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1. Editorial  by Chinua Ezenwa-Ohaeto 

    Literature has always demanded from us the gift of expression. A 
poem, a story, or any form of genuine expression is a medium through which 
we understand ourselves more clearly. Through them, we examine the 
present and return to the past, our history, hunger, desire, shame, 
displacement, and other complexities and burdens of being human. This 
edition of Penned in Rage has these fingerprints. The works gathered here 
emerge from distinct emotional landscapes and are bound by the urgency 
to be seen and also heard. 

In assembling this issue, I observed that the contributors in this 
edition touched on various aspects of human endeavours. In љ ŸƣШ§ƨƖШ
uŔŰĬЯњШ?ĲĤĲũƨШ ŰċǍŸĤċШĦƖċŉƣƚШċШůĲƣċƓőǃƚŔĦċũШůĲĬŔƣċƣŔŸŰШŸŰШĲǂŔũĲШċŰĬШ
otherness. The figure at the center of the poem presents a society obsessed 
ƽŔƣőШĦċƣĲŊŸƖŔǍċƣŔŸŰШċŰĬШŸƽŰĲƖƚőŔƓЮШÑőĲШƓŸĲůќƚШĤƖŔũũŔċŰĦĲШũŔĲƚШŔŰШŔƣƚШƖĲƚƣƖċŔŰƣЮШ
ÑőĲƚĲШũŔŰĲƚЯШљÑőĲШĦƖŸƽĬШŉĲċƖƚШŰŸШƚƣƖċŰŊĲƖу / only the mirror / that will not 
ŉũċƣƣĲƖЯњШƖĲůċŔŰШőċƨŰƣŔŰŊШĤĲĦċƨƚĲШƣőĲǃШƖĲƻĲċũШŸƨƖШŉĲċƖШŸŉШbeing seen and of 
confronting things about ourselves, we would rather leave untouched. Peter 
EǍĲőќƚШ љìőċƣШ ?ŸШ ÑőĲǃШ ÉĲĲШ ìőĲŰШ ÑőĲǃШ xŸŸťШ ċƣШ ~ĲењШ ĦŸŰƣŔŰƨĲƚШ ƣőŔƚШ
interrogation of identity but from within the fractured consciousness of a 
speaker struggling against external projections. The poem examines the 
struggle of many young people navigating societies eager to reduce them to 
failures. The repeated refrainу љìőċƣШĬŸШƣőĲǃШƚĲĲШƽőĲŰШƣőĲǃШũŸŸťШċƣШůĲењу
functions as an existential cry against misrecognition.  

Elsewhere in this issue, love is tragically explored from the angle of 
social expectation. Musa Bin Imran Al-ŔƕŔƣŔƚċĬǃќƚШљfƣШfƚШ ŸƣШ§ƻĲƖШÖŰƣŔũШÅċũŔċШ
xŸƻĲƚШ~ĲњШƓƖŸŊƖĲƚƚĲƚШƽŔƣőШƣőĲШĲůŸƣŔŸŰċũШĦċĬĲŰĦĲШŸŉШŸƖċũШƚƣŸƖǃƣĲũũŔŰŊЮШÉĲƣШ
against the dust-filled streets of Hadejia. Bashir, the main character, loves 
Ralia sincerely, almost painfully so, but sincerity alone cannot overcome the 
rigid design of class expectations. The story seems to project the realization 
that effort and goodness are sometimes insufficient in an unequal world, a 
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reality some persons would argue, still remains embarrassingly relevant 
today. 

 

Photo: Chinua Enzwa-Ohaeto 

9ŸũŔŰШsċůĲƚќШљ Ш9ŸũũċĤŸƖċƣŔƻĲШ9ŸŔŰĦŔĬĲŰĦĲњШĲůĤƖċĦĲƚШƚƨƖƖĲċũŔƚůШ
and fragmentation through mythic, memory-laden expressions that were 
versed in unexpected ways. Likewise, Obiotika ìŔũŉƖĲĬШÑŸŸĦőƨťƽƨќƚШљÑőĲШ
ÉƓċƖƖŸƽШ ÑőċƣШ ÅĲŢĲĦƣĲĬШ cĲƖШ ÉŸŰŊњШ ĬƖċƽƚШ ŸŰШ ċũũĲŊŸƖǃШ ċŰĬШ ƚƓŔƖŔƣƨċũШ
connotations to examine the intricacies of human longing. Thabani Denzel 
 ťŸƚŔќƚШљ ŸĤŸĬǃШŔƚШ ƚťŔŰŊШòŸƨШƣŸШ7ĲШċШÉƨƓĲƖőƨůċŰњШƚƓĲċťƚШĬŔƖĲĦƣũǃШƣŸШƣőĲШ
pressures of modern existence, especially the impossible expectations 
placed upon ordinary people trying simply to survive.  

Again and again, these writers wonderfully point us towards the 
irreducible need for tenderness and connection. And as you read through 
this issue of Penned in Rage, I hope you allow these works to unsettle you 
where necessary and comfort you where possible. I hope you linger over the 
lines. I hope you recognize fragments of yourself within these pages. Most 
importantly, I hope you go away, reminded about the power of language and 
the beautiful things we can achieve with it. 
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2. What  Do We Talk About, When We Talk About Rejecting Generative AI? 

An Essay by CHISOM UMEH 

 

Five months ago, the Science Fiction and Fantasy Writers Association (SFWA) 

ƨƓĬċƣĲĬШŔƣƚШ ĲĤƨũċШ ƽċƖĬШĲũŔŊŔĤŔũŔƣǃШŔŰŉŸƖůċƣŔŸŰЯШƚƣċƣŔŰŊШƣőċƣЯШљìŸƖťƚШƣőċƣШƨƚĲĬШxx~ƚШċƣШ

any point during the writing process must disclose this upon acceptance of the 

nomination, ċŰĬШƣőĲШŰċƣƨƖĲШŸŉШƣőĲШƣĲĦőŰŸũŸŊǃќƚШƨƚĲШƽŔũũШĤĲШůċĬĲШĦũĲċƖШƣŸШƻŸƣĲƖƚШŸŰШƣőĲШ

ŉŔŰċũШĤċũũŸƣЮњ 

This update immediately drew the attention of writers and editors including 

Premee Mohammed, Meg Elison, Neil Clarke1, and more. They unanimously criticized 

this new addition to the Nebula Award eligibility information for its subtle permission of 

AI-ċƚƚŔƚƣĲĬШ ŸƖШ ŊĲŰĲƖċƣĲĬШ ƽŸƖťƚЮШ ÑőĲШ É[ì ќƚШ ƚƣċƣĲůĲŰƣШ ƣőċƣШ љвƣőĲШ ŰċƣƨƖĲШ ŸŉШ ƣőĲШ

ƣĲĦőŰŸũŸŊǃќƚШƨƚĲШƽŔũũШĤĲШůċĬĲШĦũĲċƖШƣŸШƻŸƣĲƖƚШŸŰШƣőĲШŉŔŰċũШĤċũũŸƣњШůĲċŰƣШƣőċƣШƽŸƖťƚШƽŸƨũĬШ

 
1 Reference List 

https://bsky.app/profile/clarkesworldmagazine.com/post/3maefci3kec2d
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be allowed to stay on the ballot even though their authors had confirmed AI usage in their 

creation.   

After writers correctly pointed this out, the SFWA rewrote the rules again and 

informed its members and the general public of its latest position on the issue within a 

matter of hours. They apologized2 for the implications of the earlier wording and assured 

every one of their strict stance against AI usage. The updated rule read: 

љìŸƖťƚШƣőċƣШċƖĲШƽƖŔƣƣĲŰЯШĲŔƣőĲƖШƽőŸũũǃШŸƖШƓċƖƣŔċũũǃЯШĤǃШŊĲŰĲƖċƣŔƻĲШũċƖŊĲШũċŰŊƨċŊĲШ

ůŸĬĲũШыxx~ьШƣŸŸũƚШċƖĲШŰŸƣШĲũŔŊŔĤũĲЮњ 

Unfortunately, even though the SFWA has now taken a hard, rather than passive, 

stance on the matter, this inevitably creates the problem of people not being transparent 

about their AI usage. 

 

Very recently, Jamir Nazir, a Trinidadian writer whose work was published on 

Granta after winning the Commonwealth Writers Prize for the Caribbean region, was 

suspected by readers of using AI to either generate the story in full, or in part. They 

 
2 Reference List 

https://sfwa.org/2025/12/22/press-release-december-22-2025/
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provided several pieces of evidence3 within the story to back up their claims, many of 

which seemed valid. They also called out the Prize judges for letting such a work slip 

ƣőƖŸƨŊőЮШ~ċŰǃШŸƣőĲƖƚЯШƣőŸƨŊőЯШůċŔŰƣċŔŰĲĬШƣőċƣШƣőĲШƽƖŔƣŔŰŊШĬŔĬŰќƣШũŸŸťШũŔťĲШċŰǃƣőŔŰŊШċШ

őƨůċŰШĦŸƨũĬŰќƣШĦƖĲċƣĲШċŰĬШũċĤĲũũed the accusations a witch hunt. Granta and the 

Commonwealth Foundation released statements backing both the publication of the 

work and the integrity of the writer, respectively. The story is still up and can be read 

here4.  

I think we genuinely have a problem on our hands.  

The only definitive way to confirm that a piece was the product of an algorithm is, 

unfortunately, a direct confession from the creator. Not AI checkers nor our intuition. 

But, in the absence of the writer admitting their usage of AI themselves as the SFWA 

ƖĲƕƨŔƖĲƚЯШċŰШċĦƣŔŸŰШƽőŔĦőШƽŸƨũĬШĤĲШċƚШĦŸůůŸŰШċƚШċШƣőŔĲŉШƖĲƣƨƖŰŔŰŊШƣőĲŔƖШљőċƖĬ-ĲċƖŰĲĬњШ

steal, what do the rest of us do? 

ìőĲŰШƽĲШĬŸŰќƣШőċƻĲШƣőĲШũƨǂƨƖǃШŸŉШċШŊƨŔũƣǃШƓũĲċЯШĬŸШƽĲШĦŸŰƣŔŰƨĲШƣŸШƚŔƣШċƖŸƨŰĬШċŰĬШ

ƓƨĤũŔƚőШŸƖШƻŸƣĲШĲƻĲƖǃƣőŔŰŊШƣőċƣШĦŸůĲƚШŸƨƖШƽċǃШŢƨƚƣШĤĲĦċƨƚĲШƽĲШĦċŰќƣШƓƖŸƻĲШċŰǃƣőŔŰŊШŉŸƖШ

certain? 

§ŉШĦŸƨƖƚĲЯШƣőĲƖĲќƚШċШƖĲċũШĬċŰŊĲƖШŸŉШƣőƖŸƽŔŰŊШƣőĲШĤċĤǃШƽŔƣőШƣőĲШĤċƣőƽċƣĲƖЮШìĲШĦċŰЯШ

in the process of expressing our hate for a machine owned by capitalist billionaires, 

misjudge a human-written story and greatly harm an innocent writer who was only trying 

to be experimental with their work. 

 

But, ĦŸŰƚŔĬĲƖШƽőċƣШƣőŔƚШůċǃШůĲċŰШŔŉШĬƨĤŔŸƨƚШ fШћƽƖŔƣĲƖƚќШũĲċƖŰШŸŉШƣőĲШŔŰċĤŔũŔƣǃШŸŉШƣőĲШ

ƽƖŔƣŔŰŊШ ĦŸůůƨŰŔƣǃШ ƣŸШ ĬĲŉŔŰŔƣŔƻĲũǃШ ĬŔƚůŔƚƚШ ċŰǃƣőŔŰŊЮШ ÑőĲǃќĬШ ťŰŸƽШ ƣőċƣЯШ ŔŉШ ƣőĲШ ƽŸƖťШ

 
3 Reference List 
4 Reference List 

https://www.independent.co.uk/arts-entertainment/books/news/commonwealth-short-story-winner-ai-generated-jamir-nazir-granta-b2980039.html
https://granta.com/the-serpent-in-the-grove/
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ƚŸůĲőŸƽШŊĲƣƚШƓƨĤũŔƚőĲĬЯШċŉƣĲƖШċũũШŔƚШƚċŔĬШċŰĬШĬŸŰĲЯШƽĲќĬШƚƣŔũũШƓċǃШƣőĲůШċŰĬШũĲċƻĲШŔƣШŸŰШ

our sites, no matter how many writers raise suspicions of the origins of the work.  

fŉЯШŔŰШċШĦċƚĲШũŔťĲШsċůŔƖШ ċǍŔƖќƚЯШƽőŸƚĲШƽŸƖťШƽċƚШƖĲƓũĲƣĲШƽŔƣőШƣĲũũƣċũĲШŊĲŰĲƖċƣŔƻĲШ fШ

patterns (from meaningless and over-the-top metaphors, negative parallelisms, his 

author photo being generated by AI, to his LinkedIn chock-full of AI advocacy), we are still 

ĬŔƻŔĬĲĬШŸŰШƣőĲШůċƣƣĲƖЯШƣőĲŰШŸŰШƽőċƣШŊƖŸƨŰĬƚШĦŸƨũĬШƽĲШĲƻĲƖШƓƖŸƚĲĦƨƣĲШċŰǃШŉƨƣƨƖĲШљƽƖŔƣĲƖњШ

whose work has similar problems? 

fќůШŰŸƣШŔŰШċŰǃШƽċǃШƚƨŊŊĲƚƣŔŰŊШƣőċƣШƣőŔƚШŔƚШċŰШĲċƚǃШƓƖŸĤũĲůШƣŸШƚŸũƻĲШŸƖШƣőċƣШfШőċƻĲШ

some one-size-fits-all solution. I admit that it is a tricky issue that requires a lot of 

thinking through and caution. In fact, one may weigh the harm that could potentially be 

done to a writer if indeed they have been accused falsely and their reputation marred, 

against the harm that would happen to the writing/reading community if one AI work is 

ċĦƣƨċũũǃШƓƨĤũŔƚőĲĬЯШċŰĬШĦŸŰĦũƨĬĲШƣőċƣШƣőĲШŉŸƖůĲƖШŔƚШůŸƖĲШƚĲƻĲƖĲШƚŔŰĦĲШƣőĲƖĲќƚШan actual 

person involved, and the latter is almost nearly a victimless crime (in the case of Jamir 

Nazir, neither the Commonwealth Foundation nor Granta accept being wronged. So, 

who, really, is the victim?) Therefore, they may wonder what anyone stands to gain by 

constantly policing submitted works for AI usage. 

7ƨƣШƣőĲŰЯШƽĲќĬШőċƻĲШƣŸШċƚťШŸƨƖƚĲũƻĲƚЯШƽőċƣШŔƚШƣőĲШƓŸŔŰƣШŸŉШĬŸŔŰŊШ

literature? What is the purpose of art?  Why do we bother translating our 

unique human experiences into stories if anyone at all can type prompts into 

a computer and an algorithm fakes it for them?  

What do we mean when we talk about rejecting generative AI in 

literature if we lack the willpower to enforce that rejection when the 
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preponderance of the evidence tilts that way? My sincere hope is that we 

find a meaningful and lasting solution to this. 

A tiny hole can sink a ship. I pray we recognize those holes when we 

see them, and when we do recognize them, we have it in us to plug them. It 

may be one story today that we let slide. But that singular piece can open 

ƣőĲШĬŸŸƖШŉŸƖШċШĬĲũƨŊĲШƣőċƣќũũШĬƖŸƽŰШċll our endeavours. 
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https://bsky.app/profile/clarkesworldmagazine.com/post/3maefci3kec2d
https://sfwa.org/2025/12/22/press-release-december-22-2025/
https://www.independent.co.uk/arts-entertainment/books/news/commonwealth-short-story-winner-ai-generated-jamir-nazir-granta-b2980039.html
https://www.independent.co.uk/arts-entertainment/books/news/commonwealth-short-story-winner-ai-generated-jamir-nazir-granta-b2980039.html
https://granta.com/the-serpent-in-the-grove/
https://ellaspoems.com/pennedinragemay-aug2026#chisom-umeh
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NEWS

 

љIn every poem featured in 
this anthology, the writer has 
toyed with English; a global 
language  
 
 

which historically has been 
used to disempower ћŸƣőĲƖĲĬќ 
language communities such 
as ones in the African 
continent.њ 
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3. A Collaborative  Coincidence

                         by COLIN JAMES 

 

                 The fence posts of Grenoble, France 
                 6 to 8 feet removed to ensure stability.  

                 High wind areas shorten the distance between. 

                 Chestnut and Acacia wood, 
                 Scotch Pine treated with copper 

                 are resistant to isoptera. 
                 Common flowers such as The 

                 Murderer's Wife bloom here. 

                 Renewed sightings of a gnarly monk 
                 curtailed the overuse of french words 

                 in describing our previous blase existence. 
                 We were now formally discriminate 

                 as to witnessing those blurry features 

                 beneath his signature wide brimmed hat. 
                 A large nose or productive profile, 

                 long beard over Freudian cloak. 
                 The smell of cavities and ancient humus. 

                 Wide, somnolent stuttering gait. 
                 He had been accused of cannibalizing 

                 a hiker's remains with surrealistic tact.  

                 Is thought to be wintering near Dijon 

                  his rainy season, annually, brings him back.     
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He had been accused of cannibalizing 

                 a hiker's remains with surrealistic tact.  
                                                             
                                                            SOURCE у ћ Collaborative 9ŸŔŰĦŔĬĲŰĦĲЯќ by Colin James 

 

                                                                                        Credits: Omansang Miner, PIXABAY 
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About the Poet    
 

COLIN JAMES has several chapbooks of 

poems, Dreams of The Really Annoying 

from Writers Knight Press and A 

Thoroughness Not Deprived of 

ĤƚƨƖĬŔƣǃШŉƖŸůШÂŔƚĦĲƚќƚШÂŸƖĦőШÂƖĲƚƚШ

and book of poems, Resisting 

Probability, from Sagging Meniscus 

Press. He lives in Massachusetts with 

two cats, Dorothy and Jane. 

Read Online at: 

https://ellaspoems.com/pennedinrage

may-aug2026#colin-james-a-

collaborative-coincidence  

 
 

 

 

https://ellaspoems.com/pennedinragemay-aug2026#colin-james-a-collaborative-coincidence
https://ellaspoems.com/pennedinragemay-aug2026#colin-james-a-collaborative-coincidence
https://ellaspoems.com/pennedinragemay-aug2026#colin-james-a-collaborative-coincidence
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NEWS
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Congratulations to the 2025 Poetry 
Champion, Osahon Osa, who has 
been accepted into the Château 
d'Oquevaux Artists and Writers 
Residency. The award comes with the 
Denis Diderot Grant which will be 
applied towards the residency, 
scheduled to run for two weeks in 
January 2027. 
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4. The Currency of Fresh Music 

by HENRY OPEYEMI 
 
 There are memories you don't  

touch outside your father's house. 

A black bullet primed by paucity       

cutting through the drowsy music  

of dead flowers. 

      There are still broken bones in these  

      stories. I walked into mother's  

  

    shadowуa shamrock of British  

     ancestry under the melody of  

     old skin. How we left our newborns  

     to carry their own stillness into  

     different halves. 

Mother said Kaduna is a killer of dreams,  

that you only appear before it with the  

currency of fresh music. My heart is a gallery  

of decomposed gunshots. The heaviness in  

our eyes waxed cold, praying the elegy  

into a discotheque, wrestling through the  

water and painted bloodworms, as we  

 

watch our garden of bees grow wild. 
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   Where is the euphoria in 

    keeping this darkness alive? 

What was our joy before the world  

      became a flood of chaos?  

A prayerless cathedral.  

The prophet never told us that the  

hope of glory would fade from its brightness.  

Uncertaintiesуhymnals of devotional thoughts:  

whatever we desire is an illusion reborn in filth. 

       Into the stillness of a poltergeist, 

       what could be darkerу 

        

 

       the gunpowder or the smoke?  

       Outcries from the basement of  

       an empty street, a gathering of  

       frenzied ghosts through the landscape  

       of visible things. Old Biafra war 

       lingers through cobbled streets; 

       its greyness holds gold coins in  

       it's trouser pockets. For the second time  

I thought of Biafra as father's misfortune.  

O boomerang shattered, O Portraits stretched across  

horizons of a watershedуof what use is healing when  

your wound is a door to my paradise?  
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About the Poet  

 

Henry Opeyemi is a Nigerian writer and 
poet, who wants to someday sell out the 
02 Arena as a performance poet. He is 
the author of two poetry chapbooks 
'Autopsy of Old Fractured Wounds' 
(Ghost City Press 2024) and 'The Volume 
of Constant Screams' (Cat Courtyard 
Press 2025). His work has appeared on 
Poetry ColumnтNND, One Poem Only, 
The Primer, Ghost City Press and 
elsewhere. When he is not writing, he is 
teaching hearing impaired kids how to 
play chess.

 

Read online at: 
https://ellaspoems.com/pennedinragemay-aug2026#henry-opeyemi-the-currency-of-fresh-music 
 

 
 

  
 
 

 
 



 

23 
 

 
 
 

(Photo: Lagos, Nigeria) 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

24 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

About the Next Poet  
ETHAN BRAMWELL is a 31-year-ŸũĬШÉŸƨƣőШ ŉƖŔĦċŰШƓŸĲƣЮШcŔƚШƓŸĲůЯШћcŸƖƚĲĤċĦťќШƽċƚШ

shortlisted in the 2026 Bridgette James Poetry Competition. 

Featured at: https://ellaspoems.com/pennedinragemay-aug2026#ethan-
mramwell-mirage 

      

https://ellaspoems.com/pennedinragemay-aug2026#ethan-mramwell-mirage
https://ellaspoems.com/pennedinragemay-aug2026#ethan-mramwell-mirage
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5. Mirage  
       by ETHAN BRAMWELL 
 
What is this inexplicable feelingу   

Inaudible   

Like the joy around me is morose,   

Unimportant   

I miss the visage of the person that stood before me,   

fќƻĲШŊƖŸƽŰу   

Outgrown   

My hair, and every little part of me 

 

The frame, now bare, 

Windowless pane   

Breathless stained glass,   

Purely tyrannical   

Unintelligibleу   

Gross demeanour   

Stoic, encompassing   

Naked rear doorframe 

 

fќƻĲШƣƽĲċťĲĬШƣőĲШĬĲƚŔŊŰЯШШ 

Fluorescent no more,   

Dullу   

Aching,   

Achilles   
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The counter,   

Tick tock,   

Kitchen sink   

Pink flossу   

Toothless   

Brush   

 

Fruitless, I bear no resemblance but for yonder passed   

There I stand a mirror imageу   

Mirage   

Driftless, Titanic   

Titan, yet mustard like 

Spreading seeds of doubt over my cloudy mood   

Marooned in my shellу   

Cancer to his Capricorn 
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MUSA IMRANA is a story writer born in 
the city of Hadejia, Jigawa State of 
Nigeria, He had his primary Education at 
Jama'are Islamiyya Primary school from 
2008 to 1014 and high school Education 
at Senior Secondary School Shagari. He 

is currently an undergraduate student of 
Economics in Sule University Jigawa 
State. He is Hausa. He has engaged 
himself in many activities of diverse 
aspects, such as informal education, 
local occupation and lot more.  

 
 
Featured Online at: https://ellaspoems.com/pennedinragemay-aug2026#musa-bin-
imran-al-iqitisady%C2%A0 

https://ellaspoems.com/pennedinragemay-aug2026#musa-bin-imran-al-iqitisady%C2%A0
https://ellaspoems.com/pennedinragemay-aug2026#musa-bin-imran-al-iqitisady%C2%A0
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[1,220 words] 

6. It Is Not Over Until Ralia Loves Me by Musa  

by MUSA BIN IMRAN AL-IQITISADY  

 
The first time Bashir saw Ralia, the harmattan wind was blowing dust through the 

streets of Hadejia like forgotten prayers. The town was alive with the usual evening 

soundsуchildren chasing old bicycle tires, traders folding their mats in Kasuwar kara 

market, and the distant echo of the Maghrib adhan rising softly from the mosque near the 

riverbank. 

Ralia stood beside her mother at a fabric stall, adjusting the edge of her blue veil 

as the wind fought against it. Bashir had gone there to deliver bags of rice for Alhaji 

Maikudi, the wealthy merchant he worked for. But the moment he saw her face, 

everything else disappeared. 

Not because she was the most beautiful girl in Hadejiaуthough many said she 

wasуbut because sadness already lived in her eyes. 

љìőŸШŔƚШƚőĲењШ7ċƚőŔƖШċƚťĲĬШƕƨŔĲƣũǃЮ 

cŔƚШŉƖŔĲŰĬЯШ ƨƖċЯШũċƨŊőĲĬЮШљuċŔЯШ7ċƚőŔƖЮШÑőċƣШŔƚШÅċũŔċЯШĬċƨŊőƣĲƖШŸŉШ ũőċŢŔШ7ċũċƖċĤĲЮШ

[ŸƖŊĲƣШőĲƖЮШ]ŔƖũƚШũŔťĲШƣőċƣШĬŸШŰŸƣШůċƖƖǃШĤŸǃƚШƽőŸШĦċƖƖǃШƖŔĦĲШƨŰĬĲƖШƣőĲШƚƨŰЮњ 

But Bashir could not forget her. 

From that day, he began searching for reasons to pass through her street. 

Sometimes he would see her fetching water with other girls in the early morning. 

Sometimes he saw her standing outside their compound after isha, greeting elderly 

women respectfully. 

љ ƚƚċũċůƨШċũċŔťƨůЯШcċŢŔǃċЯњШƚőĲШƽŸƨũĬШƚċǃШƚŸŉƣũǃЮ 

And every time Bashir saw her, something inside him tightened. 

He was poor, yes. His father had died years ago, leaving him to care for his sick 

mother and two younger sisters. He never finished secondary school because survival 

became more important than education. Yet his heart carried dreams too large for his 

pocket. 
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One evening after Isha prayer, Bashir gathered courage and approached her near 

the narrow dusty path behind the mosque. 

љÅċũŔċЯњШőĲШĦċũũĲĬШŊĲŰƣũǃЮ 

She turned slowly, startled. 

љfШťŰŸƽШƣőŔƚШůċǃШƚŸƨŰĬШƚƣƖċŰŊĲЯњШőĲШƚċŔĬШŰĲƖƻŸƨƚũǃЯШљĤƨƣШfШőċƻĲШĦċƖƖŔĲĬШǃŸƨƖШŔůċŊĲШŔŰШůǃШ

őĲċƖƣШŉŸƖШůċŰǃШůŸŰƣőƚЮњ 

Ralia lowered her eyes immediately. 

љÂĲŸƓũĲШċƖĲШƽċƣĦőŔŰŊЯњШƚőĲШƽőŔƚƓĲƖĲĬЮ 

љfШĬŸШŰŸƣШŉĲċƖШƓĲŸƓũĲЮњ 

љ7ƨƣШfШĬŸЯњШƚőĲШƖĲƓũŔĲĬЮ 

Still, she did not walk away. 

That small moment became the beginning of their secret love. 

Days turned into months. Bashir would wait for her near the old neem tree after evening 

lessons. Sometimes they spoke only for a few minutes before she hurried home. Other 

times, they shared long conversations beneath the pale moonlight of Hadejia skies. 

~ 

Ralia loved the way Bashir listened carefully whenever she spoke. He loved the 

softness in her voice whenever she said his name. 

љ7ċƚőŔƖЯњШƚőĲШŸŰĦĲШƣŸũĬШőŔůЯШљ~ǃ ŉċƣőĲƖШƽŔũũШŰĲƻĲƖШċĦĦĲƓƣШƣőŔƚЮњ 

љÑőĲŰШfШƽŔũũШƽŸƖťШőċƖĬĲƖЯњШőĲШƖĲƓũŔĲĬШƕƨŔĦťũǃЮШљfШƽŔũũШĤĲĦŸůĲШƚŸůĲĤŸĬǃЮњ 

љòŸƨШĬŸШŰŸƣШƨŰĬĲƖƚƣċŰĬШůǃШŉċůŔũǃЮњ 

љfШƨŰĬĲƖƚƣċŰĬШũŸƻĲЮњ 

Ralia smiled sadly. 

In Northern towns like Hadejia, love alone was rarely enough. 

Her father, Alhaji Balarabe, was respected across Jigawa. Wealthy cattle owners 

greeted him with deep respect. Politicians visited his compound during elections. His 

daughters were expected to marry men of status, men with cars, lands, and family 

influence. 
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Not boys who smelled of sweat and rice dust 

When rumors of Bashir and Ralia began spreading through the community, her mother 

became worried. 

љÅċũŔċЯњШcċŢŔǃċШ7ċũċƖċĤĲШƽċƖŰĲĬШŸŰĲШĲƻĲŰŔŰŊЯШљƓĲŸƓũĲШċƖĲШƣċũťŔŰŊЮШ ШŊŔƖũќƚШĬŔŊŰŔƣǃШŔƚШũŔťĲШ

ċŰШĲŊŊЮШ§ŰĦĲШĤƖŸťĲŰЯШŔƣШĦċŰŰŸƣШĤĲШƖĲƓċŔƖĲĬЮњ 

Ralia remained silent. 

 

Then came the day everything changed. 

 

ШƽĲċũƣőǃШĤƨƚŔŰĲƚƚůċŰШŉƖŸůШuċŰŸЯШ ũőċŢŔШ~ƨƚċШ?ċŰƣċƣċЯШċƖƖŔƻĲĬШƚĲĲťŔŰŊШÅċũŔċќƚШőċŰĬШŔŰШ

marriage for his son, Sadiq. The family celebrated immediately. Women filled the 

compound with laughter and congratulations. 

But inside her room, Ralia cried until dawn. 

When she finally met Bashir near the riverbank, her face looked empty. 

љÑőĲǃШƽċŰƣШůĲШƣŸШůċƖƖǃШÉċĬŔƕЯњШƚőĲШƽőŔƚƓĲƖĲĬЮ 

Bashir stared at her as if the earth had cracked open beneath him. 

љ ŸЮњ 

љ~ǃШŉċƣőĲƖШőċƚШċŊƖĲĲĬШċũƖĲċĬǃЮњ 

љÑőĲŰШƣĲũũШőŔůШǃŸƨШũŸƻĲШůĲЮњ 

љòŸƨШťŰŸƽШfШĦċŰŰŸƣЮњ 

љìőǃењ 

љ7ĲĦċƨƚĲШfШċůШőŔƚШĬċƨŊőƣĲƖЮњ 

7ċƚőŔƖќƚШƻŸŔĦĲШĤƖŸťĲЮШљ ŰĬШƽőċƣШċůШfењ 

ÅċũŔċќƚШƣĲċƖƚШƖŸũũĲĬШƚŔũĲŰƣũǃЮ 

љòŸƨШċƖĲШƣőĲШŸŰũǃШƣőŔŰŊШůǃШőĲċƖƣШĲƻĲƖШĦőŸƚĲЮњ 

 


