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DEDICATION

To you, dear Esama of Benin
In this heartfelt anthology, we celebrate the love, gratitude and admiration we hold for our dearest father, CHIEF GABRIEL OSAWARU IGBINEDION.
This work of art is dedicated to an amazing father, our first hero. Each verses intricately captures the depth and the impact of sir Gabriel Osawaru Igbinedion, and his legendary existence.
For you sir, verses and Rhymes " encapsulates the essence of your amazing deeds and the immeasurable impact you have on our lives, from instilling values to creating beautiful memories, these 89 poems beautifully express, our gratitude and admiration for the those times you went through thick and thin.
Let our words serve as a testament to the bond between we your children and you our father, as we celebrate your birthday.
We dedicate, Verses and Rhymes to celebrate you, in a way we know best.
Scribbling lines, filled with emotions just to convey our heartfelt gratitude and love.
We dedicate this work of art to you CHIEF GABRIEL OSAWARU IGBINEDION.













FOREWARD
When the call for submissions for this anthology began, I had no idea the magical and moving poetry that would come my way. As the submissions were gathered, I was overwhelmed and delighted to see that each poem brought a new voice to the table, each one distinct and vibrant.
In the pages of this anthology, you will find 89 unique and beautiful works of poetry. 
These poems bring into focus all of the wonders of life, both the joy and the sorrow. They shine a light on the human experience, bringing emotion, vivid imagery, and captivating stories.
This is a book of many voices and a powerful collection that will take you into a realm of reflection and exploration. I hope you enjoy every word as you journey through these works of art, crafted to celebrate the birth of a legendary father, whose name is as long as the sand.

The anthology has been in the works for long.
And now it's ready to readers, no bar 
Themes of love, life, and nature come alive,
In stunning words and beautiful phrases..
Is the work of many a heart and soul, to give this Anthology a life and cause.
That it reach far, high, and go on a roll.
I'm sure each poem would keep you glued to the next, until the last page.
Enjoy a beautiful collection of art.

Douglas Ogbankwa ESQ.








ABOUT THE CONTRIBUTORS
Different strangers came together and decided to each pen different verses and stanzas for a legendary figure, who has fought for this country and his nation at large.
A father, and A philanthropist. One whose name is now an household name.
The contributors of this amazing work of arts took out their time and devoted their pen in creating stories worth reading.
The contributors are glad to have their poems featured, on this anthology.



















ESAMA.
By: Etibo Orowo King Esq. 

From the hills of mount killi
Down to the  Nandi Hills 
Criss crossing Mount Drakensberg
To the sleeping Mount Elgon 

The philanthropic hammer of Esama
is heard loud, even at  summer
His handclap of knowledge strides
Is heard in the ocean tides 

Royal like the colourful rainbow
Large hearted  like the main bowl
of the Samuel Ogbemudia  Stadium 
An iroko standing in stardom
 
From the Victoria Water Falls
Down to the Tugela Water Falls
Running to the Malambo Water Falls

With a brief  stop over at the Blue Nile water falls
And a safe harbour  at the Livingstone Water Falls,
His business acumen and enterprise
is heard and felt.

This  is  Esama
Bring out the samba
Let's dance the mamba.

MY FATHER A RARE GEM.

Writing a  beautiful Rhyme Royal for you, from my heart.
not because what we've been through but because of the great father that you are.
and if it's about what you've been through for me, your child.
I'll only open my mouth wide, without saying a word but to shout.

A father like you is rare,
or What manner of father doesn't sleep,
when he feel his child is scared?
what manner of father doesn't eat,
when he feel his child is starve?
who feels better when the child is getting healed from sick.
Who stand in the gap to be rather blamed for the child's fault.

Should I write about your sacrifice?
is it the one you make for your beloved wife?
or the one you make for me, your child.
should I write about how you've been my solicitor..
an inspiration..
and my father in the Lord.
what manner of a man is this?

Your whole life gives glory to God.
Even in your place of work.
Should I write about how much the students loves you,
or I should rather write about, how you're been respected like a king here in our society.
or maybe I should write about the love in which you've bestowed upon all youths. 
the ones that yield and the ones that are yet to.

Should I write about your brilliancy,
your beautiful brain makes paper have a good look.
you as an artist, and dramatist a poet a playwright and also a biologist.
combining the inspiration of God to teach.
and the inspiration of nature to write..
I'm happy I came out from you..
you are a rare gem, truly.

What manner of man is this?
I can't just get enough of him,
what else will I ask for?
after having a father like this?
if it's to play, he's there for me.
if it's to read he's there for me.
if it's to study, there you will find him.

What manner of man is this?
I love you so much Daddy! I really do.
a thousand lines of poems cannot tell of how much I do.
you're not just a father,
you're a Friend, an helper. not just a friend but my best friend!
And because you never disappointed me being who you are.
I promise to be the dream you have for me.. and make you proud.

HAPPY BIRTHDAY Father!
© Kemistry 

Baba.

You're a father whose Bossom children find solace.
Your arm's are always wide open for the ones you call family.
You have protected the culture and traditions of the Edo kingdom.

Baba.
Your have fought battles without going to war 
Your voice had brought transformation and light to the people of Edo state and the world at large.

Your footprints are deeply rooted in the land of Edo kingdom.
Even generations and nation's on born would be amazed by your deeds.

Baba Eighty nine years ago you graced planet heart with your presence, now we are much glad you came.
God knew how much the world needed you.

Dear living legend.
Verses and rhymes are lines to birthed to celebrate you.
How you have touched lives, and still touching lives.

Baba happy birthday.
Lines are falling in pleasant places for you.
Cheers to more life, and prosperity.
Your wealth will not crumble
Neither will your health fail you.

Baba you're a father, a living hero.
Whose fought for his kingdom.
We celebrate you Baba.
Happy birthday.

© Kemistry




 KNIGHT IN SHINING ARMOUR
Dear father, I have never understood the pains you go through, just to give us the best.
I hated how tough and rough you were.
You never wore a smile on your face.
Just a face wearing tiredness from the days hurdles.

I never understood why you left early and come back late.
I didn't for once understood what it felt like to be a silent hero.
Who went to war without a sword yet bore scars he couldn't share. Because he's a father.

Dear father I'm now grown, and I couldn't help but face life on my own, now I understand why you never smiled, life wasn't fair to you, no matter how hard you tried. You were tossed around by the storm's of life.

Now I understand all the bullets you shielded me  from.
The battles you fought for me.
And those fears you took away, you made childhood a beautiful dream.

Dear father, you chested my flaws like they were nothing, walked me through life, until I'm strong enough to stand, even though I learnt the hard way
Epa, Uwese.
A thousand words wouldn't be enough to say thank you father.
I celebrate you, for those nights you didn't forget to discipline me, those times you held my hand and wiped my tears.
I celebrate those times you murmured to sleep, hiding your vulnerability from me and the world.
I celebrate those times you didn't relent in coming through even at your weakest.

My knight in shining armor, I celebrate you papa.
Fatherhood is incomplete without you.

© Favour 

DEAR FATHER!

Every daughter's first love- a love so pure and genuine.
The pillar of the family- one so immovable
The master of discipline- so stern but filled with love.
Dear father, your roles,you play so well and without stress expecting nothing in return.
You exude the strength of a thousand men in battle fighting and standing by your family.
your roles so underrated yet you play without bias.
creativity you lack not.
You are a bedrock of solutions to every problem.
Your strength is admirable as you fight battles, even those assumed to be above you.
The ability to love all your children without bias you wield greatly.
Having you gives an assurance of hope and happiness.
Dear Father, the strength and support to Dear Mother.
I hope life never fails you.
I hope you never lose your strength.
I hope you never lose your love filled heart and I hope you receive love more than you give
 I salute you Dear Father.

© Frances Richard


STRONG FATHER

Strong Father,my favorite one,	
I wouldn't even wish for another.
He makes everything align, even Character,
The cold hands of death, I pray wouldn't take that we might stay forever together.

My Strong Father, whose arms are shelter,
always gives and promises for better.
Even for chores, not fully dependent on mother,
I still wonder at how you hold so well the position of a brother.
I shouldn't bother, you'd always be stronger than copper.

As gentle as a dove,
other times same as leather, so tough.
He protects better than glove,
Even when times are rough, he makes things so soft, more than Puff.

A chaffeur, a farmer, a charmer,
a strong Father, more refined than the marmer,
if possible, all of earth should gather to make him feel better and show heartfelt laughter.
His love knows no bond, that's the reason we grow fonder.


INSIDE LIFE .

By: Douglas Ogbankwa Esq

When you fight and fight,
Know you don't own that life,
When your hands are tight,
And you give things light ,
Know you lose nothing,
When you give some thing ,
Rather ,you gain more ,
When your good awaits you in front .

Good to work hard ,
Better to work smart ,
Best to work in Grace ,
In this race ,
Count your gains ,
And relieve your pains ,
Know your place ,
In order not to  end up in disgrace,
Good is Fame ,
Better for you to tame your Fame ,
Because Fame can bring shame if not tamed .

Live a life of fun,
Always avoid the guns ,
Life is short ,
Enjoy it while it lasts,
You won't get out of it  alive .

Never keep a quarrel more than a day ,
Your debt always pay,
So you with out money any thing, with your reputation you pay ,
Value is not in the money,
Money is in the value ,
When you wake up every morning,
Know some one  woke up Mourning,
If your life is till running,
Say to the Almighty God,Thank You .

Life is more than you see,
Open your eyes to see,
Understand your Society and follow the Press ,
Else ,you will be a pawn in a complex game of Chess !




THIS IS NIGERIA.

By :Douglas Ogbankwa Esq.

This Is Nigeria,
Where salvation is free ,
But you have to sow seed,
This is Nigeria,
Where Bail is free  ,
But to go home you have to part with a fee,
This is Nigeria,
Where Charity begins abro.
wer and "Steal" carries a Power Bank,
Where a Kidnapped DPO payed ransome,
While they use your money to do foursomes.

This is Nigeria,
Where mad men Control traffic ,
And "sane" men obey the traffic,
Where people don't win Elections,
They are declared winners of the Elections,
Not by those who cast the votes,
But by  those who count the votes,
Controlled by those in charge of our security votes .

 This is Nigeria,
Where the more you look ,
The less you see,
Even when you come back from over seas ,
No one will be brought to book

This is Nigeria,
Where they want us to pray ,
While on us they prey,
Where to co-chair ,
Is to co-share ,
Where summarily killed are armed robbers,
While summarily made chiefs are pen robbers



















THIS IS BENIN .
By:Douglas Ogbankwa Esq. 

Welcome to Benin,
But when you get to Benin ,
Benin is still far ,
Only the wise understand this vibe ,
A people naturally nice ,
But don't take for granted their niceness,
Else what you do during the day you will account for at night. 

A people loving and lovely,
Detribalised people who do not brood on banal diatribes,
But who supports merit ,
And gives you,your due credit,
Give room for  all to rise ,
Inbued with rich culture and tradition,
The land of bronze casters 
And broadcasters
People of simplicity that holds themselves deservedly high ,
But don't treat them with highhandedness ,
Else you will see the other side of the coin ,
Never under estimate a Bini man,
Else you will have the shock of your life!

A People inbued with rich culture and tradition,
The land of bronze casters 
And broadcasters
Land of the reverred Palace  Chiefs and the Majestic Oba,
Custodian of the mores of a profound people,
Oba Gha' to Kpe re ,Ise !
















From when you heard our cries, 
You have fought on many levels, 
Mentally for the future, 
Physically for the structure, 
Spiritually for the salvation. 
And everyday you denied yourself, 
Telling everyone your back is stronger,
Sacrificed so much selflessly,
You forgot you had a self.
And while you battled to give us grounds, 
We weren't happy with the way you chose, 
But it was for us, 
You lived in servitude,
Even then it wasn't enough. 
And now you are gone, 
The warrior fell,
The hitman took a hit.
And though there was Terry after Bruce,
Terry was no Bruce.
I'll try to stand in your shoes,
With some of your art I knew,
And your shirt I stole from you.
This is not about capes and laser beams,
Super strength and lighting speed,
It is about the bread winner who is no more,
It is about you dad, you're the true Super Hero.











FRIENDLY ENEMIES

*By:Douglas Ogbankwa Esq*. 

Be careful those you call Friends  
That sit on the fence , 
When you on a defence, 
They are the reason for your defence .

A friend will stand through thick and thin,
When you are bothered by any thing ,
Whether emotional, 
Or ephemeral, 
Life is a deep well,
That you should with sense dwell,
Never open up your flangs ,
Or they will bare their fangs ,
Tell them a secret, 
And they will  Bury you in secret .

Your family  are your true friends,
blood is five times thicker than water, 
Never make your family  your friends,
And your friends your family, 
At the end of the experiment, 
You will still come back to your family, 
Some times in a coffin,
Killed  by friends ,
No matter what happens ,
Your family  shall conduct your burial,
Some times your friends do not attend ,
A lesson about death, 
That should  teach you about life ,
Invest in family, 
divest from friends ,
Time honoured piece,
That pleases kith and kin ,
And even the spirits.





















NEVER GO DOWN

By: Douglas Ogbankwa Esq.


You think you are smart,
Until you are smashed ,
The harder you come ,
The harder you fall,
You can not break ,
What you did not make .

Pyramid of pain ,
Ponders my soul,
The things you do to cause me pain,
Brings me gain and fame,
I wonder why God loves me So.


I am not perturbed by chasm of subterfuge,
Because the Creator of the heavens and earth is my refuge ,
When evil you are planning ,
Remember there is master planner ,
If you say for my sake you will not rest ,
You will be laid to rest ,
Do not fight grace 
Else you end up in disgrace.

ADULTHOOD

I wish I could go back to childhood, because this hood nor dey friendly.
As a child, the street wasn't as strict as it is now.
I had days I smiled without Lumps of pain.

In this hood, na survival of the fittest, no be Liverpool when nor dey Waka alone, for this hood, na every Mallam with him cattle.

I miss those days, where the only worries I had was wicked Chemistry teacher, I miss those days where, I could dance in the rain, but now I get drained everyday by the storms of life.

I'm tired, tired of this hood.
Where father and mother no longer see me as a child, rather another bills to pay.

I'm tired, take me back to those days, where my eyes weren't tearing every night, take me back to those days where childhood was fun.
Take me back to those days where, I love you came without expectations.
Adulthood na scam, I'm tired of getting played by life.

Take back to those days where friendship wasn't defined by the money in someone's account.
Take me back to childhood, adulthood don tire me.

© Kemistry.






DEAR MAN
 Dear man, 
You are not just a human
You go through alot of ordeals
Yet you cannot break down
Less you are seen as a weakling

You are no super man
Yet the world expects you to be super strong all the time.
Vulnerability seems like a curse.

Every day the scorching sun,
Begins and ends with you.
Just so you could hear papa say,
My son well done.

Several times you had to wear a smile
Despite the many miles
You had trekked to get bread

While everyone is wining and dinning
You are lost in thoughts
Wondering from where the next bread come out from would.

With each growing year
The responsibilities keeps growing,
And you have to keep attending to them all.

Dear man you aren't made of iron,
Neither are you made of metal.
Yet you are tough
And you keep scaling through rough hurdles

You are amazing and unique
You are a God dwelling on earth
Dear man you are free to cry too
You have been strong for too long

Dear man the society has made you
Into what you are not 
You have blood flowing through your veins

Dear man.
Here is just a reminder to cry, your eyes are tired of holding back the oceans in them.
Take a breathe, and let those steam out.
You are doing exceedingly well.

Dear man.
Your shoulders are aching from the responsibilities they carry.
So rest when your legs can't carry you anymore.
Your pace isn't too slow

© Kemistry




THE PAST DEFINED 

Have you ever taken a second to linger on why, how, and what provoked the past to happen? And what the past made out of you instead of what it took?
The past is an old man sitting on a broken rocking chair, so comfortable enjoying the scenery.
In our eyes, we feel the past was just fate dwindling our hearts, making a name out of our anguish for itself. We ponder on why it had to be us and what we did to procure sure ills. 
The question is why not you and why not me?
Who else would fit the space?
Who else would fill the jar?
Whose eyes should've torn these tears?
Whose legs should've journeyed these paths?

Look past the end game, there's always an end anyways… lol 
Look inwards into what can be made, what can be changed, and what is graced in your life
For as long as you disseminate yourself from limitations
Life gives you an automated exaltation

Dry out the noise, listen to the peace in your voice
Let the music of the seas be your peace
Though the past had its piece  
Let your source of glory be your peace. 

Nuel.






 








MONSTER SHE MADE

Sister Amaka,
Abeg I wan take my siesta.
I nor go fit touch your breast. 
Fiam!!
Sister wouldn't hesitate to render me speechless with a slap.
She made me suck her jug of horniness until she was filled up.

Sister Amaka moaned like a pig.
For many years, I couldn't sleep without pills
Because I heard her disgusting moans every night.

You asked me why I couldn't tell?
Shey if I tell you say I don begin fondle breast from twelve you go believe?
Sister Amaka, the choir Mistress, turned herself into my mistress, after singing blessed be the name of the Lord.
She locked me inside the toilet making me give her a head.

She turned my childhood into different stages of pornography.
She used me at her own will.
After all, daddy and mummy were too busy doing missionary journey
While they left me to the mercy of sister Amaka, if only mummy and daddy knew how good I was in missionary, after all I be sister Amaka dispatch Rider.
My riding skill na top notch from twelve.

Yet you ask me why I couldn't tell?
I didn't enjoy getting used, abused and misused.
I couldn't change my fate, up till date I feel abused.
So don't you dare say I refused spilling.

When you all say I'm supposed to be a man, but you all didn't remember I was supposed to be a child before becoming a man
Now I'm a grown man with no childhood memory to recall.
Just bitter experiences of how I was used and broken with no one to fix me
I'm supposed to have been a child before becoming a man.
But now I'm the monster she made.

© KEMISTRY





















JUSTICE
My name is Justice
I used to be wealthy
Priceless, if another word could suffice
I was all my name needed me to be, pure, valiant and always right. 

Till the night I lost my influence to the violence of power
And my riches to the perfume of mints in countless bonds. 

Then I had to revamp
I was going too broke 
Too irrelevant in my hometown
I made a few calls, to regain my spot in the high ranks for the best bidder. 

Now I'm leaving the life
The best bidder always get my better part 
And the other party, wails out to my name
 ~Justice will prevail~ 

I always prevail
Just a notch higher than my original self this time around.
He who seeks me now 
Must break a bank 
Especially in my hometown. 

Oh, don't say I don't have a conscience
I do, fortunately
Unfortunately, my conscience grows pretty concise,
At the mention of a juicy price.

I'm Justice
Now, a richer one...
©Nuel🖋️





























 LOST
Million miles away,
I'm lost on my way,
Left home at early age,
To escape this bad stage,

I look to the sky, searching for a clue,
I feel so alone, what should I do?
I miss the familiar, the faces I know,
I'm a long way from home, lost in the flow.

Dad said I'm a star,
But I can't find myself in the sky,
Mom said I'm a blessing in disguise,
It's still a mystery to me,

I'm searching for answers, a path to take,
But the way forward is hard to make.
I'm lost in a sea of uncertainty,
Not knowing what my destiny will be,

I've been trying real bad,
Chasing my dreams,
But they seem to be running faster,

Though I may feel lost and confused,
I know my journey's not yet excused.
There's more for me out in the great unknown,
A future I'll find, all on my own.

But in the pursuit of what I desire,
I've found that I'm growing, growing higher.
My dreams may be out of my sight,
But I'm stronger, shining ever so bright.
























I NEED HELP.

Can you hear my silent screams?
so loud that they echo from my dreams.
I need help.

The ache rips at my soul.
My smiles disguises the hurt.
Hiding the pain.
Hiding the strains.
I need help 

Many a night I can't find the words that churns in my head... 
I hide under the influence of intoxicating affluence and for a second I forget about the world.

You would never know the constant pain I feel.
Because in the light of day it isn't real.
You would never know...I die slowly each passing day

Depression is suppressing.
It's a deadly hidden message.
It seals it's prisoners fate.
Luring me deeper into its darkness.
can you help?

I'm loosing it.
I need help!.
Everyday! A little less alive
Darkness envelopes my hopes.
I need help.
I don't want the powder no more.
It's lonely in here.
Will you help?

© Kemistry    
























HE GAVE HER EVERYTHING
He gave her everything,
But it wasn't enough,
Maybe include his pound of flesh,
To prove his love
But no matter what he gave,
No matter how he tried,
She was never satisfied,
And so he felt denied.

She'd take and take and take again,
His gifts she'd freely spend,
But it was never worth the pain,
A love that had no end. 

Daily he die slowly in silence,
He has no one to tell his problems,
So he locked away his pain,
Locked it behind a door,
But it just festered there,
Festering ever more.

Until one day it burst inside,
Revealing what was stored,
All the hurt and all the lies,
Broken and ignored.

Thank you for wanting more. It might be a bit dark, but I hope you like it:

He poured out all his sorrows,
All the hurt he felt inside,
Like a river overflowing,
And he could not hide.

He sobbed and sobbed and sobbed again,
Tears flowing like the rain,
Washing him clean of all his pain,
And he was born again.
Now he's made a new man,
And said goodbye to love,
As he draws a new plan,
To be the best for himself alone,

Gone was his desire for another,
No longer would he pine,
He'd focus on his own self-love,
No longer would he whine.

He'd built himself back up again,
A whole man from the ground,
He was happy in his own skin,
And he wore it with a crown.





BEHIND THE SMILES.

What lies behind the smile?
How many layers of rottenness has the wings of my smiles spread over?
Would you really stay if you see it?

Behind the smiles is a sight gory and disgusting,
Stories filled with dark and sad ending,
Hollows waiting to be filled.

Would you still stay if you see the dark fortress that surrounds  my world?
Folly is to believe that smiles are signs of happiness.

My world is a living hell,
It pleasures me with burns that will take a lifetime to heal,
Do you really want to grace my Hades with your presence?

My pillows are drained with oceans of tears that drop from my eyes,
My bed is beautified with bright red that drip from my flesh.

Do you really want to crack through my defense?
Why not be content with the mask of fantasized happiness plastered on my face?

My smiles are like rays of sunshine,
Their wings spread over your night,
Enchanting it.

Yet, I'm living in gross darkness
filled with contours of uncertainties and depression.

This. Is. My. Life.
I'm an unending well people still drink from,
Yes, they find the satisfaction they seek.
I light people's candles with the furnace of my hell,
Yes, they glow while I roast.

There are no memories left of my identity,
I simply live each day like my last.
Behind the smiles,
Lay debris of sorrows and fermented sadness.

Hidden behind the smile is a face engulfed in terror,
Worst nightmares and a face painted with blood from the eyes,
designed with scars and bruises from the struggles of survival.

Kemistry.












NIGERIA MY COUNTRY.
Blessed with the great river Niger.
Flowing with oil and ladened with livestocks.
But that's a blessing and a curse
Cuz our greedy government hate to see your haverst day
They'll steal your crops

Nigeria my country
A great nation where corruptions reign "rain" heavily
and everywhere is flooded with grief

Nigeria my country
Where you'll have master's degree and work as a slave
But need no good certificate to be the President

Nigeria my country
Where the electricity bill is like thorns in the flesh
it hursts, so they forcefully pull it out of you
Oh What an extortion

Nigeria my country.
Where the men in arms sworn to protect 
Drove many to their casket

Nigeria my country.
Where law is long dead 
And justice is a ghost so we don't see it
It only appears to the rich

Nigeria my country.
Where youths have to spend years trying to get certificate due to the poor educational sector.

Nigeria my country.
When every guy on dreadlocks is a fraudster
And a cyber criminal.

Nigeria my country.
Where people were slaughtered like cows cuz they tried to reincarnate justice.

Oh Nigeria my country!
Once the giant of Africa.
Oh Nigeria.
Where the voice of the dead are still crying from Hades.

Nigeria my country.
I'm that guy who said Nigeria will not swallow me.
But was taken without a price.

Nigeria my country.
I'm writing from Hades with blood dripping down my eyes.

Will your voices ever again rise
Or have you forgotten that night at lekki toll gate,
Where souls are ripped off their family tree,
No that shouldn't be a waste

Their blood cried allowed with mine
So I grab the angel's wings with my blood then I wrote this,
And it's nothing but the voice of a thousand souls in each line 

Hope it echoes in your brain till you feel our pains
Oh Nigeria my country.
My heart aches for you.

Kemistry






















A LETTER FROM DADDY TO YOU

Dear Baby,
It is no of no surprise to me that tables turned
That plans didn't go as wished
Those heart felt dreams weren't made physical
I know too.

It's no longer news 
For your tears pluck my heart
Your worried heartbeats ring loudly in my ears
Daily I hear you sing "all is not well"
I am not deafened
I hear you.

Dear Baby
You feel my absence because my presence you've ignored
The verse in my book reading "I will never leave nor forsake thee"
No longer conveys the rhema you once loved
Do you now undermine my promises?

Dear Baby
I write to you reassuring you that you'll walk and not faint
For I now carry you
You'll run and not be weary
Allow me be the only horse you'll ever ride on.
Void will these words not return to me until they fulfill it's purpose.

Dear Baby,
Wait and see my salvation
But till then
 Keep calling those things that be not, until dem be.
I love you.
~~God

#ProNela
#DivineScribe





















FIRST FATHER'S DAY WITHOUT YOU
~Marci Halet A~

This is my first Father's Day Without You,
There is an emptiness that runs deep,
You were taken two weeks before this day,
My sorrow will never sleep.

What comforts me is that I know your happy,
For father's day you reunited with your love,
I know she was waiting for you in the wings,
This was the gift to him from above.

My house doesn't feel the same,
Since you were taken away,
I think about and miss you,
Every hour of every day.

You have shown me some signs,
Visited me in my dreams,
Was there at your granddaughters graduation,
In spirit your light beams.

My last dream of you,
You were holdings moms hand,
Your empty soul filled right back up,
Being back with your love again



FROM A DAUGHTER TO HER FATHER

Dear Daddy, I have never understood the pains you go through, just to give us the best.
I hated how tough and rough you were.
You never wore a smile on your face.
Just a face wearing tiredness from the days hurdles.

I never understood why you left early and come back late.
I didn't for once understood what it felt like to be a silent hero.
Who went to war without a sword yet bore scars he couldn't share. Because he's a father.

Dear father I'm now grown, and I couldn't help but face life on my own, now I understand why you never smiled, life wasn't fair to you, no matter how hard you tried. You were tossed around by the storm's of life.

Now I understand all the bullets you shielded me  from.
The battles you fought for me.
And those fears you took away, you made childhood a beautiful dream.]
Dear father, you chested my flaws like they were nothing, walked me through life, until I'm strong enough to stand, even though I learnt the hard way
Epa, Uwese.
A thousand words wouldn't be enough to say thank you father.
I celebrate you, for those nights you didn't forget to discipline me, those times you held my hand and wiped my tears.
I celebrate those times you murmured to sleep, hiding your vulnerability from me and the world.
I celebrate those times you didn't relent in coming through even at your weakest.
My knight in shining armor, I celebrate you papa.
Fatherhood is incomplete without you.

*© Kemistry*
DEAR MAN
Dear man, 
You are not just a mere human
You go through alot of ordeals
Yet you cannot break down
Less you are seen as a weakling

You are no super man
Yet the world expects you to be super strong
Without showing you can be vulnerable

Everyday the scorching sun
Begins and ends with you
Just so you could hear papa say
My son well done

Several times you had to wear a smile
Despite the many miles
You had trekked to get bread

While every one is wining and dinning
You are lost in thoughts
Wondering from where would the next bread come out from

With each growing year
The responsibilities keeps growing
And you have to keep attending to them all

Dear man you aren't made of iron
Neither are you made of metal
Yet you are tough
And keep scaling through rough hurdles

You are amazing and unique
You are a God dwelling on earth
Dear man you are free to cry too
You have been strong for too long

Dear man the society has made you
Into what you are not
You have blood flowing through your veins

Dear man....
Your family understands that
You are doing your best
And so they are letting you know
That they cherish all what you are doing

Dear man....
You are celebrated and loved.  #dedicated to all the men around the world




DEAR UNBORN CHILD(REN),

Daddy will love for us to be like this, holding hands as we look out to the sea. I will love to hear you laugh, pointing at the horizon, the wave. 

I hope you will like it to be at sunset, as I do, when we can watch the sun sink in its fading beauty. 

You and me and your mother will run around on the cool beach sand. I will bear you, my daughter, on my broad shoulders and your mother will carry you, my son, on her soft back. 

We will revel in the refreshing evening breeze and listen to the whispers of the vast sea. Mom will read you poems and I will tell you stories.

Dear child(ren),

Daddy will love for us to be a happy family. 



THIS POEM IS FOR THE MAN 
Who is fading away 
Into circumstantial  expectations 
And manly obligations 

A man who sees the night 
And holds himself tight
Whose worth has been stitched on his groin
And value attached to his pockets.

This poem is for the man
Whose heart  swells 
And soul bends 
And body sweats
But still not enough 

This poem is for a man
Whose fingers are bruised from digging into 
The ground looking for luck 
Who gives his whole 
But we still feel it’s not all,

This poem is for a man
With a pained heart ,
Unreachable dreams,
Unpredictable future 
But not sure how to get to the next step!

This poem is for a man 
Who has tried 
And is now tired
But he has no shoulder to rest on 
And no one to cry  to

This poem is for a man that needs a home
That needs acceptance ,
That  needs a cheerleader,
That needs love,
It’s for you,
Keep moving .

THE TIME HAS COME

Who said black people don't deserve to be the superiors?
Who said a white man is the only one capable to lead?
The time has come for the Spiritual nation to rise and lead,
Now is the time for Spiritual guiders to take back their throne and rule the world.

Stop being the heroes and heroines of religion and be heroes and heroines of Spirituality,
The time has come for us Africans to take back our position as first borns,
Let us start being the Masters of Spirituality not religion.

Let us stop being the beggars of the world and lead,
Take back your powers and stop being the slaves of colonisation,
You have the power to say NO to colonisation,
Stop being afraid of becoming the enemies of the world.

The time has come for Spiritual gifted people to be recognized,
Be proud of knowing your spiritual identity not a book written by scholars,
Honour your ancestors they are not demonic, Start worshipping in an African context.

Now is the time for us to say"my savior looks like me",
Traditional healers be bold,
Be proud of who you are,
Stop being the victims of colonisation.

Black people take your place,
Don't be ashamed of telling people that you follow African spirituality,
Enough is enough about Jesus,
Stop calling others nation's ancestors.

Spiritual guiders take back your throne,
Tell the world that you subscribe to African indigenous Spirituality,
Let them love you for telling the truth,
Let them hate you for telling the truth.
Let us go back to our own roots,
Seek guidance and answers in African spirituality,
The era of religion has come to an end.
Start seeking for true salvation now,
Time waits for no man so start now.

Our ancestors died refusing colonisation so who are we to betray them?
Our spiritual guiders were killed because they refused to accept colonisation so who are we not to do so?
Who are we to fail them?

Now is the time for you Spiritual leaders of the society to expose the hidden truths of Africa,
Become unapologetic that you are an anti-christ,
Reveal the hidden truths of Africa.

Be unapologetic of your culture,
Spirituality must run through your blood and veins,
This is the era of spirituality and Spirituality must lead,
The time has come.

BLACK.....

black or white what do you see....
we are suppose to be equal....
but somethin dont seems right to me...
how come i get pulled over for walking in the street...
how come they told me they'll shoot  If i attempt to
flee...
how come they give these young boys so many years...
why did they give me ten...
and had my momma in so many tears....
How come the court room and the jails are so corrupt...
is it because im black...
my seat back...
my dreads hang tough...
how come when we go to court all the jury white?
how come i have to depend on a white man to protect my life..
i thought slavory was over...
but i guess it wasint enough...
i thought we made a stand when rosa parks came to the front of the bus
.how come  Detectives make us turn on each other...
blood thicker then water
but its brother against brother..
how come im from the streets im suppose to adapt..
Is it because im brave...
I'm strong..
I'm handsome and black...

©Panther

FORGET ME NOT

"When I'm dead and long gone,
Think of me, forget me not."
She said this to her new boyfriend.
Hoping for good time till the end.
He laughed and he smiled,
Nodding his head all the while.

"When I'm dead and long gone,
Sing for me, forget me not."
She spoke this to her fiance.
Wishing for luck to come their way.
He nodded his head and kissed her lips,
Loving each and every moment like this.

"When I'm dead and long gone,
Laugh with me, forget me not."
She whispered this to the new father,
Watching him hold their new little daughter.
With tear of joy in his chocolate brown eyes,
He kissed her soundly, smiling bright.

"When I'm dead and long gone,
Dance for me, forget me not."
She said to him, both old in age,
Celebrating their grandson's birthday today.
He took her lovingly into his arms,
Humming whilst keeping her safe and warm.

"When I'm dead and long gone,
Always remember, forget me not."
She said to him, lying sick in bed,
A heavy fever upon her head.
He laid down beside her, holding her hand,
Praying for a healing touch to land.

But, on that Sunday, in late May,
She was there...lying as if in sleep.
He stood there, caressing her cheek in dismay,
Wanting her back in his arms, gentle and sweet.
And, knowing she wouldn't come back, he knelt down,
His head positioned in a bow...
"You may be dead and soon to be long gone,
But I'll see you there, I've forgotten you not."

Since those words, the years have flown by,
The sun and clouds still grace the sky.
In the field of lilacs, where they buried her,
Another stone sits beside the other.
Linked by a chain made of flowers,
Those that were picked by their daughter,
A single verse stands out as if on an alter...

"When I'm dead and long gone,
Think of me, forget me not."

To this day, the words shine in the sun.
Glittering rapidly as though the couple were having fun.
You'll notice something else if you look.
Pretty little flowers kept within the nook.
There are no lilies or roses in this spot...
No...
the chain that ties time are forget me nots.





WE NEVER GIVE UP

Sometimes we get hurt,
Life hits so hard,
we just keep on moving,
sometimes we lose,
pain  is just a thorn,
in this beautiful garden,
 we  can't keep watering,

 Sometimes we all  get bad days,
Riding on  a roller coaster of emotions,
still we get up anyways,
As long as there is a promise for another day,
There is hope for the sun to shine,

Don't let it destroy you for we smile;
in this body there is a heartbeat of million frowns,
Don't let it fool you that we laugh;
pain tickles our bones,
Don't take it to heart that  we dance and party;
it is just a dance of shame,
But we never give up,
In frowns and in  hurts,
We just never give up,
nor do we give in.



MY FRIEND FROM A DISTANCE 

 Gazing out of my window 
Waiting for you to pass by
With all eagerness I stare 
Wanting to shout "Hello".....

At a distance I stood, 
And God's creation I looked
You so intrigue me like friends do
And I smile anytime you're in good mood 
As if we are friends right from childhood.. 

Your contact I don't even have 
And your name,  I only overheard 
Whenever we cross path, 
We don't say more than  hello .....

I would have loved to approach you
But I'm scared of the demons within 
And our friendship might be jeopardize 
Without us even starting..... 

So,  I'll watch from a distance 
And smile when you smile 
I'll laugh when you laugh 
Even if I'm not the one being addressed... 

I still love this 
Coz I get to admire you from afar
And then,  your time I won't disrupt 
So also,  my heart,  to keep in check.... 

I don't know where you're from 
Neither do I know your father's name 
But I'm still glad 
That I got to watch you
Even if it's from a distance.... 

 God'swill Ikielu



HEMBAFAN

I wish i could walk the memory lane,
To erase the scars tattoed on your brain,

By constant replays, from one event to another,
By constant reminders, from one moment to another,

I wish i could treat the hurts that come along,
The emotions provoked in the process of remembrance, of repetition,

I wish i could reach through your fears,
From the ordinary ones to the deep,

To kill your devil and end your contemplations,
That you may freely love,

Not under any obligation,
Or the motivation by a threat, to burn somewhere,

I wish i could teach you how to grow a garden,
Instead of giving you roses by every sunrise,

To save you from the anxiety of anticipation,
And the trauma of disappointment,

For days when i am stuck in traffic,
For days when i cannot make it,

To prove my love to you,
Once again,

And i am not saying i am tired of bringing roses,
I just wish you could feel how it feels,

To own your own garden,
And grow your own roses,

I wish i could say i love you, 
And find a way to make you touch the sincerity of it,

To calm your doubts,
Atleast for a 'freedom' moment,

For a kind of love that you may  believe only exist in superstitions,
Or coloured rumours,

I wish i could find the nerve, to strike,
The place to stop you from underating yourself,

From overating yourself,
From forgetting or remembering yourself too often,

I wish i had the picture of this confusion,
I wish words could actually, completely display the thing,

"EXCERPT"

T.s_Theddy.


THE FUTURE DIED


Like the Isrealites besides the rivers of Babylon jwe sat
With raised voices and tears in our eyes
We sang the words they said gave us hope
Words that reminds us of home like they said
Draped in the same colours of our said home
We sat and cried

But who are we crying to? 
The same ones who now put holes in us?
Who do you run to,
When your protector becomes your assaulter,
The same ones who herded us together,
Locked us in darkness and shot point blank,
Without blanks. 

And they say we are the future, 
We will take the nation forward,
But they never planned for the future, 
They never planned for the future to come. 


™KVA who_is_divided
{Last Chapter}
(Tomes of the Ayatollah)
#ENDSARS
#INMEMORIAM



BEST FRIENDS
~
He has been alone many years,
There is weariness in his face.
Like most men he will shed no tears,
Now he wanders from place to place.
~
He fed a hungry dog one day.
After that they stayed together,
The small dog always loved to play,
They had to endure harsh weather.
~
No one heard the old man complain,
He found some happiness in life.
Tries washing himself in the rain,
Managed to deal with any strife.
~
They were hungry most of the time,
Made sure his sweet dog ate first.
Street life a dangerous climb,
Used to feel like his life was cursed.
~
They were always the best of friends,
He felt lost the little dog dies.
Back to loneliness he descends,
For the first time the old man cries,
~
James F. Cunningham © 08.08.2023






HUMANITY

The blood of my brothers flow,
The lights behind eyes dim their glow,
The night into eternity grows,
Youth do not grow old.

How do you live,
How do you feel,
How do you breathe,
Knowing you were the cause of this.

You slaughter your fellow beings,
Uncaring, like you were their maker,
Making people develop instincts of preys, 
You who act like Inherent beasts,
Are you better than the predators?

I hear the cries of the innocent,
I see the tears of the desolate,
I feel the pain of the slain,
I sit and watch with them as I meditate.

Why would you choose to end my being, 
For I live as you live, 
And I breathe as you breathe, 
I bleed as you bleed, 
How then are you superior to me?
 
I will not raise a club, 
Neither will I raise a gun, 
For my peaceful demeanor is just simple sign, 
That I am an advocate of humanity. 


™KVA who_is_divided
(Tomes of the Ayatollah)
{Voice of the Lunar Son, Day 1}





SUPER HERO 


™KVA who_is_divided

*Day 57, 60 Days Unusual Poetry*



THE LIGHT OF EL

Here I end, 
Here I give up. 
Here I fall, 
Here I stopped. 
No more willing to go further, 
Wishing to give my life to my brother, 
With full realization that I am over. 

But these voices tells me to come closer, 
To shelve my cares and worries and not bother, 
They tell me to come to life again, 
Tell me to bring to light my pain, 
Tell me to choose this day, 
Told me to choose to stay, 
Told me of El, 
Told me of all I can gain in him, 
Told of wonders of his spirit being, 
Told me of his living realm, 
They told me of the heavens, 
Told me in him I can dwell, 
And all my fears he will quell, 
If only I would choose to have him. 

So here today, 
On bended knees I choose to serve 
I give my life, 
I give my life to El-shadai. 
Today I become one with the light of El-shadai, 
For I am nothing without him, 
And I have nothing within me. 

™KVA who_is_divided 
(Tomes of the Ayatollah)

BREAKING FAITH [2]


Progressive engraving, designed an end,
In his mindspace with a golden pen,
As when the old prophets tell,
Of events producing tombstones and wreaths.

The plaque will come from me,
So when the pain stops, the memory will cease,
And the remembrance of existence is oblique,
While the spirit march on in wild glee.

For the wanderer is weary,
The solace of the road is eerie,
My restless soul pray to be be nary,
As there be no sights that make merry.

Lo, on this side I am done,
And they still say be strong, hold on, 
But I say me nay, 
For all there is is numb,
Desolate like the aftermath of a bomb.
And all there be is gone,
For I see the spirits beckon me come...

Should not I then heed their call?


™KVA who_is_divided
{New Verse}
(Tomes of the Ayatollah)







BREAKING FAITH [3]

Taking that stance again,
Where I watch the skies smile,
As my tears streak down,
A crystal nova on fields of epiderm.

I only see happy people in loneliness,
Smiling faces in darkness,
Like sand castles on the water edge,
A facade waiting to unravel.

Is it a crying shame if you don't know my name?
If I do not stay beyond today, would I have been in vain?
What would be of my existence if I die today?
Would you smile at the memories with me if I am no more again?. 

It was all castles in the air till reality slaps my face,
Here I am scared of the next sunrise,
For I do not know what would be of the future,
It is but a coin in the fountain,
Be this me or be it not,
It may be another sunset at sunrise.

™KVA who_is_divided
{New Verse}
(Tomes of the Ayatollah)












RIVERSIDE

Beautiful in blue hue
She is ever faithful
And with her I'll always stay
For she is ever graceful

While she babbles in soothing melodies
Her court is in frenzy
Life is found there aplenty
I take a look and I envy

The Monarch in dazzling orange
The Empress in chill gray
The Imperator with blue green
And the cardinal in her crimson is seen 
Displaying in style her majesty

Life is rich with the freshest of breath
And the land is teeming with the little men
The serenity is unmatched to break it you won't dare
It is peace I seek lying by the riverside

™KVA who_is_divided
The Desolation of KVA, Day 12.



FATHER TO DAUGHTER 

Dear daughter,
am right here surrounded by trees and thrones, 
am sorry I disappeared right from the day you opened your beautiful eyes and smiled at me,
but then I am a man in arms sworn to defend my country regardless 
of the hurdles. 
I know you have grown into a toddler with those angelic eyes of yours. Dear daughter, 
I know you are brilliant, I'm sorry I wasn't there when you needed me. 
My heart belonged to you and your mother, 
but my devotion and commitment lies 
with the country. 
I write this to you 
with a broken heart, 
I'm sorry, 
I wouldn't be there 
to watch you say: 'I do'. 
I know I failed as a father, I couldn't teach you 
how to ride a bike. 
I never expected this would be my last, 
I really tried coming back to you and your mother but then life is not always fair and I'm running out of life, weaker and weaker!
The shot hurts alot. 
Your beautiful smile
is forever engrossed 
in my heart. 
I know you might be proud of the man in arms whose death brought victory but can be angry your father left you. 
I'm sorry beloved! 
please protect yourself. 
I would keep watching over you from beyond. Your beloved daddy.

-Kemi
YOU WILL NOT RULE FOREVER

By:Douglas Ogbankwa Esq.

Power is nothing without control,
When you veer off you pour on fire petrol,
No matter how many bullets you shoot,
Or how much you loot,
Power is transient,
Life is a lesson for resilience,
I tell you, you will not Rule Forever.
Looking at your callousness and coldbloodedness,
Why do you hate when people experience happiness,
I have a question for you :
How do you manage to sleep at night?
With your cruel heart,
No Matter how much you demolish or
how many you imprison,
I advise you to renovate the prison,
Life is a complex prism,
I tell you, you will not Rule Forever.
I wonder what you gain,
When you cause people pain,
Fame can bring shame if not tamed,
When you fly in private jets,
And relish the pain of your fellow men,
I tell you, you will not rule forever.
Conscience is an open wound,
Impossibility is only in the dictionary of fools,
Sycophants will venerate you,
And leave you in a cesspool,
But when you do your brigandage,
like renegade boys brigade,
Know that your price,
Is an uphill task,
Nemesis is a food every snitch eats,
Listen not to those your praise they sing,
The forces of nature quakes at your impunity,
Illusions lead to the absence of reality,
Karma is bitch,
What will, will be,
I tell you, you will not rule forever.
Wait and see,
The Lord of the skies and seas,
Shall do just to us all,
Have this in your skull,
Whether you maim,
or you try to main,
I tell you,
You will not rule forever
We will all die one day,
Everything in life you buy you will pay,
Life is like a marketplace,
The forces of the cherubim and seraphim show our course,
the pen is mightier than the sword,
When you die,
Without your suit and tie,
Will people mourn,
Or their losses they will bemoan,
When you pop the champagne,
Over people’s pain,
Know that no pain,no gain,
And that you are confined eternally to the hall of shame,
the trajectories of life will make you wonder,
Or even wonder ,
Pause and ponder,
Because you will not rule forever.
About the Author.
Douglas Ogbankwa Esq , @ douglasogbankwa@gmail.com ,is the President of the Benin Writers’ Society.






UNFOLD ( THE BOY'S QUESTIONS)

By what name do we call the boy?
do we call him love, or peace or patience or joy?
do we open our arms for him to birth his weaknesses
when he comes home with eyes clutching fetus of tears
or we make him abort and bleed till he dies inside?

By what name do we call the boy?
when he comes home heartbroken
and unable to feel his tongue,
do we help him find his word
or we turn him into a breathing rock?

Who helps the boy wash off his dirt
and grow new hands?
who builds him a chair of words
to cushion his mind when he is confused and bitter?
who tells him when to stand, when to sit
when to speak and when to listen?
who teaches him what to say, how
and when to say it?
who holds his hands when his voice
becomes the belly of the ocean
and his body begins to need a bigger mirror?

By what name do we call the boy?
do we call him love, or peace or patience or joy?
do we teach him how to love?
do we tell him it’s okay to let go for the sake of peace?
do we teach him to be patient
that there’s a virtue that comes with it?
do we tell him that there’s joy in being whom God created him to be?

By what name do we call the boy?
when he is not just being a boy
but a human being?

© wordfulfinum


IS DEMOCRACY A MIRAGE?
NAME OF POET: ASUA TYONGI GABRIEL
COUNTRY: NIGERIA
DATE: 14TH AUGUST, 2023

Is democracy a mirage
In Africa?
'Democracy' according to Abraham Lincoln,
Is government "of the people, by the people, and for the people"
But here in Africa, the reverse is the case
True democracy is far fetched
Our democracy is practiced only on our lips
It's not been implemented
It's not been executed
So, is democracy a mirage
In Africa?

Why are we like this?
Why do we allow evil do consume
Our intellect? 
Why do we praise others when things
Go well in their continent
But don't like them happening 
On our doorsteps?
Why are we so corrupt?

Is democracy a mirage
In Africa?
Why do things work elsewhere
But here in Africa, nothing works?
Why is democracy working in Western World but fails to work here?
What is wrong with us? 

Is democracy a mirage
In Africa?
Africa is blessed beyond imagination
But why are we so poor?
Why are the ordinary not enjoying
The dividends of democracy? 
Why can't we progress economically
And otherwise? 
Why can't we produce by ourselves?
Because God blessed Africa with almost everything;
We have gold
We have uranium
We have crude oil
We have lead
We have numerous mineral resources
In Africa
But why are we becoming poorer?

Now, it's high time we examine ourselves
It's high time we tell the truth
And stand by it
It's high time we face the reality
Squarely and act by it

Africa, our fatherland, we shall not disgrace you
We shall uphold your integrity
We shall begin to sing songs
Of brotherhood till your dignity
Is restored... 
(C) (R) Asua Tyongi Gabriel
  Nigeria


THE EMERGING NEW NIGERIA

Here comes the time in our life
When we need to lay off our heavy weight
And cut ourselves to befitting sizes
For the new Nigeria to now emerge

Ethnicity has been a weight on us
Religion intolerance is a yoke we daily bear
Terrorism is on the altar of our heart
Now is the time to lay them all off

Corruption isn't far from our temple
Selfishness and greed, our twin burden
Hostility, a major clog in our wheel
It's now time to let go of them all

Let's passionately crave for a new Nigeria
A new nation that's worked upon
Not by the hands of a sculptor elsewhere
But by our own very hands and tools

This new Nigeria we all earnestly desire
Must be borne out of our patience
Carved out of our diligence
And fashioned from our consistency

Not one built on mere imagination
Not a product of mere wishes
Nor a baby of our lofty dreams
But of determination and sacrifice

Like a pregnant woman whose time is ripe
So we are in pain and rigours of labour
When this hard time is sure gone away
A season of great rejoicing shall follow

Now, we are but a work in progress
Like a gold tried in fiery fire
Shall our end be when we finally emerge
Painful now but gainful later

We must unearth the real Nigeria now
We mustn't die a song unsung
We'll never be a voice unheard
So, we call for no pity

If the world hear us scream
If they feel our impulse
And see us languish in pain
Let them mind not, new Nigeria is coming

Buried under our pound of flesh
Is but a nation of subtle mind
An epitome of love and care
The nation the world craves for

The world can't wait to see
The people we are growing to be
Not a nation without her flaws though
But one with a heart of gold
The pride of the black race!


THE AFRICAN SCENERY
Alkebulan in ancient times past
A pithy narration of its scenic cast:

Mother holds a child hand in hand
With another strapped on her back
Trudging along an open footpath
The market day's aftermath.

Fathers back from the farms
From the forest where they hunt for animals
Bring home their produce and catch
For the wives to cook soup and starch.

Children playing hide and seek
Toddlers innocent and meek
Soil molded on their feets
Building makeshift abode for stones and sticks.

Picturesque setting
The sun on a red hue garment, dusk's beauty
Trees and greenery
Surround mud and thatch huts, breathtaking scenery.

Young boys and girls coming from the stream
Clay pots balanced on their heads, walking in a team
Taunting and laughing all it seems
Sunset cast shadows across their bodily rims.

Clothed in rural wrappers
And traditional beads, as they dance under the stars
They've all had supper,
Some sit on mats listening to folktales from grandfather.

© Grace Orobosa 
Eccentric pen ✍️.


JUDGE US ALL
The hand that wield the gavel
Awaiting your verdict makes me marvel
would a stomach be condemned by its navel 
Tis mystery I shall wait to unravel
Why ignore the dirt when you hold the shovel

Oh! the hand that decide our future
A future you could start to nurture
Where patriotism would once again be a culture
The collapsing unity your words could restructure 
Rescue us from this misadventure 

Hail the hand that hold our breadth
Aid them not to choke to death
Here's a case that judge your path
Secure the land then seek the mat 
Then you'd rest on land that's flat

Heed the voices that makes the call
That'd bring changes and not to stall
Our treasury been accessed more than the mall
No longer a face outside our wall
You are a part, so judge us all

Poem by: Arji Callistus Chukwujekwu
                 arjicaly@gmail.com	




AMNESTY

In all honesty
Do they deserve the amnesty
That they are expecting

They've hurt harmless citizens
Creating more sober netizens
They've shown they care less
Leaving Citizen's helpless
They've made Citizen's life meaningless

Bandits, Terrorists;
The most witnessed horror scene
They commit murder sin
Making innocent soul sink in fear
Aren't they being unfair?!

Isn't that suppose to be a huge offence
Yet, they are brought to defense
If paraventure, they are apprehended
They look forward to Mercy or Amnesty
Isn't that a crazy mentality?! 

Citizens sought humanity
Not human cruelty
A brother's keeper not ripper
We hope for the right leader

BLACK_EBONY


RHYTHM OF LIFE 
If every moment had a tune,
A soundtrack just for me and you,
How lovely life would be to view,
With melodies to see us through.
With every step we take,
The music will not forsake,
Our every thought and deed,
In harmony they will lead.

A song for every sunrise,
A hymn for every starry night,
A ballad for when tears arise,
A symphony for love's delight.
If sadness ever comes to call,
A comforting tune will enthrall,
And lift us up from where we fall,
With a rhythm that will enthrall.

As we walk along the busy streets,
A rhythm for our dancing feet,
A beat for when our hearts skip a beat,
A harmony to make life sweet.
With every moment, every hour,
The music will be our power,
A beautiful topic to keep in mind,
And a backing track to remind.

And when we feel the weight of pain,
A melody to soothe our strain,
A chorus to remind us again,
That joy and hope will rise again.
So let us dance and sing along,
As we journey through life's long song,
With every note a precious throng,
Of memories to last us long.

For life is but a symphony,
A journey filled with harmony,
And with a backing track so sweet,
Our hearts will always skip a beat.
And when joy fills our hearts,
The music will play its part,
A celebratory sound to start,
A dance to express our art.

ThruthWritings📖✍🏻
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WHISPERS OF ETERNITY

In the hourglass of existence, sands slip through,
Time's passage, relentless, yet profound and true.
Mortality's embrace, an ephemeral flight,
A dance with shadows in the fading light.

In youth's vibrant bloom, we dare to dream,
Untouched by whispers of eternity's gleam.
But as seasons waltz and years unfurl,
We confront mortality's somber pearl.

With every sunrise and twilight's embrace,
We journey through life's transient grace.
Moments like stars, they twinkle and fade,
Infinite tales of joy and sorrow conveyed.

Yet, fret not, for time's river meanders,
Through valleys of memories and wonders.
Embrace the now, embrace what's to be,
For eternity whispers in every plea.

So cherish each step, each heart that beats,
For life's melody, a symphony replete.
In the embrace of change and the unknown,
We find the essence of life fully grown.

In the tapestry of time, we find our place,
A fleeting existence, a celestial chase.
Embrace the journey, embrace the rhyme,
In the whispers of eternity, we shall chime.

ThruthWritings📖✍️
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DYSPHORIA

Feral storm of socerous Palace
  Convulse trees and fell
     In the silent wood, befool their peace!
  All but for a while 
    Stir the sleepless billow, on sea breast
Roam and die in foam
  Recline at supernal cove to rest
     And relives biota of doom;
  Never our relief from grief and lack
We grope to no avail for life in the dark

You have crafted me the son of sorrow 
   Who take up swords of word
      To express the awful pang of horror,
  Fight with words as with sword
    To manoeuver the remote sky with a cry
Perhaps the maker behold my tears 
  And heal the scar of his clay
      Whose pains and pang solo over deaf ears
   Here, here on crimson palm of noon sun
Downtrodden reed faces it demise soon

Daughters of hunger hawk their butt for bread
   Hold not their sin against them --
      Esurient lass lacks spunk against fast fad!
   Necessity hurl her to gay farm
      Politicians eat sour bread of her woe;
Maggots of covenant 
    Inflicted by uncanny craft of foe
       Oozes from discolour duct;
   At the bay of misrule our fate is bight
With lack and hardship, endorse our death

Let me the bearer - reverse my dream
--- Endorse my puny life
     And rescue my daughter from vice crime 
 Though saunter dead alive
   On high way of moneyed aristocrats 
Dysphoric as the grave 
  Who digs pit of poverty on our paths
      Chop down trees and carve
   For ill use, the banded stump and bough
That the stump sprout not another bough!

             Auaduma Adookorn 
               Tongue of sorrow 
                   10/08/2023
                       Nigeria



I STARED FOR SO LONG
I stared at my book for so long,
Thinking of words to describe you.
I searched through the internet for a perfect song
None could tell what I feel about you.

The word, I cannot say but it’s dancing on the tip of my tongue.
It keeps bouncing in my head, to and fro, like a ping pong.
Maybe language is the problem, I better visit Hong Kong.

“Do not trust a stranger.” They said to me.
But when I saw you, I knew we were meant to be.
It feels like, you are the one for me.
Like Adam meeting Eve; call it destiny.

I guess that is why they say “Love is crazy.”
Like a sheep you took me in 
And for the first time with a stranger I felt free. 

I still recall that morning at school, when we first met.
“Hi I’m Gracious” so you said.
“I’m Damian, will you marry me?” I responded but in my head. LoL

Those smiles were not just ordinary
They were warm, bright and breathe taking.
Your eyes, I was not worthy to behold
And the sight of them makes my bones shiver in cold.

To me, you are like a family.
A very nice and amazing person.
So I call you momma, for this reason.
I just hope this makes you happy.

Don’t forget to buy me the new coco pops
Cos I am really sick and those are my drugs.
If not, that campus may not occupy the both of us. LoL.

©Damian


I KNOW THAT VERY MUCH
I know that very much who I'm,
a warm sun carefully living,
and what I can do to the night
that falls on the wrong people,
The trouble that runs continental,
the blood of my brothers gunned
down in the white streets,
and their mothers casted into
endless agony.

I have very arrogant knees that
Won't kneel before corruption
even at gun point.
It's my only weapon and only
way I feel better.
They died strong, no one loved
life more than they did.
Just doesn't make sense the point
of life when you ain't living free.

When you're part of what's good,
Know for sure that your time
Here is short .
God gave me to the Sahara,
all around me is death, but
I've chosen to bloom wild
Flowers to keep the beauty on,
Even though I don't save much
before the fire burns.

What color is it that makes you
Feel empty and dry?
You can't see, you can't tell,
They kill us before we know they
only existed in our head and the
pain we felt was what we called in
by our own selves.
 LIVE FREE.
#po




A HUNDRED YEARS, WE LIVED

A hundred years, we lived,
Vain men or great men,
Two hundred, then we're myths,
New generation builds on
our graves, and the heroes
mentioned becomes artifacts
to an advance human society.

Yet the mystery is eternal,
Where your ancestors goes
through that underground tunnel.
Their decayed flesh multiplying
the sands and drawing near the 
sky, the seas closing depths.

Unless your forbears becomes
a nation, you will be a living
mystery because you can't
Find where your linage began.

Today, we're one people
living in multimillion diversities,
cause time f*cks us first before
our canal mind created
Further barriers .

 a century more, we all dies living more hates behind, 
It is the only thing time takes along
and the love we take to our graves,
The hate we left birth the next generation and the world gets
Some more cracks, soon to break
Called Apocalypse.

#po


I NEVER THOUGHT A DAY LIKE THIS WILL COME

I never thought a day like this will come
A day I would sit by myself listening to the beat of an invisible drum.
A day I would get drunk with the wine of regret
Drown in the ocean of sleepless night .
A day I’d stay awake from morning till sun set
Trying to figure out what I didn’t do right.
It’s a really sad day
Accompanied with heartbreak and deep pain,
I must say.

I have never stopped thinking about you
Now it’s hurt because I will have to.
It’s like taking away ice cream from a baby, That is not cool.
You were the definition of who my woman truly is
I was so convinced, you were my missing ribs
But hey, fate has it that you should be his
I get it.

I’m not writing this to make you feel bad
Your happiness is important, please, don’t be sad.
In case you don’t know, you look like an angel when you don’t fake those smiles.
And I wouldn’t want you to worry about me…. I will surely survive
Even though it may take a very long time. 
I just need you to keep shining like the golden star in the blue sky 

I think I should let you know what I truly think about you;
You are special than the Lily found in the valley
Rare like the waters in the desert
More beautiful than the colors of rainbow
Priceless like the love of God and 
More precious than Diamond and gold
So you see why it hurts to watch you just go!

I wanted you under my arms,
You’d safe with me, I mean you no harm.
I wanted you to be my sunshine
Someone I could talk to when I’m not so fine.
Someone to fight for cos you are mine….
I guess I’ve been dreaming ….now I’m up.
Goodbye 
Damian King Stanley






JUST TRY
TZACKS🔱🔱

Just try,
It's better than not trying at all,
At least you gave it a try,
And didn't sit and watch like a coward,

Even if it seem impossible give it a try,
It was never promised to be easy,
Head out and do it,

Head out and do it,
Try again and again,
Nothing good comes easy,
Just do it there's no harm in trying,

Even if the road is full of twist and turns,
And more twist and turns,
Don't sit back and expect a miracle,
Head out and try,

At some point the weight gets heavier,
The task harder and you lack the will to go on,
If it comes easy then it's not worth it,
Head out and try,

If you don't do it today you will have to do it tomorrow,
And tomorrow is not promised,
And who told you tomorrow's own will be easier?
Just try,

There's no easy way out for anything,
It was never promised to be easy,
But there's always a reward for hard work,
Head out and try.







WE SHARE ONE MAN; 

shame, more shame, covers me...

Yesterday, I was quick to remind you to share, 
but I found the third in his fold, 
and I am thrown into a turbulence of madness. 

Now I understand your silence, 
the most painful pain is voiceless, 
Impalpable! 
It descends from an unknown stalk
and aggressively pokes your heart! 

Eh! I have screamed! I have wept! 
The third in his fold is far lesser than us...
I and the third are two evils but I am less virulent! 

This is the kind of evil karma can't repay him, 
because we both accepted to be his first & second. 

He is only a man and life is short, 
but he drives me to madness! Crazy insanity. 
how dare him? How dare him choose a third 
from the same place I drink from? 
I cannot breathe! 
Imagine the embarrassment and shame, 
I now have to walk through daily! 

I write to you, to seek forgiveness for yesterday, 
I spoke too quick, 
He is a man without restraint, 
and our hearts are his victims 
But you, you suffer more than us, 
Watching him bring me and a load of others. 

Indeed the desires of men are many, 
many desires of foolishness. 

We share one man, 
You, me and every other woman.




IN SHADOWS DEEP
In shadows deep, where thoughts reside,
A turmoil stirs, from deep inside.
Dysphoria's grasp, a haunting chill,
A battle within, a constant uphill.

A mirror reflects, a stranger's face,
An endless quest for a rightful place.
A mismatched puzzle, heart and form,
A yearning soul caught in a storm.

Whispers of doubt, a constant thrum,
Invisible struggles, battles won.
Seeking solace, a glimpse of light,
Through endless tunnels of the night.

Yet strength emerges from depths unknown,
A spirit resilient, seeds once sown.
Embracing truth, breaking the chain,
Dysphoria's grasp begins to wane.

For in the struggle, a fire's birth,
A journey of self, a sense of worth.
With every step, a path reclaimed,
Dysphoria's hold, no longer named.In Nigeria's land, a nation's heart,
Dysphoria lingers, tearing apart.
Struggles unspoken, voices suppressed,
Inequities thrive, leaving souls distressed.

A tapestry woven with threads of pain,
Injustice prevails, like an endless chain.
Dysphoria echoes through every street,
Inequalities rampant, divisions replete.

From north to south, and east to west,
Dysphoria's presence puts spirits to the test.
Dreams stifled by corruption's embrace,
Hope struggles on in this tumultuous space.

Yet within the hearts of resilient souls,
A fire burns bright, aiming for goals.
United voices rise against the strife,
Challenging dysphoria, reclaiming life.

As Nigeria's story continues to unfold,
May courage and unity break the mold.
With empathy, change we can inspire,
Dysphoria's grip, we shall slowly retire.


SONNET ADRESSED TO NIGERIA

How irksome are feet sod in penury 
Hungry souls dancing the drum of decay
Reconvene on path of no recovery 
At arenas of dearth from the birth of day

Where crown fits, but, goofy wildcat of prey;
Covetous brute do feed on flesh and grass 
Would mow grama, meant for the flock, and dry
For gluttonous folder to feed their ruse

From Northern den, East and West come the foe
---- Marauders of locust into the field
Singing amalgamated songs of woe
Uniting beast and susceptible fold

How fatal are feet sod in poverty 
When unity rob the minority!

      Auaduma Adookorn 
        Tongue of sorrow


FOR JIMAIMAH

I want to write erotic lines 
And then stand on a pulpit 
And say, "life is beautiful"

I just may have to preach to myself
That is if I ever learn 
To trust two to become one

The world is really ours
When we realize we have nothing 
Save the beating in our chests 
And the music we live to perform 

I’m a pianist 
The baddest of them all
But all I ever played were my dreams 
Any time I close my eyes to watch them 

I’m a crooner 
All I ever did to my vocal 
Was sing my heart away 

Jimaimah
Mama said you could be a friend 
But I want so much 
And she said you could be more

I saw your eyes from afar 
And myself was in them dancing 
I want to be the glee you see
From the window of your soul 
And maybe I could be a boy forever 
Growing up in this garden 
Where only love was planted 

I can’t swim 
I hope you can 
These waters are deep 
We’ll wade in anyways
And test the depths of faith 

© Stanley Ejiogu




AS THE FINAL CHAPTERS UNFOLD, LOVE'S BOOK COMES TO AN END
As the final chapters unfold, love's book comes to an end,
With bated breath, we reflect upon the moments we did spend.
Each page held emotions, a rollercoaster of highs and lows,
Now it's time to close the book, and see how the story goes.

From the first chapter's excitement, the sparks that filled the air,
To the middle chapters' challenges, tests of our love's affair.
We laughed, cried, and grew, each page adding to our tale,
But even the most beautiful stories must at some point scale.

The epilogue approaches, where loose ends find their tie,
Memories of sweet whispers and tender moments fly.
We'll cherish the characters, the love that we did share,
For even though the book concludes, the memories forever bear.

As we turn the final page, a mixture of joy and sorrow entwined,
For while this book of love ends, it leaves a lasting bind.
Lessons learned, hearts grown, forever touched by its grace,
Though the book may close, love's essence can never be erased.

So as we bid farewell to the pages that came before,
Let us carry the love within us, forever to adore.
For in each ending lies the seed of a brand-new start,
A chance to pen a sequel, where love plays its part.

Though this book of love concludes, the story is not in vain,
For love is an eternal tale, forever to remain.
Embrace the bittersweet ending, let it guide you on your way,
For the next book of love is waiting, to be written day by day.



IN THE COUNTRY'S GRASP
In our own beloved country, hardship weaves its tale,
We claimed to be citizens, yet striving like slaves,
A saga of struggle, a test of resolve prevail.
Prices of every treasure, commodities galore,
Soar skyward, leaving hearts heavy, spirits sore.

This is a nightmare in a daylight 
Hikes in prices, a burden hard to bear,
As people seek respite from the economic snare.
Vehicles parked, once symbols of freedom's flight,
Now rest untouched, hidden from the fuel's height.
A nation's strength tested, resilience in play,
Families adapt, finding new paths each day.

In the face of adversity, unity ignites,
Communities rally, sharing each other's plights.
Though hardships grip, hope remains ablaze,
In unity and empathy, we find our ways.
Through valleys of trials, we rise hand in hand,
Writing our story, a testament to withstand.

ThruthWritings📖✍️
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"THAT STAR"
 by JEDI 

That Star that shines 
Up in the sky 
Is us inside:
A guide up high 
For worn Sailor.
This inner us 
Is Hope's symbol.

It's a beacon,
A blazing torch
That shines and burns!
A light that goes 
Into dark holes 
Where despair grows 
And rescues souls...

A light that knows 
The serene joy 
In lifting up 
And lighting all 
Whose lights are off,
A spark and more 
In dark, dark moors.

That Star; That's Us!
That's anyone 
Who cares to burn -
Bright model of 
Inspiration -
A beacon to one 
And other souls.

- Jedidia Ezeigwe





 ELEGY FOR LATE SPOUSE

Fragile moment lingers dark and bleak
Cuddle they whose spouse are laid to rest
Desire his assay who nurses heart break

Condolence words drip water on duck's back,
Glide momentarily on bereaved heart
Fragile moment lingers dark and bleak---

Sombre thoughts on solitary path of dark
--- Mull tending to excuse one of death 
Desire his assay who nurses heart break

Memory of blissful days pop and swank,
Consort bereaved spouse down lone tent
Fragile moment lingers dark and bleak!

Wailing and mourning, to the dead, is fake
Who dwell unconscious beside it breath 
Desire his assay who nurses heartbreak

As cry of bereaved spouse solo back
And forth over bier, awaiting soil depth;
Fragile moment lingers dark and bleak
Desire the maker who nurses heartbreak!

      Auaduma Adookorn 
        Tongue of sorrow







NIGHT OF MEDITATION 

I do not envy the rowdy day 
Fade away with the madden crowd,
Their queer monstrous craving and bay

At rebirth sanguine sun goes to bed
For whose reign silence sing praises 
With processions of fairies and owl 

In tranquil whisper has pop and rise 
Caresses the poet in me to purl 
---- Stygian nocturnal silence lover 

Solemnly solicit your presence 
O! Night, let me in your bath shower 
And smear the fragrance of stillness 

Bottle in the musing of my heart;
Let me into eerie sea deep plunge,
From the gods sacral archive beneath 

Where lay the knowledge to salvage,
Steal the aesthetic art of wisdom
Mortal man his vanity bridle;

Let me have my school in your bosom 
And solve the equations of life riddle! 

      Auaduma Adookorn 
        Tongue of sorrow


JUDGE US ALL

The hand that wield the gavel
Awaiting your verdict makes me marvel
would a stomach be condemned by its navel 
Tis mystery I shall wait to unravel
Why ignore the dirt when you hold the shovel

Oh! the hand that decide our future
A future you could start to nurture
Where patriotism would once again be a culture
The collapsing unity your words could restructure 
Rescue us from this misadventure 

Hail the hand that hold our breadth
Aid them not to choke to death
Here's a case that judge your path
Secure the land then seek the mat 
Then you'd rest on land that's flat

Heed the voices that makes the call
That'd bring changes and not to stall
Our treasury been accessed more than the mall
No longer a face outside our wall
You are a part, so judge us all
Arji Callisito



MUMMY.

I thought I should let you know I got myself broken.
Mummy I couldn't figure out this love thing anymore.

Mummy did I make mistakes?
I thought love comes when you least expect, isn't that why they said, people fall in love in  mysterious ways.

Mummy did you experience pains, like I'm experiencing now?
Mama did your chest hurt you deeply
And your eyes tearing non-stop.

Mummy I loved him.
That man I told you I fell for.
Mummy I gave my all and got nothing in return.
Mummy I thought I would figure my life with him together.

Mummy he was the one I told you, the one who brought Sparks into my world..
He made me glow like Ray's of sunshine.
Mummy I'm hurt, he left me, just the way daddy left us.
It's really hurting me.

© Kemistry




IS DEMOCRACY A MIRAGE?
NAME OF POET: ASUA TYONGI GABRIEL
COUNTRY: NIGERIA
DATE: 14TH AUGUST, 2023

Is democracy a mirage
In Africa?
'Democracy' according to Abraham Lincoln,
Is government "of the people, by the people, and for the people"
But here in Africa, the reverse is the case
True democracy is far fetched
Our democracy is practiced only on our lips
It's not been implemented
It's not been executed
So, is democracy a mirage
In Africa?

Why are we like this?
Why do we allow evil do consume
Our intellect? 
Why do we praise others when things
Go well in their continent
But don't like them happening 
On our doorsteps?
Why are we so corrupt?

Is democracy a mirage
In Africa?
Why do things work elsewhere
But here in Africa, nothing works?
Why is democracy working in Western World but fails to work here?
What is wrong with us? 

Is democracy a mirage
In Africa?
Africa is blessed beyond imagination
But why are we so poor?
Why are the ordinary not enjoying
The dividends of democracy? 
Why can't we progress economically
And otherwise? 
Why can't we produce by ourselves?
Because God blessed Africa with almost everything;
We have gold
We have uranium
We have crude oil
We have lead
We have numerous mineral resources
In Africa
But why are we becoming poorer?

Now, it's high time we examine ourselves
It's high time we tell the truth
And stand by it
It's high time we face the reality
Squarely and act by it

Africa, our fatherland, we shall not disgrace you
We shall uphold your integrity
We shall begin to sing songs
Of brotherhood till your dignity
Is restored

LOVE IS NOT ENOUGH	

My face, your punching bag.
A restroom for easing your boredom.
When you are sober you say sorry.

Everyday I watched you grow into a monster I can't recognize.
A monster whose delight is in seeing me hurt.

Our communication became impossible.
And our sacred devotion broken.
We no longer wined or dinned together.

Thought of you sends cold shivers down my spine.
Your eyes have lost it's usual spark.
All I see is gross darkness.

I know somewhere inside was the charming, loving man I fell in love with.
I knew you had an inner battle you were fighting.

I wanted so much to be here for you.
I wanted you to let out those pains choking you.
I remembered trying to remind you how I promised to be here through thick and thin.

All you did was give me monstrous gaze and off to the couch you went.
I begged as you dragged me and dashed my head to the wall.

Memories of how I was warned to leave flooded my mind.
I was reminded how beastly he was.
But then I had fallen head over heels for him.

I loved the son of the devil.
I yelled in pain as my blood flowed like an ocean across the room.
I knew I wouldn't make it out of this alive.

The blows, kicking and the slaps drained me of the little strength I had left.
I just wanted to close my eyes and rest.
The pains were too much.
Right on my dying spot.
I realized love was  not enough

© Kemistry


LAZY LINES

I do not like
To write 
Love poems...

But these bangles 
On your wrist
And the angles
Of your lips
And the curves
Of your hips...

And the wiggling
Of those beads
Hanging on your waist...

Oh! How can 
I possibly ignore
Your alluring skin
Oh! My Nubian Queen?

The things you
Do to my heart...

The taste of your food
And this feeling
Of feeling good...
You know when to move
To put me in the mood!

You leave me clueless
Absolutely speechless
Without no choice
Than to compose
A poetic complain
About the good things
You do to my heart!



LETTER FROM HADES

 heavens watched on that cold night, when the deed was done.
Against my wish I was sent down.
As the reward for the deed done out of lust.

Daily you wandered around lost, blaming yourself even when it was not his to take.
Everybody called you names but I blame you not.

I know you wanted me,
But the society were  already throwing dagger's at you.
Daily you slept in the cold night.
All because of you weren't wanted.

With tears in your eyes ,
You walked in that  strange room,
You couldn't protect me this time,
As sharp objects, were used in slitting me into pieces.
You wailed as I bled away.

Mom I blame you not,
I know you needed to have a life.
I forgive you.
Rather I curse him, for bringing pains to you, and me.
Dear Mom weep not.
He's an abomination to mother Earth.

I could have been, his daughter or son.
I could have been, born like others too.
I love you Mom,
From your little one.

_Kemistry_



THE NO OIL, NO CASH SYNDROME

The no oil, no cash syndrome
In Nigeria
Has caused lots of commotions
Here and there
Citizens are subjected to extreme poverty
Transportation fares are dubiously increased
And passengers become stranded
The no oil, no cash syndrome
In Nigeria
Has caused lots of commotions
For Nigerians are faced with harsh realities
For citizens are faced with long queues at ATMs daily 
POS operators surcharge customers
Unnecessarily
Commercial banks rather add salt to fresh wounds by surcharging their customers too
Customers become frustrated
Here and there
Meanwhile, the CBN and bank managers are rather playing politics
With our lives and economy of the country 
Cos CBN says it releases money to banks
But banks say  the contrary
While people go to bed with empty stomachs
The no oil, no cash syndrome
In Nigeria
Has caused lots of commotions
For there is hunger everywhere
There is anger everywhere
There is pain and groaning everywhere
There are cries everywhere
There are tears everywhere
There is tension everywhere

The no oil, no cash syndrome
In Nigeria
Has caused lots of commotions
The New Naira Notes Redesign
Has thrown Nigerians to a chaotic situation
For there are accusations and counter-accusations
By political parties here and there
Everyday
We found ourselves in a political theatre
The Federal House Of Representives
Released their first, second and third episodes
The CBN released her first, second and lastest episode
Politicians have released their first, second, third, fourth.... episodes
Meanwhile, Nigerians are left in suspense
This is quite disappointing as well as
Disheartening
But what exactly is happening in Nigeria?
Where is our crude oil?
What is happening in  NNPC? 
Where are the new naira notes taken to?
Why the scarcity of the new naira notes?
Why must we be subjected to extreme poverty? 
Why the cashless policy now? 
(C)(R) Asua Tyongi Gabriel
   Nigeria





A CRY. 

"Whites" they claim,
For this, they cast me away. 
For they acclaimed I am;
A stranger in  their land,
A dark race,
My colour, a symbol of evil
My dwelling with them, a curse. 

The "chanty ghetto" was my abode,
As days marry another, 
"They " fed me with bitterness and anguish,
I bled blood for tears
I dwelt in darkness when it was dawn

What life is this?
Am I in hell or still on earth?
Am I a slave or a thief?
Sebi my fellow black dey talk sey;
This "white land" nah paradise
Nah why our "representa-thieves-
dey misappropriate our naira to "the paradise".

Life in this "paradise" is a whip 
The "paradise" is a cage for only the blacks
Their laws are chains that restrain the blacks from excelling.

I doubt if they are really "whites"
For the white I know is a symbol of peace and purity
But these so call "whites" are not of these qualities but men of racist.

©Patrick




ANTICIPATION

Each life is made up of anticipation
Life moves on the wheel of expectations.

Grand total depends on calculation
Wise are those who know before prediction.

Clear expression emerges out of prior indication
A prudent step to save something from ruination.

Understanding of inevitable  situation
Sometimes makes one  avoid with cunning perception.

Anticipation   cent percent provides right actions.
Comprending the world of hallucinations.

It makes one read what may happen next
Labour and time over the action does not go waste.

Men of anticipation are men fetching solutions
They themselves are solutions to some problems of confrontation.

Large heartedness getting rid of  negative attitude
Broad mindedness plays the game of critical aptitude

Anticipation  galvanize one  for worldwide participation
With the higest culmination of lifelong ambition.

Men of anticipation are precursors of precautions
Their anticipation is just like doctor's prescriptions.




HUMANS

Creation of the Almighty
Humans in entity
Beautifully created
Artistically painted
With diverse colours
In all together incorporated

Head like a coconut
Brain like a minicomputer
The more it receives
Delivers more better
That creates wonders

Heart like a flower
To give away aroma of love
As light as balloon
Emotionally to croon

Voice to mesmerise
Mind to surmise
Blessings in disguise
What a surprise to realise !

Face to mirror
Eyes to capture
Soul to rapture
Lively art of the Creator





I AM A POET:
My pen sings for every intelligent being,
A song you can dance to and become a king,
Why not listen to the wise words of the pen and take down your shoulder,
The tree doesn't fall in the bush without the consent of the elders.

Mightier than the sword and the merchant,
Listen to great words that is being chanted,
Giving you many reasons to cheer up and wake up from your bed,
Healing your pains and strengthening your emotions.

The pen I owned and controlled,
Has no control or remote,
Writes what develop and promote,
Bleeds but can never be demoted

A poet with a great personality,
Inking with respect and dignity,
With words of familiarity,
Striving to have the pen of integrity

Balogun

FOR EVERY MOMENT!!!

Fly above the sky
Beyond the horizon 
A glowing star---

Fly like butterfly 
Scatter the dream 
A glorious life---

Ignite the candle of hope
Nothing is impossible 
Take this bow---

Don't surrender by seeing the darkness site
You're a diamond 
Can shine all nooks...

Don't forget the past
It provides lessons 
For a new start---

Fly with wings of love
Universe is the reflection of God's love
Nourish that by heartfelt words...

Don't worry for the future 
Live in the present 
Hold the vibrant vibe---

Don't forget the legend 
Let's celebrate life
For every moment!!!

(C)Saad



FATHER FIGURE.
By: Etibo Orowo King Esq. 

Boisterous was the voices
That trailed us to our houses
The hot chase of bullies
The lion-like roar of bullies

Too hard to hear and bear. 
Fearful like the wide wild Bear

Usain Bolt was no match
As we ran towards our abode
Panting like a pursued  Antelope
Under a lion's charge and march

Oh father! where are you? 
Are you still at work with Andre Yew? 
Who will save us ?
Who will deliver us? 

"Hey! Stop it! Hold it!"
The bullies halt at it
The bullies fled and  beat retreat

Oh it was not my father! 
Who was my father's figure 
That saved us from the bullies' rigour
And stopped them from pursuing us farther?

Oh it was my father's neighbor! 
Who did not go to work to labour
He was our safe harbour
He is my father's figure.




DEAR FATHER

The older and wiser me,
My dear father.
The stronger and better me,
My dear father.
The one that sacrifices everything,
And yet take no credits for anything,
My dear father.
His strong arms corrects me,
When I stray.
And his wisdom talks,
Brings me salvation.
The answered prayer of his ancestors,
The legend of my youthful days.

For my sake and that of my sisters,
He is always on debit and debt.
Warriors and Soldiers,
With bombs, swords and bullets,
They fight in wars occasionally.
But with smiles, wisdom and bare hands,
My father fight wars daily,
And daily he wins with scars.

I see him take the bullets of life,
On behalf of the family.
I see him cry at night,
On behalf of the family.
I see him grow old and weary,
While the family grows stronger.
Fathers are the sacrificial lambs,
In every family.
And everyday my,
Dear father sacrifices his last and more,
Without complaining.

BY Steve

TO BE A POET IN NIGERIA.

Ask dele Giwa what it feels to be a poet in Nigeria.
For in my country, we are entitled to freedom of speech but no freedom after speech.

In Nigeria, we no longer pledge to be faithful and honest, after all na who see food chop dey
Daily we nor recite, God Abeg.

To be a poet In Nigeria is to be a messiah echoing the pains of a million people who would rather keep quiet than talk.

To be a poet in Nigeria is to stand against injustice swept and buried inside big Agbada of our commander in thief.
No wonder Achebe said we are no longer at ease.

To be a poet in Nigeria is to become that man of the people  Dele Giwa died for, 
It's to become that man, JaJa OF Opodo went on exile for.
It's to become a better Nigeria and while fighting to protect the work of our  hero's past.

To be a poet in Nigeria is to become a man of the people, and for the people.

To be a poet in Nigeria to create puns out of every gory story happening in Nigeria.
To be a poet in Nigeria, is to survive against all odds.

© Kemistry









AJAYI

Like the biblical Israelites;
We kept praying for a Messiah 
White stranger's have invaded our land
Stripping off our power.

We have been reduced to aches in our own Homeland 
Our brother's have joined hands with those stranger's.

With their knife they broke the tie that has held us together.
And we have fallen apart.

Who will redeem our people?
Who will wipe away our tears?
There's blood in the land.

Oh Ajayi!
Mighty man of valour.
Son of Adewale the warrior.
Your sword dances  taking away the head's of your enemies.

Oh Ajayi!
Your people are beckoning on you.
Alagbara eniyan
We can't do without you.

Jowo wa,
oh Ajaye your people are dying.
Our stream is now filled with blood of your own people.
Please come and save us.

©Kemistry






FATHERHOOD. 
By: Etibo, Orowo King Esq.

Who is he, who
Is like the wall of Jericho
to his kids, kin and kine? 

Who is the rock of Gibraltar
To his  better half
Who seems to have
No voice in a gathering of in-laws
Who are now her Out-laws? 

Who  is the voice of reason
In the raging season
of family disputes
That brings no outputs? 

Who is the family bread winner
In life's battle of no winner
And no loser
Once there is a good sower? 

Oh! look no farther! 
He is father!
[01/09, 7:25 pm] Kemistry EWC: Will There Be A Country? 
By: Etibo, Orowo King Esq.

Alas the bell of hunger rung
Price of Black crude run
Up, like a rolling stone
Seeking to be atone

Will there be a country? 

Songs of survival rents the air
Who will deliver her
From the austerity stare ? 

It was not a renewed hope 
But what is hope 
To the hopeless
And sense to the senseless? 

Will there be a country? 

The daring years of a man's life
Now like the dozing minutes
Of a dying day

Tell it not in Niger Republic
Tell it not in Gabon
Lest, the military dance.

But blow the trumpet of humanity
Walk the talk of love and compassion
For there was a country

Will there ever be a country?





HOME AT HOME.
Etibo, Orowo King Esq. 

Create a home at home
It is not green on the other side
The cow complain of eating grass alone
A lion  want his flesh on the other side

Create a home at home
There is no joy in lack of hope
When life is on the rope
Let not your faith stand low

Create a home at home
For the sun must give light
And the moon must shine at night
Your success is certain even at home

Create a home at home
The fish can only swim in the water
Understand the matter
And make it at home.








MY FATHER'S SONG 

I write you this song tonight
I see all you do and tonight I choose to write

You are my warrior and my hero
You win battles so I never have to fight

You are my friend and teacher
With your arms you correct my with love

You love me as your son
And teach me what it means to be a father

Your arms speak of strength
I carries me up when I stumble and fall

Your eyes are full of lessons
I see the future when I look at them

Jam the string and cymbals
Let us make a song for my father

©Timothy Chukwu



MAN FROM LAST NIGHT

12:00 AM
from a room across I hear dark whispers
the kind that reminds you of spirits talks with mortal men
i walk into the room and find a man with closed eyes
saying a prayer for me and my brethren

7:00 AM
i seat on a table to have a meal
the man from last night seats across
he looks at me and smiles briefly
his eyes tells a story of rage and war
his smile talks about a warrior's victory

9:00 AM
my teacher comes in with a book
he calls out the names of my friends
and tells them to bring their fees
i wait to hear my name
i never heard my name

7:00 PM
i pick up a pen to write poem
i write about the man from last night
about the sacrifice he makes each day
to feed me and pay my fees
the prayers he prays most nights
asking my ancestors to protect me

©️Timothy Chukwu


I FEEL YOU, I SEE YOU

I see you
When you leave the house
To search for bread for the family
Under any whether you go out
To bring back snack for the whole house

I feel you
When the sun burns your skin
When the rain wets your shirt
You work on the street streets
So I can get a place to sleep

I see you
When you come back home
Tired from the days' stress
You lay on the bed to get rest
And some strength for tomorrow

When you stare deeply into my eyes
You think of ways you can be better
You think of how to make me better
I feel you, I see you

©️Timothy Chukwu




 (GOD IS A POET)

I've read countless of poetry,
But none can be compared to God artistry,
and painting

His moulding,
And shaping are exquisite great,
and beyond imagination

Whenever I consider the technocrat of His creativity...
My heart limps awesomely,
And mesmerized,
because his crafts are the best,
I've ever seen

I wonder daily,
As I imagined how He painted the world,
And giving it a lucrative outlook,
arrayed with valleys,
highlands and many waters

The way He shaped the celestial galaxy,
And moulded man,
left me numb found,
As thousands of thoughts flush my mind on how,
He painted the sky 'blue'
and call it firmament,
to keep displaying His God nature,
As their Source,
And Poet

O Great Rabbi,
And The Guru amongst bard that poem with their pens...
Inspire us afresh

Elevate us to a realm of mysteries,
where our artistry could reflect your ambiance and culture,
To mould,
shape,
And craft our dispensations with the paintings of love



BEYOND THE VEIL: EXPLORING THE AFTERLIFE JOURNEY OF THE SOUL

Journey of the soul is a path untrodden
A voyage to discover what once was hidden
To unlock the secrets of an unknown land
And to fulfill the purpose of a higher command

At the outset, the soul is pure and bright
With immense potential to soar and take flight
But as it embarks on this journey unknown
It encounters obstacles to make it grown

With each challenge, the soul strives to learn
To apply the lessons and to make a discern
To discover the hidden treasures inside
And to embrace the ride that life provides

The journey takes it through highs and lows
Through moments of joy and moments of woes
But through each experience, the soul evolves
And slowly its purpose starts to revolve

Through every interaction, it gathers knowledge
And through every conflict, it finds leverage
To unlock the potential it once had
And to emerge as a soul that's glad

The journey is winding, and it often confounds
But with a spirit, the soul leaps beyond bounds
To discover itself, and to ignite the fire
That leads to the purpose it desires

As the journey comes to an end
And the soul returns to the eternal blend
It takes with itself the lessons learned
All the struggles and memories it earned

The journey of the soul is not just a tale
But a reality that we must entail
For in its light, we discover our purpose
And in its depth, we uncover our surplus

So let us embark on this journey unknown
And let our soul's purpose be shown
For in the end, it's not the destination that counts
But the journey that counts, in all amounts.

©Felixe Amogbon.
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