
to remold gods… 
 
But  
that stolen night  
it was not frozen ghosts we ran into, Ice  
only morning  

and the mundane tragedy of parting.  
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5 Questions for  
Okwiri Oduor 
 
 

Saraba’s Fiction Editor, Dami Ajayi, conducted an interview via e-mail with Kenyan author, Okwiri 
Oduor, whose short story, Christopher, featured in this issue of Saraba. Enjoy! 
 
 
A good number of writers are moonlighters. 
Some are even professionals. Lawyers. 
Doctors. Engineers, etc. Is there a peculiar 
socio-cultural explanation for your career 
choice? 
I suppose spending the better part of my adult 
life at law school would qualify me as a legal 
professional, a lawyer if you must. However, I 
could hardly claim any ownership to law, call it 
my career—I‘m shirking the law reports, and 
so the moonlighting occurs only within the 
types of writing that I must do; writing for 
myself until, in the throes of starvation, I am 
forced to crawl out and write for others.  
 
John Updike said, as a fledgling writer, he 
imitated the style of authors he admired. Who 
were your influences when you started writing 
seriously and how did you use your influences 
or how did your influences use you? 
Elechi Amadi inspired a certain consciousness 
in me. It was after reading The Concubine that I 
stopped situating my stories in absurd places 
like Devonshire and Dublin.  

I was drawn to the landscapes in 
Steinbeck‘s works, how they influenced 
characters.  

I remain deeply moved by Zora Neale 
Hurston and Toni Morrison, highly admiring of 
Edwidge Danticat, Jamaica Kincaid and 
Arundhati Roy— these women taught me how 
to inhabit things like solitude and memory and 
loss and longing.  

There is also something to be said of 
influence through the company that one keeps. 
My friends –indomitably, intimidatingly 
intelligent – influence me through the various 
works they share, the conversations, the places 
they take me with their minds and their words. 
 
There is a relationship between art forms. 
Some writers straddle art forms; others are 

drawn to write from painting, music and 
theatre. Paying attention to your cinematic 
writing style, do you mull over movies? Do 
they ever instigate your writing? 
I do enjoy film very much, and I have worked 
in film production. However, I would not say 
that only film instigates my writing. Writing is 
an art, and the writer an artist. All art, not just 
writing, is incestuous. Painting begets writing 
begets dance begets sculpture, and all of it is 
poetry.  

I think of my writing less as cinematic, 
more like pencil sketches. When I write, I am 
drawing. I do not know another way of 
describing these sensations that I draw on 
paper, by way of words.  

Intellectually, I understand that what I‘m 
doing is writing and not drawing. However, 
my fingertips hardly know the difference. It is 
an odd thing. 
 
Issues such as civil wars, ethnic strife, poverty 
and rape are the thematic concern of many 
books endorsed by the West. Have you in your 
writing been drawn to such narratives? Why, if 
not? 
I wish for the nuances in my work to be 
respected. For example, a treatment of 
patriarchy should not be abbreviated as a story 
about rape, neither should an engagement of 
class differences be construed as a story about 
poverty. I am creating portraits of the human 
condition, not of a performed Africanness. I am 
not a performing African. Neither do I wish to 
perform my non-performance. I wish to just be, 
to write what I might without either kind of 
prescription.  
 
And as I do it, Lauryn Hill plays in the 
background, beseeching some kind of 
imagination: 
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Come on baby, light my fire 
Everything you drop is so tired 
Music is supposed to inspire 
How come we ain‘t getting no higher? 

 
 
 

What inspired your story, ―Christopher‖? 
Solitude, and death – not as frightful foe but as 
well-meaning friend—are things I have 
encountered. Someone slowly slunk away from 

me. They inspired the story. 
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Christopher 
Okwiri Oduor 
 
 
A PIGEON squeezes through a chink in the 
bedroom window and flies round and 
round, upsetting things—the ceramic 
candle stand, the incense sticks, the mug 
of pimply gruel. Its shadow trickles over 
the newsprint pasted on the walls until the 
wizened paper is pockmarked with 
fluttering, bird-shaped motifs. 
 
Christopher watches the images before 
him. He is wary of them, unable to 
determine whether the bird is only a 
phantom, a thing brimming over, spilling, 
splattering on his mind. He has now almost 
completely lost the ability to preside over 
his own cognition, to pick from it the 
things that do not belong, to toss them 
over his shoulders.  
 
Outside the window, the branches of the 
willow shake, casting distended beads of 
water on the glass pane. A two-seater 
airplane chugs over the wrought iron 
fence, its tail caught in the white flounces 
of cotton clouds.  
 
Christopher lifts himself up from the bed. 
Static crackles in his head, and his wispy 
body begins to slump. He holds tight onto 
the bedpost so that his knees do not 
buckle. The dizzy spell lasts a few 
moments.   
 
The pigeon is now perched in a corner of 
the room, next to Christopher‘s leather 
work boots. The bird watches him. Its eye, 
the right one, is covered with what appears 
to be chewing gum. Christopher walks 
towards it, slowly so as not to startle it, so 
as not to exert himself. The bird does not 
balk, not even when Christopher bends 
down to pick it. It teeters on the edge of 
his hand, its tiny talons clawing into his 

wrist, its wings spread out, beating at his 
face, clambering for balance.  
 
Christopher‘s fingers curl beneath the bird, 
cupping it, strangely familiar with its soft 
underside. His palms prickle with memory. 
He sees himself, a puny ten-year-old. He 
and his sister Julie are at the Holy Family 
Basilica. The school bus dropped them off 
there an hour earlier, and they are waiting 
for their mother. He and Julie wander to 
the grotto where devout women kneel and 
lament to the Blessed Mother, their rosary 
beads tucked in the hems of their poplin 
skirts.  
 
He sees the pigeon hunched at the cold 
feet of Mary, its left wing hanging uselessly 
behind it, like a carelessly-worn poncho. 
Despite Julie‘s frenzied protestations, and 
despite the filthy looks he gathers from the 
stout, muttering women, Christopher 
jumps over the iron partition and into the 
grotto, tearing his school khakis in the 
process. He picks the bird up and cradles it 
to his chest. Later, at home, he makes a 
little cast for its broken wing using his 
mother‘s knitting needles and his father‘s 
roll of red insulating tape. He nurses it, 
coaxes it to stay, but the bird only shrinks 
deeper within itself until there is not a 
flicker of life left in its eyes.  
 
Christopher blinks, bewildered. Before his 
girlfriend Ana left him, she had accused 
him of smothering her. He sees now that 
he had been this way even as a child: 
desperately clutching at things, not loving 
them but harbouring a sordid desire to 
appropriate.  
 
Christopher walks across the room, turns 
the doorknob and puts the bird down in 
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the terrace, on the mahogany handrail. The 
bird hops about, but only to adjust its 
position so that Christopher comes within 
its line of vision. It watches him with 
glimmering, russet eyes.  
 
He shuts the terrace door, picks up the 
things that the bird flung down, and goes 
to heat some water. On the kitchen floor, a 
regiment of ants has cordoned off the area 
where a slug lies. The slug is an overripe 
banana smashed against the cold floor 
tiles. Christopher falls down to his knee 
and, pursing his lips, nudges the slug with 
the corner of a dustpan. He trudges 
barefoot across the veranda and places the 
slug down in a clump of rosemary. 
 
He turns the tap, holds his hands beneath 
it. He wipes his hands on his T-shirt and 
then slathers margarine on two slices of 
bread. He watches beetles scuttle in and 
out of the lemongrass growing in clay pots 
beneath the window ledge. When the 
kettle hisses, he lowers the spout over a 
mug. By then, his stomach has curdled, 
and slime dribbles from the roof of his 
mouth and onto the back of his tongue. He 
pushes the bread away, spits creamy-pink 
sputum into the sink, and makes for the 
studio. 
 
The studio was once a cowshed, made of 
wooden planks and thatch, its floor 
plastered over with dung. Christopher 
draped the walls with gunny sacks, placed 
a wire screen over the window to keep out 
the flies, and knocked down the wooden 
beams overhead, replacing them with 
translucent PVC roofing sheets. On the 
floor is a frazzled pile rug, made of mangy 
wool. The old dung seeps through the rug, 
and it clings onto chair legs and trouser 
hems and coat pockets, even onto the 
yellow strings of sunlight dangling from the 
roof. 
 

On the floor are wooden crates filled with 
bric-a-brac. Pushed against one wall is an 
oblong table, and on it is a copy of The 
Street Lawyer, face down, its pages caked 
with dried lacquer. Beside the book is a 
melamine bowl. It holds brushes and 
charcoal sticks and scalpels and acrylic 
fabric paints.  
 
Christopher sits on a downturned wooden 
crate. Before him is a chair frame, a roll of 
cane, and a basin of glycerine water. He 
cuts up the cane into strips. In turn, he 
soaks each strip in the basin, and when it is 
supple, he pushes the cane into grooves in 
the chair frame, working from the centre 
outwards, threading, pulling taut, making a 
simple warp and weft pattern. This is the 
fifth chair in a set of six—the finished ones 
are strewn about the house; one in the 
kitchen, another in the bedroom, and two 
in the yard, on either side of a pawpaw 
tree.  
 
Before, it would have taken him a week, 
two at most, to weave a set of chairs like 
this one. He would have locked himself in 
the studio for the duration, a hermit, slave 
to his hands, abandoning Ana, and later, in 
an attempt at reparation, smothering her.  
 
He has been at this particular set for six 
months now. He is steadily declining, his 
fingers stuttering, his eyes mangling the 
patterns so that he often has to rip the cane 
apart and start over. 
 

 
Silence is filled with breathless babbling 
and blathering and bawling. It is the 
sighing of water pipes inside stone walls, 
the cracking of old linoleum on the kitchen 
floor, the rattling of careless thoughts 
inside one‘s head. It is the muskiness of the 
blinds, and the sourness of mop water 
drying on the front steps, and the severe 
bar soap that clings onto nightshirts, 
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deriding sleep. It is the brusqueness of a 
gardener‘s shears as it chops bits of air, bits 
of butterfly, bits of frangipani.  
 
The heavy curtains are drawn. Christopher 
cannot see the walls or ceiling lamp or the 
shimmying mosquito net. He cannot see 
himself. He wonders if a person really 
continues to exist in the darkness, when 
their body coalesces with the objects about 
a room. Perhaps not, and one‘s thoughts 
hover by themselves in the air, like dust 
motes.  
 
Christopher‘s thoughts dissolve into 
dreams and his dreams mimic reality so 
acutely, reproducing even intricate details: 
jacaranda petals steeped in chocolate mud, 
and the frenzied darting of gnats over a 
greying wedge of avocado, and a child‘s 
trilling laughter, looping, filling the space 
inside his ears.  
 
Faces pass before him. He desperately 
clutches at them, but the faces scamper 
away when he shines a light to them, like 
maggots. They leave behind meaningless 
fragments, traces of people he once knew: 
a little girl limping down a hall, a woman 
filling out a crossword puzzle, a boy 
pouring sand into a funnel, a man 
murmuring, ―I‘m sorry, Father, you‘re in the 
wrong profession. You should never have 
become a priest.‖  
 

 
 
Christopher draws the cane chair closer. 
The easel is propped in the corner of the 
bedroom, by the window. He adjusts its 
legs so that he can reach it while sitting. 
 
A woman slowly disentangles from the 
graphite tip of his pencil. His hand caresses 
her face. His palms once knew the soft, 
tender mounds of her body, the shimmers, 
the oily magnificence of her skin. For a long 
time, he stares at her. Her face swims in 

the weak rays of sunlight. There is a certain 
incongruence to her, an almost unsettling 
elsewhereness, as though she is there and 
not-there at the same time, like vapour 
evaporating after a rain. 
 
They met at the reception of a ragtag film 
school in Huruma. Christopher was 
hunched over his computer, designing 
graphics for the pilot of a television show. 
Ana was there on her first day as an 
administrative intern. She wore a yellow 
sundress and a straw hat, sat next to an 
open window. A wind went whistling by 
and yanked her straw hat away. She burst 
to tears; she was new in the country then, 
and had been losing everything—her 
passport, her money, her dignity. She 
missed real cheese too; Kenyan cheese 
tasted like hooves.  
 
Sometimes she wore lipstick to bed, and in 
the morning, marvelled at the heart-
shaped, cherry-coloured rinds on the 
sheets. Sometimes she got thirsty while 
sitting on the toilet seat, and she 
swallowed rust-coloured water straight 
from the showerhead. Sometimes beads of 
toothpaste slid off the brush and onto the 
buttons of her blazer, and she licked them 
off with her tongue. Sometimes she drank 
beer with a straw, ate ugali with a fork, and 
sucked the pasta right off the skillet.  
 
Sometimes, while he drove her to the bus 
stop, she saw a new house next door and 
wondered if it had been built in the night. 
Sometimes she shut the bedroom door 
while dressing, even when there was no 
one else in the house. Sometimes she 
ironed everything but the peg marks in her 
dress, and she wondered if her skin would 
pucker in the same way if someone 
scrubbed it and hung it on the lines.  
 
Sometimes she called Dilly‘s Kitchen just to 
hear the slobbery voice say, ―This is Nishit 
Dilly. Do you want naan and curry, or fish 
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biriyani?‖ Sometimes she imagined Nishit 
Dilly plunging a finger in his nose as he 
said that, imagined him slathering the snot 
on the tip of his tongue.  
 
Sometimes she left the door of the 
refrigerator open until she had finished 
cooking. She liked to stare at the bullet 
peppers nestling between eggs, liked to lift 
cans of tomato paste, to sniff and scoop 
bits with a teaspoon, to let the teaspoon 
hover over the sufuria, and then to change 
her mind and return the bits into the cans.  
 

 
 
Christopher hears the sound. It is far off, 
dull, like a hapless creature burrowing, 
clawing at the earth. The sound stops for a 
few moments and then resumes, this time 
closer, more manic. Shadows slither over 
the paper. He looks up from the easel. A 
woman peers through the bedroom 
window. She calls out to him.  
 
―CHRISTOPHER!‖ 
 
The woman wears a knee-length dress that 
has bold prints of sprawled scissors. Her 
hair smells of Indian hemp oil. Her box 
braids are twisted tight, held in a high bun. 
Her lips are stained the colour of hibiscus 
juice.  
 
The woman‘s forehead creases. ―Chris, it‘s 
me,‖ she says, and then spurred by the 
look on his face, adds, ―It‘s Julie.‖ 
 
He pulls the door open.   
 
―Jesus, I must have knocked for over an 
hour!‖ 
 
―I‘m sorry, my mind was elsewhere.‖ 
 
He and Julie stand side by side before the 
easel, the hairs of their arms prickling with 
the warmth of each other‘s bodies. For a 

few moments, they watch as nondescript 
dots gather into an eyelash, a lip, into a 
tress that crawls down a neck and 
disappears in the crevice between two 
perky breasts.  
 
In the drawing, the woman is hunched, 
and a gossamer curtain tickles the small of 
her back. She mulls over something. 
Perhaps, in her mind, she is arranging a 
roster of things that take her breath away: 
tea that burns the tip of one‘s tongue, and 
fingers that slather cold pomade on one‘s 
scalp, and candle wax that gives way to 
the ridges between one‘s molars, and the 
feel of a stranger‘s hand on one‘s elbow as 
the stranger says, ―Excuse me, madam, 
where is the National Theatre?‖ 
 
―When will you tell her?‖ Julie asks.  
 
―She will find out one way or the other.‖ 
 
Julie turns to face him. ―I know you are not 
that cruel, Chris.‖ 
 
Christopher shuts the sketchpad, and bit by 
bit, the woman disappears; first the supple 
flesh of her earlobes, then the wet mound 
of her lower lip, then the collar bones that 
are hollow enough to serve soup in.  
 
Julie walks across the room, down the 
corridor. After a few moments, the toilet 
flushes. Water gurgles down a sink. The 
towel holder creaks, and then the key turns 
in the bathroom door.  
 
Christopher follows her to the kitchen. She 
opens the back door. The red Toyota is in 
the yard, its windows rolled down, a bag of 
groceries wedged in the back seat. Julie 
balances the groceries in her arms, shuts 
the door with her foot.  
 
She places the bag of groceries on the cane 
chair, keels over and undoes the laces of 
her brogues. She peels the socks, stuffs 
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them inside the warm orifice of one of the 
shoes. She plucks her earrings off too and 
places them on the countertop.  
 
―Did you eat anything today?‖ 
 
―Yes,‖ he lies. 
 
―What?‖ 
 
―Lentils. With rice.‖ 
 
―Glad your appetite‘s returning,‖ Julie says, 
unclasping her wristwatch. ―Will you fix 
some tea? I‘ll be on the phone for a bit, 
then we‘ll watch a film together.‖ 
 
Christopher sets milk to boil. He stuffs 
things inside the refrigerator shelves: 
carrots, tomatoes, coriander, tins of baked 
beans and chickpeas, coconut milk, veal 
shawarmas, potato dumplings, grapefruit. 
He is examining a jar of sour cream, 
sniffing it, when the gas stove hisses. Milk 
slithers down the sides of the sufuria, over 
the glass door of the oven. He fumbles 
with cooker knobs, all the while blowing 
and blowing at the milk, trying to stifle it. It 
keeps rising. In a desperate panic, 
Christopher lifts the sufuria with his bare 
hands. He immediately drops it. The milk 
splatters all over his foot. 
 
―Chris, are you alright?‖ Julie asks, poking 
her head through the kitchen door. She 
says into her cell phone, ―Look, Sophie, I‘ll 
have to call you back.‖ 
 
Christopher dabs a towel over the 
splotches in his clothes. He reaches for the 
mop but Julie takes it from him. ―Let me 
see that foot, Chris.‖ 
 

 
A Nandi flame tree leans against the side 
of the bungalow. It lays orange garlands on 
the windowpanes and doorstep, on the 

veranda. Sometimes it sheds over the 
laundry hanging in the lines so that one 
finds corsages in the pockets of their sun-
starched clothes. Sometimes the flowers 
fall on the red Toyota, nectar gluing the 
petals in place so that one will drive right 
across the city and return home with the 
flowers still there on the sunroof. 
 
Julie fumbles in her coat for the keys. 
Christopher brushes the flowers off the car. 
He slowly lets himself into the passenger 
seat, then fumbles with the seatbelt. It will 
not budge. Julie reaches over and pulls it 
down across his chest, and it clicks in 
place. She starts the car, edges it from its 
spot in the yard, up the gravelly drive and 
out of the compound. 
 
The indicator light blinks. Julie lets a trailer 
hobble past before she leaves the feeder 
road and joins the highway. Christopher 
picks up a file from the dashboard. Inside it 
are papers for Julie to process—a group of 
eight from Hamburg booked for Sibiloi 
National Reserve at the edge of Lake 
Turkana, a family of four from Osaka for a 
weekend at Amboseli, a city corporate on 
team-building ascent of Mount Kenya.  
 
―Busy day at work?‖ 
 
―It‘s high season, you know?‖ She tells him 
of telephone calls from Gothenburg and 
Canberra and Milano, of indulging endless 
prattling on about yellow fever shots and 
hotel linen and Grevy‘s zebras, of the 
spirited, ―My word, Julie, you speak 
English so unfalteringly!‖  
 
Christopher laughs.  
 
―Haven‘t heard you do that in a while,‖ 
Julie says, looking over at him. 
 
A silence falls over them.  
 
―Does the foot hurt?‖  
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―Told you it doesn‘t. We should have 
stayed home.‖ 
 
Julie rolls the window down, thrusts her 
hand out and makes a sign with her 
fingers. The motorist behind her flashes his 
headlights. She takes the right turn into the 
hospital.  
 

 
 
Julie‘s eyes are lowered. Her face is grainy, 
disintegrating. Tears fall down her cheeks 
in quick succession, becoming silver beads, 
trinkets on her neck. Christopher stands up. 
The doctor is momentarily distracted, but 
his eyes slink back to Julie‘s face. He 
continues talking. Christopher begins for 
the door, ignoring the imploring look on 
Julie‘s face. Julie‘s gaze is hot and moist 
and trembly on his neck, like the flesh of a 
hard-boiled egg. It skids up and down, 
resting on the slight mound behind his 
right ear—there where when he was 
twelve, he slipped on a tablecloth and 
knocked the back of his head on the edge 
of the dining table. 
 
Outside the hospital building, he sits on a 
metal bench. A woman sits beside him. 
Her back stoops slightly, as though inside 
her fleece sweater she wears her blouse 
wrong, with the shoulder pads on the nape 
of her neck. When the wind blows, hives 
rise on her skin, large blobs the size of 
plums.  
 
Lines crawl about her face, thick as knitting 
yarn, across her forehead and nose and 
mouth, above and below her ear. 
Christopher imagines dismantling her face 
by tugging at one of those lines. He 
imagines the woman unraveling and 
unraveling, becoming nothing but a ball of 
yarn and the memory of a person whose 
name no one knew.  
 

A bus crawls across the street. The woman 
rises. When she walks, she leaves talcum 
dust on the ground. The talcum falls from 
inside her pleated skirts, inside her 
starched petticoats. Christopher imagines 
that mothballs will fall from inside her skirt 
too, bounce across the street, like glass 
marbles. The woman‘s canvas shoes 
squelch. They are threadbare, and her toes 
are arranged inside like a bamboo 
xylophone.  
 

 
 
Christopher and Julie stand at the kitchen 
sink. On the radio, Swahili folk music plays; 
something about tossing morsels at people 
and letting them swallow them or spit 
them out if they want. Julie sips on 
sugarless latte. Christopher presses the tip 
of his forefinger to the specks of salt that 
litter the countertop. He turns the specks, 
slowly letting each corner bore into him, 
letting the specks roll down and register in 
the different sections of his skin—first at 
the webby part between his thumb and 
forefinger, next in the tiny fold of skin 
beneath his fingernail, and last at the 
sweaty depression at the centre of his 
palm. 
 
Julie says, ―Do you not understand what is 
happening to you?‖ 
 
Christopher fondles the deformed little 
finger of his right hand. In standard five, he 
tore leaves off from the middle of his 
exercise book, made a swooping kite, and 
the entire class skipped fifth period 
Kiswahili and took turns manoeuvring the 
kite through the dense white shrubbery in 
the sky. When the teacher on duty cut the 
kite down, he saw Christopher‘s stringy 
writing smeared on the page. The teacher 
hit Christopher‘s knuckles with the 
blackboard ruler, until the little finger 
broke, never to straighten again. 
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―Chris, look at me,‖ Julie presses. ―Why 
won‘t you fight it?‖  
 
Her eyes are bleary. Her head falls, her 
shoulders shaking. She presses her eyes 
together, squeezing tears into her latte. 
Christopher pulls her to his chest, until she 
is growing out of his tweed jacket, like a 
vestigial limb. Her braids scratch his neck.  
 
―I am tired, Julie,‖ he says. 
 
She nods. ―Go and lie down.‖ 

 
What he means is that he is too tired to 
fight. If he has learnt anything at all, it is 
that everything leaves, and that in the end, 
one remains hollow. One must leave too. 
His sister‘s tears are selfish. She too wants 
to appropriate, to keep him with her longer 
than he has any strength—any desire—for. 
 
Julie pours the cold latte down the sink. 
She says, ―Please, Chris, call Ana tomorrow 

and tell her.‖ 
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Falling 
Nebeolisa Okwudili 

 
 

1 
In the magnificent buses 
the voices of commuters come like 
an outpouring of ants walking up dead bodies 
unlike it is when their voices 
respond tiredly to someone calling for prayer 
It isn‘t everyone who wants 
to stop it is like dissolving 
powder heaped on spoons and everything 
one has struggled for is gone 
 

2 
The new moths are birthing already 
and the recovered moons 
are revisiting but no one is crying 
no one is wise to sense it 
 

3 
The mills are getting old with rust 
and the seeds of dead farmers 
fetch the palm fronds quickly 
make them into brooms 
the king is returning 
and the first rains might as well 
adorn his feet before the news 
like a dark mantle of locusts 
 

4 
Let his face squeeze let his cosmic face 
be cursed by a thousand of our gods 
and the respected among  the dead 
leave him not with their spittle 
for if the moon is paling 
what will be left of the night? 
 

5 
What will be left in the hands of those 
who carry the weight of the world 
when it had shrunk to a pebble, 
roll a boulder 
to crush it 

and make it anew as potters?  
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Players 
Nebeolisa Okwudili 

 
 
What becomes of the green path 
is a brown deadness 
when the turntable spins 
to an elegiac trend 
piling logs in bundles of wood 
scraps of rusted metal 
heaped in an old basket 
for an old woman to cart home 
on her cracked shoulder 
 
The pages full of crap 
are the most exciting the most 
volatile of all the lot in the garbage 
for the vagrants to enjoy 
 
In our trunks we list 
one shirt trousers 
one singlet shorts 
one boot pair scissors 
the rest we conceal in our clothing 
so we are heavy as tonnes 
 
We play the seasons 
and each finale we are expected 
to win the green path 
the brown deadness 
are all our works 
traps we have built against 
ourselves false maps drawn for decades 
 
All we are allowed for our stomach daily 
are two bottles of milk 
to make our souls still talkable 
and a scimitar-like spear 
 
The trumpet mouth of the turntable 

no doubt speaks what is spun  
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Under the Influence:  
Photographs of Africa 
Moses Serubiri 
 
 
WHILE APPROACHING the subject of how to 
photograph Africa, I am reminded of Susan 
Sontag's contention1 that a photograph 
cannot in itself explain anything. Instead, it 
is us—the viewers—who speculate 
continually upon the image that we are 
presented with. It is for this reason that I 
question the referential texts that provide 
the understanding or that initial curiosity 
with which the photographer tries to prod 
meaning from his subject. I am concerned 
with what fills the mind of the 
photographer before he goes out to 
capture or interpret his subject's reality for 
us. The pivotal question is what if this 
subject is as contentious as Africa? 
 
What will be the photographer's referential 
text from which he crafts his understanding 
of the reality of Africa? Will that text be 
Joseph Conrad's 1899 masterpiece, 'Heart 
of Darkness', which Chinua Achebe 
critiqued2 as a racist 'image of Africa' or 
will it be David Diop's short but inspired 
poetic image3 of Africa as a tree 'splendidly 
alone amidst white and faded flowers' 
speaking of an 'Africa springing up anew ... 
whose fruit bit by bit acquires the bitter 
taste of liberty'. It is understandable that 
with either text as a reference there is great 
danger in the photographer taking the 
author's interpretation of their subject 
matter whole heartedly. 
 
Images on the subject of Africa can be 
directive. The power that cameras possess 
draws us to the awareness that we can 
make up an identity. Conrad and Diop 
have each taken the liberty of their pen to 
stage a performance of the reality of Africa. 
Speaking about this staged performance, 

Sontag has pointed out4 that 'a painting or 
drawing is judged a fake when it turns out 
not to be by the artist to whom it had been 
attributed. A photograph— or a filmed 
document available on television or the 
Internet—is judged a fake when it turns out 
to be deceiving the viewer about the scene 
it purports to depict'. She says this 
critiquing digital photography but her 
works bear harrowing undertones about 
the authenticity of authoring reality. 
 
In my small knowledge of photography, I 
have gathered that far too many times, 
photographers are aware of their ability to 
alter reality through the image. This 
knowledge, especially in places where 
portrait photography has become an 
essential aspect of living, the subject of the 
photograph - the model - is prone to 
complain about how the photographer has 
shortened their height, increased their 
forehead or skewed their nose. They argue 
about uneven eyebrows and how one ear 
is bigger than the other. I know this from 
firsthand experience as a portrait 
photographer, and was taught in school 
how to hide double-chins, how to 
photograph long noses and short necks 
etcetera. 
 
Through this medium, we have all become 
all too familiar with the act of altering our 
appearance, the apex of which has been 
seen in fashion photography. Going back 
to my initial point about referential texts, I 
realize that such photography has no direct 
references. Instead, the references are 
made up. And because of this, fashion 
photography will always depict a world 
that is impossible to inhabit. Another world 
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that is likewise impossible to inhabit is the 
one depicted by Johannesburg newspapers 
of Soweto townships. 
 
Santu Mofokeng spent most of his early 
photography years in newspaper 
darkrooms developing films for white staff 
photographers in Johannesburg. I imagine 
that the aesthetic of newspaper darkrooms 
emphasized dark contrasts in development 
of film having worked primarily with black-
and-white film. There is a tendency for 
B&W photographs to skew reality with the 
playing of shading everything the same 
colour. This also means that if there are 
differences, for example in skin colour, they 
can be over exaggerated. This indicates 
that Santu was meant to push the films by 
two or three exposure stops to increase 
the contrast if the newspaper wanted to 
differentiate between a group of white 
soldiers from black civilians. The 
photographer said recently in an article5 
published by Deutschland Magazine that, 
the more police officers were in a 
photograph the better. This quote justifies 
the view of Apartheid South Africa that 
promulgated the view that the Bantu were 
uncivilized savages that needed to be 
beaten. Renowned Prime Minister of South 
Africa during this period, Hendrik 
Verwoerd said6: 
 
―There is no place for (the Bantu) in the 
European community above the level of certain 
forms of labor...What is the use of teaching the 
Bantu child mathematics when it cannot use it 
in practice? That is quite absurd. Education 
must train people in accordance with their 
opportunities in life, according to the sphere in 
which they live.‖ 
 
With the influence or close reference of 
such text, it would be assumed 
immediately that photo editors at the 
newspaper in Johannesburg would refrain 
from curating images in which Bantu 
people were educated, civilized or showed 
that they had ‗opportunities in life‘. They 

had to depict the sphere in which Bantu 
people lived, such as Soweto, as a place 
full of violence. The B&W images in which 
several white police officers are beating a 
black civilian were in complete accordance 
with Hendrik Verwoerd's words. It also 
promoted that late 19th century colonialist 
notion of Richard Burton‘s that, "(Henry 
Morton) Stanley shoots negroes as if they 
were monkeys." 
 
When Santu Mofokeng finally decided to 
leave the newspaper, he chose to 
photograph the Soweto he knew. The 
images are probably inspired by stories his 
own friends and family told him about 
various people who lived in Soweto. 
Santu's township series shot circa 1985 as 
well as subsequent series he did like Train 
Church, shot on the morning trains in 
Johannesburg, show no traces of violence 
amongst blacks--instead showing a civil 
community that has people that have hope 
and ‗opportunities in life‘ ---thereby 
complicating Hendrik Verwoerd's image of 
blacks in South Africa. 
 
The fact that Santu Mofokeng's utopian 
Soweto can exist side by side with the 
Johannesburg newspaper's dystopian 
Soweto in the same time period shows just 
how difficult the question is: Is there a thin 
line between utopia and dystopia? This 
means that anybody could have lived in 
1980s Johannesburg and depicted their 
version of reality in any way they wanted. 
 
In the aftermath of the 1980s, still 
inebriated by the politics of Hendrik 
Verwoerd, Olusegun Obasanjo, Leopold 
Senghor, Julius Nyerere, Kwame 
Nkurumah, Jomo Kenyatta and Milton 
Obote, we remain an excitable lot. We 
exist in a kind of political paradise that 
boasts of patriotism; where political will is 
the basis of people's lives. If this counts as 
a dystopian reality, it is safe to say that 
with a blissful awareness as those existing 
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in a political utopia, our patriotism is that 
we are more convinced by conflict more 
than in peace. And because of this rather 
complex phenomenon, it is not entirely 
possible to separate dystopian from 
utopian experiences. One thing that is 
obvious is that in the aftermath of this era, 
we have become more fond of war, conflict 
and civil unrest. But why is this? Where did 
this fondness with conflict come from? 
 
Has conflict become a fruit from a kind of 
flower that causes us to get lost in such 
euphoria that we forget who we are; that 
we begin to weep bitter tears when 
someone suggests that conflict must be 
stopped? Have we entered that epic saga, 
Homer's Odyssey, where we have found 
the fruit of the lotus flower 'which was so 
delicious that those who ate of it, left off 
caring about home did not even want to 
go back and say what had happened to 
them'? Is home no more the place to be? If 
so, where can we find our very own unique 
peace? 
  
These questions are pointed to the 
photographer intent on capturing the 
image of Africa or to those who have 
already created their images of what they 
perceive to be the reality of Africa. As 
already noted, the power that cameras 
possess draws us to the awareness that we 
can make up an identity. This is why such 
conflict is washed from our minds so 
quickly with the camera's flash. The sense 
that reality can be skewed with the image 
produced by a camera adds to the 
complexity of what we perceive through 
photographs to be an African utopia or 
even the difficult notion of an African 
utopian identity, due to the fact that the 
photographer is already under the 
influence of politics that biases them or 
provides a text of reference. 
 
To better clarify this complex equation, I 
look at a text which has succeeded at 

painting an image that is as complex as its 
subject. When Allen Ginsberg interrogates 
his subject, in America7, he asks, 
''America, when will you be angelic?" It is a 
symbol expressed in the most benign of 
fashions. It is subject to the connotation to 
which we deduce this unique symbol 
posed of 'America as an angel'. The 
symbol is a photograph of America. The 
careful and subtle use 
of the word angelic reveals to us how 
rather clear minded this 'photographer' 
was at the time in which they took the 
image, that the image created itself defies 
interpretation. In a suggestive fashion, 
Ginsberg manages to pose an interesting 
contrast in his image of America. I feel like 
the poet's humility and compassion further 
complicates the image he paints. 
 
The poem was written in January 17th 
1956, a period of intense political heat. It 
saw one of the climaxes of the Cold War in 
the Geneva Summit held on July 18th, 
1955 where America failed to come to 
terms with Russia. With the two countries 
at loggerheads, the Cold War would only 
come to end in 1992. Therefore, when 
Ginsberg asks again, 'America, when will 
we end the human war?' it is far more 
prophetic than we think. America—the 
Angel—would not end war for forty years. 
This would be the true test of a photograph 
of America, in which we ask the question 
whether the image holds true in its 
depiction of the subject forty years after it 
is taken. 
 
We would interpret Ginsberg's image of 
America as a utopia. America is an angel 
that is held up as a model on how to run 
our lives. Ginsberg has this to say in 
response to this highly biased view of the 
country, 'America, I've given you all and 
now I'm nothing.' He goes on to divulge 
his bank balance as 'two dollars twenty-
seven cents January 17, 1956'. Perhaps 
there are other details that Ginsberg does 
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not place in his picture that would depict 
America to be distinctively a dystopia. 
 
In March 1955, almost a year before the 
poem was written, Claudette Colvin, a 
fifteen year old black girl was beaten and 
handcuffed on a bus in Montgomery, 
Alabama, for refusing to give up her seat to 
a white woman. Racial tensions grew to a 
climax that year after Rosa Parks was 
arrested for the same reasons that 
Claudette was beaten for. Such 
contradictions offer us the understanding 
that a photograph, in this case a symbol of 
America, fails to do. In effect, it points out 
the responsibility of the photographer to 
his subject. 
 
While the photographer Ansel Adams 
reminds8 us that a photograph is 'usually 
looked at—seldom looked into', author 
Salman Rushdie points out9 the difficulty of 
'looking' in saying that a photograph is ―a 
moral decision taken in one-eighth of a 
second.‖ This makes the decision that a 
photographer must make crucial, and their 
responsibility one not for the 
unknowledgeable or even the politically 
biased. 
 
Because our way of seeing has been 
inebriated by seemingly innocent though 
radical political forces, one wonders 
whether at all the photographer who 
places upon himself the responsibility to 
paint the image of Africa can be objective 
enough to let the viewer come to their 
own conclusion about the subject 
presented. With the influence of such 
political referential texts that are 
considered close to sacred such as Hendrik 
Vorwoerd's view on blacks in South Africa, 

David Diop's poem Africa, Chinua 
Achebe's Things Fall Apart or Julius 
Nyerere's Arusha Declaration, how can the 
photographer break free from such 
bondage of seeing their subject either 
exclusively as a utopia or a dystopia? I 
wonder indeed if all this ideology and the 
various experiences that they have birthed 
can be erased with the camera's flash. I 
wonder about a way of looking at the 
world with an uninhibited humility, 

compassion and deep understanding.  
 

 
This piece was written during a photography 
workshop titled Peace & Conflict at 32 degrees 
East in Kampala, Uganda. 
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FASHION IS not just about clothes. It is a statement about society, and about 
dress sense. It is about cultural identity and expression. It can even be a 
way of resisting oppression. 

 
Soweto, the most metropolitan township in the country known for setting 
trends in politics, fashion, music, dance and language. This is interesting 
when one considers that the township was created to keep a ready supply 
of cheap labour under control by the apartheid government.  

 
The image/s depicting the story of South African youth is for many world 
citizens the graphic pictures of 16 June 1976. However, to South Africans of 
today youth is symbolized by a slightly different style. The narrative has 
advanced, the script has changed, and the people are still focused on 
dignity and pride or lack thereof, much as they were wrestling these 
debates back then. Today the youth of Soweto refuse to be condemned by 
the political situations of the past (apartheid) but instead choose to find 
their own identity without being judgemental. 

 
My project is about the creation and recreation of style, through street 
fashion in particular. Many mainstream critics and youth observers often 
overlook the role style play in social rebellion and identity formation. How 
style becomes a sense of masking oneself and expressing one‘s dreams; 

and how it can be utilised as a tool and social coherence.  

 
 

 
 
 
  

 

Neo Ntsoma | Loxion Kulture 
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 Magwinya Woman 
Ndaba Sibanda 

 
 
She wakes up before dawn. Mounts 
her cardboard cubicle on the pavement 
at a street corner. It is chilly and windy. 
 
Without delay she pours cooking oil 
into the aluminum container perched 
on a three-legged stand under which 
there are popping flames. 
 
In the yellow bowl she stirs the flour 
with vigour. The fire is warming her up. 
With her hands she squeezes the flour 
into fist-sized lumps and drowns 
them in the blistering oil. 
 
Over a short space of time the hot 
oil turns the floury swellings into brown 
round magwinyas. 
With her fork she pierces each fried brown 
bun and shrugs it off into another vessel. 
 
She yawns. The heat is soothing. It is coaxing. 
She has to sell to eke out a living. 
A single parent with four dependents.  
 
Her mouth is agape, there is a cascade of saliva 
going down her chin, down to where her vessel lies. The 
sun is peeping. Her customers, school children 

and factory workers halt, stare and walk away.  
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Some Deaths are  
Worlds Apart 
(an excerpt from Aiyedun) 
Yomi Ogunsanya 
 
 
MANGU WAS something of a provincial 
rural town comprising several small 
villages with a large Christian population. 
The people were very generous to us, 
very kind, very accommodating. The 
medical staff, particularly the 
physiotherapist, Dr. Joseph Mamman, a 
native of Langtang, became our family. 
He was a very kind person, Dr. Mamman, 
and he treated Wura and me with 
affection and understanding, as though 
we were his younger siblings. He had 
taken a special liking to Wura on our first 
meeting with him. Wura, he said, had 
impressed him by the way he had 
responded to the various questions that 
had been put to him and by his zest for 
knowledge. He was around thirty eight, 
Dr. Mamman, and engaged to be 
married to Florence Ayuba, a very pretty 
damsel (that was what he called her, 
beaming with a smile, the first time he 
introduced us—―my damsel‖, he had 
whispered) who taught English in one of 
the two secondary schools in Sabon Layi. 
Dr. Mamman adored her, and he made 
no bones about his intention to marry her 
as soon as she was ready. He had been 
trained, he had told me one day, at 
Ahmadu Bello University as a 
physiotherapist before proceeding to 
University of Illinois in the United States 
for graduate studies. When he returned 
to Nigeria, he joined the medical staff of 
Mangu Rehabilitation Centre on account 
of his father‘s staunch membership of 
Church of Christ in Nigeria (COCIN), the 
church that owned the hospital. He 
enjoyed his work considerably, he said, 

and one could see that in the amount of 
time and energy he put into it.  

At times Dr. Mamman drove me to 
Jos in his beat-up Mercedes to see the 
city or meet some acquaintance of his. 
That was how I fell in love with Jos, with 
the hills and the people, with the 
weather, which was pretty cold in 
November and suitably balmy in January. 
I fell in love with potato, and the variety 
of ways in which it was prepared, and 
with Mrs. Alice Pam, who helped us 
settle into the social life of Mangu. She 
was a very kind woman, Mrs. Pam, and 
often ensured that we were comfortable. 
She had recently been widowed—her 
husband had died while working in a 
construction site when he fell some fifty 
metres onto the piles of rubbles below 
from a scaffold—and had been distraught 
with grief for many months. When we 
came to Mangu, she had not stopped 
mourning him but she had become more 
cheerful, and because I loved to listen to 
her speak, I became something of her 
confidante, sharing in the solitude of her 
bereavement. She was the head of the 
kitchen department in the hospital and 
she taught me to cook traditional Berom 
dishes. Every evening after a session of 
physio-exercise with Dr. Mamman, I 
would wheel Wura to the indoor games 
section of the hospital where he would 
join other disabled students to play 
scrabble or chess, and I would return to 
spend some time with Mrs. Pam or with 
Dr. Mamman in his apartment in the staff 
quarters. Those evening visits to Dr. 
Mamman‘s apartment were a welcome 
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relief from the tedium of daily life in 
Mangu. Florence, Dr. Mamman‘s 
inamorata—that was what he also liked 
to call her—was about two years my 
senior. Like Dr. Mamman, she was open-
hearted, but she lacked the former‘s 
enthusiasm for literature and philosophy, 
the two subjects that often featured in my 
discussions with Dr. Mamman every time 
I was in the apartment. Her main 
interests were music, gardening and 
teaching. Most time when Dr. Mamman 
and I were busily arguing one point or 
the other about literature, she would 
withdraw to the reading table in the 
room to commence marking and grading 
scripts, setting assignments and writing 
lesson notes while listening to music—
usually gospel music—on a portable 
radio with the volume turned low.  

It was in the course of these visits 
that, one Friday night in early December, 
Dr. Mamman suggested we drove to Jos 
for sight-seeing and to see a ‗special 
friend‘ of his who had recently returned 
from the United Kingdom. This special 
friend, he told me, would interest me 
because he had strong opinions about 
books, about some of the things we 
talked about, although he was also queer 
in a funny way.  

―How do you mean queer?‖ I asked 
Dr. Mamman.  

―Well, let‘s just say that he can 
sometimes say outrageous things, but 
you needn‘t worry about that. He is a 
gentleman to the core.‖  

It was a great idea; at least it would 
free me from the ennui that often 
characterized Saturdays in Mangu. In the 
morning of the following day, I woke up 
early, washed Wura‘s upper body with a 
light sponge and warm water (the whole 
length of his two legs was in POP), 
served him his breakfast, and at 9.30 I 
wheeled him to the workshop section of 
the hospital where he had developed a 
friendly relationship with the workers.  

―We should be back by evening‖ I 
said as I handed him a small bag 
containing his writing materials, a novel 
he had been reading, his portable 
transistor radio, and a sandwich for lunch.  

―Enjoy yourself,‖ he said as I left him 
to the care of Baba Patego, an old iron 
bender of whom he had become very 
fond. For the journey, I wore a pair of 
stone-washed jeans and a polo shirt—I 
felt comfortable in them, and I liked the 
freedom they gave me.   

The thirty-five minute drive to Jos was 
pleasant, with the cool breeze of the 
countryside blowing into our faces and 
the idyllic view of the villages offering a 
delectable contrast to the anticipated 
hustle and bustle that we would soon get 
immersed into in Jos. In Jos, we drove 
round for a while, visited the popular 
Terminus Market where we shopped 
briefly, ate meat pie in a bistro in Farin 
Gada, and when the sun had begun to 
grow somewhat sultry, we decided that 
it was time we proceeded to Barkin Ladi 
to see Dr. Mamman‘s friend. We listened 
to Fela‘s ‗Army Arrangement‘ on Dr. 
Mamman‘s car stereo as the car sped 
along, and Dr. Mamman began to say 
something about Babangida‘s latest 
political gimmicks.   
 
―I wish Orkar‘s coup had succeeded‖, he 
said, sighing. I shot him a sidelong 
glance, and I saw that his forehead had 
furrowed over. When Major Gideon 
Orkar attempted to oust Babangida from 
office five months ago, he had, before the 
coup was consolidated, announced the 
excision of five key core northern states 
from Nigeria and had directed all citizens 
of the Middle Belt and the south living in 
the north to return to their respective 
states. This must have been what Dr. 
Mamman was thinking as we listened to 
Fela‘s denunciation of the military class. 
Dr. Mamman was from the Middle Belt 
and many of his kinsmen had been 
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indicted in the coup. I knew he wanted 
me to say something in response to his 
statement but I didn‘t know what to say. 
At that time in my life I had become a 
little apolitical, a bit unconcerned about 
the issues of the time. This state of 
apathy had begun in the wake of Lawal‘s 
departure for Kano where he served as a 
Youth Corps member, and it had 
worsened after the death of my mother. 
It was an apathy I regretted very much 
but one to which I had no solution. Even 
Fela‘s music, which in other times used 
to move me, could not do the magic.  
 
―If the coup had succeeded, nothing 
would have happened.‖ I said suddenly.  

Dr. Mamman, visibly surprised, 
gave me a quick glance before shaking 
his head in consternation. ―Why did you 
say that?‖ he asked me. 
 
―Nothing ever happens after a revolution. 
Things either return to how they have 
always been or they get worse‖.  

There was a short pause.  
Then Dr. Mamman said, ―I‘m not 

sure I agree with you. Orkar had good 
intentions. He was a revolutionary and he 
wanted to change the status quo. It is 
just unfortunate that he was a bit too 
impulsive. He should have waited until 
he was sure that the coup had succeeded 
before making that speech on the radio. 
We in the Middle Belt have long been 
side-lined, so we understand what he 
was trying to do. Apart from that, look at 
how things are; the country is going to 
the dogs. There is too much corruption 
and too much abuse of human rights…‖ 
 
―Precisely my point‖ I cut in, suddenly 
feeling animated and in a mood to say a 
bit more. ―When Babangida overthrew 
the government of Buhari in 1985, what 
did he tell us was the reason for his 
action? He said he wanted to purge the 
country of corruption and bring an end to 

the human right abuses perpetrated by 
Buhari. He also promised to return the 
country to democracy this year. Now, 
what has he done? How have things 
changed since he came to power? Rather 
than abate, corruption has continued to 
fester like an open sore.‖ Then I paused, 
trying to think through what I had to say 
next. Dr. Mamman had a look of intense 
concentration on his face.  ―Our record of 
human rights abuses is one of the worst 
in the world‖, I said, not really sure if I 
was making much sense to myself. ―This 
is 1990 and as you and I know, there will 
be no elections. There is no assurance 
that the country will return to democracy 
even five years from now. I read a book 
once in which the author says that 
‗Revolution is everywhere, in everything. 
It is infinite. There is no final revolution, 
no final number.‘ One revolution will 
beget another. That is the point that 
George Orwell also makes in Animal 
Farm, if you‘ve read the novel. The pigs 
become worse than the human beings 
they displace. If the story had continued, 
we would have seen another revolt, from 
the other animals, when the pigs, their 
leaders, become as tyrannical, if not more 
tyrannical, as the humans they revolted 
against. One regime is always worse than 
the one it dislodges. It is something of an 
eternal verity. I know this sounds 
somewhat simplistic and maybe 
threadbare, but isn‘t it an eternal truth?‖  

I was amazed that I had said all that I 
had said. Dr. Mamman did not say 
anything for a while; he kept his eyes on 
the road as he drove on, seemingly lost 
in thought.   

Finally, he sighed deeply and said, ―I 
know there‘s some merit in your 
argument but I always like to look at the 
brighter side of things. I like to be 
optimistic. What is there to lose in being 
optimistic? Truth is, revolutions may be 
infinite, as you said, but change is 
constant, and it is something we must 
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always desire. Right now, this country 
needs a regime change‖.  
 
I wanted to say ―Why should we have a 
regime change when it will not bring us 
out of the woods?‖ But I kept my mouth 
shut. I wanted to tell him that a 
revolution will not solve our problem, 
that we would never have a Chairman 
Mao because the political elite are 
irredeemably corrupt, and that what is at 
the core of our problem is the recycling 
of a self-serving elite class interested only 
in having Nigeria remain a rentier state, 
and that any revolution led by this class 
of profiteers would not lead us out of the 
doldrums, but I kept quiet. I was tired of 
hearing about or discussing the myriad 
problems plaguing the country. I 
wouldn‘t bother my head with thinking 
about it. For all I cared, the country could 
go to the dogs.  
 
By the time we got to Barkin Ladi, it was 
well past 5 o‘clock, and temperature had 
begun to drop rather rapidly. I breathed 
in the crisp, tangy air and realised that it 
was almost Christmas.  
 
―Where does your friend live?‖ I asked 
Dr. Mamman as the car turned into a 
road bordered by tall trees. Barkin Ladi 
was a rural town comprising several small 
villages, very much like Mangu, with an 
open market and plenty of rocks and 
cacti.  
 
―Patrick is temporarily in the seminary. St. 
John Vienney. We are almost there.‖  
―Is he a priest, your friend?‖  
―No.‖ 
―So what is he doing in a seminary?‖ 
―He was there before he left for the UK.‖ 
―As a seminarian?‖ 
―He taught there briefly.‖ 

St. John Vianney, the small signboard 
hanging on the wall of the building 
announced, was a junior seminary, 

established in 1956 by Society of Jesus. It 
was largely stone-built with a spacious 
compound housing several small 
buildings serving as dormitory, offices 
and refectory. A chapel, also stone-built 
and complete with a spire and all the 
iconography of the Catholic Church, was 
situated in the westernmost part of the 
compound. There was a cosy quaintness 
to the surroundings that I found rather 
appealing, a quaintness that was 
accentuated by a certain air of antiquated 
splendour—I can‘t remember which 
writer used that phrase—hanging over 
the buildings. A young seminarian who 
introduced himself as Bitrus directed us 
to a bungalow comprising three or four 
rooms. It looked like a guesthouse. Dr. 
Mamman‘s friend was staying in the first 
room. The door was ajar so we did not 
bother to knock. Dr. Mamman‘s friend 
was sitting on a chair, reading a book—
Umberto Eco‘s The Name of the Rose—
when we came in. He rose from his seat, 
surprised to see us but pleased. He 
embraced Dr. Mamman warmly and 
shook my hand. I was astonished at the 
firmness of his grip, the warmth he 
radiated. The room was sparingly 
furnished—a table and two plastic chairs, 
a well-made bed, a small bookshelf, and 
a TV set. The bookshelf, which quickly 
drew my attention, held all kinds of 
books, including volumes that I thought 
would be anathema in a seminary—
David Yollop‘s In God‘s Name, Salman 
Rushdie‘s Satanic Verses, Paul Blanshard‘s 
American Freedom and Catholic Power, 
Lawrence Lader‘s Abortion, and Reginald 
Montanus‘ A Discovery and Paline 
Declaration of Sundry Subtle Practices of 
the Holy Inquisition of Spain.  There were 
also several novels, plays and books on 
philosophy and culture that I didn‘t 
recognize from their titles and that I 
wished I could borrow. We sat on the 
two plastic chairs in the room while Dr. 
Mamman‘s friend sat on the bed. He 
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wore glasses, which he kept pushing 
back each time he spoke.  
 
 Patting me on the back, Dr. Mamman 
said, ―Aiyedun, meet my friend Patrick‖.  
 
―How do you do‖, Patrick said, stretching 
out his hand, ―Are you, er, Yoruba?‖ 
 
―Yes‖ I said. I shook his hand for the 
second time and thought that he looked 
familiar.  He spoke in measured tones, 
rather hesitantly, like someone weighing 
every word, as though considering 
whether or not each word was 
appropriate for the situation or good 
enough to convey his thoughts before 
saying it.   
 
―Her brother is one of my patients. He is 
undergoing rehabilitation,‖ Dr. Mamman 
offered. 
 
―Polio?‖ he asked, his brow briefly 
knitted.  
 
―Yes. She came with him.‖ 
 
―I see. I‘m, er, pleased to meet you. 
What would you like to, er, drink?‖ 
 
―That won‘t be necessary Patrick,‖ Dr. 
Mamman said. ―We‘ve been eating and 
drinking all day. Besides, it‘s a flying visit 
and it‘s getting rather late.‖ 
 
―Yes, yes. I‘ve been, er, indoors all day. I 
thought you‘d be here much earlier‖ 
 
―That was what I thought too but we did 
not leave Mangu early enough and we 
spent too much time driving round Jos. 
Aiyedun wanted to see some places that 
she‘d never been to.‖ 
Patrick turned to me and asked, ―is this 
your first time in Plateau?‖ 
 
―Yes‖ I said. 

 
―I see‖. There was a slight pause. Turning 
to Dr. Mamman, he asked, ―How‘s 
Florence doing?‖ 
 
―She‘s fine. She sends her greetings. She 
wanted to be here but something came 
up at the school so she had to stay 
behind.‖ 
 
―Ah. I‘ll see her, em, next week then. I 
brought something for her.‖ Another 
slight pause. 
 
―Have you been to see Pascal?‖ Dr. 
Mamman asked. 
 
―He was, em, here to see me yesterday. I 
haven‘t really been to see anyone since I 
came back. I came here, er, straight from 
Enugu after I concluded my business with 
Father Domingo.‖  
 
The mood in the room was a bit stilted, a 
bit uneasy, and the conversation between 
Dr. Mamman and Patrick remained 
casual. They did not talk like two people 
who hadn‘t seen each other in a long 
time. There was something indefinable 
about Patrick, something elusive, 
especially about the way he shifted his 
gaze from Dr. Mamman to me and from 
me to Dr. Mamman, and the way he 
hesitated a bit each time he spoke.  He 
was, like Dr. Mamman, probably late 
thirtish, but unlike Dr. Mamman who had 
a tall burly frame, he was slight of build 
with a lean and brooding face and a 
goatee that gave him the look of a Fulani. 
He spoke English with an accent, a vague 
Igbo accent, but nothing else about him 
suggested to me that he might be Igbo. 
Then I began to wonder what he did for a 
living because nothing in his 
conversation with Dr. Mamman revealed 
what his vocation might be. He could be 
passed for a priest, I thought, considering 
the air of asceticism hanging over him, or 
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he could be a detective. Then I shifted 
my attention to the bookshelf.  
 
―May I look at your books please‖ I asked 
him, gesturing toward the bookshelf.  
―Please, be my guest‖ he said. I pulled an 
old copy of Niccolo Machiavelli‘s The 
Prince from the shelf; it had dog-eared 
pages and several lines and passages 
underlined and annotated. I thumbed 
through it, restored it to the shelf, and 
selected another book: C.G. Jung‘s 
Memories, Dreams, Reflections. I had 
read a couple of Jung‘s work when I was 
in school, but I hadn‘t read this particular 
volume. It was Jung‘s swan song, 
completed shortly before his death on 
June 6, 1961 at the age of eighty-five, 
and published posthumously. I flipped 
through the introduction, written by 
Aniela Jaffé, Jung‘s colleague and friend 
with whom he collaborated in writing the 
book. It was something of an 
‗autobiography‘, Jung‘s attempt to 
provide a glimpse into what had 
otherwise been a hermitic existence. I 
hadn‘t gone beyond the third paragraph 
of the introduction when Dr. Mamman 
announced that we had to be on our 
way. It was getting late, he said, and it 
wouldn‘t do to travel along Mangu road 
in the dark. ―May I borrow this book 
please‖, I asked Patrick. ―Oh yes, yes‖ he 
said. ―I see you have quite an impressive 
collection‖ I said, gesturing at the wall of 
books, ―you sure read a lot‖.  
―Well, I, er, used to.‖ 
―You don‘t anymore?‖ I asked as he 
escorted us to the driveway where Dr. 
Mamman had parked his car.  
―What I mean is, I don‘t read as, er, often 
as I used to when I was in the 
University‖. 
―Aiyedun is an avid reader. That‘s why I 
brought her to see you. She likes 
literature and history and holds some 
very strong opinion about them. Maybe 
when you come to Mangu you‘ll get to 

know her better‖ Dr. Mamman said. 
Patrick tilted his head and smiled. ―It‘ll be 
a pleasure to talk to you‖ he said. I 
smiled at him, uncertainly.  
Darkness had begun to fall and the air 
was misty and cold. At the driveway, Dr. 
Mamman and Patrick shook hands, 
promising to see each other again next 
week. I also shook hands with Patrick. His 
palm felt very soft, like a girl‘s.  
―I‘ll see you when I come to Mangu‖ he 
said to me, ―and give my regards to your 
brother.‖  
―I will. I shall have been through with 
reading this book before you come,‖ I 
said. 

In the car, as we drove along, I felt 
fatigued. Although my eyes had begun 
to feel heavy and my level of 
concentration had dropped, I asked Dr. 
Mamman to tell me more about Patrick.  
―Patrick and I have been friends for more 
than twenty years, since we were 
teenagers in secondary school‖, he said. 
They both went to Barewa College in 
Kaduna, he said, but after completing 
their final exams in secondary school, 
Patrick had gone to the seminary. ―He 
had always wanted to be a priest,‖ Dr. 
Mamman said, ―although some of us, his 
close friends, thought that he had a 
delusive belief in the priesthood. He was 
possibly the most brilliant student in our 
class. He loved reading and his taste was 
eclectic. He had read most of the books 
that many of our teachers had not read. 
He had a penchant for religious texts, 
and for poetry. I think that is what 
explains his decision to become a priest.‖ 
Silence fell between us for a brief 
moment, shutting out the whirling of the 
passing wind and the whirring of the car. 
―Was it a seminary in Kaduna that he 
went to?‖ I asked. 
―No. He went to Enugu. He had to start 
all over.  
―How?‖ 
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―Something must have happened to him. 
I think he was bitten by some sort of bug. 
I didn‘t understand him at all. Anyway, 
he was on his way to becoming a priest. 
But something happened and he left the 
seminary. That was three or so years after 
he left for the seminary. He never told 
me what happened. He wrote me a 
letter, telling me that he was coming to 
Kaduna, and two weeks later, there he 
was in my house, all skin and bone and 
with a terrible determination that startled 
me. He wanted to go to the University, 
he said. I asked him what had happened 
to him but he would not say a word. I 
cajoled him but it was to no avail. That 
was when he took up a teaching 
appointment in a catholic secondary 
school in Kaduna. He taught English. He 
was in his second year in ABU when I 
graduated.‖ Dr. Mamman paused, a 
faraway expression on his face. 
From the distance, rocks rose to meet us 
as we approached Mangu. ―After his 
graduation, he came to Plateau and 
served here, in St. John Vianney, as a 
Youth Corps member‖ Dr. Mamman 
continued. ―I think it was when he left 
the seminary that he became a changed 
man. He used to be quite active and 
outgoing before he went to the seminary, 
but since he returned he has been very 
reticent. When you ask him a question 
about his life at the seminary before he 
left and why he left, he would become 
evasive. But he is always a great person 
to be with. You‘ll like him because he 
likes to discuss deep things, 
philosophical things, the kind of 
questions people are afraid to ask. You‘ll 
like him when you get to know him 
better. Sometimes, I can‘t help thinking 
he has something bottled up, something 
that is eating him up.‖  
 

 
 

In the last week before Christmas, the 
days went by rather slowly, and I had to 
orient myself in the relaxed pace of life in 
the centre. Most days I stayed indoors, 
reading while listening to music on a 
Walkman I had bought the last time I was 
in Jos with Dr. Mamman, and in the 
evenings I strolled in the village, chatting 
to the villagers and leprosy patients. The 
harmattan season was at its most severe, 
blowing dust into our eyes and hair and 
making visibility difficult because of the 
haze. Leaves had turned yellowish brown 
on trees. My skin and lips were chapped 
in the dry weather. There were many 
dead leaves, blown about by sudden 
gusts and occasional small whirlwind, 
many dead branches falling off trees, 
many parched areas of the earth. Each 
day began shrouded in cold, and by mid-
afternoon the sun would be out in full 
glare, and by evening it was soon very 
cold again. We had been in Mangu for 
nearly three and a half months and I was 
glad that Wura‘s medical rehabilitation 
had been progressing very well indeed. 
His legs had been encased in POP since 
we came and every other week he was 
taken through rigorous physiotherapy 
session that often left him terribly 
exhausted and in great pains. But he was 
happy at the progress being made as he 
absorbed the pains with stoicism. Later 
he told me that at first he had not been 
enthusiastic about the procedure but 
seeing the progress that had been made 
so far had reassured him. On Christmas 
Eve, my father came to see us, and he 
almost collapsed with surprise when he 
saw that Wura‘s legs had become 
straight, and later when he was informed 
that Wura would be able to walk with the 
aid of crutches and articulated steel 
braces in a few weeks, he could not 
contain his joy. He brought us some 
money and more supplies, and promised 
to return again in two weeks. When he 
left, Wura was tearful and I found myself 
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scolding him, rather unfairly, for behaving 
like a little child.  

The week in between Christmas and 
New Year‘s Day found me thinking about 
my mother and the circumstances of her 
death. On account of those thoughts, I 
had a few sleepless nights, and most 
mornings I was bleary-eyed. I read 
without pleasure and my mind became a 
block. I tried to scribble a few things that 
came to me in fragments, like seeing 
through a glass darkly, but other things 
began to interfere with my train of 
thought. While doodling, at times, I 
thought of Lawal, whom I had not seen 
or heard from since that distant day in 
July when he went to Kano as a Youth 
Corps member. Lawal‘s disappearance 
from my life had been very difficult to 
come to terms with and, for nearly two 
years, I had avoided getting involved 
with any man. Later, shortly before my 
graduation when I flirted with a couple of 
boys in my faculty, I had done so with 
very little interest. In the course of my 
one-year stay in Enugu, I had turned 
down many of the advances that were 
made to me, and every time my father 
tried to ask if I was in any relationship, I 
always deflected the question with an 
incoherent answer. Thinking of these 
things now, I was not sure whether my 
lack of interest in a relationship was due 
to the memory of Lawal which I still 
clung to or the fact that, by nature, I was 
sometimes somewhat dour in my 
response to men, especially men who 
wanted to make me theirs, men who 
wanted to possess me.  
 

 
           
In the first week of the New Year, Wura‘s 
hip was in traction for three days after a 
minor corrective surgery, and the 
following week, after intensive 
physiotherapy with Dr. Mamman, he was 
ready to take his first step with the help 

of a Zimmer frame. It was in that week 
that Patrick came to Mangu. He looked 
much younger, I thought, than the first 
time we met in Barkin Ladi. I was in the 
gym with Dr. Mamman, watching as 
Wura was being taught to use the 
Zimmer frame, when he came, clutching 
a small briefcase under his arm, and 
smiling somewhat sheepishly. He was 
dressed smartly in a pair of faded jeans 
and an open-necked shirt. Dr. Mamman 
was very busy, for beside Wura, there 
were two other patients waiting to be 
attended to, so after a quick exchange of 
pleasantries with Patrick, he excused 
himself and returned to his patients. He 
would be back with us presently, he said, 
and could I keep Patrick‘s company in the 
meantime? Of course, I said, and, turning 
to Patrick, I said, ―It‘s nice to see you 
again‖.  

―Thank you, er...‖ 
―Aiyedun‖. 
―Ah, yes, yes. Aiyedun. Which of 

them is your brother?‖ 
―That one‖ I said, pointing at Wura 

who was trying gamely to follow Dr. 
Mamman‘s instructions. 

―Ah, I should have thought so. The 
resemblance is unmistakable.‖ 

―Is that so?‖ 
―What is the meaning of your name?‖ 

he asked me, ignoring my question, and 
catching me by surprise. 

―My name? It means the world is 
sweet. Why did you ask?‖ 

―Sounds like the kind of name you 
give to an abiku.‖ 
I was startled. How the hell did he know 
that? 

―Obviously you knew before asking.‖ 
―Were you an abiku?‖ 
―I don‘t know. Can we change the 

topic please?‖ 
―Does it make you feel 

uncomfortable?‖ 
―What?‖ 
―The talk about being an abiku.‖ 
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―I‘m sorry but it is not the kind of 
thing I like to talk about.‖ 

―Ah, sorry about that. How about 
taking a stroll? I haven‘t seen this place in 
a very long time.‖ I was indignant at the 
way he had spoken to me. Was he trying 
to humiliate me? What was he getting 
at? I barely knew him and here he was 
trying to make me feel bad. Was that the 
queerness Dr. Mamman had hinted at? 
As we strolled in silence, I braced myself 
for more insolence from him but he 
didn‘t say anything again. His visage had 
become slightly broody. When he spoke, 
he did not hesitate, like the way he had 
done the first time I met him in Barkin 
Ladi. His speech was smooth and 
without a hint of stammer. It was a 
languid afternoon, with the sun shining 
brightly but with little heat. We walked 
round the wards, the workshops and the 
dormitories.  
 
After a while, I began getting cramps in 
my legs and Patrick suggested we sat 
down at the small kiosk behind the gym 
for some refreshment. He bought a can of 
coke and meat pie for me and a bottle of 
Sprite and biscuit crackers for himself.  

―Don‘t you like meat pie?‖ I asked 
him. 

―I‘m a vegetarian‖, he said between 
munches on his biscuit.  

I sipped my coke but didn‘t touch 
the meat pie. I made a mental note to 
keep it for Wura. He loved meat pie.  

―So, why did you acquire the 
vegetarian lifestyle?‖ I asked him. 

―Is vegetarianism a lifestyle?‖ he 
asked, smiling.  
  
There was a sudden gust of wind. Patrick 
was silent, thoughtful, for a while. Then 
he said, ―I began to develop a revulsion 
against meat the first time I saw a freshly 
disembowelled woman by the road side. 
The entrails were fresh and it was during 
a riot. Later, I learnt that the woman had 

been set upon by a mob. The mob had 
disembowelled her. She was pregnant 
when it happened.‖ He smiled 
mirthlessly and leant back in his chair.  
I was shocked; appalled not by what he 
had said but by how he had said it, 
without emotion, without flinching, like a 
Doctor using an impersonal tone to 
inform a patient about something 
dreadful. The blood rushed into my face 
and I almost puked.  
―I am sorry if this is distressing for you, 
but I thought you‘ll like to know how or 
why I became a vegetarian. There were 
other sights of horror, sights that filled 
me with utter disgust. During the riots in 
Zaria in 1987, I saw decapitated bodies. 
Human bodies. I saw pigs feeding on 
decomposing bodies. I saw a man being 
set on fire. The smell of roasting human 
flesh has clung to my nose since then. 
How could anyone still have appetite for 
meat after such sights? I just couldn‘t 
stand the sight of meat, especially red 
meat, any more. There was a time when 
even the very thought of meat made my 
gorge rise, made me feel sick.‖ 
I felt sweat on my palm and in my armpit 
and my head began to spin. I wanted to 
ask him to stop but my mouth remained 
shut. The slight heat and dryness of that 
afternoon had seeped into my brains, as 
if trying to asphyxiate me. Why do we 
have a fixation with the morbid? I 
thought. Did he have to give all the lurid 
details of what he saw? At that moment, 
my mother‘s image flashed across my 
mind and I shivered. 

―Are you alright?‖ Patrick asked me, 
seeing how I had shuddered 
involuntarily. 

―I‘m fine‖ I said, managing a quick 
smile, sighing. 

―Were you in Zaria during the riots?‖ I 
asked him, unsure really what to say. 

―Yes. I was a teacher in St. Barth‘s. 
You‘ve heard of St. Barth‘s?‖ 
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―Yes. I think it‘s either an Anglican or 
a Catholic college.‖ 

―Anglican. I was there when the riots 
broke out in Kafanchan.‖ There was a 
short pause. 

Then I said, ―My brother was in 
Kafanchan when the riot started. He was 
caught up in the fight that broke out in 
his school. My mother died less than 
seventy-two hours after the killings 
spread to Kaduna.‖ 

―Ai! I‘m sorry. How did she die?‖ 
―She was killed. Her head was split 

open with a club.‖ I shuddered at the 
words I had just used to describe my 
mother‘s death. My eyes were fixed on a 
spot in the distance, momentarily 
numbed. A group of disabled children 
was playing football with their hands, 
with some of them dragging themselves 
on their buttocks while others crawled on 
all fours. As I stared at them, the scene 
suddenly transformed before my eyes, 
and an eerie feeling of déjà vu settled on 
me.  

As I had done repeatedly in the past 
three years, I found myself 
reconstructing, picturing the moments of 
my mother‘s death. A neighbour who 
had seen it all while hiding somewhere in 
our house had told my father what had 
happened on that day. It was the second 
day since the riots broke out and it had 
spread to Kaduna. Many houses and beer 
parlous had been burnt across the city. 
Schools were hastily closed down and 
houses, shops and hotels were wantonly 
looted by rampaging youths. My parents 
were worried stiff because they had 
heard that the riots had started in 
Kafanchan College of Education where 
Dade was a student, and for two days 
since the orgy of killings and destructions 
had been going on, no one had been 
able to reach him or provide my parents 
with information about his whereabouts. 
My father told me how he had had to 
restrain my mother from finding her way 

to Kafanchan, in the midst of the danger 
and the lack of public transport to that 
part of the state at the time. He 
explained how my mother had been 
desperate, crying inconsolably because 
they could not get to my brother. There 
was nothing they could do. It was as if 
Kaduna had been placed under a virtual 
state of siege. Despite the presence of 
police and the army, killings and arsons 
went on unabated. In Enugu, the 
newspapers brought the stories to me. 
 
On the day that my mother was killed, 
my father had been hastily summoned by 
some elders in our church because an 
irate mob had arrived threatening to burn 
down the church. ―It was in the 
afternoon‖ he told me, ―and we thought 
we could stop the church from being 
burnt. You see, most of the churches that 
were burnt were attacked in the night, 
when no one could stop the attackers. 
So, when we learnt that a group of Hausa 
youths were heading for our church, we 
quickly organized ourselves into a small 
vigilante group, to stop them from 
burning the church. We armed ourselves 
with hoes, cutlasses, clubs, knives and 
everything else we could find. But we 
were too late. We were only a yard or 
two from Kasuwan Gwari, just a stone‘s 
throw from our church, when we saw a 
blaze. Our church had been set on fire 
and the youths who did it were still 
there, chanting ‗Allahu Akbar‘ and 
threatening to bring down hell on us. We 
didn‘t wait for anyone to tell us that we 
were being foolish. We all fled in different 
directions. By the time I got home, 
another group of rioters had already 
invaded our street. They seemed to have 
a list because they were systematic in 
their attack. They knew those of us who 
were Christians, especially those of us 
who wore white garments. In fact, I later 
found out that those who invaded our 
house were led by Mustapher and Ado, 
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Mallam Shehu‘s children. You remember 
Mustapher and Ado—they used to come 
here, to see Dade. Remember they were 
Dade‘s playmates from childhood. The 
same boys whose birth your mother 
supervised. Anyway, by the time I got 
home, your mother had already been 
killed. Iya Dayo, God bless her memory, 
who witnessed it from where she was 
hiding in the toilet, said your mother had 
pleaded to be let alone but her pleas fell 
on deaf ears. Iya Dayo said she, your 
mother, was asked to recite something 
they called Kalmar Shahada or face death. 
When she refused, one of the boys who 
had invaded our house suddenly 
descended on her with a club. Two 
others also attacked her. By the time I 
arrived on the scene, all of them had fled, 
leaving your mother to die slowly. We 
couldn‘t get her to the hospital before 
she died.‖ 

―Do you know what I think about 
religion?‖ Patrick said all of a sudden, 
breaking into my thoughts, into my 
recollection. He had also obviously been 
silent for a while. 

―What?‖ I asked him, sighing deeply, 
recovering my self-possession. 

―It is something we invented, or 
something that was invented for us, in 
order to control us and with which we 
can control others. It is an instrument of 
deception. It is also an instrument of 
violence. Check the history of any of the 
world religions, any of man‘s religion, 
and you‘ll realise that violence, naked, 
sometimes disguised violence, has 
always been used to bring people to 
submission.‖ I was slightly surprised to 
hear him say that, as if he was echoing 
my thoughts. 

―Is that why you left the seminary?‖ I 
asked him. He shot me a quick glance, 
surprised. 

―Which seminary?‖ 

―Dr. Mamman told me you were once 
a seminarian. Before you went to the 
University. Why did you leave?‖  
Patrick was silent for a while, a 
ruminative expression on his face. Then 
he reached into his pockets, brought out 
a crisp naira note, and asked if I‘d like to 
have another can of coke. I declined and 
he bought himself a pack of crackers from 
the little girl minding the kiosk. 
―Are you homophobic?‖ he asked me all 
of a sudden, taking a swig of his Sprite. I 
was not surprised at his question; I was 
learning to cope with his habit of flying 
off at a tangent, of making non sequitur 
statements.  

―No. Why did you ask?‖ 
―You wanted to know why I left the 

seminary.‖ 
―Is that why you left? Because you 

were homophobic or because you—sorry 
if this offends you—because you were 
gay?‖ 

―No. By the way, I did not leave the 
seminary. I was expelled. Mamman does 
not know this, and, honestly, I do not 
even know why I am telling you now.‖ 

―You don‘t have to tell me if you 
don‘t feel up to it‖ I said quickly. 

―Oh no. It‘s nothing. I think I can say 
these things now because there is a 
distance between them and me. A few 
years back, I wouldn‘t have talked about 
them. But things have changed now. I 
can also talk about them with you 
because, I think I like you‖. He passed his 
eyes over me and I quickly averted my 
gaze. What game was he trying to play 
with me now? Did he want to flirt with 
me? I adjusted my shirt, to cover my 
slightly exposed cleavage.   

―The priesthood had always held a 
kind of attraction for me, you see. When I 
was a kid, I had on several occasions 
flirted with the idea of joining a 
monastery, or of living a life devoted 
entirely to the service of God. I wanted to 
be God‘s vessel of honour. But I didn‘t 
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ever openly express this desire. No one 
knew I harboured that aspiration. So, my 
decision to abandon secular education for 
the seminary was not something out of 
the blues even though my friends 
thought that it was something I did 
impulsively. It was a calculated decision. 
I went to Sacred Heart Junior seminary 
because I wanted to become a priest, to 
fulfil a childhood aspiration.‖  
He paused for a moment, chewed a bit 
on a piece of biscuit and gazed into the 
distance. The group of disabled students 
playing football in the distance was 
arguing excitedly. A male nurse from the 
hospital section walked past us, 
mumbling a greeting. We responded 
with the nod of our heads. 
 

―Sacred Heart was a new experience 
for me. I went there with few supplies. 
My parents didn‘t understand why I 
wanted to become a priest but they 
supported my decision. They gave me 
what little money they could afford and I 
augmented what they gave me with my 
own small savings and what I‘d racked 
up from my friends. In Sacred Heart I was 
pleased with the new schedule, the 
asceticism of the place, and the various 
lessons in how best to serve God. I was 
pleased with the way things were done. 
Although I came without a mattress—
because my parents could not afford 
one—I gladly slept on the spring bed that 
was provided in the hostel. I wore my 
rosary always and never failed to attend 
catechism. We were all boys, although 
some were men among us. Some came 
from rich homes while others could boast 
only of humble backgrounds. But we 
were all united in God, and in the death 
and resurrection of His only Son Jesus 
Christ, and the protection of His mother 
Mary. 
In the first few months of my stay in the 
seminary, I immersed myself in the daily 
routine of attending classes, the rhythms 

of prep and manual labour, the 
observance of siesta, and the daily 
celebration of mass. I was excited about 
the prospect of becoming a priest. It was 
during that time that I met Donatus, a 
fellow seminarian from Mbaise, who 
offered me a mattress and we became 
friends. He came from a rich family, and 
his singular aspiration was also to 
become a priest. His bed was next to 
mine, and his ‗corner‘ was one of the 
best equipped in our hostel. He had 
supplies in abundance, and he gave me 
whatever I wanted. He was older than 
me by two or three years, but he treated 
me as his equal and he often tried to 
protect me. We went to mass together, 
recited the angelus together, and read 
together in the library whenever we 
could. For a while we maintained a sort 
of harmony and friendship that provided 
me with an opportunity to luxuriate in 
my studies and in my devotion to God. 
This was how things were until one night 
when something happened that 
shattered everything. 
Before that night, I had observed that 
Donatus liked to sleep in my bed. In the 
seminary, two people were not 
permitted to sleep in the same bed, and 
anyone caught doing so would be 
severely reprimanded. Each night, after 
light out, an auxiliary seminarian would 
go round the hostels to ensure that 
everyone was in his bed, but once the 
seminarian had left Donatus would come 
over to my bed. At times I would wake 
up to find him snuggled up beside me. I 
wasn‘t alarmed; I was only worried that 
we could be discovered. I tried to 
dissuade him but he said it was nothing. 
Then it happened one night. I woke up 
suddenly, feeling that something was 
crawling in my shorts. I opened my eyes 
to find Donatus holding my penis, 
stroking it and rolling his eyes in ecstasy. 
My hand was on his penis too. I was 
shell-shocked. Then he began to beg me, 
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saying that it was the devil and that I 
should not mention it to anyone, not 
even during confession. Throughout that 
day I was dispirited. At first I was sad. 
Then I became angry. But after a while 
my anger turned into bafflement. I 
couldn‘t understand how anyone in a 
seminary would be a pervert. In my 
naivety, I never imagined that such a 
place could be home to boys given to 
such a practice. Blind with rage, I 
decided to report the incident to the 
priest that heard my confession the 
following Thursday. Telling the priest 
would not only help mollify my feelings, 
it would also ensure that my innocence 
was established before God and man. The 
priest would be horrified, I was cocksure, 
and measures would be taken to forestall 
a recurrence. But I was mistaken. When I 
told the priest, who listened to me 
impassively as I made my confessions, 
his reaction was placid, like a mule 
drinking from a pool of water. Adopting 
an impersonal tone, he simply counselled 
me to avoid sleeping in the same bed 
with Donatus, and that I should always 
read the Bible in order to keep impure 
thoughts away from my mind. After 
asking me to recite Hail Mary six times, 
he dismissed me.  
I was, to put it mildly, completely 
flummoxed by the way the priest had 
treated the issue, the way he had heard 
my confession with a pinch of salt. I think 
that was when I began to have doubts 
about what I was doing in the seminary. I 
became disillusioned, not just because 
the incident had not caused even a stir, 
but because I soon found out that 
masturbation and illicit sexual conducts 
were rampant among the boys. I was 
even startled to discover that a certain 
auxiliary seminarian that I held in high 
esteem was having a liaison with one of 
the young girls that came to help out 
with some routine works in the seminary. 
To be candid, however, I stopped being 

bothered by those issues after a while. I 
thought to myself that it was not my 
business if they interfered with their 
bodies or did what the Bible says is 
unseemly. It was something else that 
became a source of concern to me. What 
began to bother me was the litany of 
confessions we were obliged to make. 
We faced the same confessor every week 
and confessed the same misdeeds, the 
same sins, day in day out, and as soon as 
we were done, we returned to them. I 
thought it was absurd. So I decided that I 
would stop going to confessions, that it 
didn‘t make any sense. But I didn‘t stop 
at that; I began to ask questions from 
senior seminarians, from colleagues and 
friends, and I began to influence others 
who also thought that the confessions 
were useless unless we could find a way 
to put a permanent stop to sinning. 
Words soon got to our Rector that 
attendance at confessions had dipped 
and that I had been influencing young 
seminarians to ignore confessions. I was 
not surprised when I was summoned 
and, after a summary trial, expelled for 
heresy. I think the ‗religion‘ in me died 
that day.‖ 

A silence fell on us. Then there was 
another sudden gust of wind. I wondered 
to myself how Patrick could be so fluent 
in his narrative, so different from the first 
time I met him when he had spoken in 
stammers. Ahead of us, in the 
lengthening shadows of the afternoon, 
the game of football had ended and 
another group of disabled students was 
chasing one another around in the field.  
Some of them were on tricycles 
fabricated at the centre, and others were 
on crutches. I cast a cursory glance at 
Patrick; now, having narrated his story, 
he had a peaceful expression on his face.  

―At the beginning, you asked if I was 
homophobic—was it because of what 
you have just told me?‖ I asked. 
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―Well, partly because of that. I wanted 
to ask you, actually, if you have an 
opinion about homosexuality. I wanted 
to be sure that you wouldn‘t consider it a 
risqué subject. That‘s why I asked first if 
you were homophobic.‖ 

―I am not coy about sex. I believe that 
people have different sexual orientations 
and, in my opinion, everybody should be 
allowed to live the way they wish to.‖  

Suddenly, Patrick glanced at his 
wristwatch and, as though on cue, I 
glanced at mine too. 

―We had better be leaving‖ he said. 
―Mamman should be through, I hope. I 

have to return to Barkin Ladi today. 
When will your brother be discharged?‖ 

―In a week, I imagine‖, I said, getting 
up and smoothening my skirt.  

―I‘ll be back in two days. I‘ll like to 
take you out when I come. Let‘s have a 
quiet dinner together. What do you say?‖ 

―There are no interesting places here‖ 
I said. 

―Don‘t worry about that. It doesn‘t 
have to be here.‖ 

―Let‘s hope we‘ll still be here by 

then.‖  
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   Ancestral Head  



  

 

The Hypnotic Lover 

 



 Ziphozonke 
Sihle Ntuli 

 
 
Unrequited  
My open mind 
My listening ear 
Heard with soul  
That once sweet ballad 
Of you 
 
You placed bare feet on a heart 
Timing the beat perfectly 
Syncing your leap 
I sunk 
My soul beneath your soles 
 
Remember that night I told you the sun would return 
In your time of darkness 
By Sunrise 
You Thanked 
You Forget 
You Disappeared 
 
I did not love you 
But 
I cared 
Care costs time 
Time is life 
So how much have you taken from me? 
 
You were born to want it all 
Your name says, "Give me and I shall not give back" 
You lived up to this 
 
Unrequited open mind  
I listened 
I heard 
Nothing 

Where did your soul go?  

 
  



Red Lace  
Ifesinachi Okoli-Okpagu 
 

 
THE FIRST sign of trouble that Wednesday 
afternoon was a woman in a blouse and 
matching Ankara wrapper, marching out of 
the dressing room where she had 
disappeared few minutes earlier, headed 
towards the checkout of the retail store, a 
condom packet held in one hand, waved 
like a flag. The woman reached the counter 
and tossed the condom on it, shaking with 
fury; hanging on to one end of her wrapper 
which had loosened as she ate up the 
distance between the dressing room and 
the counter. The girl behind the counter, 
tall, pretty, with expressive eyes, noted the 
red lacy lingerie forgotten on the woman‘s 
arm, still wearing its price tag boldly. 

―I want to see the Manager of this 
store. Now!‖ the woman declared, and 
watched in satisfaction as the young girl, 
barely eighteen, scrambled away like a 
mouse caught in the glare of light.  

Beluchi balanced on the heels of her 
shoe to steady herself from falling as she 
marched from one end of the counter to 
the other waiting for the Manager of the 
store. Her seething anger tied her 
intestines into tight knots and squashed 
her muscles into jelly. Few minutes later, 
the young girl returned with a small man in 
a white shirt tucked into black trousers, 
peering at her behind square glass lens, a 
beatific smile pasted on his face. 

―Good afternoon Madam. Is there a 
problem?‖ 

―What do you think? Isn‘t that a 
problem?‖ she retorted, pointing at the 
offending object on the counter which 
caught the light of the room and looked as 
shiny and as proud as a gold trinket found 
on a beach. ―I found it in one of your 
dressing cubicles. On the floor. There was a 
condom lying on the floor of your dressing 
room!‖ 

The Manager adjusted his glasses and 
peered at it without getting closer as if the 

very thought of reaching for it would bite 
his hand. He frowned and cleared his 
throat. 

―It‘s unopened,‖ he stated, and 
watched her roll her eyes. 

―Manager, are we here to debate that? 
I am not offended that it is unopened. The 
fact that it was there in my dressing room 
is already a problem. What is a condom 
doing in a dressing room of a public store? 
What, ehn?‖ 

The Manager shifted his weight from 
one leg to another and mumbled. ―Can we 
go into my office, Mrs...?‖ 

―Mrs. Beluchi Chinemere.‖ 
―Mrs. Chinemere. Please come into my 

office so we can discuss this quietly. You 
are causing a scene already.‖ 

Beluchi turned around and sure 
enough, customers in different stages of 
shopping had abandoned their activities 
and were watching them; some in 
curiosity, others in amusement. She 
expected them to back her up, to demand 
an explanation like she was doing, but they 
merely stared, watching like it was a 
movie, hoping for more drama, more 
action. Beluchi was irritated at their blasé 
attitude. If the Manager wanted to get out 
of the tangle he had created, she was not 
going to make it easy on him. 

―Manager, I am aware we are a 
spectacle already, but until this is explained 
to me, I am not going anywhere. This is 
how you people will be encouraging 
sin…sin!‖ 

She felt satisfied as drops of sweat lined 
his face in spite of the cold blast from the 
air conditioners around the large retail 
store. She watched him scratch his head, a 
quick gesture that exposed his 
discomfiture.  

―Madam, err…the condom may have 
fallen out of someone‘s pockets or 
handbag, anything could have happened. I 
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apologise for the embarrassment. It won‘t 
happen again. Did you want to buy that? 
We will give you a good discount on it.‖ 
He pointed to the red lingerie still dangling 
from her arm, and suddenly Beluchi felt 
foolish and ashamed at her outburst and at 
being caught holding on to something as 
frilly and promiscuous as the underwear. 
She dropped it quickly as if it had burned 
her arm, noting the confusion on the girl‘s 
face as she picked it up and checked its 
size. 

―Madam, please can I get you another 
one? This one is too small for you.‖ 

It was all Eniola‘s fault this had 
happened, Beluchi thought as she bowed 
her head and marched out of the store, 
hoping that none of the shoppers had 
captured her few minutes of madness on 
camera to upload on one of those social 
media pages people were always flocking 
to these days. If only Eniola had not called 
a few days ago, with those few words that 
would keep Beluchi awake, staring at the 
ceiling, wondering, hoping that the words 
were a lie. 

―Belu darling,‖ Eniola had said, ―so you 
didn‘t want to tell me?‖ 

―Tell you what?‖ 
―That you have lost so much weight 

since the last time I saw you. How did you 
do it, my friend?‖  

―I don‘t understand you. You saw me 
two weeks ago in church and you laughed 
at my fat ass. What‘s this now? Or you‘re 
not done teasing me?‖ 

―But James and I saw you and your 
husband yesterday night at the mall, 
walking hand in hand, kissing like school 
children. And James was so envious, he 
told me not to call out to you two, so he 
could brush up on his husbandly skills 
first.‖ 

Recalling now, Beluchi wondered if the 
phone call had been deliberate, a subtle 
message passed by a woman who wanted 
to remain a friend, but who wanted to 
expose a wound before it got infected. It 
was after the phone call that it had dawned 
on Beluchi the implication of Eniola‘s 

words. She had wanted to call her, to ask 
her if she was sure it was her husband, 
Afanna, she had seen holding onto a slim 
girl, kissing in the dark in a place as open 
as a shopping mall, but she did not 
because it suddenly made sense why he 
had been keeping late nights at the office 
for the past few weeks. 

That evening, with fury climbing up her 
skirts, Beluchi had attacked their wardrobe 
for a sign of the strange woman who had 
suddenly taken up a cosy part of her brain 
and would not leave. She sniffed the 
clothes her husband had worn to the office 
throughout the week, checking for unusual 
stains. She dug into his pockets looking for 
his handkerchiefs. She opened little cartons 
that had gathered dust over their ten years 
of marriage searching for clues, until she 
had found the clue she was looking for, 
hidden in a section of his travelling bag. 

Beluchi had dropped on the bed staring 
at the clues – packets and packets of 
colourful condoms, conveniently tucked 
away, separate from the three she knew 
were in their drawer. She knew how many 
condoms were left at the end of each 
week, because she and her husband were 
not regular lovers, and these packets were 
different from the ones in the drawer. They 
made love every other week, always on 
Wednesdays, when her husband finished 
watching a football match. She had noticed 
that he was always needy only on 
Wednesdays. She had noticed because 
Eniola had told her about a friend, Ozi, 
whom she had said had a small notebook 
where she planned making love with her 
husband. Ozi had special days of the week 
marked in red ink when she and her 
husband could fool about in their bedroom, 
and Eniola had laughed as she gossiped 
with Beluchi about Ozi who had a 
timetable for lovemaking. 

―Who does that?‖ she had laughed. 
―James will kill me if I ever did that.‖ 

Beluchi had laughed about it, half-
heartedly because hers was worse. She did 
not have a timetable. In fact, she never felt 
up to it, had stopped enjoying sex after her 
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third child was born. Whenever Afanna 
stretched his hands in the dark, groping on 
those Wednesday nights when Arsenal lost 
a match, she would turn away and snap at 
him that she was tired. The few times she 
managed to give in, she lay on the bed, 
legs spread open, watching him move in 
and out of her, his face twisted in 
determination,  drops of sweat landing on 
her face, and afterwards, they would lie 
with their backs to each other. Soon, his 
snores would fill the air and the memory of 
what happened would be like a mist 
gradually fading away from her mind. 

The condoms she had found tucked in 
his travelling bag had shocked her, because 
they were different from the ones in the 
drawer; these ones were colourful and 
smelt of fruits. There was something 
dangerous about the aroma of fruits 
wafting from the shiny packets as she lifted 
them to her nose and sniffed; something 
that had never happened between them 
for many years. She had tucked them back 
in, and waited for him to return from one of 
his late night meetings. 

She was awake, lying on her side of the 
bed when he returned. She had stiffened as 
he slid into bed beside her, and as she 
heard him snoring, she had got up and 
took his phone from the bedside table. She 
had checked phone, something she had 
never done before.  There was nothing 
implicating on his Call Records. She had 
checked his Images and had been 
disappointed as she sorted through dozens 
of pictures of himself, his friends, their 
three children and herself. She might have 
missed it had she not continued till the 
very end. And then she saw it; the one 
picture that would colour her world grey. 

It was a picture of a girl, slim, in red 
lingerie of fine lace, her thighs spread apart 
slightly, her black skin boasting of youth, 
supple and shiny like oil had been 
massaged into it. The picture was missing a 
head, so that Beluchi could only see from 
the girl‘s neck, where black braids curled 
like worms, down to her mid-thighs. The 
picture was everything Beluchi was not, 

and suddenly it dawned on her that her 
husband of ten years was cheating on her 
with a girl who looked like an outdated 
version of herself. 

The thought had kept Beluchi up for 
many nights as she lay wondering if her 
husband was with the girl in the red lacy 
lingerie, if he was kissing her while she was 
home with his children, cooking, cleaning, 
and making sure that his home was 
welcoming when he came to her. 

Then she had gone to the retail store to 
pick new clothes for her eldest daughter, 
and she had come across the underwear in 
the lingerie section, beckoning to her. As 
she came close, something moved her 
hand to snatch up the one in ‗Small‘ size, 
and she had ducked into the dressing room 
to see if she could still squeeze herself into 
the lingerie, if she could still feel the way 
she had felt the day she became his wife, 
shy and uncertain, excited yet heady with 
the knowledge that the man standing 
before her was hers and wanted her as 
much as she wanted him. That was before 
she had stumbled on the condom lying 
there in a corner of the dressing room like 
the pregnant belly of a woman everyone 
thought to be a virgin. The shiny packet 
taunted her, mocked her and then it had 
come to her that this was no coincidence; 
this was an act of a spirit up there 
somewhere angry at her for allowing what 
had happened remain hidden in the 
stillness of her heart.  

 
Beluchi sat still for a few minutes at the 
parking lot of the Retail Store as the 
thoughts washed through her. At the back 
of her mind, she remembered that she had 
forgotten to pick out clothes for her 
daughter, Ada, and she would have to 
explain to her why she would have to 
return another day for her clothes. She 
drove home slowly, because she was still 
upset. 

Afanna was home with the children 
when she returned. She remembered; it 
was a Wednesday. He barely spared her a 
glance as she walked by him; he was 
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engrossed in his football match. The 
younger children ran to her. The elder one, 
Ada, sitting beside her father, looked at her 
in expectation. 

―Did you get it?‖ she asked. 
―Not today, darling. I will go back 

tomorrow,‖ she replied and watched her 
face fall. 

Beluchi felt heavy. She needed to talk 
to someone. She called Eniola. 

―I did something horrible today,‖ she 
started. ―I feel so ashamed.‖ 

―What is it? Are you okay?‖ 
―I…I…‖ She burst into tears, because 

she did not know how to say it, what to 
say. How could she tell her dear friend that 
it was her fault her husband was cheating 
on her? How could she tell her friend that 
she could not remember the last time she 
and Afanna had gone out together, her 
hand in his, kissing in the dark. She could 
not remember; that was what bothered 
her. It had happened, but she could not 
remember it. 

―Can I call you back?‖ 
―Should I come over?‖ 
―No. I will be fine. I will call you back.‖ 
Beluchi went into the bathroom and 

took a warm bath, careful to wash off the 
signs of her crying from her face. She spent 
time working moisturizer into her face 
while staring back at herself in the mirror. 
She brushed out the tangles in her hair; she 
had not bothered brushing her hair for 
almost a week since she returned from the 
salon. She powdered her face and slipped 
into her old nightgown, a white maternity 
nightgown she had got after her third 
child. The gown stopped below her knees, 
shapeless on her body. It still fit her the 
way it had when she had bought it. She 
rubbed the bulge in her abdomen, a 
reminder of how hard her body had 
worked and stretched over the years to 
carry Afanna‘s children. Then she spritzed 
on perfume and put on lip gloss. 

―Mummy, you look…pretty,‖ her 
second child said as she walked into the 
kitchen where he was chopping onions 
gently. It was his turn to help out cooking 

and he knew that Mummy would always 
use onions. His eyes were teary and he 
grinned through the tears. 

―Thank you, my darling.‖ She kissed his 
head, warmth spreading through her toes 
at the compliment. When was the last time 
she received a real compliment? 

Beluchi was waiting for Afanna by the 
time the children went to bed. She sat on 
her side of the bed watching him get out of 
his clothes, take a quick bath then slide 
into the bed beside her. 

―Afanna, there is something I want to 
ask you.‖ 

―I need to rest. Can‘t it wait?‖ 
―But your football could not wait, your 

bath could not wait, even your food could 
not wait.‖ 

―Why are you shouting? You want to 
wake the children up?‖ 

Beluchi fought hard to bring her 
thumping heart under control. Afanna was 
staring at her as if she had grown three 
heads. 

―Are you doing something wrong I 
should know off?‖ She rushed her next 
words, afraid that he would cut her short 
and she would not have the strength to 
continue. ―I know you are cheating on me. 
I know it. I saw things…things I should not 
see…around the house.‖ 

―So what do you want me to do?‖ He 
sounded bored. ―Confirm or deny?‖ 

―Tell me the truth.‖ 
―Are you sure you can handle the 

truth?‖ 
―Don‘t ask me that question. Answer 

me!‖ 
He chuckled, and the sound grated her 

nerves, because it was alien and uncalled 
for. She wanted to bury her head in a 
pillow where no one would ever see her 
again.  

―You know the truth. It already hurts 
you. I can see it. Whatever I say now will 
not change your mind so I think I will just 
go to bed and let you stew over your truth 
all you want.‖ 

She wanted to scratch him, to leave a 
mark on his skin like he had left in her 
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heart. She wanted to raise her voice so the 
whole world could hear what he had done. 
She wanted to push him off the bed so he 
could fall on his bottom and she would feel 
sated that she had humiliated him, but she 
did not do any of these, because Beluchi 
liked to lick her wounds in private and she 
thought to herself that it was her fault. She 
had poured salt on a fresh wound and it 
hurt like a toothache. 

Tears wet her pillow. She used her 
pillow case to dry her stuffy nose. Sleep 
would not come and her heart felt like a 
stone had been dropped on it. She was 
angry but she could not do anything about 
it, because she had nowhere to go, no 
money stashed somewhere she could rely 
on. She was just a woman who had been 
content as a housewife for the past ten 
years. 

Something woke her up. It was the 
feeling of something crawling up her 
gown. She slapped it away but it was back 
and she woke to discover it was her 
husband‘s hand. He drew her closer, 
buried his face in her hair and ran his hands 
up and down her thighs, grunting. She 

reacted swiftly with a slap. He drew back 
but was once again upon her, this time, he 
just held her close.  

―I‘m sorry,‖ he said. ―I‘m sorry. She 
meant nothing. It was nothing.‖ 

His voice was rough in her ears. His 
hands began its crawling and she allowed 
him. When he got on top of her, she 
watched him. His eyes were shut tight, his 
groans deep. She wondered if he was 
thinking about the slim girl in the red lacy 
lingerie and the thought felt like spiders 
crawling on her skin; that she was now a 
replacement, a thing to be used when it 
suited him.  

When he was done, she lay with her 
back to him so he would not see the 
despair loosening the muscles in her face, 
because she had felt nothing while they 
made love. Nothing at all. She stiffened as 
he drew her closer and sighed deeply from 
the deep within his large chest. It was a 
sigh of contentment, a longing for what 
had been and now was a thin wisp of 
smoke left hanging in the air like a 

question mark.  
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Paul Sika | At the Heart of Me 
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   Notes 

The young woman sitting in the heart passes the following identity 
tests: Murielle Nanié, Miss Côte d'Ivoire 2008 and a former classmate 
of mine. The school was Blaise Pascal, the nationally famous French 
Lycée of Côte d'Ivoire. Upon arrival, Murielle was as close to getting 
a female fan club as the dawn was to becoming the dusk. Let's say 
that beauty was a tremendously effective distance creator. And that 
space used to be bridged by mostly two types of people: (1) those 
who thought the trenches were plain unnecessary and (2) those 
carrying with them great quantities of testosterone. 
 

 One afternoon, my distraught girlfriend, convinced I had rallied the 
testosteronauts, snapped at me. What a great way to spend your art 
class break! And she did that to finally invite me to her wedding a 
good eight years later. :-) 
 

 This alone shows she wasn't mine as a wife, and implicitly that she 
also wasn't mine as a girlfriend. We made the wrong and less than 
best choice. 
 

 Assuredly, One should wait for the perfect person in their life; the 
one life partner that Life itself prepares for them as they themselves 
grow towards maturity. 
       

 O young, O old! 
Do not hurry into girlfriendships and boyfriendships. 
Do not waste your queenship and kingship into unnecessary 
passions. 
Rather set your heart onto what matters most. 
For in the journey of our life, the distance is long and the obstacles 
are many. 
What type of captain wrecks their own ship? 
For having had glimpses of what is away, I can say, that the treasure 
is well worth the wait. 
 

O women, do not let your beauty be too loud, for that which is 
loud attracts attention, and attention fosters interest, and interest is a 
banker's best friend. 
O women, do seek it! You shall be loved for the heart of you. 
 

 O men, learn to close your eyes sometimes, for fear of getting 
glued like a bear gets glued to honey. And if the bear gets glued to 
honey and the honey is poisonous, what good is it for the bear to 
have been glued to the honey?  
O men, you shall bear witness that fresh water is the best kind. 
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 Long before, when she was in France, Murielle and I had agreed to 
work together. Good for me, her cousin and good buddy from Blaise 
Pascal, the talented music producer Sangaré ―Nunshack‖ Abdul-Saïd, 
informed me of her presence in Abidjan. Shipping myself first-class to 
her place, I unpacked the photo script only to realize it was narrating 
her sentimental life. 
 

 I paused and pondered. What was this or these invisible force(s) 
architecting my (artistic) life? Surely, it was greater than me. I could 
not tell whether it slept on La Rue Des Jardins and took a taxi every 
morning to come and meet me, or whether it ate sushi in Leicester 
Square. I simply did not know. However, judging by its 
manifestations, it sometimes felt closer to me than my own heart. 
 

 Upon seeing the sketches of ―At The Heart Of Me‖, Murielle was all 
yes. She'd skip parts of the rehearsal, saying ―it's cool‖, confident she 
had the role at heart. Eventually, on the set, it became clear that as 
the director, I should have insisted to have the full rehearsal. 
 

 She had modeling experience of the globalized Vogue Magazine 
type. However, from Vogue to Paul, the style was ―Paul-itely‘‘ rogue. 
A little direction and she learnt on the spot, heading right to the top. 
The rogue photographer had his model in role. 
 

 A fading memory of mine can still picture that a body slowing 
down and ―Turn that music off.‖ were her answer to one of our mood 
setting soundtracks. ―It reminds me of things I don't want to think 
about‖, she continued. And her previously diagnosed headache was 
not helping. 
 

 It was done when I said: ―If you are not feeling right, we pack up 
now and we put off the shoot to another day. It's clear we have 
come here for the photos, but I'm not for photos to the detriment of 
models or anyone for that matter, so let me know what you need, 
what you want‖. 

 Light sat upon her heart. Her face changed, becoming more 
welcoming. The change in her resonated in me. She said: ―I am OK! 
We do it till the end.‖ From that moment, the interaction between 
model and photographer flashed up to a new fashion. 
 

 
 

Excerpted from chapters of ‗At the Heart of Me‘ by Paul Sika  
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Do not stay in front of my troubles 
And rattle my private feelings 
Hereafter, do not touch my ideas 
Do not revive my memories 
Leave me to myself 
Go now... 
Come back later! 
  
Me, I depend on my loneliness... 
I do not let other people trample 
My love so easily 
Leave me to myself 
Go now... 
Come back later! 
  
Me, I am accustomed to the sky's irony 
It is of no importance 
That I am discovered in my sleep... 
I climb my trees myself 
I water my flowers myself 
Leave me to myself 
Go now... 
Come back later! 
  
Do not stay in front of my troubles 
And rattle my private feelings 
Hereafter, do not touch my ideas 
Do not revive my memories 
Leave me to myself 
Go now... 

Come back later!  
 
  

 

Uzeyir Cayci |  
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 Fluoride for the Road 
Tom Pescatore 

 
 
 
I'll drink from the water  
fountain fluoride dispensers  
and corrode my  
pineal gland because my 
dreams are already dead 
 
best not to think too much 
or you'll think 
 
of a way out 
or of someplace you should be 
would rather be 
supposed to be 
 
I'll shower in it 
so it rots everything else 
preserving only itself— 
 
I hope it kills my vision 
and I have nothing but black 
empty nothingness to sleep in 
 
I can't live if there's anything left 

to wish for.  
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Serge Gay Jr. | Liquor  
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And When it Grows  



 

Saraba | Issue 14 | Art           71 

  
 

  

Club Floks  

Candy Shop 
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Bar Salon 

Smashed 

Drunk Face 
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Misery 

The Personal Part of Love  
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Malt Liquor 
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Spiritual Attack  
Ukamaka Olisakwe 
 
 
NNEKA WENT to work in spite of what 
happened the previous day. Yesterday, 
she arrived at work and stared blankly at 
the Finacle software after she tried to log 
in for the fourth time. The veracity of the 
whispers she heard had suddenly 
dawned on her—the whispers of people 
being sacked, whispers of banks being 
shut down and sold to investors, 
whispers of senior staff summoned to 
Lagos for voluntary but compulsory 
retirement. 
 
The following morning, a gust of cold air 
hit her face as she stepped into the 
bank‘s entrance hall. She felt like a 
stranger to the pristine orderliness 
around her—the potted flowers in 
ceramic vases, the marble stamped with 
the bank‘s insignia, the marbled pillars 
which stood in neat rows like sentries. 
She looked up and saw Julia, the 
secretary, who looked at her funny, as if 
she was not supposed to be at work. 
 
―Have you been able to log in yet?‖ Julia 
asked, walking up to her. 
 
The cold gust had spread to her innards; 
she could feel them turn frosty. She 
walked briskly to her desk, switched on 
her desktop computer and bit her nails as 
it creaked into life, booting. Julia came to 
sit beside her, muttering something 
about termination letters to be distributed 
to some staff that evening, and how 
Doris, the Cash Manager, had been 
crying that she was probably affected. 
 
Nneka tapped the Enter key on her 
keyboard; the damn computer was taking 
ages to boot.The Windows Prompt finally 

appeared. She typedin herusername and 
password, clicked Enter, shrank back into 
her seat, her heart thudding and her lips 
quivering as it attempted to log her in. 
Julia was still talking and talking. Nneka 
wanted to shut her up, perhaps shove a 
clenched fist into her mouth.  
 
Then the computer displayed 
―Welcome.‖ 
 
Julia said, ―Oh, okay‖, then left.  
 
Nneka stared, mouth agape, as if she 
hadn't expected to be logged in. And 
when her Microsoft Outlook loaded up 
with her mails, she lowered her head to 
her table and began to cry. 
 

 
They said it was spiritual attack. That 
uncle Emeka had attacked Mama with 
juju because of a land dispute between 
him and Papa. On that evening in June 
when she returned from tilling the land, 
she did not respond to my greeting. 
Instead she stared curiously like I was a 
stranger. 
 
―Mama? What is it?‖ I asked, picking up 
the bag she had dropped on the floor. I 
tried to hold her hand, but she slapped 
my hands off. 
 
―Rapum! Leave me alone!‖ She shoved 
her way into the sitting room, untying 
and tying her wrapper. ―Leave me 
alone!‖  
 
―Mama, what is it?‖  
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She ran into the room she shared with 
Papa. I chased after her, held her hand 
but she shoved me away with a force 
that slammed me into the wall. The floor 
shifted under my feet, strength 
whooshed out of me, buckling my knees. 
Then her face became sullen, like she 
wanted to cry. She opened her mouth, as 
if to speak, but a scream tore out of her 
instead. Then she fell. Her head hit the 
bedpost.  
 
It all happened in minutes. The 
neighbours pushed the door open. Some 
of them pried my hands from Mama's 
body. Others grabbed Mama, carrying 
her up. I wrestled with the person who 
held me. She held me tightly, pleading 
that I stop crying, that I stop fighting. 
And then the ground seemed to cave in 
and I was falling into that same maw that 
had taken Mama. Only the admonishing 
voices of the neighbours held me back.  
 
Mama died that night. She was buried 
the following week, and after we 
returned from the ceremony, Papa went 
into their room and could not get up 
from the bed by himself.  
 

 
Work became a routine. Every day she 
woke up with little memory of the day 
before. She only looked forward to the 
next day, when she would be able to log 
into her computer. Fear got her pregnant, 
and it kicked each time she walked into 
the office, each time she switched on her 
computer.  
 
It went on until the following weekend 
when Edward Olaloye, the new branch 
manager, came. Edward waltzed into the 
banking hall, all perfect—black suit, sky 
blue shirt, deep red tie, polished shoes, 
sparkling teeth and glasses. He walked 
from table to table, neck craned high, 

back board-straight, a smile plastered on 
his face as he shook hands, nodded in 
greeting, introduced himself as ―your 
brother from Ogun State.‖  
 
Nneka felt her fear shrink to the size of a 
peanut. He came, carrying hope in his 
hands, and confidence tucked neatly 
under his belt. She smiled, not because 
there was need to smile, or that it would 
restrain the bank‘s management from 
dismissing more staff. But it felt good to 
smile again, to have the weight lifted off 
her chest, making her lighter until she 
heard herself laugh. She realized then 
that it had been weeks since she last 
laughed.  
 
He said things she did not expect. ―This 
town is brain dead. I haven‘t been here 
one minute and I see it already. The bad 
roads. The sad faces. The washed-out 
girls. The foul-mouthed drivers.‖ He 
whirled on his feet, hands in pockets, as 
if to catch everyone‘s attention. ―And I 
got stuck in the traffic for four hours. It 
wasn‘t the bloody soldiers collecting 
money from the buses this time, but a 
huge gully that sat in the middle of the 
expressway. A truck had fallen in it! 
Jesus, guys,don‘t you even have a 
governor? Oh, don‘t answer that. I saw 
his grinning poster on a billboard 
straddling a waste-bin.‖ 
 
That evening, after he had settled into his 
office, he walked up to her. ―Hey, Pretty. 
What are you again?‖ 
 
―The CSO, sir.‖ Nneka got up from her 
desk, patted down her navy blue dress, 
tucked in her hair behind her ears, and 
smiled. 
 
―What‘s CSO?‖ 
 
―Customer Service Officer, sir.‖ 
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―I just wanted you to say it properly. It 
sounds prestigious when you say it 
properly.‖ He smiled. She crossed her 
arms over her chest, and dropped them 
again to her sides. He stared at her. She 
stared at his shoulder, at his chest, at his 
hands. He was still watching. She stared 
at the spot between his brows. ―How 
long have you been here?‖ 
 
―Three years…Three years, sir.‖ 
 
He nodded, and left. She sat down. 
Exhaled. He reminded her so much of her 
father, of who he used to be. His eyes. 
His voice. They reminded her of her 
father.  
 
Papa. 
 
Sudden sadness enveloped her, sucking 
away the moment‘s brightness.  
 
Edward called her Pretty. It wasn‘t 
offensive. It wasn‘t glaring. Just 
comfortable, like a name her father could 
call her. He praised her weekly reports, 
gave her a ride to her junction at close of 
business in the evenings, and applauded 
her service improvement 
recommendations each morning. By the 
second week, he paid for her lunch at the 
canteen, until her colleagues noticed. 
Until he began tojoin her at the canteen 
each time she was there. Two of them, 
sitting side by side. Chatting over a meal. 
Talking work. Books. Politics. He had 
studied at the University of Nigeria, 
Nsukka, back when graduates could still 
write proper formal letters. He got his 
Masters from Harvard and realised that 
there were no schools in Nigeria, just 
pretend-institutions milking their 
students. He worked with Savannah Bank 
until Nigerian politics crippled it. He 
worshipped Fela, Rex Lawson, Ebenezer 
Obey and Osita Osadebe. Those were the 
true musicians. He used to like Onyeka 

Onwenu, until she began to sing for 
every fucker that had enough money to 
spray. And how is she now any different 
from Oliver de Coque? He was an 
Awoist. She was a Biafran Loyalist. They 
never fought over it. And soon, she could 
look him in the eyes. And he smiled each 
time she did. She still called him Sir. He 
still called her Pretty. 
 
One afternoon, while she ate chicken and 
chips, he walked in, stopped by the door 
and said. ―I am so hungry, but work 
won‘t let me.‖ He had his phones in one 
hand and a file in the other hand. ―You 
mind?‖ He asked, bending over, his 
mouth drawing closer. ―Just a piece of 
the potato chips?‖ He had sincere eyes. 
His mouth hung open, waiting. She took 
a piece of the potato, dipped it in 
ketchup and slid it into his waiting 
mouth. Her fingers brushed his lips. He 
blinked. She drew back her hand. He 
pulled back, chewing slowly, eyes glazed 
over with something she could not give a 
name. After he left, she realized that she 
was still rubbing her fingers together, the 
ones that had touched his lips. 
 
That evening, after the close of business, 
he came down from his office, stood in 
the middle of the hall and said, ―We 
should always celebrate TGIF. We should 
make it a tradition.‖ He groped in his 
pocket, brought out his wallet. ―Suya and 
drinks, on me!‖ 
 
Staff members hooted in excitement, 
clapping and coming forward to shake 
his hands. And as everyone gathered 
around him, he held her eyes, smiled, 
and then winked.  
 
Her hands stiffened. She stopped smiling.  
 
She sat back on her chair and could not 
hold his eyes again. And when he 
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climbed up to his office again, she picked 
up her bag and left the office. 
 

 
―You are home early. Is everything all 
right?‖ Papa asked. He stood by the 
door. 
 
 ―You are up, Papa!‖ I hugged him. ―I told 
them I wasn‘t feeling too well.‖ 
 
―You don‘t have to lie because of me. I 
am doing fine, better even.‖ He pulled 
away. ―You shouldn‘t lie next time, 
okay?‖ 
 
―Papa, let‘s go in.‖  
 
I held his hand. He placed one foot 
gingerly in front of the other, panting as 
we walked. His hands trembled, his 
forehead creased in strain. Five minutes 
later, we finally got to the sitting room. I 
wanted to ask how he had made it to the 
door and how long he had been standing 
there before I unlocked the door. But he 
held unto the edge of his chair, moaning 
as he lowered himself into the chair.  
 
―How is it, Papa?‖ 
 
―You are not my mother!‖ He said. ―You 
are my child. Stop fussing!‖ 
 
He shut his eyes, brows crumpled in 
concentration. A pulse throbbed on the 
side of his neck and his lips were a thin 
line. There was no need for words, for 
what would it matter when he would 
never admit that it got worse each day. 
After he opened his eyes, he reached 
forward and held my cheek with one 
scaly palm. His eyes said he was sorry for 
his terse comment. I held that hand in 
place on my cheek. 
 

―You have taken your afternoon drugs?‖ I 
asked. 
 
―No. It makes me sleep too much. I don‘t 
want to be asleep and not hear you 
knock.‖ 
 
―But I have my own key, Papa. You need 
your drugs.‖ 
 
―I don‘t.‖ He took a deep breath, chest 
rising and falling. His shirt‘s armpit was 
sweat-stained. ―I don‘t want to take them 
anymore,‖ he said. ―It doesn‘t lessen the 
pain, Nneka.‖ 
 
I got up and went into the bedroom to 
undress. The room was warm and had 
the same smell that clung to Papa‘s skin. 
It was not sweat. It was not the drugs. It 
was a strange smell, like a mixture of 
both. I opened up the windows and 
stood beside it as cool air rushed into the 
room, chasing the strange smell away, 
chasing my pensiveness away. 
 
There had been no power for weeks and 
we had to rely on the lamp I charged 
each day at the office. 
 
I opened the back door for better 
ventilation. The generator stood by the 
door, and for a minute I wondered if Papa 
had stumbled into it. The plug lay afar 
from the engine, as if it had been kicked 
away. I returned to the room, and 
switched on the lamp. Papa opened his 
eyes.  
 
―Is that NEPA?‖ 
 
―No, Papa.‖ I laughed. ―You ask that 
every day.‖ 
 
―Do I?‖ His eyes went vacant, and then 
he laughed, a weak, parched cackle that 
flopped around the room. 
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―You have caught a cold. I will get you 
cough syrup this evening.‖ 
 
―It will go away, this child. I have told 
you to stop treating me like a child.‖ 
 
―Yes sir. I will begin treating you like an 
old man.‖ 
 
―I am not old!‖ 
 
―I know. You are just thirty-four years old. 
I forgot.‖ 
 
―Thirty-two actually. And not a day 
older.‖ 
 
I looked at him. His eyes were brighter 
and the lines on his forehead had 
smoothened to a leathery gleam. ―Yeah, 
right. You graduated from the university 
in 1979, this is 2010, and you are still 
thirty-two years old.‖ 
 
―Me? 1979? This child will not kill me! 
Are you calling me old?‖ 
 
―No, Papa. I was referring to the 
neighbour.‖ 
 
―Which neighbour?‖ 
 
―The one who fathered Nneka. The one 
who loves Nneka so much!‖ 
 
―Lies! I am Nneka‘s father. And I love 
Nneka very much.‖  
 
I laughed. 
 
―But I am thirty-four years old.‖ 
 
―No longer thirty-two?‖ 
 
―Slip of teeth!‖ 
 
―Odi egwu!‖ 
 

He was laughing. Hands spread at his 
sides, chest straining against his shirt, 
face stretched thin as though it would rip 
apart if he laughed harder. His hands and 
legs had become spindly, like dry sticks. I 
looked at his picture that hung from the 
wall; he had been almost as big as 
Edward. 
 
―You will be better, Papa,‖ I said. ―You 
will be better.‖ 
 

 
―I like you, Nneka. I admire you so much. 
I don‘t even know what I‘m doing.‖ 
Edward stood by his desk, his smile was 
unwavering, his eyes pleading. Nneka 
lounged by the door, her weekly report 
in her hands. ―Are you offended by this?‖ 
 
―No, sir.‖ She shifted her weight from 
one leg to the other. ―Not at all, sir.‖ 
 
―Please call me Edward.‖ He smiled.  
 
She nodded. 
 

 
 
―Nneka, are you all right? I sense you are 
moody. Please tell me what it is, my 
child.‖ 
 
―I am fine, Papa. Just stress. Work-related 
stress.‖ 
 
―Then come and sit with me. Tell me 
about it.‖ 
 

 
She went to submit her weekly report. 
Edward did not shake her hands when 
she greeted. He grabbed her from the 
back and pulled her, telling her how 
beautiful she was, how he had missed 
her. She stood stiffly before him, 
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perplexed. She looked at the hands 
grasping her; the baby-soft skin, long 
slim fingers, nails clipped short. She felt 
the warmth from his groin against her 
buttocks.  
 
―I missed you,‖ he whispered. ―Did you 
miss me at all?‖ 
 
She nodded, perhaps that would make 
him stop. But his arms went upwards 
until they grazed under her breasts 
instead. She pulled his hands away, 
turned around and pushed the file toward 
him.  
 
―That is the weekly report, sir,‖ she 
choked the words out. 
 
―I will attend to that later. Come here.‖ 
He held her hands. ―Are you afraid of 
me?‖ 
 
―No, sir.‖ She pulled her hands from his. 
―Please may I go now? Customers are 
waiting.‖ She began to walk backwards 
to the door. 
 
―Don‘t leave me this way, Nneka.‖ 
Something flicked in his eyes. She froze.  
 
―I will come back later, sir.‖ 
 
―You are sure?‖ 
 
―Yes, sir.‖ 
 
―Promise?‖ 
 
―Yes, sir. I will come back later.‖ 
 
―Okay, Pretty. You know you make me 
happy. You know that, right?‖ 
 
She nodded and quickly stepped out of 
the door. She stood by the staircase, 
batting her eyelids, to free the tears that 
glazed her eyes.  

 

 
 
I stared at the ceiling. Papa was finally 
asleep. I found him huddled by the door 
of his room when I returned from work, a 
pool of urine between his spread legs. 
The wrapper wound round his waist was 
soaked wet and his head rested on the 
wall. He did not look up when I touched 
him. He said, ―I am sorry. I am sorry‖, 
like a prayer. 
 
―The pain is much, Papa?‖ I asked. 
 
He nodded, then sat straighter but turned 
away from me. I left him and returned 
with a rag. It occurred to me, the strange 
smell that the air in the room always 
carried. It was urine and sweat and 
drugs. I raised his legs and he threw his 
head back, a moan escaping his lips. And 
after I had wiped off most of the urine, he 
said. ―Just get me a change of cloth. I can 
take care of myself from here.‖ 
 
―No you can‘t, Papa.‖ 
 
―I can!‖ 
 
I brought him another wrapper and then 
went to stand behind the door. His stifled 
cries came. His heavy breathing followed. 
Thirty minutes later, he whispered. ―I am 
done. Did you call the doctor?‖ 
 
―Yes, Papa.‖ I pulled open the curtain. He 
sat there, head resting on the wall and 
legs stretched out before him. ―He will 
be here soon with a car. You will have to 
stay in the hospital this time until you are 
better, Papa.‖ 
 
―You are getting rid of me so quickly? At 
least do it with grace. I am still your 
father.‖ 
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A sob set my stomach quivering. It rose 
to my throat, threatening to burst out and 
rage until the roof fell. Instead I drew my 
fingers into a fist, left the room and 
returned with a bucket of water sprinkled 
generously with Dettol and detergent. 
Papa did not look at me again as I 
scrubbed the floor. But after I was done 
and had drawn up the curtains, he said: 
 
―Come and sit with your father.‖ 
 
I sat beside him. Something wet seeped 
into my dress. He brought my head to 
rest on his shoulder and his arms 
enfolded me in a hug. 
 
―Your breakfast is still untouched, Papa.‖ 
 
―I wasn‘t hungry. The damned morning 
drugs were making me queasy.‖ 
 
"Okay." 
 
―I have waited on God to heal me. It 
seems He is asleep.‖ 
 
―You will stay put in the hospital this 
time. I won‘t let you stay at home alone 
again.‖ 
 
He was quiet. The window frame rattled 
as the wind howled outside our window. 
I wondered if he had ever longed to sit 
outside the room, to watch the sun or 
listen as the wind raged. He had never 
gone out of the room, except when we 
visited the hospital for his routine drugs. 
And he refused a live-in maid. I 
swallowed. I was comfortable with it, that 
he stayed indoors, away from prying 
eyes. That he didn't have to crawl all over 
the compound in pain. I was ashamed of 
him.  
 
I was ashamed of him.  
 

My face burned until my eyes swelled 
with tears. 
 
―The cost of my treatment is so high you 
can‘t even pay for it,‖ he was saying. 
 
―I will take a top-up loan.‖ I wiped the 
tears with the back of my hand. "I will 
take another loan." 
 
―You are yet to pay back the last one. 
How much are you even paid? Sixty 
thousand naira, right?  
How much is left after they had taken the 
monthly charges for the running loan, 
and you want to take another?‖ 
 
―Papa, we will be fine.‖ 
 
―You are not fine. You won‘t be so long 
as I am alive.‖ 
 
I jumped up. ―Stop! Don‘t say that again! 
Don‘t ever say that again, or I will never 
forgive you!‖ 
 
―Nneka, I speak the truth. Look at you, 
drying up like a fish left in the sun. You 
can‘t even keep a man because of me.‖ 
 
―Shut up, Papa!‖ 
 
He stared at me. 
 
I sank to my knees. ―I am sorry.‖ 
 
He drew me in a hug, his shoulder blades 
dug into my chest. The fluorescent light 
suddenly came on, bright, like a miracle. 
I gazed at the light. The room looked 
different—the deep brown chairs, the 
cream tiles and wall, the gold framed 
pictures of Papa and Mama that hung 
from the wall. ―I love you, Papa. Don‘t 
ever scare me this way again. Please.‖  
 
He held me tightly, trembling, until the 
knock came from the door. 
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―The doctor is here, Papa.‖  
 

 
Edward stood before her. He did not 
smile. He did not respond to her 
greeting. 
 
―You did not take my calls last night,‖ he 
said. 
 
―Sir, my father is hospitalized. I could not 
take calls.‖ 
 
―You don‘t have to lie to me, Nneka. I am 
not a child. You do not have to use your 
father as an excuse not to take my calls.‖ 
 
―Sir, my father is in the hospital as we 
speak– 
 
―I am not a child, Nneka. Do I repulse 
you so much?‖ He smiled, shaking his 
head. 
 
―I do not lie!‖ She banged the desk. 
 
He jumped back. Then she realised her 
folly, in bits—the watching customers, 
the slackened jaws of her colleagues, the 
disapproving gleam in the eyes of her 
direct supervisor, Kunle, the sudden 
quiet in the hall, except for the tick-tock 
of the wall clock. Edward said, ―I need 
my report in ten minutes.‖ 
 
Nneka sat back on her chair. She felt the 
urge to run out of the banking hall, to 
keep running, until her feet hurt, until the 
pain in her chest abated. But she took the 
file and went up to his office.  
 
He bellowed ―Come in!‖ after  her first 
knock and she found herself stumbling 
into his office, standing before him and 
stuttering something about being sorry 
for the way she had spoken to him. 

 
―You embarrassed me today.‖ 
 
―I am so sorry, sir.‖ 
 
He sat back and removed his glasses. 
―Do you know how insulted I was by that 
single act?‖ He did not wait for her 
response. ―And here I am, compiling the 
names of staff to be disengaged next 
week.‖ 
 
Nneka weaved on her feet, swaying from 
side to side. She thought of her father, of 
his bills. She dropped to her knees. ―I am 
so sorry, sir. Please forgive me sir. 
Please.‖ 
 
―Stand up, Nneka. Stop this.‖ He came 
over, pulled her up. ―You are safe with 
me, Pretty. I am really sorry about your 
father. No harm will come to you. I 
promise.‖ 
 
He kissed her on both cheeks. ―Please 
put a smile on your face. Have you had 
anything to eat today?‖ 
 
She shook her head. 
 
He rummaged in his pocket, brought out 
his wallet and gave her ten pieces of one 
thousand naira notes. ―Go and have a 
good meal. Then take the afternoon off 
and go visit your father.‖ He touched her 
face. ―I will give you a call by evening.‖ 
 
She walked out, almost falling on her face 
as made her way down the stairs. 
 

 
 
I expected to be filled with disgust when 
I walked into his room. But after he 
opened the door and drew me in an 
embrace, I felt pity instead. Heartrending 
pity, so melancholic I was stifling a cry as 
he groped my breasts, tugged at my 
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panties and grind his groin against mine. 
My dress was discarded in minutes and 
his pants and shirt were off in a breath. 
We stumbled onto the bed. He wanted 
me on top. I tried to slip underneath, to 
stare at the ceiling while he did his 
business. But he pled, voice hoarse, as he 
carried me onto his stomach, his waist 
thrusting upwards, his hands gripping my 
waist and his penis seeking entrance. He 
exhaled. I shut my eyes and started to 
count to hundred. He jerked in frenzy. 
His hands were everywhere, his waist 
thrusting and wriggling. I stared at the 
bedpost, willing my mind to concentrate 
on counting. Instead, Papa‘s lean face 
hovered before me. He was in pain. He 
was crying. He was Edward. I began to 
cry. Edward mistook it for pleasure; he 
bucked, tightening his grip on my waist, 
his eyes shut so tight. And then it was 
over. 
 
I got off him and ran to the toilet.  
 
I stood before the mirror and for the first 
time in months I scrutinized my eyes. 
They looked as though they had been 
shoved deep into their sockets. My 
shoulder blades stood out, like saws, and 
my neck, which Papa used to call 'long 
but graceful' suddenly looked like that of 
a plucked fowl. I turned away and 
stepped into the shower. Moments later, 
when I flipped on my phone I saw 
missed calls, all from Papa. My heart beat 
quickened. I redialed his number; his 
phone was switched off. I dressed up 
hastily and left the room while Edward 
snored. 
 

 
 
Papa sat on his bed. He was smiling. 
 
―Nneka!‖ He stretched out his hands. I 
ran into them. He was not trembling. He 

did not wince. I could not speak, 
appropriate words would not come. 
 
―I think I am better this morning, Nneka. I 
think I am better.‖ His voice quivered. I 
held him tighter. I held him until the 
doctor pulled me away from him. ―Let 
your father rest now. You have been 
holding him for an hour.‖ 
 

 
 
I couldn‘t concentrate at work. Papa had 
called to say he walked unaided from his 
room to the reception. I was still smiling 
when he dropped the phone. Kunle, my 
supervisor, summoned me that evening 
and handed me an envelope, I stared at 
it briefly and then laughed, just like Papa 
would. 
 

―SERVICES NO LONGER REQUIRED‖ 

 
I laughed until I was shaking. Kunle sat at 
the edge of his desk, perhaps expecting 
me to slump, like Edet, or to scream and 
scream, like Nkem, like Ebuka, like 
Akeem, like Diobu, like Helen, like 
Joshua, like Ahmed—all of the people 
who lost their jobs in our branch the first 
time. Like Edward Olaloye, who also lost 
his job this time, who had wept like a 
baby when he got that call from Lagos. 
Kunle‘s eyes were wide, curious, waiting, 
and his hands spread about him, as 
though waiting for me to explode so he 
would grab me. 
 
―My father is walking again,‖ I said 
instead. The tears strolled down freely. I 
did not wipe them. ―My father is walking 
again, and I am going to see him.‖ 
 
I picked up my handbag and left the 
banking hall, without looking around for 

the last time. 
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Komodo Dragon 
Allen Qing Yuan 

 
 
Staring menacingly at all observers 
You being the greatest observer of all 
 
Claws scraping the loose earth 
Scaly tail weaving through the sky 
 
Rocky exterior grinding rock 
Squinty eyes seeing all 
 
And you wonder 

What more is beyond this glass?  
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3bute [pronounced: tribute] is an online anthology founded by Bunmi 
Oloruntoba, that is devoted to the contexts often missing when African 
stories are reported. The mash-up platform lets artists collaborate with 
writers on 3-page visualizations of their stories and journalism. The visuals 
become pinboards readers can tag with context they think is relevant to the 
story. By being able to add context to these narrative and ―mashable‖ 
surfaces, the goal is to render, with reader‘s help, the developing world in a 
more engaging and immersive way. 
 
The visualizations are for the story, Virus written by Ghanaian writer 

Jonathan Dotse.  

 
 

  

 

3bute | Virus 
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Deletion  
Chiagozie Fred Nwonwu 
 
 

I HAVE given much thought to dying since 
I discovered my fate. I try to get used to 
the idea of death, to resign myself. 
Thoughts of the last minute, of falling into 
darkness, intrigue me and cause a shiver 
to crawl across my body. This feeling has 
become a part of me, a new normal, one 
that occupies my mind all the time. I do 
not bother much about the fact that I 
cannot leave my house without informing 
the health ministry or that the concept of 
freedom as most people would conceive 
it no longer applies to me. Even now, 
white-caped guys at the local health 
office monitor my movement. A metallic 
band straps my right arm, blue indicator 
light blinking every three seconds. The 
indicator will turn green if I move beyond 
my front door and an electric pulse from 
the armband would stun me if I attempt 
to cross the perimeter of an invisible 
circle. A yellow warning light comes on 
when I get too close to the perimeter. 
The circle extends over much of my 
neighbourhood, but stops just short of 
the estate gate. I am a prisoner in my 
own neighbourhood, but that is the least 
of my problems. 

I used to go by the name Gbanke 
Kalu, emphasis on go by. Gbanke is my 
given name, the name my family calls 
me. Among my circle of friends, I am GK. 
In the government files, those files they 
have on every one born in or living on 
earth, I am citizen 100012. In my head, I 
do not cleave to any name. The reason is 
not too farfetched. I will not exist in a few 
weeks, therefore won‘t have the need for 
a name. I am practicing being nothing, 
less tangible than air, a ghost, nothing. 
However, I don‘t really have to practice 

much, the world already, is forgetting I 
exist. 

I still remember when much of the 
fifty or thereabout beeps I got on my 
Alincom were addressed to Gbanke, 
Gbanke Kalu or GK, the name choice 
telling me the probable sender before I 
click the read button. These days, much 
of my mails are marked ―To citizen 
100012‖. I get less than ten a day. The 
senders are not unknown. It is not as if 
mails addressed the previous way have 
stopped coming. They still come, but 
only in drips, like a leaky tap that one 
could control, only just barely. 

I became citizen 100012 after a 
random blood test indicated the 
presence of the Deletion Virus in my 
blood stream and my birth name was 
deleted from the government database of 
free citizens—that was how the virus got 
its name. 100012 is not a random 
number. Rather it shows I am the 
100012th person to show traces of the 
Deletion Virus. Perhaps you don‘t know 
much about Deletion? Well, I don‘t 
either. Everything I could find on the 
subject on the net indicates the virus is 
alien, brought to earth by accident. Like 
many viruses, Deletion is fatal. And I, 
with symptoms that indicate the virus is 
three weeks old in my body, have six 
weeks to live, give or take a few days. I 
must also add that there is still an 
ongoing argument about whether 
Deletion is a virus at all. Yes, it looks and 
acts like a virus—weakening the body‘s 
immune system and all—but the 
Scientists insist it is not a virus in the real 
sense of the word—whatever that 
means, since I never could make sense of 
the medical jargon they used to explain 
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it. The Great Taxonomical Battle is what I 
think of the arguments about whether 
something that looks and acts like a virus 
is really a virus. I hadn‘t found out I had 
Deletion when the great debate between 
James Harden, professor of immunology, 
and Fadake Aina, world renowned expert 
on virology, occurred, but I doubt if I 
would have cared about the phylum (My 
Biology lecturer loves that word) deletion 
should be classified under.  

Whether virus or not, Deletion kills 
you. Yes sir, it kills you dead.  

Death is forever on my mind. Would 
it come quick? Would I grab on to life 
with all my strength even as death‘s 
messenger pulls me away to oblivion, or 
fall into it, calm and accepting, or 
screaming, like the woman down the 
street who gave in last week? Now that 
is one dreadful thought. That woman‘s 
scream had kept the whole 
neighbourhood up for hours. It took the 
Landlords Association chairman‘s 
intervention to get an edict that forced 
her family to put her to sleep. Poor 
people, they had wanted to watch her 
go, sharing thoughts and memories, but 
had to contend with watching her go in 
sleep, with only those horrifying screams 
to remind them of her passing. No, she 
wasn‘t screaming because she was in 
pain. Over the counter pain-killers 
available in any street pharmacy ensures 
no one suffers undue pain. I am sure it 
was the dread of the coming darkness 
that had gotten to her. Perhaps she saw 
Death hovering over her bed and 
couldn‘t bear his leering grin. 

As is the case with early-detected 
fatal viral infection, the woman had 
known of her fate weeks before she 
passed. Her death, though expected, had 
hit her family hard. I overheard the 
Landlord‘s Association Chairman tell my 
father that although the tranquiliser put 
her to sleep, her dread still managed to 
break through as the end neared. 

In retrospect, I wonder at the general 
misgiving at her lack of strength. I was 
one of those who questioned her 
unpreparedness. I felt for someone who 
had two months to prepare herself for the 
end; she died as if she was hoping for a 
miracle, struggling to live, to take 
another breath. However my own fate 
has given me a better understanding as 
to why people cling to life and dread this 
inevitable end that is death. Like the 
woman down the street, many will say 
that I am lucky, with early detection of 
the virus giving me time to prepare and 
say goodbye to the people I love. I think 
they are right—about the chance early 
detection gives me, but not about saying 
goodbye. It is never easy to say 
goodbye. Sometimes I think those who 
never know they have the virus, those 
who die a few hours after the first signs, 
are the lucky ones—they only get to 
know their fate when the first visible 
symptom of the Deletion Virus, that 
yellowish tint of skin and hot fever flush, 
appears. For these ones, Death‘s 
horseman is already galloping fast 
towards their bed and will take them 
with him within the hour. Then there are 
the rare cases, like mine, of those earlier 
confirmed to be immune but get the 
virus anyway. 

Am I one of the unlucky few? 
You see, one does not really have the 

privilege to talk about luck when she is a 
number in a government database for 
death by a strange virus. 

For me, it took that random, though 
routine, screening of the immune 
database to discover my infection, 
making me one of those awaiting the 
ancestors‘ call. We are all—inevitably—
heading towards death‘s call. However, 
for those whose names have become 
numbers, the clichéd biological clock is 
moving faster than normal. 

The human mind is a very complex 
organ and how it analyses impulse differs 
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from person from person. As such, 
people prepare for oblivion in different 
ways—at least for those who believe, 
since not everyone believes that oblivion 
is what comes afterwards. Since the virus 
somehow leaves its victims physically 
healthy until the last stages, some chose 
to meet the end living their lives as 
normal as possible. However, there are 
those who find the concept of waiting for 
a determined end impossible and opt for 
Government Issue Death Aids (GIDA). 
GIDA does not need explanation, it is 
what its name implies, it helps you die. 
For me, as you must have noticed, I 
reflect while time‘s passing brings the 
end nearer. While the thought of taking 
my own life doesn‘t sit very well me, I 
don‘t begrudge those who decide that is 
the way to go.  

We are forever trying to come to 
terms with death, until we know for sure 
that we can‘t hold it back anymore, then 
we embrace it, some more than others. 

Holding death at bay is standard 
practice; people no longer recognise that 
they are doing that. It is said that Evelyn 
McDuffie, the woman who invented the 
AllWell serum, was obsessed with the 
idea of eternal youthfulness that she 
devoted her entire life seeking means to 
retain hers. Many people now ridicule her 
for being vain, maybe because of her 
legendary beauty, but the methods and 
products she developed have now 
achieved what my history lecturer called 
―mundane application‖. I can hear the 
catch phrase of old AllWell advert in my 
head now: ―all-well, yu neva‘ve tu luk 
bak wit nostalgia anymore‖. I still wonder 
why they tanked that advert, nothing 
they come up with seems to capture 
AllWell‘s ability to slow aging almost to a 
crawl. Ok, I know: it is very expensive 
and makes slaves out of those who use it; 
slaves to McDuffie Corporation. 

Evelyn McDuffie was 250-years-old 
when she died. The corporation she built 

single-handedly is rumoured to be richer 
than most governments and to have a 
very big influence on who sits on the big 
chair in the White House in the Americas 
and even in the Federation of West 
African State‘s Aso Rock. Before Deletion, 
the biggest status symbol in the world 
was the ability to walk into any AllWell 
clinic and get a dose of the serum. Hell, it 
still ranks among the most sought after 
privileges on the planet, but the rebirth of 
religion following the coming of deletion 
is turning minds again to the question of 
the afterlife and religious orders are 
thriving. 

It is rumoured the Evelyn died of 
Deletion, but then it is also rumoured that 
it was her corporation that sponsored the 
Jupiter exploration. I don‘t know if there 
is any truth to the rumour, but I do know 
that deletion and the businesses that 
thrive off prolonging life do not mix very 
well. Even those who have genetic 
doubles waiting for their brains have 
succumbed to the most effective 
messenger of death since HIV and 
H2N15 ravaged the earth. Once Deletion 
touches you, it is oblivion. 

Don‘t consider me dark for dwelling 
on death. I do think about life. I 
contemplate if I have lived well, not that 
there has been much life lived for an 
eighteen-year-old. However, in my 
circumstance, death is what comes to 
mind ninety percent of the time. My 
mother is distraught. While father is calm 
in his acceptance, mother has taken to 
the old religion. She wants me to see 
what she calls the light, to clasp a Bible 
to my chest and call on God to wipe me 
free of all traces of deletion. I used to 
humour her, seeing that it eased her 
mind to see me bowed in prayer, asking 
for interventions I do not believe in. She 
no longer tries to get me to pray, she 
says she will pray for both of us. Father 
says God, if indeed he exists, left the 
scene a long time ago. 
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I cope as best I can. 
As strange as it might sound, not so 

long ago the latest fashion trends and 
Revised Edition occupied my mind. A 
few weeks ago I was giddy with 
excitement because Mike Kolade, the 
hottie that lives down the street and my 
crush for like forever, invited me for a 
drink in the newly opened underwater 
hotel, offshore Eko. A few weeks ago I 
was a normal 18-year-old girl. 

The date with Mike Kolade never 
happened. You know what they say; bad 
news has a way of coming at the worst 
possible moment. You know how they 
say everyone has a soul mate, one that 
was created to be their companion, I 
believe Mike is mine. I am sure I knew 
everything about him and hung around 
him as a crane would a herd of cattle for 
years without him noticing me. Mike 
asking me out on a date was the highest 
point of my life. It was on the afternoon 
of the day we were billed to go on that 
date that the government mail arrived, 
first to my father‘s Alincom and, after he 
indicated I was authorised to handle 
official matters without adult supervision, 
to mine. 

Upon reading the content—terse 
words that conveyed cryptic sympathy 
that could only have come from AI—no 
human would be that detached—a 
scream, loud enough to get the entire 
neighbourhood running to our 
compound, peeled out from my lungs.  

It was hard getting father to forgive 
himself or take consolation from the fact 
that it was his resolve to treat me and my 
older siblings like adults that gave me the 
disposition to handle the issue like an 
adult, and begin, once I came to accept 
my fate, to prepare for my coming 
demise. 

Mike kept visiting, acting all 
everything-is-still-ok-ish, like we could 
hang out, but when I didn‘t buy the story 
of him really wanting to hang out with a 

girl with only two months left to live, his 
visits waned and then stopped. 

I still think Mike Kolade is a sex god; 
only those dark eyes, full lips and tight 
butt no longer bring me to near swoon.  

My friends, all five of them, stayed 
with me, for as long as I would let them, 
then even they left. Yeah, we still catch 
up, but only online. The chat time with 
them is still the high point of my day, 
even though I almost always say 
something that spoils the mood for us. 
Something about death makes the living 
uncomfortable. I know; I used to be that 
way. 

While I have learnt to cope with my 
impending death, I also learnt that one 
thing you never let go of is hope. Silly 
thing, hope, always finding ways to lurk 
around the corner even when you know 
it is useless to expect the impossible. I 
have had to catch myself dreaming of the 
possibility of a chance cure, of making a 
baby with Mike, or going on tour with 
Revised Edition. 

Yes, there were those rumours of a 
possible cure. You get hints, 
unsubstantiated hints from Deletion 
forums. Hints posted by somebody 
whose brother‘s friend is friends with a 
girl whose brother works for a man that is 
connected with the driver of a 
government researcher. With death 
getting to know your name better with 
each new dawn, and you having a lot of 
time on your hands, you have nothing 
better to do but trawl Deletion forums 
and follow every hint of a cure, sniffing 
for faint hope. It is funny but I have learnt 
to see those forums and the unfounded 
claims as a game. I trace every one of 
them back to source. I am yet to find any 
from a reliable source. I act as if  I follow 
the trails for fun, but at the back of my 
mind, the nagging truth pricks me now 
and then: I am actually seeking hope, a 
faint glimmer of hope. 

Hope can expand. 



 

Saraba | Issue 14 | Art           93 

Yesterday, hope called. 
Yesterday began like any other day. I 

woke up with the crowing of Mama 
Iyabo‘s alpha cock from down the street. 
I listened to the cock. I felt I understood 
him, that the crowing was not to 
welcome dawn but to announce to his 
peers that he is still alive, that he 
survived the night and its peril. It was not 
as if he had any peers. There are no other 
cocks to answer his call, Big J—that is the 
cock‘s name—is alone, king and subject 
rolled into one, with only echoes to 
answer his call. That I listened to the cock 
and even reflected on his state of mind 
was an indication of how much the 
coming of death has changed me. I 
recalled the number of times I had 
plotted to kidnap the loud bird and send 
him off to the animal sanctuary on the 
other side of the city, where his calls 
won‘t ring on my windows and draw me 
out of blissful dawn sleep. These days I 
sympathise with Big J. I understand his 
loneliness when his proof of life goes 
unanswered day in, day out. 

I had awoken to the sound of that 
desperate call with a nagging feeling that 
something needed my attention. I looked 
to the small table by the side of the bed 
where analgesic pills competed for space 
with antique paperback novels and my 
Alincom. The soft blue light of the 
Alincom‘s holo display indicated that the 
time was 4:30 a.m. A red In-Mail sign 
flashed, intermittent, on the top left side 
of  the holo display that hung in the air—
tuned to me, it always faces me, 
hovering at eye-level. I had five mails. 
Two of the mails were text but three 
were video messages. I was about to file 
them away for later viewing when I 
noticed that they were all from the same 
source. I didn‘t know who or what 
Amber Diet was so I asked my Alincom 
to open the mails.  

The first mail, sent in at about 12 a.m 
and marked urgent, was a text, a one-

liner asking me to ‗please call Amber Diet 
001‘. There was something about the 
name and number tag. 001, meant this is 
the first Amber Diet to be issued a call 
number. I am Gbanke Kalu 298 and that 
number is such because there are only 
about 350 Gbanke Kalus in the world. My 
friend Bidemi Adeyemi‘s call number is 
35985 and there are 75698 people 
named Bidemi Adeyemi. I filed those 
thoughts away as the video message 
opened.  

 In the video a sickly man with 
droopy eyes —as if he was struggling to 
stay awake—loomed over a clustered 
table, his eyes appearing to look directly 
at me. The ruggedness of his stubble 
indicated that it was not a style—he was 
in dire need of a Lazor™—a too-busy-for-
tidiness appearance that his rumpled lab 
coat did not help alleviate. He was in 
some kind of lab, one lacking the overly 
neat feel of the white tiled labs of movies 
and documentaries. Behind him were 
several lab coats, all in worse state than 
the was-white status of the one that hung 
tent-like on his shoulders. Vials, glass 
tubes, clamps, bubbling liquids and 
blinking kaleidoscopes of light conspired 
to mark the room as the domicile of 
some mad hatter scientist. 

I was looking at the room, taking it all 
in, then I realised that I had not paid any 
attention to what the man was 
whispering as he loomed over his table 
and me in the holo. I called for a playback 
and increased the yield. 

―Miss Gbanke Kalu, you don‘t know 
me, but I really need to meet with you. I 
understand your difficulty with moving 
around, but if you can find a way to come 
unaccompanied to Lagoon City, it may 
be the best decision you‘ll ever make. By 
the way, I am Chris Yadua, Professor of 
Virology. Let me know. Thank you.‖ 

I was stunned. I played the other 
messages and aside from the second 
text, which was the man‘s address in 
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Lagoon City, they all said the same 
thing—albeit spaced roughly an hour 
apart. Scammers, I thought. I wondered 
how the mails could have slipped 
through the intricate spam detector my 
AI put in place to filter spam, detectors 
we had reinforced these past weeks. I 
called for the spam block record and was 
shocked that close to seven million 
messages from the same source were 
blocked within the same period by my 
spam detector. The figure was 
staggering, even the most determined 
scammer would not spend that much 
time target spamming anyone.  

Intrigued, I decided to send a short 
reply. 

 
Hi Prof. 
Interested, please tell me more. 
Regards 
100012 

 
I sent the mail, not expecting a reply, 

but wasn‘t shocked when the reply tone 
beeped once. Knowing I was paying 
attention, the AI opened the mail, a text, 
as hologram. 

 
Hi Gbanke, 
I am surprised you’re comfortable 

with your assigned government 
number. Many people in your situation 
hang on to their names and would 
rather be addressed by it than by a 
number. Perhaps yours is an example of 
someone who has come to accept what 
they consider inevitable. Anyway, I was 
hoping for the opposite, that you would 
love life enough to want to live. 
Anyway, I got your tissue and blood 
sample from a rogue government 
researcher who refused to believe that 
the Deletion does not have a cure, or 
that a cure could not be found. Several 
friends and I have been working on a 
cure. No, we have not found a cure. 
What we discovered is that for people 

like you, who should naturally be 
immune to the disease, the chances of 
a cure... no, not a cure but a staying of 
the hand, if you may, is greater. We 
have done all the theoretical work and 
produced a culture, which we think 
could be the answer, not just for a 
minute number of people that fall into 
your category, but hopefully it would 
be a starting point for the vast majority 
of others. I know you must have heard 
all the rumours. The ones about delete 
being a government plan to reverse a 
population explosion that has gotten 
out of hand. Well, the truth is no and 
yes. No, the government didn’t create 
delete, it is really an alien virus 
unknowingly introduced to earth when 
the Jupiter explorers returned. You 
know the virus infects randomly and no 
one knows yet how it is spread. Yes, the 
government decided it would be better 
served if a significant part of the 
population succumbs to the deletion 
virus. They think it is air-borne, but we 
are aware of some inner circle people 
in Washington who have the virus—it 
would seem that their recourse to 
constantly wear filter masks did not 
help and is not helping. 

Anyway, our possible cure has 
undergone all the theoretical tests but 
we are yet to test them on a human 
subject. Would you be willing to be our 
test subject? Note that there are no 
guarantees. We know the compound 
we synthesised works theoretically, but 
until we test it on a human, can give no 
assurances. Would you want to be this 
human test subject? 

Regards 
Chris Yadua  
Project Amber Diet 

 
Ok. I must confess, I didn‘t know 

when I jumped out of my bed. I found 
myself standing with my back pressed to 
my wardrobe door, a shaking right hand 
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clasping my mouth—maybe to stop me 
from screaming, maybe not. The bedside 
table was at the other side of the room, 
across the bed. I believe I was scared, 
angry, and elated at the same time—
yeah, believe me that is possible. I think 
my anger stemmed from a feeling that 
this might still turn out to be a scam. Yes, 
it would be very tasteless for someone to 
attempt such scam on someone in my 
situation, but people can be horrible. Still 
something about the tone made it 
possibly true. I walked back to the 
Alincom and thinking, ―What do I have to 
lose‖, I sent a reply, ―YES‖.  

That was yesterday. I am making the 
final arrangements now for I aim to go 
across town today. The question of how 
to get there unseen and untracked—
which Dr. Yadua stressed—remain, but as 
I look around my room for what may be 

the last time, I knew that I would give a 
lot to see it again.  

Deletion forums have their uses, you 
already know they act as a place where 
we the walking dead find solace in fellow 
numbers—literally—but there are other 
uses. I feel the unusual weight of a 
metallic band on my left hand, similar to 
the one on my right. The new metal band 
is supposed to cancel out the signal from 
and to the monitoring office. There is a 
button on it; once I press it, I become 
invisible to government censors, a 
ghost—at least the forum I got it from 
claims that much. We‘ll see. 

I may be open to the coming 
darkness, but I still love this light—
artificial though it may be—enough to 

want to stay.  
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L'Appel de Lilian (1) 

L'Appel de Lilian (6) 
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Mister Tout Mignon 

Marmite Mousso 
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Mami Momi 

La Barbe d'Alphabet 
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From Picture to Text: 
Negotiation between 
Art and Literature  
Ekiko Ita Inyang 
 
 
 

 
 
NO TWO fields of thoughts within the realm 
of comparative artistic discourse have so 
much dissected and reinvented itself, 
illuminated and captured the representational 
framework of each other, than the territories 
of the fine art and literature. It is such that 
what is as much a topical subject of 
engagement for the creative art suffices also 
in the fine art. The correlation between both 
art forms indicates that the writer and the 
artist are not far from each other—even 
though in theory they operate from 
diametrical positions to interrogate and 
negotiate their respective milieus; but we 
always, without doubt, despite their 
disseminative strategies and systems of 
reordering the process of reality, find the user 
of words and the creator of visual forms, 
united at the crossroads of creativity.    
 
In July 2011, visitors at the Virginia Museum 
of Fine Arts, VMFA, were left awestruck with 
the exhibition of ―Tristin Lowe: Mocha Dick.. 
What stunned visitors was Mocha Dick 
(2009), a 52-foot enormous looking 
sculpture on the floor of the gallery space by 

American artist Tristin Lowe. The work was 
made with industrial wool felt, vinyl-coated 
fabric, inflatable armature and internal fan, 
circulating air and maintaining pressure 
inside the inflated whale, so as to define its 
proportion and give it volume. This 
staggering work which took Lowe six 
months to complete, in collaboration with 
the Fabric Workshop and Museum in 
Philadelphia, was constructed to remind the 
viewer of the notoriety of the white sperm 
whale that attacked whaling vessels around 
Mocha Island in the South Pacific. 
 
But more to that was Lowe‘s fascination with 
the strange, beastly and ferocious character 
of the white whale depicted in the 
nineteenth century novel Moby-Dick (1851) 
by Herman Melville, also inspired by the 
account of whale hunters in the South Pacific. 
Lowe‘s sculpture seemed to have evoked 
into concrete form Ishmael‘s description of 
the sperm whale in the novel as bearing 
―uncommon magnitude and malignity,‖ and 
that of the author, through the first-person, 
analytically ambulates and philosophizes on 



 

Saraba | Issue 14 | Art           101 

the whiteness of this aquatic mammal which 
he variously recalls with imageries along the 
lines of the celestial—notably by alluding to 
the whale as ―snow-white,‖ ―white like 
wool,‖ ―White Steed of the Prairies,‖ because 
of its almost mystical presence. And we find 
in the work of Lowe, every fearsome trait, 
brutal and animalistic imminence portrayed 
in the image of the colossal sperm whale in 
Moby-Dick. From the brilliant use of 
metaphor coated with critical digressions, 
stream-of-consciousness, symbolism and 
with a disturbing dose of anthropomorphism, 
Melville creates an adventurous narrative 
with breath-taking wit and genius, which 
spots man at the height of his ego and 
reveals how gradually he becomes obsessed, 
enslaved and tragically consumed by this 
ego, as allegorically embodied in the hunt of 
the whale led by Captain Ahab.  
 
You would notice that there is a figurative 
exchange between Melville‘s novel and that 
of Lowe‘s sculpture. It is linguistic on one 
part and pictorial on the other. While Melville 
portrayed the character of the whale in 
semantic grandeur—deifying the mammal in 
mythic embrace, Lowe famously reduces into 
sculpture his perception of this horrifying 
species that has fought and won many 
bloody battles against sailors in the South 
Pacific.  
 
By appropriating handcrafted barnacles on 
the body of the whale, adding stitches to 
recall scars sustained from repeatedly deadly 
attacks, a replication of its real life size to 
represent its vicious nature and size and as 
reminder of the sworn vengeance against it 
by Ahab‘s men, Lowe reinforces the tension 
that existed between the whale and whale 
hunters aboard The Pequod. As we walk 
round the sculpture, inspecting its detail, we 
become co-inhabitant with the animal as the 
feud between it and the sailors is re-enacted, 
an eruption felt in our consciousness even 
though the gallery space where the sculpture 
occupies does not allude the area of the sea 
or have installation of a broken boat raft 
apart, hinting hostility between the men and 
the animal, who tore themselves apart at sea. 
But for Melville, we were led on a 
tumultuous narrative voyage that evoked, 

between scientific and fictional parlance, one 
of the fiercest battle ever waged by man 
against a big ‗fish‘. 
 
After ―The Horse In Motion‘‘ was shot by 
Eadweard Muybridge in 1878, using a series 
of photographic images displayed with the 
Zoopraxiscope device to create the first 
motion picture, the invention of the roll film 
before 1888 and with Eastman Kodak making 
celluloid film commercially available in the 
screen market in1889, the stage was already 
set for the 1896 film adaptation of Gerald du 
Maurier‘s gothic novel Trilby. This was 
followed by the adaptation of Emile Zola‘s 
acclaimed masterpiece L‘Assommoir, 
directed by Charles Maudru and Maurice de 
Marsan in 1902. 
 
In exploring the poetic relics of nineteenth 
century literary classics, the twenty-first 
century film industry especially in North 
America and Western Europe has redefined 
our reception of these great narratives by the 
way they are processed and projected on 
technologically aided visual devices, and 
even as they gradually migrate from Motion 
Picture Film production to Digital and Film 
Cinematography.  Thus what we know about 
fictional characters in book form is changed 
by the presence of video images, redirecting 
plots, settings, costumes, dialogues and 
characterization by screen-playing the 
author‘s works after series of omissions and 
inclusions to suite the set, and even more as 
these stories also find their way into 3D 
animations through Computer Generated 
Imaging, by the digital revolution of blue 
screen and video graphics. So the need to 
create new visual experience, not only in the 
cinemas but also in multimedia theatre 
directed productions brings literature at the 
door step of film-makers, who serve as 
brokers between the two art forms. Not that 
literature functionally and completely relies 
on processed video, aided projection and 
stage directed realism in order to gain and 
register the sort of commanding visibility 
common in television programming and 
cinematic images, but the formal space of the 
cinema and theatre have proven and 
assumed a more forceful critical arena for 
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direct dialogue, dissimilation and interaction 
with imagery portrayed in works of literature. 
 
The research effort of film directors and 
scriptwriters attest to this claim. As 
adaptation of great works of literature hits 
Broadway, our sense of interaction between 
both forms of art is brought into critical 
scrutiny, focusing on the genre of 
cinematography, lending digital imagery to 
semantics. Between 2011 and 2013, of many 

adaptations that were premiered, two 
nineteenth century master prose works, Anna 
Karenina by Leo Tolstoy and Les Miserables 
by Victor Hugo, caught our attention.  It was 
not just the high definition cinematic 
imagery, heightened drama, performance 
and audio theatricality that held us 
spellbound, but the rich casts of the movies, 
who brought into screen two of one of the 
greatest fictions in the history of literature 
into 35mn video range. 

 
  

 
 
 
The voice of the narrator chimes out those 
sober arresting words in ―Anna Karenina,‖ 
―Happy families are all alike; every unhappy 
family is unhappy in its own way,‖ which for 
a century and a half has remained one of the 
most popular sentences in the passage of a 
literary work. It evokes from there the society 
and private lives of Imperial Russia, 
chronicling the infidelity of Arcadievitch 
Oblonsky in the novel stared by Matthew 
Macfadyen—from which became the fate of 
Anna Karenina played by Keira Knightley, 
who on her way to Moscow to convince her 
sister-in-law Daria "Dolly" Alexandrovna 
played by Kelly Macdonald not to divorce 
her brother Oblonky, fell in love with Count 
Alexei Vronsky starred by Aaron Johnson, 
which saw her asking for a divorce from her 
own husband Alexei Karenin played by Jude 
Law. The film like the novel explores the 
tragic fate of these characters. From the 
conversion of Karenin who found a kind of 
escapist succour in Christianity to the suicide 
of his mutually estranged wife Anna 

Karenina, who became emotionally 
possessed despite the refusal of her husband 
to grant her a divorce, following her amorous 
affair with Vronsky—bringing shame and 
ridicule to both the Oblonky‘s and Karenin‘s 
family, it was really a fantastic illumination 
from a cinematographic point of view, having 
the cinema to bring into public reception a 
published work of literature of about 853 
pages into a 35mn film, running 130 
minutes.  
 
For the same cinematographical reason, we 
thought very highly of the adaptation of 
Anna Karenina, as a new visual alternative for 
dialoguing with nineteenth century Russian 
existential realism with all its moral notions 
and tensions over the potential institutional 
shift and power control between the 
peasants and the Oligarch. The problematic 
contradictions that place the individual within 
the norms and prejudices of modern society 
is highlighted in the republicanism of Hugo 
as against the lighting rod of the bourgeois, 
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brought into the fore in his magnum opus 
Les Miserables, adapted as an epic musical 
drama.  
 
With the exceptional picture quality of 
Relativity Media and Working Title Films, the 
director of the movie Tom Hooper had some 
of Hollywood best to work with, starring 
Russell Crowe as the police inspector Javert, 
Anne Hathaway as Fantine, Hugh Jackman as 
Jean Valjean.  
 
The novel tells the shocking and disturbing 
story of a man Jean Valjean, who was 
imprisoned for 19 years for stealing a loaf of 
bread. His escape from prison and rise to 

wealth before becoming the mayor of a 
town. The ruthless police officer, Javert, knew 
his past and was determined to bring him to 
justice despite his leading a good life. 
Valjean, the ex-convict, supported the 
prostitute, Fantine, and took care of her 
daughter, Cosette, played by Amanda 
Seyfried. The novel is a huge narrative 
panorama, combining historical, 
philosophical and moral dicta spanning 
fictional 17 years, but with modern 
cinematography the audience was made not 
to miss the uncommon charity of Bishop 
Myriel starred by Colm Wilkinson and the 
rascal Eponine played by Samantha Barks. 

 

 
 
The testimony of the Thénardiersplayed by 
Helena Bonham Carter and Sacha Baron 
Cohen against Valjean in court, revealed how 
one man, a police officer, urged by a sense of 
duty, ensured the law takes its course over 
the act of murder committed by Valjean, 
coupled with an act of theft against12-year-
old Petit Gervais. Having been touched by 
such disturbing build ups and moments that 
forced Fantine to sell her beautiful hair and 
teeth, in order to take care of her daughter 
Cosette and scenes of torture of Valjean and 

impoverished Parisians, and as the movie 
draws to an end, we are moved to tears over 
the struggle of a man (with wide range of 
sound track accompaniments), Valjean, who 
after renouncing the life of a criminal, and 
genuinely so by his humanitarianism, was 
never given a chance by government, that 
made it impossible for the repented to live, 
not only by sanctioning poverty but 
strengthening it by law. And so when Valjean 
passed on in the convent, though a light was 
extinguished but before it did, it had lit 
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several and one of them was Cosette, who 
stood by his side. The adaptation retained 
with astonishing 54 musicals and sound 
tracks mostly for defining scenes; some of 
which were sung by the characters, so that 
the spirit of the troubling age in France 
evoked by Hugo in the novel becomes 
intimate to us, as it is heightened with 
cinematic picture and a marathon 
performance which the scope of the novel 
demanded. 
 
Never mind, as you would notice, my 
reference had been so far on nineteenth 
century literature. It is not because a number 
of nineteenth century writers provided 
diverse reservoir of mnemonic imagery 
suitable for screen picture for the past 120 
years, it is perhaps, because, works of those 
periods had captured the attention of film-
makers based on their extraordinary 
popularity as classics; not only in the 
academics but within the enlightened circle 
of cinema aficionados, distribution agencies, 
who have had to determine to some extent 
the jack pot in the box office, viewing right 
by advertising companies. And again, if it 
were for the merit of being ‗‘classics‘‘ for 
them to be adapted into film, then there will 
be nothing compared to fourteenth century 
playwright William Shakespeare, who have 
had his works and the life of some of his 
stage characters adapted into TV series and 
in films, since 1912 to the present day. For 
example, numerous writers cut across such 
as the English romantic writer Jane Austen, 
the Russian poet and prose writer Boris 
Pasternak, African-American author Frank 
Yerby, twenty first century British 
photographer Ben Evans, exploring the 
theme of spiritual poverty in The Wasteland 
and Four Quartets by T. S. Eliot; American 

artist Matthew Weinstein, only in February of 
2013 at The Sonnabend Gallery in New York, 
with his 3D animation videos including 
dialogue and musical, installations—
biographically parodied the naturalism and 
Marxism in the theatre of Bertolt Brecht; and 
Takashi Murakami in such recent paintings, 
notably, Mononoke (2013) and in his 
Superflat Monogram, typical for their 
psychedelic and consumerist driven 
representation, explores the subject of 
legendary creatures in Japanese oral literature 
and folklore—the interaction between 
literature and art, away from the focus of 
fourteenth  and nineteenth century works in 
relation to its illumination in the fine art, is 
theoretically expanded in diverse 
contemporary artistic practices within the 
past 12 years. 
 
Let us consider the following strategies of 
representation:  French dramatist Samuel 
Beckett and poet and performance artist Vito 
Acconci, replaces the device of language as a 
tool for human transaction by appropriate the 
rhetoric of gesture and sometimes incoherent 
use of language to reveal the 
meaninglessness of human action. This 
system of artistic interrogation was common 
towards the end of the Second World War 
and the post-war protest, reactionary and 
unconventional dramaturgical practice of 
Beckett, known as the theatre of the absurd, 
from which the performance of Acconci 
draws inspiration from as a strategy for 
interrogating the everyday activities of man 
and the impact of modern technology on the 
existing individual. Like Beckett, Acconci 
appropriates the device of repetition in his 
representation, placing his body as a 
medium.



 
 

 
 
The first three black and white picture slides 
by the left above, shows recorded 
photographic images of Acconci‘s 
performance Step Piece (1970), in the artist‘s 
studio. The performance is motivated by 
Beckett‘s early novel Watt (1953), a novel 
centred on the largely ‗immobile‘ tramp 
Watt, who struggled to make meaning out 
from his existence; first, from the house of 
Mr. Knott where he lived and later grew 
disillusioned about and then from the arrival 
of the Galls. Acconci‘s Step Piece seems to 
focus on the dry humour of Watt and his 
delirious use of language punctuated with 
repetitions without meaning. This is 
dramatized by Acconci in Step Piece as he 
makes his way up the wooden object of a 
stool and in the same manner makes his way 
down, covering thirty steps in a minute.   
 
The dialogue in Beckett‘s work  becomes 
enlarged in the deliberately boring, unwitty, 
tiresome and exhaustive enactment of the 
medium of the body to convey meaning in 
Acconci‘s Step Piece. If the body is utilized 
and transformed into an object and subject of 
demonstrative visual analysis, then literature 
provides the script, as shown between the 
rigidity of Acconci‘s gestural performance 
and the absurdity of Beckett‘s Watt; an 
existential theme further explored in his 
plays Happy Days (1961), where the 

character Winnie is placed in a physical 
entrapment that gradually sinks her, and her 
husband, Willie, is separated from her with a 
closet, alienating both as communication 
becomes abortive. Also, in Waiting for Godot 
(1953), the audience is made to expect the 
arrival of Godot from the first to last act of 
the play, but Godot didn‘t show up. These 
plays most likely provides the background for 
Acconci‘s work as the audience‘s expectation 
is dashed having repeatedly seen the artist 
doing the same thing over and over again. 
 
Apart from cases where a pictorial narrative 
is established and derived from a work of 
literature to a work of art as we have seen so 
far, instances also abound where a work of 
art implies or is ensconced within the 
narrative interpretation of literature. This sort 
of approach to art criticism might be 
uncritical as meaning becomes a subject of 
emotional reaction rather than one based on 
a reasoned judgment, but it is never the less 
irrelevant since most artworks, especially 
realist paintings or those of aestheticism, are 
composed to give a factual account about 
reality or to elicit a certain emotional mood, 
whereby the artist‘s figures becomes his 
characters as the work vividly tells a story. 
Yinka Shonibare in his The Death of Leonardo 
Da Vinci in the Arms of Francis I—Francois-
Guillaume Menageot (2011)  



 
initiates a pictorial discourse on photography 
as literature; although this is an adaptation of 
the original 1781 oil on canvas painting, The 
Death of Leonardo da Vinci in the Arms of 
Francis Iby French artist François-Guillaume 
Menageot. 
 
For this directed shot, Shonibare dressed his 
characters to capture the fashion trend of 
18th century France; as the female figures are 
costumed in the robe à la Française style, 
while the male figures‘ dress suggests a 
three piece frockcoat, waistcoat and probably 
a pantaloon. Near the bed of Leonardo Da 
Vinci, are four figures: three at the left hand 
side, backing the black maid and the man 
behind her who appeared to have entered 
the room in curiosity, probably led by the 
maid after his attention was called. With the 
position of the man standing at the head of 
the bed, probably a physician, attending to 
the dying Da Vinci, our focus drops on him, 
staring helpless at the physician in hope of 
revival at the brink of death. Behind the 
physician are three people also. They are 
arranged by Shonibare in such a way that the 
viewer can interpret the expression on their 
faces. The kneeling black man on black suit 
solemnly clips his hands in front of him, 
staring at the man on the bed, while the old 
lady beside him and the bald headed aged 
man beside her, stars at Da vinci as do the 
kneeling man who‘s either a servant or an 
assistant to the physician. 
 
The artist, in this photograph, included some 
interesting details that hints at a narrative 

build up before the actual death scene as it is 
common in the plot of either a prose work or 
scene in a play. Notice the chair in front of 
the bed.On it is a rolled canvas and behind it 
is the object of a drawing board. It means 
that Da Vinci was probably painting before 
his health failed him. The pair of shoes at the 
foot of the bed means that there was time to 
remove his shoes before placing him onto 
the bedin order to make the dying Italian 
Renaissance master comfortable. Shonibare 
attempts to define each character on the 
photograph: from the bald headed man we 
observe a resolute figure, unmoved and 
staring with apparent indifference, while the 
lady beside him is also equally composed 
without signs of anxiety; but the kneeling 
man beside her is worried over the man on 
the bed. The physician is very calm. The man 
at the far left of the bed, as though hidden 
behind the man in the middle, is pensive. 
The man in the middle is most likely Francis I. 
He holds Da Vinci by the wrist and carefully 
restrains the agitated woman from offering 
the dying painter water in a silver cup with 
his left hand. While the black maid at the 
door expresses shock, the man behind her 
raises his hand forward as though making an 
inquiry or pressing an objection. This way, 
Shonibare infuses drama and narrative 
dynamism into the scene as he does not only 
recall people‘s unique responses before the 
face of tragedy but also, what the mood is 
usually like at the scene of the death of a 
great man. And the blanket on the bed, the 
combination of bright yellow and green 
patterns on Da Vinci‘s cloth together with his 
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white hair (whichcontrasts the predominately 
dark background in the print and the dresses 
of the figures around him) makes the 
character of the Italian painter the centre of 
concentration in the story-telling rendition of 
Shonibare. 
 
The deconstruction of an art work as a literary 
narrative assumes even a more forceful 
presence, in Jacques-Louis David painting 
The Death of Socrates (1787), as shown right 
above. Here the last moment of the ancient 
Greek philosopher as originally told by Plato 
in the philosophical dialogue Crito becomes 
the focus of attention in the painting by 
David. But this he does by effectively 
portraying Socrates in company with his 
disciples inside his prison cell, in a striking 
and tensed manner common with story-
tellers who masterfully recounts crucial 
moment in the life of their characters. 
 
The condemned Socrates is depicted bare 
chested by David, with his robe hanged 
across his shoulder, seated on the bed of his 
cell and surrounded by his distressed and 
loyal disciples, who are left overwhelmed 
over the impending death of their master. 
The unrelenting thinker, while his disciples 
mourn behind him, immersed himself in the 
debate on the subject of the immortality of 
the soul, as recorded in the dialogue by 
Plato, before a figure sitting closed to him, 
believed by critics to be Crito. Socrates is 
calm as he makes a postulating gesture with 
his finger upward, emphasizing his point as 
he mindlessly reaches for the cistern of 
poison brought forward to him by the prison 
official, who also could not stand the sight 
and hid his face away in dread. Opposite the 
prison guard is a figure whose hands are 
placed on the wall for balance as he is 
distraught over the tragic condition about to 
befall Socrates. In the dialogue, Crito, Plato 
narrated that one of the disciples, 
Apollodorus, was asked to go away by 
Socrates because he was emotionally 
overwhelmed by the condemnation of his 
master; and the grief stricken figure, 

demoralized and bemused is Appolodorus. 
Ahead of Appolodorus at the distance, are 
three figures making their way up the 
staircase: the older figure in a hue of earthly 
robe, is either a prisoner or a prison guard 
led or escorted by two subordinates, who 
most likely had just left the cell of Socrates. 
Seated in a dignified and meditative manner 
is Socrates disciple, Plato, whose reaction to 
the death sentence of his master is taken in a 
thoughtful calm. Unlike the rest, Plato is 
depicted by David as an embodiment of 
wisdom as a scroll lies beside his foot 
together with an ink pot with which Crito 
was probably recorded. In this painting, like 
what we have observed in Shonibare‘s 
chromogenic print, David also had placed 
objects in the foreground of his canvas. They 
comprise the scroll and ink pot previously 
highlighted and now, the shackles on the 
floor, which hints that the philosopher, 
Socrates, was in chains but unshackled when 
the moment of his execution arrived. Again  
Shonibare portrayed Da Vinci in a unique 
bright cloth for narrative distinction, David 
rendered Socrates with his torso and upper 
frame of his body clearly defined with details 
and a white robe around him which contrast 
the tunic of Crito.  The prison guard is 
highlighted as this is re-enforced with the 
Davy's gray brick wall of the cell. The wall 
also forms a background behind Socrates, 
emphasizing his sage figure and intellectual 
strength conveyed in his entire frame, 
particularly with the vertically symbolic 
pointed figure. With the vocabulary of 
colours, David like Shonibare succeeds in 
giving a prose-like narrative account about 
the death of two characters: one, an Italian 
Renaissance painter on his death bed, in a 
room surrounded by loved ones and the 
other an ancient Greek philosopher 
condemned to death by the state for his 
teachings. The scene, setting and method of 
representation of both works appropriates 
narrative techniques common in literature as 
each character in the artworks is composed 
with a life and history of their own. 
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For 500 years, beginning from the 15th 
century to the middle of the 19th century, 
the compositional surfaces of Western 
European painters, print makers —and the 
molding block of sculptors among other 
mainstream themes—were interspersed with 
characters from Greek mythology, figures of 
Roman chthonic realm, Judeo-Christian 

accounts on the origin of the universe, tales 
of morality derived from the bible and 
illustrations from English and Gothic verses, 
as part of a conscious visual artistic 
engagement and response to the oral and 
written literature of their time. As 
commanding these artworks might be, 

 

 
in terms of their rhetorical power, detailed 
exploration of the nude human body and 
visual depth, nothing really sets them apart 
or unites them completely with the genre of 
the spoken or the written word except that in 
analytical reconstructionism, they are first 
regarded as an artwork before being viewed 
as a literary signifier, and this alone 
compromises, if you would agree with me, 
their affinity with literature even though they 
embody a literary reading as much as they 
primarily make reference to literature or 

alludes characters within the geography of 
literature. I maintain that—as an artwork is 
and as it is explicitly called—so do literary 
works—eliciting different reactions from us 
since the power of the composed picture is 
not the same thing with the written or the 
spoken word; and my reference is based on 
The Triumph of Galatea by Rapheal as do the 
Florentine artist Bronzino‘s An Allegory of 
Cupid with Venus. Both works are mnemonic 
illustrations based on the figures of Greek 
Mythology. One is centred on Galatea with 
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reference to cupid and Cyclopwhile the other 
is on Cupid and Venus with other symbolic 
figures. What is common with these 
paintings is that they are a direct reference to 
the amourous. For An Allegory of Cupid with 
Venus, its focus on the incestuous 
philandering between the goddess Venus 
and her son Cupid is renowned for its erotic 
imagery. Rapheal and Bronzino set these 
figures on a visual plane that gives life to 
both works as do John William Waterhouse in 
The Lady of Shalott, illustrating the Arthurian 
inspired poem by English poet Alfred Lord 
Tennyson, visually depicting the following 
lines: ‗‘And down the river‘s dim expanse / 
Like some bold seer in a trance… / with a 
glassy countenance / Did she look to 
Camelot.‘‘ In Waterhouse‘s painting we 
witness almost the same lyrical and detail 
description of its subject like the clear 
interplayof figurative imagery evoked in the 
works of Brozino and Rapheal, which brings 
the Greek cosmos into a highlight of 
narrative drama. We find the same visual 
narrative lyricism in the monumental fresco 
work Sistine Chapel Ceiling by Michelangelo, 
as he retold in his series of illustrative and 
figurative compositions, the Christian account 
of the origin of the universe and an 
illumination on some sections in the bible. As 
wooing and objective as these works might 
be, not only in terms of their figuration and 
pictorialization to the approach of the 
subjects they represents but the almost direct 
interpretative simulation they retain and 
leave us with, they are still far from having 
the kind of affinity an artwork that largely 
incorporates the written text or aesthetic 
forms as symbols might have with literature.   
 
As I have said before, in my reference and 
analysis of Waterhouse‘s, Brozino‘s, 

Rapheal‘s and Michelangelo‘s works, the 
stylistic variant of a text-based representation 
in the fine art when compared with 
figuration, brings art closer to literature than 
the pictorial even though both are related to 
literature. And it is from this we are also able 
to clearly draw the line between literature 
and art, when we bring the pictorial into 
perspective; and the relational quality of the 
closeness between literature and art 
becomes direct, renowned and ‗replicative‘ 
when we consider text-based representation 
or one that articulately infuses symbols and 
alphabetic signs. 
 
The relational quality in this case convers 
both content and form. We find the same 
thing in the pictorial as well, when we 
conduct a survey on the subject and theme 
of a work of art or perhaps to highlight issues 
raised by such work of art. Nigerian artist 
Damola Adepoju in his painting 
Topographical Portrait (2010) explores this 
compositional style by employing elements 
of the written word and innovated textual 
forms to reveal an aesthetic possibility which 
makes direct reference to content and form. 
In this work you would notice that Adapoju 
deftly deploys the written word or text, to 
create a monumental image of the portrait of 
a lady. This system of representation recalls 
the mural embellishment of the practice of 
graffiti as well as the semiotic medium of 
hieroglyphics, where signs and symbols 
becomes visual language. The figure in the 
painting is coyed with an imposed smile 
around her face even as the sense of hauteur 
projected by her hennaed lips, suggests an 
amazing personality, caught in the fury of 
textual decoration, without concealing her 
elated mood. The arrangement of the text 
conveys arresting, witty, poetic and 
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homosocial feminine phraseologies, as it 
embodies the tone of protest language and 
thematic captions bordering on philosophical 
meditation. However, the work, technically, 
explores the medium of drawing and 
painting, to be viewed perhaps as a genre, 
where texts assume the function of line. 
What this means is that, Adepoju replaces 
the element of line with text, to create a 
basically lineal composition. Topographical 
Portrait is communicative in nature as the 
images and messages are open to clear 
interpretation. The dimensions of the texts 
are constructed in various graphical fonts 
resembling calligraphy, to suite the 
compositional purpose of the artist. Smaller 
texts are used to outline the shape of the 
figure. It made it easier for Adepoju to give 
the check area of the lady‘s face, volume and 
proportion.  The bold texts, such as the 
conspicuous register inbetween her stylized 
lips, on her forehead and at the both ends of 
her face, compliment and heightens the work 
as textual expression, positioned to reflect 
facial form. The relational quality between art 
and literature, unlike the figurative works we 
have initially highlighted, converges on a 
genuine plane as we place these text-based 
renditions on a scale of proximity derived 
from the scope of literature. With Dvora 
Barzilai, the line becomes blurred and we feel 
a kind of theoretic intimacy as we follow her 
exploration of the Hebrew language. 

 
For her, the structure of language is engaged 
in its transformative possibility as a work of 
art, a tool for formal communication where 
rules of grammar are observed and broken at 
the same time. In Barkat Habit-Schrieb 
(2006), Barzilai explores in blue 
monochrome the subject of the ancient 
Hebrew tablet. Her choice of colour for the 
composition perhaps is to corroborate the 
Rabbinic teaching in the Talmud, which 
claims that the Ten Commandments as 
handed over by Moses to God in the Book of 
Exodus, was of the quality of blue sapphire. 
The work‘s relief surface looks as though the 
artist had punctured the block letters in type, 
from behind the canvas rather than building 
them unto the body of the canvas, to give it 
the kind of base it has. Its cursive 
construction helps to appreciate the effort of 
Barzilai in carefully combining, for example, 
the letter of Dalet, Aleph, Chet, Tsade, and 
Resh with Masoretic pointings to render a 
mechanical composition similar to the 
limestone temple tablet of middle Semitic 
script.  Barkat Habit-Schrieb opens up a new 
understanding, an interesting one, to the 
development of the Hebrew language, not 
completely away from the influence and 
epoch of its evolving stylistic variants, 
traceable to Egyptian hieroglyphics and the 
Phoenician script. One thing about her work 
is that it changes the way we view and talk 
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about art. It reduces our analysis to that 
which is synonymous to the structure of 
linguistics and our referentials within the 
scope of how language is being appropriated 
and processed to convey meaning and to 
create imagery, which is not too far from one 
of the main purposes of literature. In Adom 
Olam executed by Barzilai in 2011, she had 
constructed her work to resemble a stunning 
replica of a fine gold tablet. It is rendered in 
thin flowing strokes, with close association to 
the Aramaic system, deftly etched as each 
sentence oddly begins from the right. You 
had thought it had been carefully preserved 
after being unearthed by an archeologist, 
polished every now and then to keep its 
glossy, limestone shine anew. It reminds us 
that though the era of tablet inscription had 
long passed—relics still exist as a proof to its 
stenographic conduct; a manual medium in 
an age where the written word was 
sacrosanct and equal to no other. And the 
slab surface of stone, cut in blocks, had been 
a cherished medium of retrieval prior to the 
discovery of papyrus. Something of the 

afterlife is suggested in Barzilai‘s Adom Olam 
or even a prayer for the dead. In Judaism, 
death is not a tragedy but a natural process 
of life. And a prayer, according to the Jewish 
faith, is more of introspection even if it is 
supposedly offered for the dead. The object 
of the stone tablet has remained, for Barzilai, 
a direct reference and medium of 
expression—from which she comfortably 
conveys on canvas the continual revival of 
Jewish religion, philosophy, history and 
customs. Occasionally she retains the ancient 
form of the Hebrew language, by adding 
diacritical signs or something close to the 
abjad as an applied system to the 
representation of the Hebrew language, a 
practice which doubles her role as an artist 
and a visual linguist and a user of language. 
This is particularly crucial as she brings to the 
fore an innovation detached at the same time 
from the Imperial Aramaic and Mandaic 
writing systems. I think you will appreciate 
her work more as both art and literature and 
one that bears 

 
the sort of proximity and reflect the very 
essence of the written word as an art form, if 
you are familiar with the literary culture and 
tradition from which the Hebrew language 
has evolved from so far. Word, for Barzilai, is 
like gold. That is why for every rendered 
letter, there is a keen and careful attention 
devoted to detail, which makes her work 
more expressive and unique. In Jerusalem 
Sheli Zhaave painted in 2011, we would 
notice that Barzilai did not only composed 

this miniature the way she did just to impose 
its presence on us, but to draw our attention 
to the way she had rendered each letter by 
her method of detailing to retain its status as 
an alphabet. In this work, she introduces an 
element of calligraphy. The written word for 
her, assumes a new status of logogram under 
this direction. For example, despites its 
Yiddish stylistic with clear vowel inflictions 
and literation, the alphabets are composed to 
reflect an attempt to the mastery of drawn 
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items. In this sense, the alphabets are treated 
beyond signs or even perhaps, symbols. 
They are now an object that requires a 
special attention, divorced from mere 
grammar to an expression of beautiful 
writing. Each letter in Jerusalem Sheli Zhaave  
are represented to be as linearly correct 
without fault to prototype—as they are at the 
same time eligible and  retains interesting 
aesthetic qualities. The outcome of her 
written wordsare so much close to the works 
of Chinese masters such as Huang Ruheng, Li 
Bai, Mi Fu, OuyangXun, Liu Gongquan, Yan 
Zhenqing, Su Shi and Chu Suiliang—in terms 
of its approach to writing so as to develop 
and sustain the quality of motion, density 
and dynamism pursued by these ancient 
calligraphers.  

 
Even in these Chinese calligraphers, we find 
in their works also, an instructive reference 
on the proximity between art and literature, 
with the rendered texts occupying a critical 
link to this reframing of the written word—as 
both art and as literature; and as bearing a 
more direct reference to literature than the 
figurative in the fine art. Not only does the 
early Chinese calligraphical writings points to 
this fact, but we also find this in a 7th century 
copy of the Qur‘an in vellum folio. Let us 
consider a work by OuyangXun, Ni Zan and 
Wang Xianzhi in establishing this claim, 
before turning to the Qur‘an for further 
reference. 

 
 

On the left is the ink piece Water and 
Bamboo Dwelling by Ni Zan. We see the 
typical compositional technique of Chinese 
landscape painting tradition like those of the 
Tang Dynasty,as Zan renders in the middle 
ground of his paper—pines on a mass of 
hillock showing the application of fine brush 
line in defining forms and showing the effect 
of earthly hues in the hillocks. Zan had 
carefully composed the mountain in the 
painting with attention to two things: a 
subtle gradational order which reveals a 

rather simulation of natural formation of the 
mountain and an illusion to spatial depth, 
especially when you see how he had 
positioned the mountain at the background 
of the work to reflect perspective. The 
painting is greatly contrasted with red seals 
affixed in square and round shape around the 
edges of the work, complimented with 
inscriptions in character types common with 
the tradition of calligraphy in China. What 
this inscription holds for us apart from its 
design ornamentation on the piece, is its 
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reference to the stylized written word. 
Despite the fact that Zan‘s work is a 
figurative painting, the culture of writing is 
incorporated to expand its meaning and it is 
this which arrest out attention on the 
significance of the incorporation of text in 
Chinese art—leaving it to function as art and 
open to an interpretation as literature. In 
works where we have just text as its subject, 
our reading becomes more specific, more 
literary oriented, as of the genre of 
calligraphy where words and meaning are 
convey to express design patterns. An 
excerpt of Ouyang Xun‘s stone rubbing in 
the middle and Wang Xianzhi‘s copy of a 
text on the right, are a display of two 
different scripts. The cursive block types of 
Xun‘s work are illuminated by the black 
background of the rubbing, allowing the 
viewer to focus on the text and appreciate its 
density—so that as meaning is encoded in 
the text, a deliberate attempt to display 
writing skill is obvious. It is not only what the 

calligraphers wants to convey with their text 
that matters, but how the text is represented; 
that is way Xianzhi‘s writing is decoratively 
different from that of Xun‘s own. In Xianzhi‘s 
work there is movement or motion which 
suggests that the artist had rendered his text 
with spontaneity. But again in this writing 
practice—poetry, idioms, riddles and wise 
sayings are usually one of the prominent 
themes that adorns either the scrolls, paper, 
rubbing or canvas on to which these 
calligraphers writes. So as these writing 
surfaces serves as a platform for the 
expression of their art, it is also a medium of 
documentation for their writings, which 
qualifies it as a work of literature and a work 
of art.  
 
In the works of contemporary African artists 
such as Rachid Koraiichi, Victor Ekpuk, 
Nyornuwofia Agorsor and Lalla Essaydi, we 
are presented with a critical system 

 

 
of representation as these artists appropriates 
diverse texts and signs from conventional 
and their own cultural sources as medium to 
create forms, shapes and symbols encoded in 
meanings but traceable and reducible to the 
genre of literature. And on the other way 
round, exploring the dynamism of the 
written word in other scholarly possibilities, 
that is from literature to science, we find in 
the recent body of works by Nigerian artist 
Moyo Okediji, what appears rather curious 
but a genuine visual interpretation of the 

Yoruba Ifa literary corpus in the light of 
mathematics, as he partly strips them off 
their literary and mystical meaning to include 
in them a numerical status which places 
them also on the realm of calculus.  
 
While Nigerian artist Ekpuk in his painting 
Composition #8 (2010),primarily explores 
the traditional aesthetic element of Nsibidi, 
infusing idealized drawings and innovated 
symbols and signs borrowed from other 
cultures, to create a work embellished and 
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interspersed with images, images encoded in 
meanings as they represents a vast array of 
forms to convey folkloric massages, poetic 
imagery, mystery and oral musing; Algerian 
artist Koraiichi, like Ekpuk, in his lithograph 
Poème de Beirut #9 (undated),engages the 
elongated shape of words in a stylized 
manner but unlike Ekpuk, Koraiichi focuses 
on the Arabic text. He is interested in the 
possibility of the design quality of this text as 
well as its sacred and orthodoxical meaning. 
Islamic calligraphy assumes a fresh 
dimension in Koraiichi‘s series of related 
works Poème de Beirut #9, as he depicts 
with bold brush stroke letters in the middle 
of the work and creates from vertical to 
diagonal position Arabic writings in small 
letters to form massive borders around the 
work. So for Koraiichi, text is transformed 

into a design element like the Chinese 
calligraphers, and at the same time is 
retained to convey meaning. But In 
Agorgor‘s large scale painting The Story 
Problem (2012), we encounter something a 
little bite different as she adopts a more 
radical approach to representation. While the 
work of this Ghanaian artist interrogates 
through text, in registers of evenly mounted 
black boards depicted on her canvas, modern 
epistemological trend and scientific truth 
from geometrics to linguistics to religion and 
philosophy, she divorces herself completely 
from the somewhat preservative art of 
Koraiichi and the cosmopolitanism of Ekpuk 
to place her art on the introspective as she 
disputes known facts and deliberately 
distorts their meaning. For example, the 
mathematical problems she engages are 

 

 
 
elementary in nature. Perhaps she does this 
to investigate our foundation of education 
and knowledge system which is influenced 
by British colonialism. She uses the same 
approach for her investigation on simple 
English sentences, structured as a tool for 
reflection where a particular expression 
comes under critical survey as the 
background of her works alludes the space of 
a class room, she assumes the role of a 
teacher while the viewer becomes the pupil. 
If Agorsor grows skeptical about Western 
education and challenges orthodox science 

through her bizarre appropriation of texts 
and mathematical figures, which in its close 
arrangement takes the form of text and 
becomes associated with it by simulation, 
Moyo Okediji in his organically related works 
offers a fresh approach to the study of 
mathematics and renews our fate in science. 
Okediji does not challenge these 
mathematical claims like Agorsor, instead he 
expands its branch through his binary based 
derivation from the Ifa Corpus, as he has 

demonstrated in Ỏdỉ Méjỉ (2013), Ỏkánrá 
Méjỉ(2013) and Eji Ogbe (2013), where the 
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literary meaning embedded in this ancient 
Yoruba divination system is replaced with 
versified odd and even numbers to set up 
subtractive and inferential calculative week 
sheets. What this means is that Okediji 
retains the physical structure of the corpus 
and changes its content. The artist arrived at 
these mathematic inferences by 
reinterpreting the unparalleled semiotic 
marks which also recalls forms in 
hieroglyphics inside the form of the 

divination board which bears the head of Esu, 
Yoruba track star god. The form of the vertical 
lines which proceeds from the divination 
board, maintains the oral and literary nature 
of the Ifa Corpus. With figurative forms in 
numbers intone with textual characteristics 
by way of arrangement in OKediji‘s and 
Agorsor‘s works, their closeness to literature 
unlike that of Koraiichi, Ekpuk and Essaydi, 
are subtle. 

 
 
 

 
 
But in Essaydi‘s Les Femmes du Maroc 
(2008), we find a unique approach to the 
culture of bodily decoration which also offers 
us an interesting interpretation to the body 
as a monument on which the written word is 
critically projected. The female body of 
Essaydi‘sphotographed model, unlike 
Adepoju‘s Topographical Portraitin which the 
subject is pontilized in text, was first 
processed into a visual plane by being 
costumed in white fabric to make way and 
create visibility for the hand written texts, 
and you would see this from her hair tie to 
the fabric around her chest to the backdrop 

behind her and the surface on which she 
recline her figure on. Her skin and the fabric 
are unified and harmonized by the carefully 
designed writings in small Arabic type while 
the spread sheet under her is boldly 
interspersed with linear types not different 
from the backdrop but varies with the curtain 
hung at the fear right of the picture. She is 
camouflaged in the picture by the recurring 
motif of texts which also, subtly, 
abtractionized her form. But what is 
fundamental in this reframing of the body or 
reinvention of it in the context of literature is 
that, Essaydi has converted the body into an 
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alternative writing surface, from which we 
encounter words and relate with them in 
their coherent format as a creative sentential 
expression and as calligraphic-like display in 
textual orientation, layered on to the skin, 
which like Adepoju‘s Topographical Portrait 
combine drawing and painting while 
Essaydi‘s subject is drawn upon before being 
photographed.  
 
Not only in recent times has the borders of 
literature and art negotiates a common 
space, our earliest acquaintance of this 
relationship dates back even before and after 
Sultans in the Ottoman period in Turkey and 
Persia right from the Achaemenid Empire, 
the Sassanid and down to the Jalayirid 
Dynasty commissioned miniaturists to 
illuminates stories and verses and embellish 
book covers; kings in Hellenistic Greece have 
commissioned illustrations of epic poems 
and emperors such as Xuange and Hongli of 
the Quing Dynasty in China commissioned 
artist who depicted scenes from traditional 
Chinese folklores, the Carolingians of the 
Frankish Empire commissioned illuminated 
manuscripts of the gospel from metal works 
to sculptures to frescos and mosaics so as the 
famous illustration of the Hindu epic 
 
Razmnama, Mahabharata by the son of king 
Akbar of the Mughal empire, Jahangir, who 
made Mughal a centre of art patronage 
where artists such as Govardhan, Manohar 
and Abu‘l-Hasan rose to become masters 
reputed for their lavishly embellished works 
of staggering beauty and Gudea under the 
southern Mesopotamia Empire of Lagash 
encouraged the production of artworks that 
transformed the artistic landscape and 
reception of the Neo-Sumerian culture which 
made way for important illustrations of 
Sumerian hymns. So that by the time 
Auguste Rodin had depicted 180 figures in 
his monumental mounted sculpture The Gate 
of Hell (1880) from Dante Alighieri's ‗‘The 
Inferno,‘‘ with memorable scenes in the epic 
verse such as the poet Dante‘s first encounter 
with his fellow countryman and poet Virgil in 

hell, who later became his guardian in the 
voyage after his progress from the first gate 
was impeded by three beasts who would not 
let him continue his journey in Canto I of the 
Divine Comedy. awe had read in history 
books as early as the 11th and 12th century 
how literary works in different genres have 
found their ways and have been casted in 
diverse visual artistic mediums, making not 
only Rodin illustrations but many other 
important artists before and after them—
active participants in a negotiation that 
predates them and cuts across the rich 
cultures of the world, from which historical 
evidence exist on how art and literature have 
been leapfrogging each other, lending 
visibility to one another in a cross-cultural 
lens and through multilingual strategies 
within and outside the space of 
cinematography and painting. 
 
 
And the rise of the generation of writers who 
also paint, such as the 21th century Saint 
Lucian poet Derek Walcott, novelist and 
dramatist Gao Xingjian, suggests to us that 
neither of the two art forms, art and 
literature, provides a complete platform for 
artistic expression; as both continues to 
illuminate each, presenting to us different 
views of the same subject and beyond such 
that I am inclined to disregard the popular 
thinking that, picture says a thousand words, 
that is if it presupposes in the context of the 
referentials of imagery where the rhetoric of 
the spoken or the written word is considered 
less effective in dissemination and 
negotiation compared to the self-explanatory 
medium of pictures or visuals. For as I would 
say, both creates different levels of 
experience and reality, not that one 
illuminates effectively than the other.   
 
So I doubt very much if one medium is 
bigger than the other. For me, both are like a 
pair of wings attached to the body of a bird. 
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THIS SET of drawings are about decay and abandonment; about once 
functioning cities, neighborhoods, and buildings falling into disrepair 
while simultaneously being repurposed by potentially new 
communities for new uses. Visually distilled to basic architectural 
motifs: structure, facade, and urban plan, the drawings, in their 
banality, allow for broader contemplations on the reappropriation of 
culture, class, and communities. The works are also a commentary on 
architecture and urban planning that is developed as a commodity 
rather than centered on the human as a social and natural being, 
therefore reproducing and reinforcing the repressive aspects of 

economic deprivation and political marginalization.  

 

 
  

 

Olalekan Jeyifo | Political Impermanence of Place 



 

Saraba | Issue 14 | Art           118 

 
  



 

Saraba | Issue 14 | Art           119 

 
 

 
  



 

Saraba | Issue 14 | Art           120 

 
  



 

Saraba | Issue 14 | Art           121 

 
  



 

Saraba | Issue 14 | Art           122 

  
  



 

Saraba | Issue 14 | Art           123 

  
  



 

Saraba | Issue 14 | Art           124 

  
 
 
 
Is history truth? Is history immutable fact? How does an account 
of history affect ideas and embolden actions? 
 
Issue 15 of Saraba explores the idea of history as a complex web 
of entanglements, with different accounts producing diverse 
outcomes. 
 
Writers are encouraged to express their own versions of History, 
both personal and universal, and the weight of History on how 
life is led. 
 
Deadline: Wednesday October 2, 2013.

 

Call for Submissions 
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Allen Qing Yuan, born in Canada and aged 18, attends the 

University of British Columbia and lives in Vancouver, where he co-
publishes Poetry Pacific with his mentor poet father Changming Yuan 
(Submissions welcome at editors.pp@gmail.com). Recently 
interviewed by Nostrovia!Poetry, Yuan has poetry appear in 69 
journals/anthologies cross 16 countries, including Contemporary 
American Voices, Cordite Poetry Review, Istanbul Literary Review, 
Literary Review of Canada, Mobius, Paris/Atlantic, Poetry Scotland, 
Spillway, Taj Mahal Review and Two Thirds North.  
 

Chiagozie Fred Nwonwu writes fiction and non-fiction. He has a 

bias for speculative fiction and feels the pull from the immense 
material for stories of that nature around him. His short story 
"masquerade stories" was part of AfroSF, the first Pan-African science 
fiction anthology, published last year by story time. Another short 
story "annihilation" is part of Nigeria's first science fiction anthology, 
"Lagos 2060", upcoming from Dada books. 
 

Ifesinachi Okoli-Okpagu is an adventurous writer; playing in 

various genres and fields of writing such as prose, screenplay and 
copywriting. A former participant in the Farafina Trust Creative 
Writing Workshop, British Council Radiophonics Workshop and BBC 
World Service Trust Workshop, she has been published in various 
online journals and anthologies including The Maple Tree Literary 
Supplement, Sentinel Nigeria, African Roar 2012, World Pulse 
International Women‘s Magazine among many others. When she is 
not crafting stories or managing her Marketing Communications 
business, she is thinking of new ways to support women to live 
better lives. Ifesinachi is an alumnus of the University of Benin where 
she studied Fine and Applied Arts before obtaining a Masters Degree 
certificate in Marketing Communications from the Pan African 
University in Nigeria. Her first novel is currently under consideration 
for publishing. 
 

Kechi Nomu writes from Warri. In 2012, she took part in the 

Farafina Trust Creative Writing workshop. Her work has appeared in 
Sentinel Nigeria.  
 

Neo Ntsoma is the first woman recipient of the CNN African 

Journalist Award for photography. Among many of her other 
recognitions, she is also the recipient of the National Geographic All 
Roads Photography Award. Her photo-project, ―Kwaito culture - 
South African Youth ID:,‖ was exhibited in the Netherlands, Norway, 
Italy, Bangladesh and USA; and also appeared in a book, Moving in 
Time, an anthology of work in celebration of the 10 years of South 
Africa‘s democracy. She is the co-editor of a photographic book, 
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Women by Women, a celebration of the 50th anniversary of the 
1956 Woman‘s March, published by Wits University Press. 
 

Ndaba Sibanda is a published writer, former National Arts Merit 

Awards (NAMA) nominee, a writers‘ association chairperson, an 
English lecturer, an international ESL and EFL teacher and tutor, book 
editor, conference producer and researcher, and freelance journalist. 
In 2005, he published the book Love O‘clock, and edited a poetry 
anthology, It`s Time. In 2007, he was in a team of young 
writers/mentors on a British council project, Echoes of the Young. 
2010 saw him contribute to the anthology, Poems for Haiti, a South 
African anthology. 
 

Nebeolisa Okwudili is a student at Federal University of 

Technology, Minna. His poems and short stories have been 
published in The Latin Heritage Foundation, New Black Magazine, 
The Sun Newspapers, Blueprint Newspapers. He won third place at 
the 2012 Asian International Writing Competition in the poetry 
category. 
 

Okwiri Oduor is an East African writer. She lives in Nairobi, mainly 

avoiding a career in law. She is currently working on her first full 
length novel. 
 

Olalekan Jeyifo is a Nigerian-born, Brooklyn-based artist and 

designer. In May of 2000 he received a Bachelor's degree in 
Architecture from Cornell University where his focus of study was 
primarily on investigating the relevant potential for a variety of 
computer software within the fields of art, design and architecture. 
After graduating he enjoyed a 4 year tenure as a senior designer at 
the inimitable dbox before continuing on to pursue his creative 
compulsions full-time. Since then he's been fortunate enough to 
exhibit his artwork in venues throughout the world as well as create 
beautiful visuals for a variety of amazing clients. 
 

Paul Sika is an artist in photography. He was born on the 13th of 

July 1985 in Abidjan, Cote d‘Ivoire. Spending a considerable part of 
his younger years playing video games and programming 
calculators, he decides to study Software Engineering in order to also 
be able to make the electronic entertainments he loves so much. The 
United Kingdom and more specifically England is the land that 
welcomed him for his further education after obtaining a 
baccalaureate from Lycée Blaise Pascal, the French Lycée of Cote 
d‘Ivoire. 

In London, Paul falls in love with cinema; a love that leads him to 
explore his imagination together with photography. Upon 
graduating from Westminster University with a BSC in Software 
Engineering, he decides to leave the field of computers when he 
goes back to his native country. When flabbergasted friends and 
fellow countrymen would ask why he came back, when he could 
have stayed there and get a really good career and a nice salary or 
even enter the respected London College of Communication that 
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wanted him, he would answer: ―It had to be done. The future will tell 
us why.‖ He can be reached on www.paulsika.com;  
facebook.com/PaulSikaWorld 
 

Peter Gikandi is an artist from Kenya living in Canada. He studied 

illustration and animation in California where he lived and worked for 
7 years until his visa expired. The U.S. immigration is extraordinarily 
tough, so he fled north to the border. Fortunately the Canadians let 
him into their country because, well, it's rather empty. He has lived 
in Canada for 7 years as well, causing a bit (sometimes a lot) of 
trouble in the video game industry in various roles spanning 3D and 
2D artwork, design, direction and writing. Lately, he's been chasing 
other random things, such as writing short (and longer) fiction and 
painting strange things at DJ shows. He has a thirst for interesting 
things and different truths, different lives, beautiful lives, darker lives. 
So he travels, draws, paints and writes to expose these. It's an itch 
he has to scratch. And he love scratching it. 
 

Serge Gay Jr. is a Grammy nominated illustrator/fine artist/graphic 

designer currently based out of San Francisco, California. The story of 
Serge Gay Jr. began with his birth in Port-au Price, Haiti and 
developed during his years in the U.S. His art infuses inspiration born 
from living in cities from coast to coast. Influence in his work can be 
found from the culture of his homeland, New York, Miami and 
Detroit. Currently the story continues to evolve from the west coast 
of the United States. He is the youngest of three boys and a third 
generation artist. Art is in his blood and he has felt this talent as long 
as he can remember. Serge wasted no time in blazing a path for 
himself. Early on he embarked on a journey of self-discovery aimed 
at unlocking the potential of his deep seeded creativity through 
education. The first major step was attending one of the top art high 
schools in America, New World School of the Arts. This Miami 
institution exposed him to relationships, concepts and experiences 
to nurture, develop and channel his artistic instinct. The College for 
Creative Studies in Detroit would then help him to further refine his 
skills and build the foundation for his art career. Since graduating, 
Serge has taken residence in San Francisco where he continues to 
explore and share his talent with the world through career oriented 
and non-profit freelance projects. 
 

Serubiri Moses is a known violinist, writer and photographer on 

Kampala's growing arts scene. A period in Malaysia caused him to 
question his individual voice; in 2010, he graduated from New York 
Institute of Photography and was shortlisted in the Storymoja Hay 
Festival Poetry Competition. 
 

Sihle Ntuli is a 22 year old aspiring South African writer, and 

Rhodes University Graduate. His work can be seen on SangBleu, Itch, 
PoetryPotion, Jiggered Magazine, The Grounds Ear Anthology, Aerial 
2010 Anthology amongst others. 
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Tom Pescatore grew up outside Philadelphia, he is an active 

member of the growing underground poetry scene within the city 
and hopes to spread the word on Philadelphia‘s new poets. He 
maintains a poetry blog: amagicalmistake.blogspot.com. His work 
has been published in literary magazines both nationally and 
internationally but he'd rather have them carved on the Walt 
Whitman bridge or on the sidewalks of Philadelphia's old Skid Row. 
 

Ukamaka Olisakwe is a writer based in South-Eastern Nigeria. 

She is a young mother of two daughters and one son. Her debut 
novel, Eyes of a Goddess, was published in March 2012. 
 

Uzeyir Lokman Cayci is a poet, a writer, a versatile artist. He was 

born in 1949 in Bor, which is one of the beautiful cities of Turkey, and 
attended primary and high school there.  He graduated as an 
Architect - Designer of Industry from The Fine Arts Academy of State 
in Istanbul. His important works are, Akşamların Durağı , Karar; he 
has many poetries, stories and articles as well.  He‘s called 
everybody‘s attention to his fine arts drawing/painting pictures since 
14 years of age. His poetries were translated into French by Yakup 
YURT who loves art. The Reward of Eagerness was given by The 
Radio NPS of Holland in 1999 and The Reward of Palmares was given 
by The Organization of Les Amis de Thalie in France to him. He 
placed in a poem competition from the same Organization at the 
same year too. He works in The Center of Adult Education (AFPA). 
 

Victor Ehikhamenor is a Nigerian artist, writer, photographer, 

and news media designer. He worked at NEXT newspapers as the 
creative director, as well as the Daily Times Nigeria as CEO/Editor-in-
Chief. Apart from publishing, painting, photographing, and 
exhibiting his works around the world, he runs a strategic 
communication and branding firm. He is the author of best-selling 
book Excuse Me! His short story, The Supreme Command, won the 
Association of Commonwealth Broadcasters Award; and his poetry 
collection, Sordid Rituals, was published in 2002. 
 

Yomi Ogunsanya lives in Ibadan, Nigeria. He is an anthropologist 

and has written a few poems, short stories and a play. The excerpt in 
this issue of Saraba is from his unpublished novel Aiyedun
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