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Amadou (for Arnadou Diallo, killed by 
New York Cie , 4 February 1999) 

The Bullet is not bigger than the man 
41 bullets cannot stop a life 
Larger than moral life 
Larger than the slaver's ships 
Larger than the holocaust police 
The murderous elite 

1 Who shot Grandmother Eleanor 
Murdered in her home 
Shot 10 year old Clifford Glover 
Shot in the back 
Abner Louima 
Brutalized and raped 
My classmate's son, 
Shot and killed 
Rodney King, bludgeoned 
Young men protesting for Rodney King 
Shot and killed 
(What are their names 
What were their ages?) 
Aswon Keyshawn Watson 
Sitting in his car 
Shot 23 times 
Tyisha Miller 

i 
Sitting in her car 
Shot 24 times 

I Amadou 
I 



The shout raised at the moment you fell 
Rattled ancestral bones strewn across the ocean floor 
Rattled the chains ofJasper that dragged James Byrd Junior to his 
death. 
A cosmic cry ricocheted across the mountains of Guinea 
Reverberated in the neighborhoods of the world 
We came running 
Looked into your face 
And saw our face 
Our selves. 
Growing up distracted, separated from history 
Swallowing fast food, viewing our lives in video 
Riddled with self-hate. 
41 bullets shattered illusions, 
Lay bare 
Tender feelings for Africa 
Buried deep in bewildering grief. 

The lust for Africa's blood flows unabated 
Old violence escalated 
New violence legislated 
Racists restore death penalties. 
They are still ironing their sheets 
Pointing their hats 
GentriQing Jim Crow 
Building new jails 
Designing "better"bu1lets. 

Twelve slaving presidents 
Founded this republic. 
Barricaded behind concrete blocks 
The paranoid 
The demented politician, Hitlef s first of kin 
And his Apartheid press 
Rummage through their sordid arsenal of atrocities in search of 



1 diminishing words 
Peddler. Immigrant. 
Small photo placed at the bottom of the page 
Africa effaced. 

Amadou 
Son and brother, 
Rangel Dinkins Sharpton Meeks 
Booker Perkins Lopez 
Leaders in long woolen coats, 
Handcuffed, 
Aged lions 
Roar! 
Ministers chained and manacled, 
Council members 
Seventy in support 
Marched to the coast. 
Your mother covers her head in white. 
Your father. close by, covers his heart. 

Amadou 
Your name 
Calls us to unknot the lynchers' rope. 
Justice for Eleanor Bumpers 
Justice for Clifford Clover 
Justice for Abner Louima 
Justice for Aswon Keyshawn Watson 
Justice for Tyisha Miller 
Justice for my friend's 15 year old son! 
Justice for the young men who died for justice! 

Your life sacrificed 
As February celebrations begin. 
Pulls us to both shores of the Atlantic 
To see ourselves 
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Resembling 
Battered, divisive, 
Short-sighted, struggling. 
How did we survive the double death, colonization. 
American enslavement? 

I was a t  prayers for Amadou, 
A student from.Bangladesh said, 
Arriving late for class. 
He knows the distance 
From death t o  freedom, 
Brought t o  America 
Worked 7 days a week 
18 hours a day 
2 dollars an hour wage. 
2 years 
A slave. 
He takes a front seat 
Listen t o  lessons you would have heard. 

Amadou, 
Shake 19 bullets from your flesh 
Take back your birth and breath 
Reset the  clock 
When you were first born, your uncle predicted 
international fame 
He said the  whole world would know your name. 

Amadou Diallo 
Your death is the Muezzin's call 
At the dawn of a new millennium. 
A call t o  prayer 
A call t o  war 
We are the drumsof Guinea 
The collective 



!I;'u.ns o f  Africa, 
Water 
And talking drums, 
The drums o f  Baraka 
The drums o f  Kemet 
Powding.  

Jnurnev m tlte centre of the eartlt (Terracotfa) 
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IGBO 

the earth 
vanished into a pin-hole 
I am soaked with songs-.. 

my ancestry's 
sharp beauty baptized me 
at the forest's nipple 

- a pilgrim of delicious peace. 

lgbo 
space-shuttle and speech 
your civilisation flowers 
in every face of earth 

yet your off-springs 
hide in the toilets 
of foreign tongues 

your off springs 
bury your sharp beauty 
with the inferiority of mad English 

mystic damsel 
l shiver 
in your tabernacle's splendor 
beyond Bill Gates and microchips, 
you fathered super computer's Emeagwali 
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- a vapour in the ocean 
of your maltreated genius. 

n~ystery's powdered face 
succumbs to  insight 

we must rescue 
our lone baby from oblivion's fire 

we must re-plant 
our finger print 
against the monologue of English, 

resurrection 
awaits us 
who drink from our roots 
not our suicidal love offoreign gods 

SOWER: For Chin ua Achehe 

Whoever waits 
for the sky's countenance 
shall starve. 

As infant 
you planted philosophy 

for escaping 
the corrosive fate of whirlwinds 
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i ~ y  banking 
our anthems in ant-nills ... 

Institutions blossom 
after our Columbus 

Okike, ANA, Uwa Ndi Igbo, Heinemann and Co 

in a luminuous fraternity 
of joy. 

in the politics 
of tongues and skin tone 

We swap parity 
with foreign gods 

- Mee n'agbajiro any;, Ka O f i  mkpulu aziza. 

A selfish Abraham 
would have swallowed 
the spot-light 

-dancing alone 
the honey sonata 
of first borns. 

1 Brut you conquered 
bigotry 

with proofs that 
fertility 

reigns on our mindscapes: 
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Knitting words into 
the birth canal of 
cultures. 

We reap 
SIGNIFICANCE 
from the foresight 
of Patriarchs. 

-wherever civilizations gather 
our logic 
is now delicious 
in the universal feast. 

UBO: for BEN OBUMSELU 

The violin's eloquence 
is earned. 

he who devours 
our foibles and day dreams 

sacrificed his flesh 
t o  the furnance 
for soaring beyond 
the death-sentence of our father-land. 
we drink rhetorics, 
chew syllogisms 
and our weary stomachs cry a t  night 



poems - have fetched me 110 food 
and no cloths 
nor is my shelter sure. 

Yet 

he whose solemnity 
rains majesty and myths 

whose lucidity 
inspires the arithmetic of dance 

Ubo 

whose trance-like tunes 
of seven strings astride the half moon 
transport us to the Four winds 

my mind is a lullaby 
and paradise of peace ... 

we are slaves 
to the ears 
that most caress our songs. 



Zemark, the Sly One 

Zemark, this fatty meat of a smear keeps 
The log-fire of doubts around you aglow: 

You talked the world into believing 
In your ability t o  climb an iroko- 

Even when you knew you lacked 
The strength t o  climb an orange tree. 

You donated a fowl for our feast 
And took away our cow as your reward. 

You fed our troupes on a diet of cants 
And grandiloquence, and called us out 

To dare the ever-hungry jaw 
Of war with bare hands. We suffered 

The stupebing surprise of watching 
A commander that claimed the stature 

Of Aoun, Aidid and Garang wielding 
A rusty dane gun, while our opponents 

Rolled our tanks; deployed assault 
Rifles, scud and tomahawk missiles. 



There could be no greater licence than a face 
That finds shame very companionable. Pretences 
Lubricate the wheels of your life. You went too  far 
In expecting men of brains and breeding t o  honour 
An invitation t o  celebrate your bumbling ineptitude. 

He that is saddled with a puny ego feels 
Constrained t o  massage it every s o  often - 
Little wonder why the snake continues 
To boast of having travelled far and wide 
Even with the utter crudity of its movement. 

Commenting on the profligacy and other indignities 
Which a neighbouring organ is prone to,  
The anus once remarked that he would never 
Have acceded t o  their being neighbours 
If he knew of these rank failings. 

The poet that called for the abolition of laughter 
Spoke my mind: I've found that every smile of yours 
Is a veritable trap. I saw you on our podium 
Looking like a penis that must always be held 
And guided with a hand in the urination process. 

The boastfbl chant of a hunter whose quarry escaped 
Between his legs translates into self-mockery. We didn't 
Need t o  have read Sun Zi's The Art of War t o  be able 
To avert the  mistake of not choosing as a.leader, a man 
So dull, so effete that birds perch at the tip of his arrow. 

Some men speculate on the prospects of their mother's 
Nakedness translating into money in the movie industries. 
When you turned your mind into a turbine for generating 
Lies, did you reckon with the fact that events would 
Be flushing them out of your mouth uncontrollably? 



/ The mould is set; and getting you to straighten 
is as difficult as taking a whore out of her fancifbl 
rjeiiei that she habours a universal highway between 
tier legs. There IS no stopping the swift-footed flood 
From embracing the crippling ambience of the pit. 

These doomed doings of a desperado dwarf you the more! 
, For you are now like an aged prostitute boosting 

Her sagged breasts with balls of rags. 
The twilight can hardly be of much help to one 
Wliose washings could not dry in the mid-day sun. 

The Anatomy of Coyness 

School was like a lollipop licked for certificates. 
And with those teachers for whom the bodies of female 
Students constitute the greatest tomes for textual 
Explication, she had her way. Hence her curious convictions: 

A man is like a raging phallus that will always 
Be routed by the liquid magic of its target: and 
The surface-to-air missile of a woman's body suffices 
To shoot down the plane of a man's feelings. 

She deploys her head like a precision scale 
For weighing shady deals: and treads very 
Softly, like one out to enunciate the right 
Of the ants not to be trampled upon. 
But thanks to a rewarding study of the anatomy 
Of lives stepped in coyness, I know that she 
That nibbles in the open can swallow a lump 
As big as a puppy's head behind closed doors. 
Save for the enriching role of experience, 
Who would believe that the drugged look 



Of a resting bat could give away to space 
Acrobatics studded with fine aerodynamic lessons? 

Many are the rivers whose calm faces lure 
Men into losing their boats and their paddles. 
Many are the wayfarers that perish in 
The beautiful and ornate house of the spider. 

Softening like a jelly suits the purpose 
Of many a woman as she fights her way 
To the altar. Thereafter she hardens like a stone. 
Then does the muddy water crystallise. 

The python, versed in the ferocious vocation 
Of Mangling, recognises the fact that wearing 
A sleepy aura till it is time to strike 
Enhances ttie ability to surprise a target. 

The flourishing business of maidenish trickery 
Which many a woman takes to, collapses 
In the event of an accidental excavation 
Of some brimful septic tanks of her past. 

A foolproof formula for arranging a basket 
Of roses eludes even the greatest of liars. 
In consistent actions come in wraps of cocoyam leaves 
That are bound to tear and reveal their contents. 



The Portrait of a Big Man as a Congenital Buffoon 

The sands and grasses never saw 
His wrestling feet at the village square. 
A soft boy at school, he fell under 
The unqualified influence of cane-wielding 
Teachers paid to teach and think for him. 
A shallow, untalented and plastic character. 
It was rammed down his throat that moving 
With the crowd, fawning, canting 
And mumbling of platitudes hold 
The key to steady rise in the society. 

When Biafra beckoned on her youths to gather 
Together in her name, he scampered away 
Into the remote woods where he was shielded 
By women, while his mates and juniors wore 
The red badge of courage, the ultimate 
Measure of bravery then. 

Thereafter the wind 

Of luck bjew a plum job into his hands, and 
Like an incompetent goal-keeper, he fumbled 
And caught the ball, holding it to the point 
Of squeezing, for few are the balls 
He had ever caught in his life. Yet his face 
Now bubbles with the fungi of indignation 
Over what he sees as our gracelessness 
In delaying his proclamation as a hero of our time. 



, j  6 Okike 

Many school graduands are mere balloons 
Released by teachers to begin 
Their uncharted career in the air. 
They superficially drank from the stream 
Of knowledge, and quitted 
At the sterile stage of certification. 
Much of the fibrous roots of their learning 
Stay above soil level. They are cut off 
From the folk spring of wisdom. And not 
Having seen fit to stake the tendrils 
Of their learning at cultural poles, 
They look like rain-soaked stragglers 
Shivering and tottering towards the ever 
Retreating fir.e-sides of the white world. 

Good books dredge the river of the mind 
For the vessels of thought to cruise. 
The undredged rivers grow marshy and silted, 
And scum builds its untrammelled kingdom. 

In his untrammelled kingdom of scum, 
Our man wears the attitudes 
Of a big man like an over-size coat. 
the rain-clouds of stale news hang 
Pendantly in his .house as he dazzles 
His illiterate kinsmen with cheap gin. 
Blessed are those that can roll their tongues 
To accentuate the loops of gossips, 
For theirs is a direct entry admission 
Into a famed House of Rumour. 

* * * *  

He feels that as mats for his privileged 
Feet, his people should learn to say: "We thank 
Your majesty for stepping on us". 
He dreams of a day when bucketfuls 



of his expensive shit would adorn 
The cheap heads of his people, to enable 
-Them tread their tortuous paths of lowliness, 
~ n d  build for themselves that veritable 
Hovel of inferiority he has been 
~nvisaging for them. One booming enterprise 
In this untrammelled kingdom of scum 
IS the art of enshrouding insolence 
On one's people in saccharine manners. 

The danger in staying near an over-fed man 
Is that you may come under the cross-fire 
Of his farting, belching and hicoughing. 
Immersion even in the mere shallow waters 
Of fortune renders a weak head dizzy. 
Pity this overfed fish cast adrift 
On the shore by the swinging tide 
Of things, for he is no longer with us 
That avidly contemplate tomorrow's sun. 
The alluvia of dross has blinded him. 

No dream of good timber can ever be realized 
From a stunted iroko riddled with holes and stumps. 
Being a cast-iron pot maker, my trade 
Is superior to the treachery of termites. 
It's not for the vulture to teach 
A fledgling eagle the business of flying. 
The gazelle is the roving ambassador of the forests: 
Having sucked the breasts of mountains and untied 
The loin-cloths of the valleys, he cares no fig 
For the toad's claims as a racing instructor. 

None can talk the sun into being discriminatory 
I n  the distribution of her therapeutic rays. 
When the stars appear in their dazzling 
Glory, the fire-flies will give up 
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Their pretentious c!airns to luminosity. 
I rejoice that the moon in wooded places 
Emerges as a surrealist painter, weaving 
Her masterly brush through leaves and branches 
To give us haunting sketches 
Which no late developing potentate can erase. 

We do no wrong who piece out the story 
Of a would-be god, for it is fitting that potential 
Worshippers should peruse and check-out 
The credentials of the gods they choose to worship. 

The gods made of mud must of necessity 
Invest much energy in fostering 
Darkness, for light exposes and 
Leaves them bereft of worshippers. 

1 know only one Cod whose name is an evergreen 
Forest of superlative praise-names. Though each day 
Harvests a basket load of stories, who has ever 
Heard that his great grand-father is God's made? 

No degree of culinary art can make the anus 
Ofthe baboon a fit and proper dish 
For my table. And chefs that boost it 
Will find me on my high horse. 

Shrouding the face with smiles may serve 
The duplicitous designs of dark minds 
Who embraced the school of kissing 
Instituted by Judas at Cethsemane. 

But children of sunrise unflinchingly tapping 
The beam of day radiate a genuine 
And vitalizing aura that spices 
And tones up the human condition. 
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His ego withers as  the  lanes 
Of aspirations grow resonant 
With our invading footfalls. 

The darkly ambience of unreality 
Dissipates as he  watches the  capsizing 
'Boat o f  his vision of things. 
No gain ever attends his ingrained habit 
Of viewing life with wrong binoculars, 
Other than a bumper harvest of warped impressions. 

He may choose t o  work o u t  his own salvation: 
Walking with palled visage boasts no solution. 
Gripped by an instant desire t o  shape up 
After a close shave with death in a stampede, 
A fatish dame shook her head and swore that  her 
Over-blown rump was confoundedly inconvenient. 

0 may that  ailment 
From which a man will get  well be graceful, 
And save him t h e  indignity of shitting on his body. 



The Song of Laznrus 

Help ! 
Stranger. 
Do not pass in haste.1 am not a 111adman 
as you think me to be. 
Mine is a cloal< of poverty. 
I still feel the pain of this stabbing Sun 

Help ! 

Wipe my tears 
if you ever hungered for food. 

My barr? is as dry as my wife's cooking pot. 

This morning, 
my wife's tongue lashed me out of bed, 
to meet the sunken eyes of three infants 
being claimed by hunger, 
scratching their bodies like one 
who embraced agbala' in the farm. 

* 
g a a, otanica nown as mucuna ean. 

L!,:e: i r k i o n  come ;n contau $irk. 



1 With heart dark as night, 
1 I lifted my frame, 

light as dry leaf blown about by harmattan ~ l i i i c l  

and wandered into t h e  parish house, 
but the  man of God unleashed his dogs on me, 
as one who offers defaced coin in church. 

Help ! 

I scluealc here since morning 
like a mouse in a trap, 
for hell gnaws a t  my hut. 
Can't you see  my legs buckle under their weight? 

Bright eyes deep with mercy, 
d o  not allow me return home empty-handed. 
Help a child of woman like you dying. 



At A Cycle's end 

Here it is sprawled in time 
the twentieth century- 
Here, the witness that I might have been the 
silent exile sullen in anguish. 
The stars, the flute, the strange music; 
The empty roads without joy or hate 
Here it is, the incomprehensible thing, 
The sunset calm atop marble ruins 
The footfalls, the thud of rain upon the corpses: 
There is tenderness where the child lay, 
wreathed in plantain leaves; 
to the dust ... to the dust ... to the feast of fireflies- 
Here it is, the shadow of eternity, 
destinies weighed in the sober scale, full 
like a measure ofwheat: 
And 1 go, carrying into the dark dwellings, 
the burden of the ages, 
the sublime infirmity of being unborn; 
until struggling through ancient remorseless nights 
through the cycle of timeless space: arrived, 
and heard the music of noon: 
the wind came flapping her wings, belching 
as the rain lurched against the wall- 
The rest is fragmental; the groping with sodden paws 
The glint of candles on white faces, 
The far-gathering, the brazier alive with flame 
like the inward survival of an infant's memory- 



Here it is, the  bleached rain, 
The floating of amber light- 
The world stirred like the  beast, 
claws and fangs and an iron beak 
The world stirred like t h e  beast ... 
Until the  unendurable hour struck t h e  moment 
of the  future, limping in the  horizon, of these things 
unsolved and unsolvable 
a petard o f  meaning, the  act of dreaming 
among the  frayed places ... 
I am but a child. 
Shuddering a t  the  evil things that  grip me, 
The calm boots marching through the  gates 
clothed in darkness- 
Spilling warm blood on  t h e  face of t h e  moon. 
I am but a child ... 
I am the  night with a gust ofwind preying the  balcony 
the  scarlet shadow shuddering through a deeper gloom, 
I carry t h e  weight of the  world sculpted inside me  
inverted, mute,  unchanging. This is drought! 
The yearning after t h e  uncertain safety 
of cornfields: 
It is April, t h e  eyes of t h e  earth still glisten with tears 
We await t h e  miracle of everything: 
To shift the  frontiers in the  brave new world; 
t o  create man anew, t o  close the  boundaries- 
t o  make purer mysteries ou t  of the  still mysterious. 
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Seduced b-y Light 

Lord, all rny desire is before thee; and n?y groaning is not hid 
fronl thee. My heart panted, nly strengthfaileth me: asfor the 
light ofnline eyes, it also is gone from me. 

PS 38:9- lo. 

Very early every morning, she rises from the flower garden at Saint 
John's Park. From a water can, she washes her body; confident that 
nobody, except the pigeons in the park, is watching. Clean, she 
would then bow her head and pray to a God she knew watches over 
her. Always. it is the same prayer: a prayer of thanksgiving, a 
prayer of provision, a prayer of guidance. 

The woman has no religion, nor a friend or even a family to 
show her the ways of this world. The loneliness had been too 
Inany, like the dew drops every aurora; the past too blurred for her 
to recall. She remembered hearing her mother's friendly voice. 
Then one day, even that voice ceased to be. Why? She could not 
explain. All that remained were harsh voices: she fled from them, 
wandering from place to place like a Bohemian. She had found this 
park four years ago. It had been friendly. The passers-by have also 
been kind to her, they gave her alms even when she didn't beg for 
it, some even brought her food, and clothing: kind people. 

The park has become her only home; she had marked it by 
planting a mango seed. For four years she had watched it grow like 
a child, and its first fruit gave her the joy of being. 

The woman rose after her prayers; plate and stick in one 
hand. Tucking her small straw mat under her left armpit, she 
groped towards her perching site - some distance away from the 
park - unaware of an admirer's eyes. 

The man always watches the blind woman walk out of the 
park from his window. Out of curiosity, he had scrutinised the park 
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one day. while strolling past. If not for the tall trees that hid her 
silelter fro111 his window - particularly the small protective mango 
tree in front of her shack - he knew he would have got a better view 
of lier. 

She is different; this blind beggar, somewhat sweet, clean, 
and ~nannered, the man had thought, the day he first came across 
her. He still remembered I~ow lie had thrown a crumpled five naira 
towards her plate. She wasn't begging; she was cutting her fingers 
effortlessly with a blade, minding her own business. It was the way 
she minded lier own business that made him wish to give her 
money: he 5ates giving money to beggars. The wind had I~indered 
the crumpled five naira from falling into her plate. Instinctively, he 
bent, reaching for the money: something he would never liave 
done. His hand was on her soft unblemished hand, as she had 
reached for the money too. He quickly withdrew his own hand; 
feeling shy for no reason - that was how it had started, he and this 
blind beggar woman. 

The next day he saw her, she was crossing the road to the 
other side, heading for the buka where she always took her meals 
- he noticed the way people treated her cordially. He couldn't help 
it; his eyes trailed licr bodily form lustfully. It was so shapely, trim, 
and very feminine. He even loved her carriage. Something inside 
him began to yearn for the blind beggar woman. He began to feel 
lier in his own loneliness, wanting her inside the protection of his 
arms. If only she wasn't a beggar, lie would liave taken her home, 
I~ut if Ile did - as it was - people would say. he had seduced the 
I~c.ll~less night. 

Bakayoko lived alone inside the one room apartment his 
late wife had left behind for him. He is a lonely man at forty; no 
kids, no friends, no family members to comfort him. Apart from his 
security work at the Zambian embassy, he is alone in this world. 
After his wife's untirnely death, ten years ago, he had left his 
homeland Senegal, for good, to settle in Nigeria. The pain of his 
wife's deatli had helped him stay away from women, but things 
were beginning to change all of a sudden. Emotions were 
I~eginning to  swell up inside him; his loneliness is beginning to 
crave the warmth of the blind woman. 

Returning from work one evening - he was walking very fast 
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- he knew the blind woman would soon retire into the seclusion of 
the small park. His infatuation for the blind woman was beginning 
t o  worry him, but it was like he had no will to  resist it. He is 
drifting on her very strong current like a canoe without a rower, 
just drifiing along. 

"Martha." he called her name after bending to  drop ten naira 
inside her plate. He had asked her name earlier on, and she had 
rold him her name was Martha, "1 brought you some bean cakes," 
he said, handing the hot bean cake wrapped in a brown cement 
paper. She was smiling, thanking him, and he wondered if she 
knew it was him Bakayoko, although he had not told her his name. 

That day, he had told her goodnight and walked away, living 
the apparition of her sweet face inside his mind's eye. He would 
have stayed with her longer, but for fear of being gossiped about. 
At home on his bed, she would tarry on his mind, finding 

expressions, sane expressions, for he intended making her a true 
woman beside him. If not for what people would say, he would 
have done it decently with her, but people would surely say, he had 
seduced the  helpless night. 

Martha, in all her thirty-five years of living, had never felt 
the love of a man, not even the friendly touch of a man's hand. 
Long ago, somebody had tried t o  abuse her body. She could still 
remember the screaming voice inside her head as she drove a sharp 
object into the intruder's body. After that, she had been safe to this 
day. Though she had kept the sharp object inside a small leather 
pouch always fastened t o  her right thigh, she knew it was God that 
had kept her safe, this long. 

Under the makeshift tent she had constructed for a home, 
she sat and ate the bean cakes the stranger had given to  her. It had 
gotten cold by the dusky breeze, but the warmth from the stranger 
made it warm inside her mouth and heart. She recognised his 
voice. It was the same stranger that had brought her a dress. that 
fitted her body perfectly: he had told her so the next day he walked 
past, noticing the dress on her body. 

He was kind, the stranger. His hands always rubbed against 
hers with tenderness. His voice spoke kindly t o  her heart; she is 
beginning t o  think much about him: his is closer t o  her heart than 
any voice she had w e r  heard, even those that are cordial with her. 



1 She is blind but her mind had never failed her. it is through the 
I windows of her mind that she views the world around her. ilt made 

her know people's thought, their emotions, fears - her mlnd was 
telling her that the stranger loved her, needed her. But for the fint 

1 time in her life, she has refused to believe her mind. It would he 
too good for it to be true, a man, a kind responsible man, needing 
her. 

Bakayoko was absent minded all through his work; most 
times the honking from a car at the embassy gate would bring him 
out of his reverie. Yesterday, he had even been listening to his 
bosses' instruction without understanding what he was saying. His 
boss even noticed. It is the blind woman. Martha, that was 
possessing his soul. She had come from nowhere and took control 
of his thoughts, his emotions. She had crept alongside his 
loneliness, steering it up with her whole being: Martha! 

He planned to tell her how much he felt for her, but he 
couldn't. The other day, he had almost said it, "I care for you 
Martha." Instead he dropped the bananas he had bought for her 
and walked away, soliloquising: "Martha, I care for you; I wish to carefor 
you. l long to hold you; I am a lonely man with lots oflovefor the giving, I long 
to beyour man ..." All these things he intended telling her, instead he 
told the air, as if the air would go and tell her on his behalf, wooing 
her for him. 

As he walked home hurriedly, he soliloquised. He had 
always waked home hurriedly, soliloquising, since the day he asked 
her name. He stopped by the fried food sellers like he always did 
since he met Martha. He bought her some fried yams, dodo and 
fish. He had resolved his mind to voiCe his heart out to her, and he 
was rehearsing what he was going to say to her as he walked: 
"Martha, 1 care for you, I know no other woman but you. I wishfto give you love. 
Even though this world will be against us, I still wish to give you low, 

rrnderstand my shame and pardon me, but still let me give you love ... Marthn, 
yo~l know I careforyou.,." He was going on and on like that, not feeling 
the heat of the hot fried yam, dodo and fish on his palm. He only 
slowed down his pace as he sighted her, his heartbeat taking over 
his rehearsai. 

She said thank you as usual, smiting that peculiar way that 
always made his soul tingle with sweet sef\sestinr!. 'Martho," he 



28 .-. -- Okike 

stammered, his eyes flicking from side t o  side like ears were close 
by, listening t o  him, "Martha, 1 wish to come to you this night." 

I t  came ou t  of his mouth and he  walked away - shamefaced 
- before she  could muster words from her dumb mouth. She 
wanted t o  say he  could come t o  her tent ,  but it refused t o  come 
ou t  of her mouth, only her heart was screaming it, and it echoed all 
over her body. 

She had discouraged the  stranger, if she  had responded 
surely h e  would have come t o  her, now he is gone,  maybe she  
would never see  him again. If fate ever brought him across her 
path again, she would tell him; she would say, "I wantedyou to come, 
but I couldn't say it. I just couldn't say it, pleaseforgive me." She knew he 
would forgive her, and he would come t o  her as  he  wished. These 
thoughts disturbed her mind. She rose, picking up  her things, and 
walked sluggishly with a sullen heart into t h e  park, t o  her tent. 

When she settled inside her makeshift tent, she  realised she  
had left t h e  fried food the  stranger had bought her. She could not  
rise again t o  fetch it because her heart was really heavy, the  only 
man that  had shown her emotional kindness from a true heart, she 
had hurt. She had treated him unkindly, afier all, what he wanted 
was t o  come t o  her. As if her own longing for a man's touch, a 
man's body, a man's soul, a man's strength had not been aroused. 
yet s h e  had treated him badly. 

As the  night grew dark, her longing for the  stranger rehsed 
t o  depart. She realised she  is a virgin who needed t o  be loved, 
especially, by t h e  stranger who had shown her more love than any 
other that  had crossed her path. You knew he is a kind and loving 
man. At least h e  asked her; he  did not  intend t o  creep in o n  her 
like the  other man had done. All these thoughts kept her awake 
into the  night, while stray dogs found the  wrapped, fried yam, dodo 
and fish becoming judges over it. 

Bakayoko was ashamed of himself; h e  blamed the  way he  
had acted. The words he had spoken out of his mouth, treating her 
like a street side prostitute. He feared she would never talk t o  him 
again. His heart told him t o  g o  and apologise t o  her immediately, 
but he  feared s h e  would think he  had kept t o  his words if he  
showed u p  in t h e  dark. What was h e  going t o  do? Restless, he  
walked his room t o  and fro like an oscillating pendulum bulb. 



It was past midnight when the man found himself outside; 
the darkness and cold air visiting him. asking him what he was 
doing outside by this time of night. He did not answer; he was 
scared his answer would make him go back into his house. He just 
kept walking, keeping his mind blank, not letting thoughts have 
being inside it. 

The street was empty, not a person in sight, just barking 
dogs. From a distance he could hear their bowling cries. Maybe 
they have sighted the apparition of a ghost; maybe they are sending 
love messages to their lovers far, far away, calling them to come 
back home. Whichever, it did not trouble him. He just kept 
wallcing, hiding himself from the street lamps that still glowed 
dimly, showing signs that they too would soon go to the land of 
dead bulbs. 

Martha was wide awake, she couldn't sleep either, even 
though she belonged to the class of people that easily go to sleep 
just lying down and closing their eyes. Today, her mind was open, 
peering into the dark, groping for a lost love, trying to bring it 
back, trying to reconcile with its apparition. 

She was in this mood when her ears picked the sound of 
footfalls: the footfalls of a lone being, trespassing into her territory. 
Instinctively, her right hand reached her thigh, feeling for the sharp 

object inside the leather pouch. Satisfied, she closed her eyes 
controlling her breathing rhyme, waiting for the intruder as he 
drew closer every passing moment. The footsteps suddenly 
stopped outside her tent. She imagined the silhouette of the 
intruder upon her. Her breathing seized. Not because of fear: fear 
had no part in her being: instead it was that of a prey ready to 
inflict a painful blow on its predator. 

Just as she was waiting for that moment of truth, the 
footsteps retreated, distancing itself from her with every step it 
took. Immediately she knew it was the kind stranger, he had come 
to her like he said he would. 

"Please don'tgo! Pm awake." The words came out of her mouth 
like a desperate animal, wishing to be devoured by its predator. 

Shocked! The man stopped dead on his tracks. Regaining 
the aura that had evaporated from his being, he turned, walking 
back towards the blind woman who was standing in front of her 



tent like a goddess of love, dressed in transparent white robe 
caressed and blown backwards by the wind, showing the front 
contours of her firm body. 

As he accosted, awed, she stepped back into the small 
confine of the tent. They became puppets in the hand of the 
dolphin goddess, Aphrodisias. Holding, trembling, they stood like 
dumb status for a while, comprehending in the silence of the night, 
their affections for each other. Together, they slowly reached for 
the straw mat on the floor. Kneeling at first, offering their mouths 
like wooing doves, their nudity found each other in passionate 
union. 

Their secret night meetings continued in the confines of the 
park, away from human eyes. Only the pigeon's in the park saw all 
that happened as they roost, but to them it was a normal union: the 
union of a .man and a woman. It wasn't every night they met, that 
they made love. Sometimes they would just snuggle in each other 
arm, looking at the moon, the stars, and the night, where its hosts 
fail to visit. Their conversations were little when they spoke; often 
the man would talk about his dead wife repeatedly like she was all 
he could remember in his lifetime. He never told her anything else, 
his hame or his family, or where he came from. She on the other 
hand had nothing worthwhile to tell of her bleak past. She 
preferred the long silence between them - for they seem to 
understand each perfectly well. 

During daytime, Bakayoko unconsciously became more 
friendly with the blind woman. He would tarry with her longer; 
sometimes his hand would caress her in public while they engage 
in conversation. But it soon came to an end one day, when a 
neighbour asked Bakayoko if he had anything going with the blind 
beggar by the park. He denied having anything personal with her. 
He said he was generally friendly with destitutes, and the way he 

treated the blind woman was the same way he treats other 
destitutes that cross his path. After that day, Bakayoko became 
conscious that people were becoming curious with his relationship 
with the blind woman. He started avoiding her by day, but still 
paid his frequent visits to the park at night, making her believe that 
his work was taking more of his time than usual. At night, he came 
along with whatsoever he had bought her: his alms were given in 
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the  dark of the  night. 
The blind woman wasn't worried; she  suspected nothing, 

though she eagerly waited his night visits. His love grew inside her 
heart, brought a new meaning into her blind world: a man t o  offer 
the warmth of her bosom to ,  a man t o  share the beauty of sex with 
her. A sweet experience she  never knew existed inside her. She 
never knew her body possessed a fruit that could please a man so. 
Her blindness wasn't only a sight, now she had discovered that  life 

had more than the  stomach's hunger - t o  appease - it had other 
senses too.  They were beginning t o  flower inside her. 

Their romance lengthened from days t o  weeks, and crept 
into months. She began feeling funny suddenly. Her inside was 
acting strange. She was becoming a glutton; craving food like a 
grub, spitting frequently, generally feeling nauseated. She thought 
she had a h e r  that  would leave as it came, and never bothered 
telling t h e  stranger who took no notice of her condition a t  night. 
Then, one day she noticed that her belly had grown in size; it then 
dawned on  her that  she  was carrying a baby. 

Bakayoko was quick t o  notice that  the  blind woman's belly 
had grown in size. Fear sized him, so  did shame: they came 
together haunting him. What would people say if they discover 
that t h e  blind woman was pregnant? They would know that  light 
had seduced t h e  night. They would know that  Bakayoko was t h e  
light that  seduced the  night, and they would say he  had exploited 
a helpless and poor blind beggar. 

Shame and guilt took over his soul; he became burdened by 
his thoughts. 

"1 would have treated her in the proper way, but people would dejnitely 
say, I would have taken herfor a wife, given her the comfort of my bed, but 
people would say ... 1 love her, God knows 1 love my Martha. I have no choice 
now ..." ~ a k a ~ o k o  soliloquised, pacing about in his room. 

He waited impatiently for the  night, resolved that  he  would 
beg t h e  blind woman t o  abort the  pregnancy. He would give her 
money and direct her t o  a hospital by the  street - the  doctors would 
gladly d o  it for her, he  was positive. 

When it finally grew dark, he walked into the  night, deep in 
thought. 
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The woman waited for her lover; she saw him approachinj 
sullenly. She rose t o  meet him in the dark - the moon didn't comc 
out that night. Embracing him, she soothed him like a troublec 
wife, asking him what was wrong. He didn't answer a t  first; ht 
slipped away from her embrace and walked past her, standing b j  
the entrance of the tent, brooding. Confused by his mood, she 
walked up t o  him, forgetting the good news she had prepared t o  
tell him. He was the one that broke that same news. Absent 
minded, he said "We have t o  get rid of the belly. I can't stand the 
shame when people find out I am responsible." His eyes fixed on 
the floor, ashamed t o  look at her. The blind woman shocked by 
what she heard, stood agape, her hands holding her belly 
protectively. "The doctors in the hospital will d o  it for you, they 
would be happy t o  help you," Bakayoko continued, "I love you, 
Martha ... I'm sorry, but you have t o  get rid of the belly. If you don't, 
people would start asking questions, and I can't stand the shame 
thinking I did this terrible thing t o  you. You have t o  remove the 
belly, you ..." He was becoming hysteric. 

"I can't! I've never hurt anybody in my life, and I can't hurt 
the child that grows inside me. 1 won't tell anybody, I swear. You 
can go  and never come back again." The blind woman was hurt, 
she never knew the man was so  ashamed of her, that he hated the 
union she thought was pure. All along she was still the dirty rag on 
the street; she was beginning t o  feel different, feel wanted by the 
world, by the man she loved so much. She felt betrayed learning 
that the stranger hated her so much that he couldn't stand the fruit 
of their union. Instead he wanted t o  kill the gift of love Cod in his 
mercy had given t o  her. 

Bakayoko's hands hanged loosely by his side, his eyes 
looking into the dark, his mouth moving in delirium: "They would 
find out, I know they would find. They would make you tell the 
truth, they would see the child's face, they would know I was 
responsible. Your have t o  leave; you have t o  go far away so nobody 
would know. I love you, Martha, Cod knows I love you, but people 
won't understand, the world never understand; you don't know a 
thing about this world, they would never understand ..." He was 
going on and on, suddenly becoming aware that the blind woman 
had parked her few belongings and was leaving. Digging his hand 
into his pocket he brought out the money he had intended giving 
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her for an abortion, and tried putting it inside her clenched palm. 
The blind woman refused the money and walked out of the 

park sadly, into the night, leaving the light that had seduced the 
night to brood in delirium. Bakayoko started pacing, talking to 
himself: "But I love Martha, you know how much I care for her. It is the shame 
in my heart, the shame of what people would say. You have to understand, 
Martha, you have to understand this shame haunting me, it is the world that 
have put it there ... O! God. But why? You know I love the woman. You see my 
heart, you know I still want her. I wish to treat her the proper way, I wish to 
make her my wife, but you know what people would say ... why would they say? 
What right have they to say, is it not me that love. the woman? 1s it not my 

arms that would hold her? ..." 
Suddenly, Bakayoko walked fast into the night. He walked 

like he used to when he hurried from work to see the blind woman 
before she retires into the park. He had resolved his troubled 
mind, he knew what was right and he was going to do it: "let them 
say, let the world say what they please. " 

Bakayoko walked the street like a stray dog searching for 
food, his head turning from one corner to the other. but his Martha 
was nowhere. Tears rolled down his eyes as he stopped by the 
street corner and wept? "O! God. What have I done? Who's going to put 
back the pieces ofmy broken heart. It is the end; my teardrops start, it will never 
dry up, they would go on through my lonely heartaches and pain. 1 have lost her 
forever, my Martha, my sweet Martha ..." 

The woman heard footsteps and ducked by the corner. The 
footsteps came to a halt, then she heard the tears of the stranger. 
Her heart became heavy; tears flowed down her eyes 
uncontrollably. She started weeping, feeling strong pity mixed with 
love for the stranger. He had come back for her, even though his 
shame was heavy; even though the world would laugh at him for 
seducing the night. It is love, what the stranger had done, so she 
loved him with her tears. 

Bakayoko had given up, his tears abating, but his sorrow 
getting heavier, choking the life out of him. He felt like death 
should visit him that moment - snuff him out of this life like the 
street bulbs. Turning to go back home he heard the lachrymose: it 
was coming from the corner close to where he stood. It was his 
sweet Martha; he knew it was her. 
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His arms wrapped around the woman, he soothed her tears 
holding her unto him so close, like she would disappear again if he 
didnt. 

"I am sorry, my sweet Martha. Forgive me for what I have done, the 
shame in my heart made me crazy. Come home with me, Martha. I carefor you 
wry much, Martha. I want to care for you properly, to hold you in my arms 

properly, to be the man around you, Martha, I want to many you; come with me 
to my home, i t  is big enough for two. 1 have a big bed, a very sofi bed, i t  is big 
enougti for two. When the baby comes we would make a space for him, i t  is big 
enoughfor three of us. lfyou want, we can go away, far away, where people 
won't make us fie1 shame. Even, we can go to Dakar, I come from Dakar, 
Senegal ... There are many things I have not told you, there are many things I 
will tell you. Let me take you to my home, Martha ..." 

Bakayoko took the woman t o  his home. He soothed her, 
wiped her tears and lay her on his soft bed. He covered her with 
his blanket,.soothing her till she fell asleep. He looked a t  the 
sleeping woman proudly thankful that things had gone the way 
they did. What would he have done if he had lost the only woman 
he had truly loved because of what people would say. Now he had 
not only found the woman he loved, but God had given him a child 
in his barrenness. Bakayoko closed his eyes and prayed for mercy; 
he prayed for strength and grace to  face another day. As he prayed, 
the blind woman dreamt ... She saw a great light seducing the night, i t  
embraced the night like a lover, enveloping i t  until i t  disappeared: all that 
remained is light, i t  was aurora. 
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More Hideous Than Evil 

lgwe Udensi Deceased King of Umuida 
AkaaEze: Wife to the late king 
lchie Chikadibia 
lchie Ugwuonah 

1 
3 Elders of Umuida 

lchie Ogbukaiyi 
Otigba: 

1 
A medicineman 

Ulianyasi: Nwereazu's sister 
Nwereazu: The twin sister of Ulianyasi 
Rev. Whiteforest 
Jonah 
Villagers 
Christians 
Acolytes of Nwere 

MOVEMENT ONE 
(The palace oflgwe Udensi). The walls are decorated in native motifs. 

An empty throne placed on a plarform majestically bestrides the palace. It is 
Junked on both sides by two rows of benches. The palace has three exits. The 
main exit is situated down-stage right, the second exit to the court is placed 
upstage left, andfinally a spooky door downstage left, whose entrance is draped 
with palmfionds and the heart of a lizard. On top this door leads to the oba - 
Eze where Nwereazu and her acolytes are kept .................... 

The scene opens with lchie Chikadibia seated on the lefl bench ... Rev. 
Whiteforest andJonah have just arrived.) 

Chikadibia: Our problem in this land has been our late king lgwe 
Udensi who brutalized our lives while he was alive. 
Today, his wife Akaaeze has been terrorising the 
village with the evil Nwere whom she habours in 
that room. So my son, tell your master that we  want 
him t o  destroy the evil spirit of Nwereazu for us. 
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Jonah: 

Whiteforest: 

Jonah: 

Chikadibia: 

Jonah: 

Chikadibia: 

Whiteforest: 

Jonah: 

Chikadibia: 

Jonah: 

.--- Okike 
Siya Biko Nwam Anyi na Ayo ya. 

Master, the  man is saying that  he  wants you t o  help 
them destroy the  spirit way dey inside that  room. 

Very well Jonah, tell him that  w e  would like t o  
extend our hand of fellowship t o  them. 

Osi m gwa gi na ya nwere nmasi oma ya na ndi 
obodo a ino .... Na ogwuchala na ya choro inye unu 
aka aturu .... (the hand offellowship). 

Tufia! w e  d o  not want the  hand of a sheep. Tell your 
master that  w e  d o  not want his religion. All I have 
asked him t o  d o  is t o  help us destroy Nwereazu's 
shrine inside that  room. 1 

Why Una no  fit destroy the  evil spirit unaselves. 1 
No son of Umida can d o  that  and live. The roaming 
spirit of  Udensi would strike the  man who dares t o  
touch Nwereazu and her evil acolytes ..... Nwereazu 
poor girl. 

Jonah, Why?, he keeps saying this Nwere, who o r  
what  is it? 

Beke si mu juo gi na gini bu Nwereazu a I na akpo 
mgbe nile? 

Nwereazu is the  twin sister of Ulianyasi. They were 
born twins ...... an abomination in Umuida. 
Consequently, they were thrown away into ekorima 
t h e  evil forest. But Udensi seized Nwere and 
consecrated her t o  t h e  evil god of thunder and 
lighting. 

Master the  man say Nwere na the  sister of uli; I mean 
Ester, Ester ... 
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Girl: 

Chikadibia: 

Girl: 

Chikadibia: 

Girl: 

Chikadibia: 

Girl: 

Chikadibia: 

Girl: 

Chikadibia: 

Girl: 

Chikadibia: 

Girl: 

(A frightening scream startles the three men and a native 
bursts into the palace). 

Ewo .... Ewo ..... Ewo 
(The girl falls down at the foot of the throne panting and 
gasping for breath). 

What is it? 

I t  is him. 

Who? 

The dead king. 

lgwe Udensi? 

Yes. 

Where did you see him? 

Near Ngene river as I was going t o  fetch water. 

Didn't I tell you? 

His eyes were bloodshot. He was wearing the regalia 
he was buried with. 

The Okpu-Eze? 

Yes Nnayi. 
And he was moving as if he was floating in the air. I 
was able t o  escape because I saw him first. My 
waterpot crashed t o  the ground. As I stumbled, he 
turned and saw me. As he opened his mouth, fire 
and blood gushed out. 

Chikadibia: 0 gini bu Ife ndia? ..... 
Do you see what I was telling you .... did you hear 



38 Okike 

it .... it is real, an evil which has brought shame and 
agony to  our community. (A ghastly sound reverberates.) 

Whiteforest: That sound Jonah, .... it's like thunder. Who was that 
howling outside? 

Jonah: Master I don't know ... eh make we begin go now as 
we don message them. 

Whiteforest: No Jonah, I would like t o  get t o  the root of these 
happenings .... I think it is getting quite interesting. 
Tell him that I want t o  hear the whole story of the 
late lgwe Udensi. 

Jonah: Beke si gi koro ya, ihe nile gbasara lgwe unu a, 
nwuru anwu. 

Chikadibia: Tell him my son that it all started six months ago, 
when the great Udensi joined his ancestors. During 
his reign he was a very bad king who ruled us with 

an iron hand. Udensi tormented the people with the 
evil spirit in that room. The people decided t o  , 
unseat him. We forced him t o  see the eggs of the ! 

I 
sacred parrot .... and according to  our tradition, any i 
king that sees the sacred eggs must commit suicide. I 

Jonah: Shurup. lfukwa ka imi na onu di gi. Obu unu gburu 
Nwokea. No wonder oji akpaghari. Ingredient 
stripidcality. Adjective without no grammatical 
thinking. Master I think they killed their king, that 
is why he has been disturbing them. 

Chikadibia: We did not kill Udensi. He hung himself on a tree. 
His body was discovered by some hunters in 

Ekperima forest. But when we went back to  bring it 
down, it has disappeared. Who took it, we know 
not, and that is problem now. 
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whiteforest: I think the  solution t o  these problems Jonah is t o  let 
them find a new king. 

 ona ah: Osi, Ole ihe mere unu achotabeghi onye eze  ozo? 

Chikadibia: It is not easv t o  get  a new king. 

Jonah: Why? 

Chikadibia: The oracle has rejected Udensi's son and has chosen 
a woman t o  be  t h e  new lgwe ... something that  has 
never happened before. Tufia. 

Whiteforest: What is it Jonah? 

Jonah: Master t h e  man say their oracle don chose woman 
make become their new king. 

Whiteforest: And what's wrong with that? In my country w e  have 
a great queen, very powerful .... Cod bless t h e  
queen. 

Chikadibia: Because of his father's evil deeds,  t h e  oracle has 
chosen Ulianyasi t o  ascend t h e  throne of Umuida. 

Jonah: Master e say their oracle don chose Uli ... I mean 
Esther t o  be  their new king. 

Whiteforest: Oh Esther, my Esther. the  child after my own heart. 
Then they should g o  ahead and crown her. 

Jonah: Osi unu chie ya. 

Chikadibia: Akaaeze has refised like I told you, she  still habours 
t h e  dreaded Nwere in his palace ... Anyone that  sits 
o n  that  throne will never see  a new day. 

Whiteforest: 1 might b e  forced, chief, to invite an expeditionary 
fmce into this village, if your masquerades in t h e  
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Cl~ikadi bia: 

Ugwuonah: 

Chikadibia: 

Ugwuonah: 

Chikadibia: 

Akaaeze: 

Chikadibia: 

Akaaeze: 

Chikadibia: 

Akaaeze: 

Chikadibia: 

Akaaeze: 

Chikadibia: 

Whiteforest: 

gulse of ghosts persist in terrorising Christians going 
t o  church. (The ghostly sound acconlpanied with laughter is 
heard again). 

He is going back t o  the  plains ..... (an exhausted lchie 
Ugwuonah stumbles into the palace). lchie Ugwonah .... ? 

Ichie Chikadibia .... w e  are now hostages in our own 
land. 

You have seen him also? 

I have seen him, the  bloodhound of evil ... what have 
w e  done t o  merit this chastisement? 

Udensi, w e  will overcome you and your wife. 

You lie lchie Chikadibia, I dare you t o  try and bid the  
earth a farewell. (Akaaeze enters) 

Akaaeze d o  you forget who you are talking to? 

Who are you? 

I am Ichie Nwachikadibia Onowo and the  Custodian 
of eze  ofo o f  Umuida. 
See you Onowo, you desecrate the  palace of t h e  
great Udensi by bringing this peak-nosed stranger 
here. 

He is here because of your abomination. You defy 
t h e  gods Akaaeze. 

1 defy no  god ... You use your oracle t o  kill my 
husband and deny my son his father's throne. 

Because the  gods have rejected him. 

What are they talking about, Jonah? 
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