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Publishers’ Note

Let’s imagine that God is to be traced with a golden crayon held in the shaky 
hands of an experienced infant. The infant asserts the moral cum spiritual 
right to tracing, and as Margaret Atwood once affirmed, God is a good 
listener. He doesn’t interrupt. In our case, he didn’t.

There was tenacity in our vision for this Issue; if you wish, a tenaciousness. In 
attempting to define God, we came to the same conclusion as Gary Snyder, 
who wrote in relation to a poem, “The poem is seen from all sides, 
everywhere at once.” In this respect, God is seen from all sides, everywhere at 
once. What we find is left for us to find by some sort of preordained order.

We cannot come to the end of our search. We will only try.  It is a trial 
without error; an error without trial. Our concern has been to question the 
Name of God. We have asked this of his followers, his enemies, and the 
Neutral Association on the Existence of God (NAEG).  The question is not 
Does God Exist? It is, perhaps, how/why does he exist? Is he The Man or is 
Man the God? How manned/manly is God?

As such, while Dango Mkandawire tries to Man God or God Man, it is in the 
writings of Yazeed Kamaldien that we find the true ambition of a God-ed 
country. And while Sophistes has chosen to find such God-edness in the 
generic divide between prose and poetry, Ram Govardhan has conceived a 
unity in religiousness, which is, of course, man’s futile reach to God. On and
on. In this issue, we have compiled poetry and writings that are as ambitious 
as non-ambitious; for we all found that we lack the temerity to end all 
definitions about God.

The truth, which has been hard to find, is found. Those who seek to God 
themselves must define God as themselves. No longer should we import a 
being responsible for our minds. A man can choose to be his God; but no 
man should claim that God has chosen him to choose God. If he does, he 
would no doubts succeed. But mind that he chose his own crayons – his 
standards, his desired end…

P.S: We could not define God. Our trial was our error. 

E.I. & D.A.
Ile-Ife, Nigeria
June 2010
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Non-Fiction 

Sophistēs

Tade Ipadeola in To Fiction began,
“Your reach amazes me, O verse―
Your reach amazes me.
But still the wonder is the breadth
Of fiction in our Republic,”

and he ended,
“So I turn to you, fiction,
And away from clumsy verse
Which is always and only verse,
For that embrace of mysteries.”

These lines move me to explicate, but first, I’d like to lay a premise with Ezra 
Pound for bricks and Robert Frost for mortar. Frost said that poetry was 
what got left behind in translation, suggesting that when in doubt one 
should translate, and whatever comes through is prose, the remainder is 
poetry. Pound, on the other hand, said, “the part of your poetry which strikes 
upon the imaginative eye of the reader will lose nothing by 
translation…”And so, by examining what Pound said in the light of what 
Frost said, we can conclude that the substance in poetry is prose, since it is 
that which strikes the imaginative eye and which comes through in 
translation.

Poetry, then, is a vessel, a form. Perhaps, this is why Eliot drew our attention 
to the asymmetry in the juxtaposition of prose and poetry. Eliot observed 
that the mechanical part of poetry is technically termed “verse.” However, 
there is no technical term to describe the mechanical part of prose. Is it 
possible that there is no technical term for the mechanical part of prose 
because the mechanical part of prose does not exist? Would it be more 
rewarding, in our comparative analyses, to compare poetry to the novel or to 
the short story, and to consider prose as an essence which may be poured into 
any of those vessels?

Indeed, has mankind being deceived? For, the original term versus means 
returning and for those with a mind for fine distinctions, it is palpable that 
“returning” is not “to return.” Versus is rendered in the participle, to capture 
the infinite repetitive nature of the task of Sisyphus, that glib trickster who 
tricked men and gods. A lie is more pernicious because the liar is not 
invulnerable to the deception that they fashion, or is it that the deceiver 
fabricates because they are already entangled in the web which they spin? 
Uroborus, the serpent of Eden gorges itself on its own tail. 

Poetry was most beautiful among its brethren and could also make creatures 
in its own image and after various forms and breathe into them the breath of 
its life. And being thus found in the perfect image of its maker, it thought it 
not robbery to be equal with Prose.

Sophistes/ Jesus or Lucifer 
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Poetry 

Damilola Ajayi

For Asogbon Kehinde

It is the Man with the bald pate
Who is Ward Seven. We, staffs,
Are mere gate-keepers.

Ro-ma Sin-der
Isn’t that Upper Room glossolalia?
But Keke says it’s a synonym
For God, the answer to all things.

The beauty of intactness
Has made science God’s aficionado
But bantering angels commit glitches
That seep right out of God’s showroom.

Like this set of identical twins
Who need Haloperidol: halos
For pretty dolls. 

Out of context is a 
New differential for intactness.

But who will buy reality’s wool
When silken fantasies cast silver
Spangles on man’s consciousness?

Let my mind also play tricks
On me; let my wishes flagellate
Like wands at the Magicians’ 
Conference. Anything but Haloperidol
For this schizophrenic poet.

Ro-ma, sin-der
Isn’t that Upper room glossolalia
But Keke says its a synonym
For God, Not the answer to all things.

Ajayi/ Romasinder Blues
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Fiction

Dango Mkandawire

Here lies a man, an exhibition of just how bad things can get. Overwhelmed 
by calamity until unconscious, this object, this spectacle, lying in front of Dr 
Chupa is more an expression of pity than a man.

He was brought into the emergency room two days ago. He crashed a truck 
as he drove under the effects of sleep deprivation, which at times is more 
perilous than drunkenness. As he slid across the tar, the sparks and flames 
ignited by friction reached out to him. It seemed the manner of his passing 
was to be an induction to hell. His time among us however, had not lapsed 
and he was pulled out from his metal coffin by bystanders, his truck now a 
wrecked and smouldering box. He barely escaped with his life and cheated 
death who was not pleased and took a part of him as a souvenir. Charred by 
the heat and fire from the petrol, his cheeks are inseparable from his chin and 
forehead, his face a mesh of tragedy, exhibited before the world. 

Instances like these that relight a small flame in the heart of the Doctor. After 
years in an underfunded institution watching countless lives lost due to archaic 
reasons such as vitamin deficiency, the pangs of pity have ceased to grip his 
heart. And maybe for the best. 

At first when he had just started his internship he was too involved, too caught 
up. It affected his judgement. He would impulsively give away medicine 
without proper respect to inventory and quotas meaning that one life saved 
now resulted in the loss of ten others later. Juxtaposing several disciplines, he 
had to become an accountant of sort with a tingling towards probability. 
Twelve pills, three patients. Each needed at least six to ensure survival. How do I 
distribute them most effectively? All kinds of things in there. Philosophy, 
mathematics, medicine – a rich cocktail.  The Spectacle opened his eyes 
looking up at the doctor.

“Baba,” is all he utters from his single lung, the other twin collapsed 
somewhere within his chest. A practice in Medicine did not warrant him to 
receive such exalted reverence. The word “Baba” could mean anything from 
Father, Lord, Master, Boss, Chief, depending on the context in which it was 
used. Only after he practiced his art and saw that a single one of his injections 
– standardized concoctions lacking in any esoteric elixirs from healing sages –
resuscitated a bread winner from the edges of death and rouse him back to life 
so that he could support eighteen others, only then could he understand the 
glare in their eyes and the sweet lashes of their adoring tongues.

A nurse who has been tending to The Spectacle walks into the overcrowded 
ward, nearly tripping over malnourished bodies littered with the flaccid limbs 
of the sick.

“Dr Chupa, there wasn’t enough morphine so I gave him just enough to 
sustain him for a while,” Annie, a petite nurse who could almost fit into a fruit 
basket, said as she reached for a stethoscope to check his heartbeat.

Mkandawire/ Scarlet Robe 
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After glancing again at his scrambled face, Dr Chupa makes one of his many 
quick decisions regarding protocol and instructs the nurse.

“Get some from my office, second drawer. I hid it in a sealed envelope with 
my name on it. He needs it.” He begins to walk away. But he could just barely 
hear the squeal from The Spectacle.

“Baba please don’t leave me. I am sorry.” That unnecessary reverence again! 
The plight of the poor. Always feeling it is their fault for their distresses, 
apologising for everything. Dr Chupa heads to his office with a heavy heart. 
The days are becoming more monotonous. Maybe he should have left like the 
others. He still can.

“NURSE, PLEASE HELP US!”
Annie quickly meanders from across the room with the Panadol and Penicillin 
permeating from her skin. Her friends, who have chosen to work in the air 
conditioned offices of Blantyre rather than the pungent halls of a Third World 
public hospital joked that working in that abyss will taint her finer graces with 
the permanent smell of painkillers and antibiotics. They do not understand. 
No one who has never worked there really does. In a place where every 
moment seems to be a grand play of the forces of good versus evil, life and 
death, miraculous recovery and divine punishment, she appreciates her life, 
though she has little and works with angelic diligence. As she leans over the 
body, she examines it with the confidence that Dr Chupa himself exudes as he 
conducts his ward rounds. A lack of nurses who all flee for greener pastures 
combined with an exodus of biblical proportions among the doctors has led to 
understaffing. By sheer exposure and necessity, the nurses who have remained 
have somewhat self-educated themselves by observation and they no longer 
need to draw a doctor for every ailment that they encounter. On the other 
hand, they keep a delicate balance lest they make an error and lose a life. The 
doctors also give them leeway. There really is no other way it could have 
turned out.

“mphmphmph... where is my Baba?” 
The relatives of The Spectacle explain that from the mumblings and 

incoherence he is spewing from his charred lips, they have gathered that he 
had seen someone earlier and he is demanding his return. Hallucination. Annie 
has given him some very strong painkillers and it has the side effect of opening 
his conscious to the splish-splash world of imagination.  

“He wants to see either his brother or father but they both died. He knows 
this.” One of his family members announces.

“You will just have to bear with him. There is nothing I can do.”
At that, Annie turns around and the sight of an overcrowded ward suddenly 

captures her and before her the struggle of all humanity seems to be acted out 
in all its goriness and compassion, hope and disaster.   

Nsima, beans and Chicken. Though it is his favourite meal he eats it with 
stoic reservation, chewing mechanically, slowly, as though he is a hydraulic 
human proxy low on batteries. He knows that it will be another twenty hours 
of work. Work. What is the point of it all? If it were simply to satiate hunger, 
then by all means let us level our cities and untar our roads, peeling the gravel 
away like skin off a banana so that we might walk out of our offices and hunt 
and grow our meals. But it isn’t quite like that anymore. Is it? Ever since these 

Mkandawire/ Scarlet Robe 
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“enlightenments” and “revolutions” lurking behind us as our shadows, we have 
demanded more than a satisfied stomach from a day’s work!

The diminishing grimace on the face of a man whose leg steadily deflated from 
elephantiasis was once reward enough for Escander Chupa, inspired and 
fuelled on by the remarks of men like the boxer Teofilo Stevenson of Cuba. 
Teofilo, when offered to defect to the USA from Cuba for one million Dollars 
in the 1970s, replied, “And what is a million dollars compared to the screams 
and adoration of millions of Cubans?” Speaking like this seemed easier to 
Escander before he actually held bills in his hand. What value was there in 
working in Europe or America, compared to the looks of gratitude of a 
multitude of children bedazzled by hardship and their grateful mothers? There 
was an answer to that. Pound Sterling. 250 to 1 on today’s Forex market. He 
has to pull out 250 of what he has in his pocket – printed with a picture of a 
freedom fighter whose story most people have forgotten of anyway – to get 
one of what Maggie has in her purse – printed with an image of a queen with 
a crown of jewels on her head. Not a Queen only in principle and idea without 
splendour like he has seen in Ngoza, his village, but one accompanied with 
pomp and luxury. Maggie is certainly not the woman sitting opposite him. 
No. The woman opposite him is Tamanda – his wife. Maggie was his 
University sweetheart. Is there a man who went to university who can boldly 
claim that he left those lecture halls and dormitories unscathed by the assault 
of love? He had thought, and sometimes still does when his mind is vacuous 
and a random thought floats to the surface from his subconscious, that she was 
his soul-mate. What a wonderful time it was. It seemed like heaven on seven 
platforms until Escander was shattered by his share of 20th century love. She 
wanted to work in England; he refused, saying his country needed him. She 
left. Said this wasn’t the Stone Age where she had to affiliate herself with 
whatever he, a man, wanted. They tried long distance but it all fizzled out like 
air out of a birthday balloon – noisy and erratic. He would call her in the 
middle of the night and say anything and everything emptying his frustrations 
and hopes. She is married now. So is he, but she is much wealthier. The British 
took a liking to her and made her one of their own. Head of Paediatrics in one 
of their hospitals. He looks up at the cross that hangs on the wall directly 
opposite him, just above his wife, and as he ponders on mysterious things 
involving Cherubs and redemption in distant worlds, he fails to notice that 
Tamanda, within the same room is calling him. 

“Escander...Escander...”
He looks down at her from the symbol whose very aura bows the knees of a 

third of the race. 
“Don’t forget to deposit that money into our savings account on your way to 

the hospital.”
She can see that something is deeply troubling him but she knows that when 

he is ready he will talk. People feel inseparable and then they marry. They 
then separate again though married and understand that a little solitude and 
secrecy, just a little, is essential to any relationship.

“I won’t.”
He grabs his stethoscope so half heartedly that if he were to press it upon his 

chest it would only amplify the sound of air. 

Mkandawire/ Scarlet Robe 
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His relatives have huddled around him forming a compassionate circle with 
he, The Spectacle, in the centre. Most of them, if not all, feel that it would 
have been better if he had perished. His wife wasn’t able to contain herself and 
left the room on first sight. She hasn’t come back since. She has been weeping 
non-stop for two days. No one says much. How can they? Dr. Chupa walks 
into the hall telling everyone that visiting hours are over. It isn’t really his 
responsibility to do so but today there is no one else to do it. The Spectacle has 
said nothing to his friends and family since he was admitted and he tilts his 
head away from them almost as though he were ashamed of himself for being 
the way he was and then, suddenly, his eyes open up and his pupils dilate 
expansively. As visitors sheepishly leave at the instruction of Dr Chupa, The 
Spectacle cries out.

“Baba I knew you would come. Everyone gives way for your arrival.”
“Have you been assisted?” Doctor Chupa asks blandly. 
“Yes Baba I have. I haven’t been alone.”
His family wishes him well at their departure but he ignores them all 

focusing only on Dr Chupa, asking a question that pierces his heart.
“Why Baba? Why so much suffering in the world?”
The world? Forbidding himself to be so lofty and high-minded as to dare 

contemplate the enormity of the crust. For in this miniature chrysalis, this 
scaled down sculpt of the world, answers are nowhere to be found. So he stares 
silently into the man’s eyes, engaging him. There are currently 100 people in a 
ward designed for only twenty and he cannot explain why even one of them 
has to suffer – what more talk of the world! He sits down next to this spectacle 
partly due to pity but mainly to replenish a modicum of lost vigour. Years of 
experience with strenuous time constraints have taught him to salvage rest
from every perceivable opportunity. Intermittent five minute naps that for 
most wouldn’t make a difference, to him are like an oasis in the desert. In this 
case sitting instead of standing relieves the pressure he was feeling at his soles 
as he made his way round the hospital.  

“What is your name?”
“Baba you know my name. You knew it before I got here.”
Dr Chupa doesn’t want the man to know that his face is beyond recognition. 

He looks at the window opposite him and considers moving him. In dim light 
he could probably see his reflection and that would be terrible for any man. A 
tear trickles down The Spectacle’s cheek but it has a relapsing effect on the 
Doctor who had almost momentarily returned to the physician that he used to 
be - the kind that connects intricately with patients on all levels, emotionally 
and spiritually. The tear frightens him. It nearly tricked him, nearly had him 
in his grip. If tears are waters within souls that burst the banks, then he has 
built a barricade, a fortitude that shields him from the impulses that once 
consumed him in his earlier years as a General Practitioner. It is the levee of 
experience, reason and detachment. If only The Spectacle hadn’t shed the salty 
elixir, the Doctor would have stayed. He would have talked, listened. He 
would have conversed. That tear had lubricated The Spectacles grasp on him 
and he wriggled away free. He has many more other patients to attend to. His 
feet feel lighter. His rest is complete and he can depart. He reaches out a hand 
and touches the fingers of The Spectacle.

“I am praying for you.”
As the Doctor walks away the man exclaims from behind him but Dr Chupa 

pays no attention.

Mkandawire/ Scarlet Robe 
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“Baba I will walk. I believe! I believe Baba.”

Annie, looking resplendent in her attire rather than the usual cloud-white 
nurses’ uniform (as she is off duty) looks curiously at the Doctor who in turn 
catches the quizzical spark in her gaze.

“What is it Annie? Out with it.” 
“Dr Chupa. You don’t speak Kikwatse very well. Do you?”
“Only sparingly. But you know this.”
“The word “Baba”....That man is calling you “LORD”... as in Christ.”

“NURSE! PLEASE HELP US!”
In the beginning they tolerated it but now things have gotten out of control. 

Using his arms, he is pulling himself towards the edge of the bed in an 
attempt to walk – as a paraplegic. He had also lost the use of his legs during 
the disaster. Believing that his limbs will miraculously strengthen, he struggles 
against the restraining forearms of his friends and family.

“My LORD left because I didn’t go to him when he came! Let me follow 
him! I BELIEVE!” His wife is now present and is doubly despondent. Not only 
is he disabled, his mind is now in questionable standing. Staring into the eyes 
of a man exuding an intense desperation she cannot comprehend; she sits by 
his side feeling guilty because she cannot relate to any of this. Her head is 
thinking “your husband has lost his mind,” but the voice that ricochets from 
within her heart echoes back, “you have never had any faith in the God who 
you say you believe in. Let your husband walk out of here.” This cacophony of 
voices within her and the fracas before her causes her to retreat. She nearly 
trips on one of the ailing lying on bare ground in the ward. She weeps outside.

Annie can do nothing but watch. There is no more medicine. The sedatives are 
used only for patients in excruciating pain and from her observation, The 
Spectacle doesn’t qualify.   

Though their palms are bloodless, some clutch rosaries with the depth and 
intensity of stigmatics circumcised of vision, blind to the calamities of the 
world, clad in rags yet proclaiming boldly that theirs is the Kingdom! He had 
felt it once. That mystifying thing that one senses within himself, something 
apart from the world, ethereal. Inexplicable by the vulgarity of speech, he 
heard it. A silent language consisting strictly of nuances and subtleties uttered 
exclusively between spirits. He was a child of God! He heard the angels 
whisper it. That was then. A two thousand year absence with only four 
Gospels to draw from, has left many in the same place as Escander.

He had not felt it in a totality he has seen in others like those curious men of 
the Philippines who re-enact the crucifixion and willingly ascend the cross to 
share in the sufferings of Christ every Easter. But nevertheless it seeped into 
his being as he knelt on the ground gnawing vigorously at the scriptures. As 
time went however, the “anointing” leaked out of him and the winds of the 
world ebbed the flame that seemed to burn him like Moses’ bush – but left 
him unscathed!

It was all the knowledge he gained. Worldly knowledge. Tertiary. History, 
philosophy etc. It changed him and he demanded more. Like many others 

Mkandawire/ Scarlet Robe 
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terrified of ever uttering it in public, he needed more than four Gospels to be 
fully swayed. He forever looked upon his Lord with an unquenched thirst, 
wanting to know the finer details of his life on earth. Where did he go to 
school? He was literate, (for he read a prophecy concerning himself in a 
synagogue) where are his texts, if he wrote any? If not, why? Why would the 
saviour of the world choose not to leave a literal trace? Would we be so 
dazzled that we would bow in worship at the mere sight of his handwriting 
immediately becoming idolaters? Now Doctor Escander, a mere seeker 
wallowing in his own self doubt, finds himself mistaken for this mammoth 
figure.

“Why so much suffering,” asked The Spectacle, besotted by his own mortality 
in the presence of what he perceives as divinity. Escander has made a quick 
prognosis. The traumatic experience he suffered, combined by the morphine 
dosage he received has scrambled his mind. This is all a psychological 
misunderstanding, yet being mistaken for Christ precipitates strange feelings 
within him. 

“Suffering is for a night, joy comes in the morning.” Escander says, 
remembering a portion in the Bible. He would never have entertained this. 
But it had made a great impression on him that The Spectacle would think 
that he, a black man, was Christ. He had never at any point in his life even 
scarcely imagined that he could look like his saviour. It is a painful catastrophe 
of the highest order not to consider, for the slightest moment, that you 
resemble your creator. This revelation unsettles Escander. Maybe The 
Spectacle isn’t seeing what Escander thinks he’s seeing. Who can say what’s 
going on in his head? 

“Master, have you come for me only, or have you come for the whole race?”
Escander suddenly feels that what he is doing is wrong. He wanted to 
understand this man, his thoughts and beliefs during this incomprehensible 
circumstance. As The Spectacle asked him questions, he saw himself in The 
Spectacle perplexed by the same puzzles. As he answered them he pondered on 
what the real Jesus may have said. He wanted to gain some insight into his 
own existence and place in the world. How selfish of you! Repulsed by himself, 
after a long pause he stands quietly. Saying anything more is inappropriate.  

“I know I cannot walk because I am a sinner. I have done much wrong. 
Please forgive me Baba. Carry my soul with you to paradise.”

This request is too much for the doctor whose empathy erupts at the fragility 
of the man before him. Suddenly something opens within him, a valve that 
had previously been in place fastening a part of himself he scarcely knew. He 
turns around and extends his arm touching his shoulder.

“Your sins are forgiven.”  

Gossip cloaks as civil concern; the kind that deceives its hosts into thinking 
they are nonparticipants in slander has already clogged the air, thickening it.

“He did what?” His wife gasped when she heard.
“He is walking around his ward like some sort of healer dictating who will 

enter heaven.”

Mkandawire/ Scarlet Robe 
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Gathered in their living room are three church leaders from New Revival 
Ministries, one of the churches that has sprung up in Namiwawa. Escander 
had decided to attend it with his wife after she took a liking to their services 
which had a vibrant choir. Initially, Escander had thought the church a little 
too vivacious for his liking but with time he became swayed by their melody. 
The three men are elders in the church who have been summoned by the 
community to pray for Escander and deliver him from the demons that are 
plaguing and deceiving him. 

“If we pray for him now he may be delivered. But only if he believes and 
repents.” It is at this instant that the fiddling of keys is heard from behind the 
front door and a weary Escander stumbles into his house with three men 
sitting around his wife at nine in the evening. Panic is his instant reaction until 
he recognises them. His wife walks towards him and explains to him that the 
pastors want to have a word. He sits opposite them, not in a gesture of 
defiance but out of necessity as it was the only vacant couch. He immediately 
feels cornered and nervous at the configuration.

“The greatest sin that man has committed is trying to take the place of God. 
It started in Eden, a garden, and it has continued in cities of cement and 
brick.”

Escander shudders immediately within himself. He already knows what this 
is about. In his emotional appeal to The Spectacle three days ago, he had lost 
all measure of his own audibility and prying ears must have caught what he 
had said. 

“That man had received an insufficient dosage of medicine and was 
hallucinating. I was just trying to put him at ease before…”

“Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own 
understanding.”

From that scripture followed a long sermon that addressed his pride and his 
imprudent understanding. He was reminded how he was a sinner and that the 
voice of the Devil is ever echoing around us, pulling us away from the 
perfection of God. At first Escander was remorseful, crestfallen even, and 
listened intently but then the mood suddenly swung on a statement that 
served as a nefarious hinge. “Your mother was a devout Christian. She must be 
pleading the saviour from paradise to forgive you of your blasphemy. She 
would be ashamed.” 

Ashamed! This is when he asked himself, Who are these people anyway? I see them 
on Sunday mornings and I know nothing of them beyond their surnames. What are they 
doing in my house at night with my wife, speaking to me about the intricacies of my life 
of which they have generic and miniscule knowledge and my mother – how dare they 
mention her! What right do they have!? This was the very reason he had stopped 
attending church in the first place. He felt it was always beguiled by these 
incredible individuals who from nowhere enmesh themselves with strangers 
uninvited! 

With the restraint of a yogi he stands up. Unable to lash out at them, (for they 
are men of God) though he feels like hitting them, he asks them kindly to 
leave. It is the first time thoughts of violence towards a minister have ever 
entered his mind. Two of them try to insist on staying, but the third one 
having perceived the depth of Escander’s agitation diplomatically persuades 
the others to depart. Judith escorts the men to the door and Escander stares at 
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them stunned at their audacity! Biting his lower lip, he is so angry that his 
body feels heavier as though he could sink into the foundations of the house.  
Tamanda shuts the door and turns towards him.

“They mentioned Nana. They went too far.”
She agrees.

At the sight of him in the corridors, Annie changes her movement from 
walking to careening. Her interactions with him have precipitated a certain 
nervousness that was previously absent. Escander had figured out that it must 
have been her who heard him pardon The Spectacle’s iniquities. Deeply 
religious with the kind of fervency Escander himself secretly wished he 
possessed, she had heard the sacrilege and felt it her duty to inform the 
ministers – and everyone else. A few empty beds can be seen. He thinks that 
their convictions dictated that they flee, refusing to be treated by false 
messiahs. Vacillating between the tablets of modern medicine and their own 
traditional herbs, they found it easy to turn away from the health centre and 
into the villages.

Initially Escander was infuriated at Annie and had determined to give her a 
verbal lashing on sight. However when he saw her, when he perceived the 
struggle that must have been within her as she raised her hand against him in 
defence of Him, he retreated and let it be. He spoke nothing of it and as the 
days rolled by; their relationship retained an acceptable semblance of 
normalcy.

The Spectacle is gone now. Escander never saw him again. Maybe he walked 
out. But Escander doubts it. His faith is not even as small as a mustard seed. 
He was discharged into a world that would briefly mourn him on sight but 
would carry on without him.  

“You did what!?” Blurts out Professor Broadhead. He works with the World 
Health Organisation and is conducting research. He is a talkative man, but far 
from garrulous in the sense that he says not just many things but rather many 
learned things in a short time span in a manner that doesn’t irritate. 

“I told him his sins were forgiven.”
“’Scander you idiot!” Why he does not add an “E” to the “Scander” is beyond 

Dr Chupa. Ever since they were introduced he has corrupted his name. “You 
made a total mess of it!” The energy of his rebuke surprises Escander. Why 
would Broadhead – an avowed atheist – even care? “What you should have 
done is to take one of our A2 registers - brand new. You should have written 
his name in uppercase, dripping in bright red ink across the whole page, 
showed it to him, telling him that his name was printed in the Book of Life 
with the blood from the cross before the foundation of the world!”

Escander blinks twice, courts a few moments of silence and giggles, not to 
make little of a mystery as grand as the cross. But the fact that it is an atheist, 
an unbeliever, a pagan, a gentile, as some would lavishly call him, seems to be 
the one who best understands what he was trying to do. 

“Clever.” This is all Escander can say.
Broadhead, rising from his seat to continue his work stops at the door. He is 

aware that there are now many patients who have made a special request not 
to be treated by Dr Chupa, the false Messiah. The senior staff have skilfully 
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kept Escander away from these patients without letting him know by keeping 
them in specific wards. 

“If one day I am also stupefied from disaster, my limbs amputated, and I 
look more like a starfish than a man, put me on a drug binge so I hallucinate. 
Wear a robe and tell me you are Mohammed, Buddha or Christ. And take me 
to paradise. Never remove the hope of men, whatever their hopes may be.”

Never remove the hope of men. Profound, Escander thinks. His feet are rested. 
He walks back to the overcrowded wards.

          

The Hope of Men

March Hutchinson

The Hoping 

March Hutchinson
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Travel Writing

Pelu Awofeso

I was on holy ground but I did not quite realise it. “You must take 
off your shoes here before we go on,” my guide said as I clambered 
up to meet her from the foot of Sobi Hill, in Ilorin, the Kwara 
State capital. “People come all the way up here to pray and they 
must be barefooted.” Behind me an Imam seated on a bench and 
wearing a spotless white overall and cap to match admonished his 
group under an almond tree. “Now stretch forth your hands and 
ask God for anything you desire,” I heard him say before I pushed 
forward and his voice trailed off. 

Mosun is not a guide in the real sense of the word. A member of 
the Cherubim and Seraphim church, she was returning from the 
hill top after a prayer session and headed home when a man I had 
asked for directions at a filling station beside the hill approached 
her, asking if she wouldn’t mind showing me the way up. Without 

<< Sobi Hill

Photo by Pelu Awofeso
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hesitation she obliged. “Ok, let’s go,” she said wiping her dark, 
slim face with a handkerchief. I didn’t appreciate the extent of this 
favour until we reached the summit, a half-hour later.

My boots off and placed out of the way by a shaded section of the 
rock, we began the gradual climb up the hill. On the way up, we 
came across men and women returning from their own prayer 
sessions. The noon sun had heated up the rock so that every step 
forward landed my feet on a hot face of the outcrop. It was like 
that all the way up and all I could do was tiptoe through it. We 
occasionally reached shaded areas, where I took short rests.

“We’ll stop two more times along the way so you can catch your 
breath before we get to the highest point,” Mosun said at our first 
stop after ten minutes of walking. Quite ingeniously, the users of 
this place have put the first time visitor into consideration: there is 
a line of white paint that runs the entire way up to the top. Follow 
it and you can’t miss your way.  Some people have been wise too to 
tap into the fertile soil on the rock. At some point during the 
climb, I noticed cassava and corn plantations on either side of the 
pathway; the latter was being tended by a man in long lace Buba
and who I guessed should be no less than fifty.

We had not gone too far up when Mosun made the unique nature 
of this prayer ground clear to me: both Christians and Muslims 
come here to talk to the Creator. A vast portion of the surface area 
- the steeper sides are clearly off limits - is open to all and sundry 
who desire the sort of solitude that a place of this nature offers, not 
to mention the opportunity to look up to heaven unobstructed by 
church or mosque roofing. There is space enough for thousands of 
people to congregate and conduct their fellowships; there are no 
loud hailers here, and so there is no issue of one congregation 
disturbing the other. 

Happily, there have been no recorded cases of rancour between the 
faiths or even a tinge of rivalry among the various sects who have 
chosen this place as their spiritual refuge. Even if that were to 
happen, there is an unseen military presence. For one, the Sobi 
Barracks is just a stone’s throw away across the road at the foot of 
the hill, hidden from view by thick vegetation to the south. “The 
police too are not far away,” Mosun told me, “If there is any crisis, 
they would be alerted and they would be here in no time.” 

And today being Sunday, the Christians -- expectedly --
outnumber the Muslims. The worshippers present are positioned 
in clusters ranging from threesomes to dozens, some listening to a 
preacher and others praying fervently in whispers. “People come 
here to observe their prayer and fasting days,” Mosun said on our 
way. “It could be seven days, twenty-one days or even forty days.” 
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We finally reached the top of the hill. There were just about ten 
persons around, four of whom sat listening to man in white 
garment in the lone block-and-cement structure, the size of a 
regular bus stop shelter; the preacher was not distracted in the 
least by our unannounced presence. He just kept on charging his 
flock, referring every now and then to Old Testament scripture. 
Far to my left, the other group carried on with their own service. A 
white cross stood sentry nearby, beside which sat a five litre water 
keg. 

I moved about cautiously, mindful not to stray too close to the 
steeper face of the hill. The city of Ilorin spread out before me in 
bright hue in the brilliant sun. Easily I could see the blue roofs of 
the Royal Valley and Harmony Estates, both recent projects of the 
current government. I said a silent prayer of my own.

The ‘church’ was not such a grand sight, perhaps the result of old 
age. Some of its walls to the west had fallen off and the gaping 
space patched with a rag-tag collection of blocks and stones. “The 
white people used to come here a lot in those days. They built it,”
Mosun said, taking a seat by the door way. Still surveying the 
place, I came to a raised landmark dated 1963.

Back in front, I noticed a slim book written in Arabic placed inside 
a circular area demarcated in white paint. Not so far away there is 
another circle apparently for the Christians. This must be one of 
the few spots in the country where Muslims and Christians relate 
at close quarters and have no ill feelings towards one another.

And when they come up here, they could sleep over for days, 
according to Mosun. When it rains, it is in the ‘church’ that 
everyone would huddle. And many people come here because they 
believe strongly that their prayers would be answered faster sooner 
than later, being that they are nearer heaven. As it to prove a point 
Mosun told me a story “There was a woman who used to come up 
here to pray so that she could travel overseas,” she recalled, “She is 
now gone.”    

On our way down to the foot of the hill, I engaged Mosun’s son 
Rilwan, 11, in a conversation. We met him up there seated all 
alone. He had obviously followed the other route and was only 
waiting for us to arrive. A fine young lad when he chose to smile, 
he has inherited his mother’s dark complexion, which contrasts 
sharply with his red long-sleeved shirt. He smiled when he saw us, 
his dentition perfect. Like his mother he came up here nearly every 
day. For what, I asked. 

“So that I can be rich,” he responded, swiping the grass around 
him with a stick. 

“You mean you come up here just for that?” 
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“And to be brilliant too,” he added.
“What do you need the money for?”
“I want to travel out of the country.”

Rilwan is in primary six and he came third in class at the end of 
the last term. No doubt, he is gunning for first position. As we 
continued our descent, I noticed a grey-haired man in traditional 
Yoruba dress on his knees far in the distance, waving both hands 
back and forth in the air; I could tell he was oblivious to the 
goings on around him and clearly engrossed in his prayers. No 
distractions – only the burning heat of the sun on his back. When 
I told Mosun about this she had just one snappy remark: “His 
prayers will be answered even faster.” 

Very Short Poem

Sophistēs

This is greed:
A rat
thirsty from an overdose of Indocid
drowns in a water vat.

Awofeso/ Height of Devotion | Sophistes/The Fourth Deadly Sin
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Poetry

2 Poems by Yazeed Kamaldien

Khartoum’s Streets

Khartoum’s streets babble desires to me
They say they deserve a shape up
They even joke that they want to smell cleaner
“And we want to be fairly governed too”

Khartoum’s streets sob heavily for weeks
“What did we do to deserve this neglect?”
Especially during the discomforting rainy season
When they swallow possibilities with their mud

Khartoum’s streets tell me they hide the lies
They whisper, “We witnessed the tension”
Of north and south and internally displaced
Confused by the repetitive process of blame

Khartoum’s streets share their discontent
Especially late at night in darkness
When the lights are out, they rage on
“Our inhabitants frolic while Darfur pains”

Khartoum’s streets lead me by the hand
Seeking answers the content do not ask about
Abandon the joyless crowd laughing, they warn
“They do not care or listen anymore”

Khartoum’s busy streets with their rickshaws
Rundown buses, cars, and makeshift souls
Tell me they are chasing hope
“Endlessly, again and again…”

Kamaldien/ Sudanese Postcard
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The Balcony

A balcony in Arkaweet holds my beating heart
Protects it from the outside world
While the inside world is explored

Questions pattern the vast night sky
And calm distant lights inspire
While this heart beats amazed and bewildered
Faithful and afraid, with love and frustration

Years can swallow infinite lists of Things to Do
Before the answers dance inside me
Or (hopefully not) break me with despair

If some day, that balcony still stands in Sudan
My grateful heart will hold it fondly
And thank it for those numerous nurturing nights

Somewhere Out There

Yazeed Kamaldien

Kamaldien/ Sudanese Postcard
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Travel Writing

Yazeed Kamaldien

Antonius will be your name, the fragile Sister Angelica with the watery eyes 
said to me as we parted ways, visibly pleased in her belief that she was doing 
the work of God by attempting to convert me to Christianity.

By account of this little old lady’s soft hands, with their gentle touch, one 
could hardly imagine her having any crusader-like ambitions. Seconds later, 
outside the St Mary Catholic Church grounds located in the old walled town 
Harar, a historical Islamic stronghold in eastern Ethiopia, I was approached 
by a young woman with enlivened eyes. She wanted to know my name. 

The tour guide, Tewdros Getahun a.k.a. Tedy, did the introductions. Tedy 
seemed to know every girl in Harar, which isn’t impossible when you’re 19 
and grew up surrounded by the rest of your small town’s estimated 91,000 
residents. Our chatter was small-town-pleasant; we took some photos and 
then passed the Jamia Mosque, set slightly opposite the nun’s sanctuary.

From the lively yet tranquil mosque, the road winded towards the centre of 
town where locals were getting drunk at less-than-favourable bars while the 
sun was making way for the night sky. All these moments in less than an 
hour, I thought, wondering how this town became infested with scores of 
tangible contradictions. Perhaps that’s what makes Harar feel different to 
most places.

This is a rare part of our world; here it seems time forgot to exist and as if 
Ethiopian authorities abandoned this former trade centre. Widespread 
poverty on the streets is blinding and everything seems to be standing still. 
Yet in its heyday, when Harar was under Islamic leadership and independent 
from the rest of Ethiopia between 969 and 1886, it was a trade magnet. Its 
first leader and spiritual guide was the Emir Abadir from Arabia. Lying near 
the Red Sea resulted in the settlement of nearby Yemenites who inter-
married with the Ethiopian population.

Harar established trade links with nations like India and China long before 
there was an Indian restaurant and Chinatown in every major world city. Its 
reputation also grew as a base for Islamic teaching in this part of Africa. 
Bearing testimony are the 88 mosques inside the one-square-kilometre 
walled town. Some have even called Harar the fourth holiest Islamic town, 
after the Middle Eastern centres of worship in Saudi Arabia, and Jerusalem 
which houses the Dome of the Rock.

By the mid-1500s the Muslim leadership built walls around Harar to keep 
out expanding tribes from other parts of Ethiopia and to fend off possible 
conflicts. But come 1887, Ethiopia swallowed Harar under its Emperor 
Menelik. The town’s walls weren’t destroyed but opening up saw an influx 
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of new influences and around it sprawled what is remains referred to as the 
‘new town’. Despite this, Harar’s old town still displays untouched 
alleyways, totaling 386, leading one on a visually enriching and time 
tripping route.

French poet Arthur Rimbaud spent some of the last months of his life in 
Harar before being buried in 1891. It’s easy to see why he made Harar his 
home. This place grows somewhat somberly silent after sunset and has a way 
of infiltrating under one’s skin. Culturally, it’s a treasure chest with 
inhabitants as easygoing as late Sunday afternoons. Despite what might 
seem like a hole for the world’s forgotten, Harar elicits no shortage of 
inspiration for those who seek nourishment of the soul instead of simply the 
senses.

The three-storey wooden house where Rimbaud supposedly resided is now a 
museum, following intervention from the Ethiopian government to renovate 
it. “Eight families lived here,” spoke the museum’s guide in heavy tobacco-
stained perfect English. “It opened as a museum in 2000. The guest house is 
for French students who visit for two weeks every year.”

Harar has a sister-city agreement with Charleville in France where Rimbaud 
was born in 1845. Small, colourful glass has been inserted into the museum’s 
wooden window panes. The walls were painted breezy blues. One the top 
floor, which offers 360 views of Harar, murals showcase Ethiopian faces.

When I visited, the first floor exhibited the work of a French photographer, 
capturing evocative scenes from the sister-cities. This floor also has a mostly 
French-language exhibition about Rimbaud and photos from the early 1900s 
of Harar. They’re evidence that not much has changed inside the old town.

Back downstairs on ground floor the museum guide opened a glass door that 
revealed a library of books about Rimbaud as well as Harar. Two hours after 
browsing the tiny museum I was ready for yet more history lessons. As Tedy 
and I traversed through the old market-place my eye caught three small 
girls seeking shade under a black umbrella. They were selling red onions. I 
doubted if they’d say yes to being photographed and Tedy suggested that I 
purchase lollipops for a bribe.

Two of the girls didn’t mind being photographed. They would gladly accept 
the lollipops. But one of the girls forcefully opposed. She took to her feet and 
closed the umbrella. She had been told that foreigners with cameras would 
most likely sell their photos to magazines or newspapers. And so she had 
also learnt to demand cash if a tourist asks to take her photo.

“He’s going to tell people in his country that this is what we look like,” she 
argued to her two friends. “We sit here for money. You should pay us,” she 
turned boldly to my face.

I wasn’t up for unwanted attention, although none of the adults around 
interfered. So I agreed to pay her for the photo. I always walk away from a 
situation like this but I had already gotten too far in this debate. The young 
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girl, who seemed no older than ten, wanted no less than one Ethiopian Birr, 
which converts roughly to seventy South African cents. I parted with the 
lollipops and cash.

Throughout our walk Tedy exhibited – and confirmed – that he had read 
the guide book in my backpack. He showed me the places and people, 
almost in exact reference order, to confirm that we’re on the same page. 
Most of Harar’s sites can be easily covered in two days. These include shrines 
of former Islamic leaders, the town’s somewhat not-so-splendid six gates and 
feeding raw meat to a pack of hyenas after dark.

“Stand close to me,” I hurriedly told the hyena’s friend, Balay, when he 
handed me a piece of meat to airlift. One of the hyenas reached for the meat 
and I let go as he pulled it with his fangs. There wasn’t much light where we 
did the feeding and I counted almost 20 hyenas around us. Harar has always 
had a special relationship with hyenas. Balay spoke to the creatures like they 
were little puppies. He had learnt how to handle them from his legendary 
father who has been feeding hungry packs nightly for years.

In previous times, holes were even dug into the old town’s walls as it was 
believed that hyenas absorbed evil spirits when they passed humans. It is 
also believed that these scavengers prefer raw donkey meat. I wasn’t sure 
what other meat they might like when, after we had fed them, two strayed 
from the pack and followed us. Balay chased them off with scowls and 
stones. At night, the hyenas and humans walk the same paths without 
attacking each other.

I had to rush back to the Belayneh Hotel because water shortages in Harar 
means that one has to schedule things like taking a shower. At Belayneh, 
water was only available in the morning between 6am and 8am and then 
again at night from 6pm until 10pm. Before getting clean I decided to get 
fed. Tedy and I stopped at some new place that opened the night before I 
had arrived in town. Deceivingly, it had the word ‘fresh’ somewhere in its 
name. It turned out that the hyenas probably enjoyed their meal more than 
we would.

Water shortages in Harar also meant hands were washed bucket-style. I was 
dying for roast chicken but lost my appetite when I used the outside toilet 
and saw one of the kitchen staff plucking the feathers off a dangling chicken. 
Harar’s butcheries notoriously hang their meat out in the open, without 
refrigeration.

Tuna pizza seemed like a safer option but when it arrived forty minutes later 
it was missing an important component: melted cheese. The base was 
smeared with tomato sauce and a can of tuna mixed with onion. Five 
minutes is probably all it spent in the oven.
“We ran out of cheese,” the owner came over minus apologetic sympathy.

Unfortunately, quality restaurant service is not an Ethiopian highlight, even 
in its capital city Addis Ababa, so I wasn’t going to send back the pizza. 
Even though I wanted to tell the owner that his waiter forgot to tell me 
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earlier that they had run out of cheese. Besides, there aren’t that many 
restaurant options after 9pm.

Harar goes to bed early. So I had to hurriedly swallow whole to get back to 
Belayneh for a shower. Tedy wasn’t too impressed either with his offering of 
Tibs, a local favourite comprising fried meat pieces, served with sour-tasting 
traditional bread called injera.
“I don’t want to eat at this restaurant again,” I told Tedy as we finished up.
“I don’t even want to walk in this street again,” said Tedy, displaying 
dissatisfaction with his Tibs.

It was like when I told an Ethiopian journalist that I don’t need five-star 
accommodation he tellingly joked, “You won’t find that in Harar”. Charm is 
not discovered in the hotels or services but rather in the invisible Harar 
atmosphere. And if you’re not looking for it all you’ll see is a dump.

Roasted chicken was still on my mind the following evening and Tedy 
decided to take me to Hirut, “the restaurant that all the tourists go to”, with 
its adjacent hotel of the same name.

The most unappetising chicken ever served appeared on the table. The 
accompanying rice and vegetables did it for me as I gladly parted with the 
dried-out bird flesh. Tedy didn’t mind it but was appalled that Hirut’s menu 
had a full roasted chicken for R150 and a full goat for about R300. He asked 
the waiter if the goat “comes with a room”.
“The waiter laughed at me. It’s the first time for my eyes to read something 
like this. How can it be so expensive? Life is difficult. If I eat this now what 
will I eat tomorrow?” said the matter-of-fact Tedy.
“Why don’t you wash your hands?” I asked him after our meal.
“I want to smell the food when I get hungry later,” he silenced me for a 
while.

It soon appeared that Tedy’s story was typical of too many African life-
scripts. When he discovered that I was a journalist he asked me to write 
about his ambition to finish high school and find sponsorship for further 
studies. “I don’t want to be a tour guide anymore. I spend too much time in 
the sun,” he said. My ears had already acquired sunburn and we had been 
walking around Harar for only a few hours.

The sun must have gotten to me because I started having deep thoughts 
about the vast development needs in Ethiopia, the country that hosts the 
African Union – an organisation that aims to rescue the continent of its 
woes. In Harar one comes face-to-face with every statistic you’ll encounter in 
reports drawn up by organisations like the United Nations.

Statistics that read like ‘fifty percent of the world lives on less than one 
dollar a day’ and ‘thirty-five percent of the world’s citizens don’t have access 
to clean drinking water’. I wondered how one even begins to talk 
development in Africa from a fancy building in New York. Or from a road 
distance roughly ten hours beyond Harar, in Addis Ababa, where the UN’s 
Economic Commission for Africa is based. How do we talk development to 
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communities whose sons don’t go to school because they need to herd 
animals that are sold at livestock markets?

The noise of life awoke me from these thoughts. Harar might be small but it 
can get noisy, with its rickshaw drivers speeding by and taxies competing for
space with donkeys and goats and people carrying live chickens for tonight’s 
supper. Tedy then also had the bright idea of traveling to Babille and Jijiga. 
Once again my heart lifted to the possibilities for exploration. I felt happy to 
be on the move; on the road of newness. What will be greeting my eyes on 
the other end of this ride? What stories will increase my memory bank?

My patience will have to stretch for as long as the road takes to get there, I 
thought, once inside an overcrowded minibus headed for Jijiga. Chatter and 
traditional Ethiopian music induced comfort though. Until we hit what felt 
like a screaming train smash at a small town stop called Bombas. A group of 
women flooded the minibus. Its driver roughly coordinated the scene of 
noisy seat-grabbers. The women recklessly exposed full breasts to quiet 
down their children’s wails. We were also accompanied by a guy who stuffed 
a live chicken under his seat. And there was a soldier with a large rifle.

Twenty-eight passengers and four children on their mother’s laps were 
crammed into this minibus that would make a South African minibus taxi 
look amateurish. The grey-haired bones next to me looked bewildered; eyes 
as curious as a five-month-old baby discovering the world. Screaming 
matches eventually became amiable smiles. 

Everybody managed to get it together, emotions were less entangled and we 
were on our way. Windows opened wide. I was ready to break into songs of 
gratitude.
Does travel help us to judge less because we understand more, I wondered in 
my confinement. How did these people end up in these remote parts of the 
world? Did they just get tired of traveling and then decided to unpack their 
goodies and set up home? Right in the middle of nowhere?

The poverty stared back at me and there was no getting off this bus. The 
women were so poor that their clothes had become discoloured and their 
children wore no underwear or shoes.

This might be the last bus out of town for these women and their children 
who need to maybe get to their families this evening. Not tomorrow 
morning, that might be too late, but right now. Maybe travel, like our 
attempts at writing about daily life, bears testimony to reality. Been there, 
done that. Yes, I can confirm, the bus ride is cramped, the people are poor 
and breast-feeding women should definitely show more modesty in public 
spaces by covering up their sagging breasts.

Tedy and I visited Babille’s colourful markets where tailors sew clothes and 
every imaginable Made-in-China knock-off found its way, most likely from 
the nearby Jijiga close to the Somaliland border. A little walk further from 
the general market we reached the livestock market. Camels, cows, goats, 
chickens were all on sale.
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In Jijiga we met the Ethio-Somali community, a mix between the two 
bordering countries, commenting on much of Africa’s interconnectedness. 
We played table tennis and Tedy got himself a new contrabrand mobile 
phone. This is the land of cheap electronics via tax-dodging traffickers of 
who-knows-what-else. It’s a market of illegal everything.

Soon thereafter the overnight minibus arrived in Addis Ababa to early 
morning joggers, a reminder that this is the land of remarkable long distance 
running Olympian heroes like Haile Gebrselassie. Ladies of the night were 
still parading; street kids were playing soccer, stray dogs were finding a meal 
in the city’s trash and a man used the sidewalk as a toilet.

I sensed that I had indeed been converted; the traveler had acquired a desire 
for depth. Jumping on a boat in Bali to see dolphins swimming remains 
appealing. So does being part of the crowd of sun-lovers at Barcelona’s Mar 
Bella coastline. But hedonism no longer seems the lingua franca. The 
Prophet Muhammad was right; travels are like little deaths. The journey 
converts us in so many ways…
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Poetry

Oluwafisayo Awi

Have we created images?
Perceptions, set in mind moulds,
Cast in the realities
Of here, now, see, smell, touch...

An entity in this or that mould,
Defined by attributes we give
Soaked in the blood
Of a million sacrifices―
Given sincere, horrifying offerings
Clothed in the praise of minions
This entity
To whom all good is ascribed.

Is He there?
Are there many of Him?
How can all our beliefs fit
Into One?
Is He none of our images
Or all of them?

Awi/This Entity
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Stilt 

March Hutchinson

Where We Stand 

March Hutchinson
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Fiction

Ram Govardhan

Anita was fiddling with a jewel-studded tiara by dangling it between her 
hairline and where the third eye would have been in the middle of forehead. 
She was kneeling as the thinning amalgam had left a lucent space on the 
upper half of the age-old mirror. It was as old as her father, Subbu, could 
name their oldest ancestor. But recollection never went beyond his great-
grandfather; making it easier for guests to guess the age of the mirror. 

Captivated by her daughter’s tiaraed beauty, Rukku, Anita’s mother, was 
drawing closer. Spotting her feet in the mirror, Anita feverishly waved her not 
to approach. If her father were to know the religion of the man, who had given 
her the tiara, he would instantly contemplate poisoning everyone. And, in the 
end, killing himself in the name of honour. Her eyes glued on the tiara, a 
gold-starved Rukku did not see Anita’s gesture. Any gold tinted 
embellishment always excited Rukku and she reverently felt the circlet. 
Although it looked too golden and too brilliant, she could not perceive it to be 
anything more than an imitation piece made of baser metal. Imitation 
jewellery, sold for pennies, always appeared more golden than the genuine 
yellow element. Indian lower middle class families, to which Rukku’s folks 
patiently agreed to belong for centuries, could only think of ‘rolled gold.’ 

Summoning up the fact that she had herself pointlessly dolled up for hours just 
ahead of her own marriage, finding Anita in front of the mirror for hours, 
Rukku easily assumed that her daughter was indeed in favour of marriage 
now; another assumption based not on rationale but heredity. Resting hands 
on Anita’s shoulders, summoning unusual courage, she said in the most 
dramatic, breathless manner possible, “The marriage party from Bangalore is 
still awaiting a word from us, they are still interested, even after two years, for 
god’s sake, say yes at least now.”

Of the eleven that Anita had turned down in two years, four were fantastic 
matches. An utterly disgusted Subbu vowed not to think of her marriage until 
she wanted one.  

“The groom is not so handsome...but is the only son of a great industrialist in 
Bangalore…nammava of our caste...we seldom come across such magnificent 
proposals…surely a godsend...you better agree now,” hem and hawed Rukku 
said, finely tucking her daughter’s sari. 
“No way,” said Anita sternly, throwing a stare and quickly snapping her 
mother’s hands away.  

Both of Rukku’s assumptions were, unusually, very wide of the mark; while 
the tiara was in no way an imitation, Anita had no inkling of marrying anyone 
belonging to her caste or religion. In fact, she was seeing someone from a 
religion that was the fastest growing faith in the world. It was this ‘someone’ 
who had gifted the expensive tiara; it was so dear that Rukku would instantly 
faint if she were to be told of its real worth in Indian currency. And Anita’s 
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father would instantly die of heart attack if he were to know of her man’s 
religion. 

At thirty, Anita’s age was ripe enough for several speculations to mushroom 
within the extended family and in the neighbourhood. The predominant one 
was that she was seeing someone and the other one, more scandalous, was that 
she had already married in secret and spent daylight hours with him 
somewhere on East Coast Road. 

Within few months, many in Mylapore began claiming to have noticed Anita 
emerging out of a sports car and waving that ‘someone’ off, many a time, with 
ever-increasing frequency, late at night. And the number of claimants was 
mounting by the day. Though aware of the whole buzz, Rukku never had the 
nerve to pin her daughter down or apprise her husband of it.
But grapevine has a brutal, uncanny knack of reaching everyone, everywhere.

One rainy morning, just as Subbu was heading to temple, disgrace hit him in 
the middle of the road. A wobbly drunkard seized his umbrella and cried aloud 
the scandal the neighbourhood was agog with. In spite of the pouring, while 
the tippler cried “Shameless...shameless,” a sizeable mob flocked to watch the 
street show. Instant giddiness made, this time, Subbu wobble. Forgetting 
prayers, god and umbrella, he rushed back home thoroughly doused. He did 
not disclose anything to anyone but Rukku knew what hit him; just a few days 
ago, but on a sunny afternoon, she herself was shamed by the selfsame 
dipsomaniac. 

Six months passed by with nothing of consequence occurring in Subbu’s life 
except routine visits to temples, thayir saadam curd rice and afternoon naps. 
And except the wicked-mother-in-law, gullible-daughter-in-law Tamil 
television serials and potboilers, no exciting stuff ensued in Rukku’s life too. 
Damning gossip was incessantly pouring in but, these days; it was not 
disturbing her sleep or television time like it did a year ago. 

On a full moon day, Anita was not home even by eleven in the night. They 
called her office, friends and relatives but all of them expressed ignorance. It 
was almost midnight and the whole family was nervously waiting at the main 
door. It was one but Anita did not arrive, it was two in the morning but she 
did not arrive and it was four but she did not arrive.   

Subbu was fretting and fuming at the doorway for over six hours. He stood 
like a statue with all parts of body frozen and unyielding; even his eyelids, 
battling sleep, were largely obeying him by batting at a slower rate.  

A plush, quiet car, an imported one for sure, came to a hushed halt just short 
of their street corner around five. Anita waved him off. She scurried along 
disregarding Subbu who was gnashing teeth and upright like a stiff sentry. 
Anita’s grandmothers, brothers, sisters, aunts, uncles and nieces trooped in 
together and encircled Anita near the well. They did not allow her to wash up. 
They were all fidgety, incensed to have a verbal go at her but their emotions 
had to wait for Subbu’s grilling to commence, finish. 
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“Who is he?” Subbu thundered. She was quiet. “Who is he?”…. “Who is he?” 
She was still gazing at her own feet. Just before the tempers frayed further, 
one of the aunts pinched Anita’s waist, prodding an instant reaction.  

“He is Salim.” Anita’s reply mocked and shocked them all; mocked because 
her voice was so dauntless and shocked since it was a Muslim name. While her 
audacity was digestible, it was the Muslim thing that triggered the 
deliberation of killing themselves instantly, collectively.

Even before Subbu asked a question more, Anita retorted, “No one needs to 
bother, it’s my life...leave me alone.” The whole family was dazed and 
collectively slipped into coma for twelve whole minutes. From the thirteenth 
minute, while most were emotionally preparing and sequencing their 
numerous questions, a few were gearing up for the dire consequences of their 
questions. Given Anita’s resilience, all of them were uniformly sure that the 
consequences of Subbu’s questions would be fatal. One of the aunts, not the 
one that pinched, whispered, “Answers of a girl in love are always deadlier.”

There was no further grilling, no questions and all that Subbu did, in a fit of 
rage, was to land couple of wholesome slaps on Anita and cry, “This family is 
doomed, let us all poison ourselves.”  Without further ado, he furiously walked 
out, reached the temple, knelt, prayed Lord Murugan fasting all day and 
fainted just short of sunset. 

Having spent four days in hospital, lying in bed at home, he entreated every 
one of the relatives, who visited him with bread and Horlicks, to ‘conjure up’ 
bridegrooms; even unattractive, less cultured, shorter and darker ones were 
acceptable. Jobless and aged ‘boys’ were also tolerable as long as they belonged 
to their caste, sub-caste, sect and sub-sect. After a few days, finding it difficult, 
given the exigency, Subbu decided to discount the sub-caste, sub-sect criteria 
but decreed that the caste and religion measures were not to be fiddled with.   

Among the scores of horoscopes that arrived, some turned out to be 
unbelievably suitable. But the whole family had no illusions at all and, as 
expected, Anita ruthlessly refused to consider even one of them. After Anita’s 
wholesale rejections, for over a month now, Subbu was not his usual self. He 
remained cold, brooded, answered in moods that were alien, annoyed easily, 
always lost in thought, and, as a result, exacerbated his Siamese twins: blood 
pressure and diabetes.  

A few weeks later, with his grit lay shattered, while serving his favourite cup of 
Narasu’s coffee; Rukku seized the moment with a quiver in her voice, “The 
boy...SSS...Salim...belongs to an aristocratic family...is a medical doctor...owns 
a chain of specialty hospitals across south India and his father...a cardiologist of 
renown...heads the panel that doctors the prime minster.”

Although he wondered about Rukku’s sources that supplied so much of 
information about the ‘boy,’ Subbu remained indifferent and, atypically, said 
nothing and went back to his newspaper. His silence was her first little coup. 
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Three days later, Parvati, Subbu’s sister, arrived from Bangalore unannounced 
along with her two-year-old grandson. Her arrival cheered Subbu, his great 
spirit was back, and within days, Subbu was fit as fiddle. 

“I met Dr Abbas, Salim’s father, yesterday,” said Parvati with trepidation, 
“Abbases are very cosmopolitan in their outlook and they have already met 
Anita. They liked her very much.”

For several decades, Subbu’s sway over all domestic matters was complete and 
unquestioned but, at present, the ladies were staging a domestic coup of sorts. 
Subbu remained quiet and, quite unusually, groped for the newspaper that he 
had read twice since morning. Subbu’s odd behaviour and silence made Parvati 
wonder whether this was her first little triumph. Rukku and Parvati mutely 
rejoiced his silence. 

A devout Hindu priest’s daughter seeing a Muslim man was too 
unfathomable. In the whole of Subbu’s family, no one has ever married anyone 
outside their caste and sub-caste let alone marry outside their religion. Not a 
man to tolerate his Brahminical purity to be diluted so easily, Subbu was 
waiting for his health to permit him to have a go at the Abbases who, he was 
sure, had brainwashed his daughter into, of all the religions, Islam. 

Few weeks later, the moment he was robust enough, Subbu declared that he is 
going to take the bull by its horns. As a well-thought-out first step, he decided 
to face them in their arena; the boy’s place. And convince them about the 
impossibility of the marriage given the orthodox, handed-down conventions 
inherent to his caste. And bury their ‘cosmopolitan thoughts’ in their backyard 
before triumphantly returning home. He deferred contemplation of second 
step since his first step seemed too foolproof. Confounding Subbu, both Rukku 
and Parvati encouraged him to visit the Abbases; Parvati swiftly jotted down 
the address on a piece of paper.

He boarded the share-auto rickshaw in the searing, sweltering heat of Madras. 
Sandwiched between two fishermen, looking more like pugilists and exhaling 
unsavoury smells, he was saying prayers to his god to somehow bestow better 
sense on his daughter and on the Abbases. All of a sudden, he felt an 
agonizing punch in his paunch but blamed it on the omnipresent potholes of 
Madras; it was one of the ‘pugilists’ who knocked him unconscious to rob. 

The auto-rickshaw driver stirred him up at the Bluestar bus stop. Subbu woke 
up to see his polythene pouch, which contained a few rupees, missing. With 
no money, he began walking in the general direction of Abbas Villa with his 
large, looping marsupial tummy. The street looked too posh and, as he was 
walking along, he could not believe that he was in India. The avenue was so 
plush, so wide, and so serene and lined with such huge, aristocratic bungalows 
that Subbu had seen such beauties only in western movies and Indian ones 
shot in western locales.    

Abbas Villa was an astounding marble marvel and nothing short of a grand 
palace. Three gate keepers welcomed him with salutes the kinds of which 
Subbu watched on television on independence, republic days. How do they 
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know who he was? Subbu wondered. Nevertheless, putting on an unfazed gait, 
he entered the living that seemed as big as a football ground. The instant 
realisations that he was too crudely clad and too underprepared for the lavish 
bungalow made him feel out of place. The rich tapestry replete with French 
allegory on the walls, the Burmese rosewood cabinets were exquisite. In 
contrast, he wondered, as to how his family of ten lived for so long inside the 
lacklustre walls of his dilapidated, tiled, rented house; dying for a coat of paint 
for years and ready to die altogether, anytime. Abbas Villa’s imperial grandeur 
was inbuilt in the edifice and it had no earthly air about it; it could only have 
been stolen from heaven, a Muslim heaven at that. 

He sought to sit on the edge but sank into the softest sofa he ever sat on. 
Entire furniture looked anything but Indian. “If these movable things, carpets 
and sofas, were to be auctioned, they would fetch much more than the worth 
of my entire immovable property in ancestral Kadambathur,” estimated 
Subbu. 

Dr Abbas sedately climbed down the umpteen steps of the winding stairs with 
a pipe clenched in a corner of his mouth. Without any fuss or preamble, Dr 
Abbas bowed and greeted Subbu with folded hands. Subbu actually expected a 
handshake or a salaam-walekum with Dr Abbas’ right fingers touching 
forehead. Subbu was treated to a sumptuous, strict vegetarian meal served 
along with his dearest more kozhambu, more milagaai and appalam. Subbu was 
too impressed that not only Dr Abbas had put his pipe aside as a mark of 
respect but also they made sure that there was not even a trace of non-
vegetarian food on the table. Abbases wore unfussy cotton khadi clothes while 
they could afford the most expensive designer ones in town or from Milan. 

While he never fell for allurements all his life, a man of canon, with his 
Brahminical resolve traumatized, he was now in a blind spot. His family would 
be excommunicated if Anita married this Muslim boy but what if she had 
loved someone from a lowly Muslim family? While such questions were 
coursing through his mind and was teetering between opposing emotions, Dr 
Abbas’s wife sat right next to him with a betel pan box that looked a treasure-
chest. 

“Let us not come in the way of their ardent love,” said Mrs Abbas handing 
over vettrilai paakku betel nut. Not sure of answering, Subbu just nodded. 
“They make a perfect couple, if our hearts are in the right place, inshallah, 
everything will be alright,” concluded Mrs Abbas. Instantly slipping into a 
matching magnanimous mode, Subbu muttered something in Tamil, which 
Dr Abbas did not understand but his wife did, that meant Deo volente ‘if God 
wills it’.

After spending two hours in Abbas Villa, just as Subbu was about to say 
goodbye, Dr Abbas asked his chauffeur to drive Subbu home; in the same car 
that dropped Anita on the fateful day in the wee hours. Abbases asked no 
questions related to his non-existent financial background; steeped in poverty, 
he was too glad to have emerged unscathed out of Abbas Villa.
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Seemingly lost in thought, Subbu ambled to the well in the backyard, splashed 
water over his face, neck and chest. While Rukku and Parvati intently 
followed him with a towel, Subbu walked briskly into the living.   

“The doctor’s wealth unquestionably exceeded that of some Arabian 
potentates,” a sombre Subbu, unbuttoning buttons, told Rukku and Parvati 
who were all ears. Rukku could see hidden cheer in his eyes that Parvati 
couldn’t; only a wife’s seasoned eyes were capable of perceiving such veiled 
emotions.  “But their humble mannerisms, sophistication won me over,” he 
insisted. But Rukku knew what won him over; the two hours spent in grand, 
opulent Abbas Villa. Subbu never came to know that Rukku and Parvati had 
spent hours in Abbas Villa weeks before his visit.  

And the ladies grabbed it all from there and now speed was of essence. Anita 
was given a Muslim name but she was free to retain her Hindu one. Within 
weeks, marriages were consummated; in Hindu and Muslim fashions and, on 
both occasions, while Dr Abbas wore a colourful Hindu turban, Subbu wore a 
Muslim style embroidered, white skullcap. A year later, their granddaughter 
was given two names: one from each faith.  

On their granddaughter’s second birthday, while Dr Abbas was smoking a 
pipe and Subbu was chewing his vettrilai betel, ladies from both the families 
were vying with each other in adjusting the jewel-studded tiara over the little 
girl’s forehead. 

<< Flying on whose wings?

Jon Claytor
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Dispatch

Adam Gopnik, What Did Jesus Do? Reading and unreading the Gospels.
“The intractable complexities of fact produce the inevitable 
ambiguities of faith. The more one knows, the less one knows…Did 
the rise of Christendom take place because historical plates were 
moving, with a poor martyred prophet caught between, or did one 
small pebble of parable and preaching start the avalanche that ended 
the antique world?

Read more
http://www.newyorker.com/arts/critics/atlarge/2010/05/24/100524cra
t_atlarge_gopnik#ixzz0qDO8fKc0

Pankaj Mishra, 
Islamismism: How should Western intellectuals respond to Muslim scholars? 
“Muslims today, Hirsi Ali believes, must be forced to choose between 
the darkness of Islam and the light of the modern secular West.”

Read more
http://www.newyorker.com/arts/critics/atlarge/2010/06/07/100607cra
t_atlarge_mishra#ixzz0qDQ0gdEb

Jimmy Williams, The Jesus Seminar
“The Jesus Seminar is a group of New Testament scholars who have 

been meeting periodically since 1985. The initial two hundred has now 
dwindled to about seventy-four active members. They initially focused 
on the sayings of Jesus within the four Gospels to determine the 
probability of His actually having said the things attributed to Him in 
Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John. Each scholar offered his/her opinion 
on each “Jesus” statement by voting with different colored bead:
Red: Jesus undoubtedly said this or something very like it.
Pink: Jesus probably or might have said something like this.
Gray: Jesus did not say this, but the ideas are close to His own.
Black: Jesus did not say this; it represents a later tradition.
Their voting conclusions: Over 80% of the statements attributed to 
Jesus in the Gospels are, by voting consensus, either gray or black. 
This means that only 20% of Jesus' statements are likely to have been 
spoken by Him. The other 80% are most assuredly, they say, unlikely 
to have ever been uttered by Jesus.”

Read more
http://www.leaderu.com/orgs/probe/docs/jesussem.html
& http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jesus_Seminar

http://www.newyorker.com/arts/critics/atlarge/2010/05/24/100524cra
http://www.newyorker.com/arts/critics/atlarge/2010/06/07/100607cra
http://www.leaderu.com/orgs/probe/docs/jesussem.html
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jesus_Seminar
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Barbara Bradley Hagerty, Are Spiritual Encounters All In Your Head?
“According to polls, there's a 50-50 chance you have had at least one 
spiritual experience — an overpowering feeling that you've touched 
God, or another dimension of reality. So, have you ever wondered 
whether those encounters actually happened — or whether they were 
all in your head? Scientists say the answer might be both.”

Read more
http://www.npr.org/news/specials/2009/brain/

Barbara Bradley Hagerty, 
Can Positive Thoughts Help Heal Another Person?
“Sheri Kaplan tested positive for HIV more than 15 years ago. Kaplan 
has never taken medicine, yet the disease has not progressed to AIDS. 
She prays and meditates every day and believes God is keeping the 
virus at bay.”

Read more
http://www.npr.org/news/specials/2009/brain/

Eric Walberg, The Bible: Colonising a metaphor
“So what are the “facts”? What do modern archaeology and other 
sciences have to say about the Bible? Does it help us resolve the 
question of the validity of Jesus as a legitimate messiah, one who 
would end Judaism and found a truly universal religion for all 
mankind? Does it allow Judaism a new lease on life, providing proof of 
the existence of a Greater Israel from the Nile to the Euphrates, with a 
spectacular and ancient history? And are we fated to die in a fiery 
apocalypse as predicted in Revelations?”

Read More
http://ericwalberg.com/

Eric Walberg, Islam and the West: Ever the twain shall meet
“Relations between the Christian world and its younger monotheistic 
cousin were plagued with misunderstanding from the start. 
Mohammed’s revelation burst into the world six centuries after the 
previous prophet, Jesus, at a time when Christianity was on the 
decline, riven by sectarianism – not just Catholicism vs Eastern 
Orthodoxy, but Nestorian, Copt and other sects which arose largely 
over the question of the divinity of Jesus. It swept aside the 
increasingly complaisant Christian sects with its bold assertion that the 
“people of the book”, the Jews and Christians, had lost their way, that 
their scriptures were distorted and that, yes, Jesus was the prophetic 
Messiah, but not the son of God, a credo it saw as dangerously close to 
polytheism.”
Read More http://ericwalberg.com/

http://www.npr.org/news/specials/2009/brain/
http://www.npr.org/news/specials/2009/brain/
http://ericwalberg.com/
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A few things you have recently discovered

Tom Smith
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Chinelo Onwualu

When you look at me and quickly look away, I notice. My mind 
immediately goes down that well-worn path of self-loathing. I think: 
“You can’t stand to look at me – this ugly creature like a great squat 
toad hulking beside you.” I can’t help it. In a quicksilver burst, think it 
before I even realize it. 

It is worse when you smile, because all I can see is canned politeness, as 
if you bumped into a bag lady on the subway and you’re sorry for the 
inconvenience. 

And when I speak, your eyes wander off. Your speech falters and I am 
left talking to myself as if at a sad puppet theatre where all the guests 
have left, but I have to finish the show. 

*

Perhaps you think I deceived you. When we met that summer at your 
parent’s anniversary party in Michigan, I must have seemed like 
something liquid and exotic. Perhaps seeing me with your brother, the 
family rebel, with my tattoos, piercings and fondness for heavy eyeliner 
you thought me dangerous somehow. What you could not know is that 
he liberated me. 

I was an art student at a privileged school I am too ashamed to name. 
He was the pizza guy who always had a smile for me. He was so 
different from all the soft milk-fed boys I’d grown up with. He expected 
nothing from me and I bloomed under his care. But it was brief summer 
romance and by the time we took that summer trip to meet your family, 
it was already a cool bank of dying embers, quickly turning to ash. 

You’ve told me that you were drawn to the way I spent all my time with 
the old folks. That you loved the way I charmed your grandmother and 
made your dour aunts smile. But I think you were just restless. You had 
the spectre of layoffs looming over you and needed something to distract 
you. You saw me as some kind of heady drug promising adventure and 
life.

I should have known by your touch. You never reach for my hand in the 
company of others. You don’t brush the hair from my face or reach out 
to wipe away a stray bit of food or lint. You never touch me when you’re 
sober.

*

I am not dangerous or exotic or liberating. I am fragile. A weak, empty 
thing too easily broken to suit the men I love. I require more care than 
they are willing – or able – to give. 

Onwualu/Adagio
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Now, I have become a burden to you. I am one more responsibility you 
must fulfil among the endless chores in your life. And I don’t know 
where to go from here. I know you will not give me what I need; I am a
phase whose time has passed. Yet, I cannot stop hoping. Every time I 
cook a meal for you or clean your apartment even when I give myself to 
you, I hope. Perhaps this is the act that will turn your gaze towards me. 

Because a part of me lives and dies for your regard. When you whisper 
to me in the darkness it is prayer. Your touch is a benediction; when you 
are inside me it is salvation. This isn’t what you wanted, I know. You 
wanted someone to idolize, a goddess far above you at whose feet you 
could worship. And when you discovered the truth, you lacked the 
courage to turn me away. 

*

So here we are: a frozen tableau of unhappiness in a small breakfast 
place; our meals half-eaten. I stare at you through the dark curtain of 
my hair, my hands clasped nervously under the table and you look away. 
Idly playing with your coffee cup, you wonder where the check is.

Onwualu/Adagio
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Conversation

Kola Tubosun & Ivor W. Hartmann

Kola Tubosun Tell me about your own writing history. How did you get 
into writing?
Ivor W. Hartman When I was fourteen, and heavily under the influence of 
Stephen King at the time, I wrote a short story for a class creative writing 
assignment. At the time I had been relegated against my will to a 
boarding school – as about as far from home as I could get and still be in 
the same country. So I took this opportunity to vent my anger and 
frustration in a creative and cathartic way, and ended up with a blood 
soaked story about werewolves that totally scared the crap out of my 
demure English Lit teacher. It was then I realised I was onto something as 
I had never attained that level of attention before in anything I had ever 
done at school. Thus started my love of writing and I continued to write 
for the next five years until I finished school. It was then I decided that a 
serious writer needed to experience life in all its messy glory before he 
could really begin to write about it (whatever the genre). So that's what I 
did for the next twenty one years. Then in 2007 I woke up one day and 
realised that I had indeed done what I set out to do all those years 
ago, and it was time to get back to what has always been my first and true 
love, writing.

KT How much of life’s mess did you actually experience for the twenty-
one years, and do you still recommend same for anyone hoping to seriously 
go into writing?
IWH A lot more than I wished for that's for sure, ha ha, someday I'll write 
an autobiography when I know it will sell. Hmm, that's how it was for me 
and it worked, but I could not go so far as to recommend it to anyone. 
Everyone is different. 

KT How did the StoryTime website idea begin?
IWH As a new ‘serious’ writer, I was banging out loads of work but when 
it came time to get it published and I started looking around I was taken 
aback at the dearth of outlets for African writers. As of course, I wanted to 
rather get it published by an African outlet than anywhere else. So rather 
than just fruitlessly moaning about it I decided to take the plunge and 
start an African Lit magazine. Having now been reduced to the clichéd 
starving writer, I looked for ways I could do that as cheaply as possible and 
yet still be effective. Thus the StoryTime ezine was born in June 2007.  

KT How has it been since the site started, and how did you get the now 
many authors that have been published on it.
IWH Like most endeavours of this nature it was slow going at first, but I 
was relentless in searching for and asking writers to join and publish their 
work in StoryTime. So slowly word got around and by the middle of the 
second year I was no longer praying to have something (anything) to 
publish, and was receiving a fair amount un-requested submissions. 
Though I do still harass the odd writer I really want to publish because I 
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very much like their work. StoryTime was and still is a work in progress, 
with me learning as I go along how to best get it out and about and thus 
give maximum exposure to the writers I publish, which is the main aim 
of StoryTime. In the beginning and up to Jan this year I was only really 
proofing and doing basic editing of the work that was sent to me, 
but decided from Jan 2010 to fully edit every submission with the author 
(as I had now I believed, gained enough experience in editing to do this 
properly). So the fruits of that decision are now becoming evident with 
each new issue published and has raised the standard significantly.

KT I remembered how you came to pick my story to be published on the 
website. I just don't remember if I'd sent it to you first, or you contacted 
me to send it to you. Did you have to do that for the many authors that 
you published initially? Were there those who turned you down? Were 
there false starts? What other things were memorable about that 
beginning of StoryTime. 
IWH You sent it to me to me in May 2009, after coming across StoryTime
online, but yes, I still did a fair bit of chasing even then. 

Sure, many have turned me down – and still do – but as optimistic as I 
am, I certainly don't expect everyone to be into publishing in StoryTime. So 
I don't take it badly at all, wouldn't be much of a writer if I did, there's 
always going to be writers who for whatever their reasons don't want to, 
and I respect that. 

There have been false starts, for sometime I had this idea StoryTime should 
be a worldwide writers' ezine though with a focus on African writers. But I 
eventually realised that this was silly (there were plenty of those, though 
not many with that focus), and so I chose to only showcase African writers, 
and re-did the ezine's look, logo, the core goals, and submission guidelines 
to reflect this and have never looked back. 

There have been many memorable moments, both good and bad, much 
like having a child. One in particular was when Emmanuel Sigauke 
responded positively to an email I sent him in October 2008 about 
possibly publishing in StoryTime (I had read an excerpt of a short story of 
his Mukoma’s Marriage at his blog Wealth of Ideas and really liked it). He 
was consequently (besides myself) the first already published writer to be 
in a StoryTime issue. And we have since then enjoyed a great friendship, 
and he has taught me so many things for which I will always be eternally 
grateful.       

KT How many authors have been published on StoryTime so far?
IWH To date we have published fifty three authors, though there are 
many more scheduled, StoryTime is in fact booked solid, publishing wise, 
until next year January, and there are more new authors submitting every 
day.  

KT The big news is African Roar, an anthology of best short stories from 
2007-2009 in StoryTime. Tell us what we don't already know about it.
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IWH What a lot people have missed in our descriptions of the project is 
that after we (Emmanuel Sigauke and I) chose the final stories for African 
Roar. We then spent a good eight months carefully and stringently editing 
each story with the authors to bring it to it full promise (with one 
exception being the established author Chuma Nwokolo whose story was 
masterfully written, edited and ready to go). Also, that all the stories are 
now only available in the book, (apart from one exception published 
elsewhere online, but not in its current form in the book). I have great 
hopes for the future of African Roar. As you know this book is just the first 
in what will be an annual anthology, so hoping big (and why not I ask) 
that it may become in its own way a benchmark of current African 
Literature much like the famed Heinemann's African Writers Series
was from 1963 to 2003. Though of course, limited to a short story 
anthology drawn solely from StoryTime.

KT Beside the process of voting on the StoryTime website for stories to be 
included, was there anything else you were looking for when choosing the 
eleven stories in African Roar? Was there a theme at the outset that the 
stories had to conform to? Was there any particular directions you (the 
editors) agreed on before coming up with the final selection? 
IWH The voting process (which will happen every year) is more to engage 
the readers and get a larger picture of what they have liked, and not liked, 
a rough guide so to speak from a readers point of view. 
For me choosing the stories was a very subconscious thing, like music, I 
knew what I liked instantly regardless of its genre and condition of writing 
at the time. So I looked for works that really stood out and spoke to me (as 
an avid long time reader). From this I compiled a list and Emmanuel did 
the same (using his own process). We put our lists together taking what 
coincided, and then defended and argued our other choices with each other 
until we agreed on a final list. So no, there was no theme and there never 
will be, African Roar is about selecting the very best of StoryTime and then 
taking those stories to an even higher level with the authors, in the editing 
process. 

KT But with benefit of knowledge of the wide range and genres now 
already published on the site, are there particular genres you’re still 
looking out for?
IWH Nothing specific, I would like to eventually see every single genre 
that exists covered and perhaps create a few new ones too. 
As one of the StoryTime authors, is there any genre you think StoryTime
might have tempted you to try?

Continued, hereafter 
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Poetry

Ekweremadu Franklin Uchenna 

We who farm the waters
ploughing with oars
toiling for a large harvest―

A breeze grows into a storm
and casts us into the deep
to drift like wrecked rafts

―are fished out by fellow fishers
laid out on the shore shivering
like gulls caught in a squall
squatting on the rocks
waiting on the sun, as upon god
to make their bodies warm

Today, we ride on giant gourds
like happy Argungu players
who abduct ambitious fishes
that strive to reach the peak of their realm

We outlast the prodigal sun
which fritters away its blazing fire
and retires, a phosphorescent orange

Tomorrow, perhaps
we’ll be dry bones
bleached to precious pebbles
buried beneath this morning-lit sea.

Ekweremadu/Fishers
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Kola Tubosun & Ivor Hartman, In Conversation, Continued 

KT I’m for sci-fi, not because I’ve read much of it as a kid, or watched 
much of it in the movies, but precisely because I haven’t, and because 
people like Nnedi Okorafor and yourself are venturing into such fields (as 
well as fantasy genre that has Okri and Rushdie) with so much vigour, I’m 
beginning to develop some interest in it. 
IWH That’s good to hear Kola.

KT Who were the authors that influenced you when you were growing 
up? Have you ever been influenced by writers writing in indigenous 
African languages, and what is the future of fiction-in-translation in future 
publications that you might want to edit.
IWH Like most children growing up in Zimbabwe in the 70's as there was 
not a lot of local African publishing going on (under the racist Smith 
Regime), and even less that was put into libraries and schools, so I dined 
on a stock of imported authors, mostly British. I ploughed (I was an avid 
reader from the age of six) my way through Roald Dahl, Edith Nesbit, etc. 
However, in 1980 all that changed with independence, and suddenly there 
was an influx of African writers into the libraries. So I leapt eagerly into 
the likes of Dambudzo Marechera, Charles Mungoshi, Chenjerai Hove, 
Ben Okri, Chinua Achebe, Wole Soyinka, etc. to name a few. As here 
were, finally, African writers that wrote about the real Africa I was living 
in and very much a part of, and could relate too in a very personal way. 
This is not to say I didn't read other authors, I was and still am a real book 
slut – I read anything I could get my hands on. So too pinpoint any one or 
even group of, authors that influenced me is a truly impossible task. 

I am all for writers writing in their first language, but do feel that to 
achieve the world wide exposure, these works need to be translated for the 
world at large into the mainly read languages i.e. English, Spanish, 
Chinese, etc. At StoryTime I am all for publishing the original work 
accompanied by a translation, though so far none of the authors have 
taken me up on this endeavour.

KT As a linguist, I’m also for literature in translation. Original stories 
written in African languages translated and published. Or maybe you can 
even publish special edition African Roar issues with stories written only in 
African languages. Imagine a collection of eleven stories in eleven different 
African languages. A special edition publication, I said, and even I realise 
how ambitious and risky that could be for publishing which is first of all a 
business. But I like to think that it is possible, and could be exciting.
IWH That would be a truly amazing project to do. In terms of cost maybe 
the original language used could be accompanied with an English (or other 
depending on the country it's being sold in) translation accompanying each 
story? Or, the other way around with African Roar being translated into 
the countries local language but also with the original language. Either 
way whilst it would make a far bigger book, it could well be worth it, and 
something I will look into for the next one.     
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KT Considering now that there are very many more stories in the 
StoryTime ezine now, will the next African Roar have more than eleven 
stories? Will the selection process be the same? And will there be much 
more African Roars in the next year, or will it just be another one.
IWH Yes, there will be more stories in the next one, as there are more 
that will be eligible this time around, and in my opinion there are and will 
be, some extremely good works in the set time period (Aug 2009-Aug 
2010), from which to choose. Yes, we will do a readers vote and repeat the 
aforementioned process, As far as I can see there will only be one African 
Roar published every year, I am not looking for it to become a quarterly 
(or otherwise) print magazine, which publishing it more than once a year 
would probably mean.   

KT I know that editing and publishing short stories is enough task in 
itself. But do you have any interest in poetry, as a person. Do you 
write/read them? Any thoughts?
IWH I do love poetry, though I prefer spoken to reading, and do very 
occasionally actually write one myself. Poetry to me is the highest art-form 
of writing, like absolute rose essence that takes 10 tons of petals to make a 
single ounce, so it should be with poetry. When I do write a poem it's 
normally because there's an idea or thought or collection thereof, which 
has been banging around my head for years. Slowly developing until one 
day out it comes, and then the real work starts, agonising over every word 
for months on end. So needless to say I have an incredible respect for poets 
who achieve great works, as it is truly the most demanding form of 
writing.  

KT What is the response so far to the publication of African Roar?
IWH So far, three weeks in now, the reception has been fantastic with a 
far greater reach and interest than I had hoped possible. Especially as we 
have been dealing with a zero budget for promotion and marketing, which 
has certainly been interesting, along with the fact that it is at present only 
being sold online. Like StoryTime itself African Roar has been entirely 
dependant on word of mouth, word on the net, etc. through the authors' 
enthusiastic participation. As, whilst writing may be solitary, publishing is 
most definitely a team effort, and though this holds true for all publishing 
it takes on even more significance when applied to African Roar. It truly 
has been a team effort from the beginning and continues to be. And we, 
the authors, are starting to see the benefits of our hard labours as our 
African Roar is slowly but surely being heard world-wide.

As one of the authors in African Roar, how do you feel about it? Do you 
think is has put you forward as a writer?

KT Yes it has. Like I wrote in one of my old, and another recent, blog-
posts about the evolution of writing and my connection with the online 
medium, it has been a love-hate relationship. I grew up sneaking up to my 
father’s old typewriter at night to learn how to type from when I was 
eight. He would inevitably wake up from the noise and send me to sleep. 
But he always encouraged my interest because he knew that I always
wanted to write, even if what I was writing then didn’t make much sense. 
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He eventually handed me over to a professional typist who taught me how 
to type. Coming from such a background, I had a special relationship with 
the paper as a bearer of my thoughts. The sight of a pristine white page 
filled me always with such delight that always made me write. Or draw. 
Or simply scrawl things on it, just to fulfil what seemed like the ultimate 
mandate of its pureness: to be defiled. Then I met the computer and 
everything changed. I fell in love with it in a different way. The ease with 
which a blank document page of Microsoft Word inspired writing became 
impossible to surpass by the hard sheet of paper. 

So I started a blog and started leaving my ideas there. Then I wrote 
poems, many of them inspired by the blank post page on the blog. My 
story in African Roar was inspired in some sort of way as well, and if not for 
your immediate acceptance of its prospects, it might just have ended up as 
just another Facebook note. Being published in this maiden anthology has 
thus given me more confidence in the power of the book to charm, just as 
much as the internet does, but with more permanence. And of course, it 
has added to my resume, for no matter how many words a blog contains, 
it can never be called a book, and the author – though still a writer – will 
not be called an author, at least by today’s indices.
IWH Yes, I had a dalliance with publishing stuff on Facebook, until I 
realised how precious all my stories really were (in terms of one day paying 
me). So now I hoard them for a collection, and occasionally publish in 
magazines to keep my resume turning over while I finish the collection 
and work on the novels. 

KT I’m for localisation. Is there a chance of seeing a Nigerian/West 
African edition of African Roar anytime soon, published by a local 
publisher to make it easily physically available?
IWH Yes, I would like that very much too, and I am (as the creator and 
anthologist, sole holder of the African Roar rights and copyrights) in the 
process of approaching local publishing companies. As it stands the deal 
with The Lion Press only included UK printing and distribution online at 
Amazon.com/co.uk and B&N. So while we are working towards this it will 
take time, but through the connections we are making now, we will 
certainly see the next anthology being far more widely physically 
distributed as soon as it is published, rather than after the fact.

Continued, hereafter
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Poetry

Mike Berger 

Girgling, the waterfall
                                announces itself.

               The little stream slithers
                                                    in the rising sun.
     The old bridge arches its back.
                                                    The lantern stood guard till dawn.
Puffs of cotton
                     hang on the heavenly bamboo.

             White sand undulates
                                             in a freshly raked rows.
     Black Japanese pines twist
                                               piercing the sky.
A single red Lily weeps
                                   with morning dew.

Berger/My Japanese Garden
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Man upon God

Jon Claytor
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Kola Tubosun & Ivor Hartman, In Conversation, Continued 

KT Since you got into serious writing, have you ever been under pressure 
to let the politics of Zimbabwe reflect in or condition your creative process 
in any way?
IWH Yes the current condition of Zimbabwe has influenced my writing. I 
am living in economic exile away from my home and this has many effects 
on me personally, which of course influences my writing. But to answer 
you question, no, I have not felt directly pressured to write about it, and 
even if I was I would probably buck it, like Marechera said, “If you're a 
writer for a specific nation or a specific race, then f***you.” A writer must 
be, and feel, free to write whatever they want to.

Though I could ask the same of you, do you feel that current Nigerian 
politics has influenced your writing? And if so to what extent?

KT No, but that is as far as my deliberate rebellion will allow, and I have 
tried as much as possible to fuse much of my own outlook in the speech of 
the characters I create. I cannot control the unconscious however. If I’m a 
writer at all, I’m one because of my upbringing and influences all tainted 
with patches of Nigerian history and my own upbringing in the many 
cultures that I’ve interacted with. The rest are my own questing polemics. 
In essence, I don’t write so as to be patriotic except to defy and to 
question, but mostly to locate the common humanity in my characters as 
well as in those who read and connect with them. I like the simple, small, 
family things, not the grand “national” political ones, and I’ve dedicated 
myself to exploring the small ones. I’ve discovered that they’re often even 
more fun than big politics. And as a writer, you get the liberty of 
imagination. Politics is more restricting. In that, Marachera was right. But 
overall, we are still a sum of our individual experiences, and are 
conditioned by our environments whether we like it or not.
IWH Sure, I agree with you there, I'm also not into the grand political 
novel (or even short story). What interests me is the ordinary lives of 
ordinary people, because as soon as you look deeper no one is ordinary. We 
all have extraordinary things that happen to us at some point in our lives 
and how we deal with them is fascinating. The average Zimbabwean living 
in Zimbabwe now, is an everyday hero, you have to be in order to just 
survive. 

KT: I know that you like Science Fiction. What is that about?
IWH: Well, its more the broader umbrella genre Speculative Fiction that 
I have a great interest in, which does include Sci-Fi, but also Fantasy, 
Horror, Supernatural Fiction, Superhero Fiction, Utopian and Dystopian 
Fiction, Apocalyptic and Post-apocalyptic Fiction, Alternate History, 
and Magical Realism. This is because I feel that in Spec-Fic there are no 
limits to the imagination and what you can do as writer, anything goes, 
and that is a tremendous freedom. I do write Contemporary Fiction too, 
it's really just a case of whatever will serve the story best. Though in terms 
of African writers, I am a big proponent of us moving into Spec-Fic and 
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other genres, for the simple reason that we seem for the most part to be 
stuck in Contemporary Fiction. It seems as if every African writer wants to 
be the next Soyinka or Marechera, and I'm saying hang on a minute we 
can't all be that so what about the rest, the whole breadth of fiction? I 
want to see bookshops stocking us African writers under all these other 
genres too, and we can do it, we have massive amounts of talent here.

KT Who are your influences in the Sci-fi fiction category, and for people 
meeting you for the first time, which of your stories in that genre would 
you encourage them to read first?
IWH There are so many excellent Sci-Fi writers, but my top all time 
influence is undoubtedly Frank Herbert, and the six Dune books he wrote. 
What he showed me was that sci-fi could go to another level entirely, one 
that was as deep as the writer could make it. I re-read those six once a 
year, and every year I discover new insights and subtleties, things that 
make me go Wow! Frank you are the Man! 

Hmm, well I haven't published that much yet (but have quite a bit 
unpublished including shorts and novels in progress), but I think to date 
my favourite is Earth Rise (actually a novel but I have only published the 
first chapter so far). After that it’s The Last Wave and Mr. Goop. So those 
being my favourites are what I would recommend reading to anyone 
interested in getting into Sci-Fi solely from reading my works, but there is 
so much out there I would recommend rather plunging into all of it.

KT As a sometime sci-fi/fantasy writer. A few decades ago, getting a book
of this nature published would have cost an arm and leg, and several weeks 
of postage costs. Can you paint me a picture of African writing in the next 
fifty years from your own creative crystal ball. A little sci-fi fantasizing is 
welcome, if you feel like it.
IWH Hard to say with any surety exactly how things will develop. But 
given the rising popularity of eBooks and the devices to read them on I 
suspect that this will undoubtedly become the main way of reading books, 
quite a lot sooner than fifty years from now. There are however some 
problems with this especially in Africa and third world countries, given 
that the average internet access in Africa at present stands at 6.8%. And as 
Nadine Gordimer pointed out recently printed books don't need batteries 
or internet access. So there is still a great need for the publishing and 
distribution of printed books, and indeed an ever widening gap 
technologically between the first and third worlds. So while it's great to be 
able to publish books electronically, if you want to ensure all-round 
distribution printed books are a still a necessity. This will certainly change 
in the coming years, and smart cellphones will drive it I believe, as there is 
certainly a far wider cellphone coverage and penetration into Africa than 
there is internet access alone. So with cellphone providers including more 
services in their packages, this could pave the way to greater eBook 
reading. Fifty years from now, I think print books will be nostalgic 
curiosities, and much like gas guzzling cars, only bought by for those who 
can afford the expensive luxury of having them.        
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KT When you’re not writing, what would you likely be found doing?
IWH Editing other authors more than likely, it takes up a fair amount of 
my time, and of course creating graphics and other stuff which keep me 
alive and able to still write. I'm a bit of a workaholic, but do occasionally 
find the time to attend book launches, hang out with other writers and 
friends, and of course I do religiously end every single day by reading for at 
least an hour before I sleep, but usually it ends up being quite a bit more.

KT Finally, what’s your final word on the current progress of writing on 
the continent?
IWH I am so impressed I can't even express how much and more so with 
every new submission I receive. We have a vast amount talent in Africa, so 
much so that when it truly starts to hit the world scene in a big way, we 
will be unstoppable.

KT Thank you for this chance to talk with you.
IWH Thank you Kola, it's been a pleasure talking with you. 

Man as free

Jon Claytor
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Long Poetry

Emmanuel Iduma

(After Damola Awoyokun)

“When you understand how pervasive mediocrity 
is in any society, you would spare nothing 
in honouring the geniuses.”

On the flattened door
Of ignorance
Lie seven wreaths 
For the Departed,
amongst which
yours might
be found.

The Departed have
called a meeting
for co-honoured souls,

It might be wrong
to respond.

What you have found
is yourself:

Your name
is an epitaph

“He put on one glove, pulled up his trousers, 
donned military jackets and the rest was war. 
He announced the stars were his new frontiers.”

Only one man, 
aside myself, 
watches the stars 
Tonight.

I have long
Forgotten his name,
As he has forgotten mine.

We shoved,
gladdened, UFOs 
into our mouths, 
But no one thought to
Watch us
Or to war

Iduma/On Being Jacko
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The night is a welcome
Silence.

We might’ve been more
tonight,
if the stars had been
merrier,
if they shared something
in common with us. 

These are useless thoughts.

“From there, he revolutionalised entertainment. 
Before Obama, he was the most famous face on earth.”

Every earthling awaits
Shifting fame,
There is never 
a final Face 
or phase.

A bottle survives 
A shipwreck, 
and what do we call it?

A celebrity?

There is none holier than
The Lord

Take it or leave it.

“Michael was that genetic engineer who tortured 
the racist gene in MTV and other media outlets 
to accept the richness of black music as worthy.”

It is goofy to ascribe praise
to mortals, or to take that
Praise away.
We must live as though
Nothing pleased 
or pleases us.

Fortunately, we do not
live so.

And it makes everything as 
Complex, Byzantine, 
as it should be.

Who and what is worthy?

Iduma/On Being Jacko
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I have learnt to speak
only things needed
to be heard.

I have learnt
To speak
Only lies.

Now I am free
and worshipped!

“Michael created a musical genre that could 
neither be called afro, jazz, metallic, rock, soul, R&B.”

This art
of assemblage 
is eating away
our featured limbs.

Who knows what they
called Troy
before Achilles?

Or Jerusalem before Nero?

It happens that our goodtime
assemblages are nothing
but Goosebumps 
seeking relief.

“Michael did cyclonic pirouettes better than 
Nijinsky or Nureyev. He could stand on his toes 
in loafers better than Martha Graham did 
in her ballet shoes. He shimmied and swivelled 
better than James Brown and Jackie Wilson. 
He moved his limbs in a blitz of static 
electricity that reduced all masters to nothing.”

Ah, masters.

Have you ever seen
a Chinese movie?

The human body is 
An art higher than most.

We have seen
Cyclones named
What they’re not.
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We have seen 
Electricity reduced
To a common human 
Condition.

Blithe and blitz
Are similar in
Bees.

Sore and so we are.

Where others see severity, 
geniuses see possibilities.

There is a saying
Ascribed to the latest
Man to walk on the moon.

I have forgotten
the preposterous saying.

I have no use for it.

“Geniuses have no time for sanity. 
They prefer ideas to normality. 
They are not of us. 
They are just en route 
since they do not belong here. 
While others are fighting for lands 
and possessions to stake their claim on earth, 
geniuses are fighting gravity 
to capture the skies. 
They prefer immortality to grounded comforts.”

The last time 
We saw him,
He was very sad.

He did not listen
to us, or our failures.
He listened only to himself.

Now we are seeking his
Wisdom, as though
We didn’t know
how offered he was.

Every man is an offering.

The last time we saw him,
He was very sad. Continued, Hereafter

Iduma/On Being Jacko
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Poetry

Tolu Ogunlesi

forty, for a woman, they say, is Hiroshima. 
fifty, perhaps, would be Nagasaki, 
and History the helpless audience destined 
to witness the bio-illogical warfare: 

a dance, planted 
on the feet at dawn 
shriveling at noon 
into a self-conscious shuffle; 

a perplexed man stepping gingerly 
around the sealed tomb of his living wife. 
seeking the music he used to take for granted. 

forty, for a woman, they say, is Hiroshima, 
fifty, perhaps, would be Nagasaki. 
sex at seventeen is Sodom, and an orgasm at seventy 
Is a visa to Gomorrah. 

But for you, her darling husband, 
sex at seventeen 
is sunrise; 
and an orgasm at seventy is prophylaxis 

for prostate cancer. eventually, 
everything before forty turns out for you, 
to be The Lost, Irrelevant City of Atlantis, 
herald of a f**king new civilisation… 

Ogunlesi/Hiroshima
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On Being Jacko, Emmanuel Iduma, Continued

“As a teenage celebrity, 
he was a 50-year-old midget. 
At 50, he was a decomposing infant. 
He rose from humble origins to complete disaster.”

They say time glides 
Backward, but man
Lives forward.

This is an irremediable 
Anomaly.

Yet preachers concern themselves
With more urgent affairs.

No one would be saved
when Esma is reconvened. 

Take all the time you want.
I promise to wait,
One place at a time.

“When he started sleeping in oxygen tanks, 
they hailed him as Wacko Jacko, 
the king of what is wacky wacky. 
He was dying right before our very eyes 
yet we were hailing him for more, 
screaming for his autographs.”

A man is not dead
until his burial place
is unknown.

It is fallacy
to assume otherwise.

Music is an attempt
to remember 
what was listened to
by a lone stranger.

A man does not make music
until he has listened to
no one else.
And himself.

This man is not dead.

Iduma/On Being Jacko



59

“Michael turned into a mess of chemicals.”

They say he played at Galaxy, 
but found no replacement
for his God-found mess.

They say he would not be
recognized in heaven
and that someone might mistake 
him for a lesser brand.

They say such mistake
might be made
by God.

They say he last played
at Galaxy.

And two marksmen
found him worthy.

“For geniuses, as the creative faculties increase, 
the emotional departments become more vacuous.”

What good is a crowd of
mourners in a house of mourning?

It is better to say,
‘You are my son
Today I have begotten you,’
Than to say,
‘You are our hero
Today we have mourned you.’

But this difference
Is for the dead to see.

And he might be seeing.

Or might have been blinded
By the one who 
Mis-recognized, 
mis-judged him.

And he might wish to return.

Iduma/On Being Jacko
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Right now, right here,
Everyman is living out 
of his shadows,
off his shadows.

It is a tragedy to think
that we cared, or care.

_ 

All quotes from The Meaning of Being a Genius by Damola Awoyokun published on www.africanwriter.com.

The last time we saw him

Jon Claytor

www.africanwriter.com.
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Poetry

Olalekan Ilesanmi

I
wish I could count
from the night of my origin
to the birth of my end
the sleeping numbers
that label the genes of history

I
wish I could read
from the blank pages of life
to the diverging abyss of death
the nomenclature of unseen alphabets
that mingle with the air of our breath

I
wish I could write
upon the space, sorbs of forbidden rhymes
laced on lines of heavenly existence
the great elegy of our gorgeous blackness
that built the base of our love

In
all, I wish I could draw
from the face of the moon
chants of the gods
upon shadows that have being before our day
that her blessing maybe for you and me

From
Voices on the Four Winds: 
Saraba’s Third (Intercontinental) Poetry Chapbook

New poems by
Richard Ugbede Ali, Azadeh K. Taj, 
Olalekan Ilesanmi, Jayanthi Manoj
Kyle Hemmings & Benson Eluma

Featuring the Illustrations of Danijel Zezelj
With an Introduction by Jumoke Verissimo

Download (as pdf) from the website.
With earlier chapbooks. Free!

Ilesanmi/Spell
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We’d do the calling, not you!
Get your work in 2 weeks.
A trial would convince you!

Afraid to try?
Illa Amudi of The Illam Concept has Designed all
Issues and Chapbooks of Saraba except the first!
Send us an email now!

____ 

African Roar
Published by: The Lion Press Ltd (UK) Publication
Edited by Ivor W. Hartmann & Emmanuel Siguake

The stories of: 
Nuvuyo Rosa Tsuma, Kola Tubosun
Masimba Musodza, Ayodele Morocco-Clarke, 
Beaven Tapureta, Ivor W. Hartmann, 
Christopher Mlalazi, Chuma Nwokolo, 
Emmanuel Siguake, Nana A. Damoah,
Ayesha H. Attah, 

“What Hartmann, Sigauke, and Barnes, have achieved in this anthology is to 
set into mode a wholesome pattern for emerging African writing. We, who are 
in the business of creative writing, should be grateful; it would be short-
sighted to think otherwise. It is, in fact, the triumph of small, emergent 
writing, above economic constraints and the throes of falling publishing 
standards. I rejoice at this first volume of African Roar, and the rest of the 
literate world will, too.” - Emmanuel Iduma, Saraba

Full review by Emmanuel Iduma:
www.edumablog.blogspot.com, 
www.sarabamag.com/read. 

Buy: Amazon: http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/0956242286?ie=UTF8&tag=stap-
20&linkCode=as2&camp=1789&creative=390957&creativeASIN=0956242286, 
Barnes & Noble: http://search.barnesandnoble.com/African-Roar/Ivor-W-Hartmann/e/9780956242280/

1.2.1.2.1.1.2.2.1.2.1.2.12.21.21.22.12.1

www.edumablog.blogspot.com,
www.sarabamag.com/read.
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/0956242286?ie=UTF8&tag=stap-
http://search.barnesandnoble.com/African-Roar/Ivor-W-Hartmann/e/9780956242280/
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Chinelo Onwualu has a Master’s degree in Journalism from Syracuse University in New 
York and a Bachelor's Degree in English from Calvin College in Michigan. She has 
worked as an editor for newspapers in New York and Virginian and is an editorial 
assistant for 234NEXT. She has lived in Eastern Europe, North and Central Africa and is 
now living in Abuja, Nigeria.

Damilola Ajayi is a medical student and lives in Ibafo.

Dango Mkandawire, a Malawian national, writes as inspiration moves. He is currently 
living and working in Blantyre, Malawi.

Ekweremadu Franklin Uchenna was born in Nassarawa, a small village on the outskirts 
of Kaduna, in 1984. A student of literature, he devotes a great deal of time to reading 
and writing. He writes poetry, short stories and plays. His works have appeared online, in 
chapbooks, anthologies and in newspapers. At present, he divides his time between work 
and school.

Emmanuel Iduma is writing his LL.B Long Essay. 

Ivor W. Hartmann is a writer, visual artist, publisher/editorStoryTime ezine, co-
editor African Roar anthology, and contributing editor Sentinel Nigeria. He was born and 
raised in Harare, Zimbabwe and penned his first short story at fourteen. His stories have 
been published on StoryTime, African Writing, Wordsetc, Something Wicked, Sentinel Literary 
Quarterly, Paulo Coelho's Blog, and AfricanWriter.com. In 2007 Ivor began publishing 
the StoryTime ezine, which showcases weekly new fiction by African Writers. More 
recently a Speculative Fiction story, Earth Rise (StoryTime#1/Something Wicked#7/), 
was nominated for The Ursa Major Award in 2009, and Mr. Goop a Young Adult 
Speculative Fiction story, (African Writing#7) was awarded The Baobab Prize in March 
2009.

Kola Tubosun is a student of language. Born in Ibadan, Nigeria, he studied linguistics at 
the University of Ibadan, Moi University in Kenya, and Southern Illinois University, 
Edwardsville in the USA. He has published poetry in Maple Tree Literary Supplement, 
AfricanWriter, Farafina, Sentinel Poetry Quarterly, Sentinel Nigeria, StoryTime, Subjective 
Substance, The Euntouist, Concelebratory Shoehorn Review and poetry-in-translation in the 
International Literary Quarterly. His poem “Creation Story” won the 2002 Okigbo Poetry 
Prize in Nigeria. He also won the October 2006 Sentinel Poetry Bar Challenge with the 
poem Here Moving. He has worked as a freelance journalist, translator, researcher and a 
Fulbright foreign language teacher of Yoruba. He can be found on www.ktravula.com.

Mike Berger has Ph.D. in Clinical and in Research psychology from Utah State 
University. He specialized in attention deficit disorder in children. Now a full-time writer, 
he is author of two books of short stories, and his chapbook, Raw, was published by 
CC&D Press.

Olalekan Ilesanmi is a Négritude poet who lives in Ile-Ife, the cradle of Yoruba 
civilization. He is an engineer-in-training.

Oluwafisayo Awi is a student of Medicine & Surgery at Obafemi Awolowo University.  

Pelu Awofeso is a recent winner of the CNN/Multichoice African Journalist Awards for 
Travel Writing.

Ram Govardhan’s first novel Rough with the Smooth was longlisted for the 2009 Man 
Asian Literary Prize. He is currently scripting his second novel and a bunch of short 
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stories. A post-graduate in sociology, he is a quality controller with Hansa Research 
Group Private Limited, Madras, India.  

Sophistēs is Sophistēs

Tolu Ogunlesi was born in 1982. He is the author of a collection of poetry, Listen to the 
Geckos Singing from a Balcony (Bewrite Books, 2004), and a novella Conquest and 
Conviviality (Hodder Murray, 2008). His fiction and poetry have appeared in Wasafiri, 
Farafina, Sable, The London Magazine, Nano2ales, Orbis, Magma and the PEN Anthology of 
New Nigerian Writing, and in translation in Verdensmagasinet X, Karogs and Buran. In 
2007, he won a Dorothy Sergeant Rosenberg Prize, and in 2009 was shortlisted for the 
inaugural PEN/Studzinski Literary Prize. He has been a guest writer at the Nordic Africa 
Institute, Uppsala, Sweden (2008) and the Center of West African Studies, University of 
Birmingham England (2009). He currently works as a freelance writer and editor in 
Lagos, Nigeria.

Yazeed Kamaldien is a South African journalist and photographer. He started his career 
at a daily newspaper in Cape Town, South Africa, and has since worked as an editor of a 
national newspaper for teenagers, a freelance writer for various magazines and newspapers 
as well as Internet publications. He has also produced radio documentaries and news 
reports for a community radio station in Cape Town. His journalistic work has taken him 
to various countries and he has also worked as a journalist in Egypt, Germany and 
Jordan. He has a keen interest in travel writing. Yazeed completed a four-year journalism 
course at the Peninsula Technikon in Cape Town and a post-graduate diploma in media 
management at Rhodes University in Grahamstown, South Africa.

Jon Claytor (works as identified above)
March Hutchinson (works as identified above, including illustration on cover)
Tom Smith (works as identified above)

All works are property of artists. Reproduced with permission.

Type Rate Description
Platinum N 250, 000 8 Issues + Advert on Website
Gold N 150, 000 4 Issues + Advert on Website
Silver N 80, 000 2 Issues

Contact the Publishers for payment/discussions
The Advert should be in A4 Size, in pdf or jpeg format, and sent via email
Request a free brochure.

The Triumph of Small Things (Review) & On Being Jacko (Longer Poem) by Emmanuel Iduma
Scarlet Robe (Fiction) by Dango Mkandawire
Romasinder Blues, (Poem) Damilola Ajayi
Height of Devotion, (Travel Writing) Pelu Awofeso
This Entity, (Poem) by Olufisayo Awi
Hiroshima, (Poem) Tolu Ogunlesi
Myne Whitman interviewed by Ayobami Omobolanle (Interview)



66

Emmanuel Iduma tells what is expected for the next Saraba.

Consider the following as a premise to sending us your work –

“There is something I must not speak about; and that is culture. If I have to be silent about, for 
instance, being Igbo, or bearing an Igbo name, it is for the sheer ignorance of my stance. My stance, as 
less people have known, is the stance of New Culture. There is no holier, defeaning, silence, to me, than 
affirming what it means to exist in a newly cultured world. 

But what does it mean to exist in a newly cultured world?
I know nothing of that. I am not Tofller-ized. 

I have only found that I am as much Yoruba as Igbo, as much Iduma as Ajayi. And if I am more Iduma 
than Ajayi, perhaps it is the intrepid force of a known world attempting to drown my Ajayiness.

I might be Iduma. I might be Ajayi. But I am not a single one at a single time. I am two or several or 
many. I have a various life. 

I know nothing of Fully Defined Culture. I assert that no one in my generation does. We have only 
found means to continually operate in cities of dishonesty; clouded cities, of course.

Language as the voice of culture must be seen as a necessary communicative tool, not the definition of 
culture. I might speak Yoruba only because I know it is of expedience for my newly-cultured self. I do 
not need to speak Igbo if it is of no expedience for my desired dream of tomorrow. I speak the language 
I need. The language does not decide me. I decide the language.

I might be accused of racial/ethnic betrayal like Ralph Ellison. But I know no race. I am who I am. Let 
me be me. 

Like Ellison, the drama of my life should be the distance between where I started and what I become. 
And not where another started, and what he became.

New Culture is the idea that the world has moved on. It might take its present form from the past; but 
it is not the past. It can only be the future. 

With dreams begin responsibilities. The dream of yesterday is today. We are as much responsible to the 
dream as the dream is to itself. Tomorrow is for the dreaming.
Today is for the responsibility. 

In essence, let me not be regarded as any single one, or as a child of the past. 
I am a child of now, and tomorrow. Take it or leave it.”

We hope to confront such renderings in our forthcoming Technology Issue. Technology as 
new culture, technology as the gravedigger of tradition, technology as tomorrow, technology 
as tool for redefinition. Whichever stance you’ve taken, for or against, whatever medium you 
please – prose fiction, prose non-fiction, poetry, new journalism, conversations – we’d be 
honoured to publish the best writing from emerging writers on technology. Send your entry 
(fiction: fiction@sarabamag.com; poetry: poetry@sarabamag.com; non-fiction/others: 
nonficition@sarabamag.com, cc: sarabamag@gmail.com) on or before 31 July 2010. We’d 
receive queries at publishers@sarabamag.com or sarabamag@gmail.com. 

If we must create unending voices, we must write of things that are unending. We leave it to 
you to decide what those things are.
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Everyone believes
In how they think it ought to be
Everyone believes
And they’re not going easily

John Mayer, “Belief.” 
From the album “Continuum.”

www.sarabamag.com

www.sarabamag.com
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