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Your world needs sweet ening, child
y Dedication
by Wole Soyinka, indanre and Other Poems (1967).

WOLE
SOYINKA




Editorial: Issue 6

When Words Refuse to Be Silent

Words matter. They always have.

This issue #enned in Rafgeings together writers unafraid to confront grief, trauma, identity,
displacement, inequality, belonging, and the ordinary struggles that shape human lives. Some pieces
hurt. Others make us smile. A few leave us quietly thinking long after we've turned the page. That's
what good literature should do.

What stands out in this issue is the honesty of its voices. The writers don't simply tell us what
happened. They invite us into memories, questions, relationships, losses, and moments of hope.

The interviews with Ola W. Halim and-Risae Julien also remind us that
writing isn't magic. It takes courage, patience, revision, and the willingness to kee|
searching for the right words.

As Editosin-Chief, | believe this is wheemned in Rageatters most. We give writers room to speak
and readers room to listen.

Read it slowly. Let it speak.



JiveLubbungu, (pictured) holds a PhD Lit., an MA Lit., MBA-Project
Management, Cert. -Monitoring & Evaluation, Cert. Project
Consultancy, Cert.- Climate Change Al, Cert. Development
Economics. Dr Jiveis a lecturer, author, and researcher. He the
Assistant Dean: Postgraduate - School of Humanities and Social
Sciences. Kwame Nkrumah University, Kabwein Zambia.
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Oversized Prison Uniforms
By Ola W. Halim

Daddie shakes my hand firsy firm, bone-on-bone. Then he settles on the
squeaking bench in a corner or the room. But the rickety furniture doesn't
collapse under his weight.

mpf O W YW WeUWUOYs A6 1JW ¢!+ OWmB o lld et qlUf
2t DT WagVYW ¢! WRabt WEWCTaqdb! IOwll WHG 2 #E G I1J LW
sYOGWUUe wllc JUWH 6 ¢t 134 W6 RY WG 1WJ¢T Ws Rapldrdwn Wal ¢ NDF
walls, with the lone windowy perfectly square and burglaryproofy do not

D+ GG VYT DWc qagd Rt OWmo Ye Ws ¢ Ugqllg Y WG R21IWaYUOT

[Mummie has moved on, Daddie. | spend my semester breaks with her. The
spatula scar on her shoulder has melded into skin. Her new boyfriend doesn't
howl china mugs off her hands or chortle hard while she braves the shards
barefoot. She called him a fool once, because he indeed acted foolish, but
that didn't warrant wielding spatulas and belts and the promise of a kitchen
knife half-interred in foamy sinkwater.]

mecYs bt W AEYYiemwl

B[ RUIJ O LW

a YaqWnRUWAW?2¢T T RIJOWF 6 WUOY qln RY lkydid W~ 1JH 6
promised | wouldy even after two years, but real men don't offer more than

q6 ! b1 YWet ¢ T AWt YW #6YVYdkt WnRUIJKe
mNEeqbt WG! WIUNRUWWII 1w

BN Ut W YedaW?2e¢l T RIJIOw LW

i 6ecqc HY2 qigé WG ¢T RIJt e wll
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[I like men, Daddie, and I'm in love. Chinedu, that's his name. You should see
him. He's mastered the art of loving lavishly, breathlessly, shamelessly,
ravenously, as though that's his specialty, like he's not an expert in other
things.]

Bp7! Wb WWs ¢! AWqd R W Yel W6e¢ RI He qWRE Wn RO

Daddie laughs at his own joke. No longer a rataplan of thunders; just a long,
qRI T Ws RUVAWIGRY JWSRUNIIL Wt H#I JWHG RUDNOWBI

[Even your attempt at small talk is. . .irredeemably robotic.]

mf bt WNe OHAYY BAW?2¢T T RIJOWLW

moOVYel W~2 G0 RUIWNYqWRaqWnY! W Yeewll

/b0 1IJt HOw L

NG WOcauWt YeUT + Wn DG RURUNJKWOWMBEG GG WnIJAF
Aaf WiRt JWRaqAW?2¢T T RIJKOE WS 6 HOw

The first sheet of silence settles upon us warmly, like a wateredown omen,

but Daddie doesn't yank it off with bellydeep growls and, when growls fall

insufficient, fists. His eyes are the furious red of ripe fruits, and | can stare

squarely into them, because they no longer cause my teeth to clatter. Theig

no quiet quivering in my stomach, at my temples.

meYsWeHYe qWAYUt DelWf Wt OYs Wt 6 WG et qé ¢ 2130
[We both know she doesn't, Daddie. That's why she isn't here with me. She's

herself now. Her lipstick no longer melts into blood. Her hair is darker, more
lustrous, fuller. A model. Bespangled with loud joys. You need to hear the
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tinkle of her laughter at the dining table. | never thought Ronke capable of
expressing so much freedom. But would you understand?]

mi 6eqlle!l YW YeWags ROt RUNDWEAY e qAWu ¢! YT We Wf

[Why does that vein along your neck twitch, Daddie? What's that incrustation
on your left thumbnail? Why do you smell like. . .fermented cassava? Your
uniform is oversized. Did you know there's a funny patch around the
buttocks?]

BEYAWSYs bl DWgdé ! Wal e qRUNDW! Ye W6 WI e wll
b~ e WNGU! WHEecUbqWAI et WaRAWI2B0WRN Wa6 13! L
B RHEI IO

BEXUIWYsUAWEY WeWdecUAWue! YT AW Ye Wadet qlUAL
you're weak That's why your Mummie loved me. Ah, she loved me bajé. But

she fucked up. Sending me to jail because | corrected hgr [With spatulas

and belts, yes?y and the yeye jury called me an irredeemable misogynist! Do

you know how many armeerobbers and kidnappers and homosexualg

[Daddie, please stop!'lyy and yahooyahoo boys are roaming around freely?

Who jails them? And yet the idiot | married with my own money jailed me!

God, God, Goy

/b? ¢ Tyl HRID
rb ebi she's reached menopause? Between you and |, man to man, tell me,
you think any man will look at her again? Those breasts are now slippers

andy H LU

m?2¢T T RIJr wll
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X DaqWad DWgedt AWuc! YT U1 wlLL

MBEG B W WWRUNDUW YaWYUWALWE Hageaecdd! Ow

The second sheet of silence hovers, settles. Chillier, it is. More ominous.

[ DG WA Rt IWs Wk 3w gq¢ U1 RUDN ULdde ITmeteletia 6 R U W

horizon of a black hole. Somewhere, a groan. A needtain cry. Wailing, loud
and ugly. Then, a thwack. Silence.

2¢T TRUW eAtt WRUWGRY WeUT Il GRGHOWmBI GG AWNY
mOYebUGWAHWDWY 2 sl 3n Yl YW Ye wt UY s WRq

m?2YW Yelwt GUOT W Yel Wt a1t oqBabulifl Jett Ws Rab
O JE AW?2¢T T RIJOw LW

BEYWS WWE ¢t WeWgYet DWARNWIWUOYa NG WaVYWeHHY GG
course, | know he'll allow her keep boyfriends and use makeup and wear

skimpy skirtsy LU

wp? ¢ TyluR 1IJ

mi6caqbt WORY WO¢c G e Wf t WEWIWYTT eW? YI1IIJt W6 13wt C
Is he tall like me? Your Mummie likes tall men that picky bitch. Does he have

hair around his nipples? You know your Mummie loved that about me? Hair

around my nipples? She used to say it looked like an old necklace, zzaga

UDHt GCHIDWOW ¢RaAWGIJqWaGJW 6 Ys W Ye AWRNLW! Ye
sRO6WNIUgqaqRUNWaS W 6 RI qqUY2 131 W6 Rt WE 3¢ T W
RUt RT JWeUYqd6 1l WyYUowl

mpf W6 RUT WRabt Wasé WWHz2 qagY Ut AW?2¢T T RIJIOW7 2 q L
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mpNYGSOWF 0 W RAA! IOWf Ws ¢ Uqllg Y W @ 131JG O LW

e Il e wlld

m? YUb qlf H6VeYa e dlulus 13 a o

b8 6 O

/O Ye WHE G U Wa Y LOyouTdddpidt 1) 8 HEIAR & Wc U1 WHIIJWN Y F

[l came to tell you I'm gay and I'm a wanton chatterbox now and I'm quitting

school and I'm shamelessly sucking vanilla yogurt from sticithin sachets and

I'm taking piano lessons and | can cry as often as | want and | don't feel like a

Gett ! Ws6RAGNVWHS YGGRUNW HYqHRSYWAYUUWJqt Wn Y

ml T WP qWags WO WUs Wie UWn Y WG WIOWNPGG WS RA Wa Y L
6RY WI! Ut Ws RaGG LW UIW 6 3Jnowg 6 Awe U1 Waldd o WA

il DWAY g6 Wt UYs Wt 6 0Ws YUObqWHRYGUWAW?2ET T RIJ IO

He grabs the balls of his knees, as though steeling himself against a lurch.
BESG I WaqYaTl W Ye Ut YelW? RT W 61WaqdddWw! Ye Wt YA

/B2 ¢ Tyl riRUIL
mx ¢ qlll Wadé RUNE Alluc¢c! YT 1JHOw LW

Outside the latticed door, | wait. | watch Daddie rise. He bends so far forward |
can see the knobs of his spine through the uniformAlmost hunchbacked. He
stumbles across the room like a fatally wounded beast. Limply furious.

Almost to a chronically debilitating degree. He stops at the door, glares at it,
as though commanding it to open on its accord. But his faintest willpower no
longer rips doors apart. | watch him lean back, cradle his face in cupped
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hands. And then, a parched howl wrenches itself out of him. Followed by
another. And another.A warder approacheshorsewhip coiled at his belt. My
feet shift sideways before my mind decides. | clear the doorway. The warder
nods, not at me, but at the space | have vacated. He steps in. | hear the cuffs
click, not the whip. | turn to leave, and | do not look back, before Daddie is led
out into his cell.

Ola W. Halim writes from Edo State In Nigeria.
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Author’s

INTERVIEW

What's it like
being a
Nigerian
Creative
writing from
the margins?

| love your
writing
style. What
can | learn
from you?
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Bridgette James and |4 Halim, in conversation
-

Bridgette - TellUs Why You Writet 1a Halim.

t 14 - Broadly, | write for a couple of reasons. To remind society that people
like me exist. To process complex emotions. To attempt a deeper
understanding of my surroundings, its people, their behaviours, its
sociocultural dynamics. To interact with the beauty of words, the
magnificence of language. To contribute to discourse in whatever field that
interests me. And even, sometimes, to kill time. But | think | write primarily
because Iwant to write about the things | care about. | want to tell the story of
an albino boy. | want to interrogate with the realities of a queer person living in
a hostile environment. | want to write about a mother and her wild love for her
child. I want to examine our collective madness via an absurdly humorous
lens. It is when | have satisfied this imperatiwe the need to just write about
the stuff that matters to mey q6 ¢ qW q6 YWY q6 Il WHI YT WA
surface.

“l want to tell the story of an albino boy.”

Bridgette -1 6 ¢ qq Bt IORq G Rt JIOHIIRUNIOE KO RNIJI R¢ UHO9 |

+14 - I'm one of those Nigerians who occupies a unique place in society. I'm
queer, albino and largely agnostic. Apart from the systemic failures of
government, manifest in different intimately troubling ways, | face
discrimination on the basis of my identity. You

cannot be queer in Nigeria and be free; neither education nor money could
truly insulate you. People make casual innuendos about my albinism. Almost

20



everyone | know, from friends to family members, want to make me religious,
because they believe very strongly in the punishment of hell for neelievers.

In spite of all that, I've lately begun to see myself as quite privileged. |
don't waste my time anymore wallowing in what I'm not, how nature and
Nigeria have cheated me. | like to think now that, sometimes, within some
contexts, such as mine, marginalisation is a mental construct. Of course,
being openly queer in Nigeria, no matter the mental gymnastics, poses real
danger, but that's not the same with being albino, and being irreligious (in
some cases). | can choose to ignore whatever | am labelled due tmy
albinism. | have, in fact, been doing so. | can afford the discourtesy of telling
someone off when they make an albino phobic joke. | can express love to
whoever | deem deserving, irrespective of gender; | can openly love bright
colours and gossip and remain a Nigerian man; | can dance, sing in my high
pitched voice, crack silly jokes with Ayo, speak my English in a way
considered feminine, and continue to live my life.

x RZRUNDWRUW RNDIUJI RE¢AWWt GUARCGG! Wet We W
you're a yahooyahoo fraudster or you're functionally jobless), is cruel. In
some areas, there's hardly power to work as you please. The Nigerian
government has no plan that includes creatives. Art subjects are left alone for
the smart. Nigeria is rich in art and culture, yet its numerous museums, for
example, are in varying stages of deterioration. Reading is as good as
discouraged; in fact, officials would rather cut ribbons across @rious states
than attend a book festival.

So, if you ask me what it feels like writing from the margins, I'll say |
don't see margins in that sense anymore. Of course, | hope things get better. |
hope true defenders of the democratic system are voted in. | hope the
electorate is fully educated enough to reject temporary incentives during the
election periods. | hope people learn basic politeness, and no one is derided
or killed for being who they are. But the universe has been good to me. | live in
a small town in Edo State. I'm a student and a patime teacher. | write fiction
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that points accusing fingers at the failures of the Nigerian state. | can mostly
eat what | like. A lot of people find me funny. My family loves me. There's
peace and quiet in my home. Every day, when | step out of the house, a
beautiful sun greets me, and a cool breeze warms my face. It's a beautiful life
here, despite all the hurdles, and I'm living it.

“I'm queer, albino and largely agnostic.”
Bridgette T love your writing style. What can | learn from you?

+14- Thank you very much for the compliment. | don't think there's anything

I YeWRcUWmaWe!l UnWG! Wt YOWf Wagé RUE WIJ2 131 ! LW:
craft, eventually finds their pulse, the voice they feel most authentic to them,

the best ways they feel their story should be told. For me, there's no singular
formula. | could spend time planning a story, and when | eventually begin to

write it, it turns out totally different from the preliminary. Some stories are
mGEeUaqt DT walls | RaqaqldU LW BtéridsYdomelhs idens] ¥teriasll ¢ W G
come in form of a striking sentence; you encounter an emotion and a story

comes out of it. A story could take a few hours to write; others, years, maybe
decades. What matters, | think, is artistic clarity: why am | telling this story?

How best can | tell it? Even this varies from writer to writer.

What | consistently do, though, is revise. Revising is where the true
labour lies. No matter how perfect | feel a story is, it must be subjected to two
or more revisions. The story that eventually gets published could be so
different from its earlier drafts you'd think they weren't written by the same
person. Revising helps sharpen your story; it narrows its focus on what is
most important to drive plot and deepen characterisation. Revisions can
transform characters, and even reveal what you didn't know ahd them, such
as motivations, psychology, worldview, what have you. If there's anything I've
learnt that | keep learning every day, then it's this: one must recognise the
power of shaping and reshaping a story until it gets close to its truest form.
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About The Writer
e

Ola W. Halim's work has been shortlisted for the ALCS Tefallon Trust
Award 2026, the Gerald Kraak Prize, the Commonwealth Short Story Prize
(2021 and 2026), and the Kendeka Prize for African Literature. He is also a
finalist for the TFCN Teacher's Prize for Literature 2019. Twice nominated for
the AKO Caine and the Pushcart prizes, he is a 2022 fellow of the Literary
Laddership for Emerging African Authors. Halim's work has appeared in a
number of magazines and anthologies, includingSmokeLong Quarterly,
Lolwe, Iskanchi, adda, Isele, The Forge and the Gerald Kraak 2022 Anthology.
He is a fiction mentor at SprinNG. Halim is interested in telling stories not
frequently told. He can be reached on Twitter @OlaposiH and Instagrarat
https://www.instagram.com/ola_w.halim/
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An EXxclusive Inteview withLisa-Anne Julien

Pictured: Featured Writer Lisa -Anne Julien LisaAnne is the Africa Regional Winner of the 2026
Commonwealth Short Story Prize.

Bridgette James: How does your work reference the social circumstances of
African women, particularly those in South Africa?

24



Lisa-Anne Julien: Let me start by saying thatmy intention is not to make

broad social statements. At least not overtly and certainly, not with my fiction.

| try to avoid any kind of polemics in my work and aim for specificity and
character, rather than general sentiment or observation. | think there is a

wealth of nonfiction work that succeeds in doing that much better than |

could. I try to go for specifics, nuance. | want to see the heterogeneity among

African women and the layeredness, complexity and dynamism of their social

HRI #a2 0t qc URUDY OW Yq6 RUNDWIT Yt WYl Wt 6Yedal W
imprison them in their current social circumstances. For that reason, | aim to

let the story lead by character, rather than theme, or social analysis. Having

F ¢RI Wag6cqAllf Wt UYsWs6caqll! Yek! DWet t RUNALWE

characteristic of me.

fOWa! Wt qYl ' AW ~PJdwell W~¢ckeddaWaqdéJWw nl

domestic workers, although, of course, they are much more than this job title.
And although my characters do have agency, many domestics workers in
South Africa are often vulnerable. The lack of security in their work means
they can be let go without notice or severance. The power dynamics within
their place of work is significant. Their pay may not be commensurate with an
increased cost of living. Many are voiceless, even though they play critical
roles in the reproduction of the household, sending all members of that
household out into the world fed, washed, and clean in welironed clothes.
But again, | cannot paint domestic workers as victims. Within the context of
their work, they may find a supportive and financially rewarding arrangement

with their employer where all members of their family benefit. Outside of their
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identity as workers, they, like everyone else, live full and complicated lives as
mothers, daughters, wives, friends, partners, community members, and

social beings.

Janine Milne: Your story, 'Me and Ma'am' was amazing: 1J ¢ UT W~ ¢« ¢ O W |
Anne Julien | Grantdt has a wonderful sense of hope, of connection beyond

the social, racial, and gender politics that so divide us in everyday African life.

Which African short story writers inspired you to explore your African identity

so vividly? [The protagonists: Phathu, Thandi and Ma'am etcetera, are so
representative of us, arent' theyp

Lisa-Anne Julien: Thank you so much for the compliments on my story. |

| DGR Wl 3el RUNW YéRYO Bldibg Badapest antl Y K + L
NMIJWORUNWHY OGO D Jd! WiEdN Wherdhelstery) Whichlwon I LW'n R |
the 2011 Caine Prize for African Writing and became the first chapter in
Noviolet's book We Need New Names | felt myself unable to let go of the

original form.

The tone in the short story was not didactic; | stepped into the shoes and skin

of the characters. It was true their eyes that | understood everything Noviolet

was saying about the world from which the children came. It is storytelling at

its most sublime.

| also feel a kindred spirit with the work and literary trajectory of
URGHCHsDcUWs!1 RaWI AWANDqRUcCW] ¢GGedOWT WIT
inspired by how she straddles writing and working on international issues. |
love her ability to speak to a larger truth through the voices of characters and
place. | also find her writing really funny.
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Janine Milne: What advice would you give emerging African short story
writers who are battling to find recognition for their work on the international
literary scene?

Lisa-Anne Julien: The advice | would give to emerging writers is the advice |

give to myself almost every days 2t q it WJIGWs | RqRUNIWOWf WHE
famous author saidT/bH IJ W ¢ T ! Ws 6 WU WaSh Rk 3 HIRWHGE Y mjic |
keep at it and get to the end of that messy first draft. Then enjoy the magic of
scaqHSRUNWq6 W 32 RE T WIT | ¢rrhg ldk inight ieiEIOLL7 2 q |
show up. But the work still has to endure because the story demands that it
HIOWAI Ye N6 qWRUqY Waqd6Ws YI GT IOWNGS WWHe GdRUNL
but to respond to something deep inside oneself that is asking to be revealed.

This thing has something to say about life and what it means to be human.

Having said that, writers need to beead, and stories need to be read. A story

comes alive in the imagination of a readerSo, we must put our stories out

into the world. Alongside sending submissions to international publications,

we can also share them on the many platforms that exist. Share on socials, on
Substack, make video/audio clips on TikTok etc. Revel in that

accomplishment. Beat your own drum and dance to our own music.

Lergon Parris: As a Caribbean writer, do you believe creole creates a
disconnect with international readers or is it a legitimate argument for
authenticity?

Lisa-Anne Julien: + Wc¢Ws ! Rl WUOYs¢lcec!t AWRgkY WT R
ceqb6lUqRACqUWAHNHEC 2t DWaq6 Il Ikt Wt YWae #HE WI
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politically correct, what one should be writing about and how one should do
RqlOWf qkt Wéel T WagVYWhe RIqUUWagsJWUYRE JWe UI
that stories should be character and story driven. If creole is what the story

needs, if the charactersneed to speak creole to carry the story forward, then

Hl Weaawade Ut OWf qkt WOYqWeAYe qWRN Wa6 1JWs | F
and characters demand. It may not be that every character needs to speak

HI DYawe wf Wi YUk qWaq6é RUY Ws | RalJl + Wt 6Yedl Whn
Rkt Wal JUT ! WY! WagécqWt qY! RUt Wet RUNWHI Y

accepted for publication.

Some writers who use creole are giving us creative permission to think
differently about language, to rethink how we manipulate language, to dispel
the notion that standard English is a type of north star. And this is amazing. In
qé6 Wt ¢calw2IIROAWI PeT U1+ Wel YWwWedat YWHIRUNDW
writing, that literature is expansive and dynamic. | imagine some readers
might have not thought they could engage with creole and other forms of local
dialect but have, to their surprise, enjoyed the journey and the revelation. |
think many readers are open to being challenged, even to be made slightly
uncomfortable, if the journey is worth it in the end. So not creole focreole
sake, but because the use of it promises what every reader wantsa good

read.

Brigdette James: Pleasetell us about your novel: If You Save Me, which we
IJcI T Ws YOWq6 JWOUR2JI + Ra! WYnWsVY&ecUUIt He
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A 320 pages, Format Paperback
triumphant Published July 1, 2021, by Kwela Books
7;*[‘:;‘11;2’\;\ ISBN 9780795710209 (ISBN10:
WANNER 0795710208)
ASIN 0795710208

Language English

LISA-ANNE{ 3
_ JULIEN"TT "

5 S OMPIEX,
_along mercilessly
~ impressive pace.’= KARIN SCHIMKE

Lisa-Anne Julien If You Save Mdollows four men and a young girl across
South Africa, the UK and Trinidad and Tobago, my home country. South
African surgeon, Dr Carl Kleinhans, is on the edge of performing a risky living
donor transplant in London which will force an estranged father and son to
consider what really matters. The surgery is real but also a metaphor for most
of the characters looking for some kind of redemption or regeneration in their
lives. Back in South Africa, little Promise finds herself in the centre of events

that threaten to reveal long hidden truths.
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rif | take an aerial view of the characters, there are invisible
lines that connect them all across time and space. This is an
underlying theme in my writingr unlikely or lessthan-obvious
HYUUUDHRqRY Ut IOWi 6 RGWWaq6 IWHEE! ¢ Halll |
threads between them, the reader igs

y Lisa-Anne Julien

About The Writer

Lisa-Anne, originally from Trinidad and Tobago, lives in Johannesbufghe is

the Africa Regional Winner of the 2026 Commonwealth Short Story PriZe.

addition, she received a Highly Commended Award in the 2008/09
Commonwealth Short Story competition. Her novellf You Save Mgwon the

OUR2 1!l {t Ra! WYnWsVY6¢cUUWt Hel Nkt WW=M=Z=ZW?WJHea
RUOUWNS W[ Ye Uq¢ RU W~ eriag dhdHgnJigtionliasMEpentaeEih + ¢ | LU
Pree, the Caribbean literary magazine. Her writing residencies include

Femrite, Yale Writers, and the Jakes Gerwel Foundation.
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Jonathan Chibuike Ukah is a Pushcart and Best of the Net-nominated poet
living in the United Kingdom. His poems have been featured in TABS, The
Journal of Poetry & Poetics, The Pierian, Propel Magazine, Atticus Review,
The Journal of Undiscovered Poets and elsewhere. He won the Alexander
Pope Poetry Award in 2025, and the Atlantis Poetry Prize 2026, the
Sublimation Annual Poetry Contest 2026, and the Empyrean Poetry
Contest 2026. His first Chapbook, A is for Anfang was released in
December 2025 by the Island of Wak-Wak.

Three Poemsy Jonathan Ukah




Why God Left my Country
Jonathan Ukah

N6 JWa6 RUNY Wf Wt KIJwe !l WWs 6 ¢ qif W YUK qt 13136

| see the invisible things crawling away,

like a black kite wearing gold earrings,

a yellow mouse digging holes in the sky,

the dead speaking through my mother,

telling her how hunger blinded them to their fate.

My father was always holding my hands

each time he went to church on Sunday.

He never went to church on a Wednesday or Friday,

those days were reserved for the deacons

who must wear a pious mask and robe

and sit on the front pews, rubbing their temples.

He said the priest drinks aromatic gin in the evening,

and mounts the pulpit the next morning.

He has a deep and strong head, my father said.

Else he should have drunk the living water;

Rkt WOYaqWRl2Jl!'s6101 DAWAz qWRULWq6 JWI RHAY WY T
water is the desert that forgets to dry up.

Since we returned from Port Harcourt,

we drink the living water from the blood.

cll Wkt W6 JWl JeT W6c2RUNWRaWt s JUqI Waé6c UL
sweeter than the living have memories of a sacrifice,

though the army offers us something to drink

qé6caqkt WONDRq6W! Wseqldl WOY!I WAHGYYT WOY! W6 1JG 0
if you show them where your treasures are.

The police also charge people for being alive.

It's not bribery; her children justify wisdom.

The gods are somewhere watching their people,

while God left the country for the absent gods.
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My father said the snake offered God the apple;

In a country that has too many snakes as gods;

perhaps this is why God ran out of my country,

lest the police capture Him as one of the snakes.

Nobody has the right to be a naked body,

strutting up and down the streets for clothes to wear;

q6 Il Dkt WeWHEGe! NRWnY!I W21 ! q6 RUNAWII2 1JU Wn
Who will blame them when ordinary wood is gold,

and the wind turns a drizzle into a thunderstorm?

Yet, my father said, the children ate sour grapes,

¢cUT Wa6 DRI Wneaqd6ll + k WgUWgqéLWel DWedsc! t W Ja
See how dragonflies chase the stars and the moon,

hopping on the piledup bodies of worshippers;

who control the influx of foreign insects and flies

when the angels follow God to escape abroad.

| asked my father if God should remake my country.

[ YaWs 611 WWag6éWU0e o Ye W YUR qWt D1JG WaYwWwe U7 L
But | understood the police arresting angels as God,

rather than command their morning to put dawn in its place.

Birds sleep with giraffes; goats marry ants;

q6 1l Dkt WeUWIaWG6ecUqWe HY 2 qqlig Y Ws 13T We W IJs U
and a goat fell in love with a country mermaid.

| heard that happiness is another form of agony,

and sorrow is the only thing that incubates hope.

A picture of a country without a god is a desert,

and the other day, my Ghanaian friend told me,

the night owls have taken the shrines of their gods.

They crow every night, and the people are happy.

because at least someone is crying out at long last.
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Passing By a Lonely Graveyard One Evening
Jonathan Ukah

A day came in this dreary and futile life of mine

| took it upon myself to pass through a graveyard
when the rain poured down in thick avalanches,

and there was no place to shelter or pass the time.

| walked through the grave of Mobutu Sese Seko,
and heard voices like children in a busy classroom.

| leaned forward to hear what they had to say,

amid the rapid rustling of dry leaves and wind,

The tall yew tree casts its shadow over the grave.

| heard him murmur to his inmates and birds,

that of all his glamour, wealth and fame in life,

no African country wanted his body on their sail,

as though he was infested with leprosy at death,
wondering how a continent of corruption and ruin
transformed into a saint at the stench of a body.
What would he have done if Morocco had kept silent,
and not asked for his corpse to drop in their land.

He forgot to approach life like a child playing a game,
moving and pushing pieces, possessing the power of kings.
Another voice in the air | heard was Sani Ahacha,
the strong man of Nigeria, leader of an oil nation,
killed in the years of abundance and peace,
mourned by the gold he kept under his pillow.

The day the army waited on him, he would not know
how his memory failed him when it mattered most.
How the people bundled him like unwanted leaves,
when he lost power like a man who lost breath,

the ejaculation of power, prominence and perpetuity.
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The third voice reminded me of the fragility of Gaddafi,
the pomp, pride and pageant of Libya, the horn of Africa,
who commanded an empire of oil, an eternity of grandeur.
| heard the cutting edge of regret and anger in his voice,
wondering how possible it was for a strong man to die
surrounded by the whiteness of glory and its crudity;
touted as the sculpture of Africa, the polished gong,
through which his people blew the famous whistle of time.
He died as though his own image engulfed him,

in the hands of those who saw his light and darkness.
How quickly everything fades when light shifts its stance,
When the ego is the grave that buries the truth within.

Peter AdedirelLush field with dwarf trees
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~1 W[ ¢cq6 1l Kkt W7aYYI
Jonathan Ukah

| sat glum behind my father

the day the khaki men hit him at the back

sRaééWe Wt 6cl GWe UT WGYRUqUT W gqRAT Alle WIT D2 R
He winced, shook, cringed and trembled,

touched his back with his right hand and flinched;

pain seared through his body and heart

like Jesus during the agony at Calvary.

~l Wneqdbll kt WnRUOUNDII Y Ws I W G¢cl T Ws Ra 6 WF
HeqW6é BWI RT Uk qae!l UllgY W U Waqd6 3Wne #IJt WY nU
It was not needed, not what he bargained for,

though he knew them, and knew they were there,

waiting for him to ride his bicycle into their tracks.

| saw and felt a blazing knife slash his body;

my body stiffened, opened, torn and spilt blood,

my blood gushed from my arteries into the hot ground,

still reeling from the wounds of the dead.

Even the marks of the fallen tattooed the leaves.

fWUNPOdqWa! Wneqé 1l kKt WHGYYT W 2t 6§ UWRUq Y WG ! WL
and changed the things | see and their colours;

fWUNPdqWa! Wneqdé 1l kt WHGY YT W DYGWRUaq Y WG ! Wl
clogging them with meaning and mood of what | heard;

! Wneqd Wl kt WHGYYT Wl ¢cUWg6! Yenswa! w2 IJRU! U
oiling my palms and fingers for what | touched,

and whatever | handled to steer my course;

fWUNPOGqWa! Wneqé 1l kKt WAHGY YT Wagcet JWY2 131 Wa! Wn
directing me to the places that | must go.

Whatever that had a body and a face,

whatever that had a form and a purpose,

whatever that stood for what must be done,
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whatever was a substance, and not a phantom,

whatever that embodied concreteness, whatever a body,

! Wneqd Wl Kt WHGYYT Wsct Wag6 Il DWWV Wagcet DWe b a
70 Wagé Wl et YOWY nWa! Wneq6 Il kKt W GROqWHAG Y'Y
| walked through the gates of the enemy in the dark,

the fourth dimension, the realm of the supernatural,

where his presence followed me through strongholds,

and through graves littered with ashes and dry leaves,

knowing the substances that went into their dying,

the fragrances that their decayed remains emitted.

How fear and timidity died in me, who was careful,

and | was reborn with this unholy, voluptuous anger,

that raged in me like a sinister snake, raw to the bone,

transforming a cat like me into a marvellous bulldog,

biting and stinging every flesh that crossed its path.

Peter AdedireGreat palace tree at Abavo town, Delta Nigeria.
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Ahmad GaniStatue in a Garden
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Alabi Mezabo Miracle is a poet and educator from Ekpesa, Edo State,
Nigeria, and a law graduate of Ambrose Alli University, Ekpoma. His works
appear in The Bridgette James Poetry Literary Journal and The Art Lounge

Poetry Magazine, with a recent shortlisting in the Popals Poetry Anthology.
Connect with him at Miracle Alabi @ Facebook

APoemByAlabi Mezabo Miracle
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My village is a pastor

The rasp on stone is our morning bell.

Before dawn could pull back the night's curtain, the old man
whets his machete,

a slow, metallic hymn

to wake the farmer lying fallow in our bones.

Agbe m'olemudey barterers of morning across mud walls,
thick air, and the steam of oilyakara.

Then the exodus begins.

A long number line of boots and iron feet,
marching down the green aisle,

singing theUviae:

Chorus Leader:

Ume ni Ke ria Ekemana
Unyo no ko ukozi Za Ke
no ba eshe ni ki fi zi

Chorus Singers:
Swa e ni Fi zi Tara ba hi mi
Eki ma rio bi labia

Humming the chant as they are collected by the rainforest.

At eighty, my grandfather is the high priest.
Sun-baked, unbowed,
EvenObechibows when he trudges by,
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muck boots armed to the legs, sucking mud in the parish of
cocoa shades, conducting a mass harvest.

He hoists the sickle pole

with hands rough as broken Benin in harmattan,
slicing sturdy stems with a sudden pull,
cracking the pods to spill the beans.

He bends to scoop the stream water,
taking communion from the leatlittered ground.

By noon, a lone tongue pierces the wind:

"Ehe O!"

And the congregation roars back from the swamp,
"O00!"

A sweatsoaked verse across dense leaves.

The day hangs its shredded vestment.
We find our path again,

picking up stories like fallen mangoes,
our feet longing for a cold bath.

At home,elazoris served, brown and heavy,
with okra sauce escaping from our lipg
the savoury taste of a day's worship.

At twilight, Grandma mounts the pulpit
to usher in moonlight tales
Awelu te Shi Shi or nyani ILo
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Ama o Shu uvumi e bi ilahor he asha bo okpele be bu kpo
Onezeshe ne ema bo gbado o meh

Okekuleze i ki je eshe ne evelevele Na soh onina ah Bere
Ka u ya gbehe uteshishi wewe nu du gubele

Zozele no la me Kay Kay cha uyanu nya

Eshe ne osho bu cha Oke bere no kwaz zaye

Orzi naya nu yna

Ohuo lo lo gbado ome shi vo,

songs braided with stories, drums summoning the crescent
moon

keeping the earth awake.

We stumble home soon, almost breathless:
Makuze Makuze Good night.

A quiet benediction on the sleeping rust.
The cutlass rests in the door's pocket,
waiting for morning's sermon.

Glossary

N HI1J G b Y- & tdadlitohaldniOrning greeting in the
Okpambheri (Okpameri) language of Edo State, Nigeria.

Akara- Fried bean cakes, a popular breakfast food.

Uviae- A traditional farm-work chant sung communally while
walking to or working on the farm.

43



Ehe O!- A call of greeting or acknowledgment, often used to
hail workers from a distance.

OOO!-Né JWHzt qyYac!l ! W Kt GYUt g Y WE G I
T YOUwWY! Wi JWsWJel W Ye O

Elazor- A dark steamed bean pudding, traditionally eaten
with okra sauce.

Makuze- Good night.
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Translations of Chants and Songs

Translation of the Uviae Chant

Chorus Leader:Farming is the work of our landHe who plants,
harvests. He who breaks the pod feeds the clan.

Chorus Singersi will not be lazy. My hands will workMy basket will be
full.

Translation of the ChantFable

The ant is said to have no sight,

Yet it smells the honey across the yard.

It knows the season when the grain is ripe,

To gather before the cold winds blow.

Go to the ant, you sleeper of the mat,

Learn its quiet steps and be wise;

For when the rains of hunger come to flood the earth,
The wise man has stored his corn.

45



About The Writer
]

Excel Chinagorom Michael is a Nigeria creative writer and graphics designer living in
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A PoemBy Excel Chinagorom Michael

SUREL\
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Trauma

Violence falls on me once again & insists my body rally around pain
which sorts me out
like trigonometry a language that comes with our lineage.

Before now, grief settles in a circle
desiring to loop me like fire. | felt the bruise on my skin was not mine;
it was lifting a hurt hidden in my father's heart.

Who has a stuffed ache in my head & dragged me back to the place of
its first wound?

They gathered my delicate bones,
pounded them into mud & laid them
across the road awaiting a Volkswagen
to ruin me.

They left me vulnerable beside clamorous rivers filled with numbers,
like the algebra of trauma, reminding me of how we wept when we
remembered Zion.

& here, | witness departure again & again in thisfivetgntury.
| will be like a boy returning a gpiaylist to those who have made a
lexicon of loathing out from me.

This memory will tarry in the trenches of history, reminding them of
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the night they forced God from His throne without knowing the
heaviness of grief hidden in every pregnant mother.
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Photo: Ahmad Gani
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A PoemBy Obaji Godwin
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Seeker
by Obaji Godwin

.a decade later 96 kidnaped
Chibok girls are still missing..

BBC NEWS
when | decant
my eyes
ETO1T 1T U AT O1 OOUB8O A&l AC
| see leas of lilacs
| canoodle it.

i fleck its tongue with honeypotted molasses.

when darts rise, | rise,
becoming a sentinel ready
to bleed

for its roots to remain rooted
yes, my country is a home
| am prepared topicketwith my life.

but, now, I do not want to give an ounce
of my irises to the minutest emblem of this land

| am a troubadour
seeking what is lost

the lost things are dearto me, a volleyball mate. a football aficionado
she who dreams of sculpting chalets
ET 1T AOO £l O 00
outsize  legacies

& these lost flowers were swallowed
AU T U Al O1 OOouUs0O 1T OAOOECEDO

& in this land beautiful things still
walk into loss & this country stands akimbo
staring & staring like what is lost.
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In a horse betting race, there is a horse called outsider

By Peter Adedire

The painter dyed the cloud deep black, chased the outdoor stars to their
father's room.

Ebullient thunders clapped, cacography etched in lightning alphabet, market
put in disorder.

Chaos was not ugly, anyway, a smile put into buckets 1

there werethings not meant to live in the house.

Translation should come in:

| was tossed out of my mother to a town of dwaitbungalows,
brown roof-caps, old room-smells like secret sins.

Mud houses usually opened their epidermis to laugh at a joke cracked by a
downpour.

Bleating in the sitting room, two cats, lizard thevall, a liveborn was born,
penury sang like a lyrebird.

An old man put his lips to my ears:
Do not come for him anymore.

A River does not turn back to pick his belongings.
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Falling branches cannot communicate to trees they have left.

| was welcomed, kisses and patting, poured in lavender.
fWsct WaqYYWEERI ! 6WII! I W YA WT WG Rt WWe ULle C

Papa and uncle skedaddled, mother died from drinking too much of my
crying,

Grandma was happy when nobody came for my naming ceremony.

But she cooked an aromatic onion, so many villagers were tempted to visit.

At age two, she made me wear a christening ring,

distracted me for following herdaughter's trail.

qWaqWUOWf WeeT WeaayYt qul e T Wab 1JWI GageR.l 1JWG R F

Voices, voices, of thousands of petitions, deracination lives, decimated
cities,

a shout to be rescued, a shout to be seen do not matters to our rulers.

We are the remnants called Outsiders, caste of pariah, hustlers looking for an
identity,

looking to submarine deep of the deepest trenches.
Worst warm, wall of walls builtbetween us.

Does the Government know | exist?
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Do people know grandma's pot is the coldest in the world?

| was almost lynched in Oshodi for carrying a baby, a heavy load and my boss'
heavy heart toher car.

Bummer lamb, Sergey Brim, Cano Cristales, Agbani DerogOutcasts, a
Nigerian, Bullied.

In Missourti, | still love to teach Literature.

A lyrebird now sings to his students:

Every home is a home
an outsider does not have what he calls his own,
Every home is not my own

| have a home | called my own.
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A Poem by Solape Adetutu Adeyemi

About The Writer

Solape Adetutu Adeyemi has published work in the New York Times, the Kalahari review,
the Indianapolis Review and the Guardian to mention a few. She has degrees in
Microbiology and Environmental Management and has a sweet tooth.
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Face Me, | Face You

Twelve rooms.

Twelve large families.

Too many children to count.

Family planning clearly missed this address.

The landlord calls it a compound.

We call it a small local government.

One toilet.

One bathroom.

Shared by everybody.

Even visitors.

Every morning is an election.

Buckets line up before the owners wake up.

If your bucket no dey queue by 5 a.m., forget bathing. Go to work smelling like
something the cat dragged in

The person inside the bathroom always has one line:
"I'm coming!"

Coming from where?

Nobody knows.

You can finish reciting Psalm 91, 121 and 23 before that door opens.
The toilet has seen things.

Things that should never happen to one innocent toilet.
Everybody claims innocence.

"It wasn't like this when | entered."

Of course.

Na spirits dey use am.

Children run everywhere.

One is crying.

One is fighting.

Three are naked.

Two are chasing a tyre.
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One has just poured sand into somebody's pot of soup because "na play."
Their mothers?

Pregnant again.

The tap is another resident.

It brings out water once in a while just to remind us it still lives here.

The moment water starts running, the whole compound shouts,

"Water don come!"

Within thirty seconds, twenty buckets appear from nowhere.

Miracle.

Privacy died the day you rented this room.

If you quarrel with your husband at night, by morning the woman in Room
Seven has already concluded that you're the problem.

In this compound, gossip travels faster than the wind.

Yet, somehow...

People still laugh.

Still borrow pepper.

Still share food.

Still watch each other's children.

Still survive. Still hope. One day e go better.
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A Translatedigbo Poemby Emmanuel Debelu
D —

About The Writer

Chidebelu Emmanuel Nnazoba is an Igbo Nigerian poet, playwright,
and novelist. His work appears inPenned in Rage Literary Journal
and its 2026 Winners Anthology He received the 2026Poetic
Assassin Literary Prize.

+nf UzbNke Chekwabarargbachi Nk§$G$
(The Door That Kept Your Silence)
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+nf UzbNke Chekwabarargbachi Nk§$G$

By Chidebelu Emmanuel Nnazoba

mahtrf Uk ¢ O ¢BELA ¢ LW
ma $he ghsf tf tf EzBL

UbBchséatb,

bnf f zbaht xhekwabara gbachi nk§sgs

Ikekwe ekwensgskf rf

U k kt ihe ndina ¢

Ma eleghéanya, a kferbaha ¢
ma nzaghachi alsaghs

AnBm ebe a,

na-atf anya naska déndt
Uk WA WC 6

ebe anyéna-apf ghsiru.

Mgbe att , ha K warabnf f zbaht3

Ha chbtara gsU k R0 1J 4

f bbchsatbEka ume ikpeaZ gsgachara.

Obalum
Aha gsghBrBbnf f 1B

m na-apf ghs$anye.

Ejiri m ihe niile m nwere
kpBghachite ggU K B.
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M ka naele f ra anya
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Maf tf tf
amalitelars&pb gs
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ni¢ ¢l ¢ LWUtRIShapirikpe 6

nasna-apt apf ?
AkpBghachiri m al gsUIB.

Ma enweghm ike
&pbghachite gi, nwanne m nwoke.



The Door That Kept Your Silence

By Chidebelu Emmanuel Nnazoba

You slept in a foreign land
and never woke up.

For three days,
the door kept your silence.

Perhaps your phone rang

by your bedside.

Maybe your name was called
and no reply came.

| was here,

hoping you were alive
somewhere out there,
somewhere we could not reach.

Then they broke down the door.

And they found you there,

three days after your last breath.

Obalum

Your name became a room
| couldn't enter.

| used everything | had
to take you home.

You left home alive

61

but came back home
with no sound in you.

Ever since,
home sounds different.

To me, sleeping

is only temporary,

a door that we walk
through and back again.

But you passed through
and shut the door.

Sometimes | try to guess
what your last dream was.

Was morning
already calling
for you behind your eyelids?

Did you know in that split second
that you were leaving?

| took your body home.

| couldn't bring you home, my
brother.



Art by KumbukaniChawinga
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Grief, as Depicted in the Work of South Sudanese Poet: MK Kuol

Chap(book)
Review

Contributor
Bridgette James

MK Kuol, Twice the Size of Sun, Contribsit
Poemify Publishers, Nigeria 2024 _ ELTDLRe
ISBN 979832061393 John Chinaka Onyeche

‘Twice the Size of Sun'is a poignant collection
of poems that delve into the themes of war,
grief, and the resilience of the human spirit in
the face of loss.

Through the author's introspective and
personal reflections, we are invited to
contemplate the devastating impacts of
conflict on Families and communities, as well
as the role of poetry in bearing witness to
these experiences.

Each poem is like a window into a world of
pain and suffering, yet also resilience and
strength. The author’'s exploration of
language, identity, and the power of words in
the midst of chaos is both haunting and
deeply moving.

- Jaachi Anyatonwu

MK KUOL | Zpo:mrv

MK Kuol, Twice the Size of Sun, Poemify Publishers, Nigeria 2024
ISBN 979832061393

Amazon Book Link : https://amzn.eu/d/0j3FhvVqg

MK Kuok frwite the Size of the Sunwas a joint winner in the 2024 Chapbook
Prizeat Pengician Poetry
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MK%20Kuol
Twice%20the%20Size%20of%20the%20Sun

In his essay titledExtraordinary Casgmiblished in the Poetry
Foundation on May 18, 2026, Joshua Bennet writes practice

of poetry offers us: both the inspiration to go against the grain of the
present world and the instruments needed to reshape that world.

That is exactly what South Sudanese pdetol does with his
writing. He summaries the present sociopolitical failings in his country
and attempts to reshape his world, all while maintaining a grieving
tone. MKKuoRa L2 SGNE A& 6SAIKUSR o0& KAa
case of Rasaqg Malik ithe Origin of Woundd hat is because MKuol
hails from a succession of West African poets who have experienced
personal trauma due to sociopolitical conflicts, whether it be
Christopher Okigbo writing during the height of the Biafran war or
more recently, poets documenting the atrocities of Boko Haram.

John Chinaka Onyeche defines this grief as alstual and inheritance; it
testifies to the lives of a people shaped by generations of conflict.

6131 Wdpdps 6 ¢ qbt HOF ¢ RT IORt 1OUY q 106 13 ¢ |
611 Wdpdps 6 ¢ qbt tOr 6 Vs UIORE 1OUY g Ot 1J1
611 Wdpps 6¢ qbt tonYe UT ORt 1OUY q tOt 1J ¢
611 Wdpdps 6 ¢ qbt toNICY s UORt 10U Y q tOg) 1

Source: Poem apagel0

KuoRd dzaS 2F @Aadzrf AYlFI3IASNE LI AY
want to calla collective sufferingvhich is also inherently personal. This
suffering is palpable in the linesdisentangled myselffrom the snarl
the night was/g f dzY 6 SNBE R A Y (-RBws{AK Be trRviergeQ a

Q¢
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gAGK GKS LIRSG 6K2 KIa fFro2NA2dzaf @
we encounter even more pain in broad daylighsawedjaws. The use

of tactile imagery makes a reader feel the impact trauma has had on
Kuol | am transported back to 2024 and reminded of the gruesome
images on BBC news from South Sudan, where a war still wages
between two opposing factions on the military government.
(Wikipedia, 2026)

Here is the rest of the cited stanza:

over the naked trees

a faint flame flowered into a fullblooded bead.

| disentangled myself

from the snarl the night was

#HOG2GHII JT IORUGq Yadsg 6 IJKOT ¢! Bt IOt ¢35 11
& there. there in the vestigesi

Yel IOnWWqOid BnaglOYUKUJce!l aq6 bt KOnc #IJKOEt 105
to the music of our heartbeats in the rain

before our hearts knew this pain we now know by face

reposed thousands of squashed skulls

&l broken bones, wormlicked to shine:

telltales of what my country became

after becoming a country.

Source: Poem b,pagel0

¢tKS OKILW®221 A& Yl1Sa | WKSIg@ge
Onyeche each poem unfolds like a single extended lament, and the
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motifs of the sun, grief, mothers, war, and memory, have a layered
meaning.

rbthink even the word ritual
evokes a cultural performance of griefs

MKKuolk + Wt Ye 0 WRY WHRGYq6 VT WRUWRUqqUIUt W YI
witness to traumatic events, what other choices do they have, except to make
art?

like a ritual;

| pen a poem each morning

to rinse off grief

the grungy garment

my shredded soul has become.

Source: Poema, Page 9

About The Writer

MK Kuol, recently shortlisted for the Wanjohi Prize for African Poetry, was the
second-place winner of the annual Pengician Poetry Chapbook Prize. His

works have appeared on Pulp Lit, Spillwords, Port Harcourt Literary Review,
Fiction Niche, Kalahari Review and elsewhere. MK Kuol loves dark rooms,
coffee, moon-N¢ ARUNAWNY Gt Wadet RAWL | RAYUC¢ Ws sk #
He tweets (rarely) @mk_kuol14
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[I. John Chinaka Onyeche is a Nigerian writer and historian from
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Afrocritik, among others.
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Art by Kumbukani Chawinga
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THE RAZOR WIRE
OF EXILE

Amazon Book Link https://amzn.eu/d/O51ETLip
The Razor Wire of Exile

The AnnuaBridgette James Poetry Compe2ifia@,
“atttvtodi !'t£eZB) BHux
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Featured Writer -

Interviewed by Brett Anderson
Meet Roshnee :

South African poet finding space for her words to soar
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bu EN¢T adAndesdnand | anavdiet and poet and improviser from
ONe? £BXtN {BgezZ !30aéNvM bu ¢Bdse o7 &t te
was released earlier this year through my engagement as part of a WhatsApp Poet
HoBge éNj |70 A]ae at ]J]asetoNegot AN N de
poems based on daily prompts that are dropped in the group.

One of these podtdhave been connected to for that feels like the longest time is
xBdZt?TtT EB27TtdF oM 't ZN2t 7T iréBedbdew i Né Z
poems as part of some challenges that were created for Lit in Literature and are fans a
8Z¥7 Pt o) T NdFfod B3 P Néz BeztoAdd XBon

So,l thought | would take this opportunity to interview Roshnee and hear about some
of her journey into the world of poetry and seeing her own books in print.

Let 6s begin by asking, who

| have always been a writer, scribbling in multiple notebooks, scraps of paper, my phon
and everywhere else. It is only recently that | chose bravery over fear, to bring m
passion into the public eye through my book The Moon Child. Brave, because | was
terrified of how my thoughts in a public forum would be viewed by family, friends and
BezZt o oF NdFPodv “oc2aseatH ad ezZ?P oNefgesaén

| am an Earth Child at heart, accountant by career (we fall into career paths by decision
that are taken out of necessitly)t was a decision of passion, | would have been a
nature conservationist. | find inspiration in nature, with my camera which is always on
hand to capture the magic around me. My love for words, poetry and storytelling has
taken me on a journey oferifression, growth and connection.

My two poetry collections, The Moon Child and Chasing Petals in the Sun, published
through Sakura Book Publishing, reflect different parts of my writing journey.
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My writing journey has been shaped by the guidance and support | have received alon
theway,and | am very appreciative of the importance of the people who inspire us to
embrace change and become better versions of ourselves.

l'd eNoe B3 6ZFf uNeto £oNaj] JasetfoNou uo
] aegt oNegotf /1N O éBteatgtr 6B EFY atdeaost d
writers. My latest contribution includes two poems featured in their collaborative
anthology, We Are Because We Are, which brings together the voices of writers anc
highlights the importance of community, shared stories and the power of words.

For me, writing is about bringing words to emations, finding joy even in pain, and
6o27T NeatH ¢B¢rted B3 dB) Nét NEO ef Nét v
NED OY/

| asked Roshnee a number of questions to dig a little deeper into he
poetry journey:

#When/Where/How were you inspired to write?

Words have always been my dgtelic speaking and writing comes easily to me, often being called

to be the speaker at family and friend functions. Writing became my therapy, and my healing along the
XNuv O ZN2% Nt 7Pt u? 3Bo 8Z7Y AgtgdgNj 4 Ne e6Z?P ¥
inspiration.

# As children who read, books are always these magical kinds of
items that mysterious entities somewhere out there are probably
responsible for, and we likely don't give it much thought. But now
you have your poetry featured in a book/books [The Moon Child,

Chasing Petals in the Sun, Anthology Poetry is not dead, a friend
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submission in No Water Just Ice, and Anthology We are because we
are].

Talk us through a little bit of your journey of that mystical magical
out-there thing becoming a reality for you...

| always believe that occasionally, there is a Blue Moon, and the magic it brings
Seriously though, I look for the magic in life, the synchronicities that bouncé my way
the moon, the sun and the stars bring me joy. | am very aware that there is a great
Divine force driving my existence, and | never take that opportunity to become one
with the Universe lightly.
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Writing poetry and having these published, in book and online platforms has been an
amazing journey thus fathe joy of seeing my book in the hands of other readers is
amazing. What has made my journey more magical, is that some of my poetry has be
turned into songs and is playing on all streamiddcitesr my poetry in a song, it is

just WOW.

# A lot of your poetry contains difficult or painful subject matter
and much of that is personal. How has expressing some of youl
story in poetry helped or hindered your own healing? Do you ever
feel like there is a cost to writing about painful things or more of a
reward?

Does all poetry not root out of pain? It is what gives our rambling thoughts some
structure through words. Writing has helped me to let go of the@aithat the

words are out there in public, it seemed silly to continue to hold on to the pain, and it
became easier to heal.

The cost of writing about painful things is expetsivepens you up to more
judgement, from those that first hurt you, and then some newirsteall people.
However, as you interact with people that find solace in your words, you realise that
benefit vs the cost is greater.
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# Walk us through a little bit of the journey of the Lit in Liter&hatsApgooetry
group. How did you find out about it, when did you get involved, and how has it been
part of that group of dedicated creators added to your life and writing experience?

Ekta Somera and | tripped over a social medlanpageer poetry for sure. Our chats

led us to the writing, and | was invited to join the poetryldpiggpst catapult of my

writing development. | found a safe space; to write without negative judgement but
peer critical support pushed me out of my comfort zone, forcing me to let my words fly
without restraint. The group is a great place to start for those who love poetry, love to
write, and are finding a home to get started in, then the group is ideal

¥ °Bg ZN2F t£BX egEjadzid eXB E
A0ZNdatH utvreNjd at ezt {gtiv O
each of those? And also, how your words even travelled beyond
book form.

The Moon Child was written from a place of pain and a path of growth. What began as
my own story became a collection that speaks to the emotions and experiences many
people carry, who cannot always find the words to express. The book takes readers
through the phases of the moon, exploring the journey from darkness to light.

My second bookhasing Petals in the Sunis a photographic poetic travel journal
inspired by a road trip through South Africa. From the City of Gold to Namaqualand,
what started as a journey to see the Namaqualand daisies became a detour through
towns, cities and moments of beauty captured along the way.
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e 5—geﬁed CPot

Nothing special, they said,

That is just a pot.

Uma Ntuli upheka iphuthu ne khabishi The ™
Ebhodweni lesizulu. W(oon Child
Do not insult the pot, e e

Do not insult our people.

Women stood over it,

In the sweltering heat,

Song in hand, cooking for the village.
Borrowed by Oom Piet

To make his oxtail potjie,

Over biltong and brandewyn.

Uncle Saleem, who makes biryani for weddings,
An explosion of spices

For all occasions.

Community feeding these days,
Rows of steaming pots,

Feeding a child, feeding a nation.

That pot holds the hopes and dreams of our people,
Of a future so bright,

That the darkness of the past

May soon only be found in textbooks.

The pain in our souls will pierce less,

Soothed by the beating drums of a new dawn.

\\T\\ GO %
The fire will burn what separates us, S 4@
The pot will hold everything that unites us. < m
That nothing special pot is Heritage. 7—14, ot ;"

Yes, our country is full of potholes; yet within it, we are a melting pot of cultural diversity and
unity. Everything distinctive is truly south Africdram always cognizant of our painful history,
but hopeful that we will find peace with the pain and joy in the new future. It does feel though
that our "together" moments are building momentum.
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Beyond poetry, my words have also found expression through music. Under, my name,
Padmini Roshnee Govender, | have poems turned into songs, and available on multiple
streaming platforms through the Soul Whisperer label, with more to be released soon.

# Who were some of the people and What were some of the
moments in your own writing journey that feel significant in terms
of helping shape the path you took and keeping you motivated and
believing in yourself?

The universe orchestrates the meeting of souls, who make dreams come true. For me i
has been Ekta Somera, who worked on my book The Moon Child, under the guidance
of publisher Alta H Haffner, from Sakura Book Publishing. Both women are dynamic

in their own way and have helped me nurture my writing in various platforms. And also
Mohamed Faruk Hoosain, whose reflection features in The Moon Child.

My husband Sydney and children Revashni and Kevashan have been my ardent
supporters, cheering from the sidelinfswing me to write and then sharing my
public moments with my book launches.

# What place do you think writing has in the world or is it just a
hobby that some people have to help them pass the time?

O 0Bt /A1e @6Zatn XoaseatH Xaj) t£Be ¢Nnt uBg
for writing. Writing is personal and it a passion that drives a person. While it does seem
like writing is like passing time, it is heart and soul driven. There are days, the creativity
flows, and on other days, it is a slump and nothing is coherent. Writinglis not Al
¢gde E? @6ZF atodoac2aogNj; Ad BXt tT¢BeaBtdn
to the piece.
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# What is next for you with regards to writing? Any big dream or
iIdea that seems too big but that keeps coming to mind or are you
already working on your next big thing?

| still have a lot of drafts that need to be shared with my publisher. | have had a bit of
AT 0ae d) giwhld eveyyihiédg neeglg totbe written, it needs to be shared in the
correct space and genre, so | am busy trying to catalogue my work.

What is exciting thoughmany of my poems has been turned to #wRaamini
Roshnee Govender, under The Soul Whisperer & Soul Whisperers Poetry to Music
Label.

A longterm project is a eday biography| always say if | write my life story, it may
just be a bestselldhe journey has been a rollercoaster to where | am today.

My books, The Moon Child and Chasing Petals in the Sun are available online and the
poetry anthology, We Are Because We Are is available from the Paper Trail Literary
Press dhepapertrailza@gmail.com

"My Poetry turned to Music is available at Spotify and all other
streaming sitds

Go find me at Padmini Roshnee Govender under

The Soul Whisperer & Soul Whisperers Poetry to Music Label.
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Wisdom from the words of Elders
An Essayby Oluseyi Ogunbanwo

'lwa rere I'@s6 Eniyan'

This phrase tanslates into English as: 'Good character is the finest
adornment of a human being'.

We Yorubas, of Western Nigeria, use character to define a person,
whatever his standing. A man of good character is held in high esteem. And to
us, whatever a person claims to be, however skilful he is at his job, if he lacks
good character, his profession or skill is useless.

'Iwa l'ewa’

‘Character determines beauty'.

It is as much as to say that one's beauty is seen in one's character.
Consequently, however peerless you are in beauty, a bad character makes
you appear as an ugly beast.

Now what is 'lwa rere?"'

Well, it is not relative. Good character is a good character. It is
measured in many ways and exhibited in various forms. It goes beyond the
mere act of munificence. Someone can be generous yet still lack good
character. Generosity, sometimes, may emanate from a compelling need or a
sympathetic disposition.

It is the ability to maintain a benign disposition at all times. It is
exercising restraint in the face of provocation. It is denouncing falsehood and
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affirming the truth, whoever is involved. It is doing one's duty as expected and
fulfilling the task for which one is employed.

It is the display of moral uprightness. It is doing good to both friends and
perceived foes.

Empathy is an indispensable ingredient of good character. The ability to
own up to one's mistakes and offer an apology without restraint is the
hallmark of a good character, and that is, irrespective of one's position.

Some believe it is wrong for parents to apologise for wrongs done to
their children. | disagree. Whatever the child's age. It simply amounts to good
character.

And guess what?Good character is learnt from home. Family and
community socialisation teach it.

Though we now live in an age of moral decadenceurs used to be a
community of people of diverse religions, educational qualifications and
societal standing that believed in good character as the only index of
socialisation. Training of the child and the young was not exclusive to their
parents. Society served as a caregiver even when parents were within reach.

As a Counsellor, | realised that Home Training is the instrument of
socialisation and an indispensable tool that parents employed in moulding
the child to a standard approved by the community.

In the training of children, Caregivers are aware of the negative
implications of labelling a minor as ‘'abitiko’ (birthed but untrained) or'ake
igba' (he who rejected home training). The former is a direct indictment on the
parents for failing to provide supportive care and socialisation of their wards,
while the latter presents a recalcitrant child who contumaciously rejected the
moral training offered by his parents.

85



Whichever way, parents are held liable for their children's indecent
behaviour in society.

The word 'lwa' is a noun that can be attached to other words to form
phrases indicating different meanings. For example:
1 'lwairele'- a humble disposition.
1 ‘'lwa omoluwabi' - the deeds of a weltrained child, and so on

On the other sideare:

'iwa ika- the act of wickedness

'iwa anikanjopon'- selfish behaviour

'iwa ainitiju' - a shameless disposition

'iwa agidi' - a stubborn comportment...just to mention a few.

=A =4 =4 =2

It is more honourable to do good than to pretend to be good with an
underlying negative intent.

Yorubas, like every other tribe, believe 'no act of goodness or
wickedness will go unrewarded'. (A t'ore a t'ika, ikan kii gbe') They believe in
the principles of sowing and reaping. However long your good or evil is,
assuredly there is a corresponding reward before you leave the earth.

Do you know that Yoruba people hardly speak ill of the dead? But then,
the effect of the deceased's character outlives him, so much that the children

or family becomes the beneficiaries of his character trait after his demise.

The Yorubas hardly forget the good character of a dead man. They
reciprocate such good gestures towards his children or family. Similarly, the
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family of a man of bad character would have themselves to blame after his
demise.

mwhichever way, people hardly forget the 'lwa’
a man exhibited even after his deathb
Y Oluseyi Ogunbanwo

My Mother once told me a story: She claimed that on the day of my
child's naming ceremony, a relative gave me a specific name. But the name
was rejected by all in attendance because that was the name of the man who
had sacked my Uncle where he previously worked. My uncle and some of his
friends who knew the man said that the man was choleric, mean and wicked.
They believed that the name would reflect unpleasant memories.
Consequently, the name was rejected by my father.

It's interesting how a person's name is synonymous with his inordinate
character. And this brings us to a new chapter in this discourse. People's
names or aliases sometimes depict the personality behind those names.

One instance where a hame has become a nickname for anyone tough,
unsmiling and unfriendly is in the case of a former unsmiling and unfriendly
Nigerian Military man who held the position of secondn-command and
whose personality was feared.

There is no doubt that 'iwa rere I'eso eniyan'.
'lwa rere I'ésé Eniyan'
Toto ose bi owe, eyin Agba ori platform yi, e darijimi.

(It is indeed a proverb; elders on this platform, kindly permit my
ignorance).
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About the Writer

EssayistOluseyi Ogunbanwo Joseph is a trained Social Worker from
the University of Lagos, a writer, poet, and counsellor whose works
explore faith, morality, and the human experience. Passionate
about literature and learning, he develops educational materials
and creative writings that inspire, instruct, and enrich readers
across generations.
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Read All Books by Ella & Poems Project

1. Misjudged
&Misperceived

2. What the Seashell Said
to Me

3. Soil Unfurling from
Stem

Misjudged and
Misperceived is an
explosive nonfiction story
based on the traumatic
experiences of a 24#year-
old anonymous gentleman,
using the pseudonym
Mavuto, who was
diagnosed with Early Onset
Schizophrenia aged fifteen.
Though his identity is
hidden, the plot contains
real life occurrences used
as the lens through which

on the Waebsite

the writer who studied

Mental Health Nursing at
Greenwich University,

London in 1999, examines
factors that prevented early
intervention and delayed
-AOOOI 80 AEACTI
purporting the argument

early

intervention could have

Ei DOT OAA - AOOOI
of life.

What the Seashell Said to
me held in the national
Poetry Library, was borne
out of The Sierra Leone
Poems Projectwhich was
launched to assist socially
disadvantaged poets in
Sierra Leone, who may

write well but struggle to
get any sort of recognition.
Often this is because of the
lack of publishing outlets
back home or the lack of
state funding for emerging
(@d&e® And established
writers.

In the foreword to Soil
AAiurliNgd ffoin BténtJ Poet,
playwright, and novelist:
Oumar Farouk Sesay, says
that Soil Unfurling from
Stemis a tapestry of voices
drawn from various genres
yet dominated by nature
poetry and Eco poetry.



