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DAMI AJAYI & 

 EMMANUEL IDUMA  

 
Publishers’ Note 

 

 

How do we contemplate solitude?  
 
With silence, hands cradling chin, eyes staring into space in an 
empty room without articles of interest, an atmosphere of 
quotidian existence of devotion to matters of the heart? 
 
The matters of the mind, perhaps, might be a more fitting 
description. The heart is often misconstrued as software; it is 
rather a fist-size muscle lodged in a rib-cage compelled to whip the 
body into inevitable exhaustion. The mind is the place of memories, 
the parlour of thoughts, the hacienda of imaginations, the 
bedroom of introspection, the bar room of puzzlement. The go-to 
place when confusion dares one’s sanity, when insecurities 
threaten, when decisions are to be made, when expositions are to 
be grieved. 
 
Here at Saraba, it might have sufficed to approach the Solitude 
issue as a blank document made available for download. We could 
have made our readers write their remarks on solitude. Self-help. 
Solitude is best experienced not read about—silence makes home 
in the crevices of the mind, not outside it. 
 
Find here a cache of short poems and short stories from promising 
writers from Africa, writing in Africa. Follow them as they grapple 
with different phases of solitude: from avulsion of romantic 
partners to a search for solitude that leads to a brief stint in a 
mental institution. And in your solitary experience, while you grasp 
at the realities of others, ask yourself what it means to be alone. 
 
Have a good read. 
 
D.A. & E.I. 
Yaba/Dakar 
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SADDIQ DZUKOGI 

 
Solitude 
 
 
 
Walking the length of reflection’s railings 
Well on to its porch 
Dreams return in patchy images 
Bringing me the ambience of a night 
Beneath the solitary eye of a starless night 
Thumping and loud voices 
Into the dance hall of memories  
 
I can feel the reaching hands of the sun 
Leading me to dusty loins 
But the garden is lost 
In a sunblock 
Can you not feel the warmth  
That comes along with my breath? 
Can you not decipher your essence  
In an embrace of silence? 
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OLAJIDE SALAWU 

 
End of Discussion 
 
 
 
The whys are many that get you here 
this cell 
You should be glad you are still riding in a Black Maria 
it gets worse, Mondala. 
 
‘I see the great wall of China 
that breaks the world in two 
like a piece of china in the sun 
 
Be careful not to squander your tears 
even when day breaks on your cynical dream 
the fiction that your wife is having affairs 
 
The road to night is the same  
as to day 
It comes like a cycle here 
like the sun at noonday 
like the moon at nighttime 
We all masturbate to the Lord’s prayer 
men become brides 
as the clanging of metal doors and the tinkling of keys 
plays as rock music.  
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RASAQ GBOLAHAN 

 
Ajoke 
 
 
 
I 
 
Here we love like a snail and its shell  
ploughing a path in rain 
like a lizard on the wall 
wriggling its head to its fate 
 
Here we stand like pilgrims on the road 
to where  they scribble letters with the  
thought of dying for love in the house of hopes 
 
II 
 
But tonight 
I retrace the memories of evenings 
on dusty streets where leaves bear 
scars of drought 
 
I trace the origin of silence 
to the frosty hours of your departure 
that dug a void in my heart 
 
turning my world into a theatre 
for the tenants from the house of gossip 
as your absence hangs my tongue of songs 
leaving me craving words 
on the blank page of life that weighs 
zero on the scales of time 
 
Tonight 
I stand, a solitary poet 
watching your pictures 
slipping through my fingers 
  
departing with my dreams… 
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RASAQ GBOLAHAN 

 
Solitude 
 
 
 
To ask a poet about solitude 
is to memorise the name of life 
in a room where grief has hung its image – 
 
Tracing the track of silence 
on a table stamped with a tumbler, 
a bottle of wine, a candle 
and a pen 
in the night of insomnia. 
  
To ask a poet about solitude 
is to speak about lost moments 
and untold stories of life 
scribbled on brown sheets, old letters 
hanging on the wall 
 
As he plays the piano for his departed lover 
in a room where cobwebs hang like portraits on old walls; 
where cockroaches exchange dreams with old manuscripts 
 
beneath the mattress where 
a suicide letter lies 
waiting to be read: 
 
                   only the words survive 
                   as time carries the burden 
                   of memory like a scarf on a cobra’s head 
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PAUL NJOROGE 

 
Lonesome Tree of Ténéré 
 
 
 

Amidst the wild waste of the Sahara’s sands 
Stood a resilient lonesome tree.  
 
Such fame did the Tree of Ténéré command 
That round and about it was declared  
The most isolated soul in the whole wide world 
And men from all over came to the lonely spot 
To marvel and offer some company.  
 
Alas this would be the tree’s undoing  
For one day a lonely visitor in a drunken stupor  
Drove into the tree and brought to an end  
Its lonesome vigil over the desert’s expanse  
That had lasted three hundred agonising years.  
 
In the tree’s place now stands a metallic monstrosity  
That knows not the heat of the desert sun  
Nor the beauty of stars on cold cloudless nights.  
Men still visit the spot to mourn the tree and to find  
Some comfort in each other’s company. 
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KECHI NOMU 

 
Other Valuable Angles 
 
 
 

GROWTHS (I) 

 
He comes to sit with me today  
the old man  
to tell me the things in his eyes 
How they sit there growing like cataracts 
making demands on him, his pension 
 
He does not show me but  
I see other places were life has grown truths  
on him 
I see a love song he swallowed when 
love was a young boy’s kite that did not 
find ways to fly  
 
Growing 
varicose 
I see his hands and know  
that they wanted to hold you some nights 
and did not 
not because 
he did not know how 
There were times when his hands could no longer be  
for holding you. They had learnt to hold  
other things too heavy or light. And  
you would not have fit 
because left alone, things can  
lose their forms 
or forget their uses 
 
DUSK (II) 
 
How is it that I forget the questions 
the things I want to say 
when you sit here beside me? 
In the streets the returning are ripe 
the falling of dusk quiet 
 
We watch as definite things become outlines – 
uneasy shapes dancing  
on the vanishing edges of memory 
 
Outside, the boys huddled by the fence 
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smoked gbana and dreamt big 
(of love and revolutions?) 
Now, they wait, like you and I  
as what remains of daylight slips away unnoticed 
from eaves, from us 
You smile 
reach for my disquiet 
Love, knowing, wraps its fate around us  
and we walk  
hand in hand 
into the looming distance. 
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SIHLE NTULI 

 
Burn 
 
 
 

If I could cremate my thoughts for enlightenment 
I’d light my ear with a match 
hear my mind blow up, I would listen. 
The heat might burn the hate, change my face 
give me intent to be intense 
and not lose sight though my eyes burn out. 
 
Let my intuition lead me north. 
These people manipulate, and my senses might deceive me. 
All I see are their smiles when my downfall is received 
as I burn 
giving light to a dark mind 
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SIHLE NTULI 

 
March 4th 
 
 
 

Remember that day 
Entangled in misdirection 
Your legs argued with both minds  
The heart said its piece too. 
 
You set your heart on fire 
She couldn’t match. 
 
You watched  
Your words eat themselves alive 
You watched 
As Sue lied about her side. 
 
Truth is  
Sue’s the one who made you strip  
Took your suit and called it Law 
Took half of the air you breathe 
 
So she left  
An empty chair 
She stood you up  
Tied your tongue in a knot 
Locked the door and left you to hang 
 
Your eyes  
Looked upwards  
Gazed at the fan 
The tears rolled down 
From that day you were all you had left. 
  



14 

 

EKWEREMADU UCHENNA 

 
Swing 
 
 
 

When happy bats play 
and hurting crickets complain 
I swing on the rocker 
to return heaven’s million winks  
and plot the scattered dots 
marking Orion and Draco here 
and the Great Bear there   
 
When the breeze pipes high and low 
and hailstones play the snare drum 
the cymbals clash 
and the bass drum thumps 
I lounge by the windowsill  
to watch the fluttering trees 
the swelling brook 
and scribble autographs 
on the misty pane 
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YUSUFF OMOLOJA 

 
Fine Days 
 
 
 

These fine days have been their ruin 
On this kind of day, children have forgotten  
The cord like a rope holding the fruit to the tree 
Holding mother to child, mother struggling 
To bear this bondage 
On this kind of day, the child cannot know 
How mothers limped, unbeautiful, colourless 
And tasteless, in cold mornings and 
Hot afternoons 
Tears on the day of birth, tears on the day of labour 
Tears forming a channel of flood, the heart beating fast 
The chest heaving and dying 
 
On this kind of day, they go on a binge, they accept 
Defeat in the long race, they die before they die 
On this kind of day, they puff smoke into the faces of girls  
With no mind, with no heart 
They just want to eat and eat to sleep 
 
On this kind of day, we are no more than our own carcass on the streets 
In clothing of beautiful colours,  
Some men in torn robes some of the women nude 
But they all walk by 
When the mind is dead, the body is lifeless 
 
These fine days have been their ruin 
Lifeless but still walking 
Beastly but still human 
What is fine in these dark days? 
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MATHIAS ORHERO & 

 FREEMAN DAVID  

 
How does it feel to be a Problem? 
 
 
 

 
Do we tread the famished road with the single hope of an oasis at the end?  
The desert sands shall give no mercy to the man of faith  
Let us go then from lands we have baptised with pain  
Let us, like Ulysses, set sail like the Vikings  
 
Do we weep for things unseen?  
Tell me, my kinsman, how it feels to bring goodluck 
Even when ants have ecstatically ravaged your iron fence.  
Tell me how it feels to drink from an oasis  
In the parched mind of a thirsty traveller.  
 
Do we weep for the roads not taken?  
We saw the Kiama bridge and that which goes to Yenagoa  
Do we require gods to tell us where to go?  
The soothsayers are out of business now  
Everyman is his own prophet  
 
The desert sands do not forgive penitent feet  
Neither does the hungry panther put faith in the gods for a meal  
So tell me! Tell me, oh kinsman, how does it feel to be a problem?  
 
What is required for a genius to become a fool?  
Does it require piety?  
Does it require taking existence serious?  
We were sent here to dig a hole  
A hole which we have dug so deep we no longer see the light 
 
I gave a penny to a beggar and he gave it to his brother in penury  
I clean the guillotine daily, only to be stained with the blood of feeble minds.  
Finding myself alone  
Only for my solitude to be arrested by thoughts of things I have lost.  
 
When I walked from Carthage to Kanem-Borno, there were no tears of burnt and scratched metals  
When I listened to Homer, there was no use for words of affliction 
When I slept in homes built by the intelligence of Masons, there were no natural disasters.  
The Aare-Ona-Kakanfo has refused to return  
Maybe the age grades should hunt for him  
Just ensure the Sultan does not abdicate before I return  
If I do not return then I am your problem.  
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EFE PAUL 

 
Memory on Canvas 
 
 
 

He throws his frustration at the canvas, and with every stroke he 
makes a stab at forgetting; forgetting what she looked like; 
forgetting why he failed her.  
 
There was such a time when he took pride in the decision he made; 
when he took up the shield of virtue against the endless 
inquisitions; friends, strangers, mother. ‚I still can’t figure out what 
you see in this plain girl.‛ Mother had struggled for mild words to 
convey her disapproval. But he went through it all the same. He 
proved himself taller than them, taller than them all.  
 
Now he aims for large eyes as he paints, and carefully draws them 
out, lower lids smoothly blended with high cheekbones, the 
eyebrows, two full curves, cut the picture of inverted crescents. He 
achieves just the desired effect. The eyes are subtle, innocent, 
flirtatious. He continues to paint. Draining ink. Blurring memory.   
 
The cracks began to emerge a few months into their marriage. His 
halo disintegrated, a listless angel, unable to carry his wings, 
unable to soar above the mortal desires that mocked his decision 
to marry her. She could sense it, he could tell. Homeliness does 
that to you. His furtive glances gave him away before the stunted 
compliments vanished altogether, before sex became a chore, 
before he forgot to delete the nude pictures of the other woman 
from his phone. She was three months pregnant when she left. 
Vanished. Leaving nothing behind but her wedding dress and this 
spectre of guilt that relentlessly taunts him. He hated her. He 
hated himself.  
 
The painting unravels. He expends his vanity one masterful stroke 
after the other; the nose gets the right tilt, full lips, black hair 
falling in languid twirls on broad shoulders, foreshadowing a great 
figure.  He steps back and takes it all in. She is everything she was 
not. He succeeds at perfection, but fails at forgetting, for all he can 
still see, is her.    
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IQUO EKE 

 
Yellow Slipper 
 
 
 

Imagine that you just got off work after a 
long shift – night and morning rolled into 
one, because the hospital is short staffed.  
 
You approach the face-me-I-face-you house 
after a grueling bus ride. 
 
You walk into the compound just when the 
Overhead GeePee tank that serves as 
reservoir for the twenty eight families in the 
one storey building and its adjoining BQ fills 
to the brim and begins to splash water all 
over the yard and into the neighbouring 
compound.  
 
The hum of a machine can be heard from 
the gate. You approach the side of the 
building, drenched, and notice once again 
that the three-planked support frame is 
sagging under the weight of the water. You 
switch off the pumping machine just before 
you walk into your rooms at the back of the 
building. 
 
For the first time in days, you do not have to 
queue to use the bathroom and the tap 
actually runs. You dare the rusty shower 
knob and it spurts water at a slight slant 
away from your head. You adjust your 
stance and enjoy the liquid’s soothing blast 
from your shower-capped head to your 
aching shoulders and back and legs. You 
exhale. 
 
Just when you toy with the idea of sleep to 
calm your headache, you begin to 
contemplate what delicacy to prepare for 
Oriade, the king of this small empire you 
both share. Dinner was always a small feast, 
more so today because you left home 
before dinnertime yesterday. You begin to 
rummage through your cupboards and 

small fridge to ensure that there are 
enough ingredients for the meal you will 
prepare. You imagine Oriade chewing the 
yam porridge in forkfuls.  
 
Tiny footsteps -and the many joys they 
bring- may not have premiered in this home, 
but you were certain to keep the hearth of 
your affection constantly aglow with the 
fire of young love.  
 
You put off the stove near your bedroom 
entrance when the meal is almost ready and 
take the pot containing the chunks of yam 
in a thick paste laced with dry fish and 
prawns, inside your room. You slice the ugu 
first, and then on the adjacent side of the 
tray, you slice the Nsukka pepper that 
makes Oriade’s mouth water swiftly. This 
memory tickles.  
 
You keep the vegetables in the fridge and 
plan to sprinkle them on the porridge and 
steam briefly before you serve him; to 
retain their crunchiness and colour. The way 
to a man’s heart was through his stomach. 
Unrepentant, you hope that the way to a 
healthy, fertile family life was also through 
the stomach.  
 
You hear the tank overflow again when you 
decide to lie down for a few minutes. 
Wondering who switched the pumping 
machine back on within the hour, you are 
tempted to ignore it and let someone else 
fix the situation.  
 
Three minutes later, unable to push away 
the thought that wasting water is bad, you 
push your body reluctantly off your firm 
mattress, ready to attack the offensive 
switch.  
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You are startled to find the machine 
switched off, but still pumping. 
 
Imagine the terror you feel at the sound of 
the first crack. Then, another crack. The 
stillness of the cool July evening increases 
as the hairs on the nape of your neck stand 
in salute to panic. Simultaneously, 
something pushes your feet and body 
ahead towards the front of the compound.  
 
Time does stand still.  
 
This is what you will think later. How else 
can you explain the thunderous silence in 
that heart stopping moment when you see 
the GeePee tank suspended between 
cracked planks and then hear a final crack.  
 
The once horizontal planks take on a vertical 
bearing. In that same instant, the tank 
totters dangerously.  
 
‘Ibiyemi!’  
 
You hear yourself scream as you make a 
dash for the toddler sitting on the ground, 
dressed in a ‘Dora the explorer’ pair of 
shorts, a lollipop in her mouth and a rag doll 
in her hands. 
 
 
 

The shrill cries of the child are reassuring to 
your ears; you do not want to hold another 
child corpse so soon after last night’s drama 
in the ER. You rock the girl in your arms as 
best as you can inside the small river that 
the tank’s crash has caused. Vaguely, you 
notice a little blood on your injured arm. 
Ibiyemi’s left leg is not so lucky; you can tell 
from the way the foot dangles. You tell 
yourself that it can be corrected at her age. 
 
When her mother runs out from the central 
corridor of the main building where her 
room is situated- ruffled hair, a red wrapper 
barely covering her breasts and one solitary 
yellow bathing slipper on- you expect 
screams, and she does not let you down in 
the spirit of a true Yoruba female. 
 
‘Oh God! My child!! Eegba mi! Mo daran!’ 
 
You expect the wild gestures and huge 
show of shock which may leave her further 
undressed in the water-filled yard. 
 
You do not however expect to see him. 
 
He appears right behind her; eyes slipping 
between shock and fear, singlet hurriedly 
worn inside out, his feet in two left footed 
slippers; one identical to hers and one of 
the green ones you got him two months 
ago.  
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ADEBOLA RAYO 

 
When I was writing my bones 
 
 
 

ABEOKUTA 

I’m sitting on the cold floor of a hotel room 
in a strange town, crying. I've finally figured 
out why I came here. It wasn't for solitude, 
as I had convinced myself and told my 
sisters when I left Lagos; it was because I 
was running from the loneliness. Except 
that it is here too, digging its claws into me 
so deep at the moment that there's nothing 
I can do but cry. I had a good day – a great 
one, in fact. But the loneliness was waiting 
for me in my hotel room. It was lying in my 
bed and sitting on the chair, staring back at 
me from the mirror. 
 
I look up. I’m disappointed that there is no 
ceiling fan. I wonder if I'd really do it if there 
was one – if I'd hang myself. I’m not sure. I 
wipe my eyes with the edge of the white 
hotel duvet. It leaves a black streak of 
mascara and I do it again. 
 
Why do I have to love him so much that 
nothing else feels good when there's a rift? 
Am I crying because I’m hurt? Am I hurt or I 
think I should be hurt? It feels like I have a 
closet of emotions: drawers stuffed full 
with sadness, grief and devastation, 
hangers draped with anger, madness and 
rage. It feels like in situations I decide: this is 
what it ought to be, and take that on. But 
ought to be is not necessarily is. I'm 
confused. No, I'm not confused. I'm tired. 
Why won't I die? In my sleep or something? 
Please. Please, just let it all be over. Please.  
 
I'm not sure what pushed me to come to 
this place but since my head fixed on it days 
ago, I knew I had no choice. Maybe it was 
because Osi told me about coming here 
months ago and I felt nudged to, I felt like 
I'd find something here. Then there is also 
my age-long need to go to the old and find 

some old. I'm still not sure what I'm looking 
for or what I'll find in this place of houses 
carved into and built upon rocks. 
 
I'd come here hoping to find roots, but even 
after talking to the aged rock priestesses at 
Olumo Rock afterwards and wandering 
around the city, I was left with the sense 
that something was missing.  
 

OGBA 

Open a blank sheet and fill it with directions 
for an exorcism. How does one battle 
ghosts? All I can feel is the cold draft as they 
flit through body and tease my soul. And 
the silence they leave in their wake. Your 
ghosts have come into bed with us. I don’t 
know how to perform exorcisms. I don’t 
know how to perform lobotomies. Or 
memory drains for that matter. I hate them. 
There, I said it. I hate that they still have the 
liberty to flit through. I hate that you’ve left 
the gates of Hades open. I hate them and I 
hate that I hate them. 
 
I will say what I want here. A blank sheet is 
mine to defile as I will. Do the strokes hurt 
the sheet? Am I your blank sheet? I wonder 
about this, sometimes. I am tired of ghost 
hunting. I should just let them have my soul 
too. They’re wailing, waiting for me to be 
one of them. Close the gates of Hades. 
Please. 
 

IBADAN 

I need help. I need help but I don’t know 
how to mould that thought into a question. 
Words betrayed me before the betrayal. I 
don’t know how to ride this tide. How to 
empty myself of memories and make a 
clean slate. I need fiction. I need help and 
new words.   
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The blank sheet shouldn’t be about this. Or 
maybe it should be. I can’t wrap ghosts in 
sheets… they’ll drift through. I need help. I 
won’t face it but I do. I need solid… gold. 
Through fire and solid. This is silver… easily 
scratched, easily manipulated. We are silver. 
Second place. Silver is not good enough for 
me. 
 
I fear. I fear that I can no longer write. 
Cannot match the memory of Re-memory. I 
fear that I will be like a number of people. 
Mediocre. That fear keeps me from being at 
all. From trying. Iku to n pa ojugba eni... but 
should I live as though dead? Should I live at 
all? All of this info coming my way real-time, 
earphones plugged. Keeping from seeing. 
From hearing. If I don’t feed, I don’t shit. If I 
don’t see, I don’t think. Don’t write. Don’t 
create.  
 
I am tired of being. 
 

HEADSPACE 

Sometimes, I think emotions have to be 
induced. It's why I like coffee – for anxiety 
and strung nerves. To induce writing. 
 
Intimidation recurs. I'm not sure how to deal 
with this thing. I see people, less. But doing. 
I see people, more. But doing. I'm waiting to 
be tipped one way. Not sure what I'm 
waiting for or whom. 
 
I play the music without hearing. So I go 
back and play it again. And again. Without 
hearing. 
 
Sometimes I'm cocky as fuck and know I'm 
good. Other times I question my very 
essence and know I don't belong, don't 
deserve the things I've got. 
 

UNILAG COFFEE SHOP 
I have come here for solitude but things are 
not as they used to be. The Law Lounge was 
crowded so I came here to wait till I can see 
the Dean of my former faculty. It's not as it 
used to be. There are about seven boys who 
have pulled chairs to form a large table next 
to me. 

 
“You get any F?” 
 
“Any? I get one E, 6F.” 
 
They all laugh. Trade stories. 
 
“I get one C. I no know how come.” 
 
I wonder how come, how come they are like 
this, laughing about shit that isn’t funny. 
This place used to be quiet, or at least not 
so crowded. I used to come here with him, 
the first one. We used to come here. For 
toast and juice. He. Coffee and toast. I. 
 
He and I are not as we used to be too. We 
haven't been for years. I do not miss that. I 
miss how this place used to be. 
 

ANAMBRA 
A sent mail: This is me saying maybe I love you 
too much. Maybe I'm obsessed with you, 
which you don't need. That's why I can't take 
these things, but that's also why I know you 
can't take my reactions. I don't have the 
mental stability necessary to be with you 
while these people are in your life in some way 
or the other. I tried to grow out of it, heaven 
knows, but this is me and this is who I am. I 
want my man and don't want questionable 
people in his life for any reason. I don't want 
to wonder why you keep her in your life, or 
listen to my head remind me that you fucked 
her. And her. And her. And lied about it all. 
What I'm trying to say in this long, stupid note 
that will probably make me seem even more 
foolish and unstable than I already appear to 
you, is that I love you but I don't have the 
mental stability to take things as they are. I 
love you but I don't want to hold you back 
with things like this that seem petty to you. I 
love you but I don't know how to get past 
these things or ignore them and not wonder 
about them. Forget about me. 
 

CALABAR 
Someone asks if I’m fine. My head is on my 
knees. Eyes shut tight. It could be in prayer. 
Or rest. Or something else. I nod ‘yes’ and 
shut my eyes tighter. I want them to take 
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their noise and go away. Soon they do and I 
let the tears fall. I’m tired. I’ve been putting 
the fatigue on hold for 2 weeks but now it 
washes over me.  
 
I hear their approaching footsteps and 
chatter and I wipe the tears, sniff and use 
my hands to fan air into my eyes. By the 
time the feet arrive, I have a smile waiting. It 
doesn't get to my eyes but it is a smile. 
 

ARABA TRANCHE CAFE 

I feel frailer than usual, like bones in the 
anatomy lab, barely hinged together, 
movement only from wind. I feel as though 
the wind propels me. The darkness is just 
beneath the surface; I can feel it teasing, 
bubbling and threatening to spill. I walk 
through the café’s gate. I haven't been here 
in over a week. I see one of the waitresses 
outside and she asks where I've been. I can't 
tell her, ‚In the dark‛. I smile and say, ‚Away 
from work‛. Today, I won't order to go… I 
have a book with me. It got mailed to me 
today. It's Ken Wiwa's book about his father. 
I smile, thinking about how the fates work. 
I’d started writing a piece about him last 
week, about how he was my first link with 
death, absence, cruelty, simply because he 
was hung on my 7th birthday. About how 
from a young age I’d absorbed too much 
sadness. Then Ken wrote me out of the 
blue, and now I will sit in the light and read. 
Stay out of the dark a bit longer. 
 

SURULERE 

There are things that I want to tell you that I 
don't know how to put into words. For 
someone who trades in words, they betray 
me a lot. It's worse when I'm around you; 
then, I just stare at you and try to translate 
my feelings into words that remain out of 
reach. And then I blurt, "I love you". But it 
sounds lame, even to my hearing. 
Inadequate. And I feel like Bolton must have 
felt when he wrote: "Said I loved you, but I 
lied. This is more than love I feel inside..." I 
still don't have the words to let you know 
that you give me so much joy. How do I 
explain to you that being a part of your life 
makes mine so much better? Or that having 

you believe in me makes me want to do 
great things? See, I'm rambling again. Words 
are never going to do this justice. But, I love 
you. 
 

OGBA 

My time is up. 
 

YABA 

A nurse is standing over me, staring at me.  
 
‚How are you feeling now?‛  
 
I stare at the liquid passing through a pipe 
that ends in a small green butterfly needle 
in my left wrist. I panic and try to get up but 
I immediately become dizzy so I lie back. My 
breathing is laboured as I begin having 
flashes of memories. The memories are 
hazy, leaving me unsure if they happened or 
if I dreamed them. Besides the haziness of 
the memories, the occurrence of the events 
are themselves a haze, you know, like when 
you dream and in your dream you can tell 
that it is a dream. I don’t know if that makes 
sense. 
 
‚I’m not supposed to be here,‛ I say to the 
nurse. She ignores me and removes the 
needle from my arm. There is an old woman 
in the bed to my right. She is just sitting up 
in her bed, staring at me, freaking me out. 
 
‚At least your eyes are clearer now. Last 
night we weren’t sure you would be awake 
this morning,‛ the nurse says. 
 
‚I’m not supposed to be here.‛  
 
She wraps a blood pressure cuff around my 
forearm and when she is done taking my 
blood pressure and temperature, she tells 
me that my sister left things in a small bag 
for me.  
 
As she shuts the door, the old woman tells 
me that she doesn't belong here either. My 
ears perk up. 
 
‚I should be in the ward for drunks but it 
was full,‛ she says, explaining that she took 
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‚a little alcohol‛ at a party so her children 
had her institutionalised.  
 
‚Why are you here?‛ 
 
I can’t answer her question so I just stare at 
her. 
 
She tries hard to get me to talk but 
although she is a nice lady I just want to 
keep to myself. I don’t want any part of this 
place to rub off on me.  
 
There are other beds in the room. A total of 
six: one on each side of me and three across 
from me. The three across are unoccupied 
and I have no idea what the girl to my left 
looks like but I can hear her snores coming 
from under my bed. 
 

YABA WARD GARDEN 
Earlier, I asked the nurses for a paper and a 
pen but they wouldn't give me one so I 
talked to the doctor who asked what I 
wanted to do with it.  
 
‚Write.‛  
 
"Write what?"  
 
"Write, that's what I do."  
 
She tells the nurses that they can get me an 
exercise book and a pen.  
I imagine that I'll chronicle my stay here. 
That way, maybe something will come out 
of it since I can't seem to write fiction 
anymore.  

 
WARD F3, ROOM 1, BED 2 

The morning of my second day in Ward F3, 
room 1, bed 2, I wake up and reach for my 

phone. It takes a moment to remember 
where I am. I think to myself that I have 
become a cliché – a writer in a mental 
institution… except I'm not sure I can still 
call myself a writer. After all, journaling 
seems to be all I can do these days. I'm 
worried about my family; it must all be so 
confusing for them. 
 
The doctors say I am not a well adjusted 
person. It's funny though, as a kid I was the 
one who absorbed everything, always 
putting on my "it-did-not-pain-me-face", as 
though every insult,  every punishment, was 
water down a duck's back. Maybe 
internalising all of that affected my 
personality. I do not like this label though. 
Borderline Personality Disorder. While the 
symptoms are accurate, I do not like it. I do 
not like the way my eyes feel. I wish I could 
see how they look. I hope they don't have 
the glazed look that a lot of patients here 
have. 
 
Increasingly, I find that I have regressed to a 
state of childhood, feeling emotions that I'd 
never let myself feel then. 
 

MARINA 
There are things I’m scared to admit. Like 
how I never miss him but sometimes I miss 
the darkness. Because the words flowed 
easier, deeper, when I was writing my 
bones. Like how I’m scared to write these 
days. Since I got out of the hospital. I don't 
want to face the things that demand to be 
written. I fear they will rise as dark clouds 
and shroud me in black. I fear that I won't 
mind being a ghost again. I am scared of the 
darkness and the pull it has on my soul. I am 
scared of the solitude. 
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DARE FALOWO 

 
The Visions of Atanda Ekun 
 
 
 

ARIYIKE 

The man does not remember when time 
dissolves into nothing.  
 
He remembers coming to the black house 
that seems to be carved from the heart of 
an evil god, long dead. He remembers his 
wife coming in to see him. She wears ruby 
aso-oke shot with gold, her wrists and neck 
are caked with milky gems and the petals of 
her gele reach far into the darkness above. 
Her mouth is a mean slash and when she 
speaks to him, it is as though she is 
conversing with dirt. The always unfurling 
blush of their love has faded, in its place 
resentment and confusion thrive. 
 
 Atanda, she says, pull yourself together and 
come home. She tilts her regal neck in a 
gesture he recognizes. The children need 
you, there is only so much comfort I can offer. 
Your mother cries daily for you, she won’t 
leave our home, she believes you have become 
just like your father.  
 
The man cannot talk, his tongue betrays him 
and he wants to be as far away from her as 
possible. He remembers wisps of a long 
time ago; at their union when the love 
nearly seeped out of their pores as they fed 
each other cake, and kissed icing sugar out 
of their mouths like nectar. Ariyike, his 
serpent-wife now clothed in a compassion 
that once was genuine.  Give me a few days, 
he whispers, I might finally do it today. The 
words have told me of their coming, I just 
have to be there when they arrive.  
 
She hisses, full of poison and barely masked 
contempt. Her eyes had harden at the 
sound of her rival’s name. She mocks the 
belief in his voice. The words. The words! The 
fucking words! You had better be there when 

they arrive. Should they arrive or not, I will 
leave in seven days. It’s only fair. You have 
been here close to seven years.  
 
She waits for a response but Atanda is 
quiet.  I’m trying, he tries to say, to convey 
the viscous heaviness in words. They fail 
him.  
 
You are weak! She spits and shoots up from 
the stool, a scarlet explosion in the room’s 
dreary air. A simpleton! A slave to your mind!  
 
Be quiet, Ariyike! The man whispers harshly, 
as if to prevent his wife from stirring things 
forth from the blackened walls. Leave if you 
wish, but do not come here to gloat.  
 
She leaves, trailing her fingers down the 
black and white teeth of the large shiny 
piano. Her final impression, a sour D minor. 
 
He retreats back into the shadows. They 
comfort him, hide him, erase him. 
 

ORI 

The man is still. His shoulders slope in 
distress and his hair is rich with threads of 
silver but his mind soars. He was still before 
he came into the house, and he remains 
unmoving within the house. His mimicry of 
statues is one borne of a belief in existential 
futility, his thin bones slope in a ragged 
sketch of inner solitude. He is this way while 
he eats and while he is in the streets, even 
as humanity fireworks around him in an 
eruption of boisterous voices and bending 
bodies. In this space, where he pauses as if 
to gauge the movement of air, his mind 
would flee to places no one else could ever 
dream to glimpse. Sky castles and flying 
leviathans and dark maidens and dreamt 
wars. He was alone as he beheld these 
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nebulous wonders and had them branded 
upon his inner eyes by God. They were why 
he was trapped in the house.  These strange 
imaginary wanderings that he had been 
born to tell. 
 
He seats alone in a room at a table carved 
from the same blackness as the heavy walls 
of the house. Light is a dim afterthought 
and the blank sheet before him stares back 
relentlessly, its emptiness a white 
judgment. His fingers pinch a dripping quill 
between thumb and forefinger for brief 
moments, waiting on something to come 
lancing electric through the air. When 
nothing happens they return -- sweaty and 
nervous -- to his thighs.  
 
Give them one tale and they let you go. How 
long have you been in here? His mind is 
berating him again, whispering confusion. 
Dread begins to pool in his spine. You like it 
here, don’t you? Lost in nothing but this fever 
of a house, dwelling in the hot stink of your 
own sweat and cowardice.  
 
She comes out of the shadows, an antithesis 
to his rigidity. The red smokesilk that is 
always wrapped around her billows across 
the floor and walls, rasps over the table, 
pools around the typewriter. Ori, muse with 
skin dark as beaten bronze cuts through the 
air like a scarlet feather, whispering words 
and murmuring thoughts in singsong. The 
air is ripe with the smell of charged metals 
and dark joy. 
 
Atanda, beloved sorrowful one. Wild tiger of 
the pages, ferocious hunter of words, grasper 
of the slick and slippery, loosener of the 
unknown, proclaimer of the unseen, revealer 
of the seen.  
 
She pauses and looks at him like a mother 
would a sick child. Your mind falters. 
 
The man, struck senseless by the nymph 
who vibrates with vitality before him lowers 
his eyes, sinking even deeper into sadness, 
unable to speak.  
 

Come alive, Ekun! She trills as she hops in a 
dance of grace to sit before him, she drinks 
deeply from the goblet she holds, tossing 
her head back to drain from it for what 
seems like an eternity. Her arms are girded 
in curls of beaten gold and her eyes when 
she looks back at him, burn black. You do not 
know what you find solace with in here, 
Atanda. These intoxicating darknesses, 
dangerous little demons. You do not know 
where you are, or what you are anymore. Take 
a walk. 
 
The man is confused that Ori who has 
always spoken like she shares his flesh, is 
going against him. The Fathers put me here, 
they know me, where I am, who I am. He tries 
to say, to explain their coming, their 
ownership of his soul. I cannot dare deviate, 
Ori. Do you want to put me in trouble?  
 
She giggles drunkenly, and turns her shorn 
head skywards. You foolish men. Slaves to 
minor thought and unnecessary worry. My job 
here is done, for this current cycle of madness 
anyway. If you fail to do as I say, I may never 
return. I fear your head crumbles and cannot 
hold any more fear.  She swims up into the 
deep cavern of the ceiling, trailing volumes 
of crimson silk like a bird of paradise and 
whispering reprimands in that sweet voice 
of honey and smoke. 
 

IKU 

His head is an animal. 
 
It roars and writhes and spits. He hears the 
muse and the Fathers. He speaks to himself 
in voices he does not know he has. They 
reduce ego to rubble and predict an 
inevitable death that will fall on his mind 
like the blackest night. There are cathedrals 
within the house, with idols and symbols he 
has never seen, corridors that stretch into 
nothing, slippery with rivers of blood. 
Rooms filled with screams and rooms 
leaking pungent fear. The quill falls from his 
fingers to stain the carpet like a weapon 
lost in battle. He kicks walls that breathe 
and scream. He rips at his hair as madness 
courses through him. He breaks chandeliers 
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of black glass and upends tables piled with 
strange food. Then he steps outside. 
 
He is in a forest. One so clear and still, he 
can feel the blood coursing through his 
veins, feel his pulses beat to ancient rhythm, 
feel his heart dance in air that is neither 
night nor day. A blue light; deep and cold, 
bathes everything in watery relief. The man 
moves forward his feet crushing fallen 
leaves with a brittle crunch.  The trees rise 
sleek and branchless to his right and left 
and disappear into the sky beyond his 
craned neck. The earth of the path he 
follows is smooth and white as a picked 
bone. He walks, marveling at the silence 
that rings in his ears like an eternal gong 
and at the strange white motes that dance 
on the air. The forest watches him with 
many eyes. 
 
If it isn’t the scribe, Atanda. The man turns 
around and beholds a skeleton, tall as two 
men. Death has a cheerful voice, like the 
macabre smile of a clown. He wears an abeti 
aja of obsidian silk upon his finely cracked 
cranium, his eyes are pits of foul darkness 
and from his mouth comes the rot of a 
thousand bodies. The man’s soul shakes and 
his limbs tremble.  
 
Be still, I am not here to take. Death’s 
marionette-ing bones shine with the slime 
of sweltering sickness. You called me, friend. 
Of all the souls, wriggling in this pit, maggots 
fearing my wake, you shone like a bulb. Your 
hunger to know what I reveal is remarkable.  
He flickers, lolling his skull off lax vertebrae 
from behind the dark tree trunks. Melting 
away into shadows. Whispering from one 
place and all spaces. The man does not 
attempt to look up at all, he is as he has 
always been, afraid.  
 
I can show it to you, you are safe as long as 
the Fathers will. Your Chariot awaits. A ship 
with tattered sails, foul with termites and 
black worms and rust-caked gold hangs 
atop a shuddering black cloud amongst the 
trees behind the speaking bones, its prow 
drifts forward as it sails on unknown winds. 

The man lifts a heavy arm to be taken, not 
thinking at all but purely chasing escape. 
The words come -- a swirling cloud of dusky 
white and black moths, flowing against each 
other in litanies. They crash through the ribs 
of Death and through the dead cabins of 
the ship. Soft wings chuckling, they move 
on, heading straight for the house, for his 
blank pages. He runs like he had never done 
in his life, and Death watches him leave. 
 

AWON BABA WA 

They come on snow lions, decked in heavy 
red agbadas with lines of gold coiled around 
their necks and ankles like fed serpents. The 
Fathers. One, thin and limby as a starving 
tree. The other, round like a tomato ripe to 
burst. They walk through the halls searching 
for the man. They move like funeral walkers 
until they find him. They swarm around his 
chair. Tossing cowries upon him and reading 
truths in the constellations they make upon 
his prone form. The man is still. Elere, the 
thinner, draws his brittle neck back with a 
snap! You ventured into the nothing, he says. 
Broke a hundred rules and shattered a 
hundred laws. Itage, the rotund, screeches. 
You spoke to Him. He would have taken you, 
not to show but to perish! Death respects no 
one, not even the Fathers.  
 
Show the words to us. Elere presents spidery 
hands to receive. His oblong skull tilts 
curiously to reveal that he knows. The man 
jumps off the chair.  
 
I have nothing for you. He screams. I will give 
you nothing. You are ticks upon my mind. 
Slowly draining my soul of fire.  
 
He very slowly reveals his palms, callused 
and streaked with black ink and then 
vanishes into nothing. 
 

INU ALAKOWE 

The man and the darknesses that lived in 
the walls of the black house, which used to 
be the last resort from his fraying mind, 
walk the wilderness of his still skewed mind 
endlessly. He has found himself through the 
words, and even though he is barely a ghost 
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against the rolling dreamscape, knows 
where he is going. The dark things have 
become twin bears, giant on either side of 
him and across the shattered sky. Through 
eternal valleys that stink of death and windy 
woods that whisper harsh songs they walk. 
Sometimes the man fades like a wisp of 
smoke in wind but the bears never let him 
go. They press on; over indigo seas that 
thrash with phosphorescent whales and 
into deserts dry and hot and festering with 
horrors and scarlet eyes. They come to a 
village. He is less intangible now, 
strengthened by his own odysseys and the 
dark bears are now his shadow. The people 
in the village are as still as statues under the 
sparkly light of a forest sun. He moves 
between them, feeling their emptiness and 
his emptiness. They stare into the sky and 

their eyes shimmer with tears. Their bodies 
serve as fleshy cocoons for the replenishing 
minds they hold.  
 
This is the place of the Clear Sleep and the 
man moves to join his Created, to wait, and 
become suspended in effigy. 
 

AYE 

Within his moldy straitjacket, in the dank 
corner of the asylum where psychologist, 
family and society have rejected and 
forgotten him, Atanda Ekun simmers down. 
His face is almost completely obscured by 
an overgrown beard and pure tears stream 
down his grimy cheeks. 
 
Finally, after a decade of madness, the 
writer sleeps. 
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ARTHUR ANYADUBA 

 
The Cinema 
 
 
 

The cinema is a no-man’s land. I am its 
conscientious citizen, nonetheless. The brief 
moment of solitude before its massive 
screen is a story of my life.  
 
As always, I walk in with a partner. The 
rituals of popcorn and fruit juice, 
accompanying our strutting stride towards 
the rear, are the badge of the cinema 
pleasure. The left side of the rear has been 
the perfect spot. It is darker and more 
serene. Often inspiring the serendipity that 
defines this film country. The Cinema 
anyway is the hub of serendipitous 
moments. And within its community I have 
lived the same life all the time: solitude.  
 
It is the third night – in succession – that I 
will be seeing the new Great Gatsby film. For 
the past two nights, I have come with 
different partners. And I have chosen the 
same film. And the same viewing spot. It has 
nothing to do with the film, I guess.  
 
She sits close to the wall by my left. Our 
popcorns and fruit juices sit in front of us as 
we await the beginning of the night. She’s 
not such a conversationist, like me. So, we 
sit in silence and gaze at the fleeting cycles 
of adverts on the screen, occasionally 
checking the clock on our phones. The 
theatre is teeming with faceless people who 
all sit in perches like us, waiting for the 
night, conscious of other presences but not 
minding them. To be a citizen of the cinema 
is to be utterly aware of an indifferent 
public, a presently absent public. What is 
citizenship anyway if not a dwelling in a 
conscious state of belonging to a non-
existent space? In the cinema, we are at 

least united by what we see, and that makes 
a small difference. 
 
My partner unceasingly plucks out the 
popcorn in the wrap before her and once in 
five or six plucks takes a noisy gulp of her 
juice. Slowly, I join her in the ritual wait for 
the night to come alive and I begin to pluck 
from my popcorn as well. The night finally 
comes. The lights go off and the screen 
opens its nightly window. I am impatient 
already with anticipation of something I 
cannot explain in words. It has nothing to 
do with the Great Gatsby film. I have seen 
the film for two successive nights now.  
 
As the flourish opens from grey picture into 
a bright and glamorous colour, I feel the 
movie rush into me anew, but without 
attraction. It is after all my story. Everyone’s 
story. It is the diagnosis of the mind of each 
one seated before the large screen. Or 
supposed to be so. After all, every life is 
decadent and short. And that’s what Gatsby 
is about. 
 
Once the film begins, I begin to feel so 
nicky, like Nick the story’s narrator, so 
awkwardly placed in and out of things. That 
is what the cinema does when we resign 
into its space to have a glimpse at abstract 
colours of experience and forget ourselves 
in the wonder of its large, public screen. No, 
I haven’t forgotten myself. I begin to 
remember myself and how I will soon forget 
it. Dreams, love, the heat of life. I will lose 
the consciousness of them all. How can a 
man live so glamorous a life and not have a 
fill of it? It is not a lack of love that gives us 
this feeling of emptiness. It is in wanting to 
dwell in just a flint moment. That ecstatic 
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spur that vanishes almost immediately it 
appears. The moment we expect, and yet 
hate the most when it arrives. Because we 
know we can never recover it. It just passes. 
The expectation is what keeps life hanging 
on. To want to live after the moment’s 
come and gone is to become Gatsby. 
 
‚Gatsby? What Gatsby?‛  
 
Daisy’s question brings me back to the 
screen. My partner has finished her popcorn 
by now. I offer her mine. She refuses it with 
a smile and points to her belly to indicate 
it’s already filled up. I smile at her. She 
smiles back. I turn to face the fleeting 
screen again.  
 
The images on the screen move slowly for 
me. I see the ageing Indian actor, Amitabh 
Bachchan. His fading frame looms large 
with a cultic presence. Some other old 
actors flicker out as well. Nick’s lunch with 
Gatsby begins to look like a panoramic 
compliment to faded glories of once-upon-
a-time favourite actors. The enchantment of 
Bachchan’s face has gone, only the elegant 
physique. I feel really sad. I have grown up 
on occasional diet of Indian movies, 
administered through Toofan, Amar Akbar 
Anthony, Mad. The beauty of the man is 
vanquished by age. His appearance is brief, 
like many others. At that moment, I begin to 
think of Leonardo DiCaprio as a fading star. 
Not the Gatsby that he is now. He has been 
more charming and beautiful in Titanic. In 
Man in the Iron Mask. Here, he does not look 
like a 32-year-old Gatsby anymore. I see his 
fading cheeks. I yearn for his youth and his 
old charm. It can never be the same. I begin 
to wish he stopped acting after Titanic. That 
way, he will still be young. To see Gatsby 
now is to see a fading Jack.  
 
Then, the moment comes. My expected 
moment. It is the same for every citizen of 
the cinema. Not exactly the same. Almost. It 
begins with Gatsby’s meeting with Daisy in 
Nick’s place. Through and through the 
forgettable entrance of Gatsby, drenched 
and burning. Poor, I must say. Then to 

Gatsby’s house. Daisy beholds the yellow 
sun; its gold rays shimmering through a grey 
and blue cloud. She places her hand on the 
pillar overlooking the river. Gatsby comes 
beside her on the other side of the pillar. 
His hand rests on hers behind the pillar. Nick 
sees their interlocked hands behind the 
pillar as they romantically gaze at the 
golden sun. Maybe that’s not exactly the 
way it appears on the screen. But my mind 
screens it that way. It is so brief, less 
enchanting. But it is the moment. My left 
hand had dropped on her lap at the 
beginning of the moment. She does not 
restrain me. For three consecutive nights, it 
has been a similar experience with my 
different partners. In my history as a citizen 
of the cinema, only once has my hand been 
restrained by my partner’s. She has had the 
flow and does not want my hand messing 
up her thighs. I will not wish to sully my 
hand with bad blood. 
 
Anyway, this night is familiar as always. My 
left hand roves around the surface of her 
lap into the epicentre of my desire. Her eyes 
are glued to the screen as if nothing is 
going on. Mine too. Only my hand moves 
and her thighs quiver with each tug from 
my fingers. The screen is not before us 
anymore. It has receded into our minds. We 
say nothing to each other as the magic 
withers away. I know I have come to the 
cinema to drop my hand on a woman’s lap. 
It is just for that moment alone. Every other 
thing is only a rehearsal for my hand to drop 
onto a lap.  
 
Why the cinema? I know it is the feel of 
deriving a private pleasure within a public 
space. It is in personalising a public 
experience, stealing it, and making it a 
covert action. Things stolen inspire the most 
power, particularly when taken amidst a 
crowd of looking people. That is the 
essence of the cinema. And the moment for 
this robbery sometimes comes more than 
once. In this Gatsby film, it is only once. And 
that is a failure in this film. A film with a 
popular plot is best dished with prolonged 
poetry. This Gatsby lacks poetry. Faces 
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vanish quickly; eyes are not seen; scenes 
fleet out of sight as fast as they have 
appeared. But the emotion is not found 
anywhere in these effects. The director’s 
sense of candour lies in sustaining Gatsby’s 
stretching of a hand towards and into blank 
darkness. I hate it. I hate its brevity because 
it speaks the story of my existence. I wish 
the emotion can be sustained. But my hand 
has to withdraw as the screen sours the 
moment with really unpoetic scenes. 
 
The screen emerges from our mind and we 
see it now as something outside us, 
something before us. The film continues 
amidst our uneasy silence. ‚Is this how it is 
written in the book?‛ My partner’s question 
comes out so mechanical to finally disrupt 
the awkward silence. I almost get a feeling 
of reproach from her voice. But I shake it 
off. 
 
‚What?‛ I ask. 
 
‚How these men are arguing over their love 
for Daisy, is that how it is written in the 
book?‛ 
 
She hasn’t read the book. I have convinced 
her that the film is good and interesting 
because it has tried to modernise a 1925 
American novel. She is not a lover of books, 
though she loves romance stories. Or I 
should say, romance films.  
 
‚I can’t remember exactly,‛ I say.  
 
‚So, what do you remember?‛  
 
Why is she asking questions? I hate her for 
it. Questions kill the past and lost moment. I 
say to her, ‚Well, I know it is not exactly like 
this in the book. If only the director of this 
film has reserved all these direct 
engagements and allowed the men to carry 
these actions out as thoughts, as mental 
warfare, this scene would have been more 
powerful and psychologically illuminating.‛ 
She nods in agreement.  
 

She says, ‚Yes, I agree with you. Daisy comes 
off here as a pathetic puppet who is divided 
between two men and she does not know 
exactly what she feels for either. A woman 
does not just love one man at a time.‛  
 
I do not like it when criticisms and analyses 
of films begin to happen like this. I prefer it 
to take place in my mind alone, to dream 
the many ways it may have been different. 
But never to say them aloud. To analyse 
them is to trivialise the feeling I get from 
each scene. It kills the hope, like the hope of 
the expected phone call Gatsby has awaited 
before his murder, even when the call does 
not come from the person he expects it to 
come from.  
 
‚Hmm!‛ I sigh to make her stop asking 
questions about the film.  
 
The film ends finally. We lose our identity 
and begin to walk out on our citizenship of 
the cinema. The lights come back on and 
the screen becomes one with the walls 
beside it. We step outside the cinema and 
head towards the parking lot. Beside the 
car, our eyes meet. She asks, ‚What has 
happened in there?‛  
 
I stare at her for a while. She knows she is 
not supposed to ask me that. She is my 
friend’s fiancée. We have known each other 
from a long past. She also knows that I am 
only living out the remaining rituals of my 
time. She also knows that it is after all the 
cinema. It is not real. So, I say to her, 
‚Nothing has happened in there.‛ It is true: 
nothing has happened. It is only a moment 
of non-existent actions – the cinephilic 
moment, the moment when the love of 
cinema is articulated. It is not just the 
moment. It is also the feeling. The feeling of 
non-existent, intangible pleasure. And, it is 
also something else. It is the moment of 
realisation of desires, a realisation that 
cannot be put into words. Perhaps never. 
And it is some other thing. It is unknown 
and therefore it is nothing. 
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I know I won’t have that moment again. I 
have tried to live just in that moment with 
the women who have come close enough to 
know me. She is the last of them and she 
will marry my friend. I haven’t betrayed 

myself, and not anybody else. Soon, they 
will all forget me. The doctor says my time is 
measured in months now. I only want to 
expire with the memory of that momentary 
realisation of a lie.  
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