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DEDICATION 
To all those who have lost their voices, 

Who have lost the zeal to inspire, 

But fight on desperately 

Like one who is drowning and reaching for the life that 

is found in water 

 

To those, who by issues of life 

No longer have the urge to fight on, 

But deliberately keep their voices under their breath 

Hoping that one day the cock will crow 

 

To all those, 

Who like me, have every reason to let all just go, 

But will never give up so easily, 

Postponing the up till another day, 

That other day that will never come 
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INTRODUCTION 

There are times that thoughts flow in our heads and they 

fight within us, giving us the certainty that they want to be 

expressed. More often than not, these thoughts are not 

those that we can easily tell to others, usually because they 

cannot understand them or because we can never find the 

right words to express them in these times, poetry 

becomes our arsenal, enabling us to express thoughts of 

years in very few words. No wonder it is called an 

heightened form of ordinary language. 

There are times that our voices are suppressed by 

circumstances, whether directly or not. There are times we 

want to speak but our voices will never be heard. In those 

times, we just make sounds, hoping that our rhythms will 

speak the words that our voices cannot. There are times 

we gift our voices to paper and pen. While we become 

silent, our voices are echoed by what we have scribbled. 

“Voices and Echoes” typifies those times captured with 

these words. I hope that when my voice can no longer be 

heard, either because I become extinct or my voice is 



suppressed, these words will echo the words which I have 

kept in these work. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



1. LOVE IS A FIGURE OF SPEECH 

Life swept me across the sea 

And I a silly question it asked: 

What is love: a feeling, an act or words? 

Dumbfounded, lost in thought I looked, 

Unable to place it sound, rhythm or echoes. 

 

If love were a feeling, 

Why do some marriages last a lifetime? 

For we know that feelings may be true 

But hardly lasts forever: 

Sometimes a year, a month or even a day, 

At least I crushed on Victoria for just an hour! 

 



If love was an act, 

Why do I do good to those that proclaim their hate? 

Why do I sometimes hurt my lovers 

And do good to those in my archives of evil? 

Why do I act against His instructions 

When I profess my love to Him always in prayers? 

 

If love were words, 

Why do babes badmouth a guy, 

When in fact they are in love with him? 

Why did I sometimes raise my voice at One Great 

Woman, 

When my heart held no hate or thought of evil? 

Why did my mama hurt me with words 



Despite the usual “I love you, my son”? 

 

Is love a feeling, an act or words? 

If love were words, why does it have a language? 

If it were an act, why is it nurtured by soft words? 

If it were a feeling, why kind to those we love? 

Life has pushed me across the board, 

It has asked a question I cannot answer. 

I looked within and asked: 

Could love be a figure of speech? 

Hoping that in this, we all would find an answer. 
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2. LOST 

There is someone in me, perhaps a thing 

That says that happiness does not flow from 

things 

Whether he or it, in my ears always speaks: 

Follow your passion for happiness lies within 

 

Another one, usually from far away, 

Says things don’t bring joy but help us live 

For passion doesn’t fill the pot, 

Nor set the table for guests in times of feast 

 

Now doing good and the good conflict 

Money strives for my heart, and so does passion. 

Should I obey the latter to see where it leads 

Or follow the first and make myself a name? 

 

This is where I am today, 

Unable to bid either farewell 

Where making money sounds like life 

And my passion brings to mind a glimpse of hope 



This is where I am, lost within 
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3. TO PAMILERIN WITH LOVE 
 

The choice of a wife hasn’t been easy 

It isn’t because good women are scarce 

Or because I’m afraid to fall in love 

Far from it, God has blessed the world with many 

good women 

 

I have fallen in love with some, 

Played hide and seek in dark nights 

But there were days that things did not go well 

And boom, off they went, never looking back to 

fix the bridge 

 

I have crushed on some, 

Too terrified to speak my heart, 

Until the big boys came to steal the show, 

Making me the lover they waited in vain to have 

 

I have observed some from afar, 

Planning to shoot my shot as soon as I could. 

Alas! Some of them are modern feminists, 



Too important to birth you into this world 

 

There is one that bears your name, 

As calm as palm wine in an untouched jar, 

Beautiful to behold, kind in words, 

I tried to protect her ego and she slipped away 

 

There were many that came knocking, 

Those days in Bwari, expecting a magical 

opening, 

But one was waiting at home for my return 

And the knockers only wanted a substitute for 

few months, 

The one at home is gone, far beyond my eyes 

 

My love, be patient with me, 

I am searching a good mother for you 

One that will share our home with us, 

And love us unconditionally as we love her too 
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4. GOD! 
 

God, there are profaners of your name 

Who sell your name for gold, 

And harvest riches by painting you a 

businessman, 

You bless them still, not minding what they say 

or do. 

 

There are those that accuse you of murder 

Saying you are in a confab with the killer 

Who destroyed the firstborns of Egypt 

And burnt Sodom and Gomorrah to ashes; 

They do miracles in your name 

And have the biggest gatherings in the world 

 

There are those that do not know you 

Or have anything to do with your name 

Other than use it to defraud the poor 

And steal heavily from the rich. 

You love them still and will welcome them with 

open arms at their return 



There are those too lazy to truly know you, 

Flipping pages of the Bible like newspaper 

Always looking for words on marble to quote: 

Everything goes as long as the congregation is 

“blessed” 

“Ride on sir” is all they need to hear. 

You don’t mind who they are, you love them still 

 

Those that disvirgin your daughters, 

Filling them up with the “Spirit” through their 

private parts, 

They leave their wives at home, hungry for sex 

And search the congregation for babes to devour 

“Let me show you another level of grace” 

Is their anthem for removing pants. 

Thou alone knows their next victim 

Yet, most assuredly, you love them still 

 

God, you would not leave the sinner to hell, 

But would that your son died for them 

That hell’s mouth might be shut 

And your enemies brought home as sons 



This, indeed, you keep teaching us, is love 

 

God, teach us to love like you: 

To know how much love you have for us, 

And by the revelation of your love, 

In us, love might flow across the world. 
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5. THE REBEL 
 

Once upon a time, 

They said I had no respect for elders, 

The ones that defamed my Father 

And called Him series of names. 

For defending his name, they called me a rebel 

 

My brother loved my adversaries 

For reasons I will never know, 

He “killed” them in my presence 

And went behind to offer peace offerings 

I was truly stupid, I was a rebel 

 

One day, I became too powerful to be fought, 

They murdered my sons before my friends, 

And buried me in my absence. 

Emissaries delivered their words of rift 

That cut my skin to my last blood drop 

And then, I became too weak to rebel 

 

Today, I speak no wrong thing 



Neither open my mouth to say the right, 

Maybe I was a rebel, 

One that stood for the good, 

Joining no force with the enemies, 

Today, that good is gone 

And I have no reason to rebel again 
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6. CHEERS TO FRIENDSHIP 
 

They said “if music be the food of love, 

Play on and let me have excess of it” 

Today, I sing my song to my lovers, 

My friends of today and forever 

 

It was you that heard my tears 

When I laughed pretty hard 

And enjoyed all the plays of the moment 

You saw the laughter and heard the drop of tears 

underground 

 

It was you that provided the shoulder to lean on 

In those days of despair that I couldn’t go on 

You gave your bed to sleep on 

And freely shared your table at dinner 

 

You heard my voice without the opening of my 

mouth 

You it was who defended me boldly 

Even before seeing me to hear my part. 



That’s really what friends do 

 

You believed my lies 

And laughed at my dry jokes 

That’s indeed how friends do. 

Cheers, o friends, to years of friendship 
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7. THE SAGE 
 

There was once a young man, 

Who didn’t think his father much of a wise man 

He would his father was more sagacious 

Falling in the line of the town’s wisest men 

 

One day, he asked his father: 

Why don’t many come to you for counsel? 

They prefer to speak to your mates called sages 

And here, alone, you sit all day 

With no one to seek your thought or ask you a 

word 

 

With no emotion, the father replied: 

I birthed you a long time ago, 

Now at one score and half of it, 

You still do not know that truth repels 

And lies are a bosom friend of many 

 

I have spent a while on earth, my son 

At four scores and seven, 



I have spoken hard lines too bitter to swallow, 

I have spoken words that hurt the throat like gall 

 

So, son, if you do not see them here, 

It is because the truth is bitter 

And men grow fatter on lies and deceit 

Nobody sees me a sage 

For the speakers of truth are unwise 

 

The son went away happy 

Knowing that his father would be a fool forever 

For his loving father had taught him 

That men do not call a sage, one who is used to 

speaking the truth 
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8. BWARI 
I came here a total stranger, 

Called here in pursuit of knowledge, 

Unfamiliar with this ancient town, 

Bwari, the town of the rough roads 

 

But for four models on these rough roads, 

No one would consider you a part of this 

Territory, 

One would think you were some little village 

In the deeps of Sokoto, Nazzarawa or Katsina 

 

Like Lagos, men always in a hurry 

Heading nowhere but causing delay on the roads. 

I remember your market, like Oshodi, 

The one in which I almost got lost but for people 

 

Tonight, I remember how I walked those roads 

Perhaps never to return to you 

I came there a total stranger 

But left with memories of home 

21:08/ 26-10-2019 



9. KOMOT FOR HERE 
 

You con social media dey fom boss 

“New ride in my garage. Always on God” 

But na Ajegunle you dey soak garri wit ya pale, 

Bros, all na fake life, komot for here 

 

“You must refire to acquire your desire” 

“I started my business without a dime” 

You no go tell us say ya papa dash you raba to 

start ya hustle, 

Bros komot for here until you get something to 

yarn  

 

You sidan ontop chair dey ask jamb question 

“Tell me, why should we hire you?” 

Oga, my result beta pass ya own, 

Na leg you take get job, we know ya story 

Komot for here before I cast ya life 

 

Now you dey here dey beg for vote, 

For fifty-nine years, wetin we gain? 



You con dey make mouth because you wan win, 

Oga komot before I vex 

 

I dey talk to all of una 

Wey dey misbehave anyhow, 

We keep kwayet dey look una 

One day, we no go fit can again, 

We go vex stand up rake for you 
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10. CRY CHILD, CRY 
 

If one day you need to cry 

And let the tears out of your eyes, 

Cry child, cry 

Let no none deceive you 

That only weaklings cry in broad daylight 

 

If you have to weep out your sorrow 

Ever increasing from the start of days, 

Do not hesitate to weep, child 

For we all have days to wash our fears 

With our own very tears 

 

But when you are done crying, child, 

Ensure you are stronger, 

You tears mustn’t make you weak 

Instead, let it remind that you are human 

Gifted with powers to rise above tears and blood 

 

For we also, at times 

Have felt the need to cry out our hearts, 



We hid our tears, and sure enough, 

The experience is not one to tell with laughter 

Cry child, cry 

For holding the tears causes greater sorrow 
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