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The contents of this issue strongly underline the literaly 
character of Okike. For instance, we are featuring five short 
stories by upand~oming writers, a far cry ham the situation last 
year when we remarked the dearth of short stories, plays and 
reviews. 

A addition, there is an increasing presence of writers from 
different parts of the world. We look foruiard to more 
contribution from lovers of Okike. 

Our contributors are once again reminded to a~ach short 
biographical notes to their manuscripts. .yd-----d - -  - 

&st .wishes! ,,i.),:c) ! ~ q  .-c 
8 <. \ :I 



The Lion Does Not Die . . 
(For Samora Machel) 

. . .  

In her land 
clouds blend 
part at will. 
Gentle breezes ruffle 
her silvery-grey hair 
upon the hills 
calm as lions 
limbs stretching 
gazing at the world 
through glass-hued dawn. 

ferries his bulk 
over shrub and grass 
roams the mountains 
awash with light 4 i, 

dares intruders 



T k  fian d m  not heshte. 
He hauls. himself @nst 
d l  eyes anid tatow. 
He dies, a d 
at the moment d=irWion 
T - w r  --.-2nMr- Jg_-.- --- -7 - - 

The lion r~ot d& . 
! ' 



Ring! Ring!! 'That's the phone! Hello!' 
'Is your mother home?' 
'No Auntie, she's not.' 
'And your father?' 'He's not home either!' 
'Anybody 1 can leave a message with?' 
'Only me, Auntie'. 
'How old are you? 
'I'm six.' 
'How can they leave you at home all by yourself? 

Where have Mummy and Daddy gone to?' 
'Mummy went to look far kerosene. She says she can't 

afford gas anymore, even if she finds it. Daddy has gone to the 
'Black Market' to look for fuel. My brother and sister went with 
our House-help to look for water. Nobody wants me to go with 
them because I'd slow thern down.' 

'My dear, you are bright for your age! I'm sure you can 
take a message. Tell Mummy Auntie phoned to ask if  she has 
found a station that has kerosene. I have looked everywhere 
and I can't find. And if Daddy comes back with fuel, I am 
interested in the location of his 'Black-Market' . As for water, 
tell Mummy I've found a clean gutter. That apart from the 
refuse that house-helps occasionally throw into it, it doesn't 
seem there is anything toxic in its water; that if I'm able to 
keep the brats off long enough, the water settles. I'll tell her 
how to treat the water when I see her. She should ring me 



we'll taik abut it.' 

Now, why ever not, my child?' 
'Om phone, Auntie, it's on toas.' 
'f2tmbs! You wouldn't know if Daddy has not paid the 

[ITEL bills, iioub&ptr?' 
'Indeed# l ~ b w l  He's been grumbling about NITEL's 

iefficiency. They were supposed to take us out of toss two 
weeks ago when Daddy paid the bills.' 

'Hey, poor child, how can you be like a real six year old 
if you get saddled with so much of adult worries?' 

'Mummy and Daddy tell us everything, so that if anything 
happens to them before we're grown up we'd already know 
enough to survive. If they don't tell us anyway, we'd still know 
it, Auntie. The hourly news oil both the radio and the television 
would be full of it. Besides, I only got to know about kerosene 
about two weeks ago when Mummy bought the stove. When 1 
asked her what it was for, she told me about how gas has risen 
from 25 Naira to 350.1 can't even count that far yet. Again, we'd 
never eaten anything that was not bread and tea for breakfast, 
now we'd have to do without it.' 

'Poor, poor child' 
'No, Auntie, I don't think that makes me poor. C know 

poorer children. They eat what's thrown into garbage bins and 
gutters. I'm not poor, Auntie,' ~ T E ,  i;o 

'But it's not fair for your Mummy and Daddy to tell you so 
much about these things!' , J P  t> s n j (  

'What things Auntie?' -I:*-, , !., . 
'For instance, why should they talk about what will 

hap&" if they die? Why should they die?' !, : C ~ L , ~ ~ ~  , t t ? !  

'Don't you know? Daddy says it's by God's grace we're 
alive today. He says that the reason for so many obituary 
announcements of young men and women is the harsh 
economic, social and political situation the country is in. Daddy 



says, t@at every g r o w  in Nigwiia might t~ be very sad. 
' m . h e  rays teat sadness can kill mae ttus cancer.' 

. ; 7  + !  . " '  ?:. . u -  W W a n y g  M 
?#Il&b at is, 1s either a rogue or FS; mt 
&able of thinking. That to think in present-day ~ig&ia is 
emugh &-give one a he& d#akl' 

P i  -, ;-:7 

Your ~addy  says all these things to you?' 
'Yes Auntie, and much more!' 
'Your vocabulary Ss certainly not that of a si,x year old'! 
'Thank you;.Auntie' 
'I don't meart thatda c(rmplirnqnt1 
" ~ h h ' s  a compliment?' 

" 
'Nevkr mindl' 
!YW,AI ice?' 
'ves child?' 
'Will things ever get - ktter? I mew the way they do in 

fildf" i 
, . ,' 

'I do&t..know, chilid, br -' - ve could pray. We juqt have to 
pray that God tdkps control. leaders are certainly incapable 
of doing anything &but anything. We'll soon be needing special 
license to impoit breatmabk aid' 

'Auntie, ~ Q W  YOU mund like' my Dadcly!' 
'Yes, pcm pmmcious dear. Tell your mother I'll call her 

again. And don't forget to pray for our country!' 



Mignon 

1 
My love, do not call me dramatic 
because I've sobbed for the one who fed me Spring 
with her topaz eyes. I call her to me even now with that part 

and watched t 

up into morning's tangerine sky. 

?er in my feeble 

shade, felt her 

my nakedness. 



Grief 
(FO~ Mignon) 

qgjp:, :;.-!I 
i t -  

A,' , .  ,r" " ,€+: T- y-lLLI -z. 4 - ,  ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ i ~ ~ : ~ ~ ~  ,..:-L*+ l 4  

I wrote my ~srs<xipei$n an the k k  crf yow c a l k  cad keep 
busy, write a poem, call a friend. I filed it deep in memory: 
Knowing will make it easier next time. But when you caw again 
Grief, my undiscerning senses only whispered: ;4,-i3 n9;, \r. 

1 0 '  

L . ,dz3n3~:,b qfj,3!2 , t ?  4 ; 5 2 7 1  (I > 

I &ked into a room waist high in steel drawers. My hand pulled 

- .  

table with red 

one to make room for the next two or three or four more 
impatient ones. ... Tell Martha not to maan. I've put some 
,sympathy c a d s  on the table and blessed the house with sage oil. 

, 4 can now say that I bet ieve E l i  hu was deaf. 

I j ,He couldn't hear his friend's longing. I hearrhe s m w  all around* 
,me, from the tnees; they've known you. One tree kept me awake 
all night wailing. Its head was lying in the dumpster. Sorrow i s  
the only faithful one, it said. Steal away home ... Who can hear 
Job and I, or see us trembling, 



.. ;Q k' ..&-.-L&". .. 'i. - J I. r: :> ? 

' Z K l Z ' n i  cmgi ' to ~omSne whdRhever turn%&? ... steal a 
yay to ... Mignon tells me she is ecst#&-ally b y .  Shp wan& me 
td let her ... Wants me to love her iiixer new Me. Wants me to 
leiher go. She tells me I must believe I can fitid the thread; tells 
me she's here with me. Wants me 

to come to her on my own. Oh, Mary don't you weep. Don't 
moan. Sit down with me, Gritc. Sit down. Grief, you are born of 
a time when the sun has tumeo i t s  back and leaves whiter, a time 
when the farmer's sharpened plow cuts the field and turns it in 
on itself to sleep in darkness. 

You are b.@rn of Death, but are afraid of dying. But unlike you. 
I am of a time when gardenia bloom and the scent of magnolia's 

. . 
-;, j. ,  . 14,)  l,!,<!:. :# 



. -  . ~ . >  - . , -  . -,. . - . _,.= i 

. .. . . 
1 . 

3 ,-. - 
.; ,'3 , ? J-,. '.*; . - 

, . . . . . . , , m,&the seaside : . (1'-: . , &::- , . -. ,.= - .,,. . . . ' 1 -  
. 1 . -  

- .  . . 

am' *in thds& . :  - .: -:/: .:t, .;'.f;. -,., $ 5 : .  .;t:::.i 
, .I.< . ! .. . $s ; ., z: . <.: ., -rs<:.i$e is. FA:.:& :C:.b 

therman warns of hurricane 
flagging sleek fronds in delight 
leeward, Windward, a ch&ry sight 
reaching out high, fondling the sky 
tall and naked on elastic trunks i ' -. 

lithe and graceful from hurricane's hug 
I . . '  like Masai maidens bearing beauty 8 %  

. . actoss the &apW1 plains of Kaputi -+ _ 

wbat fun, what peace 

, 
.+-i . -a 

hosting warnaids on lecherous 'mwk 
, - , -,, 

while o p h t  men and idle maids - - 
, -  I (  .a 

bake in the sun beneath your feet 
where bare footprints on up-turned sand 
still reek of yestetday's pleasures 

over there bulldozers fume for a charge 
I resolve not to be here When you fall 



-- - I The Being - 

. . . a frozen storm 
on a tip of void 
a presence ever-descending 
on wings of a pulse 
a gliding shadow 
over a freshwater pool 
the warm silence 

the Ram= a&*e ice divine 

into plug-sparks of epiphanies 
to the still small voice 
of the burning bush 



A. N. AKWANYA 

Two from the Wilds 

As long as I can be 
by my&lf 
I am much like everybody else, 
peace-loving; 
I fear nothing: I ]  I -llil A 

I can hold my own. : 3 ~ ~ 1 3  S-.r*n, I r ~ t  

r?70313 dk39? vd! 
It is when I see t h m  two 
from the wilds 
who have never gat 

every word he utters 
as a strip .torn 
from a flank 
or a sap 
leaves a sorry sight. - 

He is exposed to the core... 
but how can you help hating 
your accusei? 



. - 

.F J L  - 

off your feet 

, - 
b 7 '  t 2, 

, , * . ,  

like a band-leader's b&n. 
I 

And ~ M k i  I make dseisance, 
my faml'clouds for deep thoughts, 
& r n h ' M &  

. i - -  i&dr@@ up fierce energy, ' - 9 , -  . ,  , I  

ahd fix the wracked man ' V  1 a 

$fate .For glare , . ~ A ; , ~ o l  . ,, )%: T3' - , / r 

ti11 he comes 10 know the eledtrit i, , > - 

+ ;, , , . .-": 

.,- - 
"l 

%$>~'.~+-:ij:~i- ;jl'p di 

, _ l  ' 

, '43!i ~ 7 :  , :-f$l-. -:dtL,:~lt I..;. (,V ! , 
~ I ~ S , ? l  8 

,:I). (,I 1 : ) - t \ - t?  *< I:, 



Black Woman 
(For mother, ahd all widows worldover) 

Black woman, - - 
life has aggressively q .. 

'i I 1 tom you into tatters. ., 7 * . A )  

You now stand like a smrecro$c; 
tatters on moth-hollowkc4 t r e ~ ~ i b  *' ' . ' 

a I- 

- - \ 

> 

ited days, 
Bc -"A 

.-- 

, t ,  . , % ,  

.'i,. . ' - -  1 

,.,;-:><..: 6 )'(, . . ! :  :: . . 

-,.: ;!;. +.-. .;,.. , . _.  . ' . .  .., .,:.. 

\ , . " 
. ?r;c .. :. :-. -,,,, , f$ ; -k . .  

*,,-. . . - 2 .  & . f ; ? .  . . - .  L':,:r;-r" . .  . , 
a poor artist's sketch? U 

, .  ;:.. .<!J:? :.. 
. , I ,  . .  .I . .  i , I  

- .  . . .  .# ,,.2-:J .* :. , , :- ~, >- , a ' ..i. :.. : .- : . 

Black woman, 
for five, and ten kobo profits, 
to trap the cynios' scorn in the teeth, 
you would wake up at five, 
sleep after midnighti 
standing all day, 
serving beer and meat 
to grinning men 
with lecherous eyes, 
men who find succdur 



Bo moWm~ 'the dry- of porn, 
*.diba~sktkeicemebrwim yw. 
You satisfied yourmnscience 
but it robbed your face of its cheer, 
your heart of its song, 
rubbed your head in dust, . 
and left your body a r q  , 
Even the legendary 
of'your lineage has 
in the face of this ra 

But linger awhile: 
in the rife of a blink 

In the cup of mv overfiowing ha&' 
the lavender fragrance of fulfilled dreams. 



Sing to me of Stars 
1 - .  

I 

Sing to me of stars and meteors. I If  

Sing to me of the sun and the moon. 
Sing to me of joyful children, 
of the sparkle in their eyes, 
the love in their hearts. 

Grey sunlight smears everything with death. 
The odour of dea€h clogs the nose. 
I hear only songs of melancholy. 
I see only stains and smears. 
tn the ghetto have I lived ' . . .  

virginity shredded at 
by gentlemen in slee 
There have I see 
execute crimes 

. .  , 

Only in these is innocence I 

I Short for Government Reservation Areas, dwelling place of the upper class 



I 
I am a scrap of paper 
in a whirbind. 
The current is dritting 
drifting, driftiig ... 

II 
I am a ship 

r . ,  

, loosefrommosrage 
on the wild sea drifting. 
I could drift into a fa& kiss 
with a strolling iceberg, . 

of ... 



Solemnity 

We, the lovers of Life, 
We, the priests of Righteousness, 
We, the worshippers of Freedom, 

The Swirl 

The ship ~ l d n ' t  &led for long 
The harbor was still very far : . % . , . .  . ., 1 ;  2 %  

A wave that rushed, enormous - -  . I . 8 

I I As circle of desperation, & i  - ,  L )  

Drew and dragged her - al l hands on b o d '  ;- * . - ', 
c 

Under the specious open sea .. . ,  , A L. 1 

To look beside the buried metals - 
For the kingdom of Redemption. 



Your shape reflected for a while 
in the river where the lonely w i l b w  
were dipping their branches. 
And yow glance was meditaive and iWusory, d 

,' 
cloed wi*n the dreams of 

d - 1 ~  *lW. 
., 8 ,  

And your lips & as an Wqgranate hOj ' : ' 
awake&a&He passion of &.TISM. rfj jvt sni I sY t 

.dimC.f? t .~r; l  s h  llh 
h d  inhen a~bafiw&Wen ' . ;4r(bnfiq , 'Ti , d ~ l d w  dzi;N 
6Uirtg w&hycks the mirror of water '-' ! 

P risju? gfii-rv~.' 

Y ~ S ~ ~ W  h. 7 ;  
&;:; ! , ~ f (  .<.: 

Nav, thelp&.digue is not reflected , - 
inthesema54 ad the water, 1% 

yow rndktive and illusioned eyes, 
hid the willows dream, . 

reverberating sunsets in the bottom 
serene mirror of the waters. L 

1 { I  



OSIrA OW 

The Night by the Road 

For this time of the night, the darkness is already thick as soot. 
Perhaps because it is  going to rain. The lightning is tearing the 
sky in shreds and is very vocal about it. Already lone drops of 
rain are hitting the windscreen here and there. And this dirt road 
has punctured the front tyre. Why did I have to take this detour, 
after all? Should have taken the asphalt road and faced the 
ubiquitous, money-extorting d i c e  roadblocks. Why, for God's 
sake, d~ I keep forgetting to m e w  this vehicle license? 0 shit. 

I leave the parking tights on and start to change the tyre. 
I do it fasti veiy fast, in less than five minutes. And I am cleaning 
my hands with a rag, and there is  this shape of a man in the 
darkness coming towards me from the rear, walking on the other 
side of the road My heart begins to beat. I can't hear his footfall 
as he advances. But I watch him closely, the wind cold on my 
face. 

He walks as if he doesn't know I exist. Perhaps he is a 
lunatic. Or a night watchman. But, God, if he is an armed robber 
I am h e  fw. 

E rusk into the car and turn on the ignition. The engine 
roars, jerks and jerks and dies. Fear comes over me like broken 
cobwebs in the dark. What i s  the meaning of this?. I turn the 
ignition again and there is no swnd at all. Good God. Panic 
reaches for my throat. I reach out u d w  the seat for the matchet 
I always keep thwe. I am sure to use it if I have a chance or if my 
nerves allow. 

I wait, wishing that I wouldn't need it. I still watch from 



- - 
side d the load his ' downwards, looking this way; 
and that way. He w&@ d i n g  ia noke. t think he% alone; 
But that isn't s~otI&i~&t%& dfmion. He stops il few met&, id 
hont t d i 6 g  W O U ~ & & ; P & ~ ~  his head is not 'C.OFWC$'. 01 
(tprhe's iost sornetbfpg-i)rld i s  looking for it. It comes into my 
head'to flash the i$&K r don't know why, but t do it. I flmh it 
again and stop. He turns and starts walking back. I want to flash 
the lights win, t& time to see his fa&, but somehow I can't. 
I think it ru&.m. kipwould d~ better to ask me himself, I leaye 
the iptchet.8nd wlj the bonnet open. 

t a m . a b . ~ c h i ~  the man .walking on the %her side of 
he  r-d. tops and he's facing me now. I thrust one 
+md.intg for the matchet, but I m ' t  take i t further. 
Do I haari wy) -b ing?  Cthink I do and I hold my breath. 

~he'w&c&& still beating my face, cold and strong. And 
b&pf  I & t A * h - i ~ I y  at the i n t e r n  far ah&. A streak 
of lightnhgr &m& the black sky and pelts, of rain, fall 

ce, a deafening spate d silence. 
loomy and awesome, Everything 
. T b e - a ~ e ~  k g e  iron-gi@es, half 

the road set an halfafmced, ,half,built up 
;a(;e qab-l i ke shadows of grass crawling about 
mgud ~ r k d  off,hem ad tM by stumps of 

&w&W& d & o ~ t ~ ~ ; r s  the Eightning jtre* still rip the sky, 
monstrous shadaw of uncompleted storey buildings loow 
*award the k i b q r  Wdenly fromeeverywhere frogs. and toads 

;rb,: ; , , r > -  

ddcing at me, 
. i  ''Y-Wlpa?ifarmething, eh?' I am f o r d  to sab 

*"Mmm3 I can't ever seem to find it. Gums 
it's ns ~ l s e  ia th r," he says- "I've been at it since, 
up and down this road, day and night, too, but it's no we, Yet I 
m't kind df give There might be a chance yet, you know. 



You seem to be havingsome problem with your car, eh?" 
.( He walks ovler and stands beside me. A d  tfierse is  this foul 

odowfd~at-comeb h m  him. t hold my bmth and move fulltSlet 
away. My nerves are relaxing as I resolve that if he attacks 1 will 
run. 

"First it was tk flat lyre. Now it just won't start," I answer 
him. . . 

'I# will," he says. "They obey he, these4iings. I scare 
them creepy. That's what I do all the time: Meehanks 
ewywhere do that: t am.a Peugeot specialist. Only I can't seem 
to move these hands' because i hurt them real bad; you know, 
real bad." 

I observe &a his hands are deep iin his jacket which is 
stained and rumptd, F am curious to. see his face h the parking 
lights aren't bight -erloc%&. I swppcise 'too he is deliberately 
keeping Msfm away h r n  contadc with light. .But4 am sded 'in 
my mind now that he &not IlMp td. huit me. And again this foul 
o d o u r ~ ~  from-him as * w i d  ch8ngeodirection.' 

"Ws> unfmtwnate. tha' I didd't~.jie;il~e !the holtse with a 
1 . torch," I say. 

7 ice 41 right, fibiy t h t  1?ve g W n  used?oo'the dark. 
Yodre Iwky, you ~kmhy," he says, pow o v & @ k ' e n t z m ~ t s  
of'the! engirie2Aw3res. "I wasn't that lwctcy myself3when I drove 
through here. I came down that slope on full speed that night. I 
guess 1 was a. littlel-drunk. l1,servj'eed ' the bvakes and didn't 
remember to bleed thein, Jcrstrodk df'lilae that afid f o u r i d ' ~ W  
~mjtrlingdr~tabd at:& thos~ ditch& y'ander, Now I cah't ever 
fidimy kh "b  w fix those brake. lookhg forlit since, 
but can't ever seem to find it. It's like I talk too much, huh. 
Exuse:m$ 1,- is yaut. probtm; ;&&&A. push in those 
~ ~ a ~ ,  thyU$re i&~~s:ThSs smd'.d?is. ~r(d'if y6u wouldn't 
@ate m h  f a  t i m ~ c t a n ! u n m e w  f k  j&-.&hd bl& thrargh it, 
too." 7 . ,, r t r -  " 

- - I ]t&e the first mbl&and>it coms;but lmw. I plrsh it in 



and push the dher me in toa. I care for my time of course and 
ww't want b W X : ~  w n g  in thk darkness. Besides, he 
caiq,is stilJ thatmiplg, &id stree loneliness of this d suddenly 
cpnres Qwnm m & v w i g h t  inled. Why hasn't &me 
been any other &lw wing this way ail this while3 I can't 
itnagbe myself dhng up. and down this road in search of 
spanners and the lie. This fdla certainly is weird. 

"&kky wm$hlitn L ask, "thee spanm, m a night like 
t& and m *is lcme~y~" "* may riper know1" he sqys in a very fk voice, 
" v & e n . a , ~ , ~ g  pppblem like mine he may never c a ~ e  fsr 
lonely d 4 stormy nights anymore. It was eaAiw.m that 

an$ ghosts that 
EQll't !+am2 me 

s h u t d g o i r t t a t h e a r . I ~ y a m a  
bilS$GMs.ww Gght. 1 twn the ignitim c m d t k e  engine 
ameib&Lm relieved. 

, - r ' ,  

d&:a spanner d - a  
't eyer4eml todM." 
hole aFel king out the spannerand .$he 

Now his face comes down and the dashboard lights are on it - 
ii@d jX&!(.$~il?f3&%5b@bgi6Wi t))etx@ lib I in a quicksand. 



~ ~ s *  a " t ' e ~ I i '  f & M  dGieb bya r leazy w s s  of 
green flesh. His eys are shut and h m y ,  his 'lips a h n g  
nurs ddecaying tlesh. And a g a p i n e m  ruesftam thc side of 
his mouth thr- his4M w. He 
and* Cod, there are no 41g in his, 

Chef*  1 :cry 
utrnyfeotcomeshon*  
night, his voice still clear in my ears, "Sce? I told 

you there ain't no problems like mine." 



Pieta scampered up, sweating, panting; panic-stricken. Another 
reality? He bent back in a sitting position on the thorny wall of 
his house. H i s  gothic inheritance. , . * , I  

,/ . . L His sight penetrated the craggy edge of his half zinc, half 

{ grass of roofing. The sky was dense with rainy cloud. The stars 
. , had hidden their twinkles; the moon had shied away; the sun had 

gone to bed. Pieta bent foward, his jaw touching his naked 
chest. His eyelids winked but still revealed his pupils, dull as 
those of a pig on heat. Reverie. 8 c." 

f A gwko attacked an insect by the neck. The buzzing of 
the prey got Pieta on his feet. He hurriedly looked for his lantern, 
lit it, but f d  nothing. An omen. He sat with the lantern on his 
straddled I-, thinking. 

.He was living in the heart of Lagos. His house, neatly 
walled rra'wld to government specifications, was the only one in 
the vicinity h t t  everyone in every adjoining house I~aked over. 
It was a lmg three room house, with two moms in grass and one 
in corrugated iron roof. Where he was now was his living- 
bedroom; of the other two, one was the kitchen, the other the 
toilet. w e = m w  . ' ,  a < l L  ! , a  , I - . : , , - j  

. . His eyar wen d e n ,  the way they hed not been for years. 
He helped himdf up after a heavy heave, took two long strides 
forward and faced the grave of his parents, lantern. in hand. He 
gazed at them far some minutes, benumbed. He managed a sigh, 
his eyeballs charcoal red and wobbled back into the habitat -the 



more things differr the more they remain the same. 
Pieta worked as a gateman. He guarded the entrance of a 

company building, the business of which he knew ndthing about. 
He a u l d  not &scribe how he got the job, a job that paid him 
fairly well, a job he hoped would enable him to rebuild his 
house after a few 'years. 

Pieta's mother died. Of what, he didn't h o w .  Me could 
still recollec~ remotely tke last journey he made with her. She 
came to his school that eventful day to take him home. They 
drove straight to the market. w k i e  she ma& purchases. They 
were h b m d  when they saw a big water tanker veer frm 
a sidewalk inm the dad. .That was at Mile 4. There was also a 
Merdes car that had just overtaken them, and then came face 
to face with the tanker. Thedriver s w e d  recklessly into the fast 
lane and hit an ~nccming motorcyclist. The car knocked down 
the cyclist and draggedhis -cycle i few metres away. The 
cyclist\nrasicl:a.pocllofhis.mnbld. -: 

a   pi eta's mother, Yvom&, was: kt num. She alighted from 
their uolk-wagen beetle) car and made atkmpts at saving the 
cyclist, Her f i rs t4  tre8trimt was ta no awail: Pieta wept until he 
convulsed. \ . - . 3  e . 

' The man in theJvk& idwmhd his car, While some 
people drove the cyclist $0. $re>ksspital, Yvonne, &t to 
Sexwjty %wias~Commission to report; The security agents took 
her statement, thanked her for her public spiritedness and asked 
her to cane back the ktlowing day. Pieta remembered swiq 
them shake<hands with his mother, beaming- smiles at her& They 
drbxe>honia-Th w;as h l&n i& t t  hesaw hwwell, 

She bgan ,going . a t  frecya+.=iihe~ did n& let ' P i e t a  
know rnythias She- just o f f 4  eJrdesesL and used her job to 
explain her tPn8 &isme. Findy9 iihk came bxk afterla three- 
week absence, pale and sick. She had got two boots. One,from 
her bass; the other ftom her landlord. She was accused of 
negtigence of duty. That e m d  her a sack from her job. And the 



IdW ;b d mtmcting am- imkticam d m : ,  She 
eanstitmfd a hahh hwd'fo tmrcwtwmts. They Wb pad 

. *. . w. ' .  . . 

; dm? $read /  "I. am &* ,we 
I&, just like Wt 4n 'hands of 
;sonj dan't go home, and be waty". 5he.Wt 

nded. Hehdmany hi= to 
is father. Thewhis meher .was 

i d s  did not explain much. Hmv did his 
hene t fgObtAnd&M 

3 And of whom? Chlytws & i s  were 

B k  i@d,-&lerns s t a d  hirrt;in h face. I 

The ~ j l y  @@ion kdf fop him ~ ; t 6  b i g i a  hmj 

dkqip.+b&pwaiM *His mothw, once told hirkwhen they 
~1thbb. .cn4ytw WI h3 their yard w h  did-nqsr $oi home f a  

\~va~snaelf!&& 
who wankad their 

m a a n  kA&& a ~ b g ~ ~ b i s : h m  - - I  - - : 

- w7 ~ ~ ~ I ~ ~ . . M u s w - ~  - , i d r r a t  twmwe w a + m  
u&k~~twikuate ad {il, sdnal when tks WakiIitl +was smt.~~h 

tm conre i o t h i s e  ib 
, . 

. I , . .  , + , < * . . - * - i t  

ot go-harue, b. dentation 

(ffuit o M  npt get lust in hat 
ashes, -. 1. ; , ' , , , i3  .- , P I  c..: 6% .. 
.. ,,.: Pjesn was h&d.to stay back in4agos. .Life-must:@ lori 
until death. :-atld!tMe s a d  wmy- k~tio.~$lat 



attracted. With the savings he bought bamboo and straw with 
which he roofed the three room out- house, He was then ten 
years ~ l d .  His company was his recalcitrant e~-%ho91 mates who 
came to s ~ y  with him after school and to e m  from ing 
by their parents. 

After the condolence visits had ihated, land m e t s  came 
with entreaties. They persuaded him to' sell ww p t  ,af..*e 
compound and, with the proceeds, live a rnom.decmt life. 
Others enticed him with, sponsoring his ducatim to 
university level. The more sadistic of them threatened that 
gpvernrgqt would dw~obsh the whole fencing-bacaysq-it hid a 
thatched house; the only one of its kind in Lagos. He reSpedfuljy 
rejected ail their entreat@. The landowners thought hat .he 
rejected their qffqrs w t  of rxe.wit,and intelliwce. Only Pieta 
knew he had no ather earthly. gossess@n or. we exwpt ,that 
corn~~slnd. The I a n d ~ n q s ~ ,  despite their & s e w ,  
popuhrisqd-him as a fearless and- qlculating young man. 
Unknown to Pieta, this w+s what w d  him the job he wiv 
e n k e d  h. 

.He ;was, ;;i a larw.,'&teiptJ antent with hi; pay. He 
carqlefd the roofing of -of the roams and furnishad it withia 
three moptt?$, ,59t for .hw lan8 would the bubble last&-His 
bo+sswere spoiling his fun.,Their: business,<wa diaboaicid;.*e 
publicand $curih/,ijgmts were becoming alarmed. They might 
soon be clr>gin~' in ,on thgm. His w#her:s -ion twanged 
ttwqp&hir, bra&. . . - I , - ,  I I  . ,  

, . . P @ Q I ~  to buy a lrqriistor ,IQ~~Q and a black' and white 
teleyision. .&,pmp pbmwed that w h  time thep urerelnaw 
c~ignmqp&+ the compwy, thwq were an-& of 
kidnapping and ri.fw1 mur*. Wh# &lW.mJto l  the matrow. 
were pictures of children displayed on television as 3nj55jng 

childrqn. Hebeams agiqed - hir copssim ~ , J - t i r n  he was 
aiQirig and &ettiiyg crimesr , , . , , .  ~ 1 '  

What convinced him t&a4 his kqqsses involyed in tk 



likllsapping were the air and the kind of customers that 
pittroniseb the company. Very rich men, each h i n g  in and 
@ins out unobtrusively. FurZhamore, once in a while, he 

dmpphgs of red thkk blood at the entrance to the 
company. His mind rzln wild. In addition, wherd it, was 
a n m e a d  that sowid'of the kidnappers had been arrested, his 

W s .  When they ~;rm& back, they 
'$&-up business. Things beiarr wma 

. Hell-1.e loose. Pieta's v d t 9  hmed'to 

an-& a cu'ifew and a pr ih  of six 
'Gtfdtzrios for anybody that led to the arrest of thos~ 

nome. A time for Pieta. He had many 
t + Wever, seem&to bode death. The fi&t 

&. His chid 'Pioss, Uwo, was 
ss. He ~ l d  h d  after 

ot get far. He was that cchdnced. .'The 

IS bosses. However, even though he CUUM '&mar 
ck;b hia-'bl*w amething.aboW killtng a d  kmbing, 

' 
SUN the security age% were ~ f o t  f h k ~ M :  

&%vMMtnri/ would not 
&rtmvinc&W nbt all s 
W % c ~ @ s u e W  kid ?he reins 

e activities of thetbosses wir).jout k i n g  party 
W h k .  Antl fihdly hecthotigt"ditaying 

~ 1 ~ ~ ~ 5 ~ ~ ~  d m y i i  h y k n ; o W ~ o f h e  adhrZt)r of 
ihe -paw wMk (tle ~ * t y  i i g b  came ckking. B\il why 
washe paid? ~ack+hq s e e M  to @ad to degth. t%d thi swan, 

1 1  / I 

'Mm. Finally, he sw&& 3nt0 a conclusion. 
His father and mother died in the hands of the security agents. 
W, k w  but he wiHIid not make himself available 



$, them. His -@rmrs went -&-them; the Gcliii* ' 

tome for them. & had an immediate responsibility to himself 
jnd his dying lineage. He srust formlire the ma- d Ms 
hrme already carrying his baby. 

T o h i m , t h e r e w ~ o n e s u m t h i n g a b o u t ~ m d ~ r c .  

some privileged information to one's self. He smiled at his 
cleverness aml dazgB of& WllFie d- 4 

Soon, funny visitors staked knocking at the raopary 
gates. 

\ 
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"Humanity can't live just by logic, it aiso needs poetry." 
M ; G d $ -  , -  



Palm-wine Lbi-ib: ' t l : t > ~ +  .. s t  1 - 1 ~  
d ~ f , ~ 3  olfl: ;; JQ : 

In ravish embrace 

and with crushin 

Palm-wine, 
whether joy or sorrow thriu 
your lyrics hoist swift to ~t 
which at dawn is a delpris of 



Ecstasy 

Let us hold hands 
Look into each o W s  
escape into our world; 
~ & t  us be joyous . 
in the sweet smsatio 
of this discovery 

inflict- 
a sign of our dc 
and in our vittuuu 
relish our discovervr 
our world of body 



He met her in the bar deservingly cilfled The Shoky Pit: 
what with french fiies~cradling anti cheeseburgers sitzli& in the 
front burner in that windswless affair in wiriter weather where all 
and sundry gathered in the evening $0 hnwind. Well, not quite 
aN and sun@. It was the gathering spot of the a i n w  coalitiori- 
-blacks, Hispanic, students7from the Philippines and socfh- east 
Asia. Come to the Srnok'y kt' on w&endvev&ngs B;id you 
understand why it h;ii rd other n%b' - the hini-~bited Nations. 
~haf?dn+guage won't ydu heir at e;Yei*, n&k a d  cdnny of the 
smoky Pit stu?&~ts q r ~ h g  mi i i  p r o @ b  in the safe$ bf their 
native tbgues; lndian k idr .andj t%/rad whrs&ini ih Hipdi; 
Afticans in'cdlourful'd&ikis swearhg'and speaking'ih pidgiX: 

MuMa had just emerged Wh his l q t  semester Gams. 
We W l w  ikwral w&ks buried his head i" his h; hd' here 
at last VtiidS relief. He felt emw: whit was he to 6 with dm& this 
first "iiight. d keedh?  he Smo\o/' Pit 'stoad w i f e  hfs 
imagination like a ternptatioti. iind ib Sboky Rhe%&$i fle w% 
a student in &'of tk'nurndrdui ci5ltw &dji"i.&tsifies tbqt 
opened meir d&?m'd& d for&$ h&d# ih Thii Vkh~tr~pd,n, 
t9.C.' a&&. ~k&~wdk' htr [bse d&lii'k$ b&@& ';vim hs &#$ite 
einbrbidery that neb& f a M  to fki-&d@w%&nary &&. 
Tall and athletic withl&a%ik itadlfi&ter"&ah teal, his friends 
kept a distance from him ~f his temperament Today, 
cheerful and lighthearted'. ~orn&iow ihI"&le' ad d ~ s e .  This 
hour bantering and jocose. The n&, tight-lipped'and-glum. But 



d >.d.. 1 - 3 I . C " :  . V y L b *  A, - I 8 -  , 

@en he stepped into tbe Smoky Pit tonight, he was in hir mood 
&YW an$ his smiles, ceyding those pearly white teeth which 
could I*#t a st&m night. When he arrived at the Smoky Pit 

ing, thee was M l y  sitting q@ce. And 
djust to that smokAIM ram to find 

itting kt the far side of the bar all b i  

street-wise city girls do. She dressed up smartly. Lipstick a little 
too loud. An eye pencil that started from one corner of her brows 
agd d i w  rqmhere  near the ears. Artificial eyelashes 
a little ibo drW, w k i n g  a smile aimed at no one in particular 
,but vyjde+F&&i'r~f to miss its message. 

/ I  

Di& barely finished high school and her hold on literacy 
Gal1 knuoYI ,ld she ICarnal early thaf a high school diploma 
was hot rep y necessary for suners in life. She did not need 
collegi educat '~ to know thd as an attractive young woman all- 
she needed do w& use what? jhe had to get what she wanted. 
Raised in sunoundings full ofso many smart alea in college who 
only dated one of their ginti, Ohnii preyed on her dientele as a 
eiennial undergraduate. Op& $he told a date that.she was a 
gbior majoring in bioi~w. He,' a,.eaduate student in the 
biglogihl sciences embarraqd,hel+.yith a barage of questions 
a* Mendel and DNA and messenger RNA, asking her point 
blank @ a juncture what she t of the operon theory in 
@eti&tdiW After that she to safer subjects 
like Gr&id- studi4 and physical education. 

Wtign ~ u g a  asked her if he could sit with her,,"rure" 
shk' &hi& er$&rqged him. A few awkward rncarpetn~ later 
$e.@ked hip 4, q, Jetto. voice, !Are you from Africaw?" As he 
nQcFjed assent .[*e had put a coin in the jukebox), Donna 
bummers w% - sih$&,~he , Unconditional ~ove: 

. . - r ,  

Give the yqconditional love 
~h<,kind of , a  I& I deserve 



The kind I'd like to return. 

They found themselves on the floor. Amid the noise and h e  
shuffling of feet she managed to shout: "You said you're from 
Africaw"? 

"Yes, Uganda." 
"Where is Uganda? Is it the capital of Ethiopia." 

Mukasa was not really shocked at such cws ignorance, A college 
professor had owe asked him whether it wasn't Morocco that 
once tried to secede frpm Haiti3 

"I kinda like your outfit. D'you like it here in Americaw?" 
"Yep'! kkasa has by now taken one too many and tried 

to play the Yankee guy. "In Africaw," he mimicked, "my father is 
a Chief." 

He convinced her in no time that he was a princeling in 
aremote African vi-llage, is well-pbvided financially, and any girl 
lucky emugh to be his wife would be a princess. 

"Reallv?" 
"Sure. She wowrid hawe cook8, .maids, stewards to 

attend ttr her eve~y wish;" 

She was fascinated in an odd sort af way by his-loud t'aspy voice 
and strange accent. And she liM h e  way his face lighted up 
when he smiled. Her next @estion was really dumb. 

't4n hfrimw, 'do people go'to school?" . 

He was irritated by the depth of her un-information. But he could 
pardon her. *.was already in a mood for rmanmI hawing taken 
in more than' tPRt coukol wkolhstand, of her mud hair and 
ferninin ity. Why h g i h  to mil atd a general .American malaiw? 
The average Amerbn's knowledge of world geography he had 
discovered was &e- than zero. 

"Americaw" is the world and the wwld is America. And 
this its not a matter fm debate. After all, the 'world series in 



baseball is there to prove it in concrete terms, even if it 
Baltimore Orioles facing the Cleveland Indians. 
They ended up in her apartment along 14th and U. During tl 
drive home, she had asked him his name and Mukasa Kuganc 
was too much for her. She decided to address him as So 
Brother. "The white dude sin'< got no soul," she told him. But I 
was a soul brother and in that moment of closeness, k agreed 
address her as soul sister. Diane Jones began to sound familia 

When he lied again to her that he worked at the Embas! 
of Uganda, she had looked him over appraisingly. "You kinc 
cute," she told him, and shifted closer to him in the car, a beat1 
VW. When they emerged from the car after she invited him i~ 
he was worried by the neighborhood. Dilapidated buildin! 
looking so threatening in the .unlighted aileys. Broken bottlt 
littering the alleys through which they passed to reach h~ 
apartment. And Mukasa wasn't ress nervous when they had I 
pass through a cordon of two hefty guys playing checkers on th 
stairs who returned his greeting with a grunt, and half blocked h 
passage. 

Diane motioned him to her apartment, a room quite bar 
except for a narrow bed at the corner and a table and chair at th 
far end. In no time, Diane had shifted into a see-through lingeri 
with her whiteunderpants quite visible. She was devastating1 
voluptuous with her breasts which seemed to him were quite 
handful. She began to sweet-talk him into undressing, with , 
peck flush on the lips. He had begun to breathe heavily. 

He took time to give the room another look once over 
That brought home to him the povertyamong blacks he had beet 
reading about. And come to think about it, he had never enterec 
a black home in all his three years in America. And he had neve 
made love to a black American girl. All his girl-friends wen 
either white or oriental. But his friends had told him of thc 
romantic exploits of the black American girl in bed. She woulc 



give him the shakes and bbiw hi5 mind. That \;ou!d be the night, 
thought. ?l!'.iru-b?+; 

Appr&&&&i had md to outrun reality- She m o t i d  
him to the bed an$ saw him with a huge harcdon. He was at+ 
over her in no time. 

"Not so fast," she restrained him, "Have guys jumped cq 
i y ~ u  before?" He was so ready for action he hardly heard her. 

"Wait. Shit," she hissed impatiently, looking more like a 
tigress on the hunt than a girl in a romantic mood. He went limp. 
"Have guys jumped on you before?" she repeated. 
.*, sm "No.". It had dawned on him she was add~essing him. 
"Why should guys iump on me," he said quite cleverly." I've got 
no quarrel with them." 

"Those guys at the door will jump on you unless you give 
me money," she said, seeming to notice his Bulova watch for the 
first time. She undid the strap of his watch; "just to admire it", 
she said, when he protested. She then excused herself, went to 
the next room and returned without the watch. I I 

As he felt trapped when she left the r-, othei' ;6G&s 
began to creep into his consciousness. Across the greet familiar 
music wafted to his unappreciative ear. It was his favorite 
Belafonte: 

Brown skin girl stay home h mind baby 
Brown skin girl stay home 'n mind baby 
I'm going away, m a sailing boat 
And if I don't come back 
Stay home 'n mind baby. 

He was going cwer in his mind the  so^ of American girl that 
would stay home to mind the baby while her man went roving 
around the world. &finitely not Diane. When she jolted him 
back to reality: "Ain't you got somf n for your soul sister? See, if 
you don't give me somef n, those guys gmna jump on you." 
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