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OVERVIEW 
The Poetically Written Prose Contest is the 
brainchild of Mr. Eriata Oribhabor, the Initiator of 
Poets in Nigeria (PIN). It emerged with the aim of 
encouraging serious writers who have what it takes to 
write enchanting prose works embellished with poetic 
devices. The contest is under the aegis of The Glass 
Door Initiative, a literary body charged with 
organizing, promoting and moderating open-door 
literary outreaches.  
 
To this effect, Ms. Bliss Akinyemi became the first 
moderator of Poetically Written Prose Contest, 
announcing its first Call for Entries on the 20th of 
February, while the deadline was set at 20th March, 
2017 (creating a submissions window of 1 month). At 
the end, about 50 works were received, with the 
Judge, Chibuihe Obi, selecting from a shortlist of 
twelve (12), Dami Lare as first prize winner for his 
‘The Dark Lyric.’ The first, second and third prize 
winners were awarded cash prizes of N15,000, 
N10,000 and N5,000 respectively. 
 
The second edition of The Poetically Written Prose 
Contest opened for submissions on 2nd May, 2018 
through 1st July, 2018 with Chisom Okafor and 
Hauwa Shaffi Nuhu as moderators. A record 182 
works were received – a sharp increase from the over 
50 entries of the previous year. On the 22nd of 
September, 2018, the prize winners were selected and 
made public, from a longlist of 13 and subsequent 
shortlist of 7. The winners were Veralyn Chinenye (1st 
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prize – The Odour of Death), Shade MaryAnn 
Olaoye (2nd prize – How to Mourn a Lover) and 
Nasibe Babale (3rd Prize – Dear Dean). These winning 
entries are well-crafted prose works reflecting 
unprecedented mastery of language and impressive 
use of poetic devices. The cash prizes for the winners 
in the 2018 edition are N30,000 (1st prize), N15,000 
(2nd Prize) N10,000 (3rd Prize).  
 
The Glass Door Team helped oversee other creative 
writing contests, like the “On-the-Spot Poetry Writing 
Contest” held at Yaba Connect Centre in 2018. This 
initiative remains committed to its main objective of 
promoting poetically written prose works and 
enhancing creativity, in line with the objectives of 
Poets in Nigeria. 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 



vii 
 

EDITORIAL NOTE 
At what point does poetry toe the line of prose, and 
prose that of poetry? Can poetry put on the garment of 
prose and still retain its allure? And how beautiful can a 
work meandering through the borderlines of poetry and 
prose be? The distinguishing elements between prose 
and poetry have long been a subject of intense debate 
amongst literary enthusiasts. In the course of editing the 
works in this collection, we realized that, the 
contributors, through their “multicolored” works, have 
resolved the “racial” issues between these two genres of 
literature. 
 
The writers featured herein have made their hearts their 
homes – a place where their burdened and scathed 
bodies transmute unfathomable sadness and endless 
struggles into thoughts captured in delightful words. It 
is of little surprise that “home” is the recurrent theme in 
this collection as these writers have long been saddened 
by distasteful occurrences rendering their homes 
inhabitable. Notably, some of the contributors adopted 
epistolary mode for their prose-poetry. Perhaps, the 
urgency and importance of the messages prompted such 
directness and realness.  
 
Surely, this initiative has prepared a new ground for 
writers to build new homes where their hearts and 
bodies can always come to roost… 
 
Eriata Oribhabor & Kolade Olanrewaju Freedom 
Editors  
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THE ODOUR OF DEATH 
Veralyn Chinenye 

Dragging those feet home tonight, you know 
home is not home anymore, home is that aborted 
review, home is the way your eyes sparked when 
you wrote about Felicia, home is the dancing 
steps of the pen to your intellectual outpour and 
your first attempt towards something new. 

You manage to get into a cab, you look 
through bodies racing against the dark, you try to 
feel your fingers on one with a familiar pain. You 
see carefree children changing styles to the moon, 
you want to be a child again just but this night, 
and maybe never grow. You don't want to try, you 
are contented with sand and empty containers, 
building castles whose fate you decide. 

You want to be like those dancers, saying 
goodbye to their heroes, you want to jump out of 
the cab, donate your bag, personal computer and 
pen to the next passenger.  

You want to be free, you want to fly without 
beckons, you want to be free to dream without 
being questioned, to lust after wine and deep 
pleasures, you don't want greatness, you want to 
be normal, unnoticed and fade away.  

But it's too late to look back, you can't alight, 
for the cab has brought you home. 
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They said you were screaming “Felicia”, 
someone recognized you and brought you home, 
somehow you will believe home will shelter you. 

For you cannot look back. 
For your body is a filter, sifting setbacks for 

better comebacks.  
Yesterday, you told the man at the other side 

of the glass, that you are greatness, you can't keep 
lying to yourself, for it is only you that you've got.  

You won't surrender to seasonal cuts – you are 
made of iron-brass, too tough for the world. 
 

Veralyn Chinenye is the Moderator of the 365-day Poetry 
for Advocacy and Social Change Challenge 
on Sprinklestoriez.blogspot.com and a closing student at the 
University of Calabar, majoring in Digital Poetry and 
Advocacy in the Department of English and Literary 
Studies. Veralyn is the pioneer lead-rep of Poets in Nigeria 
UNICAL Connect Centre, Calabar.  
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HOW TO MOURN A LOVER 
Shade Mary-Ann Olaoye 

 
There are many triggers that follow the dismissal 
of a lover, many heart moments that hiccup 
themselves on your journey of recuperation, 
reminding you that loss is a bitter pill to swallow 
because it takes too long a time for the after taste 
to wear off.  

These triggers come, like a Russian roulette, 
not knowing when you will be shot for you to 
bleed in memory of things you just can't 
remember to forget. But love is (not) cobwebs 
that can be swept away yet grows fast on you from 
living for too long. 

"I do not know how to let you go,” you tell 
your lover after holding him for too long on his 
lips as though to interlock yourself one last time, 
in a flimsy attempt to make him realize that these 
souls are meant for each other.   

“I don't know how to pretend you never 
existed because you are the lines on my palms I 
see every day.” 

There are many triggers that come at you, 
turbulent like waves eager to drown you and 
swallow you whole. But your try, collecting all 
valuables; the vase with petals of his smile, the 
stereo with his voice on repeat, the hangers with 
his soul, the shoes boxes with his print. You try, 
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closing every chest with a tear, telling yourself 
healing happens one day at a time, that you can 
learn to forget, you try, until the house is bare, as 
your memory should be but then, there is the fog 
of his smell all ready to mist you with 
remembrances.   

Triggers come to you when you are curled up 
in loneliness, making company from a movie 
where two lovers, immersed in each other, decide 
to 'phone sleep', defying what mortals put 
together and filling the mouth of wireless 
connections with soft breath and an almost near 
presence.  

This bullet reminds you of when you and your 
lover defy all odds till dawn but like dawn and 
this trigger, you will sleep that night and wake up 
to a grave silence, lacking in presence and 
warmth.  
 

Shade Mary-Ann Olaoye is a Nigerian student who 
enjoys writing and shuffling through moments.  
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DEAR DEAN 
Nasiba Babale 

 
They said I should write a poem about your 
death, but how do I condense such grief in just 
stanzas? How do I describe the feeling of being 
stripped off the blanket on your heart in few 
lines? How do I compose a poem when the river 
nourishing my muse is gone? 

How do I tell how everything in me reeks of 
your memory? That my eyes hold the warmth of 
your stare? That my nose carries the scent of the 
breaths we shared? That my heart has, embedded 
in it, pieces of your own? That my skin still feels 
the warm caress of your words? That the trees 
remind me of when we used to sit under their 
shades and talk? That the earth harbors your 
footprints on the paths we’ve walked together? 
That the stars remind me of the times we sat and 
gazed at them? 

How do I tell them that your voice echoes in 
every sound I hear and when I look at me all I see 
is you? Or that every meal I take reminds me of 
the ones you brought me when I was sick and 
unable to cook at school? And that every time I 
open water to drink, it reminds me of how you 
used to say that I open it in a funny way, and I 
would reply is there any code of conduct for 
tearing ordinary Leda? That every trip home 
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reminds me of the times you accompanied me 
home? That my house reminds me of the spots 
you sat in it? 

How do I explain how my world crumbled 
before my very feet with news of your demise? 
How the stars dimmed and the moon lurked 
behind the shadows of my gloom? How even the 
mountains couldn’t carry the weight of my grief? 
How the sun set at the break of dawn at the 
sound of your exit? How my dreams went with 
the wind that carried your last breath? 

How do I write these and more in a poem? 
 
With love, 
Nasiba 
 

Nasiba Babale hails from Kano state. She studied Medical 
Laboratory Science at Bayero University, Kano, and works 
with Aminu kano Teaching Hospital, Kano. 
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THE AGE OF INNOCENCE 
Wálé Àyìnlá 

 
1.  
On the day before distance spread through the 
telephone line to my soul, I did not know that I 
had just woken up into a climate of absence. 
Mother, with the morning on her shoulders, 
peeled away the flesh of grief and glued it to my 
body. Patiently, she cried like an ocean into 
blossoming flowers. I wrecked in silence – a mild 
illness pecking on prodigal emotions.  
 
2. 
I was first, a boy pounding fear in his chest, then 
a body cupped into silhouettes. The day grew into 
trees. I saw how leaves annulled the judgement of 
accents. Like a witness of clouds folding 
desperation into angles and doors shutting the 
wind behind, I raised Father’s face to heaven in 
my heart. It was close to hell. I drew it nearer to 
his graveyard. 
 
3. 
Mother guided my sister and I to the mouth of 
the grave with sands in our hands. She said it is a 
way of saying goodbye to people who empty 
themselves in other people. I wanted to tell her 
this man, Father, was my nightmare. I wanted to 
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tell her that I wore him to sleep every night. I 
wanted to open my dreams and show her how his 
death soiled everything. Rather, I betrayed those 
wishes with tears mocking my fear down to a 
lagoon on my face.  
 
4. 
I shadowed Mother’s grief on the bed behind her. 
We were meant to sleep and, probably, forget the 
sun that’d pick us up the next morning. I 
counted the fingers pointing a pyramid of 
brokenness on the wall. I lived there. She turned, 
found me awake and asked why I was yet to give 
my head into more dreams and more nightmares. 
I blinked her innocence to my wrist. She didn’t 
know that I was not ignorant of perspectives. I 
knew it all. 
 
 
Wálé Àyìnlá is a 20-year-old Nigerian writer and poet who 
writes from the ancient city of Abeokuta. His works appear 
or are forthcoming on Brittle Paper, Kalahari Review, 
Prachya Review, Dwarts, Expound, and others. His poem, 
Little Boys are Large Exit Doors was a finalist in the 
Kreative Diadem Poetry Prize, 2017.  
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JAACHI, COME WATCH ME 
DANCE 
Ogwiji, Ehi-kowochio Blessing 
 
Jaachi, I am the tree which died as seedlings you 
refused to tend. I am a memory you cannot 
drown in a keg of palm-wine, for like a feather, I 
will float upon the rivers of your thoughts till you 
recall and regret the night when you abandoned a 
broken flute at the village square, for I am that 
flute and wholeness found me in the hands of a 
drummer boy who lost his drumsticks. 

They say the pen is the only wingless hen 
which shields chicks from preys, but your lines 
were baits on the hook of heartbreak.  It was from 
you that I saw that love could be conceived by 
virgin words, delivered in a manger of lines, 
wrapped away in swaddling clothes of stanzas in a 
place where muzzled emotions bleat noiselessly in 
clothed imageries and poetic devices. Jaachi, all 
there was to your love was poetry!  

So, each time a man strolls into my daughter’s 
mind, turns his heart into a scroll and writes a 
verse with his tongue, I take her by the hand and 
lead her to the small room on the tip of my 
tongue. There I melt into a calabash of soliloquy:  

 “Child, the currents of the heart are not 
measured in Ohms, but maybe in pain, too vast 
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to be calibrated. Every wrong I did is a twist on 
the ladder of my counsels. If you climb it, you will 
not elope with the moon like I did, only to see 
the sun crawl out of the clouds with all the 
brightness I’ve always wanted. I realized too late 
that darkness is an egg, when placed in the 
incubator of patience, hatches into a bright light.” 

Jaachi, come to the village square tonight and 
watch me dance naked and unashamed of the 
bliss which became blisters, for they have become 
painless scars. Come, Jaachi come and nod your 
head to the music of my waist-beads for this is the 
ritual a woman must perform to escape being 
burnt by the smokeless fire in her nostrils.  
 

Ogwiji, Ehi-kowochio Blessing is a 500-level Student of 
Agriculture at the University of Ibadan where she writes for 
local press organizations. Her writings and poems have been 
published on a number of platforms including Gyroscope 
Review, Parousia Magazine, Writers Space Africa and PIN 
Quarterly Journal.  
 

 

 

 
 
 
 



The Poetically Written Prose Contest 2018 | The Odour of Death 

18 

SLAVERY  
Samuel Irusota  
 
Through the North they came, through the South 
they fled. Through the dancing Sahara across the 
shores of Africa, they came with horses to raid 
our land, to take us to a foreign land. With bond 
of chains on our arms, all intended to do us harm 
and big ropes tied to our hands as we marched to 
a strange land. Our culture, they battered; and 
our mothers, they murdered. Death reward those 
who disobeyed, so we marched on without delay. 
Our faces became bruised and bloodied as the 
slave masters hounded us. Our eyes were blinded 
with dust in pools of blood. Our children were 
taken away on a ship and were sold as slaves. We 
were taken and captured and tortured daily. They 
came and stole our history with nothing left but 
pains and misery. We were murdered and our 
children cried. 

The world was silent when we died. 
 
Samuel Irusota is a student of Ambrose Alli University, 
Ekpoma. 
 

 



A Publication of Poets in Nigeria 
 

19 

ALONG BENUE 
Shamsiyyah Bashir 

In the mournful solitude of my dreams, I watched 
my home evaporating with dusk, a roofless image 
on my mind, screams and yells of weak frail souls 
dressing the air, blur images everywhere for I 
couldn’t see beyond the paintings made from 
blood. I knew humanity was asleep for it didn’t 
ring the usual early morning bells, I lost my voice 
for it followed the terror betraying me, leaving my 
eyes as victims, to fend on sights of mass burials. I 
wanted to scream for solidarity till my voice 
echoed past the seven seas. Was this the true 
painting of life or was the painter still sketching its 
lines? I picked up father’s burnt chair, leaning it 
onto the blackened effete wall for the carpenter 
had gone away without official permit. Mother’s 
favourite farm basket was now ashes and dust, 
our home couldn’t even recognize itself. I felt 
blue from the filling scent of ashes and blood, 
what redolence is left in this world that I haven’t 
perceived? The old woman! Oh yes! The old 
woman whose hut was under the iroko tree; was 
her greys still intact or she lost them to willies? 
For I could only see rivulet of blood flowing and 
caressing the soil, tending to its wound so dear, 
showing it love with no bound, leaving humanity 
to cry and beg for amnesty, was this a sign from 
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life? Ushering me to feed on flesh and blood, for 
I am in a triangle of myself, life and death, as I 
always sleep with my heart in my hands, a heart 
that is already familiar with terror. “Home” was 
now only a silver linen on feeble old clouds. 
 
Shamsiyyah Bashir, a passionate writer, was born and 
brought up in Jos North, Plateau state. She has been writing 
since 2015, graduated from Al-iman secondary school Jos, 
currently an undergraduate of Urban and Regional 
planning in the University of Jos.  

Shamsiyyah Bashir lives in Jos North, Plateau state. 
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THAT FAMILIAR SONG 
(for Muneeraah) 
Oko Owi Ocho Afrika 
 
Songs, when they develop wings could travel and 
bring old bones back to life. The worst place to 
bury memory is in songs; they have their way of 
cracking coffins to slip through the firm teeth of 
earth, reach the surface and smell your home. 
Songs will find you anywhere you go. Today I 
watched the day burn away with no hope; of 
seeing you, of moving from the ailment of 
lovelorn that plagues my poor heart, from the 
madness of the society swallowing me, losing my 
name—there are no hopes of any of these. 

But, you slipped in silently through a familiar 
song. If you will ever read this… 

Do you remember that day on Keffi Road? 
I ran away from the torment of your grace by 

burying myself in Ben Okri’s A Way of Being 
Free. That day I was running from the subjugation 
of Benue to escape the pang of hunger that was 
bedeviling my days. The loneliness that was 
becoming my official lover. A way of being free 
was to travel and hold the art of places and new 
people. You became art in my heart. I was going 
to wedlock you to paper by writing about you. 

You were watching an Indian movie with 
songs that seemed to be the very bones that made 
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God. Yes, that song made us, and between what 
the song did to us and what it did for God, I 
wonder which is more important. We got talking. 
You were a river of fragmented miracles waiting 
on the world to make you whole. Your voice 
became a choir of miracles. Between you and the 
book I held, I was wondering who my freedom 
pathway could be. I chose you. I closed the book. 
I wanted the road to disappoint us. The vehicle 
should get spoilt or, just anything to delay our 
parting. You were close to your destination. I 
became scared that you will dissipate into 
distance and become an echo of a nonfiction 
piece.  
 
Oko Owi Ocho Afrika is a poet and spoken word 
performer who believes in the emancipation of Africa from 
imperialism. He was featured in Lagos State Black Heritage 
Festival 2014 and was a second runner-up for the 8th Korea 
Nigeria Poetry Prize.  
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TEMPORIS FINIS 
Okunlola Azeezat Olayinka 
 
My name is Karima, first child from a family of 
three. 

Time, they say, heals all wounds. It is an 
inescapable sequence, a metrical chasm that 
shears the living from the dead. Time: an 800-
pound gorrilla hovering above our heads.  Time is 
10 minutes’ past father on the phone; the 
distance between when he says 'I love you' and 
when, like that sculpture he made of virgin Mary 
dropping to the ground when the earth quakes, 
the sound of the bullet hit against his head. It 
could have been anyone; the maid, the 
thrashman, but that was ten minutes ago. Fitar 
stayed only a block away. He had asked that we 
prayed, Allah bid me strength to deliver. He in 
turn, would 'act' in line. 

Time? It's the reason the whole world 
gathered at the cemetery as he became stiff matter 
lowered into the earth, the whole idea behind 
dust to dust and ashes to ashes. Time is little 
Halimah screaming and mother wailing: 'temporis 
finis' ─ the end of time. 

Time is inspiration from the lips of an *Hafiz; 
the mighty scream of: ‘hallelujah, hallow be His 
name. What would you do for Him? To thank Him! 
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Appreciate Him! Honour Him! Embrace this blissful 
death! Walk into *Jannah.’ 

Time is my temperature skyrocketing from 
wires connecting devices against my breast. It is 
my gaze scouring the park, searching for the right 
spot; men, women, sinners. Time is decision, 
determination, desperation. 

Time is a little boy racing to daddy, hands 
outstretched, waiting to get thrown in the air just 
like his baby sister. Time is the laughter of a 
pregnant woman passionately stroking her 
husband's arms. It is the honking of an impatient 
man who's about to lose his life, the scream of a 
racer who's just lost a match, a farewell hymn to a 
kite, floating over the river bank. 

Time is sweet torture on the rabble, the 
rhythmic beat of my heart, slamming against its 
cage. Natasha tugging at the hem of her mother's 
skirt. Time is the reason she thinks she can't live 
without her, loving her, holding her, kissing her. 

Beep Beep Beep: Time is death; the dust in our 
veins that shields us from the torment 6 feet 
above the earth. 

 
Okunlola Azeezat Olayinka was born in the late 90's. 
She presently studies for a degree in Classics, at the 
University of Ibadan, Oyo State. She is the author of 'Red 
Fuse Trip', presently on sale on OkadaBooks store. 
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THEY SAY HE HAD EYES 
LIKE THE BURNING END 
OF A CIGARETTE 
Toby Abiodun 

Always red, he didn't sleep much. He was 
intelligent – the Stephen Hawking's type of 
intelligence – could fix anything: broken 
computers, air conditioners, jammed doors; the 
office knew they'd miss him if he ever left. 

In August 2004 a fire outbreak gutted the 
office building and the accountant working into 
the night burned with it. She was beautiful – the 
accountant. Raised by her father, a wealthy Ijaw 
man, her mother, a Lebanese, left for another 
man immediately she was born. 

They knew he nursed feelings for her and 
wondered how he never had the courage to say it. 
His fear of approaching a woman was probably 
the only thing they saw him unable to fix.  

The office came alive that afternoon before 
the fire when the accountant and him had lunch 
break together.  She made him sing aloud, she 
told him he sounded like Usher. 

The accountant's marred body was found 
underneath a pillage where she had been trapped 
and burnt. He arrived to her lifeless body, knelt 
before it, and bowed his head. When he lifted his 
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head, his eyes looked like the weather in May; the 
tears in them could pass for a rainfall. No one 
had seen a man so beaten, whoever said stones 
don't melt in fire?  

There's this thing love does to a man: It softens the 
toughest parts of him and toughens the softest parts. 
They watched him walk away, every step he took 
heavy with uncertainty, and when he tried to 
speak, his lips curled into the accountant's name, 
his body rose with pain, he looked like sunset – 
beautiful but depressed. 

The last time he was seen, was in a foundry 
working a Furnace. They said he wore all kinds of 
scars, the pain from 2004 was the most visible. 
He had thrown himself inside fires to see if he'd 
die too but oftentimes we don't get to pick our 
own deaths. 
 

Toby Abiodun is a poet and writer from Ogun State. He 
is currently a student of Delta State Polytechnic Otefe-
Oghara where he writes from.  
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WE NEED NEW MOSES OR 
NEW LUTHER KING 
Nome Emeka Patrick 
 
i. 
Dear God, 
Today 
Me, I want to walk into a garden full of mamas & 
babies, feel their wounds, carve very big rainbow 
on the sky – their bodies. Me, I want to walk into 
a room with boys my age, song in my mouth. It 
would feel like a flower opening into bright 
morning. 
 
ii. 
Dear God, 
Really, my country doesn’t know what it means to 
be open to love. They say love is room with plenty 
plenty demons. My people hallelujah and amen, 
but what comes is nothing from you, God. 
Guns. Bombs. Strike. Corruption. Abuse. 
God, this is what it means to be born in a city 
with too much bad men on the top?  
 
iii. 
Dear God, 
Now, this night is full with light like Jesus. One 
boy is kneeling in the street looking at the old 
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woman in the moon. He is crying. Mother always 
say the old woman in the moon is sweeping it 
clean for you, God. 
One girl is sitting on a staircase in a scatter-scatter 
house. She is crying and crying like night bird. I 
don't know why, but she is crying too much. 
Another girl is standing in the middle of the 
road, waiting for her ma and pa. But the world 
goes on. 
 
iv. 
Father God, 
In the house, my father just finished locking the 
whole world out, talking to bottles of dry gin. He 
is stopping to look at a family photo on the wall. 
He is saying things through his water-water eyes 
before crashing into snores; urgh urgh urgh. 
My ma is bones inside the ground. My second ma 
forgot how to show her teeth/laugh. She 
complains all time. No baby. No baby. Pity. 
 
v.  
God, you are listening? 
I am full with fear. 
We don’t want gun pra pra pra at night. 
We don't want school close down all time. 
We need new Moses. Or new Luther King. 
 
Nome Emeka Patrick is a Nigerian artist who writes 
from a room close to banana trees and bird songs. His works 
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are on or forthcoming on Gaze Journal, Vagabond City, 
Prachya Review, Tuck Magazine, African Writer, Kalahari 
Review and some few others. He is a student of English 
Language and Literature in the University of Benin, 
Nigeria. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Poetically Written Prose Contest 2018 | The Odour of Death 

30 

DEAR OLANNA, 
Chinua Ezenwa-Ohaeto 

I know we haven’t spoken to each other about 
what happened last night. I was quick to anger; 
you were fast with words. Now, I am all alone in 
the dark; the bed has been the way you left it.  
The pot sits idle like an idol; it's empty, I am 
hungry. I am here with a flickering candle trying 
to find peace. 

We have known each other for a long time. 
We have seen the world and dreams in each 
other's eyes. We have watered the feelings that 
spawned to all corners of our hearts. Do not let it 
wither.   Remember. You said that I am the petals 
in the bedding of your heart; that I am the only 
one carrying the half of you. Remember? I run to 
you like the only altar boy in an altar. I run to you 
like a wave.  

A bird leaves & does not return backwards. 
In the cold nights, I was the bed that held 

you. Your head swayed directions on my body. I 
held you tight. Like the moon and the night. You 
were the singing bird on the tree of my heart. I 
was the single arrow in the quiver of your mind. 
Lovers in those seasons of love. We were covalent 
bond like the beard and the chin. We were the 
beard and the chin.                
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I crawled into your bosom like a blind man 
led to an armchair. It was like diving into an 
ocean floor: very exciting and vast. The world at 
our feet. I remember those times you were 
unwell, I was by your side and prayed to see you 
well again. 

Last night was quick. Everything happened 
fast. Now, the words in my mouth turn dry like 
an orange squeezed dry. Here in my room I lie 
lonely like a torn pillow. This room where we first 
loved keeps drawing itself in my head: a memory 
very hard to bury. 

I am sorry. 
Dear Olanna. 

 
Chinua Ezenwa-Ohaeto is from Owerri-Nkworji in 
Nkwerre, Imo state, and a lover of literature. He has won 
the Association of Nigerian Author’s Literary Award for 
Mazariyya ANA Teen Poetry Prize, 2009; Speak to the 
Heart Inc. Poetry Competition, 2016. He became a runner-
up in Etisalat Prize for Literature, Flash fiction, 2014 with 
I Saved My Marriage. Recently, he won the Castello di 
Duino Poesia Prize for an unpublished poem. Some of his 
works have appeared in Lunaris Review, AFREADA, 
Kalahari Review, Praxismagazine and elsewhere.  
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PORTRAIT OF A 
REFUGEE’S NIGHTMARES 
Ojo Taiye 

 

Years later, I am still scraping the scent of your 
incense — America, out from under my 
fingernails. What terrifies isn’t the storm, but the 
looming light afterwards. I admit I think too much 
about the past & it makes me sick. My uncle says 
forgiveness in our family means freedom, but the 
truth is: this emptiness cannot be removed, it 
succumbs to the single tongue’s whip of memory; 
the earth pining for a boy forced to keep quiet in 
the dark. I think of my father on the boat, mapping 
its route through the stars as thirty others slept, 
unsure of what the morning would bring. Every 
night, my mother scrubs hospital floors with not-a-
word-of-English on her tongue. In a shore with no 
name, she dreams of the cocoa plantation where 
she grew up – a place she may never see again. 

To know the taste of salt, as to drown is to 
think of my grandmother, lying still in the casket, 
taking with her all the stories I was too young to 
ever ask for or understand.  

We hold conversations in my sleep. 
 

Ojo Taiye is a young Nigerian who uses poetry as a tool to 
hide his frustration with the society. He loves drinking coffee 
& binges on movies.  
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