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Editor’s
Note

here is a thing about life that makes it impossible to do

it all in one go without any error or regrets: it's the

human factor. In that regard, retrospection makes the
idea of a second chance all the more compelling. Just as we
cannot appreciate light without knowing darkness and we
cannot appreciate good without knowing bad, so also, we
cannot appreciate second chances without going through
first experiences.

Regardless of what you believe in, life is designed to give us a
second chance, and as benevolent as life is, so is writing. You
don't have to get it right the first time. There is always
another chance, another perspective.

Whatever is born anew, whatever is given a second chance,
whatever comes again, is itself the tangibility of hope.

Writers' Space Africa (WSA) has stood true to itself as a
platform that gives emerging African writers a place to show
the best of their first. The Rebirth edition is a chance for us to
do it all again: new milestones, greater strides, tighter
community. The writers published in this edition have
touched on subjects of culture, faith, society and identity, all
in relation to the theme. | hope you, the readers, enjoy
reading their work as much as the team did.

The new year is always replete with fresh vows and
excitement for possibility. I'm excited to see what comes in
over the course of the year 2020 and it is my hope that you
will find new light and new wonder in the things you thought
were old (and of course, may WSA be one of those things).

This year is like the Phoenix Year. The Phoenix, a mythical bird
which is born again at the end of its 500-year life; the bird
burns itself to ashes and rises again from those ashes to start
life anew. This means that for such a creature, the end is
never an end; it is simply a beginning.

The year 2020 significantly lies at the end and the beginning
of a decade. Like the phoenix, nothing has ended. Everything
has simply begun again. May the year be good and kind to
you.

Always remember, ubuntu.
Warm regardes,
Nabilah.
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An unusuql
Friendship

Fatima Damagum
Nigeria
t rained on the day | met
Jummai. The type of light
showers that start early in the
morning and carry on well into the
evening. The kind of rain my Hausa
people would say caused 'zazzabi'
(fever). How rain can lead to fever is
a scientific theory that is yet to be

discovered.

| digress.

Rain always makes me feel happy,
and as such, | had a large smile on
my face when | welcomed Jummai,
my first patient, into the consulting
room. So cheerful was my mood
that I did not notice how apathetic
she looked. A middle-aged woman
trotted in after her and sat on the
chair usually reserved for patients'

relatives.

We exchanged the customary

pleasantries.

I noticed she did not make eye-

contact. Her head was bowed down

WWW.WRITERSSPACE.NET

and she appeared to be staring at
something on her feet. She was
very tall and had the characteristic
Fulani features of people of Agadez

descent.

'So, what brings you to the hospital
today?' | asked merrily. Nothing was

going to dampen my mood.

Jummai shifted uncomfortably in
her seat and as if on cue, the older
woman began speaking. She was
her sister in-law; her husband's
older sister. She had brought
Jummai from the village to be
examined at her brother's request.
Examined for what? | asked. Sister
in-law exchanged looks with
Jummai and swallowed hard. She
wanted me to examine her privates.
“Why?” | asked. All the while,
Jummai had still not spoken a word.
She was staring hard at her large
feet. Sister in-law shrugged and

mumbled incoherently.

| looked at Jummai and asked

20: REBIRTH



WRITER’S SPACE AFRICA

quietly: 'Do you want me to

examine you?'

She nodded ever so slightly, |

almost missed it.

I got up and arranged the screen for
privacy and asked her to undress

and lay down on the couch.

That was when | saw it.

I was visibly shaken, but quickly put
on my professional face. | reassured

her and asked her to dress up.

It was then she opened up. Jummai
was born with both male and
female genitals. And while it is a
common congenital anomaly seen
in babies, | had never seen a grown
adult with both parts. As a child, her
mother had shielded her and
protected her secret. She had
grown up in a polygamous setting
of three wives and 19 children, in a
rural village in Bauchi. Back home,
such things were not discussed.

20: REBIRTH

She had never been to school and
had hawked 'awara' (soya-beans
cake) instead, from the age of six.
Her mother died when she was
about eleven years old after a
protracted iliness, | presumed to be

Tuberculosis.

Her first marriage was at the age of
15 years. She had never had a
menstrual period. The man was a
young farmer who had taken a
shining to this tall, broad
shouldered, flat chested girl. Two
days later, he returned her to her

father and divorced her.

Her father was aghast. Why? He had
said nothing. Jummai had also said
nothing. She cried throughout the
night.

Jummai remarried one year later to
a cloth trader who was in his
thirties. He already had one wife
and was fairly well to do. The
marriage lasted one month. He

however had the courtesy to

SHORT STORY B
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discuss with her father about her
predicament. Jummai's father had
summoned various marabouts who
promised to pray for her for a token
amount. They had chanted many
incantations, fasted and sacrificed a
whole cow, but everyday Jummai
had woken up without any change.
She still had not seen her menses
and her breasts were slight fatty
mounds which could not fit into any
brassier. Worse still, her manhood
was still very present and had not
shrunk away as they promised. She
was in despair. A local barber had
brought up the idea of cutting off
the penis, but she was scared and
ran away to her aunt's house for

two days.

By now, she had become the talk of
town. She was a freak. What was
she? A man? Maybe. After all she
had a penis. A woman? Definitely.
She had been brought up as one
and she had a vaginal opening. A
Hermaphrodite? What?

WWW.WRITERSSPACE.NET
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Jummai broke down in the middle
of her story to wipe away tears.
After she had regained her

composure, she continued.

Her father had sent her away to live
with his sister in a nearby village. It
was there she met husband number
3. He had two other wives and
wooed her with gifts. Her aunt had
no idea. Jummai hid her secret well
and prayed this new husband would

accept her.

On her wedding night- she told him
the truth. He had been shocked but
she pleaded with him to let her live
with him, even if he never had
marital relations with her. She was
tired of returning home in shame.
She had cried hot, gut wrenching
tears and he had taken pity on her.
Husband No 3 decided to send her
along with his sister to Kano for

treatment.

| knew, at this point that she most
likely had Klinfelter's syndrome. Her
20: REBIRTH



WRITER’S SPACE AFRICA

hands were coarse, and her
shoulders were broad. Even with
her delicate Fulani features, she
could pass for a handsome man. |
asked her what she wanted. She

looked at me strangely.

| explained to her, that we would
run a few tests to confirm her
gender, after which she would
undergo a few procedures to help
her become whichever gender she
chose. | referred her to psychiatrist
for counselling after setting up an

appointment for her.

Throughout the day, | was numb. |
didn't know what to feel. Anger at
her parents and our society who
had made such things a taboo to
talk about and as such had failed
her? Sadness at the young 19-year-

old girl who was in so much

emotional pain that it was palpable?

| kept recalling the way she stared
at the floor and the gentle way she
wiped away her tears. Humour at
the thought that in this era where
20: REBIRTH
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transgender people were fighting
for the right to be recognised, a
young illiterate girl from Bauchi
wanted nothing than to be normal?

Life can indeed be a cruel joke.

Meeting Jummai made me research
more on her condition and the
various methods of management.
When she returned, | assembled a
multi-disciplinary team. The results
of her test were as expected. She
was XXY. She had no uterus and her
vagina was just a small opening
which was blind ended. Her female
hormones were very low, but most
importantly, she wanted to remain

female.

It has been many years now and
whenever memories of Jummai
cross my mind, | become humbled. |
remember, the numerous clinic
visits and our long conversations. |
recall her husky voice over the
phone whenever she called in
despair and wanted reassurance

about her treatment. | remember
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the strong, silent tears of pain, she
shed whenever she visited the
gynaecologist for her serial dilation.
More than anything else, | recall
vividly her shy smile of relief, when
she woke up from the surgery that
removed her most distressing

physical attribute.

Jummai's treatment spanned a
whole year and during that time,
our friendship grew, blurring the
lines of professionalism as |
accompanied her from one
specialty to another. In a way, | felt
responsible for her; like a big sister
would; ensuring that she didn't miss
appointments and making sure she
followed through with her
treatment, difficult as it was. Truth
be told though; | soon became the
student because from her, | learnt
resilience and the power of hope,

will and courage.
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€ € However, she couldn't think of that
now. She had a task to accomplish
and she had been reborn for it.”
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Reborn

Ogechukwu Egwuatu
Nigeria

he's the one", the quiet admission of

the elderly mother and grandmother

who was serving as midwife for this
birth was met with silence. Those few words
were enough to silence the screams of both
mother and child. " Is she really?", the young
woman lying on the bed covered in sweat and
blood asked with a shaky voice which spoke of
hours of crying and screaming. Without a
word, the older woman brought the child to
her, turning its hand to show the mark on the
wrist. The sight of the mark brought back
memories of the burial ceremony. Tears she
didn't know had stopped were streaming
down her face again. At the burial, they had
said the rituals would keep her from coming
back, and if not, the mark would make her
think twice about it, yet here she was. She
wasn't sure whether her tears were of joy at
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the return of her daughter, or of the pain of the
departure she knew would come much too
soon. She reached for her daughter and her
mother handed the bloody child to her
wordlessly; she could feel the disapproval
oozing from her. She ignored her and took the
child. "Aduke", she said, her voice barely above

a whisper as she stroked the child's cheek.

Aduke stared at her mother. She was sorry to
cause her so much pain, but she had to return.
She was lucky to have been given another
chance. If she had to return again, she would
ask to be born to another woman somewhere
far away. She had caused this one far too
much pain. However, she couldn't think of
that now. She had a task to accomplish and

she had been reborn for it.
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The Baboon and the
Gilant Banana Tree

Mosekiemang Kealeboga
Botswana

t was a cold night and Sedi the baboon was

sleeping with her mother. They had walked

miles in search of water and food. The
draught had killed lot of baboons that season
and only a few were surviving and most of
them had to search for food and water in
different places. Sedi was still young. She
couldn't do much without her mother. That
night her mother only managed to find enough
to feed Sedi. The mother was weak. Her hands
and feet were sore with blisters. She was tired
from carrying her, Sedi couldn't sleep that
night and the cold didn't help. She wanted to

help her mother.

When morning came, she tried to wake her
mother. She thought her mother was just cold
and wanted to sleep more. She called “mama,
mama, wake up, the sun has come out, wake
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up mama.” Her mother did not respond. Sedi
came closer and started to shake her “mama
wake up, it's time, the sun has come...” Before
she could finish her sentence, a small voice
interrupted her. “She is gone child, she is gone.”
Sedi looked around to see who was talking, but
she did not see anyone. The voice came again,

“she is gone child, she is gone.”

Sedi noticed that the voice was from the little
plant beside the rock on which her mother lay,
she was surprised but responded anyway “she
is not gone, she is here. Can't you see her? She
is here”. She tried to shake her mother again,
“mama wake up, wake up.” The little plant
explained to her that gone means she has
passed on and she is not coming back. Sedi
shook her even harder; she was crying so hard

her eyes were sore. She didn't know how she
20: REBIRTH
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was going to survive without her mother. The
little plant let her cry and sleep for a moment;

when she woke up, she cried a bit more.

“You have to dig deep and bury her,” said the
plant. “How am | going to do that? | am too
little to dig. | am also going to pass on like her. |
am not going to survive. | am so thirsty and
hungry” she sadly responded. She walked
around the rock and wondered what to do.

“I cannot leave her here. | should dig...no, I'll die

too. No, I'll dig enough to bury her and leave.

Oh, what should | do?"

She sat for a moment; the plant kept telling her
to dig before it got dark. She started to dig. The
soil was not as hard as she had thought. She
kept digging, 'l can do this', she told herself,
weak and hungry as she was. Just as she was
about to give up, she couldn't believe her eyes.
She dug again, “water!” She jumped and
screamed, “water!” She laughed hard as she
She was overjoyed. Tears flowed from her
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eyes. She thanked the plant and the plant also
asked for a bit of water; she did as the plant
told her and something magical began - the

plant grew tall.

She had never seen such a giant tree in her life.
The water started to fill the rivers and other
plants started to grow. The water carried her
mother. She tried to stop her from being carried
away by the flow. Now with a huge voice, the
plant said to her, “let her go. She is going to

watch over you wherever she is; she is resting

and happy for you.” “Goodbye mama” Sedi said.
The giant tree started producing banana fruits
for her to eat. This was so magical that animals
of different sizes and types began to show up.
She recognised some of the baboons from their
village, and they hugged and lived happily ever

after.
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Life
adS We
Know it

Rebirth 2.0

Ugbede Ataboh

recently waltzed into a new decade of my

life, guys. | woke up on my birthday feeling

liberated from the targets set for me by
family, friends, society and myself to meet
before clocking 30. God in heaven knows |
tried to meet them all, but | guess He alone

knows best.

| feel liberated from the target set for me by
my family, my dad especially, to marry before
25. Few days after my graduation he said to

me...

“Better marry quickly now that you are fresh
out of the university. | don't want any agaracha
in my house!” | am so glad He knows better;
time is indeed a great teacher for both the

young and old.

Those of you who know me, know how | fell
into the trap of a religious fanatic just because
20: REBIRTH
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I was trying to meet up with the “marriage
target” when | was 24 years old. Thank God for
delivering me and giving a fresh start. This life

na wa oh!

| feel liberated from the career target set for me
by “my school friends.” The idea was to make
our first million at 22, live fancy free in a rented
apartment at 23 and own a luxury car at 24. Oh
boy! See cruise...if only life was this straight
forward. If wishes were horses, beggars would

have a jolly ride mehn!

| feel liberated from contemporary societal
standards... the kind of standards set by a
community of confused “money miss road”
socialites who know nothing about my
struggles, pain, background or dreams. The kind
of crazy standards that throw happy people into
a state of madness and frenzy because they do
not have a certain type of waist line, bust size or
hip line. Just the other day, a colleague of mine
at work wailed about how unattractive she felt

because she did not have full hips and breasts.

“Ugbede leave all this one you
are talking oh! | am ready to
go to any length just to have
big boobs and ass...there is
this Hajiya at Wuse market
who sells breast and bum
enlargement pills. Babe! This
woman even mixes Half caste
lightening cream. When | am
done using the complete set
ehn..you sef go toast me”
“Wawu! Gelato on point!” |

respond diplomatically.

Heaven knows | felt and still feel a deep sense of
pity for her. Pity because it will lead her down a
20: REBIRTH
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never-ending dark road. Guys! You all know
“Black don't crack” right? | remember when |
tried bleaching my skin in my early twenties
because | wanted to look “exotic”. It was a total
disaster the moment | could no longer afford
the “Half caste set”. People of God! | looked like
an old woman on crack!!! Thank God my skin

healed and bounced back.

| feel liberated from the unrealistic standards |
set for myself - “Happy ever after” without
worries, challenges or troubles. One true love to
walk into the sunset with - the kind of love that
is void of betrayal; the pure kind of love that can
only be found in the bosom of the Lord. | was
such a naive and unrealistic creature. Looking
back now, | realize how pathetic my

expectations and standards were.

| feel liberated from the grudges | carried for
years because of the betrayals | experienced
with friends, lovers and family members. Those
grudges were nothing but venomous burdens. |
made a decision to cast my burdens aside and
love even harder. Oh yes! The more betrayal |
encountered, the harder | loved the next time.
This act alone brought genuine peace to my

heart, soul and spirit.

When | clocked 29, | felt lost and out of sorts. |
was ashamed of who | was because my career
was not blossoming after years of graduating
from the university; even my artworks were
being priced like crayfish. | had no set career
path, spouse or children. | felt the universe had
cheated me by dealing me unfair cards. | looked
in the mirror and felt ashamed; | was not
“someone worth knowing” because | spent the
significant years of my twenties trying to find
love and look a certain way instead of working
hard at developing my talents and buttering up
my university certificate by furthering my
WWW.WRITERSSPACE.NET
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studies. | stared long and hard at myself in the
mirror. | experienced an epiphany that spoke

to my wounded ego and sad heart.

“The journey to wholeness begins with self-
actualization”. The soulful message rested on
my consciousness softly, but hit me like a
sledge hammer. There and then, | decided to
enroll for a professional course with the aim of
transforming my raw talents into marketable
skills. Not only that oh! My people, | prayed
and cried out to the God of all creation from
the core of my being. | prayed because my
future, life and sanity depended on it. God
being ever faithful blew wind upon my sails
and gave me extra support and uncommon
favour for every effort. People of God! There is

God oh! | am a living testimony!

As it is, | have crossed over to the other side of
twenty. | have no point to prove anymore; |
have no set targets to meet because | basically
failed woefully at achieving most of them
before 30; the world has turned her attention
to the upcoming ones. The spotlight is no
longer on me so | am free to live my life the
way | see fit. By failing to meet personal and
societal expectations, | succeeded at gaining
my own freedom. I've never felt so alive, so
free, so beautiful..so accomplished. | do not
have a husband and children at home, but |
feel complete and well rounded because as an
individual, | can now stand on my two feet
financially with a career | am very proud... talk
about “Rebirth 2.0".
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The
Rebirth of

Africa and

R I o o
Leo Muzivoreva- THE OBSERVER

Allow me to reintroduce myself, | was born and
bred in the Catholic church. The doctrine of
Catechism is part of my DNA; the Holy Grail
engraved in my memory. | am a staunch
Christian, | believe. | graduated with a double
major in History and International Relations for
my first degree. That too influences a large
part of my thinking. My religion and my
education are at loggerheads as | deliberate on
the issue of the rebirth of Africa. Christianity as
a religion was used as a tool in the conquest of
Africa, a historical landmark which changed

the world order in unimaginable proportions.

The advent of colonial rule altered traditional
religions in Africa significantly. Colonialists
interfered with the African way of worship.
Where the modes of worship conflicted with
those of the colonialists, restrictions were
placed on religious practice. African cultures
were seen as primitive and were gradually
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impoverished through neglect and suppression
by colonial hooligans. The African succumbed to
the colonial perception until African Traditional

Religion died a natural death.

The conversion of Africans to follow a
monotheistic faith such as Christianity started
as far back as AD 300 under the rule of
Constantine, the Roman emperor. Christianity
was to become a dominant religion during the
Roman empire, spreading first in the North of
Africa, then rest of Africa. Polytheism, which
was at the core of African faith, was
undermined by the spread of Christianity. Islam
was also gaining traction and spreading in North
Africa and Asia at an alarming rate. This made
the Romans edgy as they saw the new religion
about to displace them from their still tenuous

position.

Many of those converted to Islam were not only
those of indigenous beliefs, but Christians. This
gave rise to the crusades in AD 1096, a series of
wars by Christians to win back “their” holy lands
from Muslims; such crusades were brutal acts
by greedy religious leaders of the West. Later,
the Christian missionaries travelled through
Africa, working tirelessly to replace - by hook or
by crook - both indigenous beliefs and Islam
with Christianity. They came to Africa armed
with Bibles in one hand and lethal weapons in
the other. Christianity thrived under colonialism
and, together with Islam, became a dominant

religion in Africa.

Colonialism succeeded not only in intruding on
the religious beliefs of Africans and replacing
them with Christianity, but also — as we very
well know — both the politics and economics of
Africans were hijacked and looted through

colonial thuggery.
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When Africa gained independence from colonial
tyranny, it was political independence and as
Africans we remained largely economically
dependent on former colonial ruffians. Scores of
years later, there has been no significant
change. On the part of religion, there has been
no movement to liberate ourselves from undue
foreign influences. Africans appear to have
completely abandoned their indigenous
religions. Although to a limited to extent, many
practice certain cultural beliefs — these,
however, play second fiddle to Christianity and

Islam.

What defies logic is the choice of Africans to
continue following Christianity in the modern
day, when in fact Jews — whom we would have
expected to be Christians, since Jesus Christ
was a Jew — largely follow Judaism. Of about
seven million Jews in Israel, only just more than
2% are Christians. Why do Africans follow
Christianity when a significant number of Jews
themselves do not follow this religion nor see
Jesus Christ as the Son of God and the Messiah?

The rebirth of Africa has become even more
urgent under growing re-colonialisation under
the false guise of globalisation. Africans need to
reclaim their religion and culture, and discard
many of those which were imposed on them, by
embracing Afrocentricism as the essential
element of the African renaissance as
popularised by former South African President

Thabo Mbeki a few years ago.

In Mbeki's words, “An essential and necessary
element of the African renaissance is that we all
must take it as our task to encourage she
[Africa] who carries this leaden weight to rebel,
to assert the principality of her humanity — the
fact that she, in the first instance, is not a beast
of burden, but a human and African being.
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“An entire epoch in human history, the epoch
of colonialism and white foreign rule,
progressed to its ultimate historical burial
grounds because, from Morocco and Algeria to
Guinea Bissau and Senegal, from Ghana and
Nigeria to Tanzania and Kenya, from the Congo
and Angola to Zimbabwe and South Africa, the
Africans dared to stand up to say the new must
be born, whatever the sacrifice we have to

make — Africa must be free!”

Looking at colonialism in retrospect, it derailed
all the attempts and progress made by
Africans for the civilisation of Africa. It is The
Observer's humble opinion that religion is
pivotal in any attempt to realise an African
Renaissance. The current status quo will
ensure that Africa will always be playing catch-
up. It is only now that Africans are trying to use
Christianity to make International influence, an
endeavour that the Europeans used a century
ago. | will be going to church regularly this
year, that is what is indoctrinated in me
personally - | have not been attending Mass
lately. | have to re-birth my ways, what does

Africa have to do to achieve rebirth?
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At a

Cost!

EPISODE ELEVEN..

Amami Yusuf
Nigeria

arah had no idea of what the time was

when her eyes finally came open, nor

could she sleep back no matter how
hard she tried. The sounds of crickets lurking
around and the general darkness made her
scared. She wondered how much longer she
would have to remain there- terrified. She tried
to avoid looking outside the lorry's window,
just as she tried to keep her imagination in
check. But as hard as she tried, somehow, she
always ended up doing the exact thing she
tried avoiding. She stayed a long time before
she finally began hearing movement just
outside- a slight shuffling of feet, a loud
croaking cough and little flashes of light, which
was most likely from a little flashlight, Zarah
thought. She was grateful for the sounds and
movement and soon, she was even more

grateful as the day began to break.

Though the sun was not out yet, she could see
her new environment more clearly now than
the previous night when she arrived. One by
one, the parked trucks slowly began to move,
vacating the road and continuing with their
journey to various destinations. Before long,
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there were only two trucks left on the road-
Kajiru's and one other which had broken down.
The two drivers of that particular truck had
gone at night in search of a mechanic and
were yet to return. Zarah knew she was
becoming a burden to Kajiru already and
wondered what he was going to do about her.
She feared he was going to leave her all alone
and head-on with his journey. This realization
brought a nagging fear to her heart and hot
tears to her eyes. Just as she was wondering
what Kajiru's decision would be, so was he. He
lay awake beneath the truck for most parts of
the night, thinking. He finally got up briskly,
almost bumping his head as he rose. Whether
he finally realized the day was getting bright
and soon the FRSC would be out and fine him
for parking on the road or whether he finally
thought of what to do about Zarah, only he

knew.

“Ina kwana, baba” Zarah greeted immediately
he got into the truck, to which he responded
with a smile and asked if she had slept well.
Just before she answered, she heard Adamu
climbing into the back of the truck. He soon
settled in and went straight back to sleep.
Kajiru seemed to have read Zarah's thoughts
on why Adamu had been sleeping so much; he
smiled and explained that he had had a little
too much local alcohol. Zarah remembered
seeing him puff on a cigarette one of the times
they stopped while still journeying to Lagos.
She nodded her head in response to Kajiru's
statement and said nothing more. For a
moment - only a brief moment - she
considered pleading with Kajiru to take her
back to Katsina. She would beg them to give
her a different punishment, and she would be a
loyal and dutiful wife to Mohammed. She
would bear everything if that would guarantee
her being with the people she knew and loved.
20: REBIRTH

She was almost certain her well-crafted plan
would work out and everything would go on
fine. Just as she was about to voice her
thoughts to him, the truck pulled to a stop and

he signalled her to wait for him.

“AUNTY JOY'S HOME FOR GIRLS” Zarah read
the old rusty signpost just in front of an equally
old and rusty dark green gate. She was curious
about this place, but not curious enough to
want to go in and find out. The sight didn't look
appealing, yet she sat still and waited. It was
almost a thirty-minute wait before Zarah saw
Kajiru returning alongside a lanky, fair-skinned
lady. She wore a bright lemon-green shirt,
which revealed both her arms and a skirt which
stopped just above her knees. Zarah went
wide-eyed staring at the lady. She also left her
hair open and in a frenzy. It was only then that
Zarah also noticed the other women who were
out at that time. She gasped and put her hand
to her mouth. She couldn't understand why
they were walking about without covering
their hair, why some of their hairstyles were far
from the usual cornrows she was accustomed
to. She also wondered about their clothes and
why other body parts besides their palms, feet
and face were exposed. She remembered
Zainab then, and how the mothers back in
Dutsin-ma dragged the ears of their daughters
and warned them not to associate with her.
The thought of all these, as well as the sights
before her greatly disturbed her. Her father
would be disappointed if ever he saw her
dressed like one of these women. He would

never approve, and she knew.

As Kajiru and his companion got to the side of
the truck where Zarah was seated, they
stopped. Kajiru put his hand in through the
window and opened the door from within - the

handle control attached to the other side of
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the door was broken and impossible to use. He
noticed Zarah's hesitation to open the door, and
now, her hesitation to get down from the
vehicle. He looked at her and smiled again- the
assuring smile she had started getting
accustomed to in the past 24 hours. She came

down quietly and slowly.

“Hello! the lady greeted cheerfully and
extended a hand to Zarah, shaking a reluctant
Zarah's hand.

“My name is Lucy.”

“Do you speak English?” the lanky lady, Lucy,
asked again, seeing that Zarah had not
responded to any of her comments. Lucy turned
to face Kajiru, in a bid to get answers from him
as Zarah still didn't respond nor make any
attempts to reveal that she understood. He gave
an uncomfortable and apologetic smile and
turned to face Zarah. He lowered himself to her
height with both hands on his hips. He
immediately noticed her eyes filling with tears
and he immediately wished the situations were

different for the girl.

“Kar ki damu. Za'a lura da ke.” He assured her
that she would be well taken care of. She
wished she could go with him, but reminded
herself that she couldn't. Within the last 24
hours plus with their silence and little
conversation, she had grown attached to him.
He as well didn't want to leave her behind but
he had no choice. He placed an assuring hand
on her shoulder, “zan dawo, wata rana.” He
promised to be back, someday. The uncertainty
of the day he would return forcefully released
the tears which had welled up in Zarah's eyes.
She hugged him and sobbed into his large grey
shirt. It was like saying goodbye to her father
once again: the uncertainty of seeing again and
a future so blurred.
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Resurgence

Comfort Nyati sdb
Zimbabwe

Dissolve the old selfin me, let rain wash away
The past sorrows to flow in gutters
The oceans toreserve my thriving past,

Disband my bygones far from memory.

Recuperate the diminishing vigor
To gather the fragrance of the New Year and,
Re-establish a novel covenant with You.

That sustains life for a while without end.

Revive brilliance in me Lord!
As | stand at the foot of the year
Worn out with harvesting a new breath

That prolongs life with fresh blood.

Resurrecting from the timeworn year
I'm swallowed in the marvel of newness,
Allis wonder of the first-hand moon,

Thatretains light anew and tells of bright tidings.

Let the messianic rebirth evolve around me,
To sow forgiveness were hate invades
To water the seed of love in desert hearts,

Andreap the fruit of asoothing year.




New Lea

Mukonya Mukonya
LCI'E]

Alone, she sat outside,

Barely lit compound...

All sulky, she laments,

About life, she reflects

Trouble, sorrow, tears, have been her company,
Suffered young, never knew happiness,

Her birthday, no gifts, wishes; no family

Life's screwed; useless. No reason to live.

Then up she looks; meets beautiful constellations;

Twinkled, as if talking to her; singing even.

She smiles... Smiles! She smiled! Disbelief!

Life's been dull, could be beautiful

No more laments, no regrets; new book, new her
She's turned 20, no teen...

She'll smile, freely, broadly.

She'll live.
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| am a child
of Time

Titilope Monsure
Nigeria
| AM A CHILD OF TIME

lam a child of time; a birth to fate!

Alas!

I'm a broken clock counting in antagonist gears;
many times,

it says 'twelve' whenit's already dawn.

My story is like that of an 'Abiku' predestined to a fate of multiple
death and birth
before he later stayed put, efflorescent and suit-able...

Since all these whiles,

I was locked behind my age—inawomb of my lifetime,
scavenging the company of time;

immature yetripening and seeking a Re-birth.

I hunt the tail of every next year for a big catch in a lagging den on
my palms;

and like so, | am tied down with shackles of budding hope

at one corner of myselflonging to be redeemed someday.

Ilive hence over the seasons;

though my mind was an old mirror tarnished with years of
experience and wish,

its reflection was still as crystal clear as ever but broader than | can
remember.

Yet | stood by my horizon over the nights staring, aging
and reaping cognizance with the rising of the sun at the dayglow.

For my lifeis a planned episode broken into order of times;
notuntilonelapses|can'tlive another—

now | realize that if | never outgrew my girths

and stretched to every borne---

I might forever be stuck right in that Womb--dead!
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The
Dawning

Edo-Omoregie Praise
Nigeria

and anguish could be heard in her cries

in, especially in her eyes

' Like the forty-year-old eagle, she becam t as weak
Once full of life and flight

alons plu bent without a fight

Just two weeks after the funeral

Mom had to make a plea to her boss

She was livid, no longer timid ®

Two hours later mom came home very tir
But her fatigue fz ing me battered
: - e

g -

And I,kne,\gyell that was left

- _ ‘.(“
*Was to clear the ashes and watcha flery reblrth
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When |
Slumber

Adeyemo David
Ghana

When | fall into the slumber
Of death,

Let my soul lumber

Into the gates of eternity,

Far above the terrains of the earth

Let life's memories

Replay itself like a motion picture...

Let my unfulfilled dreams

And unrealized potentials

Relive themselves in another world,
In a reality surreal

To the existence | once led...

Oh! When | fall
Into this deep slumber,
Allow the termites to plunder

The remains of my carcass asunder

For | will rise again,

In a realm beyond the

Burdens of these bodily pains...
Life after death is real,

I will surely be born again into a new being
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A warm is but
a Butterfly

Temani Nkalolang
Botswana

Pain is the nakedness that comes under the cold
harmattan wind;
Grotesque and gruesome in repose!

But like a pupa in metamorphosis, intrinsic for the big
bang; ‘
Charles Darwin!

Z

Love is but a narcotic to the brain, i - 4
mental ' U ¢Jr. '?' 1\
faculties to the Dolly Parton, Kenny Rodgers duet, “I love v,
you to the L o, R

Moon and back!” ot L. : % :

Leaving you lonely in a desperate, “Jolene, Jo_le'ne',' pleas'e :

don't o '

take him just because you can!”

To know pain is to know love, for to live one has to know o TR RIS SRR rs
the RS - X S
Intercourse between heaven and earth! AT Tty SEESE

Like a farmer with cutting shears, life prunes the
innocent
childhood arrogance and ignorance!

Wounds heal, leaving scars so ugly they are beautiful!
Pain is a necessary evil, woven into the tapestry of life!

To go through it is to go through a furnace, to come
from it

is victory; rebirth!
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Rebirth

Ogunsuyi Adekunbi
Nigeria

There is a tomb with my name

Yes, | own a grave
The cemetery has hairy armpits, | could tell
from the embrace
| am empty, waiting for skeleton to be poured
into me like a tank
Skeleton is a frame
The frame means | will become a picture
someday
With a smile or not, a fear or a thought
| thought graves were quiet
| thought quiet means | shouldn't think
A termite is the strangest friend
A stringent friend
This is no longer a grave
| shall leave
Living is the only place I can think
‘ Thinking is all | want to do
To wash off the mud, | think of a name
Zohar, meaning light
Meaning | have been dark
Meaning my mind has a shadow
And | need a new womb
Probably a placenta too
To be born again the grave must vanish
The girl must defeat the dark
And shake the dust.

R
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It is
Time

Petronella Nyirenda
Zambia

I should take a break,

Rest my body and lay mind amongst the softness of night.

I should lie down in submission of labor.

I should,

But stars have a habit of falling and burning whatever haven | have
left.

Earth is known to shake and tremble under its own weight.

So, it is time for me to move out.

Everything | own is in a box.

The windows to my soul are closed.

The curtains are finally drawn,

The drapes are too heavy to be moved, to be changed.
You can't see what's on the inside, because I'm not done sweeping,
Not done with reinventing, renovation.

It's a small space with a lot of potential.

So, let me clear the air,

Let me clear the smoke,

Let me clear my mind,

Let me start again,

With purpose, with intent, with control.

As much as God will allow.
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A Love,
Reborn

Crace Tendo Katana
Uganda

Surpass my worries
Let not my trail fade.
Glimmer, | will see you

Like a budding flower.

Let not my trail fade,
Quench my thirst

Like a budding flower,
May my spirit rise.

Quench my thirst.
As segments of our hearts unite,
May my spirit rise

To beckon my inner self to life.

I give my all to you

To cleanse away the chaff.

And like a Phoenix from ashes,
May our love be reborn

To flourish, with a satisfied zeal

Of happiness, and of affection.
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Born Again

Maruatona Tshepo
Botswana

Born again

Love again

Live again

| found myself, finding myself in me

Only to relive a past | could not conquer
Whilst yearning for a future | could not touch
This led me to be stuck

Stuck in the present

Waiting for what my imagination should present
And yet, | still find myself yearning to

Be Born again

Loved again

Living again
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Coats

Omadang Yowasi
Uganda

Put away those rags,
Take this fine linen.
Your sandals are worn-out,
There's still an extra mile.
Lizards have moulted

To take over new coats.

Out of broken bones,
You'll stand.
Out of deep water,
You'll wade.
Out of broken walls,

Your home will stand.
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GENRE: FLASH FICTION.

WRITER: TOCHUKWU PRECIOUS EZE, NIGERIA.
TITLE: BE ANYI, OUR HOME.

REVIEWER: AKINRINADE FUNMINIYI ISAAC, NIGERIA.

"Be Anyi, Our Home" is a Flash Fiction written by Nigerian writer, Tochukwu
Precious Eze. This can be found on page 7, December 2019 Edition of WSA
Magazine. The story is written in the first person. The writer introduces a
character that's seen as an observer at a festive event in the Igbo tribe.
Where she stands watching, the Ogene team catches her attention with
how they burned voraciously in passion, zeal, and strength. She describes
how their dancing steps can make a man forget his worries. As if the scene
of the Ogene team isn't enough to lighten up the atmosphere, she sees
Nnenna; the lady. The soil danced around her feet as she tangoed with the
air around her body. When her body goes low, her name is found on the
tongues of the whole town. Nnenna! Nnenna! They all scream! In fact, with
the way it's described, one will wish to enrol in Nnenna's dance group, if

she has any.

The observer doesn't stop there. She sees men talking over the music, kegs
of palm-wine being passed around, and the children chasing one another.
What better way can one celebrate a festive season than this? Finally, the
observer's ends at a point no man on Earth would want to miss; something
that without it, an event has yet to take place. Do you think you know what
that is? Perhaps. Perhaps not. Why not visit page 7 for the full gist.

The lines are well painted with imagery, figures of speech, and local

content. It's well-written flash fiction.
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GENRE: POETRY

WRITER: MORWMPHAKA SELLO HUMA, SOUTH AFRICA

TITLE: KWANZAA

REVIEWER: NNANE NTUBE, CAMEROON

"Kwanzaa" is a narrative poem of four stanzas with an irregular disposition
of verses: long and short. Through the traditional African way of

recounting stories, the poet uses elements of oral tradition such as songs,
dance, beating of drums, rituals and libation to lure his readers to love the
beautiful story told with images of local colours: harvest, kola nuts, drums

etc.

The introductory verse swiftly gives the reader an idea of what "Kwanzaa"
means. Historically and etymologically, the name "Kwanzaa" which is
firstfruits, comes from the sentence, "matunda ya kwanza" which in Swahili
means “firstfruits of the harvest”. The poem focuses on a festival of the
firstfruits' harvest. It later becomes a holiday instituted in 1966 by Dr
Maulana Karenga, a black radical FBI stooge, founder of United Slaves, a

violent nationalist rival to the Black Panthers.

This festival is a 7-day celebration of community and heritage observed by
many African-Americans from December 26" to January 1*. Therefore, Sello
Huma's "Kwanzaa" is a timely publication that props into the annual
cultural and traditional values of African festivals especially with the advent

of Christmas and other celebrations.

The first and fourth lines of the 1" stanza, "we never forget the roots / and
the riches from the soil,” give us the purpose of the celebration and an idea

of the celebrants.

The core message of the poem lies on the celebration of African communal
feeling through words such as "sharing", "togetherness", "Ubuntu", "love";

all expressions that go to tie with the 7 principles of Kwanzaa (also known

20: REBIRTH WWW.WRITERSSPACE.NET



u REVIEWS WRITER’S SPACE AFRICA

- Unity

- Self-determination

- Collective work and responsibility
- Cooperative economics

- Purpose

- Creativity

- Faith.

"Kwanzaa" therefore is a celebration of Africa's pride and core values.

Sello Huma is an excellent African poet whose skills in crafting African
tradition should be encouraged. The way he narrates the amazing African-
American harvest festival aims at projecting Africanness and the nostalgic
feeling of being African - the son of a rich soil that never fails its people - is

simply fantastic.
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GENRE: CHILDREN LITERATURE

WRITER: PRINCESSIA MREMA, TANZANIA

TITLE: GIRLS

REVIEWER: NGALIM JUSLINE VEEYEENYU, CAMEROON

"Girls" written by thirteen-year-old Princessia from Tanzania, is published in
the children's literature section of WSA online magazine, December
Edition. Princessia acknowledges and recognises that girls are beautiful
lyrics crafted by the Almighty maker whom she qualifies as the finest artist
and his creation, girls, are masterpieces. She warns against those who
seduce and harass girls and encourages all girls to stand firm and strong no

matter the adversities.

Coming from a girl child, this great poem is suitable for children,
particularly girls. The message is clear and a booster to girls who may
already be suppressed by patriarchal societies. The language is simple, but
the meaning could be deeper than it appears. Thus, women in general still

have a lot to learn from Princessia's message.

Themes such as empowerment, determination, glorification and

admiration of beauty (nature) and many others are glaring in the poem.

The poet's attitude is one of disapproval towards cultures that suppress the

girl child; she has an attitude of encouragement towards the girl child.

Girls remains a must-read for all. Kudos, young writer.
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WRITER: MUYAMBO MWENDA, ZAMBIA.
TITLE: THANKSGIVING IN AFRICA.
REVIEWER: OGALO ODUOR BERNARD, KENYA

Festivals are found in almost all societies in the world, if not all. What
makes some festivals more pronounced, more visible, more attractive and
more consequential than others? Like, what makes Christmas a global
festival - at least in Christendom - than the Kulamba festival of the Chewa
people of Zambia? Or Incwala of the Swazi of Swaziland? Or Ayiza of the

Ewe people of Togo?

“Thanksgiving in Africa” is an essay that explores the understanding of
festivals in different communities around the world, especially in Africa. To
attempt an understanding of the meaning of festivals in Africa through a
Western perspective is to attempt an assassination of the very festival you
seek an understanding of. Africa is a continent with multiethnic
communities that treasure different traditions and cultures. In Africa,
according to this essay, thanksgiving festivals are based on harvests and
therefore, are dictated by the natural world (devoid of Western definitions
and influences). Each community has different ways of celebrating and
giving thanks. To ignore any of these traditional and cultural festivities is to

ignore the community itself.

This article raises the question of the authenticity of modern festivals.
Besides, the little known traditional and cultural festivals, especially in
Africa, are argued to hold as much currency to the concerned communities

as the global festivals to the modern celebrants.
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GENRE: SHORT STORY

WRITER: CHRISTINA H LWENDO, TANZANIA
TITLE: BEFORE FOREVER BEGINS
REVIEWER: OMADANG YOWASI, UGANDA

Before Forever Begins is a short story published in the December edition of
WSA magazine. It is written in the 3rd person omniscient point of view. The
prevailing atmosphere around the setting is of music, both Christmas
carols and secular songs. Nusura (the main character) is rummaging
through piles and piles of clothes, but she's not getting one which matches
her pending marriage ceremony. She's vexed up and after many attempts,
she lands on one which she doesn't wait to try out. She goes to the
changing room and she's face to face with the mirror. She tries to force a
smile when an anonymous woman comes in staring at her. The woman
intuitively realises that she must be scared about married life. She throws
down clothes she has come with and picks one to try out. It's so beautiful
that Nusura undoubtedly loves it. The woman decides to give her a small
lecture about the dos and don'ts in marriage. When she decides to leave,
Nusura begs her to attend her marriage ceremony.

The theme of pretence is highlighted in the story. Nusura pretends to shed
tears, she pretends to cough when she wants to laugh, and the woman she
meets in the changing room is later found to be a man. This brings out a

twist in the story.

Symbolism is used in the form of the "mirror." As Nusura looks in it, she
tries to project into her future in marriage. She doesn't find it happy. This is

the reason she smiles vaguely at the thought of it.

Character and characterization: Nusura is naive and uncertain about
everything especially her marriage dreams and if they'll come true. The

woman is witty and loving. She comforts Nusura giving her parental advice.

The setting is significant and relevant to the theme of 'Festival'. In

paragraph one, we hear Christmas carols, then the final marriage
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GENRE: COLUMNS

WRITER: AMAMI YUSUF, NIGERIA

TITLE: AT A COST

REVIEWER: COLIN STANLEY KARIMI (THE_POWERHOUSE), KENYA.

The column talks on the damaging stereotypes caging African women and
their plight to acquire set standards by modern society. It is true that in
some parts of Africa, people especially those who believe in tradition, pry
into such successes for self-interest. With the character, Zarah is
dethroned from the favour of her father's best interest for her future and
she is plunged into the nasty jaws of tradition. It is evident that in some
parts of Africa, the female gender is at stake with tradition, casting shade
over the bright future of African girls. In this column, one is unsure of the
detrimental consequences Zarah faces, but it is without a doubt that she
overcame her challenges concerning tradition. Nonetheless, her quest
engages her identity and is fruitful, but comes at a cost. One can assume
that Zarah fell out of her father's favour by following what she believes in;
thus, she crushes negative aspects of tradition and becomes victorious in
finding her piece of mind. However, her father is distraught by her decision
and disowns his daughter primarily because of tradition. The column is
short and precise, yet it gives a diverse perspective of what the female

gender goes through to find identity in Africa.
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Editor’s
Note

here is a common narrative that love is easy to write about.
This is a half-truth. Like most things in life, love is a paradox:

it has the ability to be all things good, and all things difficult.

I have begun on this note because I believe all stories must be told
from more than one perspective. With Love, we are more inclined to
speak of the supportive family, the butterflies in our bellies, the taste
of good food and the talk of love at first sight. To tell the complete
truth about love, we must be willing to talk about the hard edges that
do not soften regardless of how much time goes by; the bad moments
that make the good ones worthwhile; the loss that comes with gain;

and the things we endure in a bid to hold onto what we know.

Love still remains the most powerful thing in the world; it is both the
breaker of barriers and the builder of bridges. There is no force on
earth that can hold both descriptions without being at once, ugly and
beautiful. It is this reality that writers have an obligation of

capturing.

The selected entries in this edition are a glimpse into the many facets
of love as seen through the eyes of our contributors. It is in their
collective work that you see how love knows no distinction - be it
biological, familial or societal. Love is Storge - it tells us there's
nothing better than family; Love is Philios - we all know the warmth
of great friends; Love is Eros - some of us will have the privilege of
experiencing how possible it'll be to become two in one; and Love is

Agape - selfless, unbiased, unconditional, unadulterated.

I hope you enjoy reading Love as much as the team did, but more
than that, I hope you get the chance to experience the whole truth of

love.
Always remember, Ubuntu.
Warm regards,

Nabilah.

LOVE
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6 6 1t was okay because I loved him. He

3 2
loved me too, he always reassured me”




SHORT STORY

WRITER'’S SPACE AFRICA

WWW.WRITERSSPACE.NET

This kind

of Love

Jacqueline Ngao
Kenya

t is midnight again and Samu is

not yet home. I absent mindedly

rub at the goose bumps on my
arms and shiver a little. It is a chilly
night, yet the shivers seem to be
completely unrelated to the cold. A
stray dog barks in the distance; closer
still, there is the sound of glass
breaking. Somehow these sounds have
become familiar; over the months they
have come closest to being confidants.
Most nights they keep me company, we
vigilantly wait for the sky to get even
darker so that Samu can finally come
home. Sleepiness stings my eyes; my
weary body begs for sleep, but Samu is

the man I love and so I wait.

The night light casts a shadow on the
carpeted floor through the window I
opened to keep me awake. I try to
make sense of the shadow formed and
my mind gives up a few minutes later. I
smile in nostalgia, remembering when
Samu and I first met. He was extremely
good at riddles and I was quite the
problem solver. For some reason, no

matter how hard I racked my brain, I

hardly solved any of his riddles. I guess
that's why I completely hated his guts
when we first met. That and the fact
that he walked with such confidence
and ease. It didn't help that I found him
attractive. In hindsight, I think I hated
that he threatened my intelligence in
such a nonchalant way that even hating
him seemed wrong, and of course that
infuriated me further. Somehow, during
that class trip we took, the line
between hate and love magically
thinned out. Slowly, we became more
friends than enemies and later, more
lovers than friends - must have been

something about how opposites attract.

When we got back to campus two
weeks later, we had hung out long
enough to miss each other's company.
Unfortunately, exam season had just
descended upon the campus and we
somehow drifted apart, each on a
mission to secure their degree. Many
days later, Samu bumped into me
outside campus and needless to say, we

picked up right where we left off.

LOVE
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SHORT STORY

He walked me from my dormitory to
the cafeteria; we shared a plate of food
occasionally as all love birds do;
mokimo was our favorite meal. I
unwillingly fell head over heels in love
with this man. I put up a fight initially;
to me, emotions are for the weak, but
soon enough I came to realize [ wasn't
going to win that fight and resigned to

what fate had in store for me.

A muscle cramp on my leg brings me
back to reality, I look at the watch and
realize that I've been sitting in this one
position for 45 minutes. Samu is still
not home; even the stray dog has
resigned to silence. I feel the fear creep
into my heart, an icy grip that makes it
hard for me to breathe. It hasn't always
been this way, only recently has fear
been my default emotion when
thinking of Samu. Five months after the
class trip, he and I had become so
inseparable such that it made the most
sense to move in together. It was
amazing really, living together much
like a fairytale. I hadn't had much of

those and I welcomed the feeling with
LOVE

open arms - perhaps too eagerly.

When I first began to know Samu, I
discovered that he was quite
introverted, even more introverted
than I was. I always thought that was
one of the reasons we took to each
other so well. Another thing I loved was
how protective he was. I hadn't ever
had that much amount of care directed
at me. Soon I was so deep in love I
couldn't remember how I had ever
survived before then. And just like any
other kind of love, I overlooked some
things, banged doors, raised voices,
insults. It was okay because I loved
him. He loved me too, he always
reassured me---after he had calmed

down.

One night, Samu came back home
completely drunk. He was unable to
continue with school; financial
difficulties at home, he had said. That
was the beginning of the downward
spiral; a drunken Samu slowly became
a common occurrence. Then the

violence swept in, and it still amazes
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me how quickly life turned into a

nightmare.

From afar, I hear someone fumble with
the gate - it's him. I can hear footsteps
climb up the stairs now. They sound
more like a person carrying the weight
of the whole world on his shoulders; a
weight I'm willing to bear with him, but
I'm not allowed to. I slowly walk to the
door, and stop by the mirror. I observe
the fear in my eyes - a strange sight.
And my face, I look tired like I have

aged overnight.

I'm surprised as to when things got this
bad. Where have I seen this face
before? The memory comes to me at
once, almost painfully, as vivid as a
dream. A drunken father stumbling
past a corrugated wood door in the
dead of night. A woman, my mother,
waiting quietly opposite the door. Then
there is little me, out of my bed,
awoken by the noise. I sneeze a little,
and she turns swiftly, the fear still
stuck in her eyes. Firmly, she gestures

at me to go back to bed. I run back to

bed, but those scared eyes follow me

and haunt me even in my dreams.

I gasp at the irony of life, the cruelty of
it all. Bracing myself, I walk to the door.
Samu stumbles in. He forcefully grabs
my arm and throws me on a chair. I'm
taken back to a conversation that took
place 17 years ago. “But why do you
stay mamii?” I ask after seeing her tend
to one of her wounds from the night
before. “I love your father Shiro. You
wouldn't understand.” she answers
turning away to hide a tear that

streams down.

In present time, Samu begins his
assault much like every other night. I
zone out as blow after blow rains down
on me. I should probably run away and
save my life, but Samu is the man I

love. I guess it's a small price to pay.

Tomorrow I know he will apologize
because he still loves me.

LOVE
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Flash
Fiction

‘ ‘ Besides, leaving a man because he
cheats is like leaving Zambia because it

rains”
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Victim
of Love

Majory Moono Simuyuni
Zambia

orgive him,' they had told her. 'A man who loves you will always batter you,' from the infinity of
their wisdom, they had advised her. 'Besides, leaving a man because he cheats is like leaving Zambia

because it rains,' they had added.

We put her to rest today.

WWW.WRITERSSPACE.NET LOVE
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Life
asS we
Know it

Love
Ugbede Ataboh

ove is an intense feeling of deep
affection---or even more. Modern medicine
has been able to prove that babies fill

parents with a deep sense of love.

I know a true story of a mighty King who had the
whole universe in the palm of his hand; He
beautified and structured it, yet, it still seemed
incomplete without the sound of hearts beating
rhythmically in the silent air waves. Thus, the
creation of the first man came to be and this King
became our Father. This mighty king displayed His
unconditional love by covering the nakedness of
Adam and Eve after their disobedience that birthed
the original sin and led to an unfortunate

separation between the Creator and man.

This same King flung an infinite number of stars
upon a blanket of clouds and promised an old
nomad and his barren wife descendants who'd
outnumber the infinite stars. I know an even truer
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story of this king tearing open the Red sea just so
His children whom He delivered from the grip of a
villainous monarch could walk on dry ground to the
other side of the sea. This deliverance was
completed centuries later when He sent His only
begotten Son to serve as a sacrificial lamb on an
altar of betrayal just so his shed blood could wash
away the original sin of Man and reunite willing

races to back Himself.

I am living in a legitimate story of how this King
provides everything I need just so I can feel and be
complete in Him and everything He represents. My
proof of the existence of this omniscient loving
being is in the way the soft strokes of His paint
brush create a myriad of dreamy colors across the
sky at dusk and dawn,; it's in the mysterious
conclusion of a life and the beautiful start of
another; it's in the promise a new day holds; it's in
the miraculous disappearance of a deadly brain
tumor overnight; it's in the way a man can wake up
amidst the poorest of the poor and go to bed in his
own mansion; it's in the very air we inhale and
cannot account for. I dare say proof of His existence
and unconditional love are in the little and big

things around us which He gives to us freely.

LOVE

I know you were expecting me to tell you tales of my
wild romantic escapades and the feelings they
sparked in me, but none of them can or will ever
come close to the unconditional love of God.

So, what is love? God is Love and love is God.
Remember that you are loved even though there is
no caller ID like “Bae” or “My lover” on your phone
contact list. Remember that you have everything
you'll ever need at your disposal because God pulls
at the heart strings of both man and beast and can
make them work in your favour; all you need to do is

ask and believe.

God planted the wild flowers for your pleasure so
you can stroll into a field and pluck a bouquet for
yourself even if no one gives you any this season.
You go to bed every night, wrapped in his loving and
protective embrace even though you have no lover

to keep you warm.

Know that you have no reason to fear because He is
the one who watches over the watchman at the gate
and above all, He is the only one who loves you with

an everlasting love.

Happy Valentine's day in advance, my friend.
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The
Observer

Leo Muzivoreva
Zimbabwe

It is February, a month renowned for love. Love is
certainly in the air and somewhere out there,
someone has, is about to, or has met someone new.
However, words, poorly and unconsciously chosen,
can indeed hurt not only first impressions, but also
your credibility, relationships, and opportunities
for any type of advancement in whichever case you
may encounter in your social or professional life.
Based on personal experience, I have come up with
a few words that must NEVER be said when you
meet someone new- -

1. T think ---'

Saying “I think” is sometimes acceptable, but only if
you truly are unsure.

Using 'I think' can make you appear wishy-washy.
When you know something, state it directly: “The
meeting will be at 3 p.m.”

2. 'Tlove your dress'

Avoid commenting on a person's personal
appearance or belongings - even if it's positive -
when you first meet them. It's too personal and out
of place. Even after you get to know them, be
careful what you say and why.

Because of varying power relationships and
pecking order in society, it's often the safest bet to

avoid comments on a person's physique or outward

LOVE
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appearance unless you're certain on how it will be
perceived. It might work in your favour but it might
also scream: “Pervert Alert”

3. 'You look different than you sound over the
phone'

Don't begin a conversation by implying that you're
surprised, disappointed, or puzzled by the fact that
the person did not meet up to your predisposed
expectations.

4. 'Honestly'

Drawing attention to your honesty at that moment
can lead people to wonder, “Is everything else
they're saying not true?”

5. 'You probably heard X about me, but it's not true'
Don't draw attention to any rumours that may be
going around about you. It makes you seem like you
think you're important (maybe you are - but you
don't want to give off this impression), and maybe
the person hadn't heard the rumour, until that
moment.

6. 'Can you do me a favour?'

You just met this person. Don't immediately ask for
their help.

7. 'I I I oot

Self-absorption should be avoided in any first
conversation.

“T” is the smallest letter in the alphabet, so don't

make it the largest word in your vocabulary..

LOVE

No one is impressed when a person dominates a
conversation or talks too much about himself or
herself, especially the first time you meet someone.
To avoid an I-centric conversation, show sincere
interest in others by asking appropriate questions
and actively listening. “How did you get into
accounting?” “What brought you to this city?” “What
do you believe are the key challenges in living in this
city”. Get to know them, through good questions
which foster good conversation-

8.'How much do you make?'

The amount of money a person earns is a very
personal matter

“It's considered rude to ask, and unconscionable on a
first encounter,” she says. “If you're really that
curious, or it's important that you know, instead of
committing this faux pas, do some research on sites

like Glassdoor, PayScale, Salary.com.”

We all stand to improve our ability to craft a positive

first impression, particularly in the words we say.

Perhaps, the most effective remedy is to focus on the
best interests of the other person because, nearly all
the faults of conversation are caused by a lack of

consideration.

Be careful of what you say, when you meet someone

new.
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At a
Cost!

EPISODE TWELVE

Amami Yusuf
Nigeria

There were about thirty teenage girls housed
within the walls of “Aunty Joy's home.” The owner,
aunty Joy, was a well-built woman who looked
almost 50. She looked sporty and agile, yet was
extremely lazy- virtually everyone could tell upon
first meeting her, that she was lazy. The way she
carried herself and reluctantly responded to things
revealed this trait about her. However, she was a
very cheerful and simple woman, which was
another character of hers which people noticed
immediately. She was all hugs and kisses over
Zarah when she walked in with Lucy. Zarah was the
first Northerner they had in the house and they
were all excited to have her. They were all curious

to know what Northern Nigeria was like.

Zarah sat quietly in the chair she was offered, and
watched them as they got busy, trying to register
her and give her all the necessities she would need.
So far, Zarah was finding the whole Lagos
experience foreign and strange. From their mode of
dressing, to the way they spoke and even to the
weather. A heavy downpour of rain had begun
falling while she was still in Aunty Joy's office. She
always loved the smell of earth whenever rain fell.

It brought back memories- of she and Kamal
LOVE
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playing in the rain, against their father's warnings.
Though she was very far from home, the memories
she took along with her made her feel she was still
with them. The sound of a loud bell reminded her
she was in Lagos, in an orphanage for girls. The
orphanage was privately owned and received a lot
of donations from NGO philanthropists and

individuals.

“It is time for lunch. Jeka lo.” It was only after Lucy
had made the statement that she remembered that
Zarah doesn't speak nor understand Yoruba. “Let
us go” she repeated, to which Zarah stood to her
feet. They shared a small umbrella as they walked
out of the tiny office. Aunty Joy's was not a very big
or fancy place. One could see all the structures in
almost one glance. Everything seemed to be on a
straight line- the offices, the tiny classrooms, the
dining hall/kitchen, the dormitory, the little open
space behind and finally the fence which caged
them in. There were a few trees around, which
barely provided enough shade. The buildings were
old and whitewashed. There was almost nothing
about the structures or environment to be admired.
Lucy had been saying something, but her mind was
too far to comprehend what was said. It took her
about a minute before she even realized that Lucy
had been speaking to her. She still said nothing and
they completed the walk to the dining hall in

silence.

“We are grateful for this food. Bless the hands
which have provided, and bless us too.” The unison
of thirty female voices called together, and
afterwards the girls sat down to begin their meal.
The dining hall was a small square-sized little space
with an old standing fan, one light bulb, four
windows and six long wooden benches in the
middle of the room. Lucy led her to one of the
benches and told her to sit and wait as she went
out into the little kitchen just beside the dining

area. The other girls kept turning and staring at
LOVE

Zarah, yet no one said a word. Zarah was shy and
uncomfortable and looked down at her now-dirty
hijab. She noticed she was the only one who was
wearing a hijab. The other girls were putting on
uniforms- white straight gowns and an optional
white scarf. It was Monday afternoon and they had
just concluded their classes for the day. The
orphanage provided them with free primary
education; and when the girls advanced both in age
and understanding, they were taught vocational
skills as long as they had not been adopted yet.
Zarah kept her eyes and head down as she fondled
her hijab, whilst waiting for Lucy. A small statured
girl, who was sitting at the edge of the same bench
as Zarah, kept leaning forward to look at her. Zarah
noticed from the corner of her eye and tilted her
head towards the girl's direction. The girl smiled,
revealing her not-so-white teeth and then put a
spoon-full of rice in her mouth. She chewed funny

too, and Zarah only half smiled.

Lucy returned a few minutes later with a plate of
rice mixed with beans. The rice had no color in it,
and the beans was overcooked. Zarah collected the
plate from Lucy curtly and said nothing more. Lucy
immediately decided she didn't like Zarah very
much. She seemed rude and arrogant as little as
she was. Zarah on the other hand had noticed she
hadn't been on her best behavior since she met
Lucy, and felt awkward about giving off the wrong

impression.

Most of the girls finished their meals and left the
hall, heading to the dormitory. Soon, only three
people were left in the hall- Zarah, Lucy and the
small statured girl. Lucy was giving Zarah the rules
governing the home- “You and the other girls are
responsible for keeping your environment clean.
There are morning classes till 1pm, every day
except Saturdays and Sundays. You must be in your
white uniform every day when it has been given to

you:---.” She said a lot of other things, some of
WWW.WRITERSSPACE.NET
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which Zarah did not pay attention to. Afterwards,
Lucy took her to the dormitory and gave her a
mattress and a blanket. The dormitory was a long
space; it was a narrow hall-like room with bunks on
each side. As they walked, the other girl tagged
along and walked beside Zarah. She stretched out
her hand to hold hands with Zarah, but Zarah
didn't take the hand and they all walked on in

further silence.

The rest of the day had come speedily and it was
already time for the girls to retire to bed. The little
girl - Susan, as Zarah had come to find out - had
hung around Zarah for the rest of the day. Susan
was especially overjoyed when Lucy put Zarah's
bed next to hers. They spent the rest of their day
together in silence- Susan too shy to make
conversation, and Zarah not ready to loosen up and
make friends. Susan was pretty- small eyes, flabby
cheeks, pale rough skin, short hair. Zarah intended
to thank her for the day, but at the time, it felt too
heavy to say.

It had been ten days since Zarah came to the house,
yet no one in the house had heard her voice; she
not spoken a word. Some wondered if she was
mute. Within those ten days, aunty Joy had
frequently called her to the office to talk with her,
but Zarah only merely listened and never said a
word. Her eyes were always sad and she was
almost always lost in thought. Everyone was
curious about her and wondered what her story
was. They wondered how Kajiru had found her.
How she had found herself in Lagos, all the way
from Katsina. Everyone but aunty Joy wondered,
though she also had her curiosities about her as
well. She was itching to know the full story of why
Zarah had to run away from her home. Aunty Joy
understood it was a difficult time for the thirteen-
year old, and was eager to see her pull out of the
depressed state she was in.

WWW.WRITERSSPACE.NET

That Thursday evening, Susan caught Zarah wiping
tears from her eyes like she had been doing almost
every night. She was genuinely concerned about
Zarah but didn't know how to go about asking or
cheering her up. She slipped out of her bed and
went to Zarah's bed. She handed her something
wrapped in paper, accompanied by a tiny piece of
neatly folded paper. Zarah was a little puzzled but
took the wraps. She glanced briefly at Susan, as if
asking if it was okay to open it then, she began to
slowly unwrap the paper and Susan kept smiling.
The tiny piece of cake inside almost fell to the
ground, but Zarah was quick to catch it. The Home
made a tradition of celebrating the girls' birthdays
with home-made cakes. Lucy was the one who
always baked the cake whenever it was someone's
birthday. Zarah had missed dinner that day and
therefore didn't get any piece of cake. Susan had
noticed her absence and saved hers for her. Zarah

said nothing and carefully went on to unfold the

paper.

“Eat kak. Dot be sad.” Susan had written in a very
clear and neat handwriting, though her spelling
was a little poor. Zarah read the note more than
once- not because she didn't understand it, but
because she didn't know what to do or say. She
thought of returning the cake, but she also wanted
so bad to have a bite. She was touched that Susan
had sacrificed her share for her and decided not to
return it. Zarah ate half of the cake in one bite and
offered the other half to Susan. She collected the
remaining piece shyly from Zarah's hand and
smiled. Zarah smiled back at her- a warm, genuine
smile. There was that funny chewing again and this

time, Zarah laughed.

“Thank you!' she said to Susan finally, and those

were her first recorded words in the home.

LOVE
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Fate

Esere Akporehe
Nigeria

As wekissed under the plum tree,

My legs disobeyed gravity
The harmattan season gavé' way

For our joyful love to blossom.

It felt like a risky adventure,

As we kissed under the plum tree.
Our hearts raced a drum line parade

And, every nerve danced to the tune.

The hair on our arms gave signals;
It was a predestined moment

As we kissed under the plum tree;

' No soul dared foul such purity.

It had been designed from the start, 3] )
Ever since our first date strapped onto
Our mamas' backs while they gossiped, )

As we kissed under the plum tree.

WWW.WRITERSSPACE.NET LOVE



WRITER’S SPACE AFRICA 20 POETRY

will learn hov

Recreate
Africa anew.
For in your womb, -

I see Africa

Nestling into handsome sons,
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L.ove is

Mwanduka Peggy
Kenya

Love is the purest of things,
And awesome is the joy it brings,
It does not count deeds done,

Not a single one, none.

You see, true love is selfless,

It gives sacrificially, endlessly,

But we folks are endlessly selfish,

Always giving to ourselves, times countless.

Love is not defined by circumstantiial acts,
Neither covered in racial garments,
Nor is it a mindset that's stereot&p}c,

b _L_ove is true and authentic.

.,4 ‘.I'|; g
%%e is making them smile,

It is wiping their tears while

ing them assurance and hope,

X i;'d"v':élis being present and helping them copé.

Love is an oxymoron
4

- It is bitter sweet,
It is a phenomenon;

It's awfully great.

LOVE WWW.WRITERSSPACE.NET
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Philip Ghamfi
Ghana

A perfect mélange of bodies, souls and spirit

A lifetime mixed with licorice

A love life blessed like a hyacinth plant

So small, yet sweet smelling and closely together
It glows and brings brightness to the eyes

A heartbeat which calms the body

It worries about nothing

Our love will virtually be deified by the world.

We explored it genuinely;

All the niggling was of no essence

A love life well lived.

LOVE
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The Portrait
of Love

Akinmayowa Shobo
Nigeria

Paint me a portrait of love

Whose measure confounds body statistics,
A security against the unfavorable winds,
The fickleness of looks

Or the shade of the black hue.

Paint me a portrait of love

The picture of two young birds

Warm company of two hearts in sync

A rich soup of black royals from distinct histories
Reflecting the serenading rays of the African

sunset.

Paint me a portrait of love

Beveled,

Though in the tranquil sadness of their economy,
Soaring high up with the eagles

Wade unfazed against mountain-high litanies.

Paint me a portrait of love

An ageless ore,

Rooted in a stimulating medium of trust
Firmly neglecting every wanton thrust

And bowing torrents of communal knocks.

Paint me a portrait of love
An insane conviction made for two
Gallant spirits fighting for garlands
Forged out of pure heaven

Wrapped in enduring baubles.

LOVE
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She is
L.ove

Faith Chepchumba
Kenya

She's your favourite song
The one you put on replay.

She makes you smile all day long.

She's your favourite beverage
The one you always love.

She drowns out your rage.

She's your favourite time of the day
That which you take to unwind.

She makes you focus all day.

She's your favourite season
The one you relish.

She becomes its perfect reason.

She's your favourite story
That which you love reading.

She makes you forget every worry.

She's your favourite tune
The one you enjoy.

She keeps your heart immune.

She's favourite in your life
The one you love dearly.

She makes you forget strife.

LOVE
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that ranks yoﬁ‘mongst burning passions of pain and pleasure;
turns you on to turn you down; bites your lips when she kisses it;
makes you boil with anger, in a hot cauldron

that softly simmers you with guilt; /ensnaring your senses/

to pull you away from yourself with no strings attached.

But lo! It's to these heartstrings you've made purchase.
Though you fall and bruise all bones,

your heart shall be aglow with desire.

And /like a morning glory/, your life hangs on
/between reality and fantasy/ where

she's traded her heart for a genovese coin

lost in an ocean of sharks and dolphins.

'Find it!' she says.

You can't be underwater and breathe fine

like you could swim without fins.

So, you die with your eyes open, /a bittersweet death/
/searching for the silvery heart of a white witch/

until she whispers: 'Wake up, I love you.'

LOVE
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Reviews

Visit www.writersspace.net/reviews
toread more reviews

LOVE WWW.WRITERSSPACE.NET



POETRY 29 WRITER’S SPACE AFRICA

GENRE: SHORT STORIES

WRITER: FATIMA DAMAGUM

TITLE: AN UNUSUAL FRIENDSHIP
REVIEWER: LATEEFAH KAREEM (NIGERIA)

riendship. Some say it is the need for the other's company; some say it is
needing something you cannot afford from someone else; others say it is
for just companionship. In this short story, Fatima tells us about a

friendship incited by a need to protect the other.

The story revolves around the life of Jummai, a young lady born with the
congenital anomaly of having both sexual organs (hermaphroditism). She was
called a freak of nature from husband one to husband two's house. It is husband

three who finally resolved - after pleading on her part - to give her a chance.
Her doctor finds her case quite intriguing and follows up on the matter, giving not
only professional but also emotional support, leading to their friendship.

According to her, Jummai has taught her “resilience, hope, will and courage”.

It was a most captivating read, one of the best in my 2020 so far. Great job,

Fatima!
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GENRE: FLASH FICTION

WRITER: OGECHUKWU EGWUATU FROM NIGERIA

TITLE: REBORN

REVIEWER: NGALIM JUSLINE VEEYEENYUY (CAMEROON)

his brief and magnificent story by Ogechukwu, set in the delivery room,
presents the rebirth of a child, Aduke, who is born again to the same
woman after her previous burial. Despite the rituals performed at her last

burial to stop her rebirth, she returns again.

Fear, panic and sad memories grasp this woman as the child is identified as her
daughter reborn. She has a retrospect of her predicament with this spirit child.
She's caught in a dilemma, whether to rejoice at the return of her daughter or

recall the pain she will experience as it is certain she will soon depart again.

Aduke herself admits that she has tormented this woman a lot and would desire to
be birthed by another woman the next time she reincarnates. Nonetheless, she
can't do otherwise because she is back for a goal; “She had a task to accomplish

and she had been reborn for it.”

Reincarnation, superstition, rites and rituals, sorrow, lamentation and pessimism
are some dazzling themes in this flash fiction. The flashback technique is used to
effect suspense and the setting is no doubt a pure African traditional society. This
work respects the principle of brevity in flash fiction writing and resonates the

magazine's theme.

I personally feel this work would be lovelier if developed into a short story.

Notwithstanding, it's a great piece and a must read.
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GENRE: CHILDREN'S LITERATURE

WRITER: MOSEKIEMANG KAELEBOGA, BOTSWANA
TITLE: THE BABOON AND THE GIANT BANANA TREE
REVIEWER: TWINOMUGISHA RACHAEL, UGANDA
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ack is an aspect of life tricky to deal with; death of a loved one another so
bothersome to handle, and or even to heal from. Imagine a child faced

with this, singlehandedly!

We are introduced to Sedi in the first paragraph of the story. The young baboon is
faced with conflict: most baboons have been dying due to famine. On this night,
her mother manages to get her food, but she is very frail, and passes away shortly

afterwards.
Sedi learns about her mother's demise through a little plant that watches her
struggle to wake her mother's cold body up. The little plant encourages Sedi to

dig a hole and bury her mother's body.

A frail, scared, hopeless, and doubtful Sedi goes ahead to harken to the plant's

call.

This is it! A quick rebirth of hope for Sedi. It's an answered prayer.

Even though Sedi is going to lose her mother eternally, she isn't going to lack

food, and as an added blessing, she gets a magnificent reunion with her family!
Miraculously, the little plant grows into a huge banana tree and produces fruit for
the animals. (What if your whole blessing was masked as your biggest
problem/loss?)

Want to know the miracle leading to the rebirth?

Read the story: page 13 of the WSA magazine, 20: Rebirth.
LOVE
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The title of the story is catchy. The lyrical sound in baboon and banana gives the

feeling that children should memorize the title, and the story as well.

The writer uses language suitable for children of different ages.

The story is short enough that children will not get lost in the lines and its plot is

straight enough to help children keep track of the message in the story.

We are drawn to the themes of parenthood, loss, obedience, hope and rebirth.

The story is suitable even for adults to read considering its diverse themes and

lessons.

Very well done, Mosekiemang Kaeleboga!
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GENRE: COLUMNS

WRITER: AMAMI YUSUF (NIGERIA)

TITLE: AT A COST!

REVIEWER: COLIN STANLEY KARIMI; THE_ POWERHOUSE (KENYA)

n the last episode, we have the main character Zarah who secured her
identity by casting out tradition. With a father's favor out of reach, Zarah

starts her own journey of self-discovery where she meets Kajiru.

In the first paragraph, Zarah is tired as a result of a disturbance in her sleep,
even the sounds of crickets shake her very being. With such a depiction in this
paragraph, it is evident that Zarah lost herself as she sought a new identity. More
so, with the theme being rebirth, it is critical to note that for Zarabh, it is not a
destination, but a journey. Her trip signifies a painful process. With the last
episode bearing the theme identity, Zarah apparently broke off from her original

roots: her tribe.

Kajiru was kind at first as she saw an individual who is going against the famed
traditions. In fact, the character Kajiru is engaging as it seems Zarah was not the
first girl he saw opposing their traditions. More so, Zarah's loss of her father's
affection is evident as she feels attached to a stranger even though they have not
engaged in meaningful conversation for close to an hour.

The topic of not neglecting traditions is critical to the sustenance of an individual;
tradition itself gives one a name and identity. As such, tradition is indeed the root
for society. At the end of the column, Zarah feels empty after parting ways with
Kajiru, which closes the debate on the importance of tradition. Zarah now
envelopes herself with groups of women who share the same views as her own. A

new dawn; her rebirth.
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GENRE: SHORT STORY

WRITER: CHRISTINA H LWENDO, TANZANIA
TITLE: BEFORE FOREVER BEGINS
REVIEWER: OMADANG YOWASI, UGANDA

eath is a painful pill to swallow, but have we ever seen in it as an
opportunity to be reborn of faith, focus and feelings regardless of the

agony of loss?

"The Dawning" by Edo-Omoregie Praise is a snapshot of loss, pain, untold

sufferings and renewal of strength.

It is a four-stanza narrative poem with unequal distribution of lines per stanza: S1,
4 lines; S2, 8 lines; S3, 5 lines and $4, 7 lines.

Edo-Omoregie Praise makes use of a rhyming couplet in stanzas 1, 2, and in the
quatrain of stanza 3 (aabb, ccddeeff, fgfg[h]) and an irregular rhyme scheme in

stanza 4.

The first stanza depicts the agony experienced by the persona's mother and the
cause of that agony. The persona makes us understand that the mother's
sufferings are as a result of the loss of her husband as well as the unruly

behaviour of her in-laws.

The use of the rhyming couplet - aabb - here may suggest a spontaneity and chain

of sad experiences the persona's mother is trapped in.

The second stanza projects a sequence of maltreatment, torment and suppression
that defines the mother's experiences after the death of her husband. Words such

as "loss", "grief", "suspicious questions", "subdue" highlight the trauma both the

persona and mother go through.

LOVE WWW.WRITERSSPACE.NET
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Stanza 3 throws light on the audacious and wicked attitude of the persona's uncle.

In stanza four, the persona expresses the unique reason that revived his mother's
strength and led to the rebirth of focus: the zeal to protect her child from the
grips of wicked relatives.

Ultimately, we learn that a child is a mother's reason for living.

No matter how dead she is physically and psychologically, if the child is in danger,
a mother will rise from the ashes and face whatever obstacle. This is the message
that captures this beautiful poem by Edo-Omoregie: a mother's rebirth to protect

her child from the hands of danger.

I particularly enjoy the flow in the poem and the skilful use of diction.
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-Jitor's
Note

he first time | heard the words ‘alternative foregone', | was in secondary

school sitting in my Economics class; the subject was Opportunity Cost. The

simplest way | could hold onto the definition back then was to think of it as
the price of what could have been and this definition has roamed the halls of my
subconscious since then. The most basic way to put this concept into one word is to

callit'Sacrifice!

If you think of this strictly in Economic terms, you may be tempted to think that it is
an easy and thoughtless action. However, a Sacrifice is always a conscious act: a
willing decision. In African climes, a majority of us more readily attribute this act (of
virtue) to our mothers and the women in our lives, but as a virtue, Sacrifice is human
nature. How, when and wny we do it can be one of the most important decisions of

our lives.

In this month's edition, the team has taken its time to go through all the works that
came through. From entries like The Dance Competition in the Children's Literature
section that showed how sacrificial acts go beyond familial ties, to The Seamstress in
the Flash Fiction section that touched on enduring pain for the happiness of one's
child and the poetry entries that speak of the sacrifices of our fathers: | can assure
you that this month's read will be well worth your time.

On a last note, I would like to point out how inevitably the concept of Ubuntu found
its way into the stories of Sacrifice. All of life is at its best when it happens for the
greater good of another. Itis my hope that when you read the works of these writers,
you will find a cormmon thread drawn across Africa; one that reiterates how the act of
Sacrifice is human nature and when we do it. we do it for the sake of better days
ahead.

Always remember, Ubuntu.

Warm regards,
Nabilah.

Sacrifice
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Dart
of Me

Yaqub Abdullahi
Nigeria

unsho hummed his favorite song. Never Say Never, by

Justin Bieber as he bathed.

The golden rays of the Monday morning emerging sun
cascaded into the bathroom through the small window. Birds
chirped from a nearby tree. Funsho stopped. listening to the

pirds before he continued to hum the rest of the song lyrics.
The water strearmed down his body and he shut his eyes. My
life is going to change soon. His lips stretched in a smile.

Things are about to get better for me.

Funsho's thoughts were interrupted by a bang on the
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bathroom door.

"Are you planning on spending a century just to bathe? A tiny
voice that could be mistaken for a female's, said. "Stop singing
and hurry up, Funsho. God, | hate sharing a bathroom with

you.'

Funsho chuckled. "Il be out in a minute. He heard the

footsteps withdraw from the door.

Funsho and Gbenga had lived together since they finished
university. The two had been friends for ages, and despite their
contrasting characters, they got along well. Working as
graphics designers at Global Wiz-Tech, they had agreed to live
together in a rented apartment. But everything was going to

change soon.

I won't have to share an apartment with Gbenga anymore,
Funsho said to himself as he washed his hair. Very soon, I'll
move out from here. I'll get a penthouse at Ikoyi, the classy

neighborhood. He smiled.

Funsho hurried out of the bathroom. Gbenga was standing
before the door, arms crossed. He was shirtless, displaying the
hair on his chest. A towel was tied to his waist, covering his
thighs. Gbenga was a light-skinned guy, a little taller than

Funsho.
"We should reorganize our bathing arrangement.' Gbenga's
forehead creased. 'lt's a bad idea to have you use the

bathroom first."

Funsho stifled his laughter as Gbenga went into the

bathroom. 'Be fast. we're late forwork."

"Courtesy of a guy who loves to daydream in the shower'

Gbenga shouted back.

In his room, Funsho spent another extra minute trying to find

the perfect outfit. He settled for a white shirt and green suit. As
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he stood before the mirror, he wondered if he was properly
dressed for the event. Was the outfit formal enough? Would it

make the panel think he was better than his rivals?

GCbenga's voice drew him out of his thoughts. "Are you ready?

He was by the door, dressed in a simple blue coat and jeans.

"'Sure. I'm done." Funsho stole a glance at his reflection in the

mirror. "The suit is great, right? I'm nervous.’

Gbenga walked into the room, smiling. "You're looking
gorgeous for someone who is going to become a partner

soon.”

'Stop teasing me," Funsho said. "The final starts today, and this
nervousness is overwhelming my happiness. What if | don't
get the partnership? What if the judges think someone else

deservesit?”

Being a partner at Global Wiz-Tech was every employee's
wish. Every three years, the company would create a list of five
experts from each department who had a significant impact
on the company. These five would go through a series of tests
and interviews. Whoever came top was made the company's
equity partner. The partnership came with a promotion in
rank, increased salary. and many other advantages. Funsho

had madeitto the list of five.

Cbenga waved a hand in dismissal. "Frodd said you're the first
on the judges list so far. No need to overthink something we

both know you'll get" He chuckled.

Funsholaughed. "That's good"

"Now let's get going" Gbenga turned to leave. 'l am not
running for the partnership and | can getfired for being late”

By eight am. Global Wiz-Tech was already buzzing with
activity. People breezed in and out of doors, carrying papers

from one office to another. In each cubicle, computer geeks
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were busy creating new webpages, designing and

completing sites for clients.

When Funsho got to work, he went straight into Frodd's office.
Frodd Ekere was the head of Funsho's department. He was a

burly manin his late fifties.

"Are you ready for your big day?" Frodd said the moment

Funsho stepped into his office."It's the final week"

"I'm quite prepared, sir" Funsho bowed.

Frodd nodded. "l trust you. Your presentation should be

topnotch, you know the decision will be made on Friday."

'Gotit,"he answered.

Frodd shuffled to his feet. "I'll see you in the conference room
byten'

The day was almost over when Funsho exited the conference
room. The interview was stressful. The panelists had shot him
question after question, digging through his entire career at
the company. At one point, he thought he had lost the
partnership. But when he finished his presentation, he saw
smiles on most of faces on the panel. He couldn't wait to share

the news with Cbenga.

His phone buzzed in his pocket, making him stop. Funsho's
eye lit as he saw the caller ID. It was lya Agba, his aged
grandma who raised him after the death of his parents twenty
years ago. lya Agba saw him through hisThe caller continued.
"No medicine is working for her, and she thinks she's in her last

days. All she callsis your through her sale of farm produces.

Funsho smiled as he answered the phone. "Hello, maami.’

"Hello. Is this Funsho?' The voice wasn't his grandma's. "I'm lya

Agba's neighbour." Funsho noticed the urgency in the tone.
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"Y-yes."

"lya Agba is very sick. She has been like that for a few weeks

now."

Funsho's chest tightened. Why was he just hearing about this?

The caller continued. "No medicine is working for her, and she
thinks she's in her last days. All she calls is your name. She

wants to see you, one last time.’

Water pooled in his eyes.

"How soon can you get here? Tomorrow?"

Tomorrow? Funsho's eyes widened. He couldn't miss a day in
the final week. It was an automatic way to lose the partnership.
He couldn't travel all the way from Lagos to Osun where lya

Agba lived, and be backina day.

As if reading his thoughts, the caller said, "Mama Agba is dying,
but her last wish is to see her grandson. You have to be with

herin herlast days. We'll be expecting you."

Funsho stood in the middle of the hallway. too dazed to
speak. The news that lya Agba was ill was a blow, then her
request to see him. The mere thought of not going stung his
heart. Should he ignore the woman who sacrificed a lot to
ensure he was raised well? Should he abandon the

partnership he worked hard for?

He turned back and went into Frodd's office to explain the

situation.

"You can't leave," Frodd flared. "You'll lose the partnership. You

can'tt Ourdepartment can't! You have to postpone that leave."

Funsho left, torn between the choice he had to make.
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"You've been moody all day," Cbenga said as they drove home
that night. 'l heard your presentation went well, so what's the

matter?'

Funsho slumped his shoulders. "lya Agba is sick | got called

today that she might be in her last moments”

Gbenga's eyes widened. Funsho had talked about his

grandmother countless times.

'She wants to see me before she dies, and that could happen

atany moment." He sighed.

His friend's eyes grew wider."I'm so sorry to hear that. What will

you do? What about the presentations?”

Funsho dropped his head. "What do | do? | don't know, | can't

lose it now, but | can'tignore lya Agba, either”

They reached a traffic light and Gbenga pulled the car to a
halt. "Look, God knows you've worked for this. The partnership
will be available forever, your grandma won't. If she dies now,
without you seeing her, the grief might haunt you for the rest
of your life. Do you want that? In three years' time, there will be
another partnership election, you can get selected again.' He
shrugged. "That's my two cents on the matter, but don't do
something you'd regret' The traffic light turned green, and

Gbenga resumed driving.

"Thanks." Funsho nodded. "l think | knowwhat to do."

As painful as it was to leave, Funsho knew he had to. It was
time to sacrifice something for the worman who made him
who he was. He could repay her with thousands of gold bars,
but it was nothing compared to her spending her last
moments with him. If seeing him would make her happy—or
even live a bit longer—he was willing to sacrifice the

partnership.
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Nonex
Picket

Haruna Dahiru
Nigeria
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stent

othing prepares you for a life of challenges like
fatherhood. You might think you're doing the
right thing always, trying to out yourself out there
for your family to have a happy life but you'll always find

yourselfat the tail end of appreciation.

My life has generally not been easy. | was raised in a family of six
where my parents both did the best they could to provide for
me and my siblings. | never got what | asked for and anytime |
persisted, my parents would put these words to my face;
"You're growing, learn not to always ask for things." These exact
words forced me to accept maturity at an early age. | always
saw my siblings as competition in getting my parents'

attention.

My mother was a big-time hustler who did three things in a
day in order to get money for her children's upkeep. She was
outvery early in the morning to sweep the community center,
which was a job of chance because if you were late, there
would be nothing left for you to sweep. At noon she roasted

corn by the road side and at night, she was caught in the
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many crowds of road side banana sellers. She hustled
relentlessly every day and still had a way of maintaining her

home.

My father was a security guard at a table water company. He
was never around during weekdays, but was at home for
weekends. He didn't talk much with us. His ear was always on
the distorting wavy noise from the radio which made the
presenters sound like they were fighting for their voices to loe
heard. My mother always called his radio the Freedom
Fighters FM. Whenever | was alone with him, he would always
ask how my mother was doing and what we needed in the
house. | would say she is fine and try to use the opportunity to
ask for something. but he would always say "out your family
first before your own needs'. This made me see him as a man
who never liked me and made me question if | was his son.

Little did I know, he was preparing me for a task ahead.
| spent little time with my peers. | was always in a hurry to go

back home to my siblings or always running an errand. I wasn't

a person to attend any gathering of my peers or be found at a
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social event. This earned me a few nicknames like ajebo, boy-
girl. woman wrapper - popular names given to anyone who

lives a careful life.

One time. my little sister fell sick and | was left home to take
care of her. Her constant vomiting, restlessness, cries and
nagging. | took them all. My efforts were not always crowned
pecause | always ended up getting a scold for any little thing |
missed.

Sundays were the only days | was allowed to have anything |
asked for. It was always a full house because my motherwould
prepare a big pot of rice with lots of fish and meat and invite

people over. Sunday was a day we all waited for every week.

My parents didn't have much but yet they still had their ways
of making us feel content and loved. We never asked how they
did it. My mother was everyone's favorite because she was
always around us and her way of handling things was perfect.
She knew when her children were hungry. sad, or in need of
something. She was the definition of love and support.
Watching them live their life the way they did and still taking
time out to make us feel happy was something | really
admired. | wanted to be like them and leave a good example
for my own children if | was ever to have any.

But | guess | didn't know it all, | wasn't prepared, | haven't

learnt.

| got married to my wife some years later and in ten years'
time. | was a proud father of three. My wife of a replica of my
mother. She always cared for our children when | was away
and I would watch themn say they loved her, but all  would get
were be demands for something new, after which a denial

would send them crying to their mother's arms.

I was home one day when my son came home and asked me

aquestion.

"Dad, | have an assignment question for you. It was given to us

inschool"

Sacrifice

Short Story

"What is it son?" | asked him. enthusiastic over having a father

and son conversation with him.

"My teacher asked me in school to choose a debate topic on
who is a better parent; a father or a mother' he said in his

sweet little teenage voice.

"Which one did you pick?" | asked him

"I picked mum of course' he said smiling. | was not surprised

by his answer, but | was a bit disappointed.

"Why did you pick your mum?"

"I picked her for a lot of reasons. She is smart, she helps me
with my homework, she makes the best food, she even allows
me visit my friends too." He said making me feel inferior. | gave

adeep sigh for his answers created a void in me. | feltinvisible.

"Why didn'tyou pick me?" | asked him in a friendly voice.

"You're not always around to play with us. You come back late
from work and you don't speak much to us" He replied

holding nothing back.

| turned away sharply in disappointed. | had a flashback to my
father who was always sitting alone and looking at us while we
played or had a discussion at home. | felt like him in that
moment. How he was away at work and my mother would fill
in for him. Little did | know that | would be in his position

someday.

I looked at my son and thought about how best to explain to
him about life and fatherhood. There he was making it look
like | was not contributing to his life, | was completely
nonexistent in their little world. Who would tell him that | was
always the shoulder their mother cried on whenever she was
tired and ready this give up? Who would tell him that | was the
one who made him smile on his birthdays dressed as his

clown? Or that | was always away working to keep them
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going? I've had sleepless nights thinking about how to make

their lives better than mine?

How would | explainit to him?

| then saw it crystal clear, fatherhood is underestimated. a
nonexistent picket. My wife's little moments with the kids was
what their growing minds were made up of. All the laughter
and joy. | wished there and then that | could go back in time
and hug my father, sit with him during his loneliness and
listen to his distorted Freedom Fighters FM with him. | realized
he was always proud of us but had a stern way of showing it.

He was always looking at us and feeling proud of what he
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making us become - better than he was.

Those happy Sundays were his most memorable days
because those were the days he saw us all smiling at what he
got us and he loved the smile on our faces when we bit into
the spiced meat in our food. Those moments, those little
moments he had with us were the ones he cherished more

than anything else and thatis the joy | want for myself.

All I want my children to learn is appreciation and nothing
more. | will always be there to support them and build a wall
of appreciation around them. even though Il still exist as the

nonexistent picket. After all. I've lived a life of sacrifice.

Sacrifice
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Flash Fiction

Segamstress

JTNAGUNDI
Uganda

he sequins are sharp and brutal for such dainty

things. Mary dips her bleeding fingers in

ointment and resumes her toil. She blinks once,
twice, thrice. When did she last take the drugs? She
flicks the thought away. At daybreak, it might be too

late.

All that remains is the bodice. She rests her head
against the toilet seat. Her skin itches like a cheap
blanket. "The sequins are in place,” she mutters holding
the dress up. An ow!l hoots outside her door.

"My Dorothy is beautiful, sequins or not,” she snorts

Sacrifice

reveling in the image of her baby floating down the

aisle.

Nausea rolls up her throat She hurls the dress aside. Her
life shines red in the sparkling bowl.
‘One month to live” the doctor told her three weeks

ago.

"One hour to dawn,” She wipes her mouth and flushes

the blood. "Now for the changing gown.”
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At the
Junct

Mary France Ibanda
Uganda

Onn

cross the road from where | stood, a taxi tout
called out to travellers in a vigorous sing-song
manner. The distinct names of the
destinations were one long gibberish word, because
the sharp harshness of their consonants had long been
run over by tongues too much in a hurry to say them
right. Weekend traffic was lazy. Little children took their
time crossing the usually busy road and bodaboda
riders stopped for passengers in the middle of the

junction.

From the sidewalk new life lay ahead of me. All | had to

do was cross the road to the other side and find the
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consonants of my destination. My lips quivered, my
hands shook, my vision blurred.

Justonestep.' | thought.

The touch on my shoulderwas light. | barely felt it. Softly
tipping My head backward. | turned around to face her

- my mother!

With the back of my hand. | wiped away the tears to see
her better.

‘How did you find out?

You cannot runaway. It is only a recipe for more
problems!

'Itistoo much motherandit'stoo late. | am fed up!

‘This time he was in our bed with the house help! My
bed!'lwailed.

'Go back home my child!

‘You call that a home! Mother!

'Itisthe only home your children know.
‘Children! What about me mother?

‘Do you knowwhy I'm here?

Silence. Herrheumy eyes started tearing.

It is because I'm being a mother. Return home and be

a mothertoyourchildren!

| turned in time to see the last passenger get into the
taxi and watched as freedom drove away. With the back
of my hand | wiped the tears away then hailed down a

Bodaboda to take me back to hell.

Sacrifice



Writer's Space Africa

Segsts of
\Valour

Timi Sanni
Nigeria

tisasad thing that we have to die -a multitude of us,
each day. Our guts are spilled in the open spaces of
filthy abattoirs. We watch our brethren die,
wondering if tomorrow comes with our own bells
ringing. We are beasts of valour but we die like slaves. It
was only yesterday | discovered that our dead brothers
are wheeled off, grilled, peppered and salted to make

something humans call ‘suya’.

It is indeed heart-wrenching that we face the
menacing-looking butcher's knife, brave even in the
face of death like martyrs, slowly shedding our life with
each spurt of blood only to become food for these
hurmans. Ask Black-horns he won't even lie to you.

Remembering my days on the farm, only the two of us

Sacrifice

Flash Fiction

with our horns nailed together and that metal 'thing'
tied on our backs, we would till the land till it became
one vast earthly bed. | remnember old Baba Agbo would

smile and patour backs.

But the problem is not with the sacrifice, after all our
distant cousins -rams, were sacrificed in the time of
Abraham. It's with the way they treat us, these shit-for-
brains idiots who call themselves humans. Sometimes |
get so angry that | see red flashes and want to do
nothing but trod over them, stuff my hoof into their
rmouths and shove my horns up their butts. But we are
children of nature and she tells me no to repaying evil
with evil, she says it is a privilege to die in her way. |

believe.
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The
Sav

ltohan Osadiaye
Nigeria

Our

he race to a land safe from the pangs of slavery
had left him and fifteen others between the
devil and the red sea. No one had ever made it

across the river Ayetoro alive.
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Remembering how he had fought the fierce slave
masters, he was more than determined to save these

ones; he had come too far to give up.

I would rather die in this river than be a shackled slave”
Adesusu, a woman heavy with child, said.
“You won't die neither will your baby. No one here will

die” came the reply of Dayo, their leader.

"But I've heard tales of how nobody has ever made it
across this river. | heard it always takes the lives of those
who dare enter. Now | know why the slave masters
stopped pursuing after us. They knew we had met our

water loo” said a frightened Seyi.

"Would you rather go back to being slaves? Fear not. We
will pass through this river even if it's the last thing | do”.
Dayo, said. He knew something about the river that no
one knew. It was best he kept it to himself. He couldn't
risk these people changing their minds and going back

to being slaves.

The journey across the river Ayetoro began.

As they made their way. the wind became violent. It
came with thunder and lightning. The tides increased
and came with great turbulence. They tried to keep the
boat steady but it boat capsized. This came with cries

and shouts for help.

Against all odds, Dayo managed to get all to safety but

his life was the ransom.

Sacrifice
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Columnists

Offerings, Sacrifices and
SCcapegoats: A rant

Leo Muzivoreva - THE OBSERVER
Zimbabwe

ver stopped to wonder

what and why we make

sacrifices and are

oftentimes sacrificed by our fellows??
Or perhaps wondered how the idea

of sacrifice came to be?

Whereas an offering is a bloodless
sacrifice of food or something
physical and a libation is an offering
of liquid, a sacrifice carries with it the
idea of a ritual killing of an animal or
human. We can locate the concept
of the sacrifice in numerous mMmythic
traditions. What they all have in
common is that they are either an

attermpt at appeasement or a

Sacrifice

tradeoff of something now for
(like

increase in

something greater later
regeneration or an
power). In some cultures, a king or a
representation thereof is sacrificed to
guarantee the continuation and
livelihood of the kingdom or tribe.
The Aztecs engaged in human
sacrifice both on a daily basis (to aid
and on a

the sun in rising)

widespread scale (they regularly
sacrificed thousands for events like
the dedication of a new temple). In
the classical era, we have examples
such as Iphigenia. Her father
Agamemnon must sacrifice her in

order to satisfy Artemis. He has killed

a deer in one of the sacred groves of
Artemis and in retaliation she blocks
the winds necessary to travel to Troy.
In some accounts, she is sacrificed. in
some she is saved, and in others a
deer or goat is substituted for her.
During the Roman Empire there
existed a set of practices known as
the taurobolium in which a bull was
sacrificed above a pit containing the
initiates who were then baptized in a
rain of bull blood and bodly.

Although globally and
chronologically there is no linear
movement away from human to

animal to symbolic sacrifices, we can
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see a lessening of —thought not end
of it — this practice to a large degree.
There is a very practical reason in that
humans and animals are resources
and widespread sacrifice is
counterproductive to building,
maintaining, and expanding a
strong nation. Also, rulers were not
always thrilled at the inevitability of
being killed at the end of their reign,
and although some commoners
bought into the idea of sacrificing
themselves and were even treated as
celebrities, for many the prospect of
being thrown off a cliff burned,
entombed alive, or eaten did not
always bring elation. And if,
according to one theory, one of the
points of festivities and rituals
surrounding sacrifice is to alleviate
guilton the part of the participantsin
the killing, such guilt is lessened if
one sacrifices a lamb or better yet
offers a bowl of honey instead of

killing 2 human being.

Now we arrive at the concept of the
sacrificial lamb and the scapegoat.
A scapegoat is someone who dies for
the benefit of a society, who takes on
society's collected sins.  Outcasts
were often used as scapegoats,
presumably lbecause no one cared

about them. Kept on hand as
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offerings at yearly festivals or forwhen
a drought. plagues, or other difficulty
afflicted the city, they were then
exiled or stoned. More recent times
have seen plenty of examples of
scapegoating.  The Holocaust or
Shoah was an example of mass
scapegoating leading to genocide
and extermination. The us versus
them mentality exists in our own
moment with its talk of walls and
wars and travel bans. In addition to
scapegoating of entire nations or
peoples or ethnicities, there exists
examples of micro-scapegoating
that occur, for example, in the home
environment or the workplace.
Scapegoat theory in social
psychology explains that we use
others as scapegoats and blame
them for our own problems.
Unfortunately, this process often
leads to feelings of prejudice toward
the person or group that is being
blamed. Remember that
scapegoating involves an unfair
system of reward and punishment
practiced by one group or person
with power over another group or
person. Punishment can include
exile, ostracism, relocation, taking
away resources, and other such
injustices on a global or even an

individual scale. Scapegoating can

Writer's Space Africa
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occur for a number of reasons: as
learned behavior, as a response to a
misperception of a threat to power,
Jealousy. as an ineffective and
improper attempt to regulate a
dysfunctional environment, as a
misguided method to cop out of
and avoid addressing a different
problem, the feeling that someone
must lbe made to “pay” for some act,
and as a transference of blame. In
short, micro or individualized
scapegoating involves isolating a
small group or one person as way to
avoid examining the larger,
dysfunctional pattern or system—the
bigger sickness that then goes

untreated.

A closely related version of the
scapegoat in psychology is the
identified patient. This someone has
been selected to represent the
difficulties of the group, often a
family. While the identified patient
often manifests the negative
behaviors of the group. he or she is
often the first to seek help, speak out
about what is going on, and.
consequently, punished by the
group or head of the group for doing
so. The identified patient, then
becomes a way for the group to

project its inadequacies, its failings.

Columnists

its problems onto the identified
patient and away from itself. Doing
SO is a reactive, rather than proactive,
mManeuver and strategy by which the
group hopes to avoid addressing,
claiming. and then changing its own

behavior.

So. we must always ask ourselves
several questions. When we
condemn another person or group,
are we doing so because they are
actually in the wrong or it is a way to
make them carry the burden of our
own issues and mistakes and make
us feel better about ourselves?
When judgment comes down
against us, do we actually deserve it,
or are we victims, forced to absorb
and answer for the flaws of some

otherentity? Isthere a better way?
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The Dance
Comipetition

Immaculate S. Ajiambo
Kenya
nce upon a time, in the
animal kingdom, there
was a bountiful harvest
and the king called for a dance
competition to celebrate. All animals
were to organise themselves
according to their families. They
would then get food prizes that they

could storein theirgranaries.

One day, the trumpets sounded.
Then two drum beats followed and
the parrot was heard in his sharp

clearvoice.

‘Greetings to all of you. It is the
pleasure of the King to remind you
that our dance competition will take
place in two days' time. All the bestin
your preparations and may the best

family win. See you thenl’

The Elephant's family and the Hare's
family shared a dancing ground
during their rehearsals. On the last
day of practice, Hare's family was not

inaction.
| have not seen any of Hare's family

member today at the ground?” said

baby Elephant.
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"Me too. | thought they would come
later into the day but there was no

signofthem.” Said Mrs_Elephant.

The Elephant's family talked about
their friends and wished that
nothing terrivle had happened to
them. Mr. Elephant decided to go to
the Hares' and find out what
happened.

It was dark outside. Most animals
had gone to rest early as they waited
for the big day. Mr. Elephant did not
meet anyone on the way. On arrival at
the Hares' house, the youngest Hare
was sited under the tree singing.
When he saw Mr.

jumped up to meet him on the way.

Elephant he

‘Good evening Mr. Elephant”

‘Good evening to you.” Replied the
elephant.

Gesturing him to their house. “You
are welcome home. What brings you
at this hourof the night?’

‘Ahal | came to check up on my
friends. Aren'tyou my friends?”

“Yes, we are friends” Assuring him
with asmile.

‘Good. Where is everyone?”

‘Oh. Itis sad. We did not come for the
dance practice today because our

fathergotill last night”

Writer's Space Africa

‘Indeed, thatissadl’

Mr. Hare had a terrible fever. He
complained of pain all over his body
and joints. His family decided to take
him to Mr. Zebra, the healer who
lived in the next jungle. They had
hoped that he would feel better

soon and bein for the contest.

‘When did they leave? asked Mr.
Elephant.

‘Notsolong ago. thisevening.”

I will be after them now. | know they

have notgonefar.”

The decision to follow them came as
a surprise to the young Hare. He
could not believe it that Mr.
Elephant was going to miss being at
the dance competition because he
wanted to help in carrying his father
tothe healer.

‘But.the rule is that all family
members must dance. Are you
willing to disappoint your family on

this?

‘Don't worry, friends are precious.
True friendship has no room for
loneliness and pain. We are together

inthis.”

As Mr. Elephant rushed towards the
route to the next jungle the young
Hare was left smiling at himself. He
said. “Sacrifice is an ingredient to
genuine friendship. Thank you, Mr.
Elephant”

Sacrifice
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Rachael Twinomugisha
Uganda
y grandpa lives in the
village, away from my
home in town. He lives
on a farm. There are many cattle on
the farm and some of them are
fierce. They chase after people and
hit them to the ground but they
don't chase after grandpa. There are
also many chickens, goats and sheep
on grandpa's farm. Many people
come to buy chickens, milk and eggs

onthefarm.

One time many chickens on
grandpa's farm died so fast. A man
dressed in a white coat and white
boots, on a motorcycle with a box
said that they had suffered from a
strange disease but grandpa didn't
notice early enough. If he had taken
time, he should have noticed blood
in the chickens' poop and known
they were ill. Grandpa said this man
was the animal doctor.

A short time after the chickens had
died, the cattle followed. They had
very big feet and mouths. Grandpa
said they were swollen, and that they
had a disease. The animal doctor
said they had the foot and mouth
disease but grandpa didnt nhave
enough money to buy the needed

drugs.

Sacrifice
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My Grandpa’s

Before long. famine struck the
village. Grandpa managed to save
only one cow - Ichuri-and no matter
the famine, he refused to sell it He
sold all his goats and sheep and the
chickens too, leaving just one
chicken whose name is Chickie. He
and all the people on the farm
suffered from hunger day in. day out
but he kept Chickie and Ichuri, the

COWV.

A month later, Chickie started laying
eggs. Grandpa immediately brought
a male chicken from his neighbor's
house. It mounted Chickie, and she

started hatching her eggs. After that,

Children’s Literature

Grandpa had so many chickens on
his farm again. About a year later,
Ichuri also had a baby. Grandpa said
her baby was called a calf. Because
grandpa sacrificed. his farm now has
many chickens and cows. Grandpa is
very happy once again. He has
managed to buy goats and sheep
from the money he gets from selling

milk. eggs and chickens.

There is enough food on the farm
and everyone is happy. | love visiting
grandpa's farm now. | love working
on the farm and listening to

grandpa's stories.
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flce

Articles

ne day, last year. | was
scrolling down my
feed,

usually does when they want to be

Twitter as one
abreast with the latest news. If you
are familiar with Twitter you know
there is a plethora of news, views and
interesting -very interesting
randomness- statements that are
meant to raise the eyebrows of
whoever is reading: and sometimes
you (deliberately) fall into the Twitter
rabbit hole by

comments on a tweet,

reading the
the

comments on the comments on a

Sacrifice

tweet, threads upon threads and so

on. However, on this particular day, |
came across a tweet that | will never
forget. It was a cry for help which
accurately summed up what many
Zimbabwean millennials go through
daily. Init a young woman expressed
how she disliked going to work to the
point of depression and physical
illness, but for the sake of her
financial stability wouldn't leave her

job.

Many Zimbalbwean millennials have

grown up listening two messages;

that of their parents or guardians
who insist that they live better lives
and achieve more than previous
generations, and that of the mostly
Western media which highlights
that living out your dreams is the
ultimate key to happiness, success
and fulfillment. In and of themselves,
neither of these messages is wrong.
As the generation born in post-
independence Africa, we are
supposed to represent the
realization of the dreams of those
black

people who can be on equal footing

who came for before us-
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with their white counterparts and
hold their own in an increasingly
globalized world. The
encouragement to do better than
our parents is the encouragement to
surpass the limitations which were
placed on our people in previous
generations. On the other hand,
following our dreams is indeed a
noble but sometimes impractical
pursuit. It makes us bolder; it makes

us happier and for many it makes life

worth living.

A deteriorating economy has
however, made it more difficult for
young people to build better lives for
themselves and their families and at
the same time realize their dreams.
The people who have been able to
do so are the exceptions as the latter
are usually sacrificed for the former
and vice versa, or, quite tragically,
both are sacrificed for survival. The
stories are as diverse as they come,
someone who trained to be a
marketer is now a vendor, someone
who longs to be a musician, has an 8
to 5 office job - the common factor is
that there are unfulfilled dreams

aplenty.

In a world where many incorrectly
find their sense of purpose and
worth in their job, the physical,
mental and emotional cost of being
unhappy with your career path is
great and underestimated.
According to studies, it can lead to
loss or

weight weight gain,
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depression, anxiety. losing sleep and

aloss of confidence and self-worth.

For the aforementioned young
woman to come forward - albeiton a
platform like Twitter - must have
taken some courage. Expressing
such thoughts to an older family
member may be met with a
sympathetic 'shingirira mwanangu’
an encouragement to be strong and
to push forward, because our default
mode as a nation has become
survival. This young woman's story is
not the first of its kind that | have
come across norwill it be the last. Her
story elicited empathy from those

who read her tweet because they

Writer's Space Africa

could see pieces of themselves or of

someone they knew init.

In the timeswe are living in, there are
Nno easy answers to the personal
fulfillment vs. survival problem. In a
country where poverty is prevalent
the cost of losing your sense of
fulfillment and the cost of losing your
financial security may seem to be of
equal weight. What is certain is that
those determined individuals who
have managed to attain both
success and happiness through their
careers instill hope and belief that a
time may come where there will be

many others like them.
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Daday’s
SO0t

Joy Ng'ethe.
Kenya

Daddy's boots,
Like grandma's hair'
Areold and grey,

Worn out and losing color.

Daddy says his boots,
Are here to stay,
Stillgood as new,

Serving him as they should.

Daddy's boots I'll replace when | am bigger,

To say thanks for his hard work,

His money he spared for us,

Even though he needed new boots forwork.

Poetry
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m a
Storyteller

By Thuto Vanessa Seabe
Botswana

Time's sacrifice | am,
Sleepless nights my cup of tea,
Caffeine runs through my blood...

So | may pour out on paper.

Tick! Tick! Tick!

Goes the clock,

Minutes melting into hours,
My lover's impatient hands

try to caress me from this table.

The night lamp illuminating
the shadows under my eyes,
Self-doubt is setting in..
Should | erase that ling?

Is it good enough, am 1?

These words | write..

Why do they take so much from me?
It's draining living on paper,

inked on pages but a ghost in reality.

Who am | When words run out?
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The Unpaic
Dept

Thomas Arthur Opio

Uganda

On onedarkcold night.

When | was nothing but filled with fright

She offered me herscarf

While she remained unarmed to face the elements.
Atone fateful afternoon meal,

Afterlspilled mysoup and its accompaniment
Rather than scorn me, she offered hers.

Asif lwere a project for development,

She would pull resources from wherever to make me
gotoschool.

And forego luxury,

To make sure | was a better me.

Sedly, she passed on three weeks ago,

Afteroffering me her heart for a transplant.

Was that really a sacrifice?

Because lam still hurt.

Sacrifice WwWw.writersspace.net
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| etter from
a Father

Ademokoya Adedayo
Nigeria

From the milky half-moon, the

Lips rounded in grief of another

Labour. My heart is the river of

Bleached thoughts with no sponge

| saw how the kangaroo curls her

Joey and the love flows from mother

To offspring. How your mother runs

Through the pain of bearing you with

More than 76 hours of labour exchanging
Her life for you. She lives but | know you've
Taken the smile of my wife. She's creaking like
Dried bamboo waiting to lbe made for fire. In
exchange

For your joy. she loses her sleep. Pointing at invisible
Shooting stars and her eyes yearns for sleep
Her hands weary of carrying you but she
Loves you more than her hands

You've become a dream come

True for her but you have

Stolen my wife from me

I'm not jealous, | just

See how she has gone

From living for herself

To living another's life.
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Amarachi Maduka
Nigeria

Would you do anything for me?

Accept mydemons

Lay in the closet where my skeletons hide
You know,

Thewhole cliché deal really

Or better still

Could you be selfless while | am selfish?

Sacrifice WwWw.writersspace.net
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VVNo will
bell the Cat?

Faniyi Oluwatomiwa
Nigeria

Who will bell the cat?

One who can bear the cart

And has more than he can eat

To feed a stranger not a feat

One who has more than he can spend

It isn't hard to give or lend.

Who will bear the cat?

He who give but will never miss
Will never know what giving is
He'll win few praises from his Lord

Who does but what he can afford.

Who will bell the cat?

He whose eyes and mind

To worldly things are blunt

The widow's mite to heaven went

Because real sacrifice it meant.

Brief biographny:

aniyi EQluwatomiwa (popularly known as Tommy Brian) was born on the 6th of May 1998 He is a student of

the department of Chemical Engineering, Ladoke Akintola University of Technology, Ogbomoso Oyo State

Nigeria.
He is & vision inspired young leader, sponteneous quick thinker.colourful writer,poet, teacher, social activistteen
coach.a girl-child advocate and an inspiring motivational speaker.His passionate interest in writing and choice of

words is always something to watch out for.

In just 2lyears of existence, Faniyi Oluwatomiwa has positively impacted thousands of lives and our nation as a whole

through different platforms.
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The Road
HOMmMe

S. Su'eddie Vershima Agema

Nigeria

These roads are a collection of gravel and holes
Hiding miseries and sweat, lost sacrifices

Blood mixed with tar poured to be trampled upon

By endless tyres and the back of hurting heels

These roads are the sum ofoursouls
You canglimpseitinthe holes
They deliberately dig for bottomless contracts

That open the gates to the afterlife

These roads lead home..
But home iswhere we serve the tale of our souls
Buried in the laughter of those whose lives are our

death.

. Su'eddie Vershima Agema is a husband and father, a short story writer, poet and cultural enthusiast.

Among other awards, he won the Association of Nigerian Authors Poetry Prize (2014) with his collection,

Home Equals Hole: Tale of an Exile, Mandela Day Short Story Prize (2016) and was nominated for the Wole

Soyinka Prize for African Literature (2018). He has also been shortlisted for the Abubakar Gimba Prize for Short Stories

(2015) and the PEN Nigeria/Saraba Poetry Prize (2013). Su'eddie has just completed a Master's course at the University

of Sussex where he was President of African Writers and Black History Month/Project curator. He blogs at

nttp://sueddiewordpresscom and is @sueddieagema on Twitter/Instagrarm/Facebook.

Sacrifice
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Praise Okwuchi.
Nigeria

It's been all day long
And | haven't moved an inch,
Is this how |ove sits on the swing

With silence sticking out it's tongue?

It's still the same old song
More ancient than Rome ‘o' and Juliet.,
Using our hearts to hold this palette

Painting our thoughts on this slate called Love.

Could this be it. what Mama endured for years?
The sweet bitter taste of silence,
Mixed with the spice of endurance

Her eyes lifting fury and holding back tears.

We were much younger, till we grew stronger
To understand that Love is an offering,
A sacrifice we offer for our offsprings

An oath made to forever, till we breathe no longer.
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GENRE : FLASH FICTION

TITLE : VICTIM OF LOVE

WRITER: MAJORY MOONO SIMUYUNI ZAMBIA
REVIEWER: TAMUNOMIEIBI MILDRED ENOCH, NIGERIA

his excellent piece of work is written by Majory Moono Simuniya from Zambia. Victim of
love is a micro flash fiction, made up of 48 words and has all the elements of a flash
fiction piece which includes brevity. unambiguity and a sudden twist at the end of the

story.

The story gives a well written background. It begins with the second act not giving room for

details.

The story revolves around a wife who was made to stay in an abusive marriage because of what

society would say. Her husband eventually kills her.

The characters in the flash fiction are nameless. The protagonist of the story is 'her. The others
are ‘'we', 'they and 'he. The writer smartly writes about a multitude of people only referring to

them as'we'and 'they.

The setting of the story is in one scene which is an effective way of writing a flash fiction piece.

For once. one would think that the antagonist of the story is 'he' (the husband of the
protagonist). however he has allies in 'they because of their inclusion in making her stay with an

abusive husband.

As always, it ends with a sudden twist: one which makes you take a deep breath and reflect on
whatjust happened.

The title of the flash fiction is symbolic. Love shouldn't have victims but Victors.

The storyis also poetic using figures of speech such assimile - 'leaving a man because he cheats

is like leaving Zambia because it rains'

Reviews
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GENRE: SHORT STORIES

TITLE: THIS KIND OF LOVE

WRITER: JACQUELINE NGAO, KENYA
REVIEWER: OMADANG YOWASI, UCANDA

| | When a woman loves. she loves for real" These are not my words but R Kellys. Is Samu the
narrator's perfect match, Is the narrator mad, does she first have to wait for death before she
escapes? These are some of the gquestions that roam in one's mind when and after reading this

shortstory.

The narrator is a woman patiently waiting for her lover whom we later know as Samu. She's worried
and fear takes a toll on her. It is night; sleep "mMmocks" her but she doesn't sleep not until her Samu is
pack. This is not how life used to move initially; it changed at a time the narrator didn't expect. Her
Samu drastically changed to a drunkard. After hours of waiting, she walks to the mirror, she's taken
back to her childhood memories when her mother used to wait for her dad in the same way only to
receive blows and kicks. Itis the same treatment she now receives from Samu but she can't move on
and leave him because he's the man she loves. This faithful night, Samu comes back, throws her on
the chair and beats her hard. She recalls how her mother told her the way she loved her dad. She

stays, hopeful that he'll apologize because he loves her.

Itis an intriguing story that checks on the strength of love in this modern era of advanced feminism
where women have become 'more delicate." Waiting for Samu to come back, waiting for Semu to

apologize, waiting for love to flow afresh, waiting for everything!

The themes of love, domestic violence, patience and endurance are succinctly portrayed in the story.
Through illusion and flashback, we learn albbout the narrator's home. She is married to Samu who
resembles her father in character by chance. The use of symbolism can't be underestimated. The
mirror, where she recalls her mother symbolises the past and the present. It's through this mirror

that she sees herselfin the footsteps of her mother,
Characterand Characterisation.

Itis through Samu's character that we learn about the narrator's father and the resemblance of both.

She's patient, loving and forgiving.
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GENRE: COLUMNS

TITLE: AT A COST!

WRITER: AMAMI YUSUF, NIGERIA
REVIEWER: COLIN STANLEY KARIMI

rom the previous episodes, it is obvious that Zarah was clear of any memories she had of her home

back in the village. It was through her wit that she found Kajiru, who understood her situation and his

conscience prompted him to take Zarah to Aunty Joy's Home as he thought it would be a solution to
the troubled child. Sourcing from previous episodes, it is plain to see that rural Nigeria is still stuck in tradition,
which symbolically pushes development from their areas during a time where the women folks are being

empowered.

Through episode 12, we see Zarah breaking off from her past. However, she is reluctant to let other teenage girls
into her space. With Susan constantly on her business. it is evident that Zarah detached herself from people who
were close to her. Nonetheless. her father is seen to have noticed her daughters free spirit at a time he
cautioned her against playing in the rain with Kamal. but she defies him. As per her age, Zarah's father might
have been thought of as irresponsible. However, itis in fact a show of love that he decided to let her daughter be,
and allow her to live according to her beliefs and principles. This is the first display of love between a child and

the parents. Itiswithout doubt that the parents' greatest joy is seeing their children happy.

As for the proprietor of the orphanage, itis cynical to claim that she too, was a victim of bad tradition. Concerning
the hefty donations she received from donors. it would be unusual to have the building walls whitewashed, as
one would expect them to be state-of-the-art buildings. More so. her interest in Zarah's story reveals a space
within Lucy. It is as if she gets confidence or let's say satisfaction once she gets to listen to a victim's story. Or

perhaps. she used the information to align needs to the victim in accordance to the intensity of the story.

Susan is an interesting character as she sort of understands the trials and tribulations of the newbie Zarah. She
showed love from first sight. but Zarah kept dismissing and turning a blind eye to the moves Susan made.
Despite this, Susan illustrates that love takes time and patience. It was through a piece of cake that Zarah let her
guard down and began to express the feeling of love. Episode 12 is fascinating as love as a theme is showcased
on several occasions, and it is without a doubt that the love Zarah's father expressed towards her catapulted her

journey towards self love and discovery, which is evidently crucial to her survival in the city of Lagos.

Reviews

WWW.Write rsspace.net



Reviews

52 Writer's Space Africa

GENRE: POETRY

TITLE: THE PORTRAIT OF LOVE

WRITER: AKINMAYOWA SHOBO, NIGERIA
REVIEWER: ESTHER MUSEMB]|

hatis Love? The persona is trying to understand by defining what he thinks Love

should be: by picturing it.

In S1: Love isimmeasurable, it defies statistics, unshaken: and goes beyond just looks and color.
S2: Love is a warm connection between two people. It binds people with distinct differences
together.

S3: As opposed to 'modern love', no money, no love. Love does not rely on the economy -bad or
good- to make itwork, rather it rises above it.

S4; Loveis arock. Itis firmly rooted against temptation; it does not budge.

S5: We cannot truly understand Love as it is insane to try to do so. It's just a strong enduring

conviction made for two people. It has to be fought for sometimes, but isworth it.

The poem is very rich in wording which strongly brings out the message the persona intended,
‘ageless ore', 'gallant spirits fighting for garlands. The rich imagery works well to paint a picture,
just as intended., 'two young birds together, warm company of two hearts in sync.
Personification; firmly neglecting every wanton thrust and bowing torrents of communal

knocks!

The title is apt and fits the message.
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Editor’s
Note

o fail is one of the hardest, yet most constant part of our lives. For some of

us, we are afraid to fail because we hold ourselves to the highest of

standards and when we fail, we find it hard to face ourselves. For others,
the fear of failure lies in the standards society holds us to; in this case, when we

fail, we find it hard to face the people around us.

We forget that our failures have always been the doorway to some of our greatest
successes. Sometimes, you cannot know what you know (or what you don't

know) if you do not first fail at something.

The analogy of learning to ride a bicycle comes in very handy in learning the
lesson of failure. There hardly ever was a person who did not fumble or fall when
they first learnt to ride a bicycle. There is a joy we all experienced when we finally

got it right and the joy gets its weight from knowing what it means to fail at it.

As a teacher, | would tell my students to never be afraid of failing. For one, they
had already failed and there was nothing they could do to change the outcome
of that test or exam; for another, there were other tests and exams to come. In
telling them the second part, | gave them what | believe to be one of the most
important lessons of life: true failure lies in when you refuse to try again. It is okay

to fear failure, but it is never okay to accept it.

The entries in Failure are a glimpse into how we approach the subject of failing.

As always, the team had the best of times putting together this issue.

It is my hope that as you read it, you will learn to always find the silver lining in the

things you fail at and where there is none, you will create one for yourself.
Always remember, Ubuntu.

Warm regards,
Nabilah.

Failure
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Dowhn
and Out

Nyasili Atetwe
Kenya

t ten minutes to fulltime our hopes began

to dwindle.

“Let's go home!” Nato nudged at my ribs. | didn't
move. Anything could still happen. Ten minutes in
football is a lifetime. The one-goal lead St. Luke
Secondary had over us could be erased anytime. We

just needed Matasi to get the ball.
A win would not only salvage the school fees | had put

in a bet, it would leave me with five thousand shillings

to spend on myself. | could afford the school trip that

Failure
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Mam had refused to pay for. | could buy Linzi, my love,
the chiffon tops they sold at the boutiques in town
and she would know | really loved her. A loss would
make Niko five thousand shillings richer and where
would | get the money to clear my school fees

arrears? We had to win.

For most of the match, the once-obscure St. Luke's
“Tigers” controlled the tempo of the game. Even with
two goals ahead, they still appeared hungry for more
glory. One half of the stadium cheered them on:
those were secondary schools that we had quashed
and vanquished on our way to this provincial final
match. They were now more than glad to see us
humbled.

We had come this far on pretty much a clean sheet. To
score against us was no easy feat. We were the
provincial champs. For five straight years, we had
bagged the provincial football championship and
flew the provincial flag at the national level, bringing
the national trophy home two years in a row. Matasi
was instrumental in all these wins. He had scored the
fourteen goals that had cemented our pole position
in this tournament alone. This would be his final year
playing for us. He was sitting for his national exams in

November.

When the coach kept him out at the start of the
match we knew he was saving him for last. It gave St.
Luke's Tigers some wiggle room to flaunt their tiny
prowess. They quickly confiscated our plot at the
midfield, waltzing into our half with total abandon
until Matasi came on board. Two minutes later,
Indeche advanced the slumbering St. Luke's defense
and rolled the ball to Matasi who side-footed home
from about twelve yards away. We erupted in cheers,
lighting up the other half of the stadium that had
remained quiet and forlorn. We were not just

students of Ludodo High school, villagers had also
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joined us because the stadium was a stone throw

away from our school.

St. Luke had their own “Matasi”; a guy they called
Pepe. He was short and untamable and as fast as a
bullet. Once he got the ball he curved open our
defense completely and effortlessly. He missed four
clear goals and netted in the painful two. He was up
for a hat trick just four minutes to full time. He got the
ball from the right flank, galloped with it towards the
penalty area. But he had Marcus Lumbe and Joana
Matayo to contend with, guys who in other matches
were formidable walls around our goalposts. They
appeared clueless as he dribbled past them, winning

himself and our goalkeeper acres of a scoring chance.

The cheers from the other half rose into the air like a
concrete pillar and | almost followed Nato who had
long left the stadium in a huff. Pepe fired from the
bottom-left hand corner at the edge of the penalty
area. Our goalkeeper dove but couldn't reach the ball.
It hit the corner of the goalpost, rebounding back into
play. Then Indeche got the ball and we all rose to our
feet. He galloped to the left-hand side, outpacing the
St. Luke's defenders. Then, he saw Matasi headed to

the penalty area and shot a sublime pass at him.

Suddenly Matasi had two defenders blocking him
and they knew better than to give him any shooting
space. He threatened a shot. One of them turned to
block the kick, while the other simply stirred, not
fooled. Matasi took advantage of the turned defender
and inched into the goal area from the left side.
Realizing his mistake, the defender grabbed his
jersey and shouldered him off the ball. Matasi

sprawled on the ground towards the goalkeeper.

The referee called for a penalty. The St. Luke's players
could not contain themselves and ganged up around

the referee. He reached for his armor in the breast
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pocket and fetched out a yellow card, which he

flashed at their protesting captain.

By now, the match was past full time. We only had
four minutes of extra time, two of which were
consumed in the futile protest by the St. Luke's
players. We knew that with some more minutes, we
would teach them a good lesson in footballing. This
was our golden chance to get an equalizer and send
the match into extra time. Then we would run them

mad around the pitch and whip them like stray dogs.

The referee cleared the other players outside the
penalty area. The stadium went quiet as Matasi was
left facing the goalkeeper with the ball between
them. Matasi walked towards the ball, picked up and
swirled it in his hands and then placed it in the
penalty spot. He stepped back and gazed at the

goalkeeper, with his hands on his waist.

Suddenly, our side began chanting.
“Ma-ta-si!Ma-ta-sil”

Then the other side replied.

“Out! Out!”

It became a song of its own.

“Ma-ta-si! Out! Ma-ta-si! Out!”

The tempo increased when the referee blew the
whistle.

Matasi dropped his eyes to the ground, leaned
forward and trotted towards the ball. He fired a left-
footed crisp screamer, and with his body, he threw
the goalkeeper one way, while the ball volleyed the

other way.
The ball flew inches above the left-hand corner of the

goalpost, crushing into the crowd. The whistle blew

and that was the end of us.

Failure
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The Ori
Lottery

Nat Proteus
Nigeria

breathe a sigh of relief as the
car heaves and begins the
journey. It's 9am. | hope to get
back home before my mum does

at 3pm. Else, I'm dead meat.

I look around the Sharon. A couple
in matching Ankara sit to my left. A
man in blue suit, a nursing mother
and an old woman occupy other
seats. The car stereo plays nostalgic
music by P-Square. | open my sling
bag and peek at my ticket. My
winning ticket. A hundred
thousand naira could be mine if |

made it to Kaduna today.

| could hear mum's voice ringing in
my ears, 'Tabat, money doesn't
grow on trees. If you go there, you

will regret it.’

| feel a twinge of guilt. She may be
right. But we both know that the
little profit she makes selling
tomatoes will not be enough to
send me to a good secondary
school next session. I'd hate to
watch my friends leave me behind.
| pray this works.

“So, you're also going for the Wayne
lottery?” The married woman

beside me peers at my ticket. |

Failure
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push it down my small bag.
“Yes.”
“Hmm, children of nowadays,' she

turns to her husband. Always

looking for get-rich-quick
schemes.”
“What's that about?”

“It's one of these factories that
makes biscuits. The manager seals
fake lottery tickets in some of the
packets and suddenly everyone is
buying them.”

Hater. Critic. Just keep quiet.

“Why call them fake. Has no one
redeemed them?” he asks, giving
me a side look.

“Several have. Boys and girls. They

all return with the same story.”

The driver lowers the volume of the

music. Everyone is listening with
rapt attention to her shrill voice.
“The manager himself tells them
that the ticket is fake and that only
the one with an original ticket will
claim the prize.”

Oh my God. Is mum right?

The man in suit chuckles. “A
brilliant marketing strategy!”

“No,” she says.

“Do you know how many children

have travelled long distances only

to get their hearts crushed? It's just

Short Story

icket

a matter of time before one of

them is involved in a road
accident.”

My blood runs cold.

“God forbid!” says the old woman.
“What does the winning ticket
even look like?” asks the nursing
mother.

The married woman pauses for
dramatic effect.

“No one knows.”

I arrive to find the Wayne Biscuit
Factory premises teeming with
children. | meet a boy a bit older
than | who looks friendly.

“Hi, I'm Tabat. How do | begin?”
“I'm Abrack. You have to fill this
form before you go in.”

He hands me a form with blanks
for Name, Age, Address, Phone
Number of Guardian, Passport,
Ticket Number and such.

“You're Bajju, right?” | ask.

“Yeah. You too?”

“Sure.” | say with a smile.

In minutes, | join the queue.
About fifty of us sit on plastic
chairs under a shed. A girl
comes out of the manager's
office. She is angry and tearful.
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She walks away without a word. A
boy goes in and a few minutes
later, comes out.

“He said my ticket is fake. Such a

waste of time. Blatant lies.”

Occasionally, someone comes out
and says, “He said my ticket is
original! He'll call me back. All the
best guys.” Did they cook that up to
look good?

As the line grows shorter, | feel
more uncertain. | pray my case is
different. Abrack goes in. Four
more girls before me. When he
comes out, he looks at me and
shakes his head.

“I'll' wait for you.”

It is 2pm already. Mum is getting
home before me for sure.
| need this to work.

“Next.”

k%K%

| sit down on a black leather chair.
The manager is a fifty-ish Lebanese
with gray curly hair. He had stacks
of files on his table and many more
on the ground. He looks at me with
calm eyes and says, “What's your
name?”

“I'm Tabat Tanquat.”

“Give me your file and ticket.”

He looks at the code on the ticket
and on the form. Same. He rests his
elbow on the table, adjusts his
glasses and turns my ticket in the
light. My heart clutches and beats

faster. Everything slows down as he
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says, ‘I'm sorry Tabat. This ticket is
fake.”

“Oh God.”

My mother's angry voice re-echoes
in my head, “You're not going, |
forbid it. And if you mess with me,
you won't forget it for a long time.”
She had gotten worked up over it
last night. And she was right.

Tears line my eyelids. | inhale and
exhale.

“Did you really intend for someone
to win this or are you just mocking
us?”

“No, of course | intend for someone
to win. But that person must have
the original ticket.”

“Is this a scam?”

“No, it's not.”

“What's the difference?”

‘I didn't charge you to register.”
“Then how do you intend to make a
profit? People may win at a lottery.
But the organiser always makes
more.”

He looks me in the eyes.

“That's smart for your age. But I'm
not doing this for profit.”

“What then?”

He stands and walks to the
window overlooking the courtyard.
“There's something, someone I'm
looking for.”

“Is this an experiment?”

He glances back at me.

“Of sorts, yes”

After a brief silence, he turns back
and says, “But you don't have the
original ticket. You need to get

back on your way.”
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“I may not have the ticket, but | may
be the one you're looking for.”

| return to Zonkwa with Abrack. We
joked and laughed. Soon we forgot
about the bad news. He was
schooling in St. Francis and had
pranked his teachers enough
times to keep my stomach in knots
most of the way. While | had found
my ticket in a biscuit from my aunt
who came visiting, he had gotten
his after tricking his uncle into

buying a carton.

He also feared he may not make it

to senior secondary.

As we draw closer to home, my
stomach twists. It is past 4pm and |
didn't have a phone to call home.
Mum was definitely home, cooking
dinner. Abrack is an orphan and his
uncle won't query him. I didn't
want to tell Abrack so he wouldn't

offer to come along.

I arrive home. | write his number on
a paper. We bid farewell and | walk

into the house.

Mum had not only finished
cooking, but had eaten. On the
centre table was the legendary
belt.

“Tabat, why are you doing this to
me? After all my warnings, you still
chose to go to Kaduna. What if

something had happened to you?

Failure
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Don't you know you are the only

one | have? Achat nna ku amey? Do

you want me to die?”
“I'm sorry mum.”

“Oya, pick pins.”

| put the tip of my right index finger
on the floor while raising my left
leg. | remained that way for so long
| feared | will lose the ability to
walk. Each time | wobble and fall,

she uses her belt to realign me.

After what felt like hours, she said,
“Stand up. You can go to your room.
And don't think there will be food
for you tonight.”

| fell asleep as soon as | lay on the
bed. | woke up later in the night
with a raging hunger. | flashed my

torchlight. On my reading table

Failure

was our red food flask.
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About a week later, we had a
visitor. When | opened the door, it
was the Lebanese with gray curly
hair. He was smiling. He sat with
mum and | in the parlour.
“Congratulations, Tabat. You've

won a scholarship  for your

Secondary and University
education.”

I screamed and jumped up and
down. My mum was shedding
tears of joy. | hugged her.

The Lebanese placed a wad of new
thousand naira notes on the table,
exactly where she had kept the

legendary belt.

“This is for the family.”

Short Story

He turned to me.

“The lottery was a test. You see,
everyone in life fails. The difference
is in how you respond: with
resentment or curiousity. Five of
you won. Your faces will be in
newspapers tomorrow.”

“You said you were looking for
someone. Who was it?”

“The company was passed down to
me by someone who believed in
me. I'm looking for someone who
will succeed me. But you must
finish school first.”

He turned to my mum. “Sorry, |
have to go. | need to congratulate
one more person.”

“Who's that?”

“A boy called Abrack Takunak.”
“I'm coming with you! Wait.”

| turned around.
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Leo Muzivoreva : THE OBSERVER
Zimbabwe

he presence of some of the

world's fastest growing

economies in Africa serves
as fodder for the Africa rising
narrative. A walk around capital
cities of Nigeria, Kenya, South
Africa, Angola, even Mozambique,
will put a stamp on the discourse
that Africa is rising at a significant
rate. The crane-filled skylines,
construction of road networks and
railway lines, multi-million-dollar
mansions and business malls
erupting across major towns and
cities, and growing technologies
are but a few indications of the

continent's ascent to prosperity.

But even as people across the
globe engage in discussions about
how fast the continent is growing,
ironically, the other discourse that
goes hand-in-hand with this
narrative is the astounding
number of people in the continent
who are still grappling with deep-

rooted poverty.

One can only wonder why there is
still a widening gap between the
rich and the poor and why Africa is

still struggling with poverty
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despite the fact that it is home to a
major percentage of raw materials
that are in demand around the

globe.

During the recent World Economic
Forum in Davos, African leaders
argued that powering Africa will
answer the continent's growth in
future. According to them,
powering Africa will create jobs,
and

cause industrialization

business expansion.
Indeed, powering Africa will

contribute a lot to growth on the
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continent, but for Africa to grow
sustainably, it will need to pursue
comprehensive methodologies
that address all the bottlenecks to
development. There is a need to
understand what the areas in need
of reform are and the quest to
understand why Africa has been
held back for so long. The observer
takes you through what could be

the hindrance to progress in Africa.

1) Civil Wars and Terrorism
The argument that civil wars and
terrorism, contribute to poverty is a

no-brainer. Wars disorient people

Failure
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and leave them destitute. They also
disconnect businesses from their
roads and

clients. Moreover,

communication networks are
destroyed or barred which further
cripples these businesses.
Industries collapse, people lose
jobs and investors lose confidence
in the affected country thus
pushing the affected region down
the economic slopes. Then, of
course, there is the trail of death
and scores of people left injured,
not to mention the loss of property
which adds to the increase in
poverty levels in areas marred by

wars and terrorism.

According to the 2015 Global

Terrorism Index, the cost of
terrorism to the world was $52.9
billion in 2014. This is the highest
number since 2011. In the same
year, 32,000 people died due to
terrorism acts. In Nigeria, the Boko
Haram insurgency has led to over
100,000 deaths since it started its
brutal operation more than six
years ago. Reports from the oil
producing

country say that

business activity in regions like

Kano had dropped by 80% by 2015.

Apart from business disruption,
the revolt has caused sporadic
migration, abandonment of
professions and jobs, discouraged
foreign investment, food scarcity
and dehumanized people. All

these factors put together attract
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poverty in the region.

Nigeria, which became Africa's

largest economy in 2014 s
economic

with World Bank's

experiencing
challenges

Global Economic Prospects 2016
predicting that the country's
economy will continue to slow
down. With such high economic

impacts and deaths, poverty is

inevitable.

2) Corruption
Dubbed 'Kitu kidogo' or ‘chai'
(loosely translated as 'something
small' or 'tea') in Kenya, corruption
has taken root in most African
countries. This has contributed to
the plight of Africa today. Senior
leaders in government and private

sectors alike have resorted to

taking bribes. A survey by
Transparency International (TI)
indicated that most African

governments are not able to meet
their citizen's expectations due to
rampant corruption.

The that

respondents said

corruption in the region was
increasing despite the campaigns
and activism by civil society and
the population. The police were
identified as the most corrupt
group across the region. In every
news bulletin, at least one story
covered is about how a high-

ranking official is under
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investigation over corruption
allegations. While this is good
news to many, the laws on
corruption are lenient allowing
those caught in the act an easy

passage.

3) Education and the knowledge

gap

Up till today, some African
households cannot afford basic
education for their children.
Although some governments in
the region have taken up the
basic

matter of providing

education as a government
project, many areas lack schools
and even where schools exist, they
are sparsely located, posing a
challenge to the young children
who would rather help at home

than make the long walk to school.

Inadequate skills and knowledge
cripples the economy as there is no
skilled labor to drive the nation. For
Africa to be competitive, there is a
need to invest in reinventing its
education and research systems. A
majority of African youth are not
due to

employed today

inadequacy in education and
technical skills. Corruption in form
of nepotism has also affected the

rate of employment on the

continent.

4) Health and poverty
Health and poverty are
interconnected. When a
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continent is not able to create a

quality health system and
infrastructure for its own people, it
risks falling into a trap where the
economy remains stagnated.
Poverty is both a cause and a
consequence of poor health. Poor
living conditions increase the
chances of poor health. In turn,
poor health entraps communities
in unending poverty. One of the
consequences of diseases is that it
depletes individuals, households
and communities' energy to work
to build their lives and the society.

With less individuals working to
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make their lives better, poverty

creeps and entrenches its roots.

WHO reports that approximately
1.2 billion people in the world live in
extreme poverty - surviving on less
than one dollar per day. Diseases,
especially communicable ones,

spread more  rapidly in
communities that are poor and do
not have access to basic amenities.
Take for example the spread of
Malaria which can easily be
managed through simple and vital
but scarce utilities like mosquito

nets and repellents.
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HIV/AIDS, cancer among other
diseases have also contributed to
increased poverty levels in Africa.
These diseases, apart from
'decapitating' the victims, leave
families and communities in debt
which further worsens their ability

to sustain themselves.

5) Geographical Disadvantage
In this case, nothing much can be
done.

Being placed in a

geographically disadvantaged
location only calls for innovative
ideas to utilize the available

resources to advance lives.

A significant number of African
countries suffer because they are
landlocked - geographically

unlucky. A country like
Switzerland is landlocked but it is
surrounded by stable economies,
creating a platform for trade. On
the other hand, most landlocked
countries in Africa are surrounded
by unstable and conflict-filled
countries. Uganda is a landlocked
country bordered by South Sudan
and Democratic Republic of
Congo. These neighbors feature

civil wars all year.

Although Africa boasts of
indigenous and numerous
resources, they are poorly

distributed among countries and

within states/regions in those
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countries. Despite that,
governments have not adopted
strategic ways to redistribute such

wealth to the citizens.

Wealth distribution is an issue, but
what is even more disturbing is
how great and promising
resources like oil and precious
minerals are exploited by foreign
investors and big corporations
which pay little or no taxes to the
countries in which they operate.
Such practices have left Africa

twirling in poverty.

6) International Aid

In the recent past African leaders
have been heard arguing that
Aid has curtailed
At the

International
Africa's growth efforts.
fourth World Government Summit
in Dubai, President Paul Kagame of
Rwanda said that donor support
should not be relied on forever but
to build

instead be wused

institutions and the economy.

“Our vision is to make sure we are
able to stand on our own feet and
develop our country, attract
investment and do business. There
is no reason why we can't grow
intra-African trade to the levels we
see in America or Europe. What is
good is not necessarily being small
but good management of
whatever you have, small or big,” he

said. "There is no reason why we

Failure
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can't grow intra-African trade to
the levels we see in America or
Europe."

Even though some hon-
governmental organizations have
helped Africa through support in
health, education, governance and
in other sectors, some firms have
been accused of using stories of
desperate Africans to advance

their own selfish goals.

The Kibera slum in Kenya is one
good example. Kibera, the largest
slum in Nairobi and second largest
urban slum in Africa is located just
5 kilometers (3.1miles) from the

capital, Nairobi. The slum is filled

with a sea of NGO's which have not

done so much for residents who
continue to scavenge for a living in
these tough economic times.
Another outlook into Africa's
failing economy is the loss that
Africa is experiencing as the
foreign-aid-giving countries suck
Africa dry of its resources. The
outflow costs to Africa surpass the
inflow that gets to the continent in
form of aid. Health Poverty Action
highlights that Africans are losing
almost six and a half times what
their countries receive in aid each

year.

Africais also to blame when it

comes to misappropriation of aid

Columnists

funds and corruption among the
officials. Africa has the potential to
rise above any other continent if
only it lays emphasis on shunning
corruption and providing basic
amenities for all. If we look keenly
at what is coming to Africa in terms
of aid and what is going out of
Africa in terms of profits, tax
evasion and debt payments, Africa

can be summed up as wealthy.

In fact, Africa is financing other

continents.
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Life as we
Know it

Ugbede Ataboh
Nigeria.

n life, the physical realm is luminous about him. He stretched sight buf | maintain a calm outward
controlled by the spirit realm..  forth his hand and decreed.. disposition. “Errrm...Sir, | don't know
if you have doubts about this, what you mean. I'm just here fo
wait and watch the mysteries of life “You still have a long way to go, your appreciate and take in the beauty
unfold before your eyes. destiny is filled with turbulence for of nature...I'm not here for a spiritual
Fortunately for us, both realms are  you will battle with failure at every  consultation” | reply.
controlled by the power of our twist and furn. For every victory you
thoughts and declarations. All of enjoy, there will be a force waiting  “Correct me if | am wrong...You are
this, | discovered after | metanold around the bend to subdue you."  the first female in your family and
mountain dweller on my hiking your parents parted ways before
trail last month. From the sight of A cold sensation moves up my spine you uttered your first sentence. Yes
him, | knew he was no ordinary as | look around and realize my indeed! You are highly favored for

being for there was something hiking companions are nowhere in  most of the merits you have enjoyed
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in your life came without you toiling.
You have eagerly searched for a life
companion but found only shadows
of men who plundered and passed

through you like smoke.”

“Why can't | move?2! Have you
charmed me with black magic? If It's
money you are looking for you won't
get a dime from me" | whisper with

the little strength | can muster.

Where is everybody? Why does this
place seem unfamiliar all of a
suddene The clear hiking trail is
nowhere in sight. This place is a thick
forest with a dead kind of silence.
Silence so thick | can cut through
it...Jesus please help me! Why can't |

speak? | have suddenly lost all my

Failure
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strength.

“Listen carefully and fear not for |
have very little time and so much to
tell you before Time and Space
reclaims this split moment. Love has
evaded you all this while because
the world you denounced wants
you to curse mankind out of
frustration and give up the ghost!
Your case is peculiar though,
because for every heartbreak and
betrayal you've encountered,
you've loved even harder and given
so much more. In truth, you used to
be what the universe refers to as
ogbanje. You ought fo have
returned to the realm you came
from a long time ago but you cut off

your link to them with your zest for life

Writer's Space Africa

and powerful declarations. There
are many of your kind upon the
earth. Exiled souls, cursed fo live
desolate among men for rejecting
the ancient creed and refusing to
dance to the beat of the sacred
drum of the dead. Not many have
been able to escape the wrath of
the mother of dead souls for she lays
a curse on all who desert her. You,
on the other hand, she cannot
touch, because you adopted the
religion of truth and continually
abide under the shadow of the
Ancient of days despite your sinful
ways. The rest is now up to you...look
behind you!”

| look back on my path to see how
farl have already come and | see a
the

deflowered blood of a child; | see

white sheet stained with
raw loneliness; | see unrequited Love
and disappointment; | see bitter
lessons and splashes of wicked

colours.

I walk on without bidding the old
desert dweller goodbye. My course
is set on the path leading to the high
mountain. | journey for days and lose
count. When | eventually reach the
peak of the mountain, | place my
feet on the solid rock, rip all my
clothes off and set my sight upon The
YESHUA

Creator..my  Creator-

HAMASHIACH.

| decree upon my life's journey- True
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Love and happiness; Music and
dance; Good health and affluence;
Fruitfulness; Renewed youth and

vibrance; Color and fulfilment.

Challenges will come but | will
overcome by the blood of the Lamb
and by the word of my testimony-
Rev: 12:11. Whatever force of failure

that tries to subdue me, | will destroy!

| call forth the four winds and
command them to carry my
declarations to the four corners of
the earth and they obey without
delay. "This assignment is long
overdue" they whisper upon my skin.
They return and place a seal of
affirmation on me...a tiny black dot
on the bottom right corner below

my lips.

“The yoke around your neck has
been broken. Reign in victory

among the living... Farewelll”

“Ugbede!”

“Yes?”

“Why are you standing by yourself
on the trail with a weird expression
on your face?” Jamal asks as he
walks towards me.

| look around me...| am back on the
trail with countless birds chirping
above. “So strange Jamal,
something happened just now
..but | can't remember”

“Nothing happened jare! You are

www.writersspace.net
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just a lazy girl who can't keep up
with her hiking group. Come let's
go!” He responds as he pulls me
forward.

“Ah thank God! | could have sworn
something strange just happened
to me..maybe it's just paranoia and
a little bit of...”

“What is that on your face?” Jamal
asks with an amused expression.
“Where?”

“Here” He touches the skin below
my lips with his index finger. “Here,
use my phone as a mirror”

‘The moment my gaze rests on the
black dot, it all comes back to me
and | remember everything”

“For how long was | standing there
Jamal?”

“What kind of question is that? Just

a few seconds..why?”

“l feel as if | travelled for days” | reply.

“My dear, that's what hiking does to

you. Come on let's go"”

As | join my hiking group, | look up
at Him with a thankful smile on my
face and in return, He blesses me
with the golden rays of the sun. | no
longer believe in the entrapment of
destiny but in the power of my
declarations intertwined with the
grace of my Creator, Yeshua. You
and | were created to win and not
fail; to be the head and not the
tail..failure is not our destination
but a springboard which shoots us

to victory over and over again.
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Nyakato and the
Spelling Competition

Crace Tendo Katana
Uganda.

yakato was a very tiny

but very clever girl for

her age. She would do
what defeated her older mates and
this won her favour from everyone.
She solved almost every exercise in

her class.

One day, her school had to prepare
for a spelling competition and a

sports competition. Nyakato got so
excited and so did her teachers and

classmates. She was chosen

Failure

among those to participate in the

spelling competition because her

teachers knew that she would win.

She wanted to participate in both
competitions, but her English
teacher told her to concentrate on

one - the spelling competition.

Nyakato was prepared for weeks

before the day of the competitions.

When the time for the spelling
competition reached, Nyakato

became nervous all of a sudden.

She paced to and fro, she rubbed
her hands and breathed in but she

could not calm herself.

"All will be well, Nyakato." Her

teacher said trying to sit her down.
Nyakato looked up at her teacher

with questioning eyes. Her teacher
brought her a glass of warm water

which she took in one gulp.

"Are you better now?" Nyakato
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nodded yes.

Her turn came to spell and she
went over to the microphone. She
looked all around the hall and saw
that everyone was looking at her.
She got so scared and ran out of the
school's main hall with tears in her
eyes. He teacher followed her

closely to see what had happened.

"What's wrong, Nyakato?" Her
teacher asked.

"l am so scared,"Nyakato replied
wiping away a tear

"But you have worked so hard to
this day. They are just your
schoolmates! " her teacher said,
"Come, let us go back inside."

“No! | cannot. | am so ashamed

now." Nyakato cried.

Her teacher soothed her and was
able to convince her to go back to
the hall.

Once back on the stage, Nyakato
trembled and tried to spell the
words. This time around, she
managed to spell all the words that
she was given. She went through
from the first round to the fourth
round without any problem. In the

final stage, Nyakato trembled but

Children’s Literature

then began to spell the word that

she had been given.

"A-T-H-O-R-I-T-Y"

The bell was sounded and one of
the judges said, “No.” It is A-U-T-H-
O-R-I-T-Y."

Nyakato ran out feeling very bad for
having failed such a simple word.
Her teacher was glad that she was

at least able to spell.

When the teacher found her at last,
he made sure that she was

comfortable.
“Next time you will win, Nyakato."

Her teacher comforted, "Next time

you will. | am very sure about that."

Failure
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A Failure’s

Worth

Cupido Stephanie
South Africa

ozo was sitting in the park

all alone one day after

school. He was very sad
and was holding a book in his
hands.

Meanwhile, Buddy came to the
park to play with his new frisbee

which he got for his birthday, but

realized that he could not play

alone. He needed a friend to play

with.

He searched and searched the park

for a friend. After a while, he
spotted someone sitting under a
tree and walked over to introduce

himself.

“Hello, my name is Buddy. What is
your hame?”.
Bozo sighed, “I'm Bozo”, he said

sadly.

Buddy saw that he looked very sad

and decided to cheer him up.

“Nice to meet you Bozo. | got this
from my uncle for my birthday,
would you like to play? It would be
fun!”, Buddy said politely.

“l can't”, Bozo said grumpily.

“Well, we can play another game if

Failure

you want”, Buddy suggested with a
huge smile.

“ told you | can't. | can't do
anything”, Bozo said in one breath.
He was very irritated and sighed
very loudly this time.

“What do you mean?”, Buddy asked,
very confused.

“I'm not good at anything, | fail at

everything”, Bozo said, hopeless.

Buddy went to sit next to him and

crossed his legs.

“Everyone is good at something”.
Bozo shook his head, “l don't know”,
he said, “I'm trying to do my

homework, but I'm struggling to

Writer's Space Africa

figure it out”.

“How about this”, Buddy said, “we
can figure it out together and then
you play the frisbee with me?
Deal?".

Bozo smiled for the first time, “|
guess that would be okay. Okay,

deal.

Buddy was very chuffed; he made a
friend whom he could help. He was
always happy whenever he could

help.
They quickly went to work and

Buddy realized how smart Bozo

was; he just needed to concentrate
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: he was not a failure.

Bozo was also happy that he made
a friend. “You are very smart”, Bozo
complimented Buddy.

Buddy laughed. “Thank you, that's
because | read a lot of books. You
are also smart, you know?”.

Bozo blushed and lowered his
head. “Me?”, Bozo asked shyly.

“Yes, you just need to concentrate
more, then you will be the smartest

kid in school! replied Buddy.

Working as a team, they finished
Bozo's homework quickly and they
could finally play with the frisbee.
They threw the frisbee from one to
the other, happily enjoying their

game.

Bozo threw the frisbee a little too
hard and it landed on someone's
lap, sitting across from them in the

park.

It was a big boy and he looked twice
their age; he also had a frown on his

face and looked really strong.

The boy got up and picked the
frisbee up. He started to walk in
their direction.

Bozo looked at Buddy and saw that
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he was smiling. He wondered why
he was smiling. Bozo was very
scared, so he decided to ask Buddy
straight up.

“Are you not scared of him?”, Bozo
whispered.

Buddy laughed. “No silly, that is my
friend Bucc. He is also my

neighbour”.

Bozo was relieved and smiled
nervously. Bucc reached them and
said hello and Buddy introduced

Bozo.

“Nice to meet you, Bozo”, Bucc said
in a friendly voice.

“Nice to meet you too”, Bozo said.
Bucc looked at buddly, “Is this your
frisbee?”.

“Yes, thank you for bringing it over”,
Buddy said smiling.

“Do you mind if | play?”, Bucc asked.
“Not at all"” Buddy and Bozo said at

the same time and they all laughed.

They played happily in the park
until sunset.

Bozo was so happy that he gained
two friends and he no longer felt
like a failure. He felt worthy to be

called a friend.

Children’s Literature
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Avorvi

Azah Edem

I -
Lnana

vorvi was a mute six-year-

old who did not fit very

much in school, but loved
it there. She wanted to always go to
school but her mother would
sometimes take her to the market
because most people did not
understand what she could learn in

school.

She hated the market. There were
too many grown-ups there and she
did not like that they always came
to make signs - which meant

nothing to her - as though they
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were speaking to her instead of just

speaking. She was dumb, not deaf.

She knew she could communicate
in sign language. It was a series of
signs representing words that
would help her talk normally to
anyone else who knew the signs.
The head teacher was trying to
teach both her and her mother. But
these grownups were just
annoying as they assumed because
she couldn't speak there was a
problem with her hearing too. They

would shout at the top of their

Children’s Literature

voices as if they were on one end of

the ocean and she on the other.

The most annoying was her uncle,
Efo Gabor. Efo Gabor was the
village drunk and jester. He was

reason for

also her mother's

sadness. He always found it
important to tell Avorvi's mother
how much of a failure she was
because her womb was not good
enough to bring forth a normal
child.

mother

Avorvi's ignored him
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outwardly, but she would cry and
lament when she thought Avorvi
was asleep. She did not have a
husband because Avorvi's father
had another wife in another town
and had deceived her. It was bad
enough that she was seen as a bad
example and now her daughter

could not speak.

She however taught her daughter
to respect elders regardless of how
they behaved. Her whole family
lived in the same compound and
every day Efo Gabor would make
her mother feel sad. Avorvi was so

angry about the whole issue but
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could do nothing about it. True to her word she became an
important and respected woman
She tried to involve her motherin  in her community. Avorvi showed
other activities especially her sign  her mother that no matter what
language studies and her mother  happen no one was truly a failure.
became so good that she was hired

to teach sign language at the

school. Her mother was happier

now and learned to feel important.

Soon the school had more children
with physical impairments
because people hid their children
no more for fear of ridicule from
people like Efo Gabor. This made
Avorvi so happy she told her
mother she would work hard at

school and become a great success.
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Yesterday

Onimisi Asuku
Nigeria

Yesterday, | painted today with a brush, liberal!

Yesterday, | painted today in colours bright and

shadows menial.

Yesterday, | stroked the canvass of my dreams in
dabs, swipes and unbroken lines

Lavishly with wanton abandon,

Yesterday, | sang a song, an undertone for today,
A sonorous Sotto voce cresting in a crescendo of

soulful applause!

But Today is here with rains | did not paint,
In colours | never mixed, somehow creeping on to
my canvass - hues without herald; shadows cast by

failings, a part of my soul.

Today, the present I'm given is not what |
painted...nor what was promised Yesterday.

Yet | paint again, in dabs, swipes and broken lines
What will be today tomorrow, and tomorrow,

yesterday.

With more flourish and even more lavishly, the
bright colours of hope!

Inheriting hues, shades and shadows as is true of
living,

| paint again, with more caution than | did today,

Yesterday - the bright colours of hope!
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Silver
Lining

Today they returned
like nasty potent parasites;
our wedding vows, your face.

Failure, my seasonal bride.

The memories haunt;
honeymoon and kids.
Bloody salty falls,

like acid; a kiss of hell.

Fruit of inequity,
this unending marriage;
I'm addicted

or is it just fear of change.

You called again,
| fell off the wagon, again,
like a seasoned junkie.

is there salvation for me?

| appreciate still,
the silver lining;
shedding light in the dark,

teacher. Life's greatest staff.

Yes; wet kisses, caress, orgasms.
Occasionally. There's another,
much different; defining me,

and it's not you.
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| Rise, | Fall and
| Rise Again

Adewara Joses
Nigeria

Sometimes, | wear courage like a treasure

| colour my fears with green and yellow crayons

| rise high like a giant.

Sometimes, I fill the vacuum of my thought
With the memories of Father's tales

And with the ellipses left in the corner of his cheek.
And most times, | return home with a broken leg
| fall into ditches

| lose my torch, | fade into obscurity.

Sometimes, | fold my mother's prayers into my
spines

So, when it is dawn, | rise high again

And face the world

And face life.
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From the Day
| was born

Letlojane Simo
South Africa

From the day | was born, | was never perfect

| fell when | attempted to crawl, stumbled and fell
when | tried to walk

Yet | never gave up on a dream to walk - today | am

running.

From the day | was born, | failed repeatedly

| uttered words with no meaning, made sounds that
made no sense

Yet | never gave up on a dream to talk - today | am

singing.

From the day | was born, | was never born to fail
I have fallen, stood up only to fall over and over again
Yet | never gave up on a dream to win - today | know

failure is not a mark.

From the day we're born, we were never born to fail
We were born to try and try again until we succeed,
even when we don't succeed

Failure is never the end of our story, but the beginning
of a new chapter.

Please turn over!
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A means to
an end

Ndlovu Nobukhosi .P
Zimbabwe

Failure is a means to an end,

Like curtains hiding the morning light,
A handle to open the door

A bump within the road'

It causes temporary distress

To make it all worth the delay.

It separates the weak from the strong,

By playing a game of wills

Leaving success to those who are worthy,
To open the curtains and grab their destiny
And learn from the hurdles

That are stumbling blocks in their race.

Like a thief at night,

He whispers sleep to the school child,
Abscond work to the laborers

Laze around to the breadwinners

So that he can laugh his lungs out

Of having won the game of willpower.

However failure is just but a feeling,
Which plays hide and seek

Like the changes in seasons

It is only temporary

A means to an end

Solidifying the pathway to success.

Poetry
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Dear
Failure

Nyotta Christine
Kenya

Find me a new song,
A dissimilar tune would be a delight,

Purposive to change my life.

Lies cloud my mind,
Urges boil within me,

Rain on me anew.

Enlighten me further,
Show me a new path,

Uphold me, dear.

Crying heals my heart,
Carrying the weight,

Epitome of my story.

Silly me, strength, | must find,
Forward, | must move,

Far and wide, | intend to go.
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An Unwanted
Friend

Awer Piol Tiek John
South Sudan

But a must-have he is!

When | remember him,

| tighten my grip on my goals.

When | think of him,

I unfriend extravagance.

When | recall him,

I am motivated to give a helping hand.

When | see him,
| sip my coffee and say, "THANK YOU GOD".
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Afraid

Kiboi Victoria
Kenya

Afraid

Of making victors of my demons.
Damned to reprise

Same old mishaps,

To stumble on the very stones
That fell me afore.

Afraid

To try again

To fail again.

Of giving in to the terrors
That whisper in the night.
Fear, you devious friend,

You cunning thief,

I shan't allow

Your velvet embrace

To plunder any longer.
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Breathe

Makole Tshiamiso
Botswana

| breathe...

with such difficulty.

Air escapes my lungs

as though exiled

and has so much loath for my nostrils
a place it used to reside

with such ease.

I'm dying

I'm crying...

I'm trying to breathe

But my breath slips

| am counted with the deceased that
failed to breathe.

I'm dying

I'm crying

I'm trying to breathe
my breath slips

as | fail to breathe.

My eyes shut and light escapes
poison lashes over me

and | beat myself for days | wasted...

| give up and give in
to the world

| have never seen.
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Failure

Isibor Peter Ibhane
Nigeria

A teen lay on a couch,
a finger to his mouth.

Both eyes watched from the south.

An agama climbed and fell,
its mind one couldn't tell.

Determination its energy fuel.

Failure crept into its brain
looking for a nest.

Determination left it no space.

The agama had an aim
and it wasn't a joke or game.

Again he climbed all the same.

A busy reptile nodded at each fall
as a resentment for failure

till it climbed well & success found.

Not achieving a good aim,
failure may stare us with cold eyes;

stare us in the face.
Determination to forge ahead

is vital to grasp success.

Both distant human eyes learnt this.
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GENRE: SHORT STORY

TITLE: NONEXISTENT PICKET
WRITER: HARUNA DAHIRU, NIGERIA
REVIEWER: BILDAD MAKORI, KENYA

he nonexistent picket is a wonderful short story that truly sheds
light on the theme 'Sacrifice'. The title of the short story is
symbolically used by the writer to talk about someone who is

seemingly invisible to those around him.

The short story is about the narrator who talks about his interaction with his
son when he is asked a question in school - who the best parent is. The son
asks the father this question and the answer the son gives is the mother.
The father feels disappointed in a way, saying that by the reasons his son
gave him for his answer, fatherhood is underestimated despite the

sacrifices he as a father makes, which go unnoticed by his son.

The major writing style used by the writer depicts contrast, clearly seen in
the flashbacks he has written. The narrator recalls how he was raised and

reflects on whether he is doing as his parents did.

Also, there is a clear picture coming out through the vivid descriptions used
and this helps the reader create a picture in mind of what is going on in the

story.

Reviews
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GENRE: FLASH FICTION

TITLE: BEAST OF VALOUR

WRITER: TIMI SANNI, NIGERIA

REVIEWER: LEBOGANG SAMSON, BOTSWANA

his is one hell of an intriguing topic, one | must commend - it is

a good read! Beast of Valour is a flash fiction of 249 words

written by Timi Sanni from Nigeria. One of the elements which
qualify this story as flash fiction is the way the author randomly started
the story; it started somewhere in the middle. Yes, what greeted me
first before everything else was the fact that there is death in the
picture (it is a sad thing that we have to die...) This opening line kept me

on my toes, anxious to discover who died, how and why they are dead.

The plot thickens when you realize that characters are nameless as the
persona kept on saying we, us, our. The use of these pronouns on
behalf of characters made it difficult to tell the gender of the
protagonist, but as the story transforms, you realize that one figure of
speech employed here is personification as the protagonist is an
animal, a cow in particular; one that laments about the maltreatment
they endure at the hands of humans even though they portray great
qualities of being heroes to the human race. Despite this, cows get
viciously slaughtered a fact clearly shown in the line “we are beasts of
valour but we die like slaves.” This is where the author highlights on the
theme 'Sacrifice' as the persona tearfully narrates how they are

brutally butchered for people to feast on.

The twist surfaces when the writer introduces the second setting. He
begins by talking about the killing and spilling of blood in abattoirs,
then immediately switches to the farm - tilling the land (plowing);
hence the use of brevity and unambiguity, resembling the level of

creativity by the writer.
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At this point there is the antagonist here - old Baba Agbo would smile
and pat our backs. Now you see how humans can be hypocrites? They
have the 'Beast of valour' but still butcher it for their consumption; at
the same time, they make it do manual labour; tilling their lands to
produce crops for people. There is also an element of humor in this
flash fiction; our distant cousins - rams, were sacrificed in the times of
Abraham!

Towards the end, another poetic tone appears, one which is very
common in a limerick which is characterized by the use of vulgar
language - stuff my hoof into their mouths and shove my horns up
their butts...

Lastly, another nameless character pops up; (she) in this case refers to
mother nature who consoles the beast by saying it is a privilege to die

her way, meaning the 'natural death than being killed".

Overall, the flash fiction served its purpose. It is a beautiful piece.
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GENRE: ARTICLE

TITLE: THE SACRIFICE OF DREAMS

WRITER: GRACE MASHINGAIDZE, ZIMBABWE
REVIEWED BY NAMSE UDOSEN, NIGERIA

n The Sacrifice of Dreams, the writer takes us on a journey through
the dilemma of fitting in or standing out. It presents the battle
young millennials face in trying to create a niche for themselves or

towing the line of the generation before them.

The article is written in an impersonal tone and from an observer's

perspective.

Although it has its settings in Zimbabwe, the message is of universal

appeal. It's something most young Africans can relate to.
I, however, feel that an article of this nature should have a personal

touch to it. The writer should throw in some personal events to

buttress the point.
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Failure

GENRE: POETRY

TITLE: LETTER FROM A FATHER

WRITER: ADEMOKOYA ADEDAYO, NIGERIA
REVIEWER: COMFORT NYATI, ZIMBABWE

etter from A Father is a poem that consists of 23 lines and its

structure resembles that of a concrete poem. The principal theme

of sacrifice evolves in the entire poem although from L9 to L12 is
where it strongly emerges. In this context it is vivid that the mother
assumed the place of a sacrificial lamb in the labour room in order to serve
the life of her child.

Moreover, this piece is written from the perspective of a father who is a
widower as is already suggested by the title. The father writes this letter
addressing his child in a nostalgic tone filled with grief about his deceased
wife who died in giving birth to this child. This poetic letter also serves as a
tool which the father uses to comfort the child who was deprived a mother

figure from the moment of birth.

Despite the unfathomable memories he had of his demised wife, the
persona maintains that tone of optimism and joy when he confesses that;
“she loves you more than her hands, you've become a dream come true.”
Faced with the images of how the wife died, one thing that keeps him
hopeful is the characteristic traits of the child which resembles the mother,

such as the smile.

The use of a heart and river imagery perpetuates the intensity of pain he
suffered upon losing his wife and this is supported by his metaphorical
admiration of the Kangaroo. It is clear that the persona finds it difficult to
cope with and ward off the fresh memories of his wife; this is stimulated
more by the presence of his child, and because the more he sets his eyes on

him the more he misses the wife.

Atmosphere: cold, unbearable, depressing, somber

Attitude: awe, contemplative

Overriding themes: melancholy, mourning, heroism, sacrifice
Tone: bitter, regret, gloomy, grim

Diction: detailed, narrative, simple to grasp

Moral: let go of the past, for the present to find its place.
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Writer's Space Africa Editor's Note

EDITOR'S
NOTE

naconversatomvritingittagoofriendfminesheemindedahatwritiniglonelyWritethemselves
magometimeadhdifeoftheartfangedunderstathdiformosidfusthissverymuchmaginative)the
acbfwritinigselfaronlpeembarkagdonlone.

Inverymuchhesamwalifecarbgusthslonelyswritingespecialyheitcomeantheheelsffailurdhere
arethingthabnemustlioaloneegardlesthepeoplevehavevhavallkhrougdlfewittusltisaparbfthe
procesmomattewhawvedowecannathedtherocess.

Inreadingeentrigethisnontthaveomtorealishatherarananwaymwhictwveasndividuapproach
solitudasabirdarryimg(unnoticedithhecouraditdifeasajealousvewh@ushaeme'minbeyortthe
realitgfthepreserdstheerasuicdthememonpftruanceternabveAlthesareahewaysmwhichumriters
fothemonthavehosetwexpresghasolitudaeanwthemlhougtheywllwrotindifferefdrmsandold
differestoriedyeoneonnectingalitysthatifasfulbfmangpnomenidherearealone.

Yowcarchood®seessolitudesanegativaatefbeingryowanseatasacuspnyoutifetheusheriradinto
anotherthasdswritergiemusémbrasmlitudestheefinesfoutechniquéthahotdimplonmugaointo
hidinguneuthevorldndetsolitudethéirthplao&henexbighing.

Alway:membbbuntu.

Warmegards,
Nabilah.
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Short Story Writer's Space Africa

ADELAIDE,
| WHISPER

Paul Wafula, Kenya

el lookingtraighhtanyeyesaying stifflarmotisetineedles.
Daya. “yoaremine.”

"It's injection time, Brody," one of t
lhaveokeebhatmilborawhile. AdelaideweedweeAddelaidam mersaywithenthusiasimhould
Adelaideersmilédhewarmtdnd driftingwayouknow!mslowly poinduthamyamisnoBrody.
fuzzyeelinthattamevitht.She drowningthisoceagndhelast "Now hold still," the other bloke sa
washembodimefgenuirmre facéantoseésyours. fastenimgyrighhandnabelby
andhospitalithamn misghat | heathedooopemndiwomen thebedsidel amfidgetingnd
smilémissubrie€onversationspverldressed whitdaproand sweatirdotTheneedlprickey
heinterjectidghatnadmndaugh facemaskjpproaahybedThey skirfirstimelalmogtimp'We'll
nervouslganalreadyicturber arecarryingmetaplatewitha havdodoitagainfheothebloke
confidently touching my hands, syringdeetensdyskilbecomes says.
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It'sfinallyover] amrubbinthe
injecteparbfmyskinThepains
slowlipdingwapndasthedace

butmyheadan'wraround.|
know it is something inportant.
Hopefultwiltcombackome.

of Adelaide. Sweet Adelaide ddbthgpmomenhough,canhear

It'sbeerfartoolongwithouou.
Please.

Waithershasinmyroomiamin
myroonThifeeldikea memory.
Sheaslyingnmybedpesterimge
togebubfmycomputdesk.
"YoworkodhardnuffShesays.
"Yed,do.lwasalwayslowoher
advanceshgetaubfbedlittle
broodgndcomewlearherhead
towardmychairl knowsheis
pretendirtg takeinteresh my
work.

"You are writing another alien
abductiostoryaren'tyou?"She
asks with a sarcadtic tone. "Yes
Sherlockam,”l replyandfora
momemtdoolnteaclotheand
gelosintheggaze.

*kkk

Day:8.
There is something | need to
remembéitrutioncéeldear,

www.writersspace.net

footstepsrodtiechallwagplhyes,
itistimagaiforthedailynjection.
Yesterday | was able to hold it
togethdodalfhinkwildosdoo.
Waitmywallhasa picturefa
womascrapexhtat.thinkknow

Short Story

| shoutSheturnandsmiledes,
that smile. | remenber now. |
remembdmevarmitcamwith.
Shekeepgadingwayandl keep
trying to reach out. “Adelaide!
AdelaiddeasPleasdon'go!”

*kkk

Day2.

that woman. | touch it. | believedomdsnowwhyl feelmiserable

theonewhalrevit.Perhaghiss
the truth | was supposed to
remember.

Thedoorsopenedndoncanore
likeclockwortkhetwoblokesare
heréogivenemyinjectiokldonot
tensd.barelyidgetl stretcimy
righarmreadyortheneedléo
prickskin.

Suddenly, a name hits my mind
Adelaidéwhispeas mytongue
goesxumlandmyheadecomes
drowsy.
Therghesinthadistanc&earean

a placeof nothingnedéarkand
desolatshoviwouldescribte

"AdelaidémeCaryotheame?"

todayhey'eeepaintingvethe
wallin myroonfora whilenow
becaudbeyon'tikemescraping
on it. They want me to forget
somethirmpdhonestly,thinkl
have.
Idon'knowhatnynames.Don't
rememb#r everhada familyl
alwaybavedhidsfeelinghatthere
wasomeospeciahmylifeput
can'temembé#rsthedrugdhey
meke me forget. That's the only
explanation.

Thedlooppengndt'sthenjection
routinencenoréAtthismoment
amimmunitheneedld.barely
feelit inandoutmyveinAllthe

whildanstaringttheblankvhite
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wallvaitinfptheeffectiokiclkn.
Darknedsamfindingnyselih a
familigrlacdsthimmemothat
hasheldonforthislong? hear
soundsfchildrel@ughingwmf
thenrurpasimylegsand almost
trip.

“I'nfastethalyolAde,ayounioy
saysaftebeatingyoungirlina
raceThissahappynemoriyutl
barelyeertorecognide
Theboytripaftemnotheoundf
racingHestartsryingThegirl
stretchdserhandoutandsays,
"Holdntoneastightisyowcanl'm
herandwonlefgo.”

*kk%k

Dayé.

Somethirsgifferertispastime
formydailyroutinejectioitis
awfullstilandjuiet.
Waitheafootstefsythepelong
toasingl@ersofhedoomopens
andforthefirstimd gettoseea
face.
It'saladyShesfairlplumpnds
wearirgpectacl&hdasadoctor

SOLTUDE

kinafvibe.

“Brody, the procedure is near
completiofheinjectioandre-
orientation procedures were just
parbfphasenefleavinthepast
behindYoustillwantto jointhe
organizatipes?”

"YedguesButammoBrodthat's
noimyname/'answeshdakes
momerdeforeeplyingButyou
barelyemembetho/ouareYou
don'everremembbowyougot
here. Bveryone who comes here
seekirfgrouhelpvilblwaylsea
BrodyouidsomethihgdBrody.
Youwanted freslstartAnchow
thatyouaregetting,youhavdo
pawsAfavouorafavour.”

"WhadoyoumeanWhatidl do?
Whatavour?ask’NovBrodwe
talkedbouthisFreshtarineans
ndackagefnthesidefyoubed
isafileanda watcHtistimeyou
shapethisworldntowhatit is
meartbbe.”

Asshespokdhetwoblokesvho

Writer's Space Africa

usedoadministeredicin®e me
walkeishwheeliragtrangsorof
devicematrolley.
"Onemordhingwemadeslight
adjustmendgoufaceshesayd.
reacliorthemirrathatwasbove
the file and the watch | do nat
recognisieifaceButheragain
donitemembresvlooked.

Herd amslowlinternalisitigs
moment when the device starts
growlinghere'sbludightl feel
thismomenfisolaticas| slowly
fadelTheoomtartidisintegrate.
There is excessive white light. |
brieflgeethisbeautifdbceshe
smilestme.

Adelaidgyhisper.
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LIFE AS W
KNOW IT

Ugbede Ataboh, Nigeria

fter my recent spiritual
ncounterslippedntoa
nchmood.wadeeling
so blue...so down and out to the point
thathadodoapersonavaluation
of myselfl haveobviouslyeen
driftinthrouglifewithowtclear
awarenes$whal reallyikeor
whd aml recentlyealizethatl
havédeetivingvithibhecultural
andreligioudictatesf morality;
andydoingolrobbedysetfthe
opportunity of getting to know
myselflawandtrengtbike.

Deareader,

kindly find an outline of my personal

evaluatibelow: thishecaus@0Ds myeverything closely knit because, after God,
PS. Try not to be judgey, andealeservespest. familyseverythinlgearnethis
condescending or selfrighteous...life afterseeinfpowfar peoplérom

has a way of tossing us into -ltrytoworlatbeindpetteatmy goothomessuallyonotbecause
unexpectedenarioaaddueto talent& skillsvitheachpassing theyrehebeskindfpeoplbéut
thiswebecomaniquevithour day.l shouldvorkhardent this but because of their solid

beautifirhperfections. thougthecausheimportanoé background which lends them
intellectudévelopmeanndie suppomhenevireytraprfall.
PERSONMALUATION overemphasized. -lhavdearnefdonmypasfailed

-l aspire to please God but I'm  -Uhlike before, | now try to be  friendshipmdrelationshipad
currenthotdoing greajobatit  actively involved in family mathergidderstatldeimportanoé
becauskgetcarrie@dawaywith hope my extended and nuclear  settingoundarieferpeoplare
satisfyimgyflesHneedoworkn family will eventually become  concerned Isolation from people

www.writersspace.net n
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Columns

willreducdramahought the
expense of the personal growth,
knowledge and experience that
comewithsocializimgronghnd
gettinpurtfrontrustingasily.

desiresccasionadtychavelone
thingemoproudf.
-lusetiobeattractddguysnyage
becauasftheiboyishharrbutl
realizetheydo notsuitme.My

usedobeterriblat maintaining personality stron@ndcanbe

relationshipghpeopldutl am
currently mastering the art of
coexistingiththeworskindof
peoplbyexpectineworstrom
peoplbeforexpectinhebestlf
theyprovmeighbybeingerrible
therd'mokaypecaudexpectat]
but if they prove me wrong by
actualllyeingnicetherit'sawin-
wirfobotlofus!

-1 dislikeandavoiddisloyaédnd
disrespectfidopld;alsodonot
likeusershatetwhekfindnyself
exhibitinlgestraits.
-InovknowhatbnlyGodovesne
unconditionattighasbrougimhe
thidarlamdeterminexsucceed
inlife.

-l can't date several men

threatenihgmyagematesience
the need to switch ny taste to
successfplayfubndintelligent
oldemen- culinargkillsvould
alsobe appreciatdddon'tthink
thesqualitiemretoomuchioask
for!
-lhatebeingloneeverthough
enjoypnyowrcompamspmetimes.
usedothinla goodnarwoulte
instrumenit@ielpingpebuilany
owihomandpacédon'thinlso

Writer's Space Africa

morandjeimoréseertobegoing
arounthcircleandthisneed$o
stop.havenessadypersonkfe
up and | need to make some
deliberathangdysdiredfmy
personailess.
-Myspirituancountduringny
hikintrihaopeneadyeyesothe
worltheyondndthedivinpower
embeddénourdeclaratioham
nowcarefuvithmywordsndry
mybestto alwaysnakepositive
declaratidnevergircumstance.
-Mynheretdnelinehasalways
beemykryptonitmfortunateéty,
hagpushemheintdhewrongrms
ondoamanyimed'drathebein

the midst of happy people going

anymorkftetoosimgychildhood forward, people who don't

friendoasthmiastmonthhave
deciddddaallcartobuildhome
formyselhsidmyhearédndreat
eacldayikeyold.
-Asegardsvandomandéeel
disappointed in myself for not

simultaneously - probably becaakmthebespersonahoicek.

amahopelessmantwhalways
tries to build romance even in
shallorelationships.
-lamnota saint! giveintomy

SOLTUDE

have failed myself by being

complacewithmybodyandmy
personapacdhavdailednyself
bynotbeingoldenougho want

necessarily have to be romantic
interests . When this Covid-19
pandemiends| willsignup for
weekenthncelassesincélove
dancingdon'tarehowmuclit'll
cosinebecaudesuréwilbeso
mucfurandvortbverfarthing!
It is common knowledge that
CreativemdWriternsvesolitude,
buthotmeAtthigpoininmylife)
dontheedolitude!

www.writersspace.net
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RIDING SOLO:
A CHOICE NOT A GURSE

Leo Muzivoreva: THE OBSERVER, Zimbabwe

mmelteaddhewaywith
impy outfits, poses on
ial media, trips to the

beachndyespwavefweddings,
which can make it seem like
everyonsgettingitche®utpn
thecontrary recenstudyhas
revealdthatimorefusaresingle
than ever before. Since society
seemiothinkhere'someeep,
darkreasomehindeingsingle,
herearesomeeasonshyhalfof
thepopulatioemaimsingle:

YolhaveomeMissMRighyet
anddeserveettetharMiserMr
Wrong.

Youarefiercelindependeahd
wilhotipologifumit.
Yolhavdiglstandardsydsdar,
nondasnethem.

You are figuring out ME before
worryirdpoudS.

Youovéhdreedontbeingbldo
dovhayowantyhegowant.

Yowouldathelresomeomehas
singléhasomeomédhsettled.

Theresnothingorannoyinban

www.writersspace.net

anosfriendmelativaskinghen
youwaregoingogetengagesdhack
uportietheknotWhydothese
benchmamkgasinthefirsplace?
Are the people who fdlow them
happidrealthier?

Columns

especiattyarrisadomenhdave
children.

Oneofthegreatedtarofbeing
singlesthatonelinessltreepp
onyouikea hungriyeasteadyo
consunyeuThdruthsloneliness

Itistimetotosdhestereotypicalhadittldodowitibeinglone.

timelinendshargouwictoriexf
independenveiéhhosevhdryto

pityou.

Thingspeinginglearbegreat.
Didjoknowhat:

Beinginglés associateditha
decreasetskof advershealth
effects from dysfunctional
marriagesntimatelationships.

Singlesremorékelyobefitand
health§ingléendogaothegym
moreeathealthpndhavdower
streskevelsStudiemdicatthat
peoplgainweighdfterstarting
relationship.

Singlpeoplalsaogetmoregood
qualityleephampeoplehshare
abedwvitlapartner.

Singlevomehaveébettemental
health than married women,

Albfushavexperiendedeliness
inacrowdedongrfeltemptina
relationshiperevergsalsdrue
-yowcarfeeblissfihmomend$
solitude. Being happily single is
reallynotsodiffererfrombeing
happyndeanytheconditions.

Heraresoméipsobeindappily
single:
GettoknowOUFindutexactly
whatouarepassionaibouand
cultivatiéspresenceyoutifeas
muchspossibleartnobehappy
inawayhatloesndepenanyour
relationsbiatus.

Builda healthyelationshiath
yourselfOUarecomplete the
choicesyourshethgowsedhis
omot.

BuilgoutribeBeefipyousocial
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Geta hobbyWhatevéloatyour
boafThisvillhotonlyillyoutime
but will give you something
interestingtalkaboutithother
people.

TraveExplordreandjscover.

Begratefdbrwhayothavekind
happineaadcontentmentvhat
alreadyxistimyoulife.

Learnontinuoudlgcausamart
isthenevsexy.

Be good to yourself today. And
contentmemindvithigourself
becookalmandollecteditithe
persojouovelou!

Living the single life synmbolizes
freedom, independence and
Rediscovgourcreativitit'sa  yntapped potential for growth.
Have plans. Take a weekly arpetésdimeoplaywhemoonds  whateveourrelationshspatus,
attendh communigwentprdo  watchingomencolounomaint  gon'feelpressuteconformbe

yoga. something! happwitiwhgouwre.
Hava petCominigoméoalive Stepubfyoucomforbndlamo

beingsincredibiyrandeedthat go somewhere new, or do sor’wgmplgmheri hbersoisnota
parbfyouhearthatvantmlove. differertichveek. g

calendaBonotexpecbtherso flyingigh.
reachutoyou.

compulsioorsita‘musto”.
Gehahysmeikeconnewlltl'yo.ur Wor@ward&)ugo.alsxlobods Solitudeouldeblissfubmbrace
bodyGetyourselh shapavhile stoppirypudrongettinthecareer i

thosendorphikeep/ourspirits thayowant.
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THE WARMTH
OF FRIENDSHIP

Immaculate S. Ajiambo, Kenya

epYeep!Thewholelass
stoodo clapforMadgeéhe
wasamusedevidenih her
smildeponytanovefdonnight
tolefessheswayddshyness.

Witha curtsyThankouorloving
mytale.”
“Whereidyowetit Madgedsked
Manuel.
“Afriendfminét sharedithme.

“Madgéhatwasaverynteresting Shehassomangtoriesvisither

storWalloveitrightlass?”

every day after schod for some

Theiresponsegasa resoundingminutes to keep her company.

YES.

www.writersspace.net

Sometimésharenylunctwith

Children’s Literature

hesdhathgetenougmergy.”
“Wowl wouldiketo meether.”
Manushid.
Saidavhisperetadgeayillyou
takendohetodagvening?”
Unhfortunately, Saida's wish was
crushedherMadanmRosesked
Madge not to take anyone there
insteadlheycoulglaravisibsa
clasermnefthe&aturdays.

Thdong-awaitkdfinalldawned
fortheclass$ivestudentdBaraka
JunioacademVhaimorninidpey

assemblénlschooMadanRose
hacaskethentoaskheiparents
fotheihosfThehadsugaryheat
floursaltcookingil,toilepaper,
juicdyuitandnuchore.

Before leaving, Julia the class
prefect reminded them to be
disciplined throughout their visit.
MadarRosencouragédntobe
mindfoftheiwords.

“Guyshavea feelinghattodays
goingobelovelycarfeeltinmy
boneseepsPaidheexcitedhbir.
Everybodgughedt hisremark.
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Thetebursbutsingin@ecause
amhappy'.

MadgannouncdHeirarrivaht
herfriend'sousdt seemeshort
becauskehadeeanxiousget
therdh&kidsnarvellatthesight
ofthemuchutthatslantednone
sidewitabrowsacKorthedoor.

a longtimeafterlosindertwo
daughters to cancer. It was
expensiferthentomanagthe
condition.”

“Whatthegrandchildren?”
“Theywerdakerbytheirfathers.
They used to visit her but not
anymoréhaseesixyearsince

The old lady sat under a tree lshssedeyesrthem.”

thehutShevasoverddafaded

yellowhangAstickaypeacefully Thoseordsrokeheupilbearts.

atheside.

Madamosevenbvertotheold
ladyShevaseenodomosbfthe
talkingsgheoldadyodded.

ManuakkeMadgé&haveoticed
thattheoldladyhasnotuttered
wordomadarRoseAreyousure
shdstheonewhmarratedyou
thabeautiftdickststory?”
“YesYoyushavéobepatienvith
herSheoncdoldmethata good

Madgeldhenmovhevisitsvith
hessisteltadbeemomfortitaghe
oldwomakhenovhadfriendio

shargoyandlaughtewithThey
cleahehousdgdhetaundriged
herandensurshewear<lean
clothexftehebath.

MadanRosecutthepupilshort
whesheallethenhomeetheold
lady.
“Sasshosaucugogomwaitu.”

Shavagreetatksinthesynonyms

speaker should be a good listehegrasdmother in the local

wellRepliddadge.
“Isee.”

“Yoseshdadeehvinglontor

SOLTUDE

languages.

Theoldlady'syesbrimmewith
tearsfjoylthadeebongincshe

Writer's Space Africa

wagalledweehamebyvibrant
anenthusiastaungids.
“Karibunyumbarslievelcomed
them.

Theheartisangsonyladgead
toldhershéoved:

Malaika nakupenda malaika,
Malaika nakupenda malaika,
Nami nifanyeje? Kijana mwenzio,
Nashindwa na mali sina wee,
Ningekuoa malaika.

Theatmosphewadightindilled
withhappinesEheysatdowrto

listehohemarratastorpfSimbi
andNasikufapopulargrestory
fromtheLuhygommunijtthe
end of the narration, everybody

vowetbbethegoodirsahathey
wouldnfallintothehandsfthe
ogrbecausdpride.

MadalRoskedheidsngivinthe
oldladythegiftsTheypromiséd
visitheroftenbecausforthem,
theirfriendshipadno roonfor
lonelinessgain.
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SOLITUDE

Proteus Nat, Nigeria

ndréloppednthebedcand
okedt theblurrgeiling
rougkarmheryes.

Shelenchdtbffistightearound
the packs of hallucinogen, then
broughttoherfaceThihacbeen
heronlyfriendorovem yearbut
shehadnevemoughthismany
tabletstonce.

Amploxolifinllonottakemore
thaBtabletstonce.
Shepluckednethrewt in her
moutandhewed.
Shehadnevebeenhelifeofthe

www.writersspace.net

partyor talkativeShepreferred
beingloneyatchimgovies.

Thatvaysheouléeepersecrets
toherselfikewvhaherdaddidto
hewheshavai?2.

Flash Fiction

Someonewouldenuinelyugh
with.

Thdightntheroordissolveda
brightedvittorilliatludlashes.
Heheadjotdizzy\Shdeltathome
as theedgyfeelingf loneliness
washexvay.

A furryblackandwhitecat with
wings flaped tovard her.“Hey,
Sandrhpw'weobeenPvanissed
yowsanuchHdicketerface.
“Linus.”

“It'sheerawhile Hepurredhile
shetrokddshead.
Shewantedomucliorsomeone
anyoneoutheréoshowersome
care.

“Linusloyouhinkt'sallmyfault?

Laughter floated from the nexhRes8¢person?”

anderchedightenddetandlord
oftenhadvisitordheilaughter
seemddmochkenreasingewith
whatvagossible.

Anothéable€hew.
Shevonderédwt felttohavea

HdookealthewittbigrounHazel
eyesSandrgou...”
Theedightvenpalandeturned
intovapour.
“LinugyaitButhecatwagone.

He was about to say something

friendioucouldrusttompletely. important.
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SOLACE

Chisom Osuigwe, Nigeria

ansittingutsidethgassageayustookingut
througtheentranakoomndwillingnymindo
dispehaineasndetrefreshitiypughits.
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myl0-in-loteboakdpeneianewsectioAnd
startetbwritd.wrotéhefirstwonvordsnd-ushed
backnsideochangmyblaclpertoabluene—fklt
thatheinkwagushingutoomuclisayhelldothe

My seat is a stack of six plastic chairs without¢btiedsxm)R sl thercontinuédwritd,feeimyself

restdhereanoldcratefGuinnesgngrounthe
passagadntiresinyegs.

Thesunsblazinlyobndhat'svhycouldretaynside
myroonBackheraiwadeginningfeelikeamad
houssmmyheadthequietthelaclofbreatlandhe

wanbfwhatodanad#so.

Bubutsideeravitithecoobreezihahaghegreen
leavesftheseldreeswayingndaressingbody,
IfeesomsorbfcalnThissonefaturetaanyways
ofcalmimgyneaself.

Athipointinbeginnibgvondevhymevenvriting
thislaskmyselfiHowilthismpaanyondtowvill
itmakanotherlidebetterWhatthemessage®hd

glowing from the inside. | start to enjoy the proce
begitofeethe¢herapeutiffeafwriting.

Andhercaméhequestiobig/ingosapgheverygalm
fronmelshouldeabldéoenjowritinguimythoughts
especialifyit makemethiscalmlshouldeabldo
enjothdurofjournalimgthowverthinkimgvhis
willmakateenagetiéebettetshouldnjoyaking
carefmyself.
Iknowhissndsomdaystcomesaspuimostimeb
lethdeathatherenighienduturistimiversase
ofmycurrestribblingbmefthgoyfdoingo.

Butodaymgoingoenjoyhisnomerindkeepn
writingfthigournalevefinda wideaudiencer
greatarselingrairtintanymemothisdaythait

thidgsoftemyplaguéhavawayfover-amplifying gavenerelietlsinthisbilitthaGodavendrought

thingandhavinghenloseheirsimpleharntor
exampleameuhergustositandjetsomairand
justmop&uinybuthadarelyouchdtieseatvheh
realizddineetbwrite-akttualfeltheneetiobegin
scribblibigisSolwalkelsacknsidengickedpthis
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LIFE IN
HORIZONS

Odhiambo Felix, Kenya

We have forgotten the taste of peace,
That's the kind of people we are,

And when nights begin to glow,
Dressed with a red cinder in the sky,
We break bones as we sing along,
Our eyes are burning;

We have tossed ourselves in fire,
That is what we are now.

Today, friendship is debauched,

Happiness is diffused with stone stinky faces,
It has formed a grey society,

Our hearts are burning,

We have tossed ourselves in fire,

And that is what we are now.
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IN THE
GLOSET

Temani Nkalolang, Botswana

In infinity of nothingness | found myself
Confronted by darkness;
Threatening to devour my sanity.

Rejection like a naughty cousin played
Truth or dare with me,
Peeled off all layers of melanin.

Reality but a speck in a throng of raging emotions
My mind disintegrated into a million portions.
Like the 'clash of titans' but worse.

Bitter tears moistened a seed lying dormant
Amidst chaos it took form and blossomed;
Perseverance!

Crushing defeat

Can force a person to her knees,
But need not choke her in the dust of the ruins.

Writer's Space Africa
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OF ADVENTURES
WITH SOLITUDE

www.writersspace.net

Deep Martins, Nigeria

Away from the chatter and dance, around the bonfire,
the night wind brings whispers, mellow and mild,;
Where night has quietened

the violins in the crop of songbirds, | wander

As owls sing the requiem of the dying sun.

Solitude ambles by, her tailwind elopes with me,
steals me through thin draperies of air:

i. To a place the mirror, in the tone
of weeping mother, calls my name
yearning to see my scars again.

ii. To a place where black boys frolick
from the kraal of my head to a thirsty river
while they wind bamboo flutes on forbidden bush paths.

iii. To a place a ravished maiden
smears on my virgin canvas,
muddy sweat from her gloomy face.

iv. On a candlelit table, | slit open a vein on paper

and the salty Lake Katwe - as Africa's tears - gushes;
A lake my friends would name, poetry.

And after solitude, my clingy lover, jealously

topples off the crown of the candle;

| return to the place of dance, and merry.

Searching for tidings in my eyes, my friends,

nod knowingly, my return with tale, song, and painting.
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0 TRAVELLER

Seyi Ojenike, Nigeria

O traveller, through a ruinous waste
Squandered upon mirage of redemption.
Here's a truce..decorous serenity

.. a moment of brilliant silence.

When the mirroring walls invade,

Against your heavy shoulders

Like the torrid night;

Let alone revealing your fright.

Shatter with an orchestrated scream, c'est moil!

As darkness of night connives with
The strutting sea-sounds

And a cloudless sprinkle of moonlight
Pours upon the resting sea,

Let your thoughts impale your hopes..

A serenade.

Writer's Space Africa
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THE
BIRD

Moshi Noella, Tanzania

There is a bird in the airport food court,
A sparrow.

She sails in from the ceiling beams
landing, hopping, under a plastic table.
No one else is looking, but | see her.
She could have been a plastic bag
fluttering to the ground.

Is she a figment of my longing?

| watch her ascend

as if an invisible breeze

Is wafting her up.

| flutter my eyelashes

to imagine her wings.
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THE MUSIC
IN SILENCE

Olaitan Victor Olarenwaju, Nigeria

The moment of silence

When the honks stop and thuds cease,

When the screeches and whirs; a deafening silence,
Where | found music in the inactivity

of the ensuing silence.

That moment away from a distracting crowd
Where | could untangle life's tangled thread
The ears within latching to a melody

To breathe life to what never was,

What never is, but perhaps could be.

| can listen to my heart's content,

Dance in time to the non-existent melody
Borne upon the waves of the rhythm,

A parody of colors, creatures, life,

Of things beyond my horizon.

Alone | found the meaning | never could in a crowd,;
Be who | want to be - a king of dreams to mold

his domains as he sees fit, into reality.

Alone | found

The music in silence.
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GENRE: SHORT STORY

TITLE: DOWN AND OUT

WRITER: NYASILI ATETWE, KENYA

REVIEWER: MAJORY MOONO SIMUYUNI, ZAMBIA

rRndutisashordtorpboudschodloywhdsfanaticaboufootbaHllidanaticisisrevealadhis
ttingisschodéesnabidobuyhissweetheattiffoblousegsayoraschodtippndeventuatgplace
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dayaralaysjoblldayaré&SundayBecausiéaswhahappemshilevearedusyakingangstwerdyideam
losatthehomegrownldetheiMVMMatashisseapenaliglostotheclosingfthematch.

Whepouneandérieflironthgfootbapitchyhereunamelenarratissufferimgenseflosandioesot
knowvhatodonextpnecouldocusnsoméenetsfashorstoryAgoodtorysuallyakesffrunningnd
continuesnningnyoumindongfteryou'vputitawaytisalsdyricagpeakirtgthereadeinauniversal
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insteadftellinghereadewhahe'sloindyeelaboratelyagemagemandymbolisnidisvorko'showlis
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wanantitheevenimginutedthenatcldatevouldavé thatlayfalldaydylatagailetoscorapenalty.

Thdalflewnchesbovthdeft-harbrnesfthegoapostrushingtdhecrowdhevhistlelevandhatvas
theendfusistheconcludipgrbfthestorysinthenarromargiwittwhicMatasnissdfiegoalAtetwis

tryingoshowheworlthathere'averyhidindbetweesuccesmdailurdhesaméormuthatlwaywins
coulthibuthatloesntheaweshouldevetryltisbettetotryandaithanofaitotryRisk-takerssaidobe

record-brealdrasprobablWhyasstupidsheseemtheopettedrhischobees.

Thepenidnefthestorisyetanothg@tusAtemrminutdsfull-timeyhopelsegatodwindld_et'gchome!”

Nato nudged at my ribs'. A good story starts as close to the end as possible. There's no room f«
thaimighinakéhereadeslumbeérhestorpeginemediasesandloesnéndeveraftethefinaperiodhe
readaslefwonderintpabhappensthdboynovwhahewontehischodéedbackVilhedropubfschooWill
higelationshvptthissweetheaadntinu#?hatvilhigparentotohimHowlidMatasakédidailurtoscore?
Didhidan$oséheirespebtdthim?

Thditleofthestorhowevdasacomplebell-owmajotiterarffomndacrimagaingheartofshort-story
writingVhethetiewefromanidiomatperspectivea literabensétetweouldavedondettemthat
departmetdoodtorisnothilgmplerstraightforwbodesimplifidavithheveakitldhechosBecausé
thatjtdoesnsurprismyreadesfgoodictiobhaMatasnissddhepenaltit'sallouintheitlerighfronthe
onseprettynuchikeggettingnorgasmsbeforthesexuacthegin®heallissaiandlonéhough)owand
Out'sabrilliastorwortheadingveandveagain.
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GENRE: ESSAY

TITLE: OF A FAILING YET WEALTHY LAND
WRITER: LEO MUZIVOREVA, ZIMBABWE
REVIEWER: NAMSE UDOSEN, NIGERIA
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GENRE: COLUMNS

TITLE: LIFE AS WE KNOW IT

WRITER: UGBEDE ATABOH, NIGERIA

REVIEWER: COLIN KARIMI, KENYA (THE_POWERHOUSE)
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TITLE: A FAILURE'S WORTH

GENRE: CHILDREN LITERATURE

WRITER: CUPIDO STEPHANIE, SOUTH AFRICA
REVIEWER: RACHAEL TWINOMUGISHA, UGANDA
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Bozayh@onsidengmsedlifailurbecauseveryonbinkhe'onéhadothakeffectailedofindanswetshis
homewakhe'scsadseatealonmthepark.

Buddgntheothehandhasanewreebiabirthdaiffronhisunclanche'dsookiniprsomeoneplawithHe
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GENRE: POETRY

TITLE: FAILURE

WRITER: ISIBOR PETER IBANE, NIGERIA
REVIEWER: PRECIOUS ADEKOLA, NIGERIA

oenfailuresapoemf/stanzakyokeintdercetshgoemakessoftheAgamlazardsaliterary
representatibrojusthestruggbdthepersonalliypthumanibgailurisauniversahenomenidrns
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TheoershighlgescriptizrdllegoricaltiheusoftheAgamiazartoportraalientutboudtumanity
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The poet makes use of antithesis in stanza 3 to explain how slowly circumstances make us dou
buthisscontradictegheindeterminedhateavescspackifailurtoweighnelown.

Theoeemplognjambmasthestructundéconveyihganessadgéanakessefvisuamagethprougine
eyesftheteedyingpnthecouchopainamentalicturendringhereadetorelatéotheideabeingassed
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messagleatuccessanengroduofperseveranoetieterminatidrendhymisanartistisubstanteat
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Writers Space Africa Editor's Note

EDITOR'S
NOTE

n the various stages of our lives, we are often tempted to believe that we have “arrived" the end of the journey

and all things have reached completion. Thisimage is itself a comforting one and | wouldn't mind dwellingin the

restthatitbrings. However, life is hardly everthat simple. Itis interesting to know that no matter how many years
you have lived on this Earth, each day you wake up in is a day you have never lived before - every moment is a new
moment, one filled with potential.

Itisinthese days that we find ourselves becoming who we are meantto be. The process of becoming is one we make
without ever realising we are making it. Transitions are more times than not, a quiet, uninspiring (and sometimes
short-lived) moment.

Maybe these moments are meant to go by unnoticed, maybe they are not. Neither of these matter. What matters
more than anything else is our willingness to transition; our desire to become; our audacity to reach the end. All of
this can be found in the little things; the ones we hate to do because they are difficult, boring and annoying. These

arethe things that give us the ability to become whatever we may.

Remember this in your writing, because the keys to a well-lived life can easily be applied to a well-rounded writing
career.

Always remember, Ubuntu.

Warm regards,
Nabilah.
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Short Stories

GABORON
RO

RANGE

Nkululeko Diteko
Botswana

e would gather around

the common room,

listening to him talk
about his beloved Gaborone
Rangers, how they humiliated
Desert Cosmos in the Super Cup
final back in 2015 and how Killer
Kgosidialwa scored a brace on that
day. He narrated the mesmetrizing
performance of Stanley 'Dog
Engine' Mosojane and Bobby 'The
Great' Motlhala.
Smaller children would listen

TRANsm[lN

keenly, but as for us, big girls with
pubic hairs, we came to the
gathering not for some football
mumbo-jumbo, but to get a whiff of
testosterone, for wherever
Gaborone Rangers was, so were all
the boys.

Mrs Halabi insisted that we should
call him by his given name, Lebitso,
however Gaborone Rangers was on
the tip of our tongues. Since he
came to the shelter a month ago,

Writers Space Africa

Gaborone Rangers was all he talked
about, day and night, awake and
asleep, literally. In his sleep talk, he
would imitate Ray 'Papa Action'
Sechele, the legendary sports
commentator.

His football fascination once got
him in trouble with a bunch of
hooligans. Young Stars Football
Club they called themselves, but
there was nothing young about
them, theirfaces were mountainous
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with pimples and their calves were
hard as rocks. They were not even a
club, but a bunch of unemployed
jerks that puffed marijuana and
drank cheap spirits before they
chased the ball in the dusty field
nearourshelter.

The hooligans had foul mouths.
"lt's AIDS that killed your mothers,
notus" theywould sayto us.

Mrs Halabi told us to stay away from
them, but that was impractical.
Their playing field was on the
pathway to both the school and the
church.

We were on our way from church one
Sunday. Smaller children, bewailing
of hunger, were walking slowly at the
back of the horde, but us, big girls
with raised chests, were at the front,
trying to keep up with the boys. Not
just any boys, but those with deep
voices, the ones with broad
shoulders, those that got a bulge
whenever they saw us in our panties
after evening baths. And Gaborone
Rangerswas one of those.

Just as we passed by the football
field, the hooligans' ball went out of
play, and came rolling in our
direction. We all looked at him,
praying he wouldn't do anything
stupid. The hooligans did not like it
when we touch their ball, but he did
not know them as we did, he was a
newbie. We stopped, and so
seemed everything else around us,

www.writersspace.net

well, except for the ball, and of
course, him.

He charged towards the ball, and
trapped it under his foot. We
thought he would pass it back to
them, like Karaonce did. No, but not
Gaborone Rangers, he had to drive
the ball back into the field with his
left foot, much to the annoyance of
the big, dark skinned guy who came
to the touchline to collect the ball.
He tried to grab Gaborone Rangers
by the t-shirt, but he cleverly ducked
away, dribblingaround him.

Other hooligans ran towards him,
but he dribbled easily around them,
one after the other, some of them
falling to the ground, until he was
left with only the goalkeeper. With
his finger, he pointed to the top left
corner of the posts, and the
goalkeeper followed the finger,
diving devotedly in that direction,
but Gaborone Rangers kicked the
ball softly to the bottom right corner.
ltwasagoal.

He ran to the corner-kick spot in
celebration, taking off his t-shirt
and spinning in the air two times. It
was only on the landing of his
second spin that he realised that he
was in trouble, the hooligans were
already upon him, pinning himto the
ground at once. From where we
were, we could hear their thumping
fists. We thought they were going to
kill him, but he was saved by the
shrill of awhistle.

Short Stories

"Lethim go, youimbeciles" said the
pot-bellied man with a whistle in his
hand.

"But coach, he...." they tried to
protest, but he blew his whistle
again. "1 SAID LEAVE HIM ALONE!"
heyelled, and theydid, atonce.
Gaborone Rangers did not make any
attemptto stand up; he was focused
on his bleeding nose. He starred at
them one by one, right in their eyes,
as if he was recording them in his
memory.

"What's your name, son?" asked
the man with a whistle, reaching out
his hand to help him up. But there
was no answer, Gaborone Rangers'
gaze and concentration were still on
his persecutors.

"Gaborone Rangers" we said
"What?" the whistle man turned to
us.

"His name is Gaborone Rangers"
we said again, inchorus.

The whistle man's gaze wentback to
Gaborone Rangers, exploring his
blue and white football shirt. He
grinned atthe sight of the emblem.
"He stays in the orphanage too? |
haven'tseenhimbefore" he said.
"Yes, he's a newbie" we said and
themansmiled, again.

"Okay, you can take him home now,
tellyour matron|'ll come by and talk
to her later" he said to us, and then
turnedto Gaborone Rangers

“lam really sorry, son, I'll make sure
these idiots pay for what they did to
you"
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Indeed, the man came to the shelter
that evening. He had a lengthy
conversation with Mrs Halabi, who
seemed not to be agreeing with
anything that was being said. After
the man had left, we asked Mrs
Halabi what he said, but she
wouldn'ttellus.

The following day, the whistle man
came with two other people, a man
and awoman. Itwas another lengthy
discussion, in the garden, distant
from our eavesdropping. Once

TRANsmﬂN

again, after they left, we asked Mrs
Halabi what the meeting was about,
but she wouldn't tell. Instead, she
called Gaborone Rangers aside,
andtheyhad achat, in private.

Later that night, in the common
room, with bowls of porridge in our
hands, we asked Gaborone Rangers
what Mrs Halabi had said to him, but
he didn't give us straight answers.
He just smiled and repeated the
word, Trials.

Whatwere Trials? Was it the name of
his new family? Whenever a man

Writers Space Africa

and a woman came to the shelter, it
was for one reason only, and that
was adoption. But families seldom
adoptfifteenyearold boys.

When we gathered up for breakfast
the next morning, we were twenty
eight instead of twenty nine,
Gaborone Rangers' seatwas empty.
We made our own conclusions, he
was gone.

Later that evening, we heard a big
engine sound at the gate, it was a
bus, and there he was. He was still
wearing the blue and white colors of
Gaborone Rangers Football Club,
except, these ones were new. On his
feet was a modish pair of sneakers,
and he was wearing blue track
pants. Gaborone Rangers Football
Club emblem was embroidered to
the upper left corner of his dazzling
white t-shirt, and his initials, L.B,
were printed to the upper right. A
blue sweater was knotted around
his waist and he carried a travel bag
looselywith his left hand.

He stared at us, one after the other,
fighting back the tears that
threatened to escape the corners of
his eyes.

It was done, Gaborone Rangers was
now a Gaborone Ranger. As for us,
big girls who liked him so much, we
would only see him on television, not
as Gaborone Rangers, but Lebitso
'Great Thy Name' Butale of
Gaborone Rangers.
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e day is slowly coming to an
end, sun rays shine boldly into
my living room and | take the

moment to appreciate the warmth they
come with. Filtering through the golden
curtains in my studio apartment, they
somewhat resemble golden showers
and | can't help but bask in the beauty
ofitall.

Kisumu has always been known for its
magical sunsets, but this one seems
intent on putting on a show. Oddly
enough it's eerily quiet outside, the
neighborhood children must have
discovered another play spot. To me
however, the allusion is not lost, the
sense of quietness and peace
resembling the stillness after war. Only
this time the warwas within myself, and
| am both the adversary and the
attacker. Rightnow, I'm consumed by a
sense of peace, which has felt alien in
this body of mine, like an impromptu
guest. I have had to try it out and break
into it much like new shoes on the first

fewdays.

| leisurely walk to my speaker, select a

www.writersspace.net

Short Stories

THE DANGE OF
SELF LOVE

Ndanu Jacqueline
Kenya

playlist and sweet notes of afro soul fill

the room. Almost automatically, my
hips sway to the beat; ajoythatl've only
recently acquired. You see, during war,
everylastavailable resource is spenton
necessities for the sake of survival. | am
no different. For me, joy was a luxury |
justcouldn'tafford, always an outlierin
the budget of life. In the background,

the beats get groovier, interrupting my
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train of thought and my whole body is
compelled to join the dance, a
celebration of life and victory. They say
some of the hardest battles to win are
the ones within. | had however fought
valiantly, learning on the job with more
failuresthanvictories. There had beena
few lost battles albeit the war was

eventuallywon.
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The music fades out as the song comes

to an end and I find myself walking to
the mirror. | gaze at the tall curvy dark-
skinned female in the mirror, skin
glistening from my dance earlier. At a
height of 5°7, | had always towered
over most girls my age. This however
was not without fault. | always seemed
to attract a wide variety of opinions:
“too tall for a girl”, “can” t wear heels”,

“maybeifyouwere shorter”.

My mind goes back to how shrunken the
little girl within felt. | run my hands
through my coarse hair firmly held in

place in a short bun above my head.
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Years and years of straightening it had
taken its toll. The damage had been
almost irreversible save for its
resilience, atrait| knew all too well. And
this skin, beautiful ebony skin that had
housed my body all these years, always
glowing in the sun rays. How sad it is,
that | spent so long fighting the war

within, acompletely senselesswar.

I'm brought back to the present by the
beats to my favorite song, and soon
again, a smile lights up my face. My
black silk dress swishes one way then
another following the span of my

curves, as | find myself breaking into
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dance once more. The sadness that
earlier loomed on my head already
vanishing into air, nothing but a distant
memory. | can't help but pride in the
woman | have become, the hard work
thatwentinto becoming her despite the
odds stacked against her. Joy ripples in
my chest, this moment is perfect. In the
end, | have transformed from that quiet
little girl to a confident self-loving

woman.

Perhaps what| neveranticipated is how
much strength and beauty | would

acquire inmytransition.
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LIFE AS WE
KNOW 1T

Ugbede Ataboh
Nigeria

ere comes a time in every

man's life when he must

decide whether to remain
stuck or move forward; in this
context, Nigeriais "The Man".

I woke up this morning at peace with
God for preserving me and my family
during this trying period of the
Covid-19 pandemic, but angry at
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the Nigerian government for
neglecting and failing to safeguard
and provide for Nigerian citizens ata
time like this. All business sectors
except the food and drug sectors
have closed down indefinately;
unfortunately, prices of food and
drugs have escalated. This is a time
when the love of and for the average
Nigerian has waxed cold. Imagine

Columns

me storming out of my
neighborhood drug store earlier
today afterwhat should have been a
mundane purchase...

"Good morning dear, please do you
guys have face masks for sale?" |
askedthe attendant cheerfully.

"Yes we do" She responded, as she
lifted her head from the counter
tiredly.

Poor girl, these people on essential
duties are not finding it easy this
period. " Okay then, please let me
ha..."

"Good morning! Please what would
you like to purchase?" A chubby
middle aged manwearing alab coat
asked as he emerged from the
consultation room behind the
counter, interrupting the ongoing
exchange between me and the store
attendant with his irritating high
pitched voice. He must have noticed
my displeased expression but
decidedto press on, unfortunately.
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"Whatdo | callyou? Isit Miss orMr?
The lower part of your hair is shaved,
while the upper part is permed.
Hehehehe"

Some people think they can crack
dry jokes about trending hair styles
these days and get away with it. They
obviously have not met me, | ignore
him completely.

"My dear, please how much is your
facemask?"

"Five hundred nairaeach"

"What?! Are you guys kidding? Five
hundred naira for one disposable
pathetic looking surgical mask? You
can as well join the gang of day light
robbers currently stripping our
nation of what's left of it! Bloody
ripp-off's!" Irantas | storm towards
the exit.

| totally believe our government is
the number one problem we are
facing as a nation, followed by our
Police force, and then, "We" the
masses.
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Imagine the government refusing to
properly disburse and give account
of the Fifteen billion Naira donated
by Nigerian philanthropists to fight
the Covid-19 pandemic and caterto
Nigerians duringthis trying period.

Imagine the lack of involvement of
our police force in trying to curb the
shameful theft and mayhem
currently taking place in Ogun state
and some parts of Lagos mainland.
Neighborhoods are currently
burningtires on their streetsto serve
as a source of light at night. No
power supply and people are being
robbed to make matters worse.

Imagine we Nigerians unable to love
eachother. Active business owners
inflating their prices instead of
giving reasonable discounts;
Restive youths robbing the poor
and vulnerable instead of
safeguarding and rebuilding thier
wrecked communities; Narrow
minded Religious leaders
misleading the flock with
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frightening and demoralizing end-
time messagesinstead of preaching
spirit lifting messages of hope,
revival and renewal.

As Nigerians, we are fighting
enemies on every side; We are not
just fighting the pandemic but the
fear of poverty. | dare say a time will
come, not too long from now, that
Nigerians will come out of their
homes and resume their daily
mundane but income generating
routines; whether the Pandemic
chooses to vanish or remain "the
elephant in the room". Thisis not a
radical remark, but a realistic
forecast, considering the current
state of affairs in Nigeria. Fear of the
Covid-19 pandemic will keep us
locked in untill the overwhelming
fear of poverty will eventually drive
us out; and by "Us", I refer to not
but the
upper class as well because one

just average Nigerians,

thing the Rich fear more than
untimely death is the fear of falling
from "Grace" to "Grass".

We will get through this, but only if
we can boldly transition from being
Wicked unpatriotic citizens to
Compassionate human beings
willing to join hands in order
overcome national challenges...
and if we do not? We will definately
not be annihilated by the pandemic,
but we may finally give in to the
impending doom of disintegration.
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WHAT WILL
BECOME OF US?

Leo Muzivoreva
Zimbabwe

here will we be in six

months, ayear, tenyears

from now?
| lie awake at night wondering what
the future holds for my loved ones,
my vulnerable friends and relatives.
Iwonderwhat will happen to my job,
even though | am luckier than most -
| can work remotely. | am writing this
from South Africa, where | have self-
employed friends who are staring
down the barrel of months without
pay and friends who have already
lost jobs. The coronavirus hit the
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economy hard. Will anyone be hiring
when most people are in need of
work? Being a journalist is like
being a boxer, what you write is
solely your responsibility just like
how what goes down in a boxing ring
istothe boxer.

Allow me to air my sentiments
regarding what | think will become
of the world around me after this
novel virus is gone or at least
controlled. Already, tonnes of
writings have surfaced on the
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geopolitical implications of the
coronavirus. Most analysts rightly
concur that the world changed in
those hard-to-pinpoint moments
when the outbreak went globally
viral.

It is now virtually cliché to refer to
the Severe Acute Respiratory
Syndrome Coronavirus 2 (SARS-
CoV-2) that causes the Coronavirus
Disease 2019 (Covid-19) or simply
coronavirus as a global
phenomenon. The World Health
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Organization (WHO) designated it a
pandemic on March 11 after the
fact. In other words, the novel
coronavirus was global before itwas
declared pandemic.

What are the implications for
Africa? It would help if the whole kit
and caboodle of African
governments, academics,
businesses and civil society
comprehended the fact that the
world will not be same after the dust
settles onthe pandemic.

The words of Italian communist
leader and scholar Antonio Gramsci
utteredin 1929 ring true today: “The
old world is dying and the new world
With
lockdowns, curfews, conspiracies

struggles to be born”.

and moral panics, the whole world
has not only dramatically changed
but continues to do so before our
eyes. The suddenness and fluidity of
the pandemic means that political,
economic and financial projection
and risk assessments for 2020 and
the 2020s decade have to be re-
analysed given the upended global
optics. Itis forthis reason that rating
agency Moody's downgrading of
South Africa on March 27 is not only
preposterous but also based on a
world quite different from the one
we knew justthe other day.

Economic downturns in places like
South Africa caused in part by poor
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governance and in places like
Nigeria due partly to oil price wars
between Russia and Saudi Arabia
will have to be revised afresh.
Parallels have been drawn between
the current crisis and past crises of
all kinds. Because the pandemic is
both a health and economic
problem, the global financial
meltdown of 2007/08 has shown a
particularly unnerving similarity.

How the big powers in the global
balance of power manage the crisis
on their shores and abroad will be a
major barometer for the new world
that we are uncertainly entering.
During the 2007/08 crisis, talk of
the decline of the West and the rise
of what would be referred to as
emerging economies was rife. It is
perhaps time to revisit the works of
analysts such as Dambisa Moyo
(Dead Aid, 2010, How the West Lost
2011) and Fareed Zakaria (The Post-
American World, 2008) to mention
buttwo authors.

More importantly, the global power-
play revolving around the
coronavirus-enforced dynamics will
signal the geopolitical shifts that
African countries will need to
consider. One point among others is
that the period immediately after
the global financial meltdown overa
decade ago, saw relations between
African nations and emerging
powers surging with China as the de

-15-

Writers Space Africa

facto leader. What happens now
that both China and the West have
been hammered by thevirus?

The new normal post-Covid-19
might mean that African nations
reliant on aid from the global north
and some emerging economies find
themselves on their own as hitherto
wealthy nations - badly hit Spain,
ltaly and China come to mind -
struggle to reconstruct their
battered economies. Six years ago
when the Ebola virus ravaged
Liberia, Guinea and Sierra Leone;
the US, China and the EU stepped in
to fill the gap. Today, African
countries are virtually on their own
as these countries battle the
pandemic at home with limited
wiggle room to extend a helping
hand abroad. The little we have seen
in assistance is the $500,000
support by the USAID to South
Africa, the African nation with the
highest number of infections on the
continent. China, where the virus is
commonly believed to have started
has been more agile in donating
testing kits across the continent. At
this point however, the assistance
falls short of traditional American
and Chinese responses to disasters
of the Covid-19 magnitude on the
continent.

The foregoing indicates that African
countries that entertain the
optimism of the world bouncing
back to the pre-pandemic times
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should better get used to the fact the
world is already moving in an

entirely new direction. Even though
the WHO has been censured for slow
action when the virus first surfaced
in central China, it would appear
thatthis UN entity is the one that has
done the most in providing testing
equipment and providing public
health information to the continent.
Should African leaders therefore
lobby for a bigger role for this cash-
starved entity - and indeed the UN
system in general - in the post-
pandemicperiod?

The pandemic is a live
demonstration and consequence of
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globalization while at the same time
revealing and accelerating its fault
lines. Save for selected pockets
such as South Africa's fledgling
tech industry, Kenya's nascent
innovation hubs and Nigeria's tech-
sawy Nollywood industry, many of
the leaps in globalization have
eluded the African continent. For
instance, appreciable use of the
internet - globalization's enabler -
started gaining traction only in the
mid-2000s, long after it had
become away oflife elsewhere.

Ironically, Africa's late insertion

into the heart of the globalization
may have been a blessing in
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disguise, shielding the region from
what would be an early uptick in
coronavirus cases. As a
demonstration and consequence of
globalization, coronavirus has
smashed the records in terms of
reaching all the corners of the world
at supersonic speed. The dense
worldwide web of aerial, marine and
terrestrial transport systems played
adefinitive role in the jumping of the
virus from China to the rest of the
world. These infrastructure that
facilitate globalization ensured that
the virus could be in one location in
one hour and materialise in another
locationinacouple of hours.
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eseli had two friends, Letlotlo and Liketso. The

trio were the noisiest and naughtiest studentsiin

heir 5" Grade class. They were always the first
suspects whenever a pen or book was stolen in the
class. That was why their teacher, Miss Lira never
bothered to put their names on the list of students who
would get a gift on a Friday of Appreciation. In their
school, every Friday was an Appreciation day for two
students who performed well in class and general
behavior.

One day when Leseli was going to school, he found a
phone on the side of the road. He took it and hid it until
afterschool. Then he took the phone home and showed
itto his father. His fathertook the phone and studied it.
Itwas an expensive phone and looked brand new.

“Sowhatwillyou dowithit?” His father asked Leseli.

Leseli looked at him blankly. He had expected his
fatherto keep the phone and useit.

“Don'tyouwantit?” He asked his father.
“It'snotmine.” His father said

“Idon'tknow its owner. Iwould rather give it toyou than
playwithit.”

“Tell you what?” His father said, “Take the phone to
school with you. Try to find the owner. Give it to your
teacher if need be. But if you still can't find the owner,
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BEST
STUDENTS

Montanyane Halieo
Lesotho

bringitbackand Iwill useit”

Leseli nodded. However, he knew that if he gave the
phone to Miss Lira, he might never see it again. So he
decided to come up with a plan with his friends.

When they arrived in school the next morning, Leseli
showed his friends the phone. After a long discussion,
they agreed that they would wait until the following
week without telling anyone about the phone. But later
in the class, Miss Lira made an announcement abouta
lost phone and the owner wanting it. Leseli stood up
and presented the phone to Miss Lira. He even told her
thatitwas hisfriends and himwho found the phone.

Everyone was shocked at Leseli's actions. Miss Lira
took them to the principal and handed the phone
personally to the principal. Leseli and his friends were
declared the best students of the month. They were
presented with gifts from the principal and the owner of
the phone. From that time on, Leseli and his friends
became better students and were chosen as students
ofthe week more often.

www.writersspace.net



Writers Space Africa

FINUM GOES

Children’s Literature

10 THE VILLAGE

Namse Udosen
Nigeria

inum lived on a big farmin Kaduna. He had a big

roomto himself. Allthe other goats stayed in the

open space nextto his room. In the morning, Mr
Asake would open the door and lead him and the other
goats to the greens to graze. Finum enjoyed tearing up
the grass from roots very fast. He would gobble up
mouthfuls after which he would go and lie under the
mango tree. The other goats would not eat until he had
finished. They were all scared of Finum. If any of them
came any close to his grazing spot, he would lunge his
bighead, hornsfirstatthem.
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One day a group of people came to the farm with Mr
Asake. Three men walked towards Finum. He felt
somethingwaswrong and made a dash forthe pen. The
men gave chase. Finum turned left and right in quick
succession. One of the men tried to grab his horn and
fell. All the other goats shouted "run, Finum, run!” The
second man caught his left hind leg. Finum kicked! He
made a dash to rightbut he ran straightinto the arms of
the third man. The man held his horns and pinned him
to the ground. Finum struggled, but the other two men
joinedinandtied hislegs.

MrAsake smiled and told the men, "tell Papathisis my
birthday giftto him."

The men drove off with Finum securely tied at the back
ofthe truck.

Finum tried to be brave. Memories of how Mr Asake
used to stroke his head and rub his belly came flooding
to his mind. He let out a loud bleat! He couldn't take
thebetrayal. "Sothisishowldie." Hecried allthe way.

The place the car stopped was strange to Finum. They
put him down and untied him. He was surprised. He
quickly made a run for it. The compound was not
fenced. There were bushes all overthe place and Finum
dashed into one. He was happy he had escaped. He
was goingtofind his way back to the farm.

“Sillyyou! Where doyou thinkyou are runningto? "
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That was the big brown Bororo goat standing in the
middle of some tall grasses. The goat was surrounded
bysixothers.

Finum was shocked! He was also happy. These goats
must have escaped from the bad people who brought
him. This mustbe some sort of hideout he thought.

"Good day guys!" He greeted. “l want to escape back
to myfarm. Don'tyou guys haveafarmtoo?"

The goats gave a loud bleaty laugh. Another farm goat
onalostcause.

The big brown Bororo goat came close to him, sniffed
him over, then nudged him with curved horns.

"Stop that! Justtell me the way backto myfarm."

The big brown Bororo, stared Finumin the face and told
him there was no going back. He told him the story of
how farm goats always tried to escape but ended up
dead or lost. Finum was scared. Big brown Bororo told
him to be a tag along with him and he would enjoy the
village. Heintroduced himto the other goats.

First of all, Finum had to learn what leaves to eat. This
was unlike the farm where he had sweet grass prepared
for him. Big brown Bororo showed him grass for
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different occasions. "If you have an itchy tongue, eat
these wide, hairy leaves and you will be fine" Bororo
said ashe munched onsome.

Laterinthe evening, big brown Bororo told Finumitwas
time to go home. Finumwas lazingunderan Udalatree,
regurgitating and chewing the cud while waiting for the
master to take them home. Big brown Bororo told him,
they would follow the yellow ball in the sky back to the
compound. He taught Finum how to follow the big
yellow ball and tellwhen itwas time to go home.

They all marched home with big brown Bororo leading
the way. Different groups branched off when they got to
theircompounds.

When they got to big brown Bororo's compound, some
women and an old man grabbed Finum by the hind
legs. He bleated, asking big brown Bororo to help him.
The old man, tied a piece of red cloth around his neck
andlethimgo.

Big brown Bororo smiled at him, "you are now one of
us n
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BECOMING

Mwanduka Peggy
Kenya

It was not expected,
It defied everything she had planned.
Things had taken a complete turn,

She stood, because it was impossible to run.

She knew the only way to deal, was to face it,
Feel the mixed emotions and go through it,
She didn't have to like it,

But she had to do it.

Embrace her fears,
So that she would no longer be afraid
Wipe her tears,

So that she could move forward.

To fight another day,
For her shoots to unravel,
For her flowers to blossom,

For her to become.

Seasons would come and go,
Change would be unavoidable,
In moments high and low,

Her resilience would be unstoppable.
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BLUBRED
VISION

Chisaka Kevin
Kenya

My ink is fading
Hazy state from too much thinking
Loud silence from too much paining

Afraid and scared to trod
Unsure what the future holds
| can hear reverberations and screams
But too late to chide and scheme

Tears won't blur
My dreamy visions
Grin will light up my world
And fulfill my now far-fetched mission
As | transit from this paranormal night
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BREAKING
FORTH

Temani Nkalolang
Botswana

A seed in the ground,
Takes root, then a new life sprouts.
Change, the wheel of life.

www.writersspace.net 29. TRANSH‘UN



Poems Writers Space Africa

BECOMING A
SUPERHERC

Tambedou Muhammed
Gambia

Be the man they say !
Shoulder the weight of the earth without making a sound,
Master the art of dying without your soul screaming!
They say!

Becoming a man, means becoming a superhero!
Piercing your soul without your skin trembling,
without your eyes setting tears like a plain desert

They say!
To be a superhero,
is to swallow every bit of your grief,
never letting a wound fester into a scar,
And be the first to dare the flames,
Be the first to jump into belly of the beast,
Be the sacrificial lamb to embrace the demon into your
soul!
For those whom you love!

To be a man they say!
Means growing the stomach to swallow every storm,
Swallow every tornado!
bear the burden of being a man,
dare the blunt knife of a butcher,
to be a life jacket or die like a martyr for those whom you
love!
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RECONSTRUGTION

Elizabeth Onyango
Kenya

Sometimes | wonder, in tears,
About my own mind and ears,
Have had them all these years,
With different songs of hope.

Contradicting songs | play!
So happy! Excited | may say,
For all I hear and feel today!
To prosper, | will someday.

To prosper someday?
Toiling below the scorching rays,
Dust to dusk with a pinch as pay,

Lifetime dreams seem nay.

Lifetime dreams growing cold,
Of persistent pursuit of the gold,
The other - "Stop! You're getting old!"
Unending struggles of becoming bold!

Poems
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TEENAGE
FANTAGY

Nkoketsang Onalenna
Botswana

Nobody told me...
Growing up comes with complications
Adapting to new behaviors
Living up to everyone's expectations.
No one to share fairytales with.
I've always wanted to grow up,
This is not how the television portrayed it

Point a gun to my head if I'm wrong.

Nobody told me;
Becoming a teenager

Came with much responsibilities.

No one told me;
Growing up came with much pains
Insecurities, duties and body shaming.
I never heard, anyone mentioning betrayal
“When are you going to grow up?”
Enquired mother, not knowing...

The agony growing inside me.

Here | am today;
Strong enough withholding the pain
Still learning...
How to deal with strained emotions,
The sorrow engraved in me became...

The perfect definition of a teenager.
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TRANSITION

Alexandra Kukunda
Uganda

Partially here
shedding off bits of me
chip after chip and layer on layer
my little ones with their little
immortalizing my temporal being
pegged where | walked
silent monuments
the lonely sojourner
ultimate blossoming
of the capsule
I once was
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THE SUN AND |

Ejang Patricia Peace
Uganda

The setting sun closes today

Dusk shadows the known
And with it my childhood

| wake up to a new day
New challenges, new fears
My voice deepens
I rise, and so does my courage
I'm ready to leave the nest
To learn how to fly
Dawn brings a new beginning
And with it my youth hood

The setting sun closes today

Dusk shadows the known
And with it my old age descends.
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THE TUNNEL

SERIES

Mukonya Mukonya
Kenya

By the river you sat; reminiscing
Dark clouds had prevailed, preceding rains
Floods! Your gullible soul almost drowning
Now a clear sky; you forget your past pains
And to the sound of the throbbing river
You would hum a melody, rejoicing
Danced! Outdated moves you did deliver
You had reached where the tunnel was ending;
Saw light, and still continued to travel.
Down the narrow path you walked carelessly
Into another! Narrower tunnel.
Still managed to march on confidently
For you are a product of such action;

Blind thrust that left no chance for retraction.
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DAYBREAK

Ng'uni Simon
Zambia

The walls are falling down
The walls are falling
A lot of what festers beneath
is rotten with concealment

Kumbuli nikufa komwe
Ignorance is death itself

When slow motion seems intrepidly rushed

Save for memory, there is no going back to this thing
All that has been will be
When all that shall be has been

Will you see the river
mountain in lilac times

Will you be there
when the day pleads
to start over

left field aright and centre

readjusting course

the things that go
beyond appearance and happening with stain, and silence
thick lipped, dimpled smile tipped to eternity and changing
when it happens will you be there to see the secret wedge

night from day
moon polished, present at noon and fading through stages of
its course
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THE
BECOMING

Joseph Hope
Nigeria

First | was nothing, then clay

And if science is right —
I'm going to be something clay becomes,
When beaten un-cautious—with a rod of fire

| was something made from clay
then stone—wood—dust.
And if science is right—
I'm going to be something
everything becomes after they decay—
an element or less
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GENRE: SHORT STORIES

TITLE: ADELAIDE, | WHISPER

WRITER: PAUL WAFULA, KENYA

REVIEWER: THUTO VANESSA SEABE, BOTSWANA

hat happens when a writer pulls you into a story and you become a part of it, leaving you with
raging thoughts and questions?

Thereis aneed to stew overthis intricately written story undisturbed and solve the mysteries.

Adelaide, | Whisper reads like a layered story, pungent with instances of solitude throughout its skeleton.
Herein lies a man trapped between reality and memories past. Not only is he searching for a face (Adelaide)
fromthe past, but heis searchingforhis identity through her.

Who was he before he came to be alone in this place where strangers roam?

The character "Brody" does not rememberwho he was before, he does nottake note of how he loses himself
and his memory aftereveryinjection.

If he was to remember when he was sober, would his state be any different? Or would solitude still be his
portion?

Happiness and human contactare so foreign to him, memories of both emotions are fickle, why is that?

In this moment | ask myself, is the character weaving memories out of fantasy to escape solitude, are they
genuine memories or are theymemories he wishes he had?

Adelaide represents hope, alight atthe end of the tunnel.
He is a man with no past, present and future sense of self, no identity except for the one he must assume,
Brody. Even though Brody is newly born, solitude has already managed to find him, in a body that is not his,

surrounded by people who knowwho he was.

Paul Wafula has done this story justice. | rest by saying this, a man dead inside holds solitude more grave

than one found ina casket.
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GENRE: COLUMNS

TITLE: LIFE AS WE KNOW IT

WRITER: UGBEDE ATABOH, NIGERIA
REVIEWER: COLIN STANLEY KARIMI, KENYA

n this episode of Life As We Know It, the Ataboh brings in a new twist by revealing her reflections as a

writer and a creative. With the theme being Solitude, she clearly defines the lifestyle and behaviour of a

writer. With such a depiction, the reader can - for the first time in the series 'Life aswe Know It' - getinto
the writer's shoes.

Ataboh raises the bar as she champions the independence of being a female writer. In the column, she
proudly wears the tag of a hopeless romantic, which is confirmed with her saying she has been in the wrong
hands one too many times. In this case, solitude shows its nasty negative side. However, upon reading on,
thereis a glimmerofhope.

The writer becomes assertive in this episode and she dares a hike. This changes her perspective on a deep
spiritual level. Nonetheless, according to the reader, this might be a sign of weakness, as we introverts
(Creatives) like being alone and building stuff with our golden hands.

More so, to the adult readers, one can see the transition from young girl to young adulthood in the last
paragraphs of the column. The writerfinds joyin dancing and admits to planning classes.

A key aspect in this context is that she realized being a hopeless romantic was pulling her imaginative
abilities backwards, and with the hike, she realized the world is beautiful. In this episode, solitude reveals
its vicious claws of being non assertive. However, the column also reveals being human is in fact a gift from
God.

With these new twists, one can onlywonderwhat the writer Ugbede Ataboh hasin store.
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GENRE: CHILDREN'S LITERATURE

TITLE: THE WARMTH OF FRIENDSHIP

WRITER: IMMACULATE S. AJIAMBO, KENYA
REVIEWER: RACHAEL TWINOMUGISHA, UGANDA

e Warmth of Friendship is a beautiful title for a children's story. Don't all children love to make
friends? I love that the story starts in motion. Thatis gripping fora child's mind. It kept me gripped too.

A brilliant Madge - class five pupil at Baraka Junior School - tells her classmates an interesting story which
leads themto finding the source of herjuicy stories: Cucu, an elderlywoman, livingin solitude.

Madge, also tells them about Cucu's loneliness and vulnerability to hunger and old age. The children ask
theirparentsforpresents to bless Cucuwith so as to getto hearherstories too.

There are a number of lessons to learn from the story, most important of them being sympathy. This,
Immaculate emphasises through the kids having to ask for gifts for Cucu, and cleaning her homestead once
they'vevisited.

The other lessons include listening attentively before making a response, and always planning on trips or
visits before taking one, and not limiting friendship to age orsocial status.

In this story, even without mentioning that the author is Kenyan, it is quite easy to depict an East African
setting. This is shown through the Kiswahiliwords, names and phrases used frequently in the story. The story
can therefore be placed in Kenya, or Tanzania, or even Rwanda as those three countries are typical Swahili
users.

Onthe otherhand however, | find the story crowded with characters. | must confess | got confused along the
way.

It may be hard for children to identify who the main character is in the story, or to lose track of it considering
the number of characters. With about 10 in this short story, including Cucu's two grandchildren and two
deceased daughters, theirhusbands; who do notserve averyvital subplot.

| advise that if a character is not going to have a vital role in plot development, the writer should not name
them. Itwould have been simplerif Madge's classmates were simply referred to as "one", "another", and
all being called classmates in the end, rather than each having a name. It would also have been a smoother
read had the writeronlynamed Madge, herteacher, and the old woman.

| applaudthe writerforthe energytowards this story. Keep penning.
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GENRE: FLASH FICTION

TITLE: SOLITUDE

WRITER: PROTEUS NAT, NIGERIA

REVIEWER: LEBOGANG SAMSON, BOTSWANA

Proteus Nat chose to use the theme for a title which is a good option, but the writer should consider being a
little more creative with theirtitle choice

The writer takes us on a lonely ride through Sandra's life which revolves within her bedroom. You may
wonder as a reader if the character knows the direction of where the sunrises because she is being
presented as someone who is always sad and in solitary - does she ever go out to watch the sunset? She
does not have anyone to talk to or laugh with and uses antidepressants to induce a hallucination whenever
shefeels lonely - somethingthathas been goingonforayear.

What may be the cause of herdepression? This tablet she uses, the writer calls it Amploxolifimin, did she/he
justcreate a new name forthis drug? Maybe the writeris a new pharmacistin the block.

Suspense pops up when the writer mentions that our dear Sandra preferred being an introvert and would
watch movies as a strategy to keep her secret, what her father did to her when she was 12. This is the kind of
twist that makes a reader's adrenaline rush with numerous thoughts. What secret? Could it be that her
father molested her, or did she witness something disturbing that the father might have done like murder or
rape,orheisadruglord?

The writerintroduces anothercharacterin thisfiction, thatis the landlord. This registers the protagonistasa
tenant. According to the writer, this landlord always has visitors, their laughter seems to mock her, teasing
herwith what is possible. Whatever itis, it makes her curious. Every time, Sandra feels lonely, she throws in
anothertablet to dissolve the loneliness away which makes herfeel at ease as she hallucinates seeing a cat
with wings.

The use of some figures of speech by the writer whips up the reader. For example, the use of a rare figure of
speech, Apostrophe, which the writerusesinthe line “laughterused to mock her.”

Whenever she hallucinates, a cat called Linus appears to her and they start conversing with Sandra
expressing how much he misses her. This scene showcases the creativity of Proteus in taking the reader

through the mind of a hallucinating person. It also exposes the theme Solitude unambiguously, as the writer
illustrates how extreme Sandra's state of loneliness is. This is because of the presence of the cat (Linus)
created bythe protagonistin hersubconscious mind.
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Furthermore, Proteus alerts the reader's mind with another suspense in a conversation between Sandra
andLinus: " Linus, doyouthinkit'sall myfault? Amlabad person... "

"Sandrayou..."

Atthis juncture, the writerknocks Sandra backto reality before the cat can answer her questions. The reader
is leftdangling, wondering about theimportant thing that Linus the catwanted to reveal to Sandra.

The biggest question now is, what instigated her state of solitude? This brings me to conclude that this flash
fiction hitsright on the spotas the writerwas greatly laconic.

In case you have not noticed, this flash fiction is a rare find, that is why it earned a spot on The Editor's
Choice. My instincts tell me that the chief editor chose it because of the outstanding creativity Proteus

exhibited. | mean who writes flash fiction with million twists?

Simpledictionis usedinthe story, butitgreatlyimpactsthe reader, arresting!
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GENRE: POETRY

TITLE: OF ADVENTURES WITH SOLITUDE
WRITER: DEEP MARTINS, NIGERIA
REVIEWER: NNANE NTUBE, CAMEROON

olitude opens the door to exciting and novel experiences. It is best spent in nature. A journey with
solitudeis a cultivation of new skills.

Deep Martins' experimental form of poetry titled "Of Adventures with Solitude" gives the reader a
comfortable seatand takes him through different adventures with solitude as the bus driver.

" Of Adventures with Solitude" is a six-stanza poem composed of a quintet, a couplet, 3 tercets (S2, S3, S4)
andanoctave.

The first stanza is an introduction to solitude at nightfall. Solitude, as the master of the night, is celebrated
by elements of nature such as the wind, birds, and its night companions - owls.

Words and lines that projectthe state of solitude are;

— theadverb "away" thatexpressesthe persona's aloofnessto noise orhuman companions.

— theadjective "quietened" thathighlights a place where silence is prioritised.

— "thenightwind brings whispers... "

— thenoun "requiem" that projects a soulful and solemn musicality.
In this first stanza, the persona announces his journey with solitude when he says, "l wander..." This
journey is further announced in stanza 2 as the persona propounds, "Solitude ambles by, her tailwind
elopeswith me, steals me through thin draperies of air." (52, L1 &2)

S3, S4, S5and S6 portray the different places the personawentto, driven by Solitude.

Firstly, his adventure starts with a feeling of nostalgia where he sees his mother in an imaginary mirror
calling his name and yearning to see his scars.

Secondly, he recalls hisvisitto a riverwith friends.
Thirdly, he flashes back to his love affairwith a maiden.
Fourthly, he takes usto his candlelittable where he pens his experiencesin a poetic form.

The persona makes us understand that whilst he was enjoying solitude and writing down his experiences,
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his jealous loverbroke the silence and hastened his return to the place of dance and merry.

However, he underlinesthathis returnisfilled with tale, song, and painting - new skills learned in solitude.
Martins' " Of Adventures with Solitude" presupposes that solitude is well-lived and experienced in nature.
This poem like those of William Wordsworth, especially "The Tables Turned", opines that only in nature
where solitude reigns, can good skills be learned.

The poem puts forth amajortheme; the celebration of solitude in nature.

The use of personification is prominent especially with the use of "her" to refer to solitude, and "Africa's
tears".

Themoodissolemn.Thetoneis serious.

I admire the poet's expression of solitude in nature. The use of Roman numerals - i, ii, iii, iv, and v, in
highlightingthe poet's adventures, used atthe beginning of S3,S4, S5 and S6is original and experimental.
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EDITOR’S
NOTE

whiteblankpage.Thisis mygreatesfearasa writerThequestiod amaskedbythestarknesosf
thispageis:howdareyoucreateZheabilityofa writerto createa persongmotionsa wholenew
orldjsthegreatesandyetthescariesthingintheworld.

Myvoicehiddennsomeonelse'sstoryThisis mygreatesfearasaneditorThequestionamaskedfrom
startto finishis: are yousureyou haven'talteredthe author'svoicein this story?The abilityto write
ourselvesntosomeonelse'sstoryissomethinglleditorsnustbeawareofandsubsequentlyroceedo
cage.

Anunfulfilledife.Thisis mygreatesfearas a personThequestio amaskedwhenconfrontedy the
realityoflifeis:whatifl gothroughifeandneverachievanythingignificantThepossibilitpfa manliving
acolourlessnirthlessyworthlessifeisaforeigmotionthatmakesabsolutelposenseome;yetit makes
allthesensantheworld.

Despitehesefear,herel am,a writerwhosewhitepageis nowfilledwithblackandisa littlelessstark;an
editorwhohasnofearofbeinginthebackgrounthecauseshebelieveghatthebesteditorsaretheones
wholeavenotraceoftheirexistencenaworkofwritingapersorwholiveslifeonedayatatimebecausall

oflifeisperspectivandnonemattersnorehanmine.

Ifyouhavefear thatisfinejitisallpartoftheprocessThemostimportanpartofitallisthatyougetupand
youdo-writegditlive.

AlwayRemembetJbuntu.

Warnregards,
Nabilah.
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Short Stories

FEAR

Franklyn Usouwa

Writers Space Africa

Nigeria

stpeopledonotknow that specificscenariobecausel

hat true fear is. You havelivedit. | knowexactlyhow

annotbe afraidofthe Painfuitwassolknowwhatlam

dark, or of heights.That is not afraidof. As for the muggerhe

fear.Thatis cautionYoudo not couldnotpossiblpeafraidofthe
know what is in the dark. But darkcouldhe?l meanhewaitsin

someone, or
something could
betherewaiting
for you. So, you
are cautious
when walking
aloneat night.|
havefears.l am
six feet and
seven inches
tall, weigh two
hundred and
eighty-four

poundsandl amnotafraidto say
thatl amafraidTrustme,anyone
ashamedoadmiffear,isnottruly

afraid.

knife by some dimwit mugger,

couldtakemeon.| am afraidof

fFEAR

a darkalleyfor peopleto come
throughso he canrob them,so
that is very unlikely.If he is
honestwhatheisreallyafraidof,

Now, | am afraid of Jennifer
leavingne.lamafraidofJennifer
leavingme, becauseClara left
me.l knowwhatyouarethinking:
“howcanyoube trulyscaredof
Jenniferleavingyou if Jennifer

hasneverleftyou
before?” Stop
beinga smartass.
Thepointis,| have
had a girlfriend
leave me just
beford proposed.
So,l amscaredof
it becausel have
livedit and know
exactlyjhowmuch
it hurt. Now that
we have that all

cleared up, | am sure you
understanwvhyJenniferstiedto
thebed.lt isbecausd amafraid.
Thegagisbecauseshewouldnot

istryingto muga six-foot-seven,stop screaming. She keeps
| am afraid of being stabbed two hundred-and eighty-four- thashingoo, strugglinggainst

betweenthe ribs with a pocket p09ndguyyvhobeatsh|mW|tl?|n theropesShehasmessedipher
aninchofhislifedespiteheknife pair hutshestilllooksbeautiful.

half my size, who thought he inhisside.Hecanbetrulyafraid Themostbeautifulwoman have

ofthat,becausdehaslivedit.

everknown.
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Have you noticed how when “But,”’l resumeall of that,the sure.

peopldoseahusbandrawife,t fact that we are still together, “Blinkfyoumeanyes,” say.

is not reallyover?They remain

despitalltheconfliconlymakes

the person'swidowor widower, me moreconvictedn my belief | have neverseenanyoneopen

and the dead personremains thatweareperfecforeachother. theireyessowideandforsolong

theirlate wife or hushandUntil

Wearemeantobetogether.”

before.lt feelslike eternitybut

they chooseto moveon, maybe | placetheboxonthenightstand finallyshefaltersandblinksWith

remarryjntheeyesofeverybody and loosenthe ropeholdingher

elsetheyarestilltogetherThey
arestilla coupleSo,whenthey
put out the fire and find her
burnedcorpsewith the ring on
her finger, they will forever
remember her as my dead
fiancéeSpeakingfwhich) have
not proposedyet. | retrievethe
little black box from the back
pocketof my Levi's.| sit nextto
Jenniferon the bed and take a
deepbreathHonestly,amalittle
nervous.

“Jennifer,” | begin, my voice
crackingvithemotion'lknowwe
have not been perfect. We've
argueda lot overthe pastthree
monthsYoukeepsayinghatl'ma
psychopathHkeeptellingyouthat
I'mnot.Youkeepaskingmetoget
theseweirddrugs.l keeptelling
youthat! don'tneedthem.They
areforcrazypeople!”

Myvoiceisgoinga littlebithigher
thanl plannedsol stoprealizing

havedrifteda little bit off topic.
Anothedeepbreath.
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left hand.l pick up the box and
openit revealinghering.| take
theringout.Shetriesto useher
freehandtoloosertheother.

| take her left wristin my hand,
andthoughshestrugglesagainst
me,sheisnowherasstrongas|

am. She must be nervoustoo.
Maintainingnygriponherwrist)

continuemyproposal.

“I haveneverfeltas completen

my life as whenl am withyou.|

havea lot of fears,but spending
therestof mylifewithyouis not
oneofthemltistheonlythingl'm
surel wanttodo.”

She has stoppedstrugglingput
shekeepsshakingherheadand
tryingtospeakbutherwordsare
meaninglessnumblingsgainst
thegag.

“Pleasedomethehonorofbeing
my wife,”| say. “Willyou marry
me?”

More head shaking and
mumblingTheremustbe a 'yes'
somewhermallofthat.Stillthis
is a seriousmatter,betterto be

that,| sliptheringuntoherfinger.
Shecontinueshakingherhead,
tears streamingfrom her sexy
eyes.Tearsofjoy,| presumeShe
mustbe as happyas | am. Why
wouldn'tshe be, | madeit all
perfect.] contemplategopping
the questionat her officewhere
wehaveourtwice-a-weellates,
buthersecretarySarahjsabitof
abusybody.knewJennifewould
prefer somethingmore private.
Thatis why | trackeddownher
houseanddecidedosurpriséer
here.l resistmyownjoyfultears
asltieherhandasbeforedespite
even more vigorousstruggling.
Bynowl cansmellthesmokeand
the room is obviously much
warmerl turnto thedoor.Black
smokeis creepingn throughthe

spaces between the door and the

wallsandfloor.

Thefireis movingquickerthanl
planned.l shouldleave now. |
know that | should, but the
thoughtof losing her feels too
muchtobearlknow) knowl said
deathis not finalandall of that.

fFEAR
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Seriously, stop being a smartaskem into an eternalembrace.

Thethingis, | willneverseeher
again. Her sexy body, her
suggestiveeyes, it will all be
destroyedby the fire. We will
never have our spirited
conversationstherofficeduring
our dates, which always made
Sarah rush into the office to
“checkif youare okay,Dr.Hill."|
sweat willmissthosel willeven
missthenosySarah.

Iwalktothedoorandopenit,lam
greetedby a wall of smokeand

flame.l shutthe door,coughing.

Asthe coughscausemy eyesto
water, an image forms in my
mindbutitislikel canseeit with
myowneyes;sovividltisnotone
bodytheyshallfindintheburned
ruins, but two. Two lovers
cuddlingin bed as the flames
surroundethem tsheatforging

fFEAR

ThatishowwewillbefoundThat

is howwe will be remembered.

Howromantic.

| joinJenniferonthe bed.First,l
removethe gag. Her screams
make no differencenow. | can
alreadyhearthe sirensoutside.
Buttheywillnotbequickenough.

Writers Space Africa

Onthebed,| maintairygripon
her, putting a little bit of my
weight on her. Not too much
thoughjustenoughokeepherin
place.l distractmyselfwiththe
smellof herhairas| waitforthe
flamegoturnusintothecharred
sculpturesfmyimaginatiorBut
the peachyfragranceis quickly
overshadowedby the choking
smokeAswebothquakedromthe
force of our coughs, | still
maintain my grip. But that
weakenssoon enough.Yet she
does not run. She stays there,
coughing,choking.The heat is
intense now. The flames have
come through the door and
encircledthe bed. The curtains
areburningTheheatisalmosts
intenseasourlove.Thisiswhere
we are supposedo be. | cuddle
her in my arms.Surroundedy

Nextare herhands.Surprisingly flamesthe love of my life in my

shedoesnottrytohitmeorundo
herlegsherselfShejustwatches
asluntiethemforher.Assoonas

sheisloosethoughsheboltsBut

not fast enough.Halfwayto the

doorl catchup to her.Wrapping
bothhandsarouncherabdomen,

lift heroff herlegsandcarryher

back to the bed. She thrashes
about, hitting,biting,scratching,
andscreamin@ll the way.Butit

isjustmeaninglesfailing.

armsyighthereandnow/| amnot
afraid.
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THE

PANDEMIC

Thirikwa Nyingi
Kenya

Short Stories

amawakenedy somenoise It hadbeenravagingotherparts directioroftheforestoutnobody

inthecave|slowlyfeelformy oftheworldwherethadclaimed couldgeta coherenwordoutof

flashlight and flick it on in theillion=flives.Thegovernment her amid the screamsof the

directionof the sound.A big rat
scamperawaythrougha holein
thecavewalllsighwithreliefasl
gobacktosleepl wakeupagaina
few hours later to a flood of
sunlighstreamingnthroughhe
openingpfthecavelbusymyself
withpreparinggomeporridgeon
thefirel havejustmadewithdry
twigs.| ran out of cookinggasa
fewdaysagoandl hopel willnot
attractanyonewithallthesmoke
| ammakingButa manhasto eat
and the cave has so far been
impregnabldheonlyaccesdoit

wascageyaboutthewholething
only issuing directives that
peopleshouldavoidcominginto
close contactwith peoplewith
flu-likesymptomsandto report
such people to the relevant
authoritiesIn the meantimeit
was businessas usual. But a
week or so later, hundredsof
peoplehad beeninfectedand a
good number of them had
succumbetbthedisease.

We were discussing these
worrisomeventsin the village

is through a drawbridge acroskimskovera cupof teawhenwe

yawninghasntensoffeetwidel

were startled by a piercing

sip on the hot porridge as | recatireamWeranoutanda ghastly

thehorrendousventsofthelast
fewmonths.

It all startedwhena strangeflu
wehadbeenhearingbouffinally
arrivedat ourshoresTwopeople
hadalreadybeendiagnosedvith
thediseasandputinquarantine.

www.writersspace.net

scene assailed our eyes. A
womanlay therebleedingfrom
numeroud$reshwoundsnflicted
mostlikelyby a wildanimalOne
of herhandshad beenbittenoff
and a trail of darkeningblood
followederallthewaydownthe
street. Shekeptpointingn the

-10-

frightenedvillage women.She
hadlostcopiousmount®fblood
anddiedbeforeshecouldmakeit
to a hospitalThennewstrickled
in that the patientsin a nearby
quarantinecentre had escaped
afteroverwhelminghe security
officers and were attacking
innocentiviliansTheyhadkilled
a numberof peoplebeforethey
wererepelledby militaryforces
into the nearbyforest.No doubt
they had attacked the dead
womanTherewaspanicall over
ourvillagePeoplgumpedat the
slightestsound at night. Dogs
howled dreadfullyat the pale
moonwhichcasta ghostlylight
onthe countryThetreesdanced
wildly in the wind as leaves
skitteredacrossdesertediillage
streets.Our housegroanedand
sighedasif undertheweightofa
malignansépiritWewereluckyto
bealiveinthemorning.
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The governmentspokespersonelsehad goneto attendto their
cameonthetelevisiorto assure businessl wasnotsurewhether
the people of their safety. A weweresafeanymore.
strangething happenedas he

spoke, a woman who was | steppedout of the houseand
standingnext to him suddenly looked around. It was about
turnedon himandbithimonthe elevenin the morningand the
neck and wouldnot let go. The weatherwas quite pleasantfor
sceneturnedchaoticas people such a horror-filledday. Our
movedin to pullher awayfrom house was tucked away in a
thescreamingnanontheground. wooded hill that overlookeda
ltwasprovindhardtodisentangle schooland a church.l was still
the womanfromhervictim.One tryingtocometotermswithwhat
of thesecurityguardspulledout | had just watched on the
anautomatiandshotthewoman televisiowhenmyattentiorwas
twicein the headbeforeshelet caught by faint noisesin the
go. | stoodtherestaringat the direction of the school -like
screenn uttershockbeforethey screamsf frightenecthildrenl
stoppedthe live coverageof the ran for my field glassesand
horrific scene. | switched to zoomedn onthe scenebelow.l
anotherchannebndl wasmetby literalljjumpedutof myskinas
scenesof terror-strickepeople ahordeofcreaturesiketheonel
fleeingin all directionsin the had just seen on the TV
streets. Large clouds of dark ferociouslyelluponthechildren
smokefloatedfrom the nearby leavinga trailof bloodanddead
buildings. Something knocked bodies in their wake.
downthecamerautit continued

totransmipicturedroma tilted |calledmysisteronthephonebut
angle.l recoiledin horroras a she was not picking.l tried my
hideous-lookingace suddenly mothernext but the connection
filled the screenbeforeit went wasverypoorlshoutedoherto
blank.lt wasnowclearthatthis hurryhomebutl didnotthinkshe
diseasewas morevirulentand gotthe messagéecausd could
deadlythan the authoritieshad stillhearhertinny'Hello™Hello?'
let on. The situation was issuindromthehandsetlquickly
completelputofcontrollwasall textedbothof themto get back

alonein the houseas everybody home as fast as they could

fFEAR
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becausethere was dangerout
there.l pacedup and downthe
compounds | triedto calmmy
distraught nerves and think
logically.l knew it was only a
matter of time before those
monsterarrivedatourdoorway.
| wasinthisstateofanxietywhen
amousaartednfrontof meinto
aholeinthegroundandl hitupon
the idea of the cave.| worked
feverishlyas | packedas much
foodstufasmyoldmotorscooter
would carry and then | hung
aroundowaitformymotherand
sister.Ilt wasgettingratherlate
and | was alreadygivingup on
them when suddenly mother
roundeda cornerin a runalong
the trackthat led to our house.
She was hotly pursuedby a
multitudeof the demonsl made

to go and help her but she waved

me backfrenzilybeforea tackle
frombehindbroughtherhardto
the groundsendingdebrisflying
alloveramidherscreamsasthe
monstersset upon her while
others advanced menacingly
towards our house.

My scooter exploded into a
deafeningoarasl kick-started
which startled the monsters
making them to pause
momentarilyeforecontinuingn
their forward march with a
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renewedvigourl rodeoutof the
scene and up the hill at full
throttlein a cloudof dustanda
showerof pebblesl flewacross
the deep-rutted track and
negotiatedhairpinbendsat full
speedwith incredibleease - a
feat | had only associatedwith
stuntmenbefore.l cameto the
drawbridge and quickly
disembarked. In the fading
evenindightl transferredll my
cargoto the caveandraisedthe
smallbridge.l sat downin the
cave forlornly and wept
uncontrollably.

It has been three monthsnow
since that day and | have not
heardfrommysisteror anybody
else. The phonedoes not work
anymorasthereisnosignaland
| only get staticfromthe small
transistoradid managedograb
from the house. Somethingis

stirringin the bush.| conceal
myself as somebodyemerges
frombehindit. It is a woman.l

discoverto mysurprisehatit is

mysister! callouthernameand
shestartsatthesoundShelooks
inmydirectioras| comeoutofmy
hiding.| wave at her and she
wavesback. We approacheach
othercautiouslt first,thenwe

racetowardseachother.Wefly

into each other'sarms in an

www.writersspace.net

emotionahug.l holdherbackto
get a goodlookat her.Herface
has surelychangedWhatis the
matterwithher eyes?Theylook
funnywithoutwhitesin them -
liketwodarkpits.Sheis smiling
at menow.Onlythendo | notice
thefangs.Toolate.l feela sharp
painas she sinksher teethinto
thesideofmynecklscreanandl
wakeupsuddenlyndsitupright.
| am sweatingprofuselyand my
heartwantsto breakout of its
cage.l lookaroundthe cavein
alarmMyeyesmeettheglittering

Short Stories

darkcornerofthecave.l hurlan
object at it but my aim is terrible.
It scuttles off into a hole. The sun
isalmostsettingtimetocookmy
supper.

gaze of two tiny eyes of aratin a
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SACRED
LETTERS

Mary Frances Ibanda
Uganda

The womenall at differentstagesof pregnancy

werechattingas comfortablys onlywomencan
havingjust met lessthanan hourago.Thereis
something aboutsharedplightthatdrawsus to
eachother,weseemto believethatourfeet can

Writers Space Africa

like streetlightsbecomean everydaysight.lt is
easytotuneoutwhenyouthinkyouaresafe.

'Ho! To go for that test is to courtearlydeath!
whisperednewoman.

snuggly fit in the other's shoes. Looking at themVay?' severabf theothersasked.

passerbyouldmagingheywerebosonfriends.

To wade off the stiflingheat, someof themhad
casuallyunbuttonedheirblousesordressesand
were fanning themselves with their yellow
antenataformsAtthiskindofsisterhoodeeting,
therewasnoneedtoplayatmodesty.

At8:30amamotherlynidwifdooktothepodiunto
speakothemaboutH|Vandbabies.

Matsiko'sattentiorshiftedootherthingsTheroof
needed repairing in several spots. If it

Trauma.'

Shepointedothe threeroomsnthegroundloor
ofthebuildingnfrontofthem.
That"swhereheworldasyouknowit comedoan
end. Inside there, you're handed your death
sentenceThe lasttimel| washere,| sawsome
womenbeing taken there from upstairsSoon
after,theirwails assailedthis place like police
sirens!'

Conversation ceased like a tap turned off.
Camaraderisprintediwayasfastasithadcome.
Matsikdhaddecidedotakethetest becausetwas

rained..whoever thought of this shed for pregntmrightthingtodo.

women was smart... must have been a
woman...onlg womarcanunderstand pregnant
woman'sieedforfreshair...interestingpostofus

areseatedattheback...

Itiseasytotuneoutwhenonehasheardthesame
old messagen songandseenit on TV countless
times.It is easyto tune out whenbillboardsof
Lifeguardondomsiningthesidewalksfthetown

fFEAR
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‘Collectyourresultdromthirdfloor,roon802,'the
friendlyabtechsaid.

Thirtyminutedater,in a roomadjacentto 002,a

counselloshowedertheresultonherantenatal
formpointingolettersona dottedine.'Seehere?
Thismeansg/ou'renegativeStaythatway.'

Just a few letters! Nothingspectacularike a
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doctor'sllegiblescrawljustanabbreviation!

On her subsequentantenatalvisit, while the
motherswaitedto be examinedthey discussed
moneyandmen.

The onlytimeyou can get a substantiabmount
froma manis whenyou're pregnant,someone
declared.

'‘How?aneageryoungvomarasked.
Theonlythingtheyknowaboutbabiesis howto
makethem.Theydon'tunderstangiregnancynd
areafraidofchildbirthlakeadvantagefthis.'

Short Stories

Thatwastwoyearsago.Todayshesatonthefront
bench,severalmetresawayfromthe sisterhood
thatclusteredtthebackoftheshed.

ThistimearoundhingshadchangedAthisfuneral
last week, she'd learnt that her husbandhad
fatheredhreeotherchildrenall of themyounger
thanhertwoyearolddaughtereachoneofthemby
a differentwomanfThe bastardHe wasluckyhe
wasdead!Wherevehe was,he shouldthankthat
drunkendriver who had bashedhim. After she

All the women, their discomfortmomentarily foundoutabouthistreacheryhertearswerefor

forgotten, leaned in to hear this ingenious monégrselfand her childrenonly. Now, those ugly

makingcheme.

'‘How?thegirlaskedagain.
‘Easylnflatepricedorpamperdshabyclothes...!
'‘Butthatiswrong!Matsikanterjected.

'Hmmperhapgourhusbandsgenerougninehas
fingersnadeofsupemlue.'

Tellhimantenatatisitsaretwicea monthbutonly

letters on someone else's antenatal form
threatenedo pitchcamponhersaswelltohijack
herlife!

Thesamemidwifdromtwoyearsbacktooktothe
podiunat8:00am.
Matsikdatchedntohereverywordseveratimes

shushing the women who were whispering behind

her.

comeonce,'shecontinuedDevelogomplications 'l hopeyoumakethe rightdecision,the midwife

that require expensive drugs and regular reviewsncluded.

Nomanwantstodealwitha sickpregnanhagging
womanHewilldoanythingNoquestionasked.'

‘Unlesdieisadoctorisaidtheyounggirl.
Thewomansittingnextto Matsikacrackedup,her
bellybobbingupanddownlikea ballooronwater.
As she madeto supportit, her antenatalform
slippedromherhandandlandedat Matsiko'seet,
whobentdownto pickit up.Thatis whenshesaw
them, the otherletters,the onesthat werethe
opposite of those on her antenatal form!
Abbreviationstill butofadifferentveight.
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Some womenfidgeted with their bags. Others
becamewatchfulwaitingfor someondo setthe
pace.

Boltherlegsweretellingher.

Butmychild...

Threechildrerbythreewomenwhataretheodds?
She rose abruptlyand duckedinto the testing

room.

Thenurseswabbedherskinthenpiercedntothe
veinMatsikavatchedhecrimsorkeytohersanity
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inch into the syringe like a disease slowly
consuming limb.Hiddeninsidethere,werehe
symbolshatwouldnarkherforlife.

‘Collectyourresultsin thirtyminutesfromroom
002upstairs.'

Thirtyminuteofpurgatory®hedarednotsitdown.
Tositdownwasto invitethe thoughtof fleeingto
takeshapeto enter,to settle Likeanitch,it was
taggingat the edge of her frayedmind,so she
decidedto walkaroundAt the children'swvardit
was vaccinationday. Severallittle bodieswere
flailingwildlyin theirmothersarms,strainingto
escapethe terrorof the nurse'sneedle.She

quicklyurnedacktofleetheiragonizedcreams.

Tenminutedogo.Timetopray.
'OurfFatherinheaven...Lord...'
Hermindwasblank!

'Fatherl promiseo be good.I'll justbe good,'she
muttered!'lljustbegoodFather...'

She trudgedup the stairs, repeatingher new
mantraverandover.

In 002,shefoundseveralbfthe mothersalready
seated.But for the shortageof space on the
bencheseachofthemwouldhavepreferredome
degreefphysicallistancetobeallowedoponder
a life doomedto be shrivelleddownto a few
alphabeticatymbolsn solitudeTheroomwas a
pressureookeraboutto explodeMatsikatooka
seatnexttoawindowvhereaflytrappedetween
thewindownettingandtheglassflutterednamad
frenzytosetitselffree.

fFEAR
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'‘Bringmeluck,'shewhisperedt wasgoneassoon
assheopenedhewindow.

Shortlyafter,a counsellocamein, calledoutfour
names,and askedthe mothergo followherinto
oneoftheadjacentroomsTherestofthewomen
sat up straight. Immediately after, another
counsellocamein and did the samething.Now
onlyMatsik@ndoneothemremained.

'‘Wearethesickones!theotherwomandeclared,
abruptlystandingip.
Matsiko'sieartplungedntoherstomach.
'‘Bestrong,5aidMatsikowvithbravaddhatshewas
notfeeling.
Thatis whena counselloarrivedto callouttheir
namesHerfaceclosedhertonebland.Noclues.
Andwassheavoidingyecontact?
‘MatsikoAcolfollowme.'
SheheadedowardghestairsNowshewasgoing
down!
Insidehereyouarehanded/ourdeathsentence...
| saw some women being taken there from
upstairs...

Matsiko'degsturnedinto jelly! Someforcewas
movingherheavylegsalong.A puppetonstrings,
shehadlostcontrolof herjointsandwascertain
her bowelswouldfollow.Her head reeled.She
reachedforthe banisterto steadyherselflf only
shecouldjustsitdownthereonthegerm-infested
hospitaktairsaandjustgolimp!

Whenthenurseopenedhedoortooneofthethree
rooms,Matsikobentdoubledover,clutchingher
bellyasifthebabywasthreatenintpescape.
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‘JeesuusAcolwailedpothherhandsflyingtothe
backofherhead.

'Acol,waithereonthe bench,Matsikocomewith
me.! She strode into another room. Putting
Matsiko'sntenataformonthetable,shepulleda
chairMatsikdwungbackinthedoorway.

'‘Comesitdown.’

Theurgeto steala furtiveglanceoverthenurses
shoulders at the letters just before the
pronouncemeinffherfatewasoverpoweringsif
seeinghembeforewouldsomehownakethefacts
lesstrue.

Letitbethecleanletterdather...thgoodones....

Thosemeresymbolshad nowtakenon a sacred
significancelo steelthe tremblingf her hands,
sheclaspedhemtogetheinherlapandherindex
fingerstartedomercilesslworrythehangnailon
herleftthumh
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'‘HaveyouevertestedorHIV?'

Yes'

‘Andtheresults?'

‘Negative.'

Youarestillnegative.'
Herheaddroppedntoherhands.
'‘Haveyouevertestedorsyphilis?'
'‘Pleasgivemeamoment.’
'‘Whyweresoscared?'

‘Hmm.'
‘UhnyesltestechegativdorSyphilis'
'HerdakeyourformStaysafe.'
Matsikananagednod.
'‘PleaseaskAcoltocomen.’
ShefoundAcolsnifflinggndshemotionedhertogo
in.Noeyecontact.

Matsikdrisklywalkedutbutbarelynadeittothe
desertedshed.Sinkingto the ground,shédet the
tears flow freely. By her feet lay the yellow
antenataform,inthecornerfwhichsathernow
favourite hallowedalphabeticalsymbolson a
dottedine.
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LIFEAS WE
KNOW IT

Ugbede Ataboh
Nigeria

havehadto let goof a lotof mean afterprofessindis love

thingsin lifein orderto heal forme..

andmoveon;inordertosmile
andbe the happythankfulsoull “Ugbedeyouarethe mainchick.
wascreatedobe.lfyouknowme Theonel trulylove..lfonlyyou'll
well,thenyouknowhow!| have let me explain the type of
lovednaivelyandlost.Overtimel, relationshipmin..”
have been able to build and love
my own space,but sometimes,“Pleasalon'ttellmebecausdam
the fear of living throughlife not interested in knowing
alonecreepsup onme.Yesoh!l anythingaboutthe girl you are
have come again with my dating.| thoughtwe had both
#ManProblems. The Covid-19 movednfromallofthis?"Whyare
pandemidasactuallyincreased youbackwithallyourdramaand
the numberof “brokenhearts” shenanigans?lamentaslfeela
thankstoboredonandextrafree treacherouflickerof hopein my
time. Pleasebear withme as | heart.
recounimyunpleasanépisode.

“lambackbecausdamnotokay!
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sky as our silhouettesmerge
together.

*k*

| wake up the next day feeling
happybut unsettledbecauseof
“theelephantntheroom”.10am,
2dayslatertletsoutits trumpet
callon Kay'ssocialmediastatus
updateMywholebody,mindand
soulvibratesaslviewoneupdate
afteranotherwitha montageof
“her” picturesand a heartfelt
message- HAPPYBIRTHDAYO
THE LOVE OF MY LIFE, YOU
DESERVEHEWORLD.

How dare he play with my
emotionsso carelessly?l was

RememberKay? Yes! He came
recently with a very vague
proposalThekind of proposah
guy makeswhenhe says“Babe,
givemea fewmonthsryearsof
your life so we can enjoyeach
otherandin return,l will waste
your time and moveon whenl|
have had enoughof you”.That's

have not beenmyselfsinceyou
walkedme out of yourroomand
yourlife.Pleasd needthejoyand
laughteryoucarrywithyou.l feel
warm and happy wheneverl'm
withyoulloveyou.”

“Yes!lI”| let out an imaginary
joyfulshoutleadingoa myriadf

alreadygettingoverhimuntilhe
cameandcreptbackintomybed.
Inmadragel dialhisnumberand
Hepicksatthefirstring.

“Ugbedel knowyouhatemeright
nowbutjustknowthatl genuinely
careaboutyouso..”

“LiarllHowdareyoutreatmelike

whatl interpretethisproposato
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fireworkgeleasedntothenight a side piece? | have always
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treatedyouright. Whyhumiliate
mein sucha manner? assumed
youweregoingtoendthingswith

your girlfriendafter we spent
timetogetherNowlistento me

clearly.fromtoday,l amneither
yourneighborfriendorromantic
interestKay,younolongerexist

inmyworld.”

“Ugbede,pleasebe reasonable,

youand| knowthatwevibein a
uniqueway.Can'tyoukeep mein
yourlife?I'm surewe canfinda
wayto figurethingsout withthe
passag®ftime.”

“Ah! Kay!You haveindeedbeen
wickedome.l willratherletyou
go and wait for my own man
becausehisuniquevibeyouare
talkingaboutis trash!l will not
wastemy life and my time with
you. Good bye!” | end the call
rathedramatically.

Laterthatday,| askGodwhymy
sinful soul is not contentwith
havinghim as the one and true
loverof mysoul,andwhyl let my
annoying need for physical
companionship override my
senseof goodjudgementevery
time.

Thenit hitsmelGodistheloverof
my soul and spirit but not the
loverofmyflesh..emprettysure
He created a man for that
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purpose.

Intheabsenceofa sensibleman,
should justhavea childthrough
artificial insemination and be
contentwith him or her as my
lifetimecompanion?knowa top
beautyqueenwhodeliveredwo
beautifultwin boysthroughthis
methodand seemscontentand
happy. Ah! But Socrateshas a
saying-‘Knowthyself"The“Me"l
knowwillstilllongfora manto
spendmy life with.| have met
shittyguysbut| knowthereare
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stillgoodmenoutthereTherdsa
manformeandwewillnotmiss
eachother.

Permit me to quote- “An “
experiencedand kind Man is
worthhis weightin gold; When
youfindhim,Pampemandnurture
himfor he willtake careof you,
blowyourmindwiththe skillsof
Erosandfill yourwombwithhis
seedHeisindeedagiftfromGod”.

P.s-Thisquotecamestraighbut
of my heartjustin caseyouare
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wondering | liftedit.Ifyouare a
Radical feminist,chill out and
accommodate other
perspective§hankyou.

Hmmm.mydear,tistimeforme
tocallonGodagainoh!Ifthereis
a woman to pray, there is
definitelya Godto answerl am
confidenthatGodwillansweme
becausdehasneverturnedeaf
earstomyprayersandHewillnot
startnow...idHenotstilltheGodof
Abraham/|saacand Jacobwho
destinedRahabfor Salmonand
sitssuprementhethroneltruly
wondemwhyl hadtowaitthislong
before crying out. Anyway, no
needfor regretsnow becausel
amreadyto moveforwardSo |

fertilizemy wombwith healthy
sons-the kind of sonswho will
contendwithourenemiesat the
gate and always emerge

victoriousccordindgoYourword
in the bookof Psalmsl27 & 128,

amen.

Guesswhat? amnotthegirlwho
gets kicked to the curb, | am
Girl"whogetsTheRing;l am“The
Girl"wholovespassionatelynd
gets loved back with as much
passiormndmore;l am*“TheGirl”
whogetsroseson CupidDayand
hasherpicturesplashedllover
Herman'ssocialmediahandlesl
ama Queenand| willbe treated
assuchltiseither getitallorget
nothingat all..andnothingis not

prayin Jesusname-My dearest an option for me becauseMy
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expectations are realistic so
please do not even drop the
stereotypical “She is too
demandingand unrealistic'line
so thundemwon'tfallonyoufrom
heaven'arsenal.

Let'sgetthingsstraight] willnot
sacrifice a lifetime of true
companionshipor an unknown
periodfshallowleshlypassions
duemyfearof beingalone;l am
not“thatgirl”.l am“TheGirl"who
is readyto wait for a periodof
time(shortpray)inordertogeta
lifetime companion. A companion
who may occasionallywant to
stray but will ditch the idea of
being with anotherwomanand
chooseto alwaysreinventand

"Tl%%ice up our mundanelife with

thesweetnothingof life.l know
God'splanfor my life comprises
of prosperityfulfillmentyictory
andpeacel willnotgiveupall of
this, and more becauseof my
occasionalmomentaryfear of
beingalone..thoosdopreserve
my dignityas a womanby not
givingmyselktheaplyomenwith
the hopethat one will decideto
stay and build a life with me. |

God Almighty,pleasebless me father in heaven created me with oo co40 guard my emotional

withaKind,'skillful’Prosperous,hot, passionate blood flowing

Passionatandhealthymanwho throughmy veins-this meansl

willtreatme like his Queenand
take care of me; One who will
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needaman..asensiblekindman.
| personally believe my
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healthwhilel waitonGodtobless
mewiththe currentdesireof my
heart..resassuredHewilldoit,
solwillnotfear.-MatthewW9:26-
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ar is arguablyas old as

ife.ltisdeeplyingrainedn

the living organismshat
havesurvivedextinctiorthrough
billionsof yearsof evolutionlts
roots are deep in our core
psychological and biological
being,andit is one of our most
intimatdeelingsDangemandwar
areasoldas humanhistoryand
so are politics and religion.
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THE POLITICS
OF FEAR

Leo Muzivoreva: THE OBSERVER

Demagoguedave alwaysused
fear for intimidation of the
subordinatesor enemies, and
shepherdingthe tribe by the
leadersFearisaverystrongool
that can blur humanslogicand
changdheirbehaviour.

Nigeria

predator.We also learn from
observatiorsuchaswitnessing
predator attacking another
human. And, we learn by
instructionssuch as beingtold
thereisapredatonearby.

Learningfrom our conspecifics

Like otheranimals,we humans (membersfthesamespecies)s

can learnfear fromexperience, an evolutionaryadvantagethat

such as being attacked by a

-20-

haspreventedis fromrepeating
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dangerousexperience®f other andhelpusfighttheothertribes
humansWe havea tendencyto tosurvive.

trust our tribe mates and

authorities,especiallywhen it Tribalism is the biological

comesto danger.lt is adaptive; loopholethat many politicians
parents and wise old men told bsve bankedon for a longtime:
nottoeataspeciaplantornotto tappingintoourfearsandtribal
go to an area in the woods, or watincts. Some examplesare

wouldbe hurt.By trustingthem, Nazism, the Ku Klux Klan,

we wouldnot die like a great- religiousvarsandtheDarkAges.
grandfathewhodiedeatingthat Thetypicalpatternis to givethe

plant.This way we accumulated other humansa differentlabel
knowledge. thanus,andsaytheyaregoingto
harmusorourresourcesandto
Tribalismhas been an inherent turn the other group into a
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parkindottoturnaroundPeople
were leaving a building in
OrthodoMuslimdress;it wasa
mosque.For a short second,|
noticed a subtle, weird but
familiafeelingfear!

| triedto tracethe sourceof this
fear,and hereit was:my home
countryis almostall Christian,
and the few Muslimpeopleare
lookedat withjudgementalmost
resentmentWegrewup hearing
funnybutscarystoriesofMuslim
priestsvhonpeoplevisitedvhen

partof the humanhistoryThere conceptlt doesnot necessarily thievesbrokeinto their houses.

has always been competition have to be race or nationality,
betweengroups of humansin whichareusedveryoften.lt can
differentwaysandwithdifferent be any real or imaginary

Thethieves,in thesestories,all
developedfunny stuff on their
bodiessuch as goat hornsand

faces, from brutal wartime
nationalisnto a strongloyaltyto
a footballteam. Evidencefrom
culturaheurosciencehowsghat
our brains even respond
differently at an unconscious
levelsimplyto the viewof faces
fromothemracesorcultures.

Atatriballevel,peoplearemore
emotionabndconsequentliess
logical;fans of bothteamspray
fortheirteamto win,hopingGod
willtakesidesin a game.Onthe
other hand, we regress to
tribalismwhenafraid.Thisis an
evolutionary advantage that

difference: liberals vs somewouldurnintocows.
conservativediddleEasterners
vswhitementherightvstheleft, Having come from a well-
MuslimssJewsvsChristianys educatedamilythatrespectsll
SikhsThelistgoesonandon. religionsand being,and having
someMuslimfriendsat school)
Whenbuildingtribalboundaries felt embarrassedhat still the
between“us” and “them,”some child within had taken those
politicianshave managedvery obviously false stories a bit
wellto createvirtualgroupsof seriouslypnlybecausdhatchild
peoplethat do not communicate hadnevermetaMuslim.

and hate withouteven knowing
each other: this is the human Thishumantendencyis meatto
animalnaction! thepoliticiansvhowanttoexploit

fear.If yougrewup onlyaround

Duringthe first year after my
arrival in Cape Town, South

would lead to the group cohesifAfricapnenightl enteredpublic
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peoplewho look like you, only
listenedto one mediaoutletand
heard from the old uncle that
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those who look or think
differently hate you and are
dangeroustheinherenfearand
hatred toward those unseen
peopleis anunderstandabléut
flawed)esult.

onewouldthinktheyaredisaster
pornographers theyworkhard
on triggering their audiences'
emotions. They are kind of

politicakealityshowssurprising
to anyonefromoutsidethe U.S.
When one personkills a few

Towinus, politicianssometimes othersin a city of millionswhich

with the media'shelp, do their
besttokeepusseparatedokeep
therealorimaginaryothersfjust
a “concept.Becausef wespend
timewithotherstalktothemand
eat withthem,we willlearnthat
theyarelikeus:humanswithall

is of coursea tragedy, major
networks'coveragecould lead
oneto perceivehe wholecityis
under siege and unsafe.lf one
undocumentedlegalimmigrant
murdersa U.S. citizen, some
politiciansisefearwiththehope

the strengthsand weaknessesthatfewwillask:Thisis terrible,

that we possess. Some are
strongsomeareweak,someare
funny,somearedumb,someare
niceandsomenottoonice.

Politiciansand the media very

oftenusefearto circumvenbur
logic.Lookingat the U.S.media,
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but how many people were
murderedn thiscountryby U.S.
citizensjust today?' Or 'l know
severalmurdershappenevery
weekinthistownbutwhyamlso
scarednowthatthisoneis being
showcasedy the media?Wedo
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fearbypassesogic.

The same narrative is also

evidentin Africa.Revolutionary
party governmentsembark on

reigns of terror particularly

duringelectiontimesharassing
and beatingup peoplewho are

accusedf supportingpposition
parties. The electorate will

obviouslyiltintheirfavourasthe

peoplarescared.

There is a reason that the
responseto fear is called the
“fight or flight” response.That
response has helped people
survivethe predatorsand other
tribes that have wantedto Kkill
them. But again, it is another
loopholein humanbiologyto be
abused.By scaringpeople,the
demagogues turn their
aggressiortoward“the others,”
whether in the form of
vandalizing their mosques or
harassinghemonsociamedia.

Whendemagoguemanagdoget
hold of people'sfear circuitry,
they often regressto illogical,
tribal and aggressive human
animals, becoming weapons
ourselves - weapons that
politicians use for their own
agenda.

not ask these questions, because
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BABU

Hellen Owuor
Kenya

buwasalwayswettingthe bedandthen

ewouldblamehisyoungetbrotherforit.

Asthe eldesttheirparentstookhisword

forit. Hewas12 whilehisbrotheKabuwasonly?9.

EverymorningouwouldhearBabuquarrelindpis

littlebrotheron whyhe wetthebed.Beingmeek,

thebrothemwould-eplythathewouldn'toitagain.

The cycle went on and on until one day, their

parentsdecidedthateachboywouldget hisown
bed.

“MamaBabu) willmakea bedforoneoftheboysso
thateachcansleepontheirownlamsickandtired
ofallthatarguing,Babu'dathertoldhiswife.
“lagreewiththat,weshoulchavethoughtbouita
longtimeago,”

Babuwasscaredhewasgoingtiobediscoveredde
wasabigboyandbigboysdon'twetthebed.Hehad
to thinkof somethingThe followingmorninghe
wetthebedas usualandstillinsistedhatit was
Kabu'sfault.He howeverdid not quarrelhim.He
just told him that it was okay. Everyonewas
amusedat thisnewbehaviourThe newbed was
broughbnthatsameday.

Oncealonein theirroom,Babutold Kabua very
scarystoryand cunninglynvitedhimto sleepon
his bed.Kabuacceptedand whenmorningcame,
thequarrelingegan.
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“Iwillneverinviteyoutomybedagainlookatwhat
youhavedone!'Babushoutedtthetopofhisvoice.

Kabu walked away silently and went into the
kitchen where he found his mother preparing
breakfastHe toldherhowhe endedup sleeping
withBabuTheimothesensedoulplaybutdidnot
sayanythingoKabu.

Duringheday,Babubraggedbouthavinghisown
bed,heknewthatmostofhisfriendsshareda bed
withtheirsiblings.

Thatnight,theirmothertoldthema bedtimestory
and aftertheyslept,sheslowlywentbackto her
roomBabuhadbeenpretendindo be asleepand
creptout of his bed into Kabu'sas soonas their
motherwasout.Sometimaroundmidnighttheir
mothercamebackto checkon them.Babu'shed
wasempty!ShecarriedKabuintoBabu'sbedand
left Babuon Kabu'sbed.Inthe morningthe truth
wouldcomeout.

Babuwokeup very earlyand on a wet bed. He
searchedverywheréorKabuandfinallyspotted
himonhisbed.HewasfuriousHequicklyremoved
thewetclothesandputoncleanonesHeknewthat
he had beenfoundout.Duringbreakfasthe was
very quietand his parentsknewwhy.Theysent
KabuwuttoplayastheywantedospeakoBabu.
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KANTO AND
THE BEAST

Grace Tendo Katana
Uganda

antobreathedand pantedlike a dogthen
stooduptogo.Hegothistoycarandwalked
wayquicklyUpthehillheclimbedrying
togetawayfromhim.Inhissenseshethoughthat
hewouldreachhomewherehewouldgetrestand
at leastbe at easefromhis nightmareHis legs
grewwearybuthehadtogofasterKantqustdidn't
knowwhythemanwasfollowindim.Heturnedo
facehimandwarphim.

"Please,Mr, | ask you for the last time. Stop
followingne!"Kantosaidlookingserious.

Themandidn'tsaya wordandwhenhe raisedhis

littlehandto hit the man,the manalsoraisedhis

hand.ThismadeKantoconfusedhe panickedand

begantosweatprofuselyikesomeondadpoured
a bucketof wateron him.Whatevemovehetried

outthemanalsodidthatexactthingandcontinued
tofollowhimcloselyKantahendecidedowalkas

fast as his smalllegs could carry him without
lookindbehind.

Heonlyglancedbehindto seehowfarthebeastly
manwasl!At leastthatwaswhathe thoughtsince
he had reada storyabouta manwhowasvery
huge,verydarkandlookedfierceandwasalways
onthelookouforchildrerwhowereleftaloneor
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those who played far from their homes. He prayed

thatthiswasn'themanthathehadreadabout.

He got homeaftera whileand screamecdut for
help,

"Mama...mama...plealselp!'Heshouted.
Hismotherushedohim.
"Whyareyoushoutindikeyouhaveseena ghost?"
Hismothemsked
"Mamathatmanhasbeenfollowingneallalong.”
Kantesaidpantinggndpointingothedarkman.
"What?Hismotherscoffed,Ttisonlyyourshadow,
yousillyboy!"
"Huh!'Kantosaidlookingverhisshoulder"Mama,
areyousure?"

"Yes,my son."his mothersaid."Youknowwhat,|
havealwaydoldyounottoplaytoofarfromhome.
Andlookwhatscaredyou!Fromtodayonwardjf
youevergofarfromthere’sheshesaidpointingo
the jackfruittreein the compound;l willhaveto
punishyou."

FromthatdayonwardKantolearntto neverplay
farfromhomeHeevendecidedoinvitehisfriends
fromnearbysuchthattheyplayedtogethemear
home.
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NOSI THE
FIG TREE

Benita P. Magopane
Botswana

longtimeago,inthelandofBechuanaland,

whenfig fruits were still popular,there

as a beautifulorchardof fig trees. |t
belongedoarichyoungmastemamedOsi,andhe
loveditdearlyHiswerethesweetestigsthateven
Kingsand Princessesvouldcometo buy. They
were his source of wealth. In those times,
whenevera tree wouldreachmaturityor fruit-
bearingstage,it wouldgaintheabilityto walkand
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talk Howevemohumarbeingwastoeverfindout,
for even on accountof one tree discovered,
regardlesof its type,a greatcursewouldcome
uponalltreesTheywouldlosethe abilityto walk
andtalk,thereforetheyalllivedunderstrictrules
and the constantguardof their caretakerbirds.
Well...nodllcomplied.

“Nosil”Kidi, an elderlyfig tree thunderedShe'd
caughtNosia slyyoungfig treesneakingntothe
orcharatnight‘Whatdidl saylasttime?”
“Thatyou'llloosenup andstopbeingsucha bore.”
Nosi grinnedand Maboboher Green Twinspot
caretakebirdhidherfacewithherfeathers.
“Obediencésfear,trynottoforgetthatnexttime.”
At that, Kidiwalkedintothe orchardwith Lefofa,
herowlcaretakebirdfrowning@tNosi.
“Whatdoesthatevenmean?Nosimumbled.

“If 1 tell you, will you listen?” Maboboasked,
“Becauséknowyou'llhearme,butwillyoulisten?”
Nosirolledher eyes.“Youneverlisten!"the bird

thundered:Didyoulistenwhenl told younot to

leavetheorchardecauseét'salmosfruit-bearing
seasorandALLtreesneedtostayput?No!No,no!”

Mabobdlewawayfrustrated.

Nosi returnedto her position frustratedtoo
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Mabobodidn'tunderstandShe couldn'tstay put.
She had to find that secretwell of life. And the
strangebirdthathadtoldherofit saidit wasinthe
city of MosejaNosiwas the mostbeautifultree
ever,birdsoftheskysangofherbeautyandeven
the young masterworshippedher. She feared
losinghatadorationthewinterseasorthatwould
riphernakedof herleavesandherchirpyfriends
too. She fearedthat maybesomedayher leaves
wouldn'growbeautifullpackandshe'dbeasugly
as the othertrees.What wouldbecomeof her
featheredfriendsand master'slove then? She
wouldfindthat wellof life and drinkof its water,
thenshe'dbeeternallgvergreeandbeautiful.

*hkkkkkkkkkkx

Inthosedayswasalsoa greatmanintheland,who
performedstonishingignsamongthe peopleof
BechuanalandindOsi,searchindoranswersn

howhe couldliveforeverandnotdie,visitedhim. “May no fruit ever comefromyou again!"And at

Instructedo give up his possessionand follow thatNosiwitheredEorever.

him, Osi left and went away downheartedHe

fearedosinghistreasuregossessions. Hergreatestfear had comeuponher.For many

days, birds sang lamentationsover her, and
becauseshe'dbeendiscoveredglltrees,nallthe
earthlosttheirabilityto walkandtalk.Figtrees

*hkkkkkkkkk*kx

OnenightaftertreepruningNosisnuclkoutandleft

for MosejaMabobo’echoingyellsafterher died couldn'tbe as fruitfulas beforeand even lost

slowlyas she scurriedinto the nightfall.Upon popularityTherefordsilostbusiness.

arrivalshesearchedndsearchedruitlesslyShe

searchedlesperatelyill daybreaksuchthatshe “Are you ready to listen now?” said Mabobo as she

wasnotmindfulofa poorOldmarwho'dseenher. restecbnNosi'barebranch.

Exhaustedsherestedby the waysidethinkingto

herselfto continuelateragain.Butthat morning Nosfinallyunderstoodbediencésfearmeaning

respectShe'dearedselfishlforherselthatshe'd
failedtofearinstructions.

whileshe slept,the greatman, with his friends,
happenedo passby hungryAndseeingNosihe
wentuptoherinsearchoffigs,butfindinghonehe
cursedhersaying,
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“Why are you sweating?’l
asked my younger sister,
Rose,withrisingpanicin my

voice.

“Whatif it comeshere,Lily?"she

asked me, her
eyessohugein
her face | was
afraid they
would pop out
oftheirsockets.

Uneasiness
was beginning
tocreepintomy
throat and my
heart felt
heavy.

Everything about Rose was
infectious and | was fast
contactingher fear about the
stupidfarawayviruslcouldtaste
bileinthepitofmystomach.

The day we heard that it had
gotten into the country, my

Writers Space Africa

Christiana Agboni
Nigeria

cold fromwithin.| wrappedmy This was torture—thislevating

armsaroundmyselfand rocked
mybodyfromsidetosidetowade
off unseenchills.| wasinstantly

primal fear that had forever
loggedin my chestswampedy
rushing bile and weakened

cloaked with dread. | literally fetiuscle.l have been frozenin

my bloodpressureskyrocketing
and my glucoseclinking as it
droppedoanabnormatate.

Nightmareserenadednysleep;
mybodybrokeoutinhivesriddled
with stone cold goosebumps.
Stayingput was not helpingbut

mother'sbreath turned ragged 90ingoutwasmurderMythroat
and harsh. Instantly, | turned ints alwaysdry and my hands
a nervouswreckl trembledvith clammyandcold.
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place looking
helplessly as the
numbersincrease,
watchingt steadily
makingits way to
me,tous.

Myheartlurchedat
the slightestthing.
It was unnerving.
We followed the
safety rituals to the
T. My palms were
now tender and
white,and the slightestspoton
my face turned my skin ashen

grey.

| cringed and waited for the
inevitablevhilemymindplayeda
sickeninggame with me; will it
come®ilyyou'vegotitalready.
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HOME
ALONE

Juliana Sam
Nigeria

at coldmoonlessiightis
oneyoucanneverforget.

Yourparentshadtravelledfor a
meeting leaving you alone at
home.

Around 8:40pm, the Power
HoldingCompanynterruptedhe
electricitpnddarknesdilledthe
room.

The symphony of chirping
cricketandcroakingrogswere
the only soundin yourroomas
youdozedfftosleep.

Asthenightdarkenedyourdoor

www.writersspace.net

creaked slowly and you
whimperedwhoisthat?"

The cricketshadincreasedheir
cacophonyndyoustrainedyour
eyes but could only see a dim
imagewithdarkeyes.

Your heartbeat had already
tripledandsweatbrokeoutfrom
yourforehead.

Youfelt pressedand beforeyou
knew it, liquid droppingshad

messedourbed.

As you reached out for your
flashlightvhichwasonthetable,
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a coldhandgrabbedyouandyou
shriekednhorror.

‘Help!,'you screamedbut your
voiceechoedntheroom.

And suddenlyyou felt a sharp
objectnearyourneck,'shhh'the
masculine and deep voice
whisperetoyou.

You felt as if your heart was
rippedfromyouasit racedfaster
thanahorseandit'srider.
Willherapeyou?

Willhekillyou?

Willherobyou?

All these filled your mind and
miraculouslylight flooded the
room.

Staring at the intruder whose

knife glintedin your eyes, you
passedutinshock.
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heart beat rapidly.|
asn'tsure what was
oing on, what | was
hearing. | could hear heavy
breathing but with my heart
poundingnmyears| couldn'tell

Writers Space Africa

THE

MONSTER

away.l wouldneverreturn.The
thoughbfthismademetremble.

“Nowdon'tbe afraid,"theicy silk
voicecontinuedLetusgo,”itsaid
picking me up. | screamed.

if it wasmineor if the monster “ChiomaChioma,thevoiceofmy

hadfinallyfoundme.

“Why,thereyou are,”a voiceso
softlwassurprisedcouldhearit
amidstthe poundingn my ears
frozeme,it'sicinessspreading
chill throughmy body. It had
foundmeanditwouldakemefar
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sistetNnenngiercedhroughmy
scream.

| openmyeyestoseewidebrown
tear-filledeyes staringat me. |
breathea sighof relief.It hadn't
takenme away.The beepof the
machinesemindmethatl amin
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Ogechukwu Peace Egwuatu

Nigeria

thehospitaliltwantedotakeme
away,”| chokeout as soonas |
catchmybreathenoughospeak.

A tear spills from her eyes. “lt... it

won't.| won't let.. let it,” she
stuttersl eyeherdoubtfully:You
won'tdie,Chiomal promise,5he
triesagain.

| wishl couldbelieveherbutthe
starkfearin her eyeswon'tlet
me.
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FEAR

Katsala Joseph
Malawi

| know you, yet i don't

| want you gone, yet you won't

I've seen you, yet you're unreal
Is there a cure for what i feel?

Driving me through uncertainty
Between dread and anxiety
Illusion yet real

Some unsettling chill

Without you there is no fall
Without you | could soar
While crossing the wild sea
Life's breeze beneath me

To Walk with grace and poise
Facing you is the only choice
I'm yet to defy thee

Of courage | shall be

www.writersspace.net
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ACODED
CAVE

Eunice (Shera) Muthoni
Kenya

She looks into the mirror,

Her oversized bed stares back at her

Her box of jewelry too,

Her closet of shoes in the far end, not left
behind,

The only true witnesses to her wounds,
Wounds healing underneath her concealer,
And priceless gown.

Her two years in nursing school pay off,

He hit her cheekbone well this time,

But it doesn't hurt anymore,

It feels familiar even,

The warrior, lest they see under her face
The smile, rehearsed to perfection, a blind man
will follow.

The blood, a cheap price for her place in
society,

The woman who holds his hand in public.
The hand in private, that will turn on her so
hard her world spins.

The cost of speaking out? Her witnesses. Too
expensive.

And that of friends? A slap or two.

So she bravely retreats into her coded cave,
Holds on to his hand a little tighter,

“It is all you got,” Fear whispers.
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AHWENEPA BADOLD
NKASA FRIEND

Asamoah S. (A SONG OF WOE)

Ghana Chunke Anasthasia Mbarmi
Cameroon
Silence is a bang— Forth, he surged from hades' shore

my ears bleed like a hole guns make. Frail, haggard and starved to core

Flaunting, undaunted, a ghostly visage

Aclockisdeadforticking Far hideous in figure, even wilder in rage

The time keepers keep day and night still. Fear became earth's only sage

Everywordsbloodrommyslitthroat— For ages he's prowled through encumbered

kindlweamlentyconcealetodecorate. hearts

Fending off buds of valor with poisoned dart
Mother's tongue drags a wet piece of shore up a

ladder

throughadoorthatopendntoaholegunsmake.

Frenzied to halt man's courageous leap
Freely he sows, more patient to reap
Frozen nectar, sweetest, to sip

Mygrandmother\somanhootsasilentshoton o .
acoast. Fiendish to man and all his ends,

ltstraysntomother—'mneverborn. Fire holds less wit than this hades' friend

Foolish we string up in his queue of shame
Inatruestoryagirlistaken Fighting within with naught but us to blame

andhertonguecircumcisedyithamanhood. Fortunate however, for fear's fleeting fame

Todayputthewindowsill, Fear became earths only sage

Twocrowdellsmeofrevolution Even while we watched on enraged

Anchored in hearts as old adage,

Yethereinmycorneroom Rigor beguiles us to rise from the cage

It'sstillyesterdalikedustchatterinair.

WhergrandmothewastakenforDTP,
Ididnotmourn,

Iwasnotborn.
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DONOT
ASK ME

Ruth Ongaga
Kenya

Donotaskmetosleepalone,
Ibegofyou
There@saghostinthedark
Anditseekdohavemyblood.

Donotaskmetostayawakealone

Formyskeletonfaunime
Remindingneofmymisdeeds,
Andmakingneregrebitterly.

Donotaskmetowalkalone,
Please|begofyou

Therearevoicesnthewind
Andtheytellmel shouldlie.

Donotaskmetositalone
Forthereareimagesnmyhead
Thatonlyawarriorcanbear
Andlamnowarrior.

Donotaskmetosleepalone
Lestl runawayfrommyself.
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AWAKE
AT NIGHT

Faith Chepchumba
Kenya

The night drags on

As | stay up staring

With the cold biting my skin
And the silence deep

As | stay up staring

My mind is in turmoil

And the silence deep

With my chest feeling heavy

My mind is in turmoil

| am afraid to go to sleep

With my chest feeling heavy

For | may sleep and not wake up

Afraid to go to sleep

| stay up wide eyed

For | may sleep and not wake up
As the night drags on
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FEAR

Jide Badmus
Nigeria

The eloquent grope in
the dark of incoherence
like fidgeting statues.

the wind shivers,
pavements break

into sweat &
heartbeats crawl

like furious waterfalls

Writers Space Africa

CALLS
FROM THE
HINTERLAND

Popoola Damilare

Nigeria

The whispers of fear is akin to calls from the hinterland
Vague, eerie, desolate and dark

When you lend them your ears, you forget who you are
What's not yours becomes yours

You chase freedom though you possess it

You pine for hope when you need none

I'm River; that's what my mother — who is Nature — christened me
And | should flow; forgetting my past glories
Renewing myself as | listen to the voice within

As | teem with flora and fauna

But | hear these calls from the hinterland:

I ripple when teased by a pebble; creating circles that wind into
oblivion

And when | get the chance to hop on a storm, | get frivolous

| throw myself in the air if perhaps | could fly like a sparrow

In those moments, | forget | was born to flow

Till mother calls my name and clears my uncertainties

Perhaps | need to hear these calls sometimes

As they amplify my vanities and uncertainties

They hold me down so | could see what lies ahead

They give me a chance to hear mother call my name

But | fear that someday, my ears would no longer hearken to
mother's call

Therefore, even though | constantly hear calls from the hinterland

| rise daily at dawn only to listen to mother call my name.
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IN DARK
WE REST

Zerida B Claire
Uganda

Things | never understood, | appreciated.
Abandoned mansions!

With ghosts, blood scars on walls,

Broken pale bath-tubs, cracked floors, Silence!

They tell deep stories

Peeling walls, dark corridors

Faded rugs hold lost feet

Thoughts and teardrops conceived in worn-out
sheets

Scattered books- lost souls return to search
themselves

Through the shelves and pages

In the dark.. my crooked ray of light lives
Life's dark. Light, an illusion.

In dark we rest. No way of breaking free.

If we appreciate our pale, we ease the pain
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FEAR
NOT

Nnane Ntube
Cameroon

AhWhershadows
Crawdownthedarkbushyroad,
Rasp=fbreathwince,
Ignitecpulse
Mountsftasterfaster,
Overandoveragain,
Needlingores
Yawpindorsweat.

Feardyingforfearflight,
Eyeglassywitheerie,
AnxietyAddled?
RelaxDon'trun!

Numinot!
Outsmarit!
Tofearyou'rehefoe.

Fearisanangryghostan
Enemyowatchoutfor,
Ahackertokeepoutofreach.
Ruinitsplansandstaystrong.
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CAN
WE?

Henry Nuwamanya
Uganda

Can we not shudder in tears?

When the gullible are becoming a mess?

When the ashy and edgy are less curvy?

When the "thieves" are smiling at a glance?
With our little give-aways in their dirty pockets?
Like notable criminals?

When our "starve" is their fortune?

Can we not fumble in fear

When the whole world is frozen?

Leaders stuck malignantly with thoughts?
When "us" and "them" are, but miles apart?

When the "religious" are hiding and the "scientific

are grappling with resumes?

Are we not, but the experiments?

The experiments of hunger and despair?
Standing in the face of the moody vultures,
Ready to strangle and divulge

On our faith and hope?

Aren't we the needy?

Is this coming to an end?

Can we rather breed

the last humanity in our pockets?

Can we rather not hide our cries and hunger?

FE[W 35-

Writers Space Africa

GENITAL
TALE

Nzere Chinedu
Nigeria

it creeps in on me like the paws of my deranged
uncle

peeping beneath my purple coloured skirt
making way for his rage

leaving lethal patches on my fragile heart
reminding me that my mother was bought for a
token

on a market day

it reminds me of how Rinji was shot at close
range

by trigger-happy uniform boys

that night, Abuja slept in whispers

it reminds me of how papa died

on his death bed he said; Ada, the world is a
horror thriller

read only under the watch of the sun

for the moon steals your voice with it's stigma
if i die in this poem

will you bury me in the words of my ex?

will you teach me the tricks of loneliness?

or will i become another genital tale on the
pages of the newspapers?
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|KNOW
A FRIEND

Adedamola Adedayo (Jones Phoenix)
Nigeria

| know a friend who sits by the riverside of tears

To develop lyrics from the noise of silence

Whenever the track of a night is remixed in the records
of time

Then her fate begs for that night to be devalued too soon

So that morning may profit in its trade of hope

| know that the heart of my dear friend

Expels the aroma of derision

Because it has become a dumping site for leftovers of
fears

Manufactured by an industry of adrenaline

In response to the promising dosages of a stepfather's

semen

Although my friend's clouds may be remote colonies
Under the aegis of a discourteous sky
| know they will, someday, find their voices

In an emancipation of downpour

Dear friend, do not think that only the howling owl
Brings you empathy amidst the fears you laud
Whenever your eyes are drowned in the candled
darkness

And the irony of a sequel waters your dreams

But | am also a composer of songs that feature mild
hopes

From the studio of dwindling fears

Poems

Y.0.L.0.

Temani Nkalolang
Botwana

What will people say?

It's a chain of bondage!

It's a high price to pay.

Living life like a used bandage.

It's a chain of bondage,

Living life in fear.

Living life like a used bandage,
Isn't it too much to bear?

Living life in fear;

A life not worth remembering.
Is it not too much to bear?
Live life and stop wondering.

A life not worth remembering?
It is a high price to pay.

Live life and stop wondering
What people will say.



Poems Writers Space Africa

HELLO JAILBIRD
F E A R Geno Mercy Apachi

Himi Asulu | want to write a political poem

Nigeria

One that shall march down the aisles of history like
a bride and groom

A petition that the optimistic citizens shall ride all
night like a witch's broom

A gift that shall be Uganda's heirloom

I'm not talking as a friend
For you are only a counterfeit
A liar to a truth

You block doors to entrances '‘Bazukulu' shall adopt it with new rhyme and rhythm
A shade to the light For its syllables of justice shall be as clear as prism
Obstructing, blinding
You are mud on a path But every hour my ink starts to threaten

| hear the song of the jailbird and | hearken

How | wish | never knew you . .
Sell thy ears to me blooming writer

Cause the virus you infected me with, has been

loads of regret | once swirled the truth at my finger-tip

Killing so fast the courage inside of me Voiced my heart out at the weekly Stand-up
| want a change Paid my dues from the audience's standing ovation
| have been sick of hiding in my shell Fed from the empty tables of the pleased opposition

| want to stand the crowd..
Stripped my "Kitenge" and bore my feminine chest

to chauvinism
Published my chapters and name with utmost
professionalism

Yet here | sit crooning deuces to the wind
My wisdom and truth mercilessly cuffed

Sell thy ears to me blooming writer

Bake your cake in the oven of venom

But save it for the winter you can never fathom
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TRASH
T

Oluwasina Gbemisola (Elegantink)
Nigera

We face it, right from childhood.

Some were scared of heights; others of the
dark.

It's a wonder if it does us any good.
Perhaps, it blesses us with the restraint we
lack!

But, it has also crippled many

And limited the expression of the best
That quietly resides in men.

Fear could be seen as a test

Of our determination to go through
With whatever we want to be.

It's a subtle referee; informing us too
That we can be more than we see.

The best way to deal with it

Is to look it undauntedly in the eye
And, fully armed with grit,

Reach, rise and soar really high!

Let your fear fear you!

It can't get any realer than you let it!
It's limiting and frustrating, too.

Do well to trash it in a pit!
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FEAR

Carol Nderitu
Kenya

| don't know how to chew at the table, I'm
afraid,

“Close your mouth when you eat!” she shouts,
| am only five, breaking down, and sad,

“Don't act like a child, you brat!” she scolds,
Since dad left my spirit died,

“You are just like that useless man!” she
retorts,

Since the separation, | stutter and wet my bed,
“Shut your beak and go clean yourself!” she
yells,

My grades suffer because | barely read,

“You will never amount to anything you stupid!”
she screams,

| struggle moving her heavy body when she is
intoxicated,

“Hold me up!” she shrieks

I'm afraid of my mum, she is always mad,
“You'll be a mum soon,” she whispers.
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HIS
ALL
FEAR

Abigail-Tydale Bassey
Nigera

o —

Thisthing

calledfear

isasfieryasHell,
burnsstrengthoweakness
andgrindsconfidencéotears,
weargheauraofahome
butnurturesnetodeath.

Thisthing

calledfear
isdeadliethandeath;
dressedikeamanager
butsmelldikeatoll,
itsfaceishid
yetitpreydorsouls.

Thisthing
calledcfear,
isalicensdofailure.

Soladiesandgents,
belikethegoodoldman
whowalksawayinthedark
withapipe
andahalfdrunkbottleofwhiskey_
watchfearamazed
howyoudonotcareatall.

fFEAR

THING
ED
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THE NIGHT
RACE

Nwobi Chidubem Valentine
Nigeria

On a moonless night,

My heart raced

My feet grew cold and weary.

| jumped mountains,

And flew across oceans.

| ran faster than an antelope

My speed was in meter/second
My shadow pursued me like a hen,
Whose chick was stolen

When i ran out of breath

And was ready to accept my fate
Only then did i realize,

That fear had created an illusion
And had set me up on a race
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GENRE: SHORT STORY

TITLE: THE DANCE OF SELF LOVE
WRITER: NDANU JACQUELINE, KENYA
REVIEWER: FUNMI RICHARDS, NIGERIA

etitleTheDanceofSelfLovetellsa storyoflearning dancefailingandtryingagaintoperfect
thestepsthenlearninghatperfectiomsnotinthedancebutthepracticefit.

Thetitle,itselfisitsownstorybutwhenmergedviththestorybeneatht,itbecomes worldofitsown.
Apersonaworldhatisuniqudothestoryteller.

WhenthewriterbeginsshebeginshycreatinganatmospherwherehisworldsmeantoexistThen,
sheproceed$odescribéhemotiondehindhedance-transitiongyhasesfyoucouldcallitthat,allof
whichshelikensto warwithinself(introspectivim otherwords)Thisbuild-ugollowghroughwitha
conclusiothatself-realizatiosgelf-lovasitwerecomeswithitsperks.
Howeverthereaderexperiencea slightdisconnectiowithinthestorybecausdhereisanotsotight
deliveryfeventsandsomenappropriataseofarticlescollocategjeterminergndprepositions
somesentences:

“Anotheplayspot-anothespottoplay
Breakingntodanceoncemore-breakingntoadanceoncemore.
Loomednmyhead-loomedvemyhead

Ican'thelpbutpride-Ican'thelpbuttakepride”
Allinall,thesettingsbackdropsitdoesnotdirectlyaffect/influenddestorytheimagerygapturedn
theprogressionfthestoryisdescriptiveothatit creates picturethatallowsthereaderconnecto
theallusiorandrelatetotheverisimilitudendtransitiomfthestory'ssharacter.
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GENRE: COLUMNS

TITLE: LIFE AS WE KNOW IT

WRITER: UGBEDE ATABOH, NIGERIA

REVIEWER: COLIN STANLEY KARIMI. (THE_LPOWERHOUSE), KENYA

isepisodef'LifeasWeKnowlt'israwunlikepreviousnesltislargeenoughoincorporatthe
NigeriamgovernmendndalsoitscitizensWiththeongoingpandemidhearticleshowgherotin
moralitynthecountrynthesenseofservicaleliveryandpatriotisnoftheNigeriarpersonThis
episodds morealiveasthewriterUgbedeactsin utmostregardby purchasing maskfroma local
chemistNonethelesslespiteherotintheNigeriamgovernmentt is evidenthatUgbedeAtabohs a
staunclChristian.

The article further reveals the writer conversing with the attendant at the chemist. It is clear that th
writeris cheerfulithherenvironmengsit wouldbe casualbehavioforanysickindividuabeeking
assistancen a medicaffacilityHoweverdisappointmendrawlsin as eventhe attendanis showing
sighsofwearinesprimarilypecausefthecripplingovid-19MMoretothis,anothemttendantiescribed
asachubbyndmiddle-agethaninalabcoatappearsandrudelyinterruptsheconversatiohetween
thetwo.Heatfirstnoticeghetrendyhairstyleockedythewriterandgoestoanextentofaskingher
genderThisrubsthewriterthewrongwaybutshedecidedo bethebiggermpersonandignoresShe
continuego askforthe maskfromthefirstattendantThepriceis ridiculouslfighandpushesthe
writerintoa quickspasnofangerhavingrealizednegoesforfivehundrechairaThissetsoffaseries
ofquestionenwhattheNigeriamovernmendidwithfifteenbillionnairacollectedromwell-wishers.
Havingeacheduchapointpneponder®nthefunctioningfthegovernmenrgtructureputinplaceto
protectits citizensfromthe deadlyvirus.Morequestionsriseas to the competencef the elected
leadersntheirvariougositions.

Nigerian culture presents itself as it highlights the poverty level amongst the larger population of tf
nationWithhungempangdikelytonubeventhewealthypnewouldrealisevanityisaroundhecorner,
andlearntoappreciatéhetruevaluesofbeingAfricansharingandassistingachothertoreachour
goalsstraightMaybethispandemishouldbe an eye-openeforus Africando uniteandshareour
wealthandresourcesvithothergreatnationsAsareviewer alsolookforwardotheendofCovid-19,
andmaybea muchmoreconsideratAfricarieadership.
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GENRE: CHILDREN'S LITERATURE

TITLE: FINUM GOES TO THE VILLAGE

WRITER: NAMSE UDOSEN, NIGERIA

REVIEWER: NGALIM JUSLINE VEEYEENYUY, CAMEROON

umGoestotheVillageésafableoranapologuéhatdescribeshelifeledbygoatsinafarmThemaincharacters
inumThestoryopensinafarmin KadunawnedyMrAsakeFinumisintroducedndis saidtoliveinabigroom
unlikeothergoatsthatliveintheopenspace MrAsaketakesgoodcareof Finumpbviouslpneofthereasonde
sendshimtothevillageashisfather'sirthdayift. AnactFinuminterpretasbetrayabndhefearsheissurelygoingtobe
killed.

Finumis takento a strangevillagewherelifeis completelygifferenfromtheonehe leftin KadunaWhilethere hefirst
attemptdoescapebutfallsintothehandsofa greatcompanioralledBigBrowrBororoHediscouragehim,sayingthat
escapingsdangerou$orsomehaveattemptednddiedorgottenlost.BigBrowrBororalsoteacheshimonthekindsof
leavedoeatandwhentoeatthem.

LifeinthevillagefarmiscompleteldifferenfromlifeintheKadundarmTheyareservedvithsweelleavesnthefarmin
Kadunawhilein thevillagefarmyoujusthaveto selectfromthe manytypeswhichareedible Also,in Kadunapnceit is
eveninghemastetteadsthegoatshomehputinthevillagefarmBigBrowrBororanformd-inunthattheyfollowtheyellow

balltoknowthetimetogohome.

BigBrowrBorordeadstheothergoatshomeandeachgroupstopsattheircompoundstheyarrivetheirdestinatiortypical
oflifeinaruralsettingoykidsfromdifferenhomesrevenadultsaftercarryingutdailyactivitiedogethemndit'stimeto
getbackhomeAstheyarrivehomeanoldmantiesaredclothroundFinum'srieckwhichmarkshisinitiatiorasBigBrown

Bororesays!youarenowoneofus.”

Namse'apologués quiteinterestingndgoodforchildrenTheywillenjoyreadingrbeingtoldthelifeledbygoatsinthe
farmwhichbehaveexactlylike humansin theirdailyactivitiesNotonlydo the goatstalk,theyeat, walk,and do other
activitiegdailylikehumansThemagazine'shemeoftransitioflbecoming)s quiteglaringin thestorythroughFinumour

majorcharactereshechange®nvironmentifestylendbecomesnembetoadifferenfamily.

Themesuchas,transitionmembershigompanionshipyve fearsarevividinthestory.

Thecontrastingettindendscredibilityothestoryandprovokeseality.

Therearealsomoralessonskidscanlearntoadaptinanyenvironmergndinanyconditions.
Kidscanalsolearntobeoneanother'&eepethroughherelationshipetweerrinumandBigBrowrBororathedifferences
betweeritylifeandvillagdife;theseandmanythersaboundnthefable.

Namse'apologuésquiteinterestingndrelatabl@ndremind®fmeGeorgdfrwell'dAnimaFarnreadatasurfacdevel.
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GENRE: POETRY

TITLE: BREAKING FORTH

WRITER: TEMANI NKALOLANG, BOTSWANA
REVIEWER: OMADANG YOWASI, UGANDA

eBiblicaparadox)aseedgrowsunlesst dies*hasleftmanybelieverzonfused@stowhyone
would die and live, forgettingthat Jesusdied and continuesto live. Death brings about
resurrectioletmenotpreach..

The poem BREAKING FORTH by a Motswana poetess Temani Nkalolang is written in a traditional hai
formltismetereds5-7-5.

Lineonehasfivesyllabledinetwohasseversyllableandlinethreehasfive.
Inthishaikuthepoetclearlyusesa naturaimage(seed}otacklethethemeofTransitiofBecoming).
Shefigurativelykills'theseedtogerminatéentoaseedlingherebyivindifetoahithertddeadseed.

Thishaikubringstorealitythetruthaboutreincarnatiodn orderfortheoldto comebackto life,they
mustdieandtheimamedegivenThisbringsoutthethemeofdeathandreincarnation.

The poetusesconcretemagery,'seed,ground,root,and wheel"all to createa visualimagewith
significancandrelevance.

Understatemeigalsowellemployednlineone."Aseedntheground.tt'snotinthegroundymistake
orchancebutit's"buriednthesoil"sothatitgrowswithfavourableonditions.
The"wheel'nlinethreesymbolisesontinuitpfmovement/liféifehastogoonaslongaschangds
stillpartoftheequatiodorman'sxistence.

Thedictionsappropriatdhetoneisformal.

% -43- www.writersspace.net



Advertise your Brand
In our monthly Magazine

Send a mail to wsa@writersspace.net to get your
Ads Featured in our next publication



Minimalism
at It's peak.

(©) (@ thetinycreatives @ tinycreatives_



AUGUST, 2020 WRITERS SPACE AFRICA



This Edition

is supported by

For enquiry and membership, please contact:
+250 781 899 256






Writers Space Africa Editor’s Note

— |

Hditor’s

ote

Reconciliation
rootword: reconcile
definition (Merriam-Webster):
1a: to restore to friendship or harmony
b: settle, resolve
2 :to make consistent or congruous

3 :tocause to submit to or accept something unpleasant

To speak to the first definition listed above would surely come off as singing to the
choir; we are too well acquainted with that face of reconciliation to learn anything thatis
truly new; as such, I leave it to you to think on the things many have said of living

together in harmony.

In moving on to the second definition, I am provoked to consider that for any
individual to make it in their journey of life, that person is expect to reconcile their
expectations with their reality. This act of reconciling is one that we are destined to
repeat many times before the end. The one who can master this is one who is true to
themselves and has been able to understand half of what life is about — What is the
other half of life? If I had the answer to that, life would lose its mystery and would no

longer be worth living,

As for number three, who ever wants to submit to or accept anything unpleasant or
difficult in this thing called life? Show me such a person and I shall concede that we are
closer to discovering that other half than I firstimagined.

Always remember, Ubuntu.

Warm regards,
Nabilah.
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Short Stoties

woke up with a start. There

was that sound again, the

creaking of a poorly
serviced wheel, filtering in
through the door to my room.
Looking up from my bed I could
see the vague outlines of moving
shapes through the translucent
window that made up the top
quarter of the door; some people
were pushing a gurney.
I quickly scanned my
surroundings. There were a
number of machines connected
to me in some way, beeping
steadily, fed by the tangle of tubes
and wires that radiated out of my
skeletal body. There was a table
beside my bed, buried under a
heap of rosaries, bibles and get-

well-soon cards.

Dammn it. I'm back.

It all came rushing back, waves of
realization battering the shores of
my consciousness. I had been
alive, but life felt like death, so 1

took matters into my own hands. I

Resolution
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Ohanyere Ugoada
(Nigeria)
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could remember the pills, the
pain. I could remember the pull
into darkness, the display of
memories, the joy at the fact that it
was finally over and then, THE
BLACK. That was what I liked to
call it. The

chosen over being damned for a

destination I had

lifetime. But here I was, pulled
back into the light. I hated it. And
every time I was brought back, I
hated it more. It wasn't worth it.
No matter how many times they
pulled me out, treated me,
counselled me, I would always
crave THE BLACK. I would
always run back. I would always
be, in medical terms, “psychotic

and depressed”.

In the search for a “cure”, I had
been forced by the woman I was
supposed to call “Mother” to
attend prayer sessions, midnight
services, fellowships. She was the
reason why I went for morning
and evening mass every day; ‘e
reason why I went from Catholic

churches in the morning, to

www.writersspace.net



Writers Space Africa

Mountain of Fire parishes by
night; only to pop up at the
Overcomers Chapel the next day.
She was the reason why I went to
churches where I — or better still
my money — was welcomed by the
faces of greedy pastors. Why I had
demons and witches cast out of
me. Why I was pushed and shoved
in the name of deliverance. She
was the reason why I kept my
mouth closed when I was told that
it was my mothet's brother who
had cast a spell on me, even
though my mother had been an
only child. I just wanted her to be

content before I passed on.

I hated this. All of this. Life,
myself, people. I wanted it to end.
This never-ending pain that I
couldn't explain to anyone else.
These were my last thoughts
before I drifted off to sleep once

again.

*

It was like a flash. I woke up with a
start, wondering where I was. A
heart monitor was beeping
frantically somewhere in the
room. There were doctors all
around me, shouting out medical
terms and issuing commands that
sounded like gibberish. I was still
in the hospital. I had never heard

the heart monitor beep so fast,

www.writersspace.net

and yet I felt so calm and relaxed.
My heart was beating out of my
chest, but I felt so serene, tranquil.
There was no pain. For a time —
seconds — I could feel nothing at
all, and then I was engulfed by The
Black.

*

My eyes opened once more. This
time, to my utmost surprise, I was
in my room in my house. Not in
my foster mum's house where I
lived in now, but in my childhood
home where I had lived with my
real parents before their demise.
The demise that I had caused.
How was I here? This house was
no more. But now the room was
exactly how it had been ten years
ago. Nothing had changed. My
toys were still piled in the “play
corner”. My silly childhood
drawings gazed down in that
corner from the places on the
walls. I looked at my bedside table,
and saw the picture frame that
held the picture of my little family
on a vacation to one of the Disney
World parks. That should be the
one in California. I remembered it
clearly because it had been our last

one.

I walked to the door, treading
carefully. 1 hesitated before I
reached out to open it. I braced

myself and turned the knob,

Short Stories

causing the door to open with a
creak. I walked cautiously to the
only place I could think of. The
kitchen. Once I got there I
stopped in my tracks, too shocked
by the sight before me. Standing at
the sink, bathed in the sunlight
that poured in from the windows,
was my mum, my rea/ mum. Her
chocolate coloured skin gleamed
in the sunlight. She seemed to feel
my presence as she stopped what
she was doing to turn towards me.
For a2 moment, she seemed
shocked to see me too but she
quickly composed herself and
flashed me that wide smile I
remembered so well. I could feel
my eyes tearing up. She walked
towards me as I stood still, too
shocked to move and enveloped
me in an embrace that I hoped
would last forever. But she pulled
out from the embrace and wiped

away my tears.

As if on cue, my father strolled in.
He too seemed quite shocked to
see me, but like mother, he quickly
composed himself. He rushed to
give me a hug. But suddenly he
pulled back. With a questioning
look, he asked, “Kammy love,

whatare you doing here?”

My mum concurred, “You're not

meant to be here. Your time hasn't
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come. You have a lot of things to
achieve and fulfil. Carrying our
name on, making us proud, things
to do for the world, feats to
achieve; we are waiting, watching

and smiling”.

I suddenly felt guilty. Mum
continued, her tone getting
angrier by the second, “So, tell me
Kammy, why are you here?”” Now,
she was shouting and screaming,
“Tell me Kammy, why are you
here?””. I had never seen her like
this before. My calm and collected
mother. Even in the face of death,
never was she this »ad. My dad
looked up from her and at me with
an expression of pain, of sadness.
“Why? Why would you do this to
us Kammy? Why would you take
away our last chance at lifer”

I mustered a little bit of courage
and muttered meekly, “I missed

you people".

“And...And...I killed you. 1
couldn't live with the knowledge
that I was the reason you guys
were here. I missed you. I missed
you people dearly”, I cried. Now
my father looked truly angry as he
said, “What do you mean by you
killed us? How? When? Because 1

sure as hell don't remember it like

that.”

Resolution www.writersspace.net



Writers Space Africa

Suddenly, I was pulled back to that
day. My seven-year-old self,
whining about how I couldn't get
ice cream. My dad driving with my
heavily pregnant mum right
beside him in the passenger's seat.
My mum and dad turning back to
me to warn me. The drunk driver
appearing out of nowhere. My
mum's scream. The impact of
metal on metal. Then, THE
BLACK.

I opened my eyes and saw my dad
and now composed mum looking
at me intensely. My father spoke
up first, “Now, Kamsisochukwu
Jessica Onyemaechi, tell me how
you killed me””.

I spoke up, “I made you lose
attention”. And then they

laughed.

“Kammy,” Mum now, “We
wouldn't have been able to swerve
in time, he was way too fast. And
he came from the side, we still
wouldn't have seen him eatly
enough. Our time had come, but
yours hasn't”, she ended with a
scowl. My dad continued, “And
you seem to have forgotten that
you are the reason why we cherish
the years we spent on earth. You
made it all worth it. You're the
reason why we aren't miserable

souls because anytime we looked
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down, we saw our little angel. And
through your eyes we saw, by your
life we lived. If you ever thought
you killed us, then you just did it
now, by killing yourself.” 1 was
shocked. I was too busy gaining
revenge for people who were at
peace. And in that quest, I had

done more damage.

“We miss you too darling, more
than you could ever imagine. But
the world needs you more, to fulfil
the destiny Almighty God has

apportioned to you.”

“Goodbye my love, until we meet
again,” my mum said, and my dad
chirped in: “At the right time”.

We all chuckled lightly and then I
was pulled into a hug. When they
pulled away, I looked into my left
palm to see her favourite hairpin
which I used to admire when I was
younger before they both
engulfed me into a bone crushing
hug. Once again, the black
blotches returned, and once again
THE BLACK engulfed me.

*

There was a knock. My eyes shot
open and I recognized the
hospital room. I looked towards
the door and there stood my ozher
mother holding the door ajar. “Hi

mum", I said to her with a smile.
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With all sincerity I told her, “I am
sorry, mummy’’. She stared at me
in a loss for words, too shocked to
form a coherent sentence. I wasn't
sure what had surprised her more.
The fact that I called her mummy
or the fact that I had used the
words “I am sorry”. So, I
continued, “I am so sorry,
mummy. For everything. The
worry I caused you, the pain, the
money, the stress, the emotional
trauma, everything. I am sorry,
mummy. You deserved so much
better, mummy. Now I promise
you, mummy, with each passing
day, I'll be striving harder to be a
better daughter to you”. I didn't
even know I was crying until I felt
the moisture on my lips and tasted
the salty liquid. Before I knew it, I
was engulfed in a tight bear hug by
my mother. But this time unlike
other times I didn't lie stiff, I
hugged her back so tight with
strength I never knew I was
capable of. I suddenly felt
something pricking my left palm. I

opened it to see my mothet's

favourite hairpin.
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Smiling

in the

drought

Thatho Katiso
(Lesotho)

Resolution
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y all appeara-
nces, things

were bleak in
the savanna. The grass
had become dry and
brittle while the ground
hardened to the point
where it had begun to
crack as it gave way to the
smoldering heat of the
overhead sun. The dry
season had tightened its
grip on the veld for much
longer than expected,
and with each day, it took
a little more life out of
the savanna. Even the
animals had grown
sluggish. None of the
usual flurry of beasts
galloping across the veld
could be seen. It was
indeed a time of great
despair for the savanna
and her inhabitants. Well,
most of them at least,
save for a young lion cub
She
seemed rather cheerful

the

circumstances. It wasn't

named Thokozile.

considering

because she found joy in
the desolation brought
about by the drought as
most would've expected
of a predator like herself.

Her joy was the result of

Writers Space Africa

a promise, a promise that
her mother had regretted
making ever since they
had set off on their
journey to the great lake.
It was this promise that
caused her to hop and
skip around her
exhausted mothet's feet
throughout the whole
journey. The promise
that she would get to play
with all the animals of

the savanna.

When she

frolicking around her

wasn't
mother, she hurled an
endless barrage of
questions her way, which
proved to be equally
exhausting, She tried her
best to dismiss them with
a growl or simply ignore
them but her actions
were in vain. Most of the
questions revolved
around the size of the
lake and the kinds of
animals they'd get to see

once they got there.

All the other animals
looked at her rather
She didn't

care for it

curiously.

really

b
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especially since all of
them were quick to avert
their eyes whenever she
turned her gaze towards
them. She didn't mind
that either - it was fear.
Seeing fear in those
around her was an all too
common occurrence in
her life. Still, said fear
would typically be
followed by flight.
Typically, but not that
day. That's how dire the
situation had become.
Death by predator or
death from thirst, neither
option seemed desirable
to any of the animals
hence they braved the
journey to a place that
would surely be rife with
carnivores. The trek was
mostly peaceful, with a
few scuffles here and
there as a caravan began

to form.

It was the most beautiful
thing Thokozile had ever
seen and was perhaps
partof the reason behind
her jubilation. The only
thing that dampened her
spirits was the fear and
apprehension in the eyes

of all those she
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attempted to interact
with. Although she had
become accustomed to
it, it still saddened her,
especially since she could
not understand why. All
the other animals were
interacting with each
other save for herself and
she

found disheartening. She

her mother which

still had a few months left
before she could start
learning how to hunt so
she was yet to become
aware of the pecking
orderin the savanna.

The journey was nearing
its conclusion with the
destination almost within
view and she was yet to
make a single friend like
she had wished. Suffice it
to say, the journey was
not at all what she had
hoped it would be. Even
other predators were
quick to hide their cubs
the she
approached. Never had

moment

she cursed being a lion
like she did in that very
moment. Her mother
could see the sorrow in
the eyes of her young

one, she realized that

3

perhaps making that

promise may not have
been the best idea. In an
attempt to console her
cub, she playfully nudged
her with her nose and
tickled her belly with her

whiskers.

“I will always be your
friend.” she

whispered.

best

she

to make

For a moment
managed
Thokozile

again, but as much as she

smile once

appreciated the gesture;
it just wasn't the same
coming from her mother
- a lion. She was a bit
more composed for the
final stretch of the
journey, which came as a
big relief for her mother.
As much as she hated
seeing her daughter
unhappy, she knew it was
only a matter of time

she

what it truly meant to be

before discovered
a lioness in the savanna.
She too had once been
young and idealistic, but
nature isn't something
that can be easily swayed
by the whims of a naive
little cub. It was a lesson
she had learned the hard
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way and one she intended
to pass down to her

daughter over time.

Thokozile came to life
once more after noticing

the
landscape. The grass

a change in
slowly faded away, until
they found themselves
treading over coarse sand
that had been heated by
the sun to temperatures
that her tiny paws just
couldn't bare. She ran
ahead of her mother
until she got to an area
that was a bit cooler and
moist. The earth looked
very smooth, almost
slippery, but when she
stepped on it, part of her
paw sunk into the mud
and caused her to leap

back in fear.

“Welcome to the great
lake.”
declared.

her mother

Thokozile looked around
and all she could see were
a series of puddles
scattered across what
looked like an ordinary
concave patch of land.
She looked at all the
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animals that had traveled
with them as well as those
they found already there,
not to mention the scores
that kept pouring in after
them; she couldn't
fathom how they would
all be able to drink their
fill, or even drink at all.
She then noticed that as
soon as her mother
entered the lake, all the
other animals cleared a
path for her and none
would dare drink from
the same puddle. Though
an unspoken truce had
been formed, it was also
an uneasy one and many
still chose to err on the
side of caution lest they
get killed by the
predators. But of course,
the fear of dying of thirst

was still much greater.

Despite the weary
herbivores' fears, the
predators only had one
concern at that point in
time - water. The
crocodiles basked in the
sun in long files a short
distance from the lake
after having drunken
their fill long before the

other animals even set
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off. Packs of hyenas
cackled maniacally as
they lorded over several
puddles. The leopards
and cheetahs were almost
indistinguishable as they
shared a drink side by
side. Birds of different
species fluttered joyfully
over the lake and would
occasionally land to take
a sip. Others perched
themselves on the backs
of the majestic elephants
as they dipped their
trunks into the water and
hosed it into their
mouths. The young
lioness found it rather
amusing to watch the
giraffes as they spread
their long legs and bent
their slightly longer necks
to drink from the shallow
waters. She was in awe of
all the variety of life in
front of her but at the
same time she felt as
though an invisible
barrier stood between
her and this exciting new
world. It was a barrier
that repelled everything
and everyone around her
save for other lions as it

turned out.
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aAs her mother reunited
with the rest of the pride
and drank alongside
Thokozile

ventured off on her own

them,

to find some other place
to drink. She would've
loved to join any of the
other animals but at that
point she was certain
they'd flee at the sight of
her. She found a small
unoccupied puddle
her

departure. It wasn't

shortly after

before long that she
discovered why it had
been unoccupied. Of all
the puddles in the lake, it
was by far the smallest
with most of it consisting
of dirt and tiny little
tadpoles. Despite all of
that, Thokozile

thought it a better option

still

than drinking with the

who were

pride,

constantly looked upon

with fear by the other
animals. She sipped the
water slowly, all the while
keeping her teeth
clenched in an attempt to
filter out the dirt and

tadpoles.

Over the slurping sounds
she made while drinking,
the young lioness heard
the pitter-patter of
footsteps approaching
her from behind. She
simply assumed they
were her mother's - she
always made sure they
weren't too far apart. She
continued to drink from
her tadpole infested
water until the sound of
footsteps ceased,
prompting her to turn
and confirm if they did
indeed belong to her
Much to her

surprise, they belonged

mother.

to a tiny elephant calf. Of

course, tiny by elephant
standards was still much

larger than she was.

He dipped his trunk into
the puddle but unlike his
lion counterpart was
unable to filter out the
tadpoles. It was only after
feeling them swim
around inside his trunk
that he blew out all of the
water in a panic.
Thokozile, who had been
watching the calf in
silence, suddenly burst
into laughter over the

The

embarrassed calf took

incident.

another swig but this
time aimed his trunk at
Thokozile and gave her a
good hosing, Now it was
his turn to have alaugh at
her expense. Much to his
surprise however, she
broke into laughter as

well. She then began to

Short Stories

splash the water on him
with her paws and thus,
the two began to chase
each other around the

puddle.

Their mothers watched
on from a distance, lion
and elephant side by side.
They knew that the rains
would soon come and
break the tentative truce.
In that moment they
dreaded having to one
day teach their young
ones that a day would
come when they would
meet not as friends but
rather hunter and prey, as
nature intended. It was
far from an ideal setup
but alas, nature is not so
indulgent as to bend to
the whims of doting

mothers.
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must have been fifteen years old when I
walked out of the door on a sunny Saturday
afternoon without sparing a glance backwards

to see how my actions were breaking my mothet's
heart. How could I? T knew thatif I ventured to turn,
even if it was only for a second, that I would lose

whatlittle nerve it was that I had.

Father was a difficult man to live with but I would
admit that it wasn't any excuse to justify how I was
inadvertently making Mother feel by my actions. I
was an intelligent chap albeit a young and
inexperienced one and Father thought that he could
control my actions but I refused to be a tool in
someone else's grasp merely existing for their
Father

fancied himself my self-acclaimed mentor and thus,

amusement and self-absorbent desires.
he thought it within his purview to decide what
course it was the ship of my life took. I would not
stand for it which was why we were fighting again.

My results had just come in from the West African
Examination Council and as expected, I had excelled
admirably, scoring top marks in almost every subject
that I had sat for. My parents were avid intellectuals
and thus my results were a source of pride and joy to
them and that was when my troubles started with
Father. It was not so strange that I was embroiled in
conflict with Father as that seemed to be somewhat
of the norm since I hit puberty. I think it was
something in my DNA that just refused to be told
what to do, then again I didn't really have any
problems following Mothet's instructions without
questioning so I assume that it was just a matter of

Father's directives rubbing me the wrong way.

Father wanted me to apply to study Engineering at

the premier University of Engineering in the state,
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The
Father
I Loved

Onwubiko Okem
(Nigeria)

Crutech. I was okay with studying Engineering,
truthfully I had never given much thought to what I
wanted to study after graduating from high school
and I was fairly confident that I would excel
regardless of what my choice was, but there was no
way that I was going to Crutech. Crutech was a
stone-throw from where I lived and schooling there
would almost certainly ensure that Father would try
to manage my life (like he tried to manage every
other thing about me and failed). I wanted to go off
to the far west and study at UL, miles away from
Father's reach, and because in my mind Crutech and
Engineering were indelibly linked together, I was
also fighting him on studying Engineering, rebellious
as I was at such an age - I did say that I was
inexperienced. The dilemma that I invariably faced
was that Father had been my sole sponsor for as long
as I could remember and I had no way to pay my way
through school if I decided to go off on my own. We
didn't exactly live in a country that encouraged self-
sustenance until you were at least twenty-five and
had a degree firmly under your belt or at least that
was what I was raised to believe and so Father had

always had a medium to control me and make me do
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his bidding. But I was slowly getting fed up and the

day Ileft marked a point of no return.

I'had just returned from playing soccer with some of
the guys from our street and I was feeling downright
jovial having scored three times. There was nothing
that could ruin my mood - or so I thought. The
moment I stepped through the door of our modest
three-bedroom bungalow, Father launched into one
of his diatribes, berating me rather forcefully. It was a
speech that I had heard a hundred times before and
it mostly consisted of him rebuking me and calling
my paternity into question. Don't get me wrong, it
wasn't that he suspected Mother of foul play - some
would go as far as to say that I was Father's spitting
image - it was just that he didn't approve of some of
my choices in life - in this case, my decision to go out
and play soccer rather than stay at home to study for
the upcoming post University Tertiary Matriculation
Exams being the bone of contention. You couldn't
fault me for wanting to loosen up alittle and blow off
some steam. In my defense, I had been cooped up
indoors for weeks studying intensively and I needed
the break that the physical exertion would afford me.
You know what they say, “all work and no play makes
Ikenna a dullard”, I think. And so I had gone out to
play a little and Father seemed undoubtedly miffed.
Hearing him rant about how I was wasting my life
and potential, I could feel something snap on the
inside of me and I just knew that I couldn't do it
anymore. I had decided to go along with his plans
and attend Crutech, not because he had changed my
mind but because I knew how much our fighting
affected Mother, but something had to give. I
couldn'tlive my life in fear of following my own path
just because 1 was scared that Daddy wouldn't be

there to protect me anymore and so after taking a
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long hot shower, I walked out of the bathroom,
packed what little belongings it was that I had and
walked out of his house without a backwards glance.
I knew that my actions were breaking Mother's heart
but I could not turn back, not even for an instant or

else my resolve would falter.

I was twenty-five with a great job, a fiancée that
adored me and a more than comfortable lifestyle but
my actions on that day still haunted me and so I was
back home to fix things before it was too late. I raised
my hand to knock on the door but it flew open and I
could scarcely breathe as I saw Mother standing
there. Without a word she took me to where Father
lay on the bed, dying. There was no time. Father had
been sick for a while. I felt responsible. I was an only
child and the strain of my departure must have been
too great on his heart. He would never admit it
because of his pride but that didn't matter in this
instant. All that mattered were the unspoken words
that we had between us and the feelings that we had
never admitted to each other. I was young, foolish
and impulsive. Father was old, stubborn and
controlling. We had lost so much time to our prides
and ego and we had both paid dearly for our
mistakes. Father must have noticed the presence of a
newcomer in the room because his eyes flew open
and he glanced in my direction. He broke out in a
thin wispy smile that did nothing to hide the strength

that he must have once possessed in his youth.

“Son” he said.

“Father” I replied.

The prodigal son had returned home.
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Life as we

Know it

Ugede Ataboh
(Nigeria)

any of us have unsettled issues from
our past, while some of us have
existing issues we have to live with
that may remain unsettled till we draw our last
breaths. This month has been super crazy for me
on different levels because I came face to face with
a part of my life I cautiously avoided for so long. I

came face to face with my mother.

The month started out like every other month,
except for the silent presence of Covid-19 our
society is currently learning to live with which is
not only sad but unfortunate; Covid-19 has
literally become the Elephant in every room. I was
at work on a typical Monday morning adjusting my
face mask when I received a call from my

brother...

“Browhat's up?”

“I'm doing great, ugbede. Are you busy? Can you talk
now?” Frank asks.

“Yeah... hold on for a second so 1 can go to the
kitchenette. .. what's up? I hope Isi is fine? Is daddy okay?
Where are the kids? They should be at home forthe. ..”
“Ugbede calm down. . .what I want to talk to you about is
deep but not that deep. Calm down” He chides and chuckles
at the same time. “Hmmm. . .Someone called claiming to be

ourmun's friend”

“Oh my God! Is she dead?” I wail.
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“Ugbede! Calm down, she is not dead! Just keep quiet and
listen to me okay?”

“Okay, my bad. . .carry on” I respond. Feeling rather pensive
at this point.

“...okay, 50 the lady who called introduced herself as Jumai
and said onr mum is in a state of depression becanse a major
consignment she was expecting from abroad got lost in transit
becanse of the Covid-19 unrest. She seens to have gone off the
deep end. The Jumai lady also said our mum is of the opinion
that her children have abandoned her and don't want to have
anything to do with her”

“Bro, I honestly feel bad about the downturn in her business,
but 1 don't think it is nice of her to give a random lady your
number. The last time I checked, she had your number. . .why
didn't she just call you directly?”

“Sis, you and 1 know I stopped picking her calls since she
returned the set of wrappers I gave her on her birthday 5 years
ago.” He replies.

“Wow! Time flies. .5 years already? Feels like yesterday. She
never really liked me nuch but she was ahways all over yon
being her first and only son. I didn't even know you stopped
picking bercalls. . . that's a bit harsh bro”

“Ugbede please! I went out of my way to get her a set of
wrappers and she tossed them back at me saying they were
below her standard. Do you know how bad 1 felt? Anyways,
you stopped trying to get her attention a long time ago so I'm
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pretty sure you can't imagine how 1 felt. This is a woman who
left us when you were just a year old and showed up 19 years
later only to disappear and resurface intermittently. We never
even for once called her out on the way she let her fight with dad
affect her relationship with us!”
“Calm down bro. . .1 may not express myself all the time, but
I know how you feel. She left me too. We experienced this
together remember? Do you know how bad 1 used to feel
whenever she showed up briefly only to shower all her attention
on you? She never really had time for me and Zee. It was
always “Junior this” or “Tunior that”. . .1 got so sick of all her
shenanigans and eventually blanked out. I honestly thought
you guys had gotten over that wrapper episode and made up so
never bothered asking.”
“That's not an excuse Ugbede. You should have asked, you
should have told her how you felt about the way she treated
you...you always get so wrapped up in your cute little world
and forget you have a family. Stop wishing uncomfortable
circumstances away Sis, face them’” He scolds.
“I didn't know 1 gave off that kind of vibe, I'm so sorry. 1 just
kept silent on some issues for the sake of peace but I guess some
issues are better off trashed than stashed away.”
“Yeah. ..no wahala. I told the Jumai lady we would reach out
to mum, but Sis, I'm honestly not ready for drama right nowy I
have a family and a very busy work schedule. I need only good

vibes right now, not “mama drama’.” He complains.
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“So what do you suggest we do? 1'm honestly not ready to
have my heart broken by her again. Few years ago, I silently
made peace with the fact that mum will remain a missing
piece of my life's puzzle. 1 don't really think that was a
rational decision, but it helped me emotionally and
psychologically. . .1 think.” I chuckle nervousl.

“Sis, let's just call her on a group call... we can add Zee
when next we call her. Zee has a lot on her plate right now so
I do not want to bring this to her now. She is our baby sis so
we need to be sure the coast is clear enongh for her to deal
with. You and 1 know how unpredictable mum is. . . some
days she is happy and some days she is just...a stranger.”
He states, sounding so sad and confused.

“Okay erm... let's agree on a date we can call her on a
group call. Abiwhat do you think?”

“Sis abeg let's just call her now and get it over and done with.
I don't want this call hanging over my head. . .Let's just do
this abeg. I can't deal.”

“No wahala. . .althongh, 1 don't think 1 am mentally ready

Jfor munz right now. I haven't spoken to her in five years and

I really don't know what to say to her. At least, she
randomly reached ont to you but she never bothered checking
up on me. Imagine wha..”

“Ugbede! Sometimes yon need to let go and let life flow. Are

you interested in being right or being in functional
relationships?” He scolds softly.

“That's not fair, you and 1 know I've let a lot of things go
where mum is concerned.”

“You have obviously not let things go, you just swept them
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under the carpet. Sis, 1 know things are a bit weird in onr
Sfamily, but we also have so nuch to be thankful for. Regardless
of the circumstances surrounding our upbringing, we seemed to
have turned ont okay. Not perfect, but okay and that is more
than enough for me. We cannot undo the past and we cannot
discard our mother. . . the last time I checked, traders do not sell
s in the market.” He adds.
“You should have given me time to prepare mentally for this
call at least bro” I wail.
“You and I know mum is not one to be prepared for, you just
take her as she comes dear. You know this”
“T guess you are right, oya na, let's do this!” I urge in an
abnormal high pitched voice. Here e go.
Her end of the line rings for what seems like eternity, I release
a sigh of relief but stop midway when she suddenly picks.
“Hello?”
I paunse for a second, hoping Frank will respond but he doesn't.
The devious fellow!
“Hi mum! This is Ugbede!”
Awunsubilahi! Baby girll How are you?”
“T'm fine mum...it's been a while since we spoke. 1 heard
aboutyourgoods. . .1 am so sorry.”
“Himum...” Frank speaks up, finally!
Awnsubilahi! Junior! You are here too? God has answered
the prayers I offered in the holy month. Who is that person that
lied to you people? Who told you I am a witch? My only son

www.writersspace.net

Columns

refusing to pick my own calls. . .it will not be well with that
person!”

“Mum calm down, no one told me or Ugbede anything. I guess
we just needed space. . .1 heard about what happened to yonr
stuffs. Sorry. . .How are you doing?” He asks.

“I have been depressed for a while but I am fine now that I have
heard your voice. Baby girl, How are you? 1 am so happy to
hear from you.. . the last time I spoke to you, you yelled at e
and I decided to leave yon alone. That was so wrong of me, 1
am so sorry. A mother should always be there for her kids no
matter what. I haven't been there at all. Please forgive me my
baby girl”

“I¢'s fine mum. . .1 love you™ I respond in a broken voice.

“I love you too babygirl.. . W hat of Zee mama?”

“Twill add her to the call next tine mum” Frank responds.
“Okay then, Please pick my calls I beg! Please don't lock me
ont. . .everything seems to be falling apart in my life right now. 1
need mzy children around me please” She pleads.

“I¢ is okay mum, we are both at work right now. We will
probably call you tomorrow with Zee. Is that fine by you?”
Frank asks.

Surel I will be expecting your call. My babies, I love you guys
s0 much”

“We love you too num” I respond excitedly.

“Take care mum’” Franfk responds.
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Both ends go dead and I am left alone staring at the
microwave in my office kitchenette. Surprisingly, I
feel warm inside. Sometimes, we just need to let go
of the past and move on; we also need to make
peace with our reality to stay sane. I do not see my
mum and I ever becoming best friends or even
going on a vacation together, but I believe we can
call a truce “to live, and let live”. My mum may not
be a “perfect mum”, but she is my mother. The
moment I heard her voice, all past grievances
washed away and I now know for a fact that I was
wrong to have stayed away from her. She may
never be the warm and affectionate mother I
expect her to be, but she will always be my mother.
I cannot wish her away, neither can I throw her
away. I choose to make peace with our past, I
choose to make peace with her and I choose to

accept her for who she is.
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994 was a

significant year

for Africa. South
Africa made a peaceful
transition to democracy.
But on a darker note,
Rwanda experienced a
tragic and violent
genocide. Both countries
initiated national
reconciliation processes
that captured the world's
attention. South Aftica
had the Truth and
Reconciliation
Commission (TRC),
Rwanda set up the
Gacaca Community

Courts.

The TRC was tasked with
bearing witness to,
recording — and in some
cases granting amnesty to
— the perpetrators of
crimes related to human
rights violations during
apartheid. The Gacaca
Community Courts,
based on a pre-colonial
Rwandan approach to
justice, were asked to
establish what happened
to the Tutsi during the
genocide. Their job was
to expedite the cases of

those accused of

22

genocide-related crimes.

Both processes were
meant to contribute to
interpersonal and
national reconciliation.
But in both countries it's
become clear that the
road to reconciliation
doesn't begin or end with

commissions or trials. It

is much more complex.

Reconciliation goes hand
in hand with many other
factors and generates
many difficult questions.
Who needs
reconciled with whom?
Who should initiate the
process? Who should
facilitate it? What should
it look like? How do

national and

to be

interpersonal
movements towards
reconciliation intersect,
if at all?

reconcile when there's no

Can you

freedom? Justice?

Equality? Redress?

On one hand, post-
Apartheid South Africa's
reconciliation process
began with an unusual

generosity of spirit on
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the part of those who
could rightly have been
classified as victims.
Telling the story of what
happened as truthfully as
possible was the central
tenetat the start of South
Africa's post-1994
reconciliation journey.
But early on, concern was
expressed that the
country was trading
justice for truth. In
response to those
criticisms the Institute
and

for Justice

Reconciliation, an
organisation that grew
out of the work of the
TRC, began focusing on
equity and fairness as a
central component to

reconciliation.

Through its annual
“reconciliation
the

organisation found that

barometer”,

economic justice has
become increasingly
important to South
Africans. You only have
to pay attention to
current affairs to see the
truth in this finding. The
Economic Freedom

Fighters - an opposition
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political party - are calling
for land and resources to
be

Students

redistributed.
have also
protested about equal

access to education.

What

coming out clearly is that

seems to be
truth-telling is just not
enough. Social justice
and equity must remain
front and centre of the
reconciliation agenda.
The TRC was

important, but very little

very

follow up work was done
by the government. And
the policies it pursued left
many South Africans
feeling cheated. It has
been argued, however,
that a rigorous land
redistribution will see
South Africa falling into
the

cesspit

same economic
which
neighbouring Zimbabwe
is yet to come out of 20
land

years after

redistribution.

On the other hand,
Rwanda took a different
path. It focused on
establishing individual

perpetrators

accountability for
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genocide crimes. Many
were unsettled by this
rigorous quest. There
were calls for Rwanda to
mimic South Aftica and
take the route of amnesty
in exchange for truth.
That

assumed the wounds of

would have

the violent massacre of
possibly a million people
in three months were
identical to the wounds
of apartheid. It does not
sit well to suggest for a
moment that wounds left
by Rwanda's genocide
were harder to heal than
those left by apartheid.
But it is critical to
understand that they left
behind different kinds of

devastations.

In Rwanda, once the
genocide ended, the
entire country had been
stripped of all of its
resources. Dead bodies
littered the streets.
Perpetrators and
sutvivors had to start
rebuilding their lives
The

compulsion for revenge

side-by-side.

was strong, and there was

anurgent need to deal - as

quickly as possible - with
the

between

relationships
individual
perpetrators and
survivors within their

communities.

The Gacaca trials took
place in every
community across the
country and were
presided over by judges
from the communities.
Perpetrators were
identified and
community members
could speak out about
the crimes that had been

committed. Perpetrators

then had to do
community service
which involved

rebuilding roads and
homes, among other
things. This allowed
some healing to begin.
These trials have been
heavily criticised by
international observers,
and

researchers

academics for not
following due process
and being vulnerable to
manipulation. Some
people were accused of
crimes they never

committed: when
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evidence was lacking, it
became one person's
word against another and
some people were
wrongly accused. Judges
were not always impartial
and the record of events
sometimes

W as

inaccurate. Motreover,

the

process

reconciliation
has

criticised for being a top-

been

down affair that was
micromanaged by the
Rwandan government.
Because of this, non-
governmental and
religious organisations
have been anxious not to
the

government's

criticise

reconciliation agenda.
This has limited their
impact. Rwanda is often
lauded for the incredible
progress it is making in
terms of development.
But this progress seems
to have been at the
expense of political
freedom and citizens'
The

remains

participation.
question
whether these are
necessary for
reconciliation to take

place.
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At grassroots level, one
of the challenges every
reconciliation initiative
faces is the struggle to
understand where and
how national and
interpersonal interests
intersect. Reconciliation
is about restoring
relationships between
wounded people and
communities. It also
extends to the healing of
entire nations. Almost
thirty years after
apartheid ended in South
Africa and Rwanda was
torn apart by genocide, it
is clear there has been
some healing, Often, this
is most visible in the
interpersonal
relationships between

victim and perpetrator.

In Rwandan context, this
is evident in the way in
which widows from both
sides of the genocide
divide work together on
entrepreneurial projects
or in self-help
cooperatives to build a
shared livelihood. In
these glimpses, we are
reminded that

reconciliation does not

begin or end with
commissions or trials. It
requires change and
transformation at the
systemic level. Parallels
can be drawn with the
Zimbabwean genocide,
Gukurahundi, which is
still a delicate issue in
Zimbabwe as it was never
given the redress that its
victims and sutrvivors

need.

After all has been said
and done, governments
must commit to policies
and strategies that bring
about greater freedom
and equality. And
individuals and
communities must
commit to the hard work
of building and
rebuilding relationships

every day.
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Let's Teach
for Change

Immaculate Ajiambo

(Nigeria)

y name is Madge and this is my story. One chilly
evening, Mum had just returned from work when
she heard sobs coming from the house. She could
not tell which of her three daughters it was. Hurriedly, she
opened the door and went in the direction of where the noise

came from.

The dining room was dark; the curtains were already drawn
making the room pitch black. In the corner sat someone with
her face buried between her thighs. She must have been there
for some time.

“Oh no! Madge!”

Concerned, Mum pat me on the back startling me from my
sorrowful moment. I increased my crying voice as I gulped for
air in between. We tightly hugged.

In alow voice Mum whispered to my ear, “Itis okay dear. I am
here.”

AllT could say was “mmmh mmmh.”

Mum sat down and allowed me to rest my head on her laps.
“Darling, you know I will always be your sunshine during the
day, your moon through the night and your warm
blanket...”’she paused to allow me to finish her everyday kind
of you-know-I-am-your-mother-you-can-always-talk-to-me
statement.

We said in unison, “during storms.”

I went first, “So mum they are now making fun of my body.

Today during the science lesson on respiratory system, the
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teacher brought balloons to demonstrate how the lungs work.

Then I heard someone at the back of the class shout

“That is how Madge works, one day she is piggy inflated, the
next day she is slimy deflated.”

“That was mean of them. I am sorry Madge.”

“Can you imagine the class resounded with laughter and
jeers?” I said. “Mum why do they have to make fun of my body
even when the teacher canes them?” I emphasized how sad it
made me feel.

Going to school felt like punishment. My confidence was at
their mercy. I wanted to transfer schools but my sisters did not
want us to be separated. I always cried every night and had a lot

of wish diaries where I wrote my wishes.

There was a long silence. I am sure Mum was searching for the
best words to comfort me. In a minute, she smiled at me

sending my mind into 'so what next?' thought.

“I'have anidea. Do your classmates know about anorexiar”

“No. I have not told anyone about it.”

“I suggest we teach your fellow students about anorexia

because it could affect anyone.”

“Yes mum. In fact, I will tell them that I developed the eating

disorder because they teased me about my big body size.”

“Good. But remember that we are not fault finding but
creating awareness on anorexia. It is the fear of getting fat. Its

results are devastating too.”

That evening was the beginning of the end. I had long desired
to be at peace, healthy and have friends. I reconciled with my

mind to start over again with my schoolmates.
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Duchau

Charles Duncan
(Malawi)

I now know what Dachau was like:

A parallel war waged on a wretched race.

Masses of mangled remains marring grisly gas
chambers.

A plethora of ill-fated souls butchered

and smouldered to evaporative ashes.

They perpetrated a holocaust more savage than the
much minified Kigali genocide.

A callous bunch as merciless as killer robots.

Yet, even them, the Lord forgave without trial.

His wings gathering them safely back to his flock.

Even I, though my heart had hardened with your betrayal;
Even when hatred filled me with a vengeance

That far out-matched the cold bloodied Dachau butchers.
Unlike in Dachau, where pure madness ignited the massacre;
Your treachery set alight a loathing my heart has never felt
Yet, who am I to remain hardened on this path!

Come my sweet dumpling, come again to papa;

Dust yourself, call the Priest and let's renew our vows.

www.writersspace.net




Writers Space Africa

www.writersspace.net

lL.ove
and Reason

Akinfolami Oluwafisayo
(INigeria)

The mothert's eye holds something;

The sunrise, the night sky?

Perhaps the stories that held my nights.

Her eyes; they speak to me of reason
Something I yearn and miss

Maybe a time, left behind.

I find myself in the reflections of time;

in the walls of my father's name

and in the fragrance of my mother's prayer
When the existence of my individuality persisted.
So I wear these moments as a pendant;

an emblem of my love, a state I dwell.

A time when our dreams were different .
when everything was alive and nothing dead,

And the child was a child.
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Things we
didn’t sa

Abigail-Tydale Bassey
(Nigeria)

If

Tonight

Yousitup

With memories

We had together;

Tears rushing down your eyes,
Quickly breaking you apart,

I'hope you know the time is come
Tolet go of the deep hurting past
'Cause the things we didn't say hurt me too.
ButI'm sorry about everything now;
The thoughts, words and imaginations,
Hopes aborted from yesterday,
Decisions turned round about,
Wounds of the body and soul,
Things we didn't say_

Please, come to me

I'msorry,

I'need

You.

Writers Space Africa
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To my

Dear Child

Victoria Edidi
(Nigeria)

Child,

why have you chosen
to linger in the past
and lose sight

of alove that's yours?

Don'tyou think

it's time

to melt your frozen heart
and allow it

love once more?

Nota day passes by
that you're not missed.
Father longs for you
he hopes

thatyou'll look

past your anger

to see his love

and forgive him

Dear child,

shake off the anger

that seeks to consume you
and open your heart

to love once more.
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whenthe€ wave

‘the Shore

Anthony Yormesor
(Ghana)

When the waves meet the shore,

it isn't as though it is their will to

It is because they are willed to

The turbulence afar calms at its destination
and a long-time friend gets to say 'hi'

When the sea gets to see the land

and both fall into each othet's arms,

what an embrace that is!

When the troops come to a truce,

it is no miracle;

that's where it is to end

They were only carried away by their weapons
When the sinner recognizes his sins

and asks for remission with a heart of snow,
is it not with warmth that he is received?
When the prodigal son deserts home

and in his wanderings,

remembers where his umbilical cord was cut,
is it not a feast which is prepared for him?
When the waves meet the shore

and the chaos succumbs

and the undercurrents kiss the sands,

the sailing winds carry the vibrations

to brew a soup of serenity

Writers Space Africa
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GENRE: SHORT STORY
TITLE: SACRED LETTERS
WRITER: MARY FRANCES IBANDA, UGANDA
REVIEWER: PRECIOUS ADEKOLA, NIGERIA

ontrary to the general notion of women's inability to get along easily, we are presented with a
scenario that brings the female folks together. Shared plight and predicament (as pregnancy) is

perceived as the centrifugal force binding these women.

Some of the matters that become of interest in the gathering of typical African women is the talk of
husbands and how to get money from them as we can deduce from the use of sarcasm 'hand made of
supet glue'.

The inflation of prices during pregnancy by these women and other ridiculous ideas come up as matters
that affect these women differently. Perhaps the author uses this to reveal ideas of morality through one

of the female characters.

We find the death of Matsiko's husband symbolized as it exposes her to the truth of her husband's
affiliation and flirtation with three other women who have one child each younger than her two years old

daughter. This emphasizes the idea of polygamy and patriarchy.

As a result, Matsiko must take a test for HIV which result is referred to as a death sentence which is a
hyperbole that underscores the stigma attached to people living with HIV/AIDS. We can also deduce the

idea of fear from the vivid description of Matsiko's reaction to the idea of testing positive.

The author makes use of symbolism in the portrayal of the fly trying to escape from being caught. It is
significant of the inner struggle attached with collecting a result at 002 and deciding to accept the fate of a
negative or positive result.

The release of the fly can be compared to the freedom which the woman feels when she finally receives a

negative result.
Itis poignant that Matsiko, like most Africans, is religious as a result of fear. Troubling times automatically
call for prayers whether the prayer changes anything or not. Religion is a tool for gratification as portrayed

in this short story.

The character of Matsiko is a typical representation of the everyday married woman/mother. In the story

of women, there is always a Matsiko.
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GENRE: COLUMNS
TITLE: THE POLITICS OF FEAR
WRITER: LEO MUZIVOREVA: THE OBSERVER, ZIMBABWE
REVIEWER: NAMSE NAMESTANG UDOSEN, NIGERIA

eo writes on the politics of fear with a pen soaked in emotions. It projects fear as the source of
discrimination and oppression by demagogues. It presents different human experiences of fear
such as fear from experience, fear from observation and fear from learning from members of
our species. The role of tribal identity as the source of a common labelling building. I guess on the saying
“birds of a feather flock together. This tribal identity is described as the source of emotional dissonance
in society. He uses the term “tribalism” in a generic form, not as the term that refers to a group of people
of common ancestral descent. That having been established, he goes on to explain how politicians play

on the fears of their citizens to their advantage.

He describes tribalism as a “biological loophole capitalized on by politicians”. A rather strange claim to
make. We are not very sure if “fear” is exactly a biological factor. Fear is a construct that science still
doesn't have a full explanation for. He should have done some contextual definition of the terms at the

beginning of the piece.

I think the word that matches what he is trying to describe is prejudice. Then another question arises; “are

prejudices a product of fear?”

He makes a valid point in alluding that our brains can create and assess “in-group” and out-group”
membership within a fraction of a second. This ability, once a necessity for survival has now become a
problem. He makes a good case about manipulations of primordial sentiments by the elite and ruling

class.

The article is topical and timely.
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TITLE: KANTO AND THE BEAST
GENRE: CHILDREN'S LITERATURE
AUTHOR: TENDO GRACE, UGANDA
REVIEWER: RACHAEL TWINOMUGISHA, UGANDA

chehe! This is the best children's story I've read all my life. A flash fiction for children, an idea
so wonderful! Kanto and the Beast is a smooth read that introduces children to what I'd call

"new language skills, suspense and tension."

Tendo Grace holds suspense so beautifully till the end of the story when we learn that Kanto has been

scared of his own shadow, and not a beast like the title suggests.
Brief and hilarious read. Kanto's shadow teaches him to always listen to his mother who had always
cautioned him never to play away from home.

Later, he learns to converge friends at his home and play there. What a beautiful lesson!

With such suspense and tension employed, it is obvious that Tendo kept us on our toes, and evident of

our hearts and faces was fear.

It's a beautiful read, and will be memorable to children, I believe. (We have been scared of our own

shadows as kids, haven't we?)

The writer uses simple diction which should enable the kids to read this independent of

patents/guardians/elders, but of course notatnight... Hehehe
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GENRE: FLASH FICTION
TITLE: FEAR
WRITER: CHRISTIANA AGBONI, NIGERIA
REVIEWER: MAJORY MOONO SIMUYUNI, ZAMBIA

ne of the cliché figurative definitions of fear has been “False Evidence Appearing Real.” But

maybe this definition is not so cliché after alll Considering the era of Corona we are in, fear

can be said to constantly yank to life all things imaginary and Agboni depicts this reality in
her flash fiction: Fear.

Lily is quick to notice her younger sister is perturbed. One would wonder why the swiftness in recognizing
her sistet's moment of fear. They say 'send a thief to catch a thief'. Because they use similar tactics, a thief
will catch another thief more easily. Is Lily able to tell something is wrong with her sister because the
same fear is what's constantly pricking the balloon of her serenity? As the story unfolds, we realize the

answer to the foregoing question is a resounding yes!

When Coronavirus started, it was thought to basically be a Chinese virus that would end in China, justas it
had bred right there. To our dismay, it spread across the wotld, but for a while, did not touch the African
continent. Just like Lily, we all probably thought it was some 'stupid faraway disease' until it wasn't,
because it had mastered its way into our continent and quickly into our countries. Having seen death tolls

rise on other continents, and eventually in our own backyards, who didn't fear for their life?

'Stay home,' they advised. Lily and her family obeyed the health precaution as did we all, but we see her
mothet's tone hardening from the inception of the quarantine. Everybody is afraid! Fear knows no
discrimination; it clutches us all. And in the boredom of quarantine, it's not so difficult to lose one's mind
to false evidence appearing real. Every other cold, as if we've never suffered colds before, makes one fear
they have finally contracted the virus, justlike Lily. As her palms turn pale, probably from the chills of the

weather, she loses her calm and doesn't hesitate to see death approaching, for she is certain she is sick too.
'Fear'is a very relatable story, unless one lives in a world different than the one we live in today.
Cheers to Agboni for reminding us that though we have moved on somehow and now 'reside’ in the new

normal, constant fear for our lives has also since become a new normal.
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GENRE POETRY
TITLE: GENITAL TALE
WRITER: NZERE CHINEDU, NIGERIA
REVIEWER: NNANE NTUBE, CAMEROON

"If I diein this poem
Will you bury me in the words of my ex?
Will you teach me the tricks of loneliness?

or willI become another genital tale on pages of newspaperse" (L14 to 18).

Fear is established when the society we live in is void of security. We know not whetre to hide or when our end will

come. Fear of the unknown gains a physical form as its paws keep the persona frozen with a lifeless heart.

"The Genital Tale" by Nzere Chinedu is not only an outcry of fear of the known in the dark world of today, buta
portrait of the highestlevel of immortality, absurdities, wickedness and injustice. It paints an image of a society that
has tagged human life as being 'cheap’. Hence, the meanness and scary deeds such as rape; "peeping beneath my
purple coloured skirt making way for his rage" (Lines 2 & 3).

The thought of the persona's mother being bought for a token projects the negative view of men about women. It
reduces a woman to a state of nothingness and places her as a vulnerable being in the hands of vultures. This
prompts a review of the Nigerian society in the last six years that brought us to a collective sad and frightful stories
of rape. For example in March 2014, news of a 17-year-old boy who allegedly raped his mother and 4 young
children in Ebonyi State made a "genital tale" on the pages of newspapers. Last June 2020, a man was reported to
have raped a three-month-old baby in Adogi village, Nasarawa and everything became a "genital tale" on the pages

of newspapers. Why? Because "the wotld is [now] a horror thrilletr" (in the persona's fathet's voice).

The persona, through analepsis, brings up earlier occurrences as if to create an analogy between the "genital tale"
and other tales. In an embedded narrative, the tale of Rinji Peter Bala, a 20-year-old level 300 student in Nigeria
who was shot by Nigerian Army Operation on May 12, 2020, is recounted. This culminates in instilling fear in the
persona's mind as there is no safe place in this wotld — danger looms everywhere.

Following the advice of the persona's father, one needs to be careful and watchful.

In this 18 line poem, Chinedu calls us to be watchful because we are all in danger, for we do not know when and

where our own unfortunate stories shall trend in newspapers.

The tone of the poem s firm as it expresses whatis real of the world today.

The moodis gloomy filled with scary notions like rape, death, danger.
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Writers Space Africa Editorial Crew

EDITOR'S
NOTE

o am |? What am 1? These questions probably sound cliché, but that's because they have bee
round for the longest time, and to ask such questions is a rite of passage for all of us.

Identity is an interesting thing; it is dynamic in many ways and if we are not conscious of it, we miss w
we are in the moments unique versions of ourselves are expressed. Are we defined by what we do or
the family we are born into or by the attributes we possess? How do we refer to ourselves in a room |
of people? A mother and a diplomat, a friend and a husband, selfish yet caring, greedy and humble...

Today, we live in a world where the struggle of realisation is even more pronounced; the pressure to
identify with a group or as something is so strong that many times, we live our lives untrue to oursely
We are also caught in a place where we are critical of the identity of others to the point of hate and
discord.

Who are we? What are we? Collective identity is just as important as individual identity; they are more
intertwined than first glance would have us believe. Publius Terentius Afer, an African playwright in
ancient Greece, once wrote “Homo sum humani nihil a me alienum puto” which translates into: | am
human, and nothing human can be alien to me. Dr. Maya Angelou said of this statement that we recog
bits of ourselves in other people and as such, allows us to be more understanding.

The writers in Identity speak to a search and discovery of who they are as individuals, and who we are
Africans.

On a personal note, | think to be one thing and one thing alone would be boring, but if | had to choose,
would be the most basic component of our existence: human.

Always remember, Ubuntu

Warm regards,
Nabilah.
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Short Stories

CHOICE

Heidi Last Motanyane
Lesotho

n the bathroomlLefa lets

waterrun and washeshis

hands. He looks up and
meets his reflectionin the
mirror.For the first time, it
registershow handsomehe
looks. His neat buzz cut
matchegerfectlywithhisfine
light face.He can see needle
lines by his eyes, the
inheritancefrom his father
whogotit fromhisgrandfather
and down goes the line. The
menin his familyhavea long
reputatiorof beingplayersA
bonus to his success in
popularityamongstgirls.Yes!
Indeedheis handsomeSurely

IDENTITY

someonelike him does not
deserveto leavethe gameas
yet. A man enough is
determinedby his ability to
stay in the game, his
grandfathewouldsay.

“Areyougoingtowashyour
handghewholeday,Dude?”

Lefa closes the tap. He
murmursan apologyas he

rushesout of the bathroom.

Since the beginningof the
weeknothinchasbeensameat
workHiscolleaguebhavebeen
avoidingglanceswithhimand
beingjumpywhenhe triesto

Writers Space Africa

createa conversatiorHe has
neverbeenafriendlyersorto
start with. Everybodyin this
officeis a computeifreakand
hehatesthejob,buthismother
forcedhim to work with the
promise of giving him a
managing position in four
monthstime. Butthe newsof
his girlfriendbeing pregnant
has reallymessedhis life up.
Eventhe fluffy spectacle-girl
who sits by the door never
throws him flirty glances
anymoreHedragstowardsis
chairand dropsinvoluntarily.
His minds drifts to the
conversatiothe had with his
fatherastnight.

“Whatareyougoingto do
withthebabyl efa?Hisfather
sat on the big couchin a
spaciousivingroom.
Lefasatacrosshim.Theyboth
hadglassefwhiskeyntheir
hands.He shookhis headand
tookagulp.
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“Havingafamilyisnochild's because of hushes and
play.”He continued;..Lookat whispershe hearsas soonas
your situation right now: he passesthem, he hurries
workindgorfun,playinggames awaywithoutlookinganybody
every night and changing intheeye.
girlfriendsikeunderwearYou
cannotsimplythinkyou'reup “Yourmotheiisontheline.”
for the responsibility."L.efa ManagesaysHisvoiceasloud
tookthe lastgulpand putthe asif he wantsto inviteothers
glassonthesettable Hestood in.Lefaignoreshimandenters
up. theofficeandclosedhedoor.

“Youhaveno ideawhat “HelloMom,whydid you
you'retalkingabout,Dad.Just call me here?” He sits on
becauseyou feed off Mom's manager'shairandplaceshis
money doesn't mean every feetonthedesk.
man in this household is

useless.l do have my own “Iwouldn'havetoifyouhad

dreams.” answerednycalls.”
Withthat, he stumbledout to
hisroom. Lefa grits his teeth. He has

beenignorinchismother'sall
“Iknowyou,SonThemenin sincemorningBecauseof the
this family are eaters not dilemmahis motherwasthe
feeders.Hisfathercalledafter lastpersonhe wantedto hear
him. from.He can almosthearher
fuming.
“Lefa?Themanager'soice
echoednthebigroommaking “Ooh| putitonsilentmode
everybodiookup. while in a meeting this
Lefaraiseshis headandsees morning.Heknowshismother
manager waving him over. is not going to believe him.
Peoplenowseemto recognize Which meeting?He's only a
himas he passeslfit wason minor who receives
another occasion,he would commands.
drag his feet and irritate

everybodywiththe noise.But “Whatisit | hearaboutyou
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impregnating a girl? What did |

sayaboutyouandyourgames
with girls?Didn'tl tell | don't
wantto seea poorgirlat my
doorsteglaimingohaveyour
baby?”

“CalmdownMom.”"He
placeshisfeetonthefloorand
sitsup.

“Howcanl calmdownnow?
ForHeaven'sake,youhadto
go and impregnateMalucy's
daughterThebiggestwitchin
thevillage?”

Lefa sighs. He knows the
hatredbetweenhis momand
Lucy's mother. They have
alwaysspokerillofeachother.
His fathersaid the feud was
fromdatingMalLucybeforehe
marriechismother.

“Canyounotbringyour
hatred in my situation?”He
hearshertakeadeepbreath.

“YouhavetwooptionsOne:
makethat girl do an abortion
andforgetallthisTwo..”

“What? She's eight

monthspregnant.'He stoodsup
andstartspacing.
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“Two:denythat the child
isyourslwillstandbyyourside.”

himif he decidesto take Lucy
andthebaby.
Hehangaupthephoneandsets

“ldon'tbelievethisiscoming outoftheoffice Peopleshuffle

fromyou.Youalwayslectureme
abouttakingresponsibilitiormy

aroundas he appearsat the
doorObviouslyheyhavebeen

actionsTodayyou'reencouraginglisteningButhe decidesotto

metoabandomychild?”

“If you had chosen
anothergirl, it wouldn'thave
cometo this.This situationis
unacceptable.”

“Mom!"Alumpformsin his
lungsandtearspileupin his
eyesEvenifhehasnotmadea
decisionhehadhopedthathis
momwouldsurelystandwith

IDENTITY

care.Hewalksto hisdeskand
sitsdown At thesituatiorlike
this, he would normallyjust
take his backpackand leave,
even if it's still 11am on a
WednesdaySpending dayat
the bar drinking has never
beena problenforhim,buthe
prefers company of his
buddiesHetakesouthisphone
andtextsinWhatsAproup.

Writers Space Africa

“Anybodypforadrink?He
waits.

“Notme.Butl'minifthere's
a meet-upfor AFCONsemi-
finalstonight.Khotsdypes.

“I'malsoin for tonight.
Who'sbringingdrinks?"Thabo
replies.

“I will. Withmeat."Lefa
sighsandsendd¢hemessage.
Anothermessageentersand
he slightlyjumpsup whenhe
sees Lucy's name. Reluctantly,
heopenst.
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“Yourmomwantsnothing care becausethat is whatis areasissyoy.”
to do withme and my family. expectedof him. His fine and
Here'smyquestiortoyou,are light face now lookssissy:a Lefa laughs at the last
youin for this babyor not?If manwhowillnevergrowoutof messagandtypes,
not,don'tcometo meafterit's his mother'scare, evenif he
bornNevertrytobepartofits will marry one day. He will “Iwillseeyoutonightl will
life.” forcehiswifeto workforhim, bethereforourchild.Andfor
claimingthat he has opened youforever.”
“Canwetalkaboutthis opportunitieéor hertoruna Just as everybody starts going
later?Hesendghetext. bigfamilybusiness. out for lunch,Lefaputsdown
He splashegshe wateron his his phoneandlooksup at the
“I don'thavelaterin my face.He shouldn'thaveto be sheetoftaskshehastodofor
scheduleLefa.We had seven like his father and others the day.Withthe way things
monthgo figurethisthingout beforehim. It alwaysbreaks willbe now,hispayshouldbe
andyoukeptignoringt.Imight his heart to see his mother deservingand meaningfulHe
haveachildanydaynowlneed workinghard and giving the is creatingthe newhimin the
your decision before he moneyohisfatherltisnotthe oldsissy efa.
arrives.” life he wouldenjoyliving for
s moremessagedrom Lucy. the rest of his life. And it is
Lefaputsthephonedownand definitelyhotthelife he wants
standsup to thebathroomHe to keep withessingThe door
opens the tap and lets the opensandthemanfromearlier
waterrun.Helooksat himself entersandgetinthetoiletLefa
in the mirror.Somehowhe turns off the tap and heads
looksquitedifferentfromthe outsidewaterstilldrippinchis
imagehe sawearlierHenow face.
hasfewlinespilingacrosshis Hecheckdisphonendfind
forehead.His youngersister “Why are you not
likestocallthemworrylines. answering?”.:l see you must
havealreadymadeyourchoice
“Worrylines are for toignoreme.Well,havea nice
responsiblegpeoplelike mom life Lefa.”.. “You know, |
and me. As for you and Dad, seriouslythoughtyou werea
Playboyslike you don't fret mancapableenoughto make
overthings.” right decisions,| see | was
Thesewordsalwaysmakel.efa wrongl willneverbotheryou
sad.Butheactsasifhedoesn't anymore.”Onelastthingyou
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Leo Muzivoreva: THE OBSERVER

Zimbabwe

s peoplein generaland
Africans in particular,
iversityis our strength,
culturally, politically and
economicallyPathwaysto such
an aspirationafoal are fraught
withdifficultiedo overcomand
our historyis litteredwith such
examples. Our indigenous
peoplesillustrateour past and
still current inequitiesin the
provisionand defenseof basic
human rights.
In2015,CanadiarPrimeMinister,
JustinTrudeaugavea speechin
London, United Kingdom,titled
Diversityis OurStrengthstating
that “Canadahas learnt to be
strong not in spite of our
differencedutbecauseof them,
and goingforwardthat capacity
will be at the heartof bothour
successandof whatweofferthe
he said.
The prime minister continued:

world,”

“Weneedtoacknowledgthatour
historyncludeslarkeTmoments:
The Chinese head tax, the
internment of Ukrainian,

IDENTITY

Japanese, Italian Canadians
duringheFirstandSecondNorld
war, our turningaway boats of
Jewishor Punjabirefugeespur
own history of slavery.”
That series of lapses in our
intentiormustalsobecontrasted
withthosesuccessesvhereour
aspirations have—and still
do—bear fruit.
Ta-NehisiCoates,a formidable
BlackAmericanintellectualnd
commentator on the lived
experienceof Black people of
Africandescentjn a forewordo
Toni Morrison'sThe Origin of
Othersin 2017, talks about the
wishto belongThebookitselfis
about themesof race, borders,
vastmovement®f peoplewhat
motivates people to construct
othersandtheuseoftermssuch
as racial divide, racial chasm,
racial profiling,racial diversity,
“asthougheachoftheseideasis
groundedin somethingbeyond
our own making.”
We createdsuch categoriesof
racethenunderpinnedurlabels

-11-
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with layers of declared
knowledgefacts, theories,that
were designedto confirmthe
humanity and worth of the
creators of such alleged
knowledgeat the expense of
thoseallocatedo thelabelsThe
inventiorof differencedbetween
ourselvesand the impositiorof
values placed upon such
variancehas a purposeargues
Coatesandis developedurther
by
Whatisgenerallycceptedsthe

Morrison.

meaning of being part of a
culturalgroupandtherebeinga
culturalgap betweenyoursand
anotheisnotasclearasonemay
think. Cultureis one of many
groupings we may align
ourselvesto voluntarilyor be
assignedobyothersEssentially,
whatisneededoremosisaclear
vision incorporating what we
wishtoaspireto,andtowhomwe
wishto belongto, togetherwith
reasonedunderstandingf why

wearetogetherTruebelongingn

a d i v e r s e |,
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inclusive JamesBaldwinunderstoodhis
society—th®reamas espoused by advising us that as Black
by Justin Trudeau outlined peopleof Africandescent,“Our
earlier—meanbeingtreatedas energiesshouldbe devotedto
equal to anybodyelse. Having understandinghe way that a
similar opportunitiesto aspire countryand its society works.
andachievewhatyousetoutto Howtofindmywayaroundt, not
claim. Having no imposed getlostinit,andnotfeelrejected
restrictions that fetter byit."Thisdemandshatwehave
developmenbasedon spurious

equitable and

notionoforiginandperceptions
ofdifferenceAcknowledgintat
dueto societalconstraintshose
with imposed restrictions to
acquirethe tools necessaryto
achievadentifiedjoalsaregiven
theopportunitgndtheresources
topossesshem.
MartinLutherKingJr.in his1963
Letter from a BirminghamJail
statedthat“allmenarecaughtin
an inescapable network of
mutualityiedinasinglegarment
of destinyWhatevenaffectsone
directly,affectsall indirectly.l
canneverbe whatl oughtto be
untilyouarewhatyououghtobe,
and you can neverbe whatyou
oughttobeuntillamwhatl ought

an awarenessof our context-

to be..Thisis the mter_relatedidentitythesociallocationNithin

structurefreality. whichwe are currentlyand the

This connection, this co- impactit has uponus. The next

dependencyis difficultfor some stepis to workout howwe can

thowht-kaders and decision- forgesomesort of approachto

' deal with it.
let alone work to deliver on. o . .
belongingis conditionalyeliant

makerdounderstandndaccept
Our sense of

Novelistplaywrightand activist on how we play our cards.We
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Columns

decide,we choose,weighingup
theprosandconsof howto play
this, at times,lethalgame.| did
not becomepart of the Writers
Space community by choice.
Someone introduced me to
someonevhothenintroducedne
to WritersSpacel reallywantto
thank the founders for creating a
spacewheresomethindike this
could happento somebodylike
me.WritersSpaceis arguablyan
imagined community. An
imagineccommunitys a concept
developedy BenedictAnderson
in his 1983 book, Imagined
Communities, to analyze
nationalismAndersondepictsa
nationas a sociallyconstructed
community, imagined by the
peoplewhoperceiveghemselves
as partof thatgroup.Themedia
also creates imagined
communities, through usually
targetinga mass audienceor
generalizing and addressing
citizensas the public. Another
way that the mediacan create
imagineccommunities through
the use of images. The media can
perpetuatestereotypeshrough
certainimagesand vernacular.
By showingcertainimages,the
audience will choose which
image they relate to the most,
furtheringherelationshipothat
imaginedommunity.

IDENTITY
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As Andersomutsit, a nation“is Membershold in their mindsa has madeit possible,over the
imaginedbecausethe members mentalimageof theiraffinityfor pasttwo centuriesfor so many
of eventhe smallestnationwill examplethenationhoofleltwith millionofpeoplepnotsomuchas
neverknowmostof theirfellow- other membersof your nation to kill, as willingly to die for such
members,meet them, or even whenyour‘imaginedcommunity” limitedmaginings.

hearof them,yetin themindsof participatesin a larger event Thereyou have it, by virtue of
each lives the image of their suchastheOlympi6Games. beinghere,you are part of the
communion”. Members of the Regardless of the actual space. You are welcome to
communityprobablywill never inequalityand exploitationthat expand the comradeship by
knoweachoftheothermembers mayprevailin each,thenationis sharingthis post, followingthe
faceto face;howevertheymay always conceivedas a deep, siteandtellingyourfriendto tell
havesimilarinterestoridentify horizontal comradeship. theirfriendaboutthisimagined
as part of the same nation. Ultimatelytisthisfraternityhat nation.
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GOMEZA NEEDS
YOUR HELP

Nabbossa Dianah
Uganda

omezais a happygirl Gomezaasfivebestfriendsat askher.”
ut she is often schoolandtheysaysheisfat.
confused. Her four “Gomeza, you're the fattest Gomezaeedshelp,issheplayful
older siblings won't stop amongus, you take up more ornot?
teasingher, they say she is space on the desk!” they
verylight-skinned. complain. Gomeza gets Sometime®apaGomezargues
confusedagain,“Am|1 thin or withMamaGomezaHesuggests
The confusing part is that fat, someonepleasehelpme theycut off Gomeza'sair,they
Gomeza'slassmatesftentell knowwhatlam!” both thinkit is somebig coiled
her sheis verydark-skinned, trouble. But Mama Gomeza
andtheysuredo makefun of Gomezais not a TV-fan,she doesn'wantherlittlegirltohave
her dark skin. Please help prefersto play with her five a baldhead.Problems, mostof
Gomez&nowif sheis darkor friends.She lovesto play a Gomeza'sclassmatesfind her
light-skinned. whole lot, which makes the haircool.Manyofthemwishthey
teacherszomplain;Gomezas hadhairliketheoneGomezaas;
Gomeza dislikes vegetables,as playful as a puppy.”Yet shecan'tgetherfriendsto stop
hermothersaysthat'swhyshe MamaGomez&eepsworrying,touching or playing with it.
is thin. They say she is the wonderingvhyherlittlegirlis Gomezaeedgoknowjsherhair
thinnesin thefamilywiththe too quiet.Maybeit is because reallycoolandfun,orisitindeed
smallest bed, the smallest Gomezahasno age-mated¢o somebigcoiledrouble?
shoesthetiniestclothesand playwithathome.
she'sthe oneto be carriedon ItisfrustratingobelikeGomeza,
thelapwhilein thefamilycar. One time, Mama Gomeza notknowingwhatyoureallyare.
Her siblingskeep telling her arguedwithateachemwhohad Butguesswhatis notfrustrating
that by her age, they had all complained about Gomeza's or confusingcchoosingto be a
already put on some good playfulness)l knowmy little goodpersorfromtheinside.
weight. girl.”MamaGomezasaid,“She
is veryquietand humbleshe
Anotherconfusingartis that won'tmoveaninchif youdon't
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Both Mama Gomeza and the doesn'gettootired. skinned person among dark-
teachersagreethatsheisa kind All of us, just like Gomeza, mighkinned people.

child, she lovesto help others. be the shortest personin a You might not be able to choose
Gomezais a generouggirl, she certain crowd of tall people, bubne side in every place, but you
lovesto sharewith others.She the tallest person in another ofcan choose to be kind, to be
respectsher eldersand she is short people. helpful, to be respectful in all
very hard workingat the same Still, you might appear to be thelaces. Choose who you want to
time,improvinfpergradesevery darkest skinned person amongbe on the inside, that will not
yearand helpingMamaGomeza light-skinned people but at the change no matter where you are
with the houseworlso that she same time the most light- or who you are with.
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TEAR OFF
YOUR MASK

Marita Banda
Zambia

s littlegirlgrowingupin
Lusakacity, | oftenused

hear aboutthe Nyau,
maskedspiritdancersThetales
wereterrifyingandwereusedto
keep us, the children, from
mischief. However scary the
storieswere,theyseemedikea
far-fetcheddeafrommyreality,
untilonedayl camefaceto face,
unexpectedlywith these fast-
moving grotesque-looking

monstersl could not run fast 4jr,e \hen mass masking,for This may happen by initiation

enoughlpeednmypants. healthand hygienepurposesjn througha rite of passagesuchas

In the Netflix movie, The Boy Wi, |ic places acrossthe globe baptismin Christianitpr for many

HarnessetheWindwegetafew pocame mandatory in many womentheyacquirea newnameby

glimpsesof thesemasquerades. ntries. marriage.

during the funeralrites of an g, jgentityis a primalpart of From the foregoing we have

elder. Nyau are membersof a \\ho\eare.Identityis whatsets establishedlreadythat identityis

secretsocietyamongthe Chewa ;g 5part from others as notstaticSometimethelabelsmay

ethnic group foundin parts of ;,ividualor a collectiveWhen remainunchangedut the physical

MalawiMozambiquandZambia. \yearehornpneofthefirstthings appearances,mental states and

The art of masquerade is @ yhat happensis to be givena consciousnesof our being are

worldwide phenomenon and 5 whichmanycarryto the constantly evolving because of

existsin everysociety.lt is all 55y Some along the way circumstancesexperiences time

about pretending, hiding and cy,,ng¢heimameoracquireew andplace.

concealingof true identitiesby ; yaontities by choice or Throughout recorded history,

usineaformofcover-uslhevear ) mankindhas had a needto mask,
® PINEYEAT circumstance which becomes pqyp literally and metaphorically,

2020willgodowninhistoryasa  haimewwayofbeingaddressed.therebyresentingfalseidentityto
theworld.
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Focusingon the metaphoricalat the core, we are all spiritualmaritalstatusyourpossessions,
part, this assumedidentity is heings having a human your profession, your
supposedto make one appear experiencen the body. We are achievementsjouraccoladesr
‘good, conformingor normal.lt madeup of mind,bodyandspirit. anyofthesetagsthatyouacquire
comesfroma fear that has its The mindis madeup of the will by virtual of your human
basisin whatis knownas the and emotionswhilethe bodyis experiencesWhoyouareis far
‘Myth of Inadequacy’ in matter(ourphysicalexpressiongjreaterand humanlyspeaking
psychologyPresentingur true andthespiritisoureternakelfln unfathomable. This does not
and honestselvesto the world gyrwastedeffortsto be seenas meanthat one has to renounce
can be a very vulnerableact, 'normal,we denyourselvesand thesethingshecausdheparadox
which many avoid for fear of the world of our amazing, is that if you deny or reject these
rejectiomnd/ombuse. beautifubndawesomsignature.aspects, your signature is
Thetruthabouttherealityoflifeis MayaAngelowputit succinctly!lf incompleteBy all meansreach
that everythingin the universeyoy are always trying to be forthemRemembeyouarehere
has its particular unique normalyouwillneverknowhow for the human experienceof
signature that cannot be amazingoucanbe.” creative expression. You are
replicatedNotwosnowflakesr Youarenotyourbodyyourname, worthyof all your desiresand
raindropsare alike.Weall have your talents, your nationality,expressions.
ourspecifidingerprints. your religiousinclinationsyour
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Many societal institutions, personalitiesrhichweprojecto
particularly religious and othersat differenttimesto suit
educational ones, hardly ourspecifigointofattentionWe
encourageovert manifestationsbecomemastersof the art of

of unique character and
behaviourQur teacherstell us,
‘Colourwithinthe lines,'and we
heed.Of coursethisdiscussioms
not referencing malevolent
expressions that denigrate
others. Individual signature
expressionsare many times a
threatto the patternsthat have

pretending.

In thislife, it is the boldand the

bravethatmakea differenceBut

theyneverhaveiteasyTheyhave
to comeagainstmanyobstacles
and often, their contributionto

society is only acknowledged

aftertheyaregone.Somesadly,
end up committed to mental

beensetandupsettheproverbial institutionercommittinguicide
cart.Manyrulesregulationand becausethey cannotstandthe
doctrines are a control pretence. Others yet become
mechanisnusedtosuppresand deviantsas theyfindit easierto
makemanywrongforsimplynot have a negativeoutletfor their
conforming:ollowersspecially expressiondecausethey have

of religionsare held captiveby
making them subscribe to
senseless superstitions and
ideas.

Think aboutyour own life. How
many identitiesdo you have?
Whichonesaretherealyouorare
theyall masks?n his book,The
Masteryof Love,DonMiguelRuiz

beenmadetofeelwronganyway.
Forthe majorityof humanitywe
settlefor'normal.’

We realiseearly on in life as
childrenthatbeinga goodgirlor
boyisthemostimportanthingas
we don't want to offend or
disappoint our parents. Our
creative harmless mischief is

www.writersspace.net

talksabouthoweveryindividual nippedin the bud. Expertssay
has created personal toddlers|8monthdo3yearsold,
mythologies about their life. heartheword'no'anaverageof
Thesemythologiearepopulated 400 times a day from their
by various entities including parents or caregivers. This
angelsand demonsheroesand messagédranslateshattheyare

villains as well as kings and notgoodenoughandinvalidates

commoners. Further, we theirhumanityAt thispointthe
construcffor ourselveanultiple maskgamesegin.
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Our identity, which the world
seesjsacollectiomfmasksand
often we are not even aware
because we have become so
adept at pretendingthe masks
comeon automaticallyBut who
are we withoutthem?0Only you
have the answer.Rumi, a 13"
century Persian Sufi mystic
advisesand rightlyso, “Tear of
yourmaskYourfaceisglorious.”
Let me end with a quotefrom
EmilyMcDowellFindingourself
is not reallyhow it works.You
aren't a ten-dollarbill in last
winter'ssoatpocketYouarealso
not lost. Your true self is right
there, buried under cultural
conditioning, other people's
opinions, and inaccurate
conclusiongoudrewas kidthat
becametheir beliefsaboutwho
you are. 'Finding yourself' is
actuallyreturningo yourselfAn
unlearning, an excavation, a
remembering who you were

Article

before the world got its hands on

you.
Goon now,let the worldbehold
the magnificent signature
expressionalledyou.
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AFRICANSM WHO AM |?

Abigail Bassey-Tydale
Nigeria

Africanism will not die

now, later,

never,

while history and tradition live together

this kinky hair of mine

just as that person's blonde
is lovely

on its own,

on its people.

So, enough of people whispering;
‘What relaxer do you apply to your hair?
Only curls make you look classic.'

None of my children would know where | cone

from

if even the hair of my head is a false identity.

Colour

is the only way

you can differentiate

a Black man from a White.

| am Black, too.
| have pride in where | come from
just as you do.

IDENTITY
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Lebogang Samson
Botswana

They say...

| am a Motswana,

Originally from Botswana

But it doesn't mean we'all Tswanas.

Telephonically, I'm British

| imbibe my Afrikana with delicacy
"Scottish!" a few conclude; my copper skin...
Certified copy of an African,

My figure - AfricanTswana origin.

Rumour mongers...
Of Malawian traces swimming in my veins.
No wonder I'm very rare with petite virtues.

Rest? | won't, lest | place my feet on my ancestral
grounds.

Malawi-Botswana, what a combination!

Clash of ancestral spirits;

Spirits making me lose coordination!

Who Am [?

Am |, African Tswana or African Chichewa?
Eastern or Southern Africa...

Where do these roots emanate?

| feel... Like a tree in a forbidden forest,
Branches to sprout from it's trunk...
Will demand to plug to its roots;

Roots that lead me to deadends.

Am | truly an African Tswana?

The Kalanga supposed to be in me ain't my roots!
The Ngwato in me ain't my roots at all!

Certainly I'm African but where??
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WHO
AM |?

Oladeji Olowajooba
Nigeria

So, when they ask

Who are you?

| want to say
| am as volatile and random as water
| change just as the wind

sways the leaves of the trees

Most days,

My mind is never made up

just as the fly, who loves to perch
on everything.

While on some days, | am picky.

So, when they ask

Who are you?

| can't fit myself in a box
and present that to you as a Christmas present
cause | am the whole store.

All I want to say is 'l am who | am'.

No definitions nor precisions

just infinite discovery.
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| AM
A HEALER

Temani Nkalolang
Botswana

When life taught me

How to walk, | fell, stood again and walked.
Incoherent | stammered and talked...

Smiled | and marvelled, little did | know a soldier
| was, being trained for battle.

Life | blamed when with my panties, uncle
Played hide and seek, sneak a peek between my
thighs.

Why me? | wailed but life...life watched me bleed.
Time calibrates life into seasons, | learnt

My response determined my next season.

Bite the bullet or decorate the battleground?

My broken self from the ground I picked

And walked again, like she taught me...

| cried, not for milk but to break the silence!

My voice, the beast of abuse, castrated.

My words disarmed the enemy.

Bruised, broken, burned, | healed

Now those bruised, broken, burned

The touch of my words heal.

I'm a healer.

IDENTITY
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| AM

Junior Gabriel
Kenya

Beyond the perceptions of me

An emptiness lies that nothing could fill

A void that governs my-self

Denying me the pleasure of becoming a thing
| am no-thing, you see

But a space within a vastness

My emptiness is a stage

Where anything of everything may manifest.

IDENTITY
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| AM
AN AFRICAN

Nahida Esmail
Tanzania

| am an African

In my home country | am called an Indian
In India | am called an African

But | know who | am

| know where | belong

My grandfather came by dhow
from a place called Gujrat
Months in the Indian ocean

To arrive in Zanzibar

Ruled by the Omanis

| was born in Africa,

My father was born in Africa,

My grandmother was born in Africa

Yet, because of my skin | am not considered one

My ancestors have left a legacy

They are part of making history

Of this great nation

History books may not have noted all their names
But reality cannot be scrapped

This is the only land | know
The only soil | love
And consider home

Don't discriminate on the color of my skin
Call me what you like

Afro-Indian or Afrodian

| know who | am

| know what | am

| know where | belong

| know my identity

| will always be an African
This is my home

This is my home soil

This is who | am
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BLIND

Poems

WHO

MRRORS AMI?

Williams Grant
Nigeria

A thirsty, wild, child
That was once gay,
Still as steel, steals a gaze.
For Mirror is water.

And this wild child stirs

The ripple to wash his face.
Stares with each reflection cold,
Mocking him —

Ragamuffin:

The street's hymn for him.
Do not forget your clothes,
As worn as your soles.
You'll never be better.

Puny:

Your father's greatest effort

Is a milestone weighing you down?

You carried his face and hands.

People saw the gravity,

Till they declared you were down-to-earth.

Thirsty, wild, child,

Work your hands to cowries' wealth
For the mirror isn't identity.

The mirror is future blind.

www.writersspace.net
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Botlhe Motlamma
Botswana

| am the chosen one

Some say I'm still young,

But | am the reason for the change
That takes place day by day.

| am tomorrow's future,

I'm not a failure

| am a game changer

Born to live this life of danger.

| am art,

Painting life in poetry

Or to express my heart

Using my words as symmetry.

| am a poet in disguise....

IDENTITY
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GENRE: SHORT STORY

TITLE: REDEMPTION

WRITER: OHANYERE OGOADA, NIGERIA
REVIEWER: FUNMI RICHARDS, NIGERIA

demptions a shortstorywiththemesacrossguilt,suicideas a vehicularexpressionfissueswith
mentahealthsurvivindossandfalsealtruismltiswritteninafirst-personarrativandinterestingly
in sucha waythat the sex/gendenf the characteris unknowruntilthe characteris willingto be
identified.

Thewriterskillfullgransitionshroughhestoryusingforeshadowinmndflashbackyothofwhichareembodied
and expressedn the form of symbolismjmageryand paradoxesThe writeruses 'black'to symbolise
nothingnesshatistheobliquefterlifenomentwhereyourfateisyettobedecidedbutyouarenotreallyalive.

Also,the'vision/revelatiois representeds thatmomentwhereresolutiomomesandreasonfora futureis

given hairpintepresenta

Theimagerypntheotherhand s quitetangiblesuchthatyoustarttofeelthescenesarenotonlyfigment®fthe
imaginationfthewriterbutmomentsntimeofanactuahumanAllofwhichcouldmplythatthesesceneshave
beenrelivedepeatedlgothatitisfamiliamndtangible.

Thoughthe storytouchesacrossmultipleéhemespnethemethatseemsunderstatetutfollowsthroughthe
entirestoryis altruisnmorin therealsensefalsealtruismFromthe onset,we seeresultsof the character's
blame-game with herself causing her to attempt suicide repeatedly, we also see how this 'altruism' makes h
spendresourcesnreligiousntercessionshedoesn'tbelievein andknowto be falsein a bidto'comforther
adoptednother.

Furthermoreyeseehowthis'altruismisinactualfactisbaselesdecausehereallydidn'tcausethedeathof
herparentasshehadthoughtFinallyweseehowsheeventuallpacceptsheradoptednotherandrefuelsher
altarof altruismwitha newallegiancevhichcouldverywellbethwartedigainif shewereto loseheradopted
mumtoo.

In conclusion, the story is a call for awareness of possible or potential causes of depression - situational
depression in this case as it is brought on by the loss of her parents. It also exposes the interdependency
between people and the desire to please others and own burdens that are not ours to carry. And finally, it
reminds us how powerful our minds can be when it has a purpose.
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GENRE: COLUMNS

TITLE: RECONCILING RECONCILIATION IN AFRICA
WRITER: LEO MUZIVORERA, ZIMBABWE
REVIEWER: NAMSE KHOTSO UDOSEN, NIGERIA

societies. | am particularly interested because the issues raised in this essay can be related to my hom
ountryNigeriaManyyearsagocampusjangsterpopularlgalled'cultistsWerepardoneafterapublic
showofrenouncingultismTheirpastcrimesverewashedway; thenwehadmilitantblowingipoilfacilities,
kidnapping;apingandmaimingitizensA bogusamnestylealwipedallthatawayTheyweresentabroador
studiesandpaidmonthlyllowanceRRecentlynembersfthedreadedokdHaransectwererehabilitatednd
reconcilebackiothesocietiesheyonceterrorisedilltheseinabidforreconciliation.

I eostrikesa strongchordwiththispiecePeaceandreconciliatiohasbeenathornyissueformanyAfrican

Inthisessaythe SouthAfricanTruthandReconciliatioBommissioalongwithRwanda'€f5acacaCommunity
Courtsarex-rayedAs| readthearticlemymindwanderedo Nigeria'ddumarRightsViolatiornvestigation
CommissiorpopularlycalledOputaPanel(it was headedby JusticeOputa).The panelwas set up by the
leadershipfthe4thRepublidcohealNigeriansfdecadeofmilitarybrutalityTheresuliattheendwassimilar
towhatLeopresenteéhhisessay.

He pointsout that reconciliatiomoeshandin hand with manyotherfactorsand generateamanydifficult
questionsOneof suchquestionss whetherreconciliatiolistradingusticefortruth"aswasthecasein South
Africa?

Henotesthatthetradingoftruthforjustices oneofthelowpointsoftheSouthAfricanTruthandReconciliation
Commissioepointdothecallsforeconomigusticeasapointethattruth-tellingsnotenoughUnfortunately
Nigeria'¢ruthcommissiosufferedhe samefate.As Leostates"verylittlefollowup workwasdoneby the
governmerdndthepoliciedeftmanySouthAfricanseelingcheateddittoNigerians.

Thearticlepointsto the oppositedirectiorRwandatook.Perpetratorsf genocidecrimesweretrackedand

punished. He describes the community courts where justice was swift on those found guilty of the crimes. Th
wastheonlywaythewoundofthevictimscouldbeassuaged bit.Therearewounddhatarenevercompletely
healedThismethodalsohasbeenquestionelyneutrabbserverslheyquestiortheobjectivitpndfairnesof
thoserialsdoneintheGacacaourts.

ThecolumrconcludesicelywithsomewordgorleadersvithconflicintheirdomainsReconciliatiotioesnot
beginorendwithcommissionartrialslt requireshangeandtransformatioat thesystemidevelThiswould
beevidenwhervictimsandperpetratorarewillingoworkiogethetoerasepasthurts.

Thisis anaptandtimelypieceforourtroubledimesin Africal recommenéurtherstudiesntoreconciliation

using a combinatiorof the truth commissionsand communitycourtsto dispensejusticeas a tool for
reconciliation.
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GENRE: CHILDREN'’S LITEERATURE

TITLE: LET'S TEACH FOR CHANGE

WRITER: IMMACULATE AJIAMBO, KENYA

REVIEWER: ANTHONY NWAGBAOSO ONYEADOR, NIGERIA

e storyis aboutMadgeand howshe becamea tauntowingto her bodysize whichwasthe primary
objectivefthestoryThestorybeganinasettinga darkpitchblackdiningroomHermothemt firstwas
scanningwhichof her daughtersvaswailingbeforetracingherto the room.ShefoundMadge'shead

buriedbetweerherthighsThena conversatioansuecdhisMothersoughfora solutiortorepairMadge'droken
confidenceAftera tight motherlyhug, Madgerecountshow she becamea mockeryof her size at different
occasionsFinallyMothercameup witha solutionteachaboutAnorexiawhichbecamea secondobjective:

Anorexiasateachingbjecbfchange.
WhatisAnorexia?

Thisis an eatingdisordercharacterizely low weightfoodrestrictiongtc. Motherrequestsherto usethis
disordeiin a teachablevaysoastoimpacichangeonthepersomandcorrecianill doneto her.So,Madgewill
eventuallyearnhowtouseanorexiasatoolofjokeinreplySoshecanreplythepersoris'Afigureone'/Kpanla’,

or'Athinstock’.

WhatlessonsloestheAuthomapoutforus?

Firstthe storypresents two-foldscenariothe reactiondisplayecdby Madge Hercharactemwasin shatters

because of her size and age as well as adolescents who are trapped by how to react effectively to this and tk
personwhomadethe statementA betterapproachio dealwithsucha situationand the reasonwhysuch

commentsnockerprtauntwasmadeltvariesacrossituationbutshouldn'bereadoutofcontext.

ThisMotherstudiedeforegivingMadgea greatreplyandthanksgoMothershecanreturnoschootoreassert

herconfidencandreplywelltoherfriendsieacher@andothemupils.

Thewriterdidgreatjusticetorole-playadge'storyasa toolforusingteachingas an epitomeofchangeThe

story'settingsmoodplotanddictionrwhichbecaméhethirdobjectivefconcermwereneatlyinterwoven.
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GENRE: POETRY

TITLE: DACHAU

WRITER: CHARLES DUNCAN, MALAWI
REVIEWER: TEMANI NKALOLANG, BOTSWANA

methindhastogowrong(disorderdiscorddivisionforthereto bea needforreconciliatiofhusthe

refiXre'meanindback/agairdnd'conciliareheanindbringogetherbugges8things:

—thestatusquo(calmorharmony)
—disturbancefthestatusjuo

—theneedtorestordhestatusuo

ThepoemDachauasittacklesspousabetrayabringstolighttheaforementioneithreethingsandthusstands

asalocusclassical.

Thefirstlineof the poemstartson a noteof realisatioras it presentsdoththe persona'previousmotional
calmnesé$statugjuo)andthenowsoreemotionshatsoarhighwithbitternesnthesubsequenrines.
Thedictionemployedhrowsthereaderrightin the middleof a concentrationampwherethe persona‘'saw
emotionareletloose- angerbitternessyengeancemurderousage- creatinganemotionathriller A heart

betrayedsaheartcapablefkilling.

Skillfullweavingymbolismandimagerythepoemnotonlymarrieshepersona'sireofvengeancéotheworst
kindsof genociddo everplaguehumanitybutexaltsthemfarabovetheHolocauséndKigaligenocid€S3,L3).
Onlywhenthereademreachestanza?, line5 doessherealiseemotiongotthebetterofher,it'snotreal,phew!
Butaretheyjustlinesinapoem®ookattheworldaroundfhedestructiomengeancegivesbirthto;thestatistics

arealarmingbrokerfamiliesabandonedhildrenpassiorkillingsandwearestillcounting.

Thepoemdrawsa linebetweerthepersona'sengeanceandtheDachaukillerscitingprovocatiofS3,L1and
L5).Doesthis meanprovocationustifiesvengeanceDefinitelynot! As the personantrospectshe chooses
forgivenes®vervengeancdS3,L3-L8)Therealisatiorthat Godforgaveeventhe worstkind of sinnersis a

turningointandleadstotherestorationfthestatusjuo(S2,L3andL4).

Thus,the poemwhichstartedon a bittertone causedby spousalbetrayalendsin a harmonioughordof

reconciliatioandleavedhereaderinapleasanimoodfaccomplishmehikeonewhojustsolvedapuzzle.
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i | Writers Space Africa Editor's Note

EDITOR'S
NOTE

atisfate?Abighandinthesky?Thedeliberatguidancefmysticabeings?Aninterferencen

hatlifewould/couliavebeen?A bunchof nonsenséhatgivesus comforwhenweconvince
ourselveshatwearehelplessAfinalityTheendofachapterAnacceptancefwhatis/whatwill
be.

Therearemanythingswebelieveandofthesemanythingsfewarea constantnallourlives Someofusdo
notbelievanfate,someofushelievewecaninfluencdateandsomeofusfeelfateisunchangeabldestiny.
Whatevethecasemaybe,thereisalifeeachofusmustliveanditisonethatisnotlivedinisolationThese
circumstancemakethattherearechoicesjouandl mustmake- whetheibyourownmachinationsrby
purehappenstance whichwill collide positivelyor negativelywiththe choicesof anotherlt is these
collisionshatwetermfate'.

OursinglechoicesnisolatiorarehardlyenoughodeterminéhecoursefourlivesGoingythiswhatlam
saying is simply that we must take our lives and make the most of the situations we find ourselves in.
mustparticipaténthisthingcalledrateandwemustdosowithallthatwe'vegot.

ltismyhopethatyouenjoytheentriesnthiseditiormsmuchastheteamandi did.
Alwaysemember,

Ubuntu.

Warnregards,
Nabilah.
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Short Stories

INTHE

EYEOF SILENCE

Obinna Gabriella
Nigeria

Fateis destinyOr,maybedestiny
isFate WhateveFateis,I'msure
she is a sadist; twisted like
brancheof yamtendrilsaround
a cassavastalkin anunattended
farm.

She?Shebecausevhenl thinkof

Fate]thinkofNnetheoldwoman
whohadlivedbehindmyfather's
housenEnuguForsomereason,
everyonewas afraidof her.You

couldseeitinthewaytheirvoices
trembled around muffled

greetingof'nnendewo,andthe

waytheirhandsshookwhenshe

walkedpast.| too was afraidof

her,but | couldnot stayaway.|

would stare at her from a

distanceandattemptocountthe

veinscrisscrossingoldlyacross
her limbs;the greencoloration
starkagainstherskinwhichhad

yellowedvithage.

sea without anchor, to have
nothingbuteachotherandlearn
thevirtueoflong-suffering.

It's like a raffledrawwhereyou
dip your handsin and selecta
numberOnlyin this case,every
timeweputourhandsinthebox,
we come out with misfortune's
definitionof a joke. My story
startedwhenl wassixyearsold,
tooyoungto understandndtoo
oldtoleavethememoriebehind.

July]1967

For me —us, Muna and |I—, fate is

nothingdefinitiveor substantial.
Maybewe are fatedto be alone
andhaveno homejto stayoutat

7 | Writers Space Africa

| wokeup to soundsof argument
coming from Papa's ubi. This was
not new, in fact, it had beenan
almostroutineoccurrenceince
the independenttate of Biafra
wasdeclared.

The only differencenow was in
thetoneofthegatheringdAtfirst,
in the days following the
declarationbroadcaston radio,
everyonehad been happy.The
mengatheredntheeveningsand
drankfather'spalmwine—fresh
fromthegourds.
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They stretched greedy palms
wheneverMama came bearing

mattresswhich lay parallelto
mine. | took her hand rather

her big tray ladenwith smoked roughly,smilingto myselfwhen

meat. It was a continuous
celebration; gather, eat, rest,
repeat.

One day in July, the men had
gatheredslowly,raisingdustas
they dragged their feet with
somberexpressionslhat night,

shewincedn pain.l hatedhaving
togetupjustbecausesheneeded
to use the bathroom. “Whatdo
youthinktheyaretalkingabout?”
|couldnotholdbackmycuriosity.

| walkedhroughhecorridothat
ledoutto thelavatoryandMuna

there was no palmwine or spickarlowedcloselybehindme. Her

meatTherewasonlytobaccand

fingertipdarelygrazedhepalm

they smokedit in near-silence,oftheguidinchandl stretchedut

whisperingboutwar'andBiafra.

Afterthatnight,theirgatherings

had ceased being nightly
celebrations. Sometimes they
were heated arguments—with
voices raised loud enough to
wakethedead—andothertimes,
they were sad silencesbroken
intermittently by sadder
monologues.

behindne.

“It'swar,lkennaThereiswarand
youwillhavetofight.Alltheboys
will.Papatoo..."shelowerecher
voice and went on, “Maybeyou
willdiethere..”

“No!"l yelledandyankednyhand
fromhers,rattledby herteasing.
She quicklyfoundthe wall with

| was too youngto understand her hands and her laughter

these changes, but | grew
accustomed to the hoarse
bellowofmenbeardedothickly
thattheyhadearnedtherightto
be inconsiderate of such
mundanitgsayoungster'sleep.

“‘Ikenna”

Munasat up withherrighthand
stretchedtowardsme fromher

followedme down the hallway
even though | had my hands
claspedightlyovermyears.

Septembeit967
“ComeoutoftherePutakita!”

Papa's voice was angry and |
couldseethedisappointmenhat
colourechisexpressionMy legs

www.writersspace.net ‘ Fﬂ:
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felt like sticksstuckin plaster;

could not will myself to leave the

safetyof the cupboardn whichl
washiding.

Munawas standingat the other
end of the room.Her face was

drenchedvithtearsandshewas

tremblindike shedid whenever
shewasafraidandneededohold

somebodySomehow, foundthe

strengthto crawlout on limbs
that felt like rubber.l dragged
myselfacrosgheroomandknelt
besideMuna'dremblindgegs.The

reliefthatranthroughherwhen
our bodies made contact was
palpable.She droppeddown to

the floor and put her hands
aroundne.



Short Stories

Forsomedays,Papahadtakento
organizinglrills.Hestartedafter
we beganhearingthe boom of
gunfire afar off —these didn't
scare me. The echoeswe had
heardwerelikeoldcarsstarting

torndressiryingtodrowmoutthe
sounds of exploding mortar.
Mama.Papa.l do notrecallhow
long we sat and waited —for
nothing in particular. Muna
nudged me gently. She stood,

grudginglyWhatl was afraidof pullingme up. Her kneesmust
was Papa. These drills, he havehurtfromkneelingolongto

claimed, would test and hone cwldme.

readinesdor attacks.He would

weara maskand swinghis big Itriednottolookatthefarcorner
machete—theonehe onlyused oftheupturnedsootykitcherbut
forcuttingdownpalmfruitsfrom like a moth drawnto flame, |

thebigtreesnthefarmThedrills couldn'tfight the pull. | looked,
alwaysendedin tears because reallylookedl staredntohisstill
Papawouldfindus wherevemwe openeyesPapaHisstomaciwas
hidinthecompoundandthenhe split openand his innardsspilt
wouldyellfrighteninglHedidn't over the now slack flesh-like
think we were getting preparedfferingto the gods of war. A

knownowthathemusthavebeen chokedsobescapedme.Muna's
veryafraidForhimselfForus. griptightenedhs we walkedout;

she couldnot see him.| do not

Q | Writers Space Africa

1976,Lagos.

| wasolder,still| did not know
howto reador write.Childrenn

bright uniforms hurried to school

as fast as their stubby limbs
allowedand| couldonlywatchl
wascaughiinaworldofsilencel
didnotspeakNo,l couldn'speak.
Everytimel tried,a cold,deathly
fear cameuponme and| broke
intoasweat.

Afterthe war,we'dcometo live
withourAunt,|fechibutshewas
hardlyhome.Her businesswas
more important than her
handicappechieceand nephew.
One day, I'd beensittingbeside
herwindowinsilenceandl heard
her tell her friend, Philomena,
thatwewereburdens.
Michael,Aunt Ifechi'sboyfriend
was hurtingMuna.l heardand|
saw; everytimehe hurt her, |
heard.He snuckinto her room
whenever Aunt Ifechi wasn't
aroundand clawedat her. My

| can swearthat in the weeks
beforethewarcaughtupwithus,
thesundidnotriseovermypiece
of BiafraTherewereonlyclouds,
dark and sad. There was also

know what became of Mama. Th&una. He pulled her hair and
made her cry. | cried along

soldiersradbeenmeanadamant becausdfeltuseless.

to mypleas.Theyhadpulledher

outsideandhercrieshadrungfor Thepastorvisitedsometimeand

onlyashoriwhile.

| wantedto tell him. He said |

windcoldwindthatwentthrough couldn't talk because | was

ourclothesandrattlecburbones. | rememberMuna'’s stumbling possessedtriedtotellhimabout

October]967. progressSheneedednyhelpasl

Michael but my lips quivered

needed hers. She'd always \ordlessly, my eyes wild in

| sat on the old kitchenstool, needed help, my Muna. | gegperation.
sobbingsilently; my shoulders remembetthe cold,the hunger,
shakingviolentlyl shutmyeyes andthelong,longtrek.l wassix

as tears slid down my cheeks, but,|remember.

markingmy darkskinwiththeir

heat.l buriedmy facein Muna's
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Hetookthisasa manifestationf
evil and prayedlouder,twisting
my neck about, sprinklingholy
water in my face and
commandinthedemonto'dieby
firel'

Onenight,| sworeto endall of it
and | hid behind the curtains.
Michael came in drunk and
undressethahaste.

He reachedfor Muna and she
cringedherunseeingyesdarted
aroundnfear.Briefly] hatedher
forlettinghimhurther;forbeing
silentwhenshe couldchooseto
speak. In anger, | charged
soundlesslynd sunkthe blade
intoMichaelHefelloffMunaand
his bloodtraileddownonto the
floor.

Muna calledmy name;reached
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outblindlylknewshewasscared
so,l tookherhandandpulledher
offthebed.Weleft.Againlfeltno
remorse. It was Inevitable,
orchestratetly Fateandweare
all subjectto her will after all.

Aren'iwe?



Columns

LIFE AS

WE KNOWIT

Ugbede Ataboh
Nigeria

othebestofmyknowledge,

fatebreakslownsociabind
cultural stereotypes to
achievadivinepurposergoall

donotbelievanfate,butl believe
indestinywhichcanbealteredy
thedoggedwillof manbackedby
GodtheSupreme.

Lastmonthwascrazyforme.lfell
inloveandhadthemostmagical

twoweekofmylife.lt wasreally
speciaformebecausdherewas
nothing carnal about what we
had;wedidn'tevenkiss!Weheld

handsin the eveningsand took
longwalkgogethertalkingabout
anyandeverythinginderthesun.
It was amazing!l even stopped
sleepingarlybecausenetalked
on the phonelate into the night

everyday.Whenevewe hadthe
opportunityto chill indoors,we
just held on to each otherand
talkedaboutourindividuaplans
anddreams.

Oh!lf wisheswerehorses)'d be

the first to ride over and over
again;this guy madeplanswith

meinit, butl remainedilentthe

whole time and could only

imaginethe possibilityf all our

dreamsof being togetherin a

worldfreeof socialstereotypes;
the kind of worldthat will not

raiseaneyebrowasayoungman

and an older woman walk

romanticallyon the street;the

kindofworldwherea mothemwill

notprevenherpreciousonfrom

marrying the love of his life

because she has long been

pluckedfromthe proverbiatree

of innocencethe kind of world
whereawomarwillnotlooseher

confidencasagebegingdocatch

upwithher,whilehermanisjust

beginningobloom.
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Yes!l am almosta decadeolder usualmaturemanner.

thanthe currentlove of my life,

butbeforeyourunoffonyourhigh “l think we shouldhonestlyjust

horsepointingingersat me,just remaingoodfriends.Thankfully,
knowthatheisa differenkindof wehavenotbeenintimateinany

man with a strong air of maturityay. You still have many

arounchim. experiencedo enjoyand learn
from..many more people to
| honestljknewhe wasyounger, meet..many more hearts to
but | didn't know the gap was breaklcannostandnthewayof
superwideuntilhementionethis alltheadventurekfehasinstore
ageinaconversatioandl caved for you.Godknowsl wantto be
in. Whynow?Whyhim?Whyme? yoursand| wantyouto be mine
wasalll couldaskGodasl tossed but..”

andturnedin mybedduringthe

early hoursof the last Sunday “Butwhatmonamour?Heasked
morningin SeptemberAfter a impatiently.

few days, he noticed my blue
moodandaskedorustomeet.. “But,thereareseveralobstacles
“Mon amour,you have beenso onourpath.Obstaclesvecannot
distantlately and you have not ignoresvenifwewantto.”
respondedo myrequestPlease
be officiallyninesowecanplan “Seul l'avenirnous le dira” He
and builda futuretogether.He responded..olyeah!| forgotto
cooeckversolovingly. mentiorthathegrewupinFrance
“Ireallyneedtocomecleanabout and occasionally switches to
something.deallylikeand..lam Frenchunknowingly.

wayolderthanyoulldon'tlookmy

agebutl amwayolderthanyou.
The worstpart is that you look
older than your age” | wailed
petulantly.

“Mon amour, so what do you
suggestvedonow?lt seemdike
you have already made a
decision”He respondedin his

“You just spoke Frenchand it
literallysoundedike“French'to
me”l respondedvitha blanklook
onmyface.
“OhshitlI'msosorryl keepdoing
this...itmeans-Onlytimewilltell.
So,let'sgiveourselvesime”

| really cannot believe his
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responselime?Timeis literally
what| don'tthink| have. Am |
supposedo waitforhimto grow
intoa man?!Nawaoh!Onthese
streets) haveseena lot,butthis
particularone, weak me wella.
Chail

We still talk, but our
conversationsonly reopen my
freshwound- | feelsoblue.Does
love truly exist?Is it a feeling
people build after confirming
theirmatcheameetalmostall or
all social and cultural
requirements?

Forthefirsttimeever, wishl can
go backin timeandbe bornthe
sameyearwithmyloveor even
be a fewyearsyounger! wishl

cancomefaceto face withFate
and alignmy romanticstar with
his.l knowlifeis waybiggerthan
romanceand has many other
brancheghatcanfill andsatisfy
me,butoh!Howl wish!

Inall of this,| amstillgratefulio

God becausel totally stopped
believinghatpurityandlovecan
be foundin romancebut | am

happy my Love made me unlearn

alll havelearnedovertheyears
justsol canlearnagainWewere
destinedomeetandwehave,we
weredestinedo loveeachother
and we have..andthe rest?l do
notleavetoFateTimewilltell.
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AND THE
BAOBAB TREE

Bernard Ewhomazino Glory

Nigeria

"Help!"

Kotuyelledintothethickforestas
hewasliftedfromthegroundby
someoddlookingnen.

He'dneverseenthemin his life
beforeandtheyhadaccostedhim
onthelonelyathtothestream.

TheyweredressednRaffiaskirts
and had large afros. Their
hairstylendmannemfdressing
wasstrange.

Butwhatdidtheywantfromhim?

Kubowondere@shebouncedn
theirshouldersromleftto right.
Thericketyroadinterceptindnis
thoughtsHe thoughtof his poor

mother back in the village. It was

duskalreadyand she wouldbe
standingoutsidewaitingfor his
returrfromthestream.

Shewouldneverknowthat he'd
been abductedby strangemen
justashewasreturningromthe
streamwitha bowlof water on
hishead.

She'dstandunderthe moonand
strainher eyesat theroadfrom
timetotimewatchindorherson.

Maybeaftera whileshe'drealize
that something was indeed

wrong. Kubo was not like the
otherboysinthevillagewholiked
to make their parents worry
unnecessarily.She'dbe ableto

tellsoonand reportothevillage
elders. They'dcomelookingfor
him withthe strongestwarriors
ofthevillage.

“Hey!..put me down,| have not
takenanythingfromyou,neither
havel stolenyourfruits Whatdo
youwantfromme?"
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"Watchit boy!,you'llawakenthe
spiritsthat sleepin the forest"
The biggest man in the group
thundered with a menacing
scowl.

"Butldon'twanttobehereplease
| wantto go backto my mother,
I'vebeena goodchild,don'ttake
me away"...Kubo begged

profuselyhis voice shaky with
fear.

He'd heard sad tales of what
happenedto little boys in the
foresttnight.

Heonlyhopedthe warriordrom
hisvillagewouldcomeookindor
him soonest, before these
strange looking men did

somethindreadfutohim.

Suddenly, they stopped as if
they'd been quietlycommanded
to.

"Huboo"

"Huboo!Themensuddenlpegan

to chantin unisonat the top of
theirvoices.

As they chanted the strange
wordstheirbodybrightenedvith

Children’s Literature

Aspeakindgree?Kuboshookwith
fear, and his legs wiggled
uncontrollablyeneathim.

aninvisibldight.Thehugehairon Thebaobabhtreeasif readinghis

theirheadseemedo shrinkand
thewindhollerednrebellion.

Kubo began to cry, everything
was strange, he could not
understanttanymore.

thoughts,suddenlyturned and
lungedorhim.Hewastobecome
asacrificdoastrangdree.

Kubo peed his pants almost
immediatelyand screamed!He
did not wantto die...whowould

What did these people want to davehim?

tohim?.

Asif on cue,the strangesthing
happenedheBaobalireebefore
them beganto take shape,and
Kubocouldsee eyesand mouth
onthetree

"Is this the child?" The tree
thundered.

The leaderof the groupnodded.
He looked different with his
shrunkemair
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Suddenly he heard his name
beingcalledfaraway.

"KuboKubo!Wakep!"

Kuboopenedhis eyes.Hewasin
the real world. He'd been
dreaming.

ltwashismamaroddindnim.

"Ohmama) wassoscared!'Kubo
said as he noticed he'd peed
himselphysically.

“ltwasjustanightmarecouldyou
hurrytothestreanmbefordtturns
dark,| wantsomefreshwater."
Mamaskedstrokindishead.

“Never Mama!" Kuto suddenly
retorted.



Articles

ARE

OUR CHOICES
MEANINGFUL?

Oluwadamilola Yusuf
Nigeria

manscan only decode

ctualitieshatarewithin

he structureftimeand
spaceWiththis,thewholeideaof
fatethat existsoutsidetimeand
space may be difficult to
visualizeManya time,it isup to
youtomakethechoicesgouwant.
Imagine,for a minute,you find
yourselin a sinkingboatandfor
youtosurviveyouneedtogeton
a lifeboat.Inevitably,you have
two fates in front of you. You
eitherchooseo takethelifeboat
or chooseto stayon the sinking
boat reasoning that perhaps,
destiny wants you to be on a
sinking boat. As status quo
detectspneiscaughinathinline
betweenfate and choice. The
formerprovidesalternativedor
you whilethe latter determines
whethelyoumakesomethingut
ofit.

Peopleoftenmisinterpretirustin
fate to meannot acting.Indeed,

our actions are significant
considerinthattheyaremotives
for transforming life's
proceedings. For instance,a
person may not follow the
guideline$orusinghiscarorany
other gadgets thinking that it
doesn'thave an effecton what

fatehasordainedorhim.

Truthfully, the reality is in
betweemuractionandwhatlies
aheadlnotherwordspuractions
withoutfate is nothing,yet they
are necessaryfor life and its
goodnesg¢fatecaneithershedor
unshedlife purpose)lt is that
principleor ideaby whichevery
eventhappenseyondthe scope
of a personin referencdo being
directedyasupernaturgower.
One maythenthink;whydo we
need to toil if everythinghas
already been predestined?
Humans are however special
mortalswith purposeThus,the
freewilltodirectourownlivesis

present.

Overthe years,the idea of fate
concernednosttheologianand
philosophers. In Book Ill of
Nicomachealkthics,the saying,
“Unlikenon rationalagents,we

have the power to do or not to do

and much of what we do is
voluntarysuchthatitsoriginis'in
us', and we are 'aware of the
particularcircumstancesf the
action”is the idea of Aristotle,
which clearlytells us that we

have freewill. Personal judgment

aboutfate, exertsa partin our
perceptiorfthe worldandday-

to-day activities.Since we are

oftenunawareof the future,our
decisions are rooted in our

perceptiorof the way the world
aroundus existsThereforeman
issubduedythepressureftwo

realitiestheworldof fate,which
is unalterablandits immediate
freewill.

Our African predecessors also
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understoodhat whatevercame which says, “The toad's luck do€onclusivelyDsuagwuconfirms
tobe,eithergoodorbad,wasfate not go up, evenif it goesup, it that Africans have assumed

plottedby a vital force.An in- mustsurelycomedownbecause direct and immediate

depth elaborationabout this is thetoaddoesnotclimb”. responsibilitioralltheirAfrican
tracedin PlacidTemple'sBantu and human destiny. With full

Philosophywhereour ancestors EasternNigeriahas a different consciousnessfmoraldemands
believed that everything that view of fate. Here, palmistry andexpectationdheydemando

transpiresin the world usually whichisknownasthehand'sfate take up their place as authors,
findsrootin fortuneFateserved is a general practice.lt was architectsmasters,custodians,
as a definitionof humannorms believedhateachperson'©iands andadvocatef theirexistence
and practicesobligatoryfor a are different, which has an effe(@suagwu1999, 211). However,
culture to adjust to a given on a person'scurrentlife and fateisaconundrunanaccounbf

environmentFor instance,the future.Thus,the outcomeof a human's restrictions from

solebeliefoftheHausapeopleof person,either good or bad is understanding the structure

NorthermMNigeridasthatfatefinds ensured by three main beyondtimeandspace.Butif a

its wayto finda manevenif he components:irst,the blessings personis destinedorgreatness,
does nothing to strive for it. Suah his chi (god); second, his hehastoworktoachievaét.Toput

as,a persorwhositsat homeall endeavorandchoicesnlife;and it simplya man'sdestinyis right
day still has fate in store for hithirdcustomdhatareinculcated inhishands.

Thisbeliefis heldin theiradage bythecommunity.
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FATE REAL?

Imou Eparis
Uganda

Ou missyourmorningbus
by afewsecondsaandhave
to wait for the next one,
that'stakinglongerthanusualto
arrive.Amid your frustrationa
handsomestrangersayshey to
you.Inthatmomeniouforgetall

your troublesand smile at this
fine lookingmanand hopeheis
goingto getintothe busyouare
gettingntoHedoesandthat'snot
all,hesitsnexttoyouandtoyour
luck, he is a chatty Cathy!The
conversatiotaststheentireride

toyourworkplaceYoutworeally
hit it off and now he has your
numberndisalreadylanningdo
seeyouagainFiveyeardateryou
and him are married and
expectingyour first child. You
lookbackandseethatit wasfate

that broughtyou togetherthat
day.

The existenceof a supernatural

force controlling or

predeterminingurfuturesounds

like somethingyou would hear

aboutin a fictionmovie,yet its
talked about and believed by
manyin our world.Fate,as it is
termed,s an eventor courseof
eventghatwillinevitablyrappen
in the future. Fate tells us
everythingn ourlivesis already
predeterminedBut, is it
true?

There are somethings|
agreeare predetermined;
for instance,your family
was predeterminedthe
environment you were
born in was
predeterminedaybefore
you were born, your
schoolyourcultureyour
tribehowuglyyoulookon
your national ID, all of
these things are
predetermineandyoucannotdo
anythingto change them (you
couldtry askingfor anotherID
photadbutit willturnoutthesame,
trustme,| havetriedooh!) . will
say, these situationsdescribed

abovearefate.
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The things that are not
predetermined however are
plenty.Thingslike who you will
marryor howwellyouwilldoin
yourexamsor whoyouwillvote
forinthenextelection.

Thesehingd havementionedre
onlydeterminedy yourselfYou
decidewhoyouwilldateormarry.

keeptheconversationgouhave
beenhaving,whereyoulive and
what you read. All these
situationsare all basedon the
choicesyou makeor havebeen
making.

Choices guided by your
convictiongratherthan chance,
determineyour fate. How wise

A handsome stranger won't mdetve yourdecisionsbeenin the

you at the bus stopand confess past?Haveyoudatedjustanyone

his undying love for you. He

who showedyou interest?Have

shouldn't just willingly take
whateverlife hands you on a
plate;throwthe plateawayand
makeyourownmeall

You may have beena victimto
chance,but it's not too late to
changeyourstory.Yourpresent
choiceswilldeterminéherestof
yourlife. Iwillconcluddysaying
we are all mastersof our fate,
nothingof our futurehas been
writtenyet becausewe are the

doesn'knowyou,youcreep!How you prayed for help to succeedones writing it, through our

well you do in your examsis your exams without actually choices.

determinedby how much you

studyingfor them?Haveyou let

careandputintoyouracademics. past failuredictateyour future?

Who you vote for next is Welllamtellingyounowthatthat

determinedy the companyyou

isn't the end of the story, you
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TOMORROW
NEVER COMES

Kenneth Minishi
Kenya

In our belovedcontinent,it is
customaryo casta blindeyeon
posterity. Maybe you could
concludethat we view posterity
with somesort of trepidationl
meanhowelsewouldyouexplain
the chronicinclinatiorto live in
the here-and-nowvith closeto
littleornoregardorthefuture?
Asinevitableas deathis, so too
old age; thesetwo are givena
wide berth when it comes to
planningYouonlyhaveto lookat
thenumberof peoplewhoregret
not saving up towards their
pensionYouonlyhaveto lookat
families embroiled in messy
tusslesover land, propertyand
wealth,becausetheir deceased
patriarcheftnowill.

Politicianssupposedlyhe bane
of ourexistenceareactuallythe
few who espousethe value of
providenceNo soonerhas your
averagegoliticiarassumeadffice
thanheisalreadythinkingahead,
incredulouslgpendingthe bulk
of his presentterm in office

campaigningor his next term.
That's what you call bona fide
forward-thinking.

Just this week in fact, | was
compelledo do someforward-
thinking of my own. At about
quarterpast four on Tuesday,|

was aboard a bus headed to
Nairobi'€ityCenter| satbeside
the window, rapt in thought,

typical of any introspective

introvert.The window afforded
me a vistaof the city'schanging
landscapeMychiefconcernwvas
thattraffiowouldchotbeverybad.

| wasmakinga jaunttothecenter
of Kenya's capital for two

reasonsl| was hopingto buy a

greytieforthethrow-awaprice
of onehundredshillingsandthe
CityCenterwasjustthe placeto

get it. The otherreasonwas to

passbythePostOfficeto checkif

my family'srentalbox had any
mail.

Upon the completionof those

tasks, | was to head to

Kawangware to purchase a

sweater,also at a throw-away
price.| am no sapeurby any

stretchof the imaginationThe

exuberantuitsl leaveto others
elsewherbigonstylel goforthe

comfortablandbespokeat cut-

pricedealsnthemarkebronthe

streets.

All these activities being
completed,plannedoworkout,
doing a couple of bodyweight
exercises. Not that | needed
caloriesburntorweightreduced.
It's just to keepfit and maintain
mysoon-to-behiseleghysique.
In all fairness, | could have done
these things earlier in the day,
but you know us Kenyans, we
follow in the legacy of our long-
distance runners, we have that
final-kick in us. We dither about
for a while only to spring into
action at the last possible
minute.
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Shortlyinto my commute,a
light drizzle broke out.
Gradually,it increasedto a
torrentialdownpourthat had
peoplescamperinglhe onset

of rain for some unknown | bracedfor anothercollision.

careenin@crosghewetroad.
My fear was that another
vehicle would send the bus
topplingver fallinggomyside
andsquishingnetodeath.

reason, elicits discomposureUnderstandablgveryonehad

amongourdriversresultingn
epic traffic gridlocks.l was
ferventlyprayingthat this was
nottobethecaseLlittledidl know
thatit wasto be the leastof my
worries.

losttheplot.Scream®fpanic-
strickenpassenger®ngulfed
the bus. Women shrieked
hystericallyl heardone cry,
“Jesuslesus!Jesus!”

| couldn'tbelieveit. Wasthis
reallyhappeningMymindlike

The bus hurtleddown Valley the bus, was spinningwildly
Roadjnchingverclosetomy outofcontroll waspowerless passengers had just been
destinationBy then, the rain to do anything.Was another shockedfrom it all. Looking
had rendered the windows morefatalcollisioimminent? around, it didn't seem that
misty, obscuringour outside Thankfullythe answerwasto

view.To my surprisethe bus

be no.The drivermanagedo

turnedrightintoRalphBunche resume control of the bus,

Road.Thiswascompletelput

slowlysteeringt towardsthe

of the norm.Normallypuses curbontheleftsideoftheroad,
wouldturninto RalphBunche beforgrindingttoahalt.

Road when leaving the City
Center, never when going
towardst. Afewseconddater

Gingerly) rosefrommy seat.
“Thankyou, JesusThankyou,

Irealizedheturnwasanything Jesus!” A lady in the back

butintentional.

A thumpingnoise from the
back of the bus ensuedby a
crashing sound of broken
glass,threwus into a panic.
The bus had rammed into
somethingor somethinghad
rammedntoit. It washardto
tell. The bus was now

repeatedlyuttered. Beneath
me were shards of glass
strewnacrossthe floor, the
windows now just mere
frames. There were small
streakofbloodonthesurgical
maskofthepassengewhosat
across me. Yet, he was
selflessly commandeering
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peopleoutofthebus.Another
manat the backwastryingto
usheraninjuredassengeout
ofthebus.
Youneverimagineyouwillbe
inanaccidentWell,| hadbeen
smackin the center of one.
Passengerbeganfilingout of
thebus,fearfulandrelievedt
thesameime.

It seemedthe passengerst
thebackwereworstffecteda
few nursing some cuts and
bruises. Most of the

there was a passengerwho
hadlosthislife,norwasthere
one who was unconscious.
Mostof us cameout virtually
unscathed.

| dismountedhevehicleslightly
disconcertediroopedothenext
bus-stop still intent on
completingny objectivedorthe
day but obviouslystill reeling
fromthe accidentl couldhave
died Justlikethat.l couldhave
been in a body-bag, being
whiskedawayto the mortuary
by first-responderi® COVID-
19PPEkits.



| dismounted the vehicle, future.

slightlydisconcertedtrooped The accidentput things into

tothenextbus-stostillintent For most of my 31-year perspectiveThe gift of life is

on completingmy objectives existencelife has beenlived undeniablelt couldbe taken

for the day but obviouslystill with a presumption of fromyou at any time. Jesus,

reeling from the accident.| tomorrowTheinclinatiorhas givesmethegiftoflife,oftoday

couldhavedied.Justlikethat.| beentobelievd willeventually and it is one | shouldgladly

couldhavebeeninabody-bag, overcome this quarter-life receive. One that | should

being whisked away to the malaise,settledown,starta exhaushotin frivolitiedutin

mortuaryby first-responderdamily and so forth. This purposefulactivity, because

inCOVID-1PPEkits. accidenandCOVIDhavemade one day,tomorrowwill never
medoarethink. come.

Theincidenksoberedne. Lifeis

brieftomorrowsn'tactuallya

guaranteeliketheladyinthe

bus|wasthankinglesuslwas

thankfutto Himthatl escaped

the accidentwithoutas much

as a scratch. It got me

wonderinfpowmuchtimedol

reallyhaveleftonearth?

WhenKenyareportedts first

case of COVID-19, will be

honest to admit that |

anticipatedto be amongthe

virus'casualtiesl didn'tseea

future.

To mydismayl reckoned;I'm
goingtodiesoyoungl'mgoing
to die without starting a
family.”I'm goingto die only
havingknownthefriend-zone.
Bummer.Okay | didn't think
‘Bummerputyougetthepoint,
don't you? It was just
disappointintpnotenvisagea
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TWIST
INFATE

MaryCynthia Okafor
Nigeria

imma had wanted a childand she pleadedher plight to
the very first season aftethem.

er marriagerites were
completedut she couldn'thave
any, and even more than ten
plantingseasonsafter, she still
couldn'bearachild.

Thoughtherhusbandstuckbyher,
his family was anothermatter.

Asili was that she had traded her

wombforbeauty- hersexceeded
thatofeverywomarinthewhole
land.

As was usual,she went to the
shrine of Akaraka, the three
agbalathatwrotedowna child's
destiny from birth. After her
sacrificeshelayattheirfeetand
criedherselfosleep.
Andshedreamt.

Shewasin a meadowandbefore
herwerethreewomenSheknew
atoncetheywerethethreefates

They sang, "Your tears have
grantedyou audiencewith us.
We've writtennowherein your
tale will you birth a child as
you—andyour chi—decidedhat
you'll never have a child, but

destiniescan be twisted.Today,
weentwingourswithachild's."
"Anyanwututuyoushallcallher,
for beautiful, she shall be,"
Mbido—kind—said.
Ezimmgaveajoyousry.
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Etiti—solemn—said;She shall
live strongand long and bear
manychildren."

Ezimmarostratetiergratitude.
" B u t : "
Mgwucha—apologetic—added.
"Shewillbreakyourheartforthe
wifeofanalusisheshallbewhen
you chooseto do the will of the
gods.Ateight,sheshallbetaken
to live—until her death—in
Agbusu'shouseand neveragain
shallshecallyouNne.”

Ezimmaawokewitha start.The
dreamsof a desperatewoman,
shemusedButthenextday,just
as the sun peekedthroughthe
cloudssheconceived childwho
shall be namedafter the early
morningun.



Flash Fiction

CLOSER

THANYOU THINK

Christiana Agboni
Nigeria

Somepeopledo all they can to
trampleonmysignificancdfyou
must know, my influencecuts
acrossall lives and spheres.|
comein differentways;| shout,
whispemudgeandevenpush.

| remembeshoutingat Alamito
changelocationwhenherfiancé
left her standingat the altar.
Today,she'shappywithEnejohl
work on my own terms and
conditions.

Ugbedes aboutto throwhimself
intothe Lagoslagoonheis tired
ofbeingoblessTheywillfishhim
out of course.

People will

gather to

berate me,

saying, | am

not beingfair

to him. They

donotknowit

is for the

greatergood.

Soon, he will

run a

counselling

centrefohelp

thoselike him.The samepeople
willmarvebtmyimpact.

| hopetheygive me creditthen;
manythinkl don'tdeserveredit.
Somepeopleclaimtobeignorant
of my existence, when I'm
blatantlyobviouslt's funny,the
way sometry to delayme.They
can try, but | remain an
unrelentingamechanger.
| laugh at your antics. Puny
humans.

Somecallme callousSomecall
me fickle. Others call me

amazingl agreewithallthatand

more.l donotactin a vacuumj
onlyworkwhenyoudecideto get
busy.I'ma subtlepokerplayer.
reveamyhandswhenit'stime.
Some are trying to avert my
handsjt willendinfutility.

By my sleightof hand,you are
whereyou are right now, doing
whateveiit is you'redoingor not
doing.l amnota diseasenoran
anomaly that some have and
otherslonot.

Mynameis fate.Andl amcloser
thanyouthink.
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Nocturnal

Gift

Ibanda Mary Frances
Uganda

hereit was again,a brief

rustling,a soft stirringin

the grass that only ears
accustomed to the subtlest
nocturnalsoundscould pick up.
Shelaystill.lt couldnotbethem.
The game wardenhad said the
gorillas seldomventureddown
the mountaircloseto the human
settlement.Besides,they were
not night
shifters by
natureForthree
days now the
animals had
beenelusiveand
she was
beginning to
this
whole trip. On

regret

her knees, she
creptup to the
tent wall. Her
trembling hand

painstakingly drew the zipper

thecamp.

Flash Fiction

Transfixedhythemagnetigullof

curiosity, woman and beast

There, at the edge of the clearinwaited. Her years of chronic

majestic and enormous, a

sleeplessnessnust have been

silverbackstood like a bronze primincherforthispauseintime,

statue. He was staring at her tenmthennaturedefiednormto offer

as if he was aware of her
wakefulnesddisblackeyesheld
abottomlesdepththatsheknew
better than to meet while his

presencédungonthesilencedike

back, creating a tiny peephole. By held back cough.Was he an

the glow of the full moon,she

inadvertentsentinelof the dark

wouldbe able to see whatever likeher?

waslurkingouttheresocloseto
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herasighthergrouphadpursued
invainforthreedaysThemoment
stretchedn.Then,silentliheape
turnedaway,andbeastandforest
mergedntoone.
Her thoughts
switchedto her
friendsjnsulated
by their dreams
and sleeping
bags,obliviougo
this magical
encounter. They
refused to
believeherwhen
she called them
out of theirtents
shortly after,
until they
inspectedvheréhehadstoodThe
groundwvasstillwarm.



A SUTRA
ABOUT FATE

Juwon Adeola
Nigeria

We arrived with destiny lined in our palms—
stars wrapped in flesh & blood

wings of dreams ready for flight,
ready to unfurl colours locked within us

but our feathers are prey to razors &
expectations are a burden to fly with.

We're meant to be great
but our dreams are ferried on paper boats.

Stranded on the island of despair,

where do we go from here—
do we sail backwards to straighten crooked fates?
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DIET
OF UNCERTAINTY

Deep Martins
Nigeria

So much talk in my sister's physics textbook,

but never one study on how much horsepower

it takes to turn the hands of time.

In my literature classwork, I'm dull enough to

write a clock's tick-tock an example of onomatopoeia
for the footfalls of uncertainty -----

A guest no one knows how close it is, & for what

it is coming [And the door is always ajar,

because we have straw for bolts]

I've planted my hands on the plough

long enough for my bones to grow into steel;

to wield muscles strong enough to steer

the rudder of life in one great turn into a fairer course.
Each muscle grown is mocked by the featherweight oar
| am given against a tempest that burps

in my face the scent of my swallowed kindred.

At a puppeteer's show, | imagine my little brother,
in '97, pulled by strings into the jaws of silence.
Trying to snithe any wire tied to my feet,

but it is the air | am beating;

the strings pulling me into movements of dance

where | can only leave footprints behind as | tread
whilst hoping they're not eaten by the wind.
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FATEIS A
NEW NAME HERE

Olajuwon Alhaytham Abdullah Adedokun
Nigeria

your sister has whole cities burning in her stomach,
Beirut! she has seen coloured flames swallowing you alive,
now, she sits in the kitchen, tucked in a corner

writing about how much the smell of hot water boils her
nostrils.

your brother once carved your name on trees,

he watched your blood water the dried leaves,

now he kneels under the shades, munching God's name,
begging to be ridden of your memories

Mama, the echoes of your name is still heard here,
Lebanon is burning, your little daughter's pleas,

in the the search for your face, a fifth direction was born,
Not east, not west, not south nor north,

deep in graves, where dead bodies meet.

Father.

your face is a skinned mango, the seed slashed in half,
juicing our hopes with the fireworks that lighted your skin,
someone somewhere will learn to mutter "fate" in place of
your name,

and your heavy footsteps will be remembered by the scent
of burns.
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LET ME BE ME

William Khalipwina Mpina
Malawi

They are a moon

starring the August night
They are a star

twinkling in beauty & fame
and | am alone

stuck in the mud

| would rather be me
shunned, smelling of smoke
always at home

like a flower pot

and be watered

by second-hand

love and dirt

let me.be me

Black as night

and free like

a column of black ants
sauntering toward

a loaf of bread
whispering love

let me be me,

a smile always

taming tears

or a frown

mocking a snake
slithering around

the pot of hell

let me be me

and be happy

powerful beyond measure
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LUCKY MEN

Temani Nkalolang
Botswana

Fate smiled when they met,

They complement each other

Above all, they complete father.

Call it coincidence but | believe
Fate smiled when they met,

Hard as it is to perceive-

Father's two wives are the key
To his and our joy. So you see

Fate smiled when they met.
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MOIRAI

Trisha
Uganda

When a child is born

His destiny is threaded and decided
The road he will take determined
By the dangers of nyx

Or so the story goes

Clothos pins the thread of life
Lachesis measures his length
Atropos with her shears will cut it

Whether he be a pauper or a noble

He might become handsome

Strong and dandy

Better still, he might be heir to a powerful throne
He could be a thief belonging to the streets

Does it really matter when his life is predetermined
At the end of it all,when the fates decide

Even Zeus has no say.
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REJECTION
LETTER

Adedayo Adedamola
Nigeria

residues from the editor's non-committal desk

escort a vapid poem back into the garbage-inbox of my
Gmail:

you have a beautiful piece here

but it doesn't meet our expected standard for publication.
thank you.

& another jettisoned fate depletes fastidious ego

as my muse mourns a setback in which three-quartered
scoop of furious writings find reasons to doubt themselves

before braving the limelight of publications.
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GENRE: SHORT STORY

TITLE: REDEMPTION

WRITER: OHANYERE OGOADA, NIGERIA
REVIEWER: FUNMI RICHARDS, NIGERIA

demptions a shortstorywiththemesacrossguilt,suicideas a vehicularxpressionfissueswith
mentahealthsurvivindossandfalsealtruismltiswritterinafirst-personarrativandinterestingly
in sucha waythat the sex/gendenf the characteris unknowruntilthe characteris willingto be
identified.

Thewriterskillfullgransitionshroughhestoryusingioreshadowingndflashbackyothofwhichareembodied
and expressedn the form of symbolismjmageryand paradoxesThe writeruses'black'to symbolise
nothingnesshatistheobliquefterlifenomentwhereyourfateisyettobedecidedbutyouarenotreallyalive.

Also,the'vision/revelatiois representeds thatmomenwhereresolutiomomesandreasonfora futureis

given hairpintepresenta

Theimagerypntheotherhand s quitetangiblesuchthatyoustarttofeelthescenesrenotonlyfigment®fthe
imaginationfthewriterbutmomenténtimeofanactuahumanAllofwhichcouldmplythatthesesceneshave
beenrelivedepeatedlgothatitisfamiliamndtangible.

Thoughthe storytouchesacrossmultipleéhemespnethemethatseemsunderstatedutfollowsthroughthe
entirestoryis altruisnorin therealsensefalsealtruismFromthe onset,we seeresultsof the character's
blame-game with herself causing her to attempt suicide repeatedly, we also see how this 'altruism' makes h
spendresourcesnreligiousntercessionshedoesn'tbelievein andknowto be falsein a bidto'comforther
adoptednother.

Furthermoreyeseehowthis'altruismisinactualfactisbaselesdecausehereallydidn'tcausethedeathof
herparentsasshehadthoughtFinallyweseehowsheeventuallpacceptsheradoptednotherandrefuelsher
altarof altruismwitha newallegiancevhichcouldverywellbethwartedigainif shewereto loseheradopted
mumtoo.

In conclusion, the story is a call for awareness of possible or potential causes of depression - situational
depression in this case as it is brought on by the loss of her parents. It also exposes the interdependency
between people and the desire to please others and own burdens that are not ours to carry. And finally, it
reminds us how powerful our minds can be when it has a purpose.
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GENRE: COLUMNS

TITLE: RECONCILING RECONCILIATION IN AFRICA
WRITER: LEO MUZIVORERA, ZIMBABWE
REVIEWER: NAMSE KHOTSO UDOSEN, NIGERIA

societies. | am particularly interested because the issues raised in this essay can be related to my hom
ountryNigeriaManyyearsagocampusjangsterpopularlgalled'cultistsWerepardonedfterapublic
showofrenouncingultismTheirpastcrimesverewashedway; thenwehadmilitantdlowingipoilfacilities,
kidnapping;apingandmaimingitizensA bogusamnestylealwipedallthatawayTheyweresentabroador
studiesandpaidmonthlyllowanceRRecentlynembersfthedreadedokdHaransectwererehabilitatednd
reconcilebackiothesocietiesheyonceterrorisedilltheseinabidforreconciliation.

I eostrikesa strongchordwiththispiecePeaceandreconciliatiohasbeenathornyissueformanyAfrican

Inthisessaythe SouthAfricanTruthandReconciliatioBommissioalongwithRwanda'€$5acacaCommunity
Courtsarex-rayedAs| readthearticlemymindwanderedo Nigeria'ddumarnRightsViolatiornvestigation
CommissiorpopularlycalledOputaPanel(it was headedby JusticeOputa).The panelwas set up by the
leadershipfthe4thRepublidcohealNigeriansfdecadeofmilitarybrutalityTheresuliattheendwassimilar
towhatLeopresenteéhhisessay.

He pointsout that reconciliatiomoeshandin hand with manyotherfactorsand generateamanydifficult
questionsOneofsuchquestionss whetherreconciliatiolistradingusticefortruth"aswasthecasein South
Africa?

Henotesthatthetradingoftruthforjustices oneofthelowpointsoftheSouthAfricanTruthandReconciliation
Commissioepointdothecallsforeconomigusticeasapointethattruth-tellingsnotenoughUnfortunately
Nigeria'¢ruthcommissiosufferedhe samefate.AsLeostates"verylittlefollowup workwasdoneby the
governmerdndthepoliciedeftmanySouthAfricanseelingcheateddittoNigerians.

The articlepointsto the oppositedirectiorRwandatook.Perpetratorsf genocidecrimesweretrackedand

punished. He describes the community courts where justice was swift on those found guilty of the crimes. Th
wastheonlywaythewoundofthevictimscouldbeassuaged bit.Therearewounddhatarenevercompletely
healedThismethodlsohasbeenquestionelyneutrabbserverslheyquestiortheobjectivitpndfairnesof
thoserialsdoneintheGacacaourts.

Thecolumrconcludesicelywithsomeworddorleadersvithconflicintheirdomains!Reconciliatiotioesnot
beginorendwithcommissionartrialslt requireshangeandtransformatioat thesystemidevel.Thiswould
beevidenwhervictimsandperpetratorarewillingoworkiogethetoerasepasthurts.

Thisis anaptandtimelypieceforourtroubledimesin Africal recommenéurtherstudiesntoreconciliation

using a combinatiorof the truth commissionsand communitycourtsto dispensejusticeas a tool for
reconciliation.
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GENRE: CHILDREN’S LITEERATURE

TITLE: LET'S TEACH FOR CHANGE

WRITER: IMMACULATE AJIAMBO, KENYA

REVIEWER: ANTHONY NWAGBAOSO ONYEADOR, NIGERIA

e storyis aboutMadgeand howshe becamea tauntowingto her bodysize whichwasthe primary
objectivefthestoryThestorybeganinasettinga darkpitchblackdiningroomHermothemtfirstwas
scanningwhichof her daughtersvaswailingbeforetracingherto the room.ShefoundMadge'shead

buriedbetweerherthighsThena conversatioansuecdhisMothersoughfora solutiortorepairMadge'droken
confidenceAftera tight motherlyhug, Madgerecountshow she becamea mockeryof her size at different
occasionsFinallyMothercameup witha solutionteachaboutAnorexiawhichbecamea secondobjective:

Anorexiasateachingbjecbfchange.
WhatisAnorexia?

Thisis an eatingdisordercharacterizely low weightfoodrestrictiongtc. Motherrequestsherto usethis
disordeiin a teachablevaysoastoimpacichangeonthepersomandcorrecianill doneto her.So,Madgewill
eventuallyearnhowtouseanorexiasatoolofjokeinreplySoshecanreplythepersoris'Afigureone'/Kpanla’,

or'Athinstock'.

WhatlessonsloestheAuthomapoutforus?

Firstthe storypresents two-foldscenariothe reactiondisplayecdby Madge Hercharactemwasin shatters

because of her size and age as well as adolescents who are trapped by how to react effectively to this and th
personwhomadethe statementA betterapproacho dealwith sucha situationand the reasonwhysuch

commentsnockerprtauntwasmadeltvariesacrossituationbutshouldn'bereadoutofcontext.

ThisMotherstudiedbeforegivingMadgea greatreplyandthanksgoMothershecanreturnoschootoreassert

herconfidencandreplywelltoherfriendsieacher@andothemupils.

Thewriterdidgreatjusticetorole-playadge'storyasa toolforusingteachingas an epitomeofchangeThe

story'settingsmoodplotanddictiorwhichbecaméhethirdobjectivefconcerwereneatlyinterwoven.
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GENRE: POETRY

TITLE: DACHAU

WRITER: CHARLES DUNCAN, MALAWI
REVIEWER: TEMANI NKALOLANG, BOTSWANA

methindastogowrong(disorderdiscorddivisionforthereto bea needforreconciliatioThusthe

refiXre'meanindback/agairdnd'conciliareheanindbringogetherbugges8things:

—thestatusquo(calmorharmony)
—disturbancefthestatusjuo

—theneedtorestordhestatugjuo

ThepoemDachauasittacklesspousabetrayabringstolighttheaforementioneithreethingsandthusstands

asalocusclassical.

Thefirstlineof the poemstartson a noteof realisatioras it presentdoththe persona'previousmotional
calmnesé$statugjuo)andthenowsoreemotionshatsoarhighwithbitternesnthesubsequenrines.
Thedictionemployedhrowsthereaderrightin the middleof a concentrationampwherethe persona‘'saw
emotionsreletloose- angerbitternessyengeancemurderousage- creatinganemotionathriller A heart

betrayedsaheartcapablefkilling.

Skillfullweavingymbolismandimagerythepoemnotonlymarrieshepersona'sireofvengeancéotheworst
kindsof genociddo everplaguehumanitybutexaltsthemfarabovetheHolocauséndKigaligenocid€S3,L3).
Onlywhenthereademreachestanza?, line5 doessherealiseemotiongotthebetterofher,it'snotreal,phew!
Butaretheyjustlinesinapoem®oolattheworldaroundfhedestructiomengeancegiveshirthto;thestatistics

arealarmingbrokerfamiliesabandonedhildrenpassiorkillingsandwearestillcounting.

Thepoemdrawsa linebetweerthepersona'sengeanceandtheDachaukillerscitingprovocatiofS3,L1and
L5).Doesthis meanprovocationjustifiesvengeanceDefinitelynot! As the personantrospectshe chooses
forgivenes®vervengeancdS3,L3-L8)Therealisatiorthat Godforgaveeventhe worstkind of sinnersis a

turningointandleadstotherestorationfthestatusjuo(S2,L3andL4).

Thus,the poemwhichstartedon a bittertone causedby spousalbetrayalendsin a harmonioughordof

reconciliatioandleavedhereaderinapleasanimoodfaccomplishmefhikeonewhojustsolvedapuzzle.
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EDITOR'S
NOTE

usthowmuchdyingdowedobeforewetrulydie?Biologicallyyearedyingwitheverybreathwetake.

Weallknowthis,butonlyintheperipheralntheimmediatea lotofusseedeathasthatfull stop;if

youfollowlanguagandtherulesof punctuatiorloselythendespitehefactthatthesymbolisan
end,it leavescertainthingsopentointerpretatiororinstanceisittheendofa sentencaishering@nother
sentencefsittheendofachapter?sittheendofabookTThesearethesamequestionsveaskaboutife.

Thebalanceoflifeasitisrightnow,makeshatwecannotexistwithoutleathandin deathwecanfindlife
again-itonlydepend®nhowyoulookatit.

Letterdroma StoictheancientSenecasaid“Andontheotherhand;f deathcomesearwithitssummons,
eventhoughtbeuntimelynitsarrivalthought cutoneoffinone'sprimea manhashada tasteofallthat
thelongesltifecangive.Sucha manhasin greatmeasureometounderstantheuniverseHeknowshat
honourabléhingsdo not dependon timefor theirgrowthput any life mustseemshortto thosewho
measurétslengthbypleasurevhichareemptyandforthatreasorunbounded.”

Thewriterdnthiseditionof WSAtryto measuraleathinwordsandin perceptionflheseworksbhybrilliant
writers across Africa will either challenge or reinforce your perception of death. After reading, | hope
comeawaywithsomethingew.

Alwaysemembett)buntu.

Warnregards,
Nabilah.
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Short Stories

OLDSOJAS
NEVERDIE

Olasubomi Olumofin
Nigeria

e ghostof the pastrose
like a spectre from the
asphalt- a slow, creaky

bus rumbling past the tarred
road.Theafternoorwashotand
breathlessthe sungazingdown
harshlyfromits perchin the sky
caredlittleforthecomforbfthe
bodies crawlinglistlesslyover
theearthThefewpensiveclouds
thatscuddedhroughheskyheld
no relief,no promiseof rainin
their barren breasts. A few
vehiclespliedthe road;the men
who rode Okadashad long fled
the vengeanceof the sky and
reclinedon benchesundertrees
andhouses.

Outof thatburningpit of
the afternoon,the bus slowly
rambledpast.lts greencoatwas
longfadedand peeled;its glass
crackedin the front.One of the
windowsat the sidewasbroken,
andinits placea dirtystretchof
nylon flutteredfaintly;in all, it
wasa pictureof ageanddecay-
anotherghost of the irresolute
flowoftime,denizerfroma time

DEATH

whenthebrowrdustyearthknew
no covering. As if on cue,
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classroomsand the terror of
floggingtakinghis timeto soak

memorieof that not-so-distant up the soundsand sightsof the

past beganto run throughhis
mind.

The roadwas not tarred
then. It was still a stretch of
brash, undulating earth, filled
withgroovesand potholesslick
and slipperywhenit rainedand
dustywhenit did not. He wasa
schooboy. Every morning, he
begana pilgrimagéhattookhim
tothefarendofthecitywherehe
schooleda voyagepastthevery
heartofthetownthesmoottpurr
of taxis on the main road, the
bustlingmarket,a pattern-less
mixofmoderrandoldhousesthe
toweringouildings- fewandfar
between-thatwerebeginnindo
cropupmoretherunoftarwhere
theroadtooka dipbeforeit rose
againandlevelledout,thesharp
turning, then his school. The
journey back home was more
interestingdewalkedwithother
classmates, tired from the
drudgeryof learningin airless

city'sexpiringreathThejourney
back was a sharedluxury;the
marketwas still bubblyat that
timeof theday,andneverin the
six yearshe spentat the school
did the novelty ever wear off.
Theirslow,loud drift tookthem
past stores filled with wares,
market women calling to
passers-bypoys a little older
than themthat carriedgoods-
electricalodds and ends - on
wheelbarrows)gbo boys that
hungrowsof piratedmovieson
woodemacks- theykeptdiscsof
pornography tightly bound in
black nylon and could tell the
furtiverestlesgjazeoftheones
who consumedhem - and the
thousandodours,the thousand
dramasthat daily assailedthe
marketplace.
Thedailyodysseyslowlyreached
its terminus between the
newspaper stand where they
readsportmewsandsometimes
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watchedmenin rumpledshirts
argueloudlyaboutpolitics,and
the post office. Many of his
companiongreferredto board
the blueandyellowtaxis at the
newspaperstand, but his own
journey took him past that,
straightothepostofficewherea
line of ugly rickety busesthat
pliedtheroadto hishomewaited
for passengerslhe buseswere
old, nondescript and wore
differentcolours.In an earlier
age, this arrayof coloursmight
havebeenbeautifulbuttherusty
hand of decayhad touchedone
andall of them,andall theyhad
left wasthe mutedgraceof age
that blends all colours into
ordinariness.
Themenwhorodethese
like their
contraptions; a mix of hues,

buses were

mutely
plain.
Theykept
mute,
hands
folded on
t h e
cheek;or
spoke
loudly in
t h e
baritone
thathe hadcometo identifywith
theirtrade:
“Okeogba...Okeogba...Okeogba.
Okeogba- One!Okeogba- One!
Aunty - Okeogba! Bros -
Okeogba..”

They joked loudly, bickered,
cursed each other in jest -
sometimesirulently andflirted
with the women/girldhat sold
snacksby the road.They wore
differentclothesdrovedifferent

Short Stories

Onsomeafternoonsvhen
thebusfilledupslowlypneofthe
drivers could be heard telling
stories. He was dark, plump
without being fat, and wore a
ridiculoudace-capthrustabove
his face. He had servedin the
armyonce- theycalledhimOld
Soja - and had tales of the
battlefrontto recountto eager
listeners:

“Whenwe weretakento_, | tell
you,waris a badthingo. A bad
thing. Eh! If you see the way
peopledie, eh,youwill praythat
noneof yourchildrenput on the
uniformof a soldierEhn?It was
everymanforhimself..evenpan
for himselflf you'reshot,you're
gone.No secondchancefor the
dead. Ah? Is that why | keep
disturbingthis Sisi? Don't you
know soldiersare womanizers?
Onceasoldieralways..”

vehicles but were all faces of tilisbuswasgreenandoldlikethe

same mask.Each man had his
privatedemondo exorcisewore
hislaughteonhisfacesandkept
muteas he sawfit, butthistruth
definedthemall - theywereall

other vehicles, coughing up
fumesthatstungthe eyesof the
home-goersAs it rambledinto
the streetand beganits journey
over the untarredterrain, Old

caughtin thesleepysomnolence Sojacouldbeheardnjest,telling

ofthecity.Thecityheldeveryone a storyorjokingwitha bemused

underan unyieldinghypnosisijt
was so unrelenting in its

shapesand ages;their dresses grdinariness that even that

wereeitherloudlyoutlandishor

www.writersspace.net

becamaformofmagic.

passenger. The bus always
stoppedo coughup passengers,
roughingts waygraduallyo the
lastbus-stop.
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The boy droppedat one of the sunis anotherdawnon blood-
stops,eagerfor whatevermeal soakedplainsofthepast.Forhis
awaitedhim at home,whilethe kind,memoryis the onlytrusted
busrodeintothehorizonraising buoyin thechangelingvatersof
a cloud of dust like a funeral thepresenttheyreachacautious
wreath; Old Soja's expansive footoutandtestthewaterseager
laughterlingeringevenafterthe forhalcyorshoresnanoceanof
rattleofthebuswasbeginnindo stormsbuttheylearntheworlds
fade.
Soon,the busesstoppedcoming draw back and cling onto the

neversobenevolenfjuicklythey

altogether,and this beforethe familiarfaceofthepast.WillOld
roadwas eventarred.Business Sojaeverdie?

simply became unlucrative;

people preferred the smooth HemetOld Sojaagainona hazy
glide of the taxisto the rattling harmattanday. A commotionn

runof oldbusesHenneverknew
whergheywentto,butknewthey
wouldgravitateto anotherpark
and continuetheir flirting and
jokinglt wasonlyaftertheroad
wastarredthathesawOldSoja's
busagainrattlingpastthestreet
-aghosbntheasphalt.

Will he ever die? That was the
questiomnhismindwhenrhesaw
thatfamiliarthrustof thecapon

thecloggedarteriesof theking's
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words,and seemedto insinuate
thattheenragednanhadbeenin
the The
onlookers/mediators tried to

way.

calm the semi comic-looking
man, who looked like a figure
fromthe dustywardrobesf the
pastdown.

“Calmdown,it was a mistake”
onlookers frustrated by the
standstillappealedto him. The
otheractorinthismilddramahad
long seenthe wisdomin laying
claimtoalltheblameandbythis
timealsojoinedtheappealio Old

market had reduced the traffic 8bja.

bodies and vehicles on the
crowdedpathwayto a complete
standstillHe wason foot,so he
couldpushhis way throughthe
thick of bodies till he broke
throughothesourceofthedelay.
Atoneglanceherecognizedhe
veterarstorytellenttheheartof
the tumult. A shiny car that
scatteredthe glareof light into

the head, the face holding still 8se hundred eyes that had

if readyto breakinto that gut-
wrenching laughter, the belly
swollenwithlaughterwaitingto
tearfreefromhis stockyframe;
willOldSojaeverdie?Surelyhe
mustbetheverylastofhiskind;a
generatiomf veteransvhohave
neverleft the death-riverbattle
field,for whomeveryrise of the

IEN PIEATH

gatheredo watchthe spectacle
had- inthecrampedchathwayof
themarket hittheoldveteranA
push on the acceleratorof the
vehicle had induceda sudden
spurtofspeedhathitthewalking
manandpushechimbackafoot-
he wasenragedTheyoungman
wasnot carefulenoughwith his

“Whodoyouthinkyouare?Youno
seeroad?S'oyawereni? Areyou
mad?Youthinkbecausd amnot
in my uniform, you can just
trample me anyhow? Bloody
civilian'heexploded.
“Okay!!!So he is an old sojal"a
voicequipped.

“Thisone donmado,” a woman
chippedin, “why dem no come
carryamawayEgojusdie!”
“OldsojasTheyneverdie”avoice
rangoutinreply.

Soon,the car creptoff,drivinga
wedgentothemillofbodiednits
path.0ldSojawentthewayofthe
fallingsun,a worldof storiesin
thebulgeofhisbellyWillOldSoja
everdie?
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TULA NYONGORO-
THE BIRTH OF DIRTH

Akinyi Onyango
Kenya

“UuwiiiMayooBiiunee!Come careof herco-wifeAjwanguntil a day.Unfortunatelyghe hadto
and see! Wololo mayoo! shediedjustthe previousveek. takecareofallthechildrersince
AwuornyathiwaMamayoo!” Shortlyftershehadcomplained twoof herco-wiveshaddiedthe

Awiti KOpondo, the unofficial ofheadachandsorethroatthen previousnonthalongwiththree

villagecrierscreams. she had a runningstomachand childrerandherhusbandtwasa

Chief Ochieng'is wokenby his startedothrowupmultipldimes crisisin the Opondofamilyand

wife Domitila Akoth. She sits
shakingandpressinderheadto
the wall. Ochieng'looks at her
hazilyas he takesa momentto
get his bearingsright.He hears
whatsounddikeAwiti'sroiceand
moreneighbourgelling.Hastily
throwing on his clothes, he
rushesoutsideflinginghis gate
openjustintimetohearhisson's
nameescapeAwiti'dips.Hesees
the raging fire in Otieno's
compoundndinstantlknowdhe
shouldneverhavegoneintothe
oldwidow'house.

The crowdis divided Halfof the
group runs towardthe Opondo
family home where Awiti is
screaming.They know by now
whatthewailingmeans- Awuor,
Opondo'sfourth wife, has just
died. She had diligentlytaken
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Awuorcould not affordto take
timeoffto goto hospitalSoshe
wentto the local healthcentre
and bought some over-the-
counterantimalariamedication.
Nobodyhadthetimeto persuade
herto seea doctorbecauseshe
died on the fifth day after the
onsebfhersymptoms.

The other half of the crowd
follows the Suna, the self-
appointed village disciplinary
committedoOtiendlula'shouse.
Theyarea groupof rowdyyouth
wieldingpangas- machetes-
andtorchesshoutingsomething
aboutthisbeingOtieno'sortieth
day.RumouhaditthatOtienchad
beenseenvisitingAwuomonlytwo
days before her symptoms
started, and the boys knew
exactlywhat this meant.Otieno
haddoneit again.Uponbreaking

DEATH
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Otienosits on the floor at the
centre of the St. Joseph the
WorkerK'OnduCatholicChurch.
Helooksaroundatthecarvingof
Jesus and Mary around the
churchthoughit'sdarksoall he
seesis theirsilhouettesHe was
awakeat midnightsketchingut
what would be his next tattoo
whenhe heardthe noise.Fora
moment, he had considered
investigatinghecommotior he
hada penchanfordrama- when

the crowdsgot nearerand he

village,refusedto tell himmore
about his origins.The villagers
whisperedAumaMalandoonce
toldOtienahatOchienglayahad
sent Otieno'smotheraway for
his
grandmother would give no

being a witch, but

comment.

Hisnameis OtienoOchieng'but
everybodyust calls him Otieno
Tula.Whenhe waselevenyears
old, he startedstayingout late

Writers Space Africa

teenager,OtienoTula went out
and boughthimselfa longblack
cloakanda daggertosellthebit.
He'd since shed the dramatic
cloak, but he still wore dark
makeupand collectedskeletons
forhis'shrine’.

In the past few months, nine
peoplehaddiedin K'Ondult had
started when Otieno returned
froma brieftrip and was seen
arguingwith Opondo'syoungest

into the night. His grandmother daughter.She fell ill two days

madeoutthattheywerechanting had jokingly named him tula
hisnameHehadbeenanoutcast nyongoro- owl - meaningto
inK'Ondwillagehiswholédife,so chastisehim,buthe soontookto
hewasn'tsurprisedhathehada it. Onetimehis stepmotherhad
target on his back. He wasn't gotdrunkandtoldhimhewasthe
surpriseceitherthat the village devil's child because he was
had pinned all the mysterious conceivedn a witch'shouseHis

deathsonhim.Hewasanoddbird
with bizarreinclinationsWell...
bizarreto them,not to him. He
He
understoodhat he waschosen.
Buttheydidn't,so he fledbefore
theycouldindandlynchhim.

understood himself.

Otieno had never known his
motherWherhewasyoungerhe
beggedhisfather,ChiefOchieng'
Tayato tellhimmoreabouther,
but the administratokeptmum
on the subject. Even his
grandmotherMama Rosa, who
had raised him and loved him

fatherhadvaguelytoldhimabout
the old widow'shouseand the
escapadesie hadin therewhen
he was younger,thoughOtieno
hadalwayssensedthatOchieng'
was holdingsomethingack.So

that day whenhis step mother
saidit, he knewit wastrue;that
hisfatherhadatorridaffairwhen
he was youngerand conceived
himin thehutofthewomanwith
bad eyes. Added to his new
nicknameQtienotookthat as a

signthathe wasbegotterof the

otherworld;ithathe himselfwas

lateranddiedwithintwoweeks.
Herbestfriendhadfollowedthen
the bestfriend'smotherandfive
members of Opondo's family
includin@dponddimselfleading
up to Awuor'sdeath.The village
tookit to meanTulahad cursed
the Opondos, presumably
becausethe girl rejectedhim.
Tulatookit tomeanhehadfinally
comeinto his ownas Death.His
Mastethadinstructedhim,andhe
hadobeyedHehaddiligentlyut,
bitandburnedhimselfandspent
all histimein isolationandnow
his time was here. No more
temporaryhighs from the pain;
therealthinghadarrived.

Ifanyofthedeceasedhadgoneto
hospitalitheywouldhaveknown
theyhad Ebola.Theymighthave
beenaskedif theyhadtravelled

morethananybodyelseinK'Ondu Death.In the vein of a dramatic overseasecently,
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to which they would have

answeredno, but remembered

beingin touchwith Otienowho

hadjustreturnedromlheCongo.

Their families may have been
warnecdigainstouchinghebody
fluidsof the patientsjo curbthe
spread. But they didn't go to
hospital,so they thoughtOtieno
hadbewitchedhem.

NowOtienolula,or Deathsitsin
church awaiting his fate. The
ironyofhidingoutinchurchisnot
lostonhim,buttheironyof Death
awaitingwhatwill surelybe his
own demiseeludeshim. As he
shudderdothedistantsoundof
anangrymobhewonderfiowhe
got here. He wonderswhy the
Masterchosehim, and why his
powersjust now startedto take
effect. A tiny part of him was

Ebolain TheCongoandalthough

he was asymptomatiche was
highly contagious and should

have sought medical attention
beforeinteractingvithOpondo's

daughterand helpingthemtake
careoftheirinvalids.

OchiengTayahasbeenrootedto
the spot,worriedto near death

partlyrelievedthough,because abouthis son. His thoughtsrun
he felt that he would finally megjildwithregretofeverentering

with his Master and have his
questions answered. Sadly,
Otienotoo wouldhavesolvedall
his problems with a simple
hospitalisit Adoctomighthave
diagnosed him with
schizophrenia and depression,
whichwouldhave explainedhis
conversationsvith “the Master”
and why he coped by injuring
himself. They may also have

the old widow'shouse.lf he had
been wiser in his youth, he
wouldn'havemadesuchterrible
choicesand effectuallyhanded
hisfirstsonto the devil'sclaws.
Heisrighttohaveregretsthough
not in the way he thinks. His
mistake was not his teenage
indiscretionsfor his son wasn't
truly cursed.His mistake was
neglectingtienoto the pointof

explainedhathe hadcontracted the boy's mentalillness going
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unnoticeddewatcheselplessly
asthevillagershayforhisson's
blood; the villagerswho, in a
while, will have taken his
innocentson'slife. The villagers
who,inafewmonthswillrealise
thatthe deathsdid not end with
Otieno'sTheywhowilleventually
seek medical attention and
realise¢hatthedeathscouldhave
beenpreventedy properhealth
care practiceswho will realise
that they murdereda troubled
youngmanfornothing.
ButastheEthiopiaproverlgoes,
regret,like a tail, comesat the
end. For now, Otieno waits,
OchiengWwaits,and the villagers
chant.

DEATH



Announcing Sahifa, a new platform for research, journalism, art and
literature, with a strong focus on Eastern African stories.

Sahifa,a new platform for research, journalism, artand literature, has been launched.

Sahifa is a Swahili word for blank page. The founders believe in the spirit and the
possibilities of the blank page for new thought. Named after a 1930s-newsletter
published and distributed in Mombasa, the term Sahifa signifies the claims to
originality, and hence, universality, of its agenda. Sahifa presents itself as a see-saw, a
sharp tool that aims to see the present through eyes that saw the past. It aims to go
back and forth in time, commenting on the zeitgeists of the now, but uniting them
with the ideas and beliefs that defined specific periods of the past. It is through such
labouring that the platform hopesto speculate on the future.

Sahifa seeks to mobilize multiple genres of intellectual practice and storytelling —
fiction, illustration, poetry, music, dialogue, essays, film —so as to capture the epistemic
complexity and diversity of Africa's lived experiences. The mission is Afro-centric and
eclectic. Not rejecting the European canon, but decommissioning it as the dominant
model for knowledge production and storytelling about Africa. At Sahifa, Eurocentric
epistemic traditions will converse with African ones, but Africa will always be at the
centre ofthe conversation and of the imagination.

Stay tuned for more updates, and for Sahifa's current CALL FOR STORIES that will be
published as part ofitsinauguralissue, 'Futuresand Dreams.'

Follow Sahifa now on Twitter: @sahifa_journal




Writers Space Africa

LIFE AS

WE KNOWIT

Ugbede Ataboh
Nigeria

he generalunderstanding activity,we did indoorsMy Dad

of deathistheendof life of

attendedall wakekeepingsand

an organism or person. Foburial ceremonies alone; we

me,deathisa pathwayoeternity
or the beginningof a divine
existencdecausallthingamust
cometo an endin the physical
realmonlyto be continuedn the
afterlife.

Growing up, my Dad never

exposedus to the emotional,

never had conversationabout
themoreventalkedabouthislate
parentorsiblingsl guesst was
hisownwayof shieldingusfrom
oneof the gorydetailsof life. My
siblingsandl lethimhavehisway
becausewe thoughthe knewit
all,butlittledidweknowthatwe
needed to be part of these

_—
————

psychological and physical effe¢tnsignificant” gory details..we

oflosingafriendorlovedoneThe
truthis thatHeneverallowedus
cultivate relationships with
familymemberandfriendsOnly
the needfor educatiorlinkedus
totheoutsideworld..everpther
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uncertaintypain,lonelinessand
lossthataccompaniethedemise
of a lovedone.Indeedthereare
somefriendsin lifethatstandas
pillars or support
systems..Ifeonlkpeluenvasthat
kindoffriendtome;evenmoreso
becausd haveneverbeenoneto
havesomanyfriendsThefriends
| madealongthe way, | lost to
impatienceand lack of wisdom.
Ifeoma was a special kind of
friend becauseshe neverdealt
back the nonchalant card |
usually dealt her..she always
reachedoutwhenl ghostedShe
alwaysmadepeacewhenever
wasreadytotrashourfriendship
and damnall the consequences;
She alwaysreassuredme with
the promiseof Godwheneverd
felt like giving up. In truth, |
neededher way morethan she

needed to see; we needed to fe‘ﬂéeded me.thank God she

we neededto mournwe needed

tounderstand.

Early this year, | finally
understood the feeling of

understoodhishiddentruthand
decidedto stick aroundtill she
drewherlastbreath.
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We metat QueensCollege(high sincethen,| havelearntto take andnooneelse.

schoolhndliterallwentthrough life easy and not stress over

our teenage and adult years anythingliveforeachdayandbe | remember the day she
togetherWe studiedand helped thankfulto Godfor the precious transitionedo the afterlifeafter
each other throughexams;we giftoflife;Lovefreelyandexpect tusslingwith asthmasince her
chasedboysand hadourhearts nothingback;Lookafter myself childhoodA messageabouther
broken together; and we andnotdrownin my workand demisepoppedup on my cell
struggledthroughour different careergoalsitakeboldstepsand phoneand| remembetthe first
careemathstogetherllostherto damn social, religious and feelingf

AsthmaFebruarythis year,and cultural stereotypestrust God

DEATH www.writersspace.net



Writers Space Africa

relief accompaniedby shame
&uncertaintyhenlossandgrief.

Relief,becauseshe was finally
free from the physical and
financial burdens that
accompanied her endless
surgeries and procedures;
Shamepecausdshoulchothave
feltrelievedas a resultof losing
my dear friend; Uncertainty,
because | really could not
mentallycometo termswithher
departure; Loss and Grief,
becausel had lost one of the
human pillars of my life to
anotherealm.

Forthreedays,| couldnotsleep
on my bed..Isleptrightin the
middleof the Persianrugin my
bedroombecausethat was the
exactspotshelaydownto sleep
when she came visiting from
Lagodastyear.Shewasobeseat
the time because of the
medicatiorshewason..shewas
dyingand | didn'tevennnotice.l
noticedshe was abnormallyfat
but| didn'tthinkit wasanything
seriousShesleptonmyPersian
rugbecausehefeltshewasway
too fat to share my bed with
me..now wishshesharedt with
meregardless.

Columns

tocomfortnebecauseveryoné¢ a n d saw me.

couldcallwaseithertoobusyor Youlookedpastmy indifference
outoftownlgrievechlonejwept andsawme.
alone;l mournedalone..Ifinally
understoodAslembracednyself Manytimesl wentGhostbutyou
in a tightballrightonthatsame searched me out.
spotshe lay, | felt lost because Many times | fell, but you fell just
thatwastheonlywayl feltl could so we could rise together.
connect with her. | could no Manytimes| gave up but you
longer see her, feel herortalkébon couraged me.
her.| felt terriblebecausel had Manytimesl turnedmy backon
the opportunityto see her in you, but held on from behind.
Januaryhenl travelledolagos
on an officialassignmentput | | wishl couldtalk withyou one
didn'tbecausel wastoo “busy” l a st time.
with work..| wept when | | wish | could tell you how much |
pondered on how shallow | wad. b v e you.
had time to hang out with my | wishl couldlie besideyouand
colleaguemanexclusivelubon talk aimlessly till midnight.
the islandbut | couldmakeout | wishl had seenyoulast week
timeto headoutto themainland whenlwasinLagos...howidl get
to seemydearchildhoodriend; so carried away with work?
after all, we both had many more
opportunitieko seeeachotherl Oh! How| missyou...younever
wassowrong! judged me for being Me.
AlasYouarewiththeangelsnow.
Her older brother was kind Everything will turn to dust
enoughto savemea spaceinher except your preciousheart of
obituarypookletandl pouredout G 0 | d .
Farewelinybelovedlkp4reall!l
My Beloved

Deathis a reveredescortto the

myheart...
Farewell

Otherdlookedat mebutyousaw afterlifeand he alertsno one of

m e hissuddenarrival Pleasetryto

Youlookedpastmyroughexterior makeeachdaycountandcherish

and saw m e . everymemory.it just mightbe

Oh! How | wept alone with no oieulookedpastmycallousvords thelast.
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Columns

THE

OBSERVER

Leo Muzivoreva
Zimbabwe

Blor DEATH, GRIEF AND
RECOVERY'wasl1lyearsoldand
stillin primaryschoolwhenmy
dad died suddenlyand without
warning. Death ruptured the
normalcyof my family - which
included my mother and two
brothersand two sisters- and
tossed us roughly and
unexpectedlynto the armsof a
fatherlesgrief.

DEATH

My mumtriedher best,but she,
too,wasovercomewithgrief.In
the gaping space betweenmy
father'sdeathand my mother's
grief,therewas a voidto fill, a
profoundonelinessyet life had
to continue.My brothersand
sistersneededlove, consolation
andpossiblycounsellingSincel
was the youngestof the kids,
suddenlyhadbecoméaburden”

Writers Space Africa

to my mumand my siblings- a
nasty reality check presented
itself.
Ineedtotellyouthat,inthefaceof
significant loss, we don't
“recoverfromgrief.

Yes, I'm using the royal “we”
becausgouandl areprobablyll
apartofthisclub.

| also needto tell you that not
recoveringfrom grief does not
doomyouto a life of despairLet
me reassure you, there are
million=of peopleoutthereright
nowlivingnormabndpurposeful
lives while also experiencing
ongoingyrief.

All the things you have heard
about getting over grief, going
backto normalandmovingon -
they are misrepresentationaf
whatit meansto love someone
whohasdied.l amsorry,l know
us human-people appreciate
thingdikeclosureandresolution,
butthisisnothowgriefgoes.
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Thisis notto saythat“recovery” thingdikeclosurandresolution, many ways, these words have

doesnothavea placein grief- it

butthisisnothowgriefgoes.

beengettingus into troublefor

issimplywhatwearerecovering ThiSis notto saythat“recovery” yocadesin the contextof grief,

fromthatneedsto be redefined.
To“recoverimeansoreturntoa
normalstate of health,mind,or
strength;and as many would
attest, when someone very
significantlies,we neverreturn
to a pre-loss'’normal’Theloss,
the personwhodied,ourgrief-
they all get integratedinto our

does not have a place in grief - it
issimplywhatwearerecovering
fromthat needsto be redefined.

To“recovermeangoreturntoa
normalstate of health,mind,or
strength;and as many would
attest, when someone very
significantlies,we neverreturn
to a pre-loss'’normal”Theloss,
the personwhodied,ourgrief-
they all get integratedinto our

livesandtheyprofoundlghange

lives and they profoundly chan§@W We live and experiencehe

howwe live and experiencehe
world.

I needtotellyouthat,intheface
of significant loss, we don't
“recoverfromgrief.

Yes, I'm using the royal “we”
becausgouandl areprobablyll
apartofthisclub.

| also needto tell you that not
recoveringfrom grief does not
doomyouto a life of despairLet
me reassure you, there are
millionof peopleoutthereright
now, living normal and

purposeful lives while also

experiencingngoingyrief.

All the things you have heard
about getting over grief, going
backto normalandmovingon -

they are misrepresentationaf

whatit meansto love someone

world.

Whatwill, hopefullyreturnto a
generalbaselineis the level of
intense emotion, stress, and
distress that a person
experiencesin the weeks and
monthsfollowingtheir loss. So
perhapswe recover from the
intensedistressof grief,but we
do not recoverfrom the grief
itself.

NowyoucouldsaythatI'mgetting
caught up in semantics, but
sometimes semantics matter.
Especially, when trying to
describean experiencehat, for
so many, is unfamiliar and
frighteningGriefis one of those
experiencegyou can neverfully
understand until you actually
experiencét and,untilthattime,
alla persorhasto goonis what
theyhaveobservedndwhatthey
havebeentold.

words like denial, detachment,
unresolved, recovery, and

acceptancétonamea few)could
be interpretedmany different
ways and some of these

interpretations offer false

impressionandfalsepromises.

Interestinglyyhenmanyofthese
wordswere first used by grief
theoristdheirintentwasto help
describegrief.| have no doubt
thatinthecontextsn whichthey
wereworkingthesewordsand
theiroperationadefinitionsvere
usefuland effective.lt is when
these descriptions reach our

broader society without

explanatioror nuance,or when
theyaremisappliethythosewho
positionthemselvesas experts
thattheygoterriblyawry.

So goingbackto the beginning,
wedonotrecoverfromgriefafter
the loss of someonesignificant.
Grief is born when someone

significantlies- andas longas

that person remains significant -

griefwillremain.

whohasdied.l amsorry,| know The wordswe use to labeland
us human-people appreciate describe grief matter and, in

www.writersspace.net
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SHORTLIST-2020 AFRICAN WRITERS AWARDS (AWA) AND THE WAKINI KURIA AWARD

On behalf of Writers Space Africa (WSA), Writers Space Africa — Zambia (WSA-Z), and the African Writers
Development Trust (AWDT), | present to you the shortlist for both the 2020 African Writers Awards (AWA) and the
Wakini Kuria Award for Children's Literature. The winners will be announced on the 3rd and final day of the African
Writers Conference on the 7th of Novemlber, 2020 in Lusaka. This will be streamed live on our social media handles
forthose unable to physically attend.

Once again, special thanks to the panel of judges; Sabah Carrim (Mauritius), Henry Joe Sakala (Zambia), Nahida
Esmail (Tanzania), Benny Wanjohi (Kenya),and Namse Udosen (Nigeria) for the brilliant work.
Theshortlistisin no particularorder.

Creative Non-Fiction ($100)

1. Each Little Win-Oladejo Oluyemisi—Nigeria

2.No Role Models-Angoma-Mzini Thulani—South Africa

3.Requiem for Africa's Creatively Inept—Mpofu Nathaniel - Zimbabwe
4. TheIntelligent Thief—-Nwabueze Vincent-Nigeria

5.TheTask ofan African Narrator—-Okombo Dismas—-Kenya

Drama ($100)

1.Jare-Lawrence Abasiama-Nigeria

2. Lost Destiny — Ukaorji Ogbonna—-Nigeria

3.True Spots—Ojorolrene Melissa-Kenya

4. Who Knows Amanda? —Asoloko Gloria Akayi—Nigeria
5.0Odessey of The Kankafo—Adinoyi Abdulbasit—Nigeria

Poetry ($100)

1. African Beauty (Haiku) —Musyoka Susan - Kenya

2.Her Hair, Her Braids (Blank Verse) —Semir-Nyuiy Terry Kimah —Cameroon
3.0deto The Blackbird (Haiku) - Duru Nneka Joyce—Nigeria

4.0ld and Gold (Pantoum) —-Gaygay James- Liberia

5.Who | Am (Pantoum)-0Ogedengbe Tolulope Impact - Nigeria

Wakini Kuria Award for Children's Literature (Ist place $100, 2nd place $75, and 3rd place $50)
1.Hessyand The Lost Tooth — Halieo Motanyane - Lesotho

2.Scared Little Boy—Madeha Ezekial Malecela-Tanzania

3.Sophie What Do You Say? Blessing Aliyu Tarfa—Nigeria

4. The Magic Book—-Oketunde Judith Oluwatomi- Nigeria

5. The Two Sisters—Leonard Maero W.-Kenya

Best wishestothe shortlisted writers.
Anthony Onugba

ChiefJudge,
2020 African Writers Awards
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DEATH

Hellen Owuor
Kenya

na sat at the window

adly, as she lookedat

he kids who were
playingin the streetbelow.They
all lookedvery happy; all she
couldthinkof washowmuchshe
missecherfriendCate.Catewas
a nicegirland had beenNana's
friendeversincetheyhadmetin
kindergartenyears back. She
wasnowno more.Shehadbeen
ailingforquitesometimeandjust
last week,she “wentto be with
the Lord,"thatwasall Nanawas
told.

AfterCate'spassingpn,Nanawas

verydetachedromeveryonand
everything. She had many

www.writersspace.net

questionsas to why she would
neverseeherbestfriendagainpr
whythey wouldneversee each
other again. She was given
permissionto take a week off
schootto helpdealwithherloss.
Herparentsdid all theycouldto
helphercopeTheydecidedhatit
was best to take her to her
grandmother for some time,
whereshewouldedistracted.

Thenextday,theyall setoutfor
Nana's grandma's place.
Grandmawas so happyto see
them and welcomed them
warmly. Nana was always
delightedto see her grandma
becausethere,she was always
treated like a queen, all her

Children Literature

whims attended to. After her
parentsleft, the samesad face
cameto play. Grandmatried to

cheerhertothebestofherability
butit wasallin vain.Forseveral
days now, Nana remainedthe
samehersadnesseverending.

One day after lunch, they sat
togethemstheyspoke.

“My dear,why are you still sad,
don'tyoulikebeinghere?”

“No,grandmait is notthat.l just
stillmissmyfriendsomuch,”

“Oh,in thatcasemy child,worry
not,"grandmaaidandsmiled.

“Whynot?”

DEATH



Children Literature

“Becausegourfriendwillalways when people die they become
bewithyouwherevegougo,just stars?”
likeyourshadow,”

“Yes,mydearchild,theydo.That

“Howdoyouknowthatgrandma?” wayTheywillalwaysjuideus,”
Sheaskedgettingnterested.

“I knowbecausemy bestfriend ) .
Afterthis conversatiomwith her
leftmetoo,yourgrandfathegnd . .
) ) grandmother, Nana's attitude
heisalwayswvithme.Hecomedo
. ) changed tremendously. She
me in a dream often and if not, at .
) ) believedhatwhereveshewent,
nightasllookuponastarrynight, .
_ ., Catewasalwaystherewithher,
Icanspothisstar, o .
guidincher justlikethestarsthat

. guided the wise men to baby
“So,grandmagdoesit meanthat

DEATH
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JesusonthenighthewasbornA
weeklater,her parentscameto
take her home and were
impressewvithherimprovement;
in fact,shewastheonewhotold
themhowCatebecamea starin
the sky. On most nights when the
starswereout,shewouldsit by
her window looking up and
namingstars. She alreadyhad
onenamedCateandtheotherher
grandfather,
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PETER AND
MARY’S TRAGEDY

Isabella Ainomugisha
Uganda

e day, Mary and Peter

anted sweets. They

were very hungry.They

askedtheir motherfor sweets,

but all the shopswere closed
becauseétwasdark.

So, their mothergot her recipe

book and looked for how to make

sweets; the children wanted
chocolate-flavoured sweets
whichwerenotinherrecipebook.

Shecalleda friendon the phone
and askedfor chocolatesweets
recipe.Her friend told her the

recipeand she wentto find the

ingredienténthewildforestThe

mainingredienwasthesweetest
flowerin theforest;it wasin the

middleoftheforest.

A longwhilelater,their mother
had not returnedMarysleptoff
while Peterstayedup all night,
waitingfor his motherto return.
Intheforesttheirmothethearda
howling.Shegotveryscaredand
wanted to go back, but her

find them something to eat.
Before she could find the

Children Literature

their father returnedfrom his
night'shunt.Hewonderedvhere

ingredients, a very big wolf camtdheirmotherwas.Theytold him

toeather.Justasit approached,
many big animalsin the wild
forestalsocamerunningoher.

Peterwasstillwonderingvhere
theirmotherwas.Hethoughshe
couldbe in troublesinceit was
dark,but he couldn'tgo intothe
forestat dark. In the morning,
Peterand Mary were still very

shehadgonetolookforchocolate
sweetsingredientsin the wild
forest.

Their father got so scared. Just
as he got out of the house to go
to the wild forest, they saw on
TV, campers announcing a dead
body they had found in the wild
forest. It was their mother's

children were hungry. She had tgorried about their mother wheody.

www.writersspace.net

DEATH



¥ i
i

=

i 14

Y

UP TO N100, 000 CASH PRIZE

EROOK PUBLISHING DEAL WORTH N&0, 000
PLUS

A CHANCE TO APPEAR IN A FOREMOST AFRICAN
DIGITAL AND PRINT MAGAZINE

(ororzcom +

e
For Submiss ns wsn‘ bli Iy/’cfwmugcall
adline 3rc der, 2020




Writers Space Africa

REST 2.0

Esther Musembi
Kenya

knewl wasdeadfromthewayhe
lookedat me throughthe over-
sanitizedookingglass.Dressed
in white bulky attire and thick
goggledikeamangoingothemoon,
he stomped around and barked
orders to his similarly dressed
colleaguednhiseyesl wasa pesky
little thing that had blownup the

world, caused untold havoc from

www.writersspace.net

countryocountryldeservedodie.

Hetookthegreensolutiorproffered
by an unseenhand -his unblinking
eyes never leaving my unshapely
shape-and put generousdropsof
the stuffonme.lt burnedlt hurtso
badlfeltmybodyfoldingnonitselfl
wasn'tgoingto makeit. Hiseyesstill
watching,| foldedin painfullyand

waited for my demise. My rest.

Flash Fiction

Becausdwasjustgoingtorestfora

while.Gain my strengthand come

back stronger. They would not see it

coming.l'll comebackmuchmuch

strongeandl willstartwithhim.

Coronavirusvas such a palatable
nameanywayForwhenl comeback
they will be forcedto give me a

hideousscarynamelike | deserve.

Deathwouldbemyname.

DEATH
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EVERYONE S FOE

Justina Oyedeji
Nigeria

laughedloudandlongas
heymadetheirresolutions
ortheyear.
“lamgettinghatawardhisyear."

"Iwillfinishmybooknextmonth."

“I'm comingtops of my classthis

semester."

He would see how that would be

possible.

Sohevisitedeachofthem,andtook

themonajourneyfnoreturn!

DEATH www.writersspace.net
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BE STILL
AND LIVE

Hannah Tarindwa
Namibia

r long | indulgedthem;

pologizingfor being a

burden: an orphan. |
wantedomakethemproudltdid
notmeananythingo themandit
doesn't mean anythingto me,
anymore...

Whythehelldidl gothroughhat?

Thegrimreapersilencdingered
as if she -yes she- had the
answersandyetdidnot,possibly
couldnotsharghemwithme.

to hervictimsshouldshe?l was
awashwithquestionsowthat|
wasa ballof energyin thisspirit
worldwithnothingto lose.l was
nothappyormiserabld.wasjust
curious.

Shouldn'deathbringsomesort
of clarity?Surelythiswasnotthe
resting in peace which |
expectedWhatwasgoingon?

We movedyet werestill, all at
once.

| took in a deep breath and so did

she.Weirdly] thought,‘whatdid
wejustbreathe®Surelyit cannot

be oxygen,if | am somewhere

betweereathandlife.”

"No, it is not oxygen,"she spoke
and her voice soundedlike a
combinatiorof a choirspeaking
at once with differentvoices.lIt
was frighteningand interesting
all at once.l wantedto hearher
againbutl wasalsoafraidto.The
bringemfdeathshouldhotspeak

www.writersspace.net
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“Bestill,golive”"thesoundcame
againlunderstoofinallythatthe
stillnesdeingspokernfwasnot
my beingwhichwas not in my
body, but my thoughts and
questions were being
commandetbbecalm.

| hushed my thoughts and
suddenly wasbackin my body.
WasitadreamHadl died?

Someonescreamedhs | opened
myeyes.

DEATH
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HOME

Ethel Mageda
Zimbabwe

drizzly Sheffieldmorning. livedaloneasanadultandbought

Hereamongsthegreycrumbling yourfirst pieceof furniturewas
gravestones, the moss-laden NeverhomeanywayThecitywas
gargoyles,the weather-beaten toobig,toofreneti@andtooprone
angelsand the thick clumpsof toeruptandrejectingtsown.
nettles, you realise that Lost amongst the
grandma'sochre mud-hutwith epitaph=fthecity'sgreatsfrom
orangey-
yellow
chevrons
hugging
its rough
brown
belly
where
you were
born is no
longer
home.
Neitheris
t h e
township
where

a bygoneera, you realisethat

ourparent'dungaloveatonthe i .
yourp g homeisherejnthiscityonseven

edge of the wastelandhat was hills, in the stirrings of an

the white people’sgolf course, understandingfthethingcalled

where you grew up either.

DEATH
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British humour,so cutting and

one-sidedthat shouldit offend
then, 'you have a chip on your
shoulder'This is home, where
your answerto ‘when are you

fuckingoff home,whereverthat

is?' is, 'next Tuesday,'always.
Here, amongstthe nettles,the

holliesand the wildflowersyou

finally

accept

that you

can stop

agonising

over

which

friend to

ask to

sendyour
body back
across

t h e

Atlantic.

You can

even see
your epitaph:She tarries here,
her discarnateancestralspirit
forevewanderandsearches.
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DEATH
WAS HERE

Martins Deep
Nigera

screechesfwheelsscurryingeet
towardsiowheregusswords
accompaniebdybullets.

ourbowlofmilletspilled
&fathersmeliwarlikeitwore
thehuskofahe-goat
saidhe,"leadthewayhomenow"
"where?fcry.torn
notknowin@roofasidestarry
skiesoncoldnights.

iknewonlyhowtocryforalms
nevertheyowlatthesplatterinof
bloodontheground

ichokesomeonéellbehind
i donotfeelthehandoffatherinmine
icouldn'turnback

loomingmokesirenbellowing
deathwashere

burningodiedightup
anightthatdoesn'keepoutfeet
fromgroping.

DEATH
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FILTHY

LUCRE

Tlhobogang Larona
Botswana

Trigger pulled
Triggered trepidation
Is it me you fooled?
He wants his ration

Triggered trepidation
Bullet released

He wants his ration
All you relished

Bullet released
I'm soaked in your blood
All you relished
Caused my tears to flood

Filthy lucre he craves

Is it me you fooled?
Soon accepted by graves
Trigger pulled.
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DEATH
|S SLEEP

Trisha
Uganda

Death is a mystery

The returning of man to the elements
A deep slumber, quiet rest

The equalizer of all mankind

The returning of man to the elements
Albeit the unfulfilled dreams and goals
The equalizer of all mankind

Rich or poor, thief or king

Albeit the unfulfilled dreams and goals
When death comes knocking you must heed
Rich or poor, thief or king

It's a call you can not ignore

When death comes knocking you must heed
A deep slumber, quiet rest

It's a call you can not ignore

Death is a mystery.

www.writersspace.net

Poems

HE TOOK THE
ONE | WED

Femi Daramola
Nigeria

If death be a man, | would challenge him to a brawl,
Shoulder to shoulder, until he is weak and left to crawl,
He should be scared, lest he be dethroned and torn to
shred

| am livid for he has stolen and trod on the one | wed

With his harsh hands he has made my home a sorrow
My jewel, he has thrown to the wind, with no hope for

tomorrow

Now, she sleeps beneath the cold grass, a place of no

class

Lonely, under the rumbling storm, her fragile body en-

masse.

If tears be a pledge to bring back the one | love,

The world will flood and the sky will hide above,

For life is cruel, full of ills and thorns, only the bad can
strive.

O dark-little-reaper! You've come to take my soul out

alive?

You're a clunker - you knew you'd lose the fight,

Your cold hands bite the days of man, before the scary
scars of nights,

With thy love-hate smile, thou shred my bed!

Take me up beyond the throng of stars, for I'd be glad to

see the one | wed!

DEATH
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DEATH

Peace Ogbebor
Nigeria

Dirgetuneswailings,
AnothepnegonestrengtHailing.
What'dheessencoflife?

Todie?

Why) ask,sexistingusttocryandtry?

DuskandDawn,

RiseandFall,

We willtell talesof the onesno longer
here.

They are gone, and we wonderwhat
happenshere,

WherdsThere?

Aplacewedon'tknow,
Whenwecloseoureyeswefearthatthat
couldbethelast.

Beadofsweabreakacrosanyface,
Lookintheskyabove,
Thestarstheysayisthedeadabode.
Purple&knees,

Struggling deeds, just to breath
unknown.

Castthebodybeneath,

Calltoyonder.

Weonlyknowtheyarewatchingverus,
Nooneknowsvhowatchedhem.
Deathcanbepeace,

Deathcanbegrief.

DEATH
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HEART -
BEAT

Jacob Masenga
Zambia

Lub-dub, Lub-dub!

Time on earth begins with a heartbeat
Feeble infants, our hearts cry out

We are like hired men, slaves longing
for

The evening shadows

Our days swifter than a weaver's
shuttle

And they end as they began:
Lub-dub, Lub-dub!
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PROCESSION POOR

INBLACK

Rindap Innocent
Nigeria

Come see the procession in black
Singing as they walk

Unswaying as they talk

A procession all in black.

A monotone of grieving voices
A coterie of teary faces

A potpourri of dirges

Spewing out of grieving hearts.

The squeaking gate

On a windy afternoon

Piercing through eerie serenity
Fluttering wings; scampering afar.

The tall, failing and decomposing
grasses

The hodgepodge of scattered epitaphs
The array of etched eulogies

Of days, months, years..gone afar.
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VENOM

Agatha Racheal Akullu
Uganda

Oh death, poor venom!
How comes you?
In brief, or in calm?

By my troth, | enjoin!

When you come;

Take me not in brief

Like rushing wind that plucks a leaf
And drops on land,

Or like lightening that strikes one
And in thunder heard,

Yet in a jot!

When you come, | marry!

Accost me in calm.

When under the Odugu tree i warrant.
With goose pen in hand

That when you take me, poor venom,
| die not, and be forgotten hereafter.
Nay, my carcass in the grave,

Yet my writings anew,

So in generations | may breed,

And in my quietus,

Write like no man ever did.

DEATH
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YOUWLL
KNOWIT

WHENIT COMES
FOR THEM

Halima Adam
Tanzaia

It is well known and famous

It is unknown and mysterious Life and experience might make it seem

It is everywhere and anywhere well known to you

You have probably seen it somewhere But it is until it gets to one of them

Or that you thought you did The ones you term dear to your heart
And takes them with itself

It visits often but talked about less That is when you will know it

It is feared and yet no way to avoid it That is when you will be able to feel its

It is the legend and the trend presence

Because it has finally come for them
It takes people from the known to the
unknown
From the seen to the unseen
From joys and happiness to sorrows
and sadness
It is sometimes believed to be the giver
of peace

It makes us question everything
The worthiness of it all

The necessity of it all

Should we quit or keep pushing?
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GENRE: SHORT STORY

TITLE: IN THE EYE OF SILENCE

WRITER: OBINNA GABRIELLA, NIGERIA

REVIEWER: YOLANDA KUEI P. MACUEI, SOUTH SUDAN

I Iln the Eyeof silencel'Asthetitle entails,t revealsa seriesof eventsthatoccurin the dayto daylife, wheresomethingseat us up
especiallywhenwetrytobesilentaboutthemyettheyactuallyhurtusdeeplySilencds notequattohumilityThatis,beingquietdoesn't
meanbeinghumbleThereforehewritervividlydemonstratethepowemnfsilenceasadangerousveaporinconstitutingne'sfeelings

andactionsthenfateordestinyeterminegall.
ThewriterhasobviouslgtruckachordwiththeaudienceThestoryissumptuouslyarratednsuchawaythatthereaderwisualizét andhave

theimind=sngulfedncogitatiorljketheyareexperiencing atthatparticulamoment.

FateordestinysthemajothemeTwistedsitis;aresulbfsilencebecausatisthepredeterminesutcomefeverysituation'Whatevefate

is, I'm sure she is a sadist; twisted like branches of yam tendrils around a cassava stalk in an unattended farm" this statement indicate
difficultieandconsequencesfdealingviththeunpleasantriesilently.
Inthiscasethewriterusestechniquesuchassimileandmetaphorswithvoicesraisedoudenoughowakethedead,toexpresherstory

anddrawthereadersntodeepunderstandingfthemessagét conveys.

Inadditionthewritemefersto Fateasa'ShetobeginthenarrativéhroughanoldwomarnNnewholivedalonebehindheirfather'shousen
EnuguasanexampleftherealityfateordestinjkennandMunaaresubjectedoasorphan®fwhatwasmeantobe."Maybevearefatedto

bealoneandhavenohometostayoutatseawithoutnchorfohavenothinguteachotherandlearnthevirtuesflong-suffering.”

Thestoryistoldinthefirstpersorpointofviewjnahistoricaflashbackofa sixyearoldlkennandhissister- Munawholivedthroughrauma
ataveryyoungageinsilenceasaresuliofviolenceandanindependencearoutbreakthusreveald¢hethemeofwar,1967. “...tooyoungto
understandndtoooldtoleavethememoriebehind.TtrelatedoAfricansstatesduringhetimesofstruggldorliberationwhenmanyyoung
peoplewerefatednevertoovercoméheirfearssuchasrapeanddomestiziolencédhenceculminatesntotheirsufferingnthebackstagdt's
mainlypasednanewlyindependerfitate,'BiafrainNigeriavhosdndependencimitiallyexcitedhemasses.
Rapeanddomestiwiolenceasotherthemesaretwistednanothethemeofdeathduetoinciteof silenceWheneveoneaccumulateallthe
burdensnsideoneselftheresulisalwaysharmfutooneseléindothers.
WhateveismeantohapperwillalwaysdobutischoosingoseeandstaymutenotworsehanviolenceThistellsustocommandndletthe
silenidemor'diebyfire..."
InanutshellfhestoryremindsisofthepastexperiencestalsourgesustobeboldintheeyesofourfearsandbreakthesilenceWeshoulde
themaster®fourownfatehowevetwistedt mighthe,oneshouldrytodowhateveonecandoandleavetheresttofate.
ThispieceofworkportraysnostoftheAfricarcountriesluringhepreandpost-independeneeawherenativesverefrequentlyn warwith
soldiersghildretbecamerphanssoldierandrefugeesveresubjectedlosomuchpaininvainYetthereisvirtuallynothingheycandoabout
itthantoacceptoactorliveinsilencdosurvive.
ThewriterhascaptivatedheaudiencdyusingphrasedhatareappealindoallthesensesThatis,theuseoftheAfricarsettinghatmosiofus
arefamiliawithThestoryendsleavingaudiencénsuspenséinastateofdesiringoreadmore).
Inconclusionywerestwhatwecan'tmanagdntheguidanceffateandpolishwhatwecanwithourownhands:Yeswecan"BarackObama.

Becaus¢heAfricaddentitysfated/destinebalwayddentiftheirowngvenintheeyeofsilenceAfricarisefromandinsilence.
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GENRE: COLUMN

TITLE: LIFE AS WE KNOW IT

WRITER: UGBEDE ATABOR, NIGERIA
REVIEWER: NAMSE UDOSEN, NIGERIA

te:TheultimateagencythatpredeterminethecourseofeventsAneventorcourseofeventsthat
il inevitably happen in the future.
DestinyApredeterminestateconditioioreordainedythedivineorhumarwill.

OxfordDictionary2020)

Thearticleopenswitha bitofvagueandcontradictorgostulationsldonotbelieveinfate,butl believan
destiny.Mostdictionariesonsultedevealedhat'fate'and'destinyaresynonyms.

Ina journeyassumedo be by fate,the personawhois thecruxofthestoryfallsin loveasa lessonThe
narrativeofthelovestoryis thatof anolderwomarnwhofallsin lovewitha mantenyearsyoungerShe
confessedo savouringhe sweetromancefor two longweeks.The relationships lacedwith quality
conversationspoviewatchingndwalkswithouintimacyphysicalpresume)Sheclaimgobedeepinto
themanbeforeshepulledbackbythestringsfsociabindculturabtonformity.

Thewritersharesa captivatingtoryoflovinganda relationshiphatknocksofherpreviousonceptiownf
romanticelationship&hehoweveispressgangedbypersonateflectionjoreconsidebasedonwhat
shethinkssocietyexpectofher.Sheletsherfearsandsociakonditioningetabetterofher.Allisnotlost
asthisprovidederwithanepiphanpfsortsShediscovershatpurityandlovecanbefoundnromance.
Shebelieveghatit washerdestinyto haveloved"Monamour"puttherestis leftto fate.Thisputsthe
discerningeadeiintoaconceptuajquagmire.

Thearticleis writtenin a laidbackbutdirectstyle.Thewriterdeployssommoreverydaylangsandlocal
lingothatmakestrelatable.

lhaveconcernabouthetwoweek-omancéeingayardstickodeterminbowromanticelationshipsan
lastwithouphysicalntimacylmaybewrong).

Intheendthispiecegivesaperspectivehatloversfallagescangleansomeguidancérom.
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GENRE: CHILDREN’S LITERATURE

TITLE: KUBO AND THE BAOBAB TREE

WRITER: BERNARD EWHOMAZINO GLORY, NIGERIA
REVIEWER: FUNMI RICHARDS, NIGERIA

BOANDTHEBAOBABREEThefirstquestionyouwouldwantto askis ‘wasit Kubo'sfateto be
swallowetlytheBaoballree?Orwasittobeacaseofbeingnthewronglaceatthewrongime?

One of the things, life teaches us about fate is that it is usually predestined. Sometimes, it does
matterwhatwedo,whatwesayorourinactionsQueseraseraSo,predestinatiois oftenassociatedvith
fate.Andinthisstorytheauthomusesforeshadowingsa narrativevitnesgoconstructichimageryfan
encounteKubamighthavewiththeBaobalireeifhegoestothestreanthateveningndalloftheseoccurs
inhisdream.

However, it's all a dream and conscious fears reflect or manifest in our subconscious, one can argue
Kubohasalwaysheenafraidof goingtothestreamwhenevehismotheraskshimtodosointheevening
andthatmightbewhyhehadsucha dreamustbeforehismumwokehimuptogotothestreamAlsothe

author never makes an allusion to Kubo's dreams always coming true, so his dream could be an inst:
where a child's imaginative fears slip up and cement themselves into his subconscious so that they're
longejjustchildistfantasiedutreal-lifexperiences.

It wouldhavebeengreatto seewhathappengo Kubolateron, wouldhis motherinsisthe goesto the
streamWouldhegoandencountethescarymenandtheBaobalkiree?0Orwouldhenotencountethem

and overcome the fear of going to the stream late in the evening and start to count such dreams as nr
fantasies?

As childrenwe dreamup fantasiesand expectthemto cometrueand playtheirpartin ourrealities,
sometimefatelendsahandtothesefantasieandtheycometopassOthertimesjtisonlyafigmenbfour

imaginationandnothingodowithfatebuteverythingodowithfearorjustbodilyfunctiondikepeeingor

bedwetting.

Allin all,animaginativandexcitingstorythatwouldbe sureto entertairnyoungchildrenf the storyis
developedhtoaserieracollectiomfKubo'sadventures.
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GENRE: ARTICLE

TITLE: ARE OUR CHOICES MEANINGFUL?
WRITER: OLUWADAMILOLA YUSUF, NIGERIA
REVIEWER: NYATI COMFORT, ZIMBABWE

oiceisthemotherhouseffateorit couldbetheotherwayroundThebottomlineisthatit always
putsusin a dilemmanotonlyto choosebutleada life of meaningandwe areobligedto makea
choiceinordertofulfilwhatevewearedestinedowardsThisdestinyaspresentednthearticle
cancomeintwoways;eithershedorunshedurlifepurposeAlthougleveryhumanpreferdoassociate
withthelattertounshedurlifepurpose.

Inthisarticlethewriterunreservedlyddressesneofthequestionshatbafflegpeoplaneverycondition
oftheirlivesmoreespeciallyvhenconfinedvitha crossroadfchoicesThuschoiceghatholdourfuture
andchoicesgthatact as custodian®f ourdestinyBytheveryfactof beingaccorded rhetoricatitle, it

simplypledgesto questiorthe conceptof choicein the life of an earthlycitizenThiscouldsuggesthe

writer'smissionwhichcan onlybe fulfilledafter gatheringpossibleanswersto the questionAre our
Choicesneaningful?

Thisusherghereaderto thefurtherinvocatiorof an Aristoteleabeachingpof humanreasonThefaculty
whichenablesnantobeaperpetuatlecisiomakerTosomedegreeijt contradicttheHausadeliefsystem
ofthepeopleof NorthermNigeriawhobelieveinthetheoryof predestinatioMeanwhiléorAristotlethe
moreanindividuainakes choicehecreatedisownfate whilefortheHausaeoplefatefindsitswaytoa

manevenif he doesnothingto searchfor it becauseit is intrinsicallgndowedn him.Thereforethis
illustrateghreeparadigmsn regardto theunderstandingf fate.Thewriterproceeddo introduceher
audiencdothethirdparadigmanotheAfricarphilosophicaloctrinefthevitalforcepostulatetyPlacid
Templesn hisbookBantuPhilosophylThemajorthemeof thebookwasto emphasizéhateveryhuman
being-anAfricaninthiscontext-hasa vitalforcethatis fullyin chargeto animatehis/hewellbeingnd
ultimatelyhisforcedeterminesne'sate.

Theconclusionevealsagoodamounbfbraininessthewriter'snindwhensherightlystateshataman's
destinyisrightinhishands.Whichmpliedhateverychoicdiesintheguardianshipfanindividuadndthe
consequencefthatchoiceis whatbringsmeaningutofthechoiceWiththeaforementioneahalysisit

still remains an exceptional piece of work which has been enriched with adequate research, good dic
andwelleditedltisbynochancehatithasbeenaccreditedvitha crowrmofeditor'shoiceForitdrawsone
intothedepthofthehorizorfdecisiomakingasthecommonienominatooffate.
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GENRE: FLASH FICTION

TITLE: ATWIST IN FATE

WRITER: MARYCYNTHIA OKAFOR, NIGERIA
REVIEWER: MAJORY MOONO SIMUYUNI, ZAMBIA

twistinfateisastoryofabarrerwomangEzimmawhohasbeenattemptingoconceivdorseveral
years but to no avail. It is believed that she traded her fertility for beauty. In a dream she has o
ightshepleadswiththegodsfortheabilitytoconceivandthethreefatesagreetoalterherfate,
excepitisnotwithouticostThechildsheistohaveshewillbewithbutonlyforawhileShesighsherrelief
uponwakinghecauseshe'sjustescapedhatfate.Bya strokeofluck,sheconceiveshatmorning@ndisto
nameherdaughterftertheSungod.

Okafor'sextisrichforthefactthatitcanbeappreciatednmorerontdhanoneltisasmythologicasitis
culturalaspsychologicasit couldbeliteralinthisreviewwecritiqueherpiecefromthemythological
pointofviewandthepsychoanalyticapproachinmythologytthecentreoflifeisdeitiesInthispieceof
fictionaredeitiesWeseeEzimmaacrificinfperfertilityothemandreturningothemtopleadforthetwist
ofherfate.Humansareatthemercyofthesesupreméeingsandthegodsdecidetheirfate.Thequestion
herethoughis; wasEzimmadreaming®Psychoanalyticallgreamsare a reflectiorof our reality.The
subconsciousevealssomuchthanwhatwecouldseein whatwecallreallifeforit isnotcensoredjust
suppressedhisdreamcouldbesaidtobearealityof ourprotagonistSheis barrerbecausesheindeed
soldherpotency!

Assoonasshewakesupfromthedreamthenarratotellsusthatsheconceiveslhiscomedoprovethat
thedreammaynothavebeena dreamafterall. Whydo eventsfromthe dreamcontinuantoher wake
unbrokenWearenottoldofcoitusorherconceptiobutshedoesconceivelsthechildachildofthegods?
Probably that's why she's not just to be named after the Sun god but is also to belong to the deities, a
fromhermother.

Thestorywasartisticallweavedgivingthereadera challengdoreadbetweerthelinestodeciphetthe
meaningFlashfictionthatleavesa readeranalyzings effectivefictionandin that departmentQkafor
succeeded.

HowevetthetitleofthestorylacksincreativityATwistinFateisatiredtitle,notjustinliteraryirclesutin
themovidndustryoo.Forsuchabrillianpieceofart,apoetiditlewoulchavedonemorgustice.

Whenallis said,howeverA Twistof Fateis a masterpiecdt bringsoutimportantspectsf covenants.
WhileourfateissomethingveallshouldreateonourownEzimmantrustedherstothegodsinexchange
for beauty.Herlife is neverthe sameafterwardsas we see her miserycontinuingeveninto the next
generatioifthatofherdaughter)Weareperhapsetteroffcreatingpurfatethanentrustingt tosupreme
beings.
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GENRE: POETRY

TITLE: A SUTRA ABOUT FATE

WRITER: JUWON ADEOLA, NIGERIA
REVIEWER: OMADANG YOWASI, UGANDA

vinglistenedostoriemfafortunetellegnecan'treadthispoemanddoesn'doubtthosestories
romthe"wisemen.'Thepoemasit reflectanthetitlesuggestdhegenerakulesortruthsabout
heunavoidabl&porapexofalifejourney.

It'swrittenin coupletoffreeverseoffourstanzasandatercetmakingeleven(l1)lines Shortasitis, the
poemisfullofmysterieandrevelationabouthehumarbodyanditssignificancendetermininthelifeof
apersonThankdothefortundellersvhoareabletoreadandinterprethemarkingsrlinesinourpalms!
Thisisthepersona'§irstsutrawhichrevealsne'seventuajourneyThepersondelievesve(humansare
bornwithourfatepre-determinddourpalmsandfateenclosednourbodies.

Howeven questiorarisesarewealldestinedoourrespectivéateswhenweshallalldie?Accordingo
the poem,the answeris yes.We are drivenby dreamsin orderto achievewhateveries beyondour
immediateeachputdoweallachievevhatwechaseMNo.

Therearedistractionalongthe way,whichin thiscaseis FATEIt eitherallowsus achieveor spoilsour
destinwhenstillonthetracks.

The poem is stylistically divided into two parts by a Volta (turning point). From stanza three onwards,
detectdhechangdromtheobviousiuetothepoet'auseof"but.”
Aswefixourwinggoflyandchaseourdreamspur'feathersdrepreyto“razors.”

These feathers on us are the driving forces or spirits of free will that propel us into hard work in orde
achievewhatevewewantin lifeandthe"razors‘arefateitselfor sudderdistractiontikedeathmental
impairmengndmanynegativéhoughtéowardonceabrilliantiream.

Thepoemmaintaindwe)don'tachieveourgreatnesdecausgwe)don'tnurtureourdreamsBythetime
(we)realizewe'reonthevergeoffailingjtisatthispointwefeelweshouldutformerthingsright Human
natureis beautifullportrayederelatenesanddreamingfthepastwastedopportunities partofus.
Let'sexploibpportunitieseforat'slateforfatedoesn'wait.
Thepoetvividlyandbeautifullgmploysmageryndsymbolisrodepictman'scontinuoudramandfight
withfate.Heendswitharhetoriquestiorastowhethemweshallgobackintimetostreamlineurwasted
chanceslThetoneispensiveinformativandcompliant.

Thepoemhasallthenecessaryeasondorbeingtheeditor'shoice.
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dedicated to giving literary enthusiasts a platform for their
work, welcomes submissions for her February 2021 Edition in
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-Short Story

-Flash Fiction
-Poetry

-Essays

-Children’s Literature

The Submission windows is open from 1st of December to
14th December.

Response times is typically within 4 to 5 weeks after
submission window closes.
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Writers Space Africa Editor's Note

EDITOR'S
NOTE

person is born every other day with every other breath they take. Life is the most beautiful of

things; yet in certain contexts, it is the cheapest of things. There are certain elements that mak

ife worth every moment of being; like how the human ability to Love and Sacrifice breaks the
bounds of expectation and reality; or how Failure and Solitude will always be ingredients that form th
base for the breakthrough of potential and success. All of life is a lesson in Transition and overcomin
Fear; a lesson in Reconciliation and the discovery of Self - we are nothing without our Identity.

Despite this burst of being, of existence, like a faithful friend Fate will meet us all; we will part when v
meet with Death; and for us for whom life means all things, we will find purpose in every moment of
Rebirth and (for those of us who do) hold out our belief in an Afterlife.

As deliberate writers, we bend the rules. For us, time and life are a constant and we forever live even
when we are gone. All of life is resilience; all living is resilience and as such, we will always be a
resilient people for whom a chance at another moment of being will always be a chance at living a life
worthwhile.

Alwaysemember,
Ubuntu.

Nabilah Usman
Chief Editor

www.writersspace.net
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Short Stories

Agboni Christiana
Nigeria

look at the rail thin woman

lying on the narrowhospital

bed.ldonotwanttolook,butl

do, againand again.My mother

hasliterallypecomea shadowof

herself. She smiles, and | start

cry.l wantto laya handoverher
mouth,so | won'tseethe smile.
Despitethe haggardnessf her
facehersmilesstillpotent.

"Uyomidon'tcry,comehere,"she
whispersand | draw closerto
her.

“ltsokaytobesadfora whilebut
thinkofwherd amgoingWherd
willbe waitingto seeyouagain,
afteryou'velivedfora longtime,
of course."She chuckledlightly,
and her bodyis rackedby dry
coughs immediately. | dash
towardsthe minihospitalfridge
wedgedetweerhebedanddoor
togiveherwaterShesipsslowly,
then she sighs and lies back
down.

Mother has been telling me
storiesnf Godandeternitysincel

Heaven

couldwalk.She sayseternityis

life afterlife. | tell her | do not
understandwhythereshouldbe
lifeafterlife;wehavenotfinished
livingtheonewehaveonearth.

"ItistobewithGod.Godwantsall

who believe in Him to spend

Writers Space Africa

eternitywithHiminheavenAway
fromthiswickedvorld.shesays,
inanswetomyquestion.

She talks about mansions,in
differentcategoriesgrownsthat
shine as brightlyas stars and
streetpavedwithgold.
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This fascinatedme; | walked
about dreamingabout wearing
crowns, being addressed as
princesdéJyomi.

Shewouldalwaysgo on,andon
abouthowwewillnotsufferlack,
or wantin heavenSufferingwill
cease.Nopain,no tears,andno
death.| cannotwrap my mind
aroundthe fact that we will not
lackanythingnheavenThemore
mothertalkedaboutheaventhe
morequestionshadtoask.

"Uyomithe waysof Godare not
thewaysof man.Becarefullest
you be temptedto go astray."
mother delivers this gentle
rebukewitha smileWhenweare
toldin churchto imitateChrist,|
think of mother.Her smile,her
demeanor. If she were born
duringlesustimeonearth)have
no doubt that she would have
been among the women who

gatesyou haveto passthrough
beforeyou reachthe throneof
God.

"And my dear children, we're
going to sing in heaven.How
beautifullHeproclaimassweat
trailsdownhisface.
"Andwhatelse?ask.

"Whatdo you mean,what else.
Don'tyou like singing?"He asks
withsteelinhisvoicel decidenot
topursuetfurthemwithhim.

Short Stories

moaned.He is lazy. His mother
saysso.

“Toescapethispaininmyleg.To
notsufferorfeelpaineveragain?
| do not mind goingto heaven
today," Ifunanyasays. She was
involvedn anaccidentwhenshe
wasa babyand had brokenher
leg.lthadhealedadlyShewalks
withcrutchesow.
"Whataboutyou,Uyo?"1dokoasks
me.

"So, who wants to go to heaven?"

Heasks.

Weallraiseourhands.

"Then,youmustgiveyourlife to
ChristRoman:23says,forthe
wagesof sinis death butthegift
of God is eternallife through
JesusChristpurLord."Hereads
fromthe Bible.Weall standand
make the confession.We are

ministered to Him. A combinatibeaverbound.

of Mary and Martha. | think
mother'sname, Margaret,is a
goodfitforher.

InSundaychoolpurteacherMr.
Oche Samson tells us about
heavenHetalkslikehehasbeen

there,his passionis contagious.

He tells us about the different
angels;Michaelfor war, Gabriel
forpeaceandtherestofthemHe

evenknowsthe exactnumberof workingand working."Yohanna

Later, we discuss amongst
ourselveswhat we like about
heaven.

"Toeatalll want.Thereis hardly
foodat home,"Olamidea short,

plumpirlsays.

"To sleep all day. I'm tired of

“"Me?"l feignignorancandclear
my throat.They nod and draw
closeto me as | bendmy head
slightly.

"I want to ask God some
questions/'say.

Theyopentheireyesinshock.
"God!Do you knowwho He is?"
Olamidasks.

"He'dGodgsilly.""dokadnterjects.
“| wantto ask Him why there's
only singingin heaven.| don't
wanttogetbored.Ttellthem.

"Youshouldhave askedteacher
Oche.lfunanysays.

"Heis not God. Mamasays God
hasall theanswers,! tellthem
withselfimportance.
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"ldonotthinkwewillsingallthe
time. BesidesseeingJesusalone
is enoughforme.Whatmoredol|
want?'Ele,aquietgirlsaysWedo
notsayanythinggainl stillhave
myreservationsboutheaven.

Asl| sitby Mama'shedsidein the
hospitall thinkaboutheavenl do
not have the reservationd had
when| was a child in Sunday
schoolyearsago.l donotthinkof
askingGodanyquestiondMama's
absolutefaith has made me a
believer.That, no matter what,
heavenis a placetobe.l seeher
cheerfulnesthroughheterrible
painsheenduresandit givesme

comfort.Her faith is a warm
blanket.

"Just imagine!l will see your
father again." Mama says
suddenly.l look at the wistful
smileon herface,and my heart
feelsall overthe place.l try to
picturemyfatherHediedwhenl
wasfive.Hispicturerestsonour
livingroomwallathomeAbrown
skinnedman with piercingdark
eyes, | look like him. He was
Mama'ssecondlove.Godis her
first.

"And all your grandparents,”
Mamacontinuesl| take herdry,
translucenhandin mine.Mama,
before her sickness, was an
ebonybeauty.Her skin glittered
andhervoicewaslikeabell.

Writers Space Africa

“Ican'twaittotellthemaboutyou.
You,a law studentand an adult
too."Shesmilesl wanttotellher
thatl donotfeellikemuchofan
adultthatlfeelnineinsteacbfmy
nineteeryearsButl cannofform
thewordsl sitholdingherhand,
tryingto prolongthe moment;l
know willcherishtforever.

| believe in God and heaven. | see

themreflectednmama'dife.She

loveslife, a vibrantpersonality.
Mama is a butterfly with the

prettiestof coloursThereis no

wayherleavingthisearthwillbe

the end of her life. She is too

precious, her energy too

beautiful,to be blackenedout

forever.
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| seeheavenin her smile,warm close her eyes and begins to

and golden.| see God in her snorequietly.
speechhowsheisquickiooffera
kindword,a helpinghand,to tell

othersaboutChristMamais the

Fiveyearsoflungcancerpfpain,
and tears, while mama turned
posterchild for the sayingthat, unrecognizablbeforemy eyes.
youcannotofferwhatyoudonot Fiveyearsof mamanevergiving

have. up hope,evenwhenpainturned

| knowthe journeyhas started.

Short Stories

youngagain,beforecanceraged
her prematurely. Then |
rememberher tellingme once,
that there will be no age in
heaven.l wantthat for mama.l
knowl willnotseehereyesopen
againNotinthisworld.

Mama is finally going to meet the

"Godthatis callingmehomewill hereyestoslitsandhermouthto
takecareofyou.Youdonotneed a bloodiednessas shebitonit.
toworryonebit.Youdonotneed Sheknewfromthe firstdayshe
tothinkaboutthewhy,remember would not surviveit. Yet, she

thatHiswaysarenot..." never waveredin her abiding
"Our ways." We complete it devotionto God, she tookit all
together. We're crying and withgoodgrace.Mama'sfaithis
smilinghow. like a spring. Refreshingand
"Keepaneyeonmymansionand continuous.

crownmama.'l tellher.Shenods Asshesnores) watchherface,

with all seriousnessThen she she looks so peaceful;almost

Godshehaslovedall herlife.To
thehomewhereshehadalways
longedfor. Two feelingsmerge
insideof me.l amsadandhappy
at the sametime.| finallyknow
how something can be
bittersweetl sit by my mother's
bedandwatchas shetransitions
intotheafterlife.
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Article

Zambia

The 3™ African Writers
Conferencéookplacein Lusaka,
Zambiafrom5" to 7" November,
2020- the year in which the
continenthad to adjustto the
global Covid-19 pandemic.
Followindhealthguidelinespnly
fifty people were physically
allowedto occupythe libraryat
theFrencHCulturaCentrewhere
theeventwasheld,fromthe 400
whohadregisterednlineto be
thereTheentireconferencevas
streamed on Facebook Live,
startingwiththeopeningvening
session on Thursday 5th
November. Twenty countries
tuned in. The theme of the
‘The African
Identity', and so, this Writers

Conference was

Mingle(online-only3essiorwas
about just that: defining the
African identity and its

Telling Our
Stories OQurselves:
The African ldentity

Namwanja Margaret Chikwabi

hoursandsixminutes- because
noonewantedttoend!

Moderatingproceedings
wasAnthonyOnugbafounderof
Writers Space Africa and
ExecutiveDirectorof the African
WritersDevelopmentrust,who
travelledo ZambiafromNigeria
fortheconference.

On what Africanidentity
is, what emergedwere i) our
physical characteristics: kinky
hair, melanin,from the darkest
blue to the palest white; ii)
stereotypegmposednuswhich
end up being part of African
identity, such as images of
starvingbabieswithfliesacross
their mouths, corruption,
HIV/AIDStc.jiii)havinga lovefor

Writers Space Africa

you;iv) howyoushowthe world
whoyouareandhowtheyseeyou
fromwhatyouportray.

With regardsto African
identityandcontemporargrts,it
wasnotedhatcontemporarnrts
must be about showing how
society is in the present moment.
Inotherwordscontemporargrt
should speak to and bring
attentionto the realitiesof our
communities as they are.
Howeverthereisa bemoaningf
artistsnowgoingfor thingsthat
willgivethemfameandmonetary
success quickly. For example,
using 'choice words', in their
writtenwork,that appealto the
Westernworld; writing stories
thatcatertocommerciaduccess
andglorifiesthe Westerndea of

the continent, being engrossed iwhat Africais. We write about,

relationshipwith contemporary her problemsand solutionsjv)

anddefineourselveas,Africans

arts, especiallywriting.Seventy self-love:understandingvhere basedonhowsomeonelsesees

participantstook part in this youcomefromandhowyousee us,insteadfusdictatindhowthe

Zoonmsessionhatwentonfortwo yourselbeforeanyoneelsesees worldseesus.
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Theclarioncallistowrite
ourstoriespottoimpressthers,
but to be trueto ourselvesThe

Followingthis was the
firstsessiomof the daytitled'An
EmergingAfrican Identity'. The

callis alsoto not put limitations panelistswere young Zambian

on ourselvesas writers,but to
expandourimaginatiorand our
visiomoftheworld.

The morningsessionon
Friday6" Novembebeganwith
Ms. MaritaBanda,poet, author,
co-foundeofNetworkorSociety

writerdancludingMs.FiskeSerah
Nyirongo,who contributedan
articlédoTwawezaa collectionf
twenty-fournon-fictionAfrican
storiespublishedhisyearbythe
African Writers Development
Trust and is availablefor free
download. Moderated by

Article

colonialismvereidentifiecdasthe
greatestinfluenceson Africans
andAfricaThefearisalsothatin
fifty years'time, our languages
willbelosttoEngliskaendwemay
befightingorspacesnmajority-
whitecountries.

The afternoon session
was on The MediaPerspective'.
Mrs.VictoriaChitunguhistorian,
author, previous Director of

TransformatiolSOTRANE)and journalistand radio personality Lusaka National Museum and

foundingChairpersomf Writers

Mr. Jacob Kabwe,some of the

SpaceAfrica(Zambiawelcomingissues tackled were how

the speakers, panelists and
attendees to the Conference.
SpeciaWelcomingemarksvere
givenbytherepresentativeFom
the National Arts Council Ms.
Ruth
Simujayangombef the Zambia

Mwiche Chikungu.

Reprographic Rights Society
(ZARRSO)and the Director of
AllianceFrancaiseNailMuniglia
also gave their remarkswhich
centred on the importanceof
freedonofspeechintheartsthe
role of public curiosityin the
successof eventssuch as the

emerging writers describe
African identity, how world
events have changed African
identityandhowmuchcontrowe
havehadinforgingheidentitywe
haveas AfricansThediscussion
brought out identity as being
complexand dependenbn who
definest.

current curator of Choma
Museumspokeaboutthe value
and priority that we place on
ourselvesas Africansin media
spacesForinstancepnZambia's
nationaltelevisionbroadcaster,
ZNBCthereisanhourof newsin
Englishln contrastthe newsin
Zambia's seven main local
languagessallottediveminutes
each, and is presented in
successiorAnhourin Englishof

There'sthe Euro-centric informationbeing given to the

viewofAfricapasedonprejudice,
slavery and colonialism, with
Africandeingintheperipherabf
anyandallnarrativeslhere'she

AWC,importanceof networking Afro-centrigiew,whichis about

andbringingvalueto the writing
and publishing industry, and
urging writers to write
authentically about African
culture.

centeringAfricaand Africansin
narratives, and there's the
Africanistiew whichisuniqudn
its own space and is about
bringingbalanceto howwe see
ourselvesChristianityslamand

publicand only five minutesof
that same informationin Lozi,
Nyanja, Luvale, Tonga, Bemba,
Publisher,
onomasticiangultural heritage

Kaonde, Chewa.

expertfounderandserieseditor
of the Encyclopediaf African
NamesMr.ChandaPendaspoke
aboutprivatemediabeingmore
aboutpoliticghanartsThereisa
neglectnfavourofsensational
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headlines that are relationbetweemowyesterday John T. Njobvu,renownactor,

politicalor scandalousn nature; andtomorrowlhewritershould
things that are seen as not be boxedinto 'this is the
commerciallynore viable than beginningndthisistheend'.
the arts, especiallybooks and

writers. Mrs.Chitunguywhospoke

economistgivicactivistandpoet,
as well as Mr. ChandaPenda.
Mrs. Omokhodion-KalulBanda
emphasisedthe importanceof
usingtherichinformatiormf our

after Mr Moyo, posited that Eurberitagenmuseumandnational

On the last day of the centrism informs academic
conference,the first session's discourse when it comes to

archivesto mine new stories
aboutourselveandouridentity.

titlewasTheAfricandentity-An writing. The centres of power aMr.Njobvwrgedheattendees$o

AcademicDiscourse'lntangible Europeanacademicinstitutions.

CulturaHeritag&xper{UNESCO As a result,this createsa bias
Certified), poet, lecturer and becausethe measuringape for
founderof KaluluKreativezMr. quality and accepted (and
GankhananiM Moyo submitted acceptableworkis not herein
that all cultural spaces are Africaandit is not African.The
interlinkedndborrowiromeach questionis thenput:howdo we
otherithereforethereisnosuch talk of an African identity in
thingas culturapurityHeadded academic discourse if the
that political identity and measuringstickis not African?
boundariesre a falsesenseof Howdowechangehenarrative?
identity for the African. For The authoritiesreferencedand
instance,the Chewaceremony, consultedin African academic
Kulambajn Zambiaalwayshas workmoreoftenthannotarenot
peoplecomingfromMozambiqueAfricans.In pre-coloniatimes,
andMalawtotakepartinit. Africansveregroupedntoclans,
not tribes. Clans cut across
For the African writer, culturalgroupingsin terms of
whatisimportanto knowisthat languageput withthe arrivalof
identityisfluid,itisnotstaticOne the EuropeansAfricansbecame
writeshecausssomeonelsehas categorisedndertribes.’
writtenthismeanswehavetobe
awareofourculturabpacedobe A panel discussion to
able to write fromwithinthem. wrap things up followed.This
Theroleofthewriteristoexplore included Mrs. Natasha
complexities, to question our Omokhodion-Kalulu Banda,

redity, our space and inter- authorof No Be FromHia, Mr.

embraceraditionatdressesand
Penda
remindedheaudiencdotakeup

African names. Mr.

the fight for a positiveAfrican
identityand not lookto the West
or Europeto tell our stories,in
academiandingeneral.

To cap it all off wasthe
vote of thanksby Mr. Anthony
Onugba, as well as the
announcemendf the winnersof
the 2020 African Writers Awards.
ForCreativeNon-fictionQladejo
Oluyemisifrom Nigeriawon for
EachLittleOne.Poetrywaswon
byDuruNnekaloyceNigeriafor
Odeto the BlackbirdHaiku)The
DramaAwardwent to Asoloko
Gloria Akayi, Nigeria, for Who
Knows Amanda?This year the
Wakini Prize for Children's
Literature was expanded to
includethreewinnersFirstPrize
went to Madeha Ezekiel Malecela
fromTanzaniafor ScaredLittle
Boy.
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ThesecondventtoBlessind\liyu for children'ds.iteraturan 2019. the narrativesthat are put out
Tarfa from Nigeriafor Sophie, Attendindheconferencéoowas there about Africa and about
WhatDoYouSay?Thethirdprize AndreaMatambowho won the Africans. In the words of
wentto HalieoMotanyandrom 2019 AfricanWritersAwardsfor PresidentObama,“we are the
Lesothofor Hessyand the Lost Poetry. changewe'vebeenwaitingor.”
Tooth. Halieo, who is also a

passionatefilmmakertravelled This 3 African Writers

to Zambia, especially for the Conference in Lusaka was a

conference. On hand to presenvebrant, exhilarating and

visiblyshockedHalieotheaward profoun@dventTheonusisonthe

was Zamhban Marjorie Moono African writer to grapple with

Simuyuniwinnerof the maiden uncomfortabldruths, take the

editionof the WakiniKuriaPrize baton and be the change agent in

Namwanja Margaret Chikwabi is a Travel Consultant turned freelance Book Editor.
She runs Rosebud Editing & Proofreading Company. The company offers editing and
proofreading services for books, magazines, academic papers, articles, etc. She co-
founded and was Editor in Chief of Arise Zambia Magazine. This is Zambia's first ever
youth-dedicated magazine published by the Seventh-day Adventist Church in 2015.
She is currently the Assistant Chief Editor of Writers Space Africa (WSA) Magazine.
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Bridging
Panorama

Simon Ng'uni

Zambia
one day, “tomorrow never comes” there is still a future outside of time
a between. knowledge and understanding
as formerly vague. loops of ambiguity voyage which only unbreaking suns can reveal
time

In celestial eminence,
with clarity — this knowledge of good. and evil,
has no place to run.

when all things have played out as they should,
this is the final frontier
— the last unmapped country left to discover

here forthwith,

wrongs have been righted

— fruit from rightful tree will be disemboweled
and savoured —

rightly.

everything restored, back to its rightful place.
no need for things

that slither and crawl

the underbrush. or moons dying

from sadness. nor absent suns

from overwhelming grief.

then, the veil of eternity laps across time —
fulfilling the space upon which it hovers.

here forthwith,

when | am done making music from the silence
& unanswered questions remain

each day is a sunrise
with a new meaning to all of history.

inexhaustible.
then a thousand
then more
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Balcony

Isaighy Adepoju
Nigeria

Yesterdaynthebalconylaskedgrandma
Whereshewouldjoif shefallsflatfromhere;

Shesaidamonghemercurgloudwhere
Herscarswillbecoveredvithvapors:

Whergrandfathecannoteachwithhisrod.

Iwouldhavetoldherthecloudsareforangels
Andnot a brokensackwitha serratedcut on
thighs

And kneesand the cornersunknownwhere
bloodlots;

Andnotforarchedackslushindlood
Withtheirbrokertoothdownthesewers.

Perhapafterlifasforthosewhosdid
Arewearyandblood-coatedithterror
Mygrandmaaidshe'sreceivedoomuchblows
tocount;

Too muchinsultto name,and too muchtorn
wrappersiownthequietstreets.

Perhapafterlifasforburnigrandmothers
Trappedinderafallenlog-burntoashes.

Poems

How Grandma Sees
Afterlife From

Afterlifesasafeharborforchildren
Standingvertheilimblesparents;

Forwivediredonambulance'screechingres;
Forhusbandsumblingverbottleofbooze;

ForBoko-haramictimsrunninglike handleof
pincers-
TheigravedormingheMaiduguninap.
Perhapd\fterlifasagiftwrappedvithterror.
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The
Other Side

Trisha
Uganda

AcrosdheRiverStyx
Farwithinthedeepbowelofearth
Thejourneyoeternitypegins
EnteringhesunlespalaceofHades
Relinquishingllmypastpains
LongindorthepeacefulnessfElysium
IsavedmypenniedorCharortheBoatman
Forwardoanewbeginning

Everlastinguietrest.
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If you
Afterlife

Shuaibat Muhammad-Raji
Nigeria

If you ask me about afterlife,

I'll tell you tales retold from generation to
generation.

A tale modified by your actions.

A tale of life after death.

If you ask me about afterlife

I'll tell you it's a place of dread and
helplessness,

and hopelessness is a chant you hear
everyday.

it's filled with nightmares with no beloved to
cradle you back to sleep,

telling you everything will be fine when you
open your eyes.

If you ask me about afterlife

I'll tell you it's a place of raging infernos where
homosapiens will serve as it's kindlers;

where mama's hug won't be existent.

and Papa will be busy accounting for the dime
he swindled,

and Imtiyaaz, your best friend will be sweating
from seeing his worldly records.

If you ask me about afterlife,

I'll tell you it's a place filled with beauties,
untainted beauties created perfectly by the
greatest creator.

Poems

Ask Me About

A place where there shall be no sadness and
tears but happiness.
A place beyond the description of man.

So, if you are asked about afterlife,

tell them it's a two way lane to the final abode;
A lane of eternal dread or eternal peace,

and nothing else will matter except that which
you've done.

Where even an atom of good and bad will be
adjudged by the greatest of all judges.

Tell them it's the final abode where the truth
shall unfold and prevail.
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Lagbaja

Akinmayowa Shobo
Nigeria

Chief Lagbaja,
Our illustrious son is alive

So alive, he is
To his beautiful Oyinbo wife, sons and dog
Yet he died,

That fateful day, our votes did indeed count.

So dead, he did die
The moment he rose to the hallowed chambers.

Nothing else would matter
He was long gone

Never to be bothered

By our heaping litanies.

At his feet, our rarest stones

He erects the tallest hanging gardens
Across the sun, we hear

Amidst the slums, dumb and scums
He has come to create.

Today he walks among his creation
Completely numb and dead.
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GENRE: SHORT STORY

TITLEOLD SOJAS NEVER DIE

WRITEROLASUBOMI OLUMOFIN, NIGERIA
REVIEWER:OLANDA KUEI P. MACUEI, SOUTH SUDAN

“Baba,whenl growup,l willbecome Sojalikeyoubecaus&ojascanneverdie.”Boldly| claimedhestandofmyfuture
dreamandmyforevetifetimeSojaofSojasheroidatherembracedneinhisarmswithpride Asareade@amongther
readers|recalledhepieceofadviceatmyfather'suneralinconnectiobotheAfricarsettingofthisstory.

“Macuewasandisagreatteacherasoldierwhofoughtandservedheentirenationpotjustus.Paulisnotdeadhehasyou

andyourlittlebrothertorelivehimon.ltdoesn'matterwhetheryou'rea girl,youcandoanythinglookafteryourmother;

sheisalreadydeadaliveYourfather'sleathwilldeeplypaintheentirenationwithregretiheverydayyoudecideodepart
wayswithhisrighteoupathsasyouturnleft.Fornowhisworkisdonehereandhehasbeencallecdbywhobroughhimhere
torestorcontinudisbeautifulifeafterhere.(RIPBABA).

Onecouldn'emotionallipesitatdowardsuchauniqueandstyledpieceofcreativewritingthusuncontrollablyermitting

myrecentandchildhoodnemorie$o stronglylashin mindduetothisanonymoudeadlythreatuponthededicatiorand

confrontationfdeathasthemajorthemethathasbeenconveyedhroughthephrasatitleofthestoryOldSojasNever

Die.”

Perceptionfbeingaliveanddeadindependentlyarieshputatagenerabliewpeopleoftenbelieveheconcepbfdeathasa

one-wayrafficofnoreturnordivergenbnthesamepath;ithat'stheendofthebeginnindgutwithouthebeginninghereis

noend,viceversaHencetherelativephrasestatesthat,“everyfinishindineis thebeginningfa newrace.” Doesthis
statemendenatureéhenatureofourthoughtfubhurturefdeath?

Thereforethe authorhas entangledhe mainthemeof deathwith othervaluablethemessuchas life and war:thus,

heroicallyepresentedndrevivedthehistoricamemoriesfthebraveAfricansoldiersvhofoughtanddiedduringthe

pre-coloniadnd post-coloniaéra,in defenseof theirmotherlando alwayslive on for generationsThe powerand
weaknessesftheAfricarsoldierdeforeandnowis portrayedhesameintheeyesofdeathbutwhatalwaysmakethem
standouttallabovepveninthemouthofdeathistheirbolddeclaratiobhatOldSojasNevemDie“Onceasoldieralways..”

Furthermoredhe personahas skillfullyappliedperfectdiction,flashbacksymbolismand imageryto vividlypaintHD

memoriapicturesinthemindofareaderthroughdescriptivearrativén comparisonfthepresentpastandthefuture

beyondThetaleentailsthedetailsofa seasonajourneywetanddry)of lifevariablesat onepointofthetimeto another;
thusreflectonthedefinitdrustprocesoflifechangegrombirth,infancygrowthgdeathandrebirththat'swhyOldSojas

NevemDie“EgojustdielOldSojaTheyneverdie.”

Notonlyisdeathdefinedasa naturafactoroflifeanda compulsorjumanraceofnocompetitiobutalsoa cruciapartof

lifethatisviewechegativelguetoitsnatureofhumarperceptiobhatsadlyappeardadeduglydestructivandveryoldto

beassociateavithordinarilyButaccordingothewriterdeathcanpositivelpepartofourdailylivesandthedeadcanbe
revivedrestructuredacktoitsinitiallivelystatebyrecoveringhepositivenemoriesfthepastandrelivethemfreshlyn
mindbecauséheattitudeofthemindsetowardsleathisthemostdangerousffectmorethandeathitself‘Whatdidn'tkill
mecouldonlymakemestrongerEmmanuelal.Somepeoplaleciddodiementallpeforedeathattackdhemphysically.
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theAfricansocietyancestrallpelieveghat“thedeadarenotdead’hecausevhileonewasstillalive theymusthavehad
theiridentityinformofchildrenwivesandpropertamongtherpossessionthatrepresenthemforthelegacytoalways
liveon.Ifatalldeathoccurswithouttnyaccountableemainspneishighlyhonoredhrougtritualandanimakacrificeso
starta wealthylifefromtheothersideafterdeathmarrywivesnameandrenamechildrerafterthemin ordertoremain
alive.
Conclusivelgverylivingthingdiesandwillalwaydlie;beithumansanimalsplantsEverythinghat'ssubjectedolifehas
a timeframeto go downthe sameroad.So let'shappilyembracedeathandbelieveit astherecyclingycleof life.The
invisiblepowertoconquerandrelivedeathistobelievethat,thesoulandthespiritcanneverbeseenortouchedafterthe
bodyislaidtorest.Theironictaleof“OldSojasneverdieleavesrhetoricauestionsffaithandhopein mind Fromitsend
question:WilloldSojaeverdie?”
“AretheAfricarsoldiershatdied,completeldeadaftermakinghemotherlandtandorstillalive?
“Don'lyouthinkthereisapossibilitpfasoulfubndspiritualifeafterdeath?”
“Doyouthinkonecanstillbealiveoveradeadbody?”
“HowdeadandalivedoyouthinkmamaAfricas;yesterdayodayandafter?”
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GENREEOLUMN

TITLELIFE AS WE KNOW IT

COLUMNIST: UGBEDE ATABOH, NIGERIA
REVIEWERRAUL WAMBUA, KENYA

“Lifeasweknowit" offersusaperspectivendeathpainlossandgrief.Contextuallgndwithdeliberatsubtlety,
it addressestselfusingwhatis otherwis@minougdo talkaboutlt presents realityfragmenthatwehumans
tendtooverlookThroughhestoryoflfeoma'sleathandtheirrelationshipyegettounderstantheintricaciesf

deathgriefandpain.

In a broadsense|it refersto deathbothfigurativelyandliteraryDeathis the cessatiorof life and all associated
processegheendofanorganism'sxistenc@sanentityindependerfromitsenvironmerdnditsreturntoaninert,
nonlivingtateWeobservaleadrelationshipsleadrealitydeadparentin@gmongtherinstancesackindife.

Whensomeondies,instinctivelywemourrthedepartedeforegivingthema befittingsendoff. Howwecopewiththe
deathof ourbeloveds directlyinformedy ourenvironmentigbedeobserveshrougha personakxperiencethe
traumaflosing lovedoneandhowit'sinfluencethythefactthattheirupbringinghieldedhemfrompainandgrief.
Thereis exploratiorof howourownineptituden fosteringgoodrelationshipsvithourfriendsonlyto regretand
acknowledgéheir centralityin our liveswhentheyare no more.Criticisms metedon our socialrelationsand
responsibilityourpeersTheserechildhoodriendsandgenerallpeopleveknowwhosexperiencesremoreor
lessthesameyetduetoonebeingonanofficiaBssignmentespitdheproximitywillnotseetheirfriendnsteadjoes
drinkingvithbuddiesLatertheyregrethisdecisionOurhumarncontacshouldnatteratalltimesandweshouldive
likeitmattersandfostersvarnrelations.

Importanthingto noteis that we oughtto live life as we knowit. We shouldnot hold backevenunderwhat
circumstancedhroughtherhetoricpresumablyscribbledn Ifeoma'sobituarythe personaseemslamentindyy
openinghattheyoughtto havevisitedtheirfrienddespiteheirscheduleThepointisthatweshouldiveinthenow
acknowledgintiepeculiaritiesfourlivesaswellasthatofthoseclosetous.

Thecolumnbeginshy statinga factof life.lt is a simplebutuniversabbservationf death.It isan explanatiomoth
objectiveandsubjectiveThesubjectivestatements inclinedto the personavhousesit as anillustratiorwithfar
reachingonsequenceendmostimportantlgymbolisignificance.
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Thepersonagainis,oratleastthoughtdeadto painandgriefThisis exacerbatetlytheirupbringingndespecially
theirclimatearoundheirfatherThefatherattemptsthroughallwayspossibletodisassociatthechildrerfromthe

experiencef deathandits consequentirama.We can deducethatit is humanto feeland we shouldnot shield
ourselvesrompainandfeelinggienerallySuppressioafemotionseturngohauntuswhichdoedittleornohelp.

Lifeasweknowitischallengingputourhumanitshouldalwaysiseaboveall. Appealingowhat'shumaneénusis of

paramounimportancenordertogivelifetohumanityPleasetrytomakeeachdaycountandcherishkeverymemory;
itjustmightbethelast.
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GENREEHILDREN'S LITERATURE
TITLEDEATH

WRITERHELLEN OWUOR, KENYA
REVIEWERPETROSE LESAOANA, LESOTHO

ehardestjuestionsoansweiarethoseaboutdeathbecauseleathissohardforanyofustounderstand&very

deathleavesagapincholeandapileofquestionsspeciallforkids Wheralidtheygo?Cantheystillthink2fwe

talktothemcantheyhearus?“Andwhyshewouldheverseeherbestfriendagainorwhytheywouldheversee
eachotheragain?”

Deathis illustratedis blackdormantreesas seenin thein blackandgreyskiesbackgroundlhemaincharacter,
NanajssadbecauséerfriendCate'wenttobewiththeLord.”
“HerparentdlidalltheycouldtohelphercopeTheydecidedhatit wasbesttotakehertohergrandmotheforsome
timewhereshewouldedistracted.”

Lookingatthegrandma'dehaviorit fulfilstherealityofblackpeoplewherea mothemplaysa dominantoleliterally
everytime.“Nanawasalwaysdelightedoseehergrandmaecausdhereshewasalwaydreatedikea queen...as

portrayedbytheauthor.

Thestoryiscreativelwritterwitha simplechoiceofwordghatchildrercaneasilyunderstandndconnectith.The
flowoftherelationship&ierarchynthestoryiswellrepresented.

Howevel feelthewritercouldhavedonebetterwiththetitle.ltappeardoodirectandrawforchildrenltalsoappears
togocontraryothesubtlerepresentatioofdeathinthestoryespeciallyvhenthewritersaidNana'sriend‘wentto

bewiththeLord"Ithink‘Cate’'woulchavepassedsabettettitle.

Nonetheles#'sabeautifustorythat'sworthreadingpverandover.
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GENREFLASH FICTION
TITLEEVERYONE'S FOE

COLUMNIST: JUSTINA OYEDEJI, NIGERIA
REVIEWERBILDAD MAKORI, KENYA

nlife,wehavegoalsandexpectationthatwehopetoachieveThuswesetforourselvesargetsanddeadlinedy
whichwehopetohaveaccomplishethemHowevemnesadbutrealistidhingisthatitisnevera guarante¢hat
allwhichweplanwillbeaccomplished]lthankdoeveryone'éoe death.

ThisiswhatJustindyedeji'dlashfictionEveryone'Soe,isaboutthatwhilemakingplansandsettinghegoalsand
resolutionanostofus- if notallofus- becomebliviousothefactthatthereis deathandthatit canhapperatany
time,anyplaceandatanymomentAndintheend,whenthisfoecomesandvisitsuswhohavemaderesolutionsyhat
happenmextisthatwearetakenona journeyfnoreturnWedieandthatbecomedheendof us,theendof our
resolutions.

Althought appeardgo be shortthelessonwhichwe getfromthisstoryis of greatimportancesomethinghatwe
alwayseedtohaveinmindbecausetisneveraguaranteéhatallwhichweplanwillbeaccomplished.

| wouldiketogivecreditandhighlighbnthestructurandstylewhichJustinaisedtowritethisflashfictionltisjust

amazingRightfromthetitle,totheintroductionptheperspectiveheusedtotellthestoryusingdifferenpointsof
viewtheending.Everythingnthestoryfallsinplacewell Kudoslustinal!
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GENREPOETRY

TITLEDEATH

WRITERPEACE OGEBOR, NIGERIA
REVIEWEROSEPH ODURO, GHANA

epoemDeathlsbotha narrativandspeculativanalysiofdeathintwoperspectiveshefirstbeingonethat

examinegleathfroma livingperson'pointofview;lookingat thepossibilityhatweliveonlyto die. Whenthe

personasays'anotheronegone,it presentdheideathatwhereasincomfortableleathhasbecomeroutine,
eachpassingninuteyeloseanotherWhythendowelive?

The secondperspectivepne on to whichmoreattentionhas beenput is the afterlife.SpeculativeanalysisThe
overridingndresoundinguestions,whatliesbeyondhecurtainoftime,whathappensnthatotherworld?tisthe
answettothisquestiorthattherhetoriquestionsnthepoemseekdofind.'Wherdsthere?heasksThesequestions
alsocomein specificallyo bringto ourattentiorthatwhilewelivein uncertaintywe die,retireandstillheadinto
uncertainty.

It is importanto notethe adverseuse of the techniqueof imageryin thispiece.lt is usedto givethe uncertainty
presentednthepoema body,a face,animagewemightdrawin ourmindsandunderstandz=romauditorymagesf
dirgeghatportrayagonytobeadsfsweatpurplekneeghatbuildatensemoodiothestarsthatwespeculatarethe
homeofourancestorandourowndestinatiorthewriterisdrawingurattentionohowdeathisabsurdpeaceeven
afterwedieisn'tguaranteed.

Giventhat the themebeingdiscussedittractsnegativefeelingsand couldeasilyinsightfear, it is importanto
appreciatdhe rhymeschemethat enhanceanusicalityand sustainsthe readersinterestSightout “wailingand
failing”‘'kneesanddeeds”;whereandthere”lt'sveryimportantokeepthereadethookedjiventheabsurditynthe
poem.

If weassumehatthedeadwatchoverus,thenwhowatcheverthem”owethendietowatchovertheliving?The
conclusiorsthatineithemerspectiveyncertaintisacommoriactorDeattmightbepeaceputitmightalsobegrief.
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