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ABOUT THE SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT 
 

Sprinng literary movement is a literary society for the promotion, revitalization, and 

improvement of the New Nigerian Generation in Writing and Literature. This movement 

was founded in 2016 by Mr. Kanyinsola Olorunnisola as a multi-media and online 

platform which specializes in the celebration of the riches vested in Nigerian Literature. 

Ever since its foundation, it has gotten nation-wide attention, with views spanning over 

1000 per month. It boasts of over a hundred and fifty Nigerian writers dedicated to its 

cause. Through its website, it posts reviews, poems, stories, essays, and fiction, all of 

which engender the soul of the national literature. It broadcasts Nigerian writers to be 

recognized and appreciated by readers and lovers of literature. Despite being relatively 

young, the fame of Sprinng Literary Movement has burned through the fabric of national 

consciousness and is fast becoming the primal reference point for a recognizable literary 

movement in the most populous black nation. Being helped by young and acclaimed 

poet, Ms. Oyindamola Shoola (author of Heartbeat; a collection of poems; To Bee a 

Honey), it has succeeded in contributing to the development of the literary scene in its 

own way.  

Read more about Sprinng Literary Movement on  

www.sprinng.org 
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MESSAGE FROM THE FOUNDER 
 
 

To say that I am a man of few words would be to 

express a truism in too many words. The Sprinng 

Literary Movement started in my brain just like one 

of the numerous, unsought ideas that break through 

the walls of my subconscious. All it took to 

concretize it was to sit at a laptop and draft the 

manifesto. Looking back at that day, it seems to me 

that it is perhaps one of the best ideas I have ever 

put into motion. The overwhelming support 

received from Nigerians in the literary worlds has 

been humbling. With my stunningly talented and 

gloriously diligent partner-in-crime, Oyindamola 

Shoola, I have worked towards achieving the aims 

presented in the manifesto. One of them is the 

publication of this anthology which will show the 

world the unmistakably unique wealth of literary 

talent present in the country. I implore everyone 

reading this to contribute their quota to the development of our literary sphere by 

sharing this book (as it is for free) with others and get lost in the marvelous 

wonders of its beauty. Get entangled in the webs of nouns, shackled in the 

embrace of succulent verbs, and strangled to ecstasy by the potency of metallic 

metaphors. God bless SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT.  

God bless Nigerian writing.  

God bless Nigerian Writers.  
 

God bless you. Amen. 
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THE SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT 

TEAM



 

 

 

FOUNDER & CO-FOUNDER 

 
Kanyinsola Olorunnisola is a poet, essayist, blogger, social 

critic, and fiction writer. Born in the 1990s to Chief Funmilola 

Olorunnisola, a journalist, and Mrs. Folasade Olorunnisola, a 

nurse, his love for writing as a tool to heal the world is said to be 

genetic. He began writing around the age of six, when he would 

force his parents and friends to read his terrible writings. Years 

later, his writings have become less terrible. He has been inspired 

by a vast field of literary generations including Ben Okri, 

Richard Sheridan, Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie, Dan Brown, 

Charles Dickens, Binyavanga Wainaina, Wole Soyinka and 

Dante.  His passion for propagating positivity through his 

writings has led him to be published in Kalahari Review, 

Bombay Review, Lunaris Review, African Writer, Nigerian 

Tribune, Sampad International Creative Writing anthology, 

WRR, Parousia Magazine and so on. This same passion led him 

to found the Society for the Promotion, Revitalization, and 

Improvement of the New Nigerian Generation Literary 

Movement (S.P.R.I.N.N.G). This multi-media platform has 

placed the limelight on countless Nigerian writings.  He has won 

a few contests and hopes to win more. He is currently working on 

his chapbook, with the working title “Confessions of a Terrible 

Poet”. Also in the works is his on-line magazine, The Sahara Review. In his own words, he is “just 

another vessel of The Muse, but one with a unique and self-aware voice.”    

 

 

Oyindamola Shoola was born and raised in Ibadan, Nigeria but she 

currently resides in New York, USA. She is a poet, a blogger, a 

book reviewer, and the author of two books. Her first book titled 

Heartbeat, was published in 2015 and her second book titled To Bee 

a Honey, was published in August 2017. Oyindamola is also the Co-

Founder of Sprinng Literary Movement; a non-profit online 

organization for Nigerian writers. Her works have been published on 

literary websites like Kalahari Reviews and Black Fox Literary 

Magazine. Her works have also been published in anthologies like 

the Bronx Community College Thesis Journal and Eber and 

Wein’s Meditation; where the mind dwells. 

www.shoolaoyin.com 

http://www.shoolaoyin.com/
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SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT ADMINISTRATIVE AND 

PLANNING TEAM 

 
 

Jesudamilare Adesegun-David is a writer, a strategic thinker and a 

consummate believer in mentoring. He is a member of the Association of 

Nigerian Authors. He is the Project Coordinator for Sprinng Literary 

Movement and he is currently working on the Sprinng Literary Movement 

Mentorship Programme that will begin in January 2018. 

 
 

 

  

 

 

 

As the Strategy Consultant at Sprinng Literary Movement, Ifeoluwa Shoola 

is responsible for constructing and directing strategies for sustainable 

development of the organization. She currently resides in the United States 

where she is completing her Bachelor’s degree in Integrative Neuroscience. 

Ifeoluwa has taken on several leadership positions in at the College she 

attends, which includes ensuring the proper functioning of specific 

organizations and working closely with the Dean of Students office on 

campus. Apart from reading literary works, she enjoys running her own blog 

on which she shares her writings frequently.   

“With a vibrant youth population, Nigeria is a goldmine for creative and 

intelligent minds. I enjoy my work with Sprinng Literary Movement because 

finding, nurturing and popularizing Nigerian literature is an act of service to 

my country.” 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chinedu Ubah is a poet, he also writes short stories, and articles. He is the 

Content & Publications Reviewer of Sprinng Literary Movement. He is 

responsible for selecting the website’s publications. 

 

 



SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT 2017 ANTHOLOGY 

SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT SOCIAL MEDIA TEAM 

 

Wuraola Salawu, born and raised in Ibadan, Nigeria. 
She is an inconsistent blogger. She mostly writes poetry and sometimes, 

prose. Some of her works have been featured in certain blogs like Buzzing 

Words Blog and Jesuskid's blog. She is a social media Strategist for the 

Sprinng Literary Movement, handling the Instagram account. She is 

currently a student of the University of Ilorin. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Abdulsalam Abdul is a Nigerian poet, life coach, and pharmacist. He 

was born and raised in the great city of Lagos, Nigeria. At an early age, 

he was exposed to great literary works by Edgar Allan Poe, whom he 

understudied and patterned his early works to. His works have been 

published on online literary platforms such as Kalahari review, 

naijareview, 54artistry and many of his works have been published in 

various anthologies. He also authors a daily devotional and runs the 

online series; I Am series. Abdulsalam manages the Sprinng Literary 

Movement Twitter account. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ezeh Michael is a Mechanical Engineer, a poet, short story and flash 

fiction writer. Michael manages the Sprinng Literary Movement 

Facebook account. 
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BORN READY BY ADEDOKUN MALIK 
 

Blessings flow like thick fogs,  

With famine also flooding like drugs. 

The youths sail in hope,  

Waiting for poverty to elope. 

 

So deep away, my mind was carried,  

And I saw all the wrongs I did. 

High as a mouse in a room of buds,  

But going ahead is a must. 

 

Thoughts resonate like an 808,  

So, I spend no time thinking of hate. 

My dreams escalated from cheap,  

So, I sow more than I can reap. 

 

So, I dust off muds of shame,  

And stand on the ground,  

refusing to be underground. 

 

Asmics Malik Segun was born on the 19th of August, 1996 in Oyo, Oyo State. Through 

his years of studying he has explored different fields of knowledge. He studied as a 

science student in secondary school at Federal Government College, Ogbomosho before 

he discovered that he could do a lot in the Arts World. He was inducted into the Union of 

Campus Journalists at University of Ibadan in 2014 where he served as a Campus 

Journalist and as part of the editorial board. He also submitted his poems to blogs under 

University of Ibadan where he is a 2016 finalist of Library, Archival and Information 

Studies. 

Instagram: @asmics 

Twitter: @I_am_ASMics 
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A PERFECTLY FLAWED MAN BY DAMILOLA POPOOLA 

 

You were the half that was better, 

Shielding this perfectly flawed man. 

I was the half that was lesser. 

"The perfectly flawed man" 

 

Damilola Popoola is a content and media strategist by day and eclectic poet by night.  

He is someone who continually masters the art of micro poetry so as to combat the notion 

that poetry is disconnected, long and boring. 

Also, he has found poetry to be the ultimate device for freedom of self-expression. And 

he's currently working on his debut book which is set for release before the end of year. 

Damilola is the winner of the Sprinng Literary Movement July 2017 Poetry contest. 

Instagram: @farabaledami 

Email: Damilolapopoola@ymail.com 

Facebook:  Oluwafarabale Damilola Popoola 

mailto:Damilolapopoola@ymail.com
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MY PRESCRIPTION BY KANYINSOLA OKAFOR 

 
You were my prescription;  

Pain medication, or at least 

 you were supposed to be; 

 alleviate my pain,  

yet all you ever did 

 was aggravate it. 

 

Kanyinsola Okafor was born in 1997, and raised in Lagos, Nigeria. She has interests in 

fiction. 

Instagram: @kanyinsolaokafor 
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VOICE OF HOPE BY KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA 

 

Yes, I may be a juvenile, 

I may be oddly tempered 

and quite naïve, 

maybe my bank of wisdom is bankrupt 

and my eye of foresight is blind. 

 

O yes! I may foolishly choose a haunted path 

that makes the courage of 

the deadliest demons bleed, 

in fact, I even dare to swim 

in the waters that drown fishes. 

 

All right, we all know I am lost 

in a land of fantasies 

that will never be kissed to life by fruition 

and I waste my agile years 

chasing the ever-elusive sun. 

 

I was not yet a fetus 

when the fists of the Ojukwu-led Igbos 

hit the open palms of the Hausas, 

leading to the peril of countless soul 

in the ghost land of pardoned arsons. 

 

I admit my virgin tongue 

is still to taste the sweet-sour 

wine of responsibility 

on the ego-pampering throne 

of democratic power. 

 

I know I am not the supple Youth 

you sincerely wished for? 

what if I am not ready to follow 

the worn-out rules of yester-decades 

that time has made anachronistic? 
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But angel or devil, I am 

the inevitable future to come, 

so write me off not so soon 

for the Youth is not a lost cause 

that should be cast away, 

and in the midst of my babble, 

if you listen closely enough 

with military attention, 

your ears might just catch a glimpse 

of the unwavering voice of hope. 

 

Kanyinsola Olorunnisola (also known as K-tops) is the President of the Sprinng 

Literary Movement. He was born and raised in Ibadan, Oyo State. He writes on all genres 

of Literature. The themes of his works are society, love, promise, faith, despair and so 

much more. His main purpose of writing is to burn through consciousness of men with 

the blazing fire of the pen. 

Instagram: @kanyinsola_ktops 
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BOKO HARAM BY OLAWALE IBIYEMI 

 

Yusuf picks up the Qur’an 

And adds to Allah's voice his own- 

An echo that enthralls the mind 

With ideations of blood stained 

Cathedrals and Obama crucified- 

No books allowed! 

Western education must be 

Banished from our land 

And the death of a few;  

A sacrificial necessity for the  

Actualization of inane dreams. 

Iblis, the prodigal prince bathes 

Daily in the blood of my kinsmen 

Mouth agape tasting, tongue squirming 

Joying in the soul-deserted carrions. 

The Lord does not supply our needs,  

The politicians do. 

Thanatos sits in Aso Rock, pot-bellied 

From an unending supply 

Of roasted meat...*coughs*...humans. 

Jihad is over but they don't know;  

All our virgins are defiled. 

 

Olawale Ibiyemi is a young Nigerian poet. 

Instagram: @Jacques_wharley 

Blog: poemsphere.blogspot.com 

 

 

http://poemsphere.blogspot.com/
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HATE IS… BY OYIN OLUDIPE 

 

Hate is 

Two forests 

Tumbling up 

In fire storms, beneath 

A squirrel’s basement 

 

Oyin Oludipe is a contributing author for https://theluxembourgreview.org/ and co-editor 

at http://expoundmagazine.com/ . He was a judge for the 2015 Green Author Prize, a 

literary award for young unpublished poets in Nigeria. Some of his poems and essays 

have appeared in national and international journals like Ehanom Review, Sankofa 

Magazine, Arts and Africa, Sentinel Literary Quarterly, Kaanem Art Magazine, and 

several others. 

https://theluxembourgreview.org/
http://expoundmagazine.com/
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SEXUAL OBJECTIFICATION BY AISHA IYAMU 

 

Women! 

Is she regarded as yet another episode of a series or the full movie? 

Or Limited within the thoughts of the obscure man? 

Do we still view her as an item of fun? 

Or as a toy picked from the rack of a store? 

Born with limitations to what she can do is how the girl child comes. 

Left to cope in the world of vultures as a dove. 

Made and baked like a doll awaiting purchase. 

And told that a price is paid on her head. 

In the eyes of the opposite she is a furniture for home decoration. 

And in that of the public she is a brand waiting to be advertised. 

Covered in facial colors and clothed with garments with several hollows. 

Even worse are the times she is seen as a desire for the frenzied man. 

Waiting to be devoured by the voracious one. 

The sadness we propel ourselves to clear out. 

 

Iyamu Noyemwenre Aisha was born in 1995. She was born and raised in Lagos 

although, she is an indigene of Edo state. Her genres of interest are fiction, poetry and 

storytelling. 

Instagram: @ayeeshaarr 
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A POEM BY OKEGBENRO AYODELE 

 

Amongst all on this Big Field 

You’ve been watered but still won’t yield 

Neither food that fills the belly 

Nor beautiful Flowers that feed the eye 

Your infertility causes great worry 

For on Fertile soil you lie 

What has made your leaves to Wither? 

Is it your seed or unfriendly Weather? 

You’ve been given now a last chance to Bloom 

Which if wasted would lead to your Doom! 

 

Okegbenro Ayodele Oluwatimilehin, a faith-based and motivational writer is in his 

early 20's. He has a passion for writing, speaking and encouraging. He gets his muse 

from conversations, the bible and experience. He is inspired by the writings and teachings 

of Christ as well as the apostle Paul. 

Instagram: @ayodeleokeys 

Blog: ayodeleokeys.wordpress.com 

http://ayodeleokeys.wordpress.com/
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THE SITUATION BY OYEKUNLE OYEDIRAN 

 

You want my heart 

It beats for another 

Whose heart beats for another 

Whose heart beats for You... 

 

Oyekunle Fikayo Oyediran was born and raised in Ibadan, he's a final year student of 

psychology of the Obafemi Awolowo University. He majorly writes poems aiming to 

write about life issues in simple language. He also loves to write about his experiences 

and stories of people hoping to capture them in very minimal lines 

Instagram and Twitter- @_oyekunle_ 

Facebook - Oyediran Oyekunle 
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MY BEST FRIEND CALLED CLIQUE BY RACHEL CHARLES 

 

I am so bittered by the way I lived 

The past few years, permit me 

It has been a bitter sweet story 

I was blinded by the now and not seeing the then. 

The vision was obscure 

Not sure  

Well!!it affected the provision 

Now am full of shortage 

Human resources ain’t at my disposal anymore 

Few hands on deck 

Well my neck  

Has been twisted 

By the false lullabies  

Fake friends frenemies 

Who advise you only for 

self-remedies 

Look at where I am now 

I wish… 

I wish I made more 

I wish I spoke more 

I wish I didn't strict greet 

But street meet 

The desires of others 

I now realize 

There is more than what we call a clique 

That circle pins you down  

To the extent that others are considered a side kick 

No one matters to you anymore 

Just your "CLIQUE". 

This has killed 

The meaning of true FRIENDSHIP 

It has milked its way to the countless desires of many 

Gently sipping the liquid that spells doom 

Oh yes! 

Now I appreciate those that were free spirited 

Not minding who is who, they said otherwise,  

They lived with love 

But our shallow minds called it famzing 

We claimed super stars 

When we had unhappy scars 

... my pen I humble bow. 

 

Rachel Charles is a Nigerian writer. Instagram: @Rachelcharles_ 
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WOULD YOU BUY? BY SIJUADE SANUSI 

 

I have not met you the formal way 

I have not even seen your real smile 

But I could see it from the first day 

That your beauty was worth the while 

You came around my way like a change 

Moving close each day like a sweet heart 

This feeling is coming afresh but strange 

Entering like a message with a loud alert 

I think I like your effortlessly fine online face 

I think I also adore the way you always sing 

I think I imagine us going to a quiet place 

And the fact that I love you is the real thing 

I'd promised that I will carry you like a baby 

And croon into your ears "You are a damsel" 

As long as I so wish to call you my own lady 

Would you finally buy all that I have to sell? 

 

Sijuade Luther-Sanusi was born in Iwo, Osun State, and raised in Ibadan, Oyo State, 

Nigeria. He is interested in poetry. His works explore the themes of love, romance, life, 

and the society. His purpose of writing is to shape a beautiful world of happiness through 

his numerous love poems and to inspire people positively with his poems on life and the 

society we live in. 

Instagram: @Dr_oasis 
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BEFORE NOW BY VICTOR EHIOSUN 

 

Yellow flames wet the heated blue.  

Clandestine call of clouds 

inhale the ratted rattling  

of consuming fumes 

burning the bleeding lambs 

of serfs hallowed upon alters of consensus      

As faith seeded to ground  

with high hopes and licking lips 

tendering to the arrogant sores of infertility. 

 

Government hypnotized 

Sleep lingers on 

until the waking cracks of life mounds scream.  

In a hurry, the shellings split 

Yet, mouthing up to emptiness 

Harvest hungered 

Bellies and earth alike. 

 

The soft military approached 

Price paid with promised trickery 

and consideration accepted by hopeful ears. 

 

There was rain and there was famine 

But the umbrellas and grains were at war  

It was either one or the other 

Franchise gambled  

We swore them to serve 

and they serve still swearing  

to do this and that 

A gist of fallacies; all bloody lies.  

The ticking clock indulges mockery. 

 

The staff of authority 

transformed by the wielding hands 

into a rod of vengeance.  

The Rocking strength of Aso  

shatter our sculptured dreams.   

We know we were asleep,  

but without dreams even our sleep loses its beauty.       
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Naira whored, economy blurred 

we miss the old ways,  

when we had stale bread.  

Now we cry for crumbs 

Saliva is mealed in regret 

the diet of a tenure. 

 

Victor Ehiosun was born and raised in Edo State, Nigeria. He writes poetry. His works 

explore the themes of betrayal, failure, and plight of the lower class. Other themes that he 

writes about are exploitation, futility, life, death, vanity, and eternity. His purpose of 

writing is to let people know that someone feels what they feel and that they are never 

alone. 
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A POEM BY ADETOUN ALAMUTU 
 

…and she loved 

In fragmented breaths 

And truncated heartbeats. 

 

Adetoun Alamutu is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: Lamiii.aa 
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A POEM BY LANRE ORANYELI 

 

A long time ago, I journeyed 

On the back of her raging sea 

I caught winter in my beard 

And rain underneath my eyelids 

Summoning the sun from my breath 

Just to warm my cold hands 

And as I trekked across her collar bone 

I caught a scent behind her ears 

A whiff of vanilla and crushed almonds 

Lingering on after, as I dragged myself along 

And her breasts were ripe and red lipped 

Like succulent strawberries in season 

And I sniffled and muffled words alone 

For my ego was chaffed, unworthy of a suckle 

And then the wind came to sway me off 

Hanging on to a strand of her thoughts, I held on 

Swinging myself to the small of her back as I let go 

My hands caressed her silken skin as I slid down finding direction 

Reaching contours of her ready buttocks and child bearing hips 

Grabbing her hair follicles to reduce my raging speed as I rocked to her feet 

I had transversed the length and breadth of her universe 

If her beauty was time then she would be eternity 

And as I looked at her magnificence from her feet below, I realized; 

That she knew nothing about me for I was a drop of water in her vast ocean 

A speck of sand unnoticed, in her gust of nonchalant winds 

 

Lanre Oranyeli is a poet and a software quality assurance analyst. He was born in 

Lagos, Nigeria and he spent most of his teenage years there before moving to South 

Africa. He is the author of Caricature of Colors. 

Instagram: @LanreO_O 
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I WISH YOU WERE HERE BY OLUWATOSIN OLABODE 

 

…and so he waited 

into the night,  

Clinging to desires,  

Hoping she would call his name. 

 

It is past bed time 

but he's more awake 

than a cock crowing in 

the awakening of the day. 

 

This love 

Like never before 

Burns with passion 

with an affection unending. 

 

If only my love would come 

it’s certainly then worth the wait,  

If only my love would come 

in peace would I find my calm. 

 

I miss you so much. 

For every second without you 

I want you even more. 

For every second that can be made possible 

I wish you were here. 

 

Oluwatosin Olabode is a speaker, poet, blogger and writer. His also a Christian, an 

idealist and a 'future thinker'. He resides in Jos, the capital of Plateau State in Nigeria. He 

goes by the stage name, Double_ST (SST), which stand for Strictly Simple from Tosin- 

given to him because of the simplicity of his message. He writes Poetry, nonfiction, and a 

little bit of fiction plus drama depending on context. His works centers on God, man, and 

life. His themes are also on issues like; having a focused mind, goodness, growth, love, 

motives, overcoming negativity, repentance, worship, and the general ideals of life. He is 

a graduate of Biochemistry from Bingham University.  
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A MAN SO DARK BY SHOOLA OYINDAMOLA 

 

I want a man so dark, 

The moon and stars will divorce 

The night to run away with his face. 

The earth will peacefully rest in sleep 

Upon the mention of his skin. 

 

I want a man so dark, 

Like the resurrection of burnt sacrifices 

Laid by Abel, Elijah, and Moses to God. 

The pleasure of God's perfection 

In his skin, will lure my lust to heaven. 

 

I want a man so dark, 

His body will complement the day 

In my skin. The child that we will bear 

Will be a mixture of brown sugar and milk. 

And will testify like the meeting of Gabriel and Mary. 

 

I want a man so dark, 

Like hmm, dark chocolate in my mouth. 

His tone will manifest the ancestors 

Whose lives were cut short. 

It will be the sweetest revenge your nations will ever taste. 

 

I want a man so dark, 

Like the artistic creativity on the back of my mama’s pot. 

His taste will be sweet like her soup 

And daring enough to travel the forest 

Of my innocent fingers. 

 

I want a man so dark, 

His body prospers light, 

Only by him shall the stars 

And the moon of myself glow so bright, 

I want a shadow of God. 

 

I want a man so dark, 

My black pen for the first time recognizes its quality. 

My paper too thin to accept this gracefulness 

Bows down and tears at the entrance of his description. 

Even history reunites with the present times for his kingship. 
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Shoola Oyindamola is a writer, a book reviewer, a feminist and a blogger. She is the Co-

Founder of Sprinng Literary Movement and the author of two books; To Bee a Honey 

and Heartbeat; a collection of poems.  

www.shoolaoyin.com 

http://www.shoolaoyin.com/
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LOVE BORROWER BY TEGA OHWERHOYE 

 

Hello Miss. Love Borrower 

I heard you would walk down this alley 

As you did the one without corners in November 

As you did the other without lights on the eve of January 

I heard you take your walks in Faith’s shoes 

But they soon wear out and you leave him behind 

This is why I have brought my shoes here with me 

I heard you are familiar with the sea 

And know which way to turn ship should the wind come 

But the Love Borrower thrives on shipwrecks 

And floating drums of fine brewed ale 

I hear too many things Love Borrower 

And my alley has more corners than the drains shards of hearts fall through 

When mother kissed my forehead at birth 

My eyes glowed for all the alleys I am to walk 

When we set sail Love Borrower, for we will 

We will drink and be merry 

And be drunk and dance off these firmly sewn covers 

That we arrive shore singing bare 

You will tell of the last walk you ever took 

The blushing on every face in yours 

The harmony of all the voices from within you 

And the bliss in your emptiness. 

 

Tega Ohwerhoye was born and raised in Lagos, Nigeria. He is mostly interested in 

poetry and flash fiction. His works explore the themes of identity, home, and religion, 

among others. 

Instagram: tegs_1 
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THE OASIS OF A HEART: WHY THESE QUESTIONS? BY VICTOR EHIOSUN 

 

As strangers exiled from  

darkness into the real darkness,  

we are born into comorbidities of transcortical lures encapsulating  

the very tranquility we thirst for. 

Puzzles scrambled into our heads,  

and scattered ends in a fight;  

the survival of the fittest it is. 

Our bodies pulling us to the sweetness of infinite wanton lust  

while our conscience screams in negation. 

The war solemnly kills our spirit and there we are, decisions agape, dumbfounded by the 

intimacy of loneliness; not knowing what, why, who, where or how but formulating 

theoretical lies that last only an age. 

The question laughs at us because we were the answers but chose to become the question. 

 

Victor Ehiosun was born and raised in Edo State, Nigeria. He writes poetry. His works 

explore the themes of betrayal, failure, and plight of the lower class. Other themes that he 

writes about are exploitation, futility, life, death, vanity, and eternity. His purpose of 

writing is to let people know that someone feels what they feel and that they are never 

alone. 
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DOMESTIC VIOLENCE BY AISHA IYAMU 

EPISODE OF A STRUGGLING HUMAN (1) 

 
The eyes that admired are quick to ignore. 

The lips that kissed are quick to insult. 

The arms that cuddled are quick to flex. 

The hands that caressed are quick to hit. 

The mind that once appreciated can’t comprehend even the slightest affection. 

The face that was once covered with colors of beauty is now covered in bruises and 

blood. 

The love once existing is now lost to the power of the fist. 

 

Iyamu Noyemwenre Aisha was born in 1995. She was born and raised in Lagos 

although, she is an indigene of Edo state. Her genres of interest are fiction, poetry and 

storytelling. 

Instagram: @ayeeshaarr 



SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT 2017 ANTHOLOGY 

 

 

TO LOVE IS TO DIE BY DAMILOLA POPOOLA 

 
I told her heart to walk away 

If ever again she wished to sight life. 

 

She came back with 

A tombstone engraved, 

"Died in lover's arms." 

 

Damilola Popoola is a content and media strategist by day and eclectic poet by night.  

He is someone who continually masters the art of micro poetry so as to combat the notion 

that poetry is disconnected, long and boring. 

Also, he has found poetry to be the ultimate device for freedom of self-expression. He is 

the author of an anthology titled; The Thin Line Between Love & Hate. 

Damilola is the winner of the Sprinng Literary Movement July 2017 Poetry contest. 

Instagram: @farabaledami 

Email: Damilolapopoola@ymail.com 

Facebook:  Oluwafarabale Damilola Popoola 

mailto:Damilolapopoola@ymail.com
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NEVER BEEN SANE BY EBUKUN GBEMISOLA OGUNYEMI 

 
I remember the day our 

feet crossed path; 

and for a moment, 

it felt like destiny 

as your hands slowly 

brushed against mine. 

 

I thought why not? 

The heavens bore witness 

with the sky turning dark 

and the ground soaked 

with waters from heaven. 

 

Who would have thought 

the heavens was weeping? 

That the color of the sky 

was a bad omen? 

 

I could see the sun 

shaking her head for me. 

I didn't know my feelings 

had clog my pores. 

 

Now I see you again, 

lying on top of her 

in my memories; 

With your hands where 

it never belonged. 

And your mouth where 

it hurts the most. 

 

And then I watched you 

unmount; 

I could hear you pleading, 

with your arms on my legs, 

pleading to let it all wash 

away with the storm 

but I couldn't look at you twice, 

as I pack my bags, 

leaving, 

never to look back. 
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Then you looked at me 

Like I’m insane... 

But baby, 

I’ve never been sane. 

 

Ebukun Gbemisola Ogunyemi was born in Abeokuta, Ogun State, Nigeria. She is 

mostly interested in nonfiction, fiction prose and poetry genres of literature. Her works 

explore the themes of women subjugation and empowerment, love, family, child abuse, 

abuse, loneliness, self-esteem, gender inequality, the girl child syndrome among others. 

Her purpose of writing is to express her views and also bring issues of interest to the fore. 

Writing is living to her and her works have been featured on My Trending Stories, Arty 

Medium and the likes. 

She blogs at www.ibukunwrites.wordpress.com. 

Facebook: Ebukun Gbemisola Ogunyemi 

Twitter: @ibukunwrites 

Instagram: @ibukunwrites, @officialego 

http://www.ibukunwrites.wordpress.com/
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MY GOLDEN DAMSEL BY KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA 

 
In the dead of the night 

The wind still echoes your name 

Though the sun does shine bright 

My only light is your flame 

Rain on my blue desert 

And calm my restless heart 

 

Forest of withered trees 

Am I when you are away 

Filled with graceful bliss 

Am I when to me you sway 

I feel your sweet gentle soul 

As I offer you my whole 

 

"Conform not to the world 

But the renewal of your mind" 

Be not shaken by fud 

Your doorstep grace shall find 

So spread your wings and fly 

Soar and reign in the blue sky 

 

My heart aches for my golden damsel 

But between us does a thousand miles dwell 

Flash a smile and enjoy your day 

In spirit, with you I stay. 

 

Kanyinsola Olorunnisola (also known as K-tops) is the President of the Sprinng 

Literary Movement. He was born and raised in Ibadan, Oyo State. He writes on all genres 

of Literature. The themes of his works are society, love, promise, faith, despair and so 

much more. His main purpose of writing is to burn through consciousness of men with 

the blazing fire of the pen. 

Instagram: @kanyinsola_ktops 
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A POEM BY SALAU HAFEEZAH DOYINSOLA 

 

Is it the assurance in your voice 

That makes you my choice? 

Is it how much you know 

That makes me love you so? 

Is it how much you believe in me 

That makes me feel so free? 

Is it how close you stay 

That makes my fears go away? 

It is amazing how you’re my solace, 

My love, my favorite place. 

 

Salau Hafeezah Doyinsola was born and raised in Lagos, Nigeria. She is interested in 

poetry. The themes of her works mostly include; love, pain, and happiness. She writes to 

be heard, to express her true feelings and sometimes, to keep busy. 

Instagram: @I_am_feezah 
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LOVE IS… BY OYIN OLUDIPE 

 

Love is 

A million angels 

Serenading 

Twelve gates of Hell 

On a shivering August 

 

Oyin Oludipe is a contributing author for https://theluxembourgreview.org/ and co-editor 

at http://expoundmagazine.com/ . He was a judge for the 2015 Green Author Prize, a 

literary award for young unpublished poets in Nigeria. Some of his poems and essays 

have appeared in national and international journals like Ehanom Review, Sankofa 

Magazine, Arts and Africa, Sentinel Literary Quarterly, Kaanem Art Magazine, and 

several others. 

https://theluxembourgreview.org/
http://expoundmagazine.com/
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BLACK BY EGBUNE OLISE VICTOR 

 

Black is gifted 

Black is cool 

Black is classy 

Black is strength 

Black is not inferior 

Black is the future 

God is black. 

I am black and our lives matter. 

 

Egbune Olise Victor was born in Delta state and raised in Lagos state, Nigeria. He is 

interested in the poetry genre of literature. His works explore the themes of love, 

Religion, Politics. His purpose of writing is to promote Nigerian content and to enlighten 

his readers. 

Instagram: @poemsbyvic 

Blog: poemsbyvic.WordPress.com 

Twitter: @victhepiper 
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ARK BY OLUJOBI ADEBAYO 

 

If the earth is filled and made repugnant 

With water and corpses, he will be mu ark 

When my faith fails and I forget the covenant 

He will be my arc. 

And if a great wall stands between me and my right 

And evil reports causes me to fright 

Its weight shall fill my sinews with might. 

As I march to the fight, upon my shoulders 

I will bear his ark. 

 

Olujobi Adebayo is a Nigerian writer. 



SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT 2017 ANTHOLOGY 

THE TALE OF A RAPE VICTIM BY ISHOLA OREOFE TEMITOPE 

 

Today I sat on my chair, the brown one, with metal legs that directly faces the window 

and lays adjacent to the waste bin, slowly she opens the window, “ah it's the leftover 

droplets of the rain!”  She says. 

Something holds her there, she is stuck there looking outside the window and then the 

thoughts start coming. 

“ I can't change the wrong that has been done to me, I can't go back in time and decide to 

stay home listening to the songs that played on the radio that warm evening.” 

Unconsciously, tears starts rolling down her cheeks. 

“What if I had worn the ugly long gown, the one that swallowed me and left a whole lot 

to imagination? Would he have noticed me? Would he have held a gun to my head as he 

forced me into his car? He took me to a dark, cold house as cold as he's intentions and 

commanded me to strip, no one can save you now poor thing.” He said. 

With shaking hands she removed her clothes, the first button, second button, the third, 

well there was no third,  the button had popped the other night, she mentally noted down, 

(Note to self: fix the prodigal button when you get back). 

“What am I doing? Here I am thinking of a button. Will I ever leave this house alive? 

What happens next?”   

I closed my eyes, shut it tight, when he touched me, it hurt, his tongue did unspeakable 

things, even as his breath came in gasps night after night as he violated my dirty wounded 

body, all I saw was darkness, he did it again and again and again until I couldn't take it 

anymore. This weak thing, this object that brought warmth to your loins had become an 

animal that will viciously rip you apart. 

I don't know how I did it, till this very day, the object I reached for, or how I lay hands on 

it. It all happened in a moment, I wasn't thinking. Bang, bang, bang, and there was blood 

and screams. Sometimes, I wonder who that voice crying out in agony belonged to…all I 

knew was that I ran. I couldn’t see, where am I? What date is it? Who is the current 

president? 

Nadia honey step away from the window, Aliyah’s voice brought me back to Lagos, 

Nigeria current date: 12/05/2016. 

All I will ever have are fears, countless scars branded into my memory, to hunt me day 

and night, all because someone decided to tap into the bestial nature of man. 

 

Ishola Oreofe Temitope was born and raised in Lagos. She is mostly interested in 

poetry, story writing and fiction genre of literature. Her works explore the themes of short 

stories and popular misconception. Her purpose of writing is to bring awareness as well 

as put a smile on the faces of her readers. 

Instagram: NICKYCUTIE_25 

Twitter: TOPE_NG 

Blogs: https://wordpress.com/posts/isholaoreofe.wordpress.com 

Islayore.blogspot.com  

 

 

https://wordpress.com/posts/isholaoreofe.wordpress.com
https://d.docs.live.net/bd37f7235bc82a19/SPRINNG%20LITERARY%20MOVEMENT/BIOGRAPHIES/M
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A POEM BY RACHEL CHARLES 

 

Dear mama, 

 

Your moments are forever with us 

God decided it was time 

That's why he picked you from this wicked world 

Resting in his abode 

Was our prayers 

Now there is no pain  

You will dance with joy 

This time around 

You will watch over every single thing we do 

And wipe out bad hands 

When you were alive 

Our hurt was your hurt 

I remembered 

You called out our names 

And prayed for us 

What greater joy than this. 

Rest. 

Queen Esther Adisa 

Happy celebration!!! 

 

Rachel Charles is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: @Rachelcharles_ 
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I AM A MORTAL GOD BY OTUBELU IZUCHUKWU 

 

The chief priest swung his fist o’er the misty cloud 

And clenched his teeth beneath the stinging wrath of death, 

Dreaming of the dreams undreamt and the vows unvowed 

Birthed in earthen promises; struggling for breath 

In search of veiled answers in unpregnant wombs 

To trace the trail to Anyika’s forgotten tomb 

 

I am Idemili, the walking shadow of the dead 

Tell Okoro to beat the ancestral drum and ikoro, 

Summoning dead gods from the realm of the undead 

Where our fathers fought a fierce fight with arrow and bow, 

Leaving behind dry bones crying by the riverside 

I am Agadi Nwanyi, the beautiful black bride 

 

I am Ogwugwu, the black ant that stings the buttocks 

The wild child that knows more proverbs than the council of elders 

I am the blood and entrails of the sacrificial bullock 

The slave that lays down the law for the slave masters 

Do mortal men breathe the breath of immortality? 

Religion is a tale told by the tongues of anarchy 

 

I am Ojukwu, the hen’s egg shell that breaks not 

On concrete walls or metal floors or marbled doors 

I am the stinging fangs of imaginings forgot 

What legalized lawmaker makes unlegislated laws? 

I am a mortal man that steals the heart of a goddess 

I am Eri, the husband to Ojiugo- the high priestess 

 

I am Agwoturumbe, the firstborn son of a deity 

Every god is a mortal; every mortal a god 

Man’s existence is a short-lived eternity 

Thawed by the gnawing jaws of Ulu’s lightning rod 

I’ve built an altar of verses- my place of pilgrimage 

Go and tell Amadioha that I have paid homage 

 

Izuchukwu Otubelu was born on January 4, 1995. He hails from Isiekwulu village in 

Ukpo, Dunukofia Local Government Area, Anambra State. He is currently a 300 level 

Zoology student at Nnamdi Azikiwe University, Awka. He writes mostly under the 

pseudonym Usman Kamsi Ojo. He is an aspiring poet, short story writer, essayist and 

novelist. He has published a short story in Kalahari Review and has published a few 

poems in Words, Rhymes and Rhythm (WRR). He won the Brigitte Poirson Poetry 

Contest (BPPC) 2016 September Edition. 
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A POEM BY GEORGE OWEN 

 

The shoes didn't fit 

I knew I was born to be no slave 

Then the crown didn't fit 

I was baffled by this since I was next in line 

I never understood why the shoes were too small 

And the crown too heavy 

Why to serve wasn't noteworthy 

And to lead was too great 

I had to discard these notions 

To find solution 

A quiver and a bow and I became robin to the hood 

Finally understood my dreams 

I was a boy yet a man on a mission 

Born to be free if I played my position 

In the eyes of the king I was nothing but an outlaw 

In the eyes of my people I was something of a rebel 

But to the common people was a hero of some sort 

Like robin had to find my own bandits to become prince of the thieves 

To steal from the rich and gift to the poor 

To bring about justice and equity to the law 

But before I could commit this treason I was arrested by the guard 

But how could they know my intentions? Was I thinking out loud? 

So I was taken to the king found guilty of treason and sentenced to die 

Not by hanging or beheading but my very own bows 

So I was sent to the executioner with tears in my eyes 

Three arrows to my heart 

Was like 3 raps on my back 

And I awoke on the floor 

It was 3 minutes past 8 

It was the 3rd time I was late for my class in a week 

 

George Owen is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: o.g_writes 

 



SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT 2017 ANTHOLOGY 

 

SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT PUBLICATIONS 
MARCH 16 - 31 (2017) 



SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT 2017 ANTHOLOGY 

 

 

YOUR SISTERS WERE A SIGN BY ADETOUN ALAMUTU 

 

He breaks in 

And engulfs you in love, 

A love that is skintight 

You can taste the sweetness 

That he coats it with, 

This sweetness, 

Set your sisters in troubled water 

Children without fathers, 

Women without lovers, 

Souls without bodies 

Heart broken into puzzles. 

A sweetness that you cannot 

Break away from. 

 

Adetoun Alamutu is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: Lamiii.aa 
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VOICE TO THE VOICELESS BY CHRISTIANA AILERU 

 

On this day I stand 

To restructure my destiny as a common man 

 

I stand not amused 

At rights being refused 

Justness sold out to status and affluence 

Or watch injustice move like a glider plane. 

 

I stand against the one who says the common man’s opinion cannot be heard because he 

has no kobo in his pocket 

 

For the child who has been abused 

And her naiveness misused, 

For Adamu whose rights has been infringed because he cannot afford a lawyer, 

For Dooshima who has been inhumed in domestic violence 

For Bola who was sexually harassed 

I stand 

 

I stand for the man who has been locked up in the so called “correcting box” 

Confined to breath its bad air 

Without an opportunity to appear in court 

 

I stand not as an activist 

But as a common man 

Whose ears are filled with the cries of the exploited 

 

I stand 

Not to fill your wall with words 

But to be a voice 

I stand for the implementation 

of the human rights policy 

In the constitution. 

 

Christiana Aileru is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: @christianaileru 

Blog: Christianaaileru17.wordpress.com 
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THE DAWNING OF A NEW NATION BY FERANMI OKAFOR 

 

The dawn of a new era, 

The rebirth of a new Nigeria, 

Our chains finally broken, 

Freedom; the command that is being spoken. 

 

A new day, 

She’s woken from her slumber, 

A fresh start, 

She’ll never fall; not any longer. 

 

Our motherland, 

The giant of Africa 

My father’s land, 

The pride of Africa. 

 

We’ve opened our eyes, 

A new discovery, 

We’ve taken all back, 

A “by-force” recovery. 

 

I see the future, 

Farmers will sow and reap bountiful harvest, 

I see the future, 

Fishermen will cast their nets and be astounded. 

 

The dawning of a new nation, 

Better late than never, 

We celebrate this occasion, 

More moments like this we pray; to cherish forever. 

 

I see the future, 

We’re soaring higher; all boundaries expelled, 

I see the future, 

We’re racing faster; traits of stagnancy repelled. 

 

The rebirth of a new Nigeria, 

The dawning of a new nation.  

(17/10/15) 

 

Okafor Feranmi was born and raised in Lagos, Nigeria. She is mostly interested in 

poetry. Her purpose of writing is to enlighten those that are "oblivious to the obvious". 

She writes mostly on life and happenings that she is inspired by. 

Instagram: @feranmee_ 
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MY CUSTOMERS BY MOJISOLA AISHAT 

 

In a rush 

The movement of spring in compare 

Face; cold Stone 

Clouded with anger and frustration 

Waiting to be unleashed 

Waiting to whip 

With trembling tentacles 

They arrive to be served 

Just a word they speak 

Send shrills to your spine 

Erupts commotion from your within 

But you have to serve  

profit must be made 

 

Calmly 

Their lips apart 

In a beautiful smile 

Bringing you hope 

When the atom of faith you could muster 

Has been washed away 

Blissful fragrance emitting 

From every step they take 

They arrive to be served 

Lifting your spirit 

Calming your nerves 

With every word they speak 

Again you serve 

But this time with joy 

My customers 

In variety of flavor 

They arrive to be served. 

 

Rabiu Aishat Mojisola was born and raised in Nigeria. She is interested in fiction, 

romance, mystery, and humor. Her works explore all themes. Her purpose of writing is to 

touch hearts and relay layman's thoughts through poem. 

Facebook: Rabiu Aishat Mojisola 

Instagram: Vivaysha 

Twitter: d_msaisha. 

 



SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT 2017 ANTHOLOGY 

 

 

INSOMINA BY RACHEL CHARLES 

 

I really don't know the meaning of insomnia 

But it hatefully caress thoughts in my breasts 

Keeping me awake to feed my addictions 

Patiently starving my inner by saying good bye-Rachel Charles 

 

Rachel Charles is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: @Rachelcharles_ 
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BLACK HOLE BY SEGUN ADEBIYI 

 

Grim Reaper laughs again 

Time to fish with his scythe 

From the ocean of life. 

 

Life and death on the battlefield 

Armored-death, bare-chest life 

Someday, man shall pay Mother Earth the price of being born... 

 

Death;  

Shaker of mountains 

Shatterer of dreams. 

Unmeasurable abyss 

Man oblivious in the black hole 

 

Man is calm in the aura of afterlife 

But, where is his earth-voucher? 

 

Segun Adebiyi is a poet, writer, and a lover of Art. He's a 2016 graduate of Redeemer's 

University. Segun writes about life, expressing the profundity of his artistic being. 

Instagram: @Biyi_nuges 
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CAN’T GO AGAIN BY ADEDOKUN MALIK 

 

Swift as the sun sets,  

Time fades away. 

Like the snow melts,  

It goes away. 

 

Some won't find the open doors,  

Some will try to fix us,  

Some will close their doors,  

But all affected by the Laws. 

 

I would go back to live it again,  

But the wisdom, not in my brain. 

I could just live for the moment,  

And choose happiness more frequent. 

 

Asmics Malik Segun was born on the 19th of August, 1996 in Oyo, Oyo State. Through 

his years of studying he has explored different fields of knowledge. He studied as a 

science student in secondary school at Federal Government College, Ogbomosho before 

he discovered that he could do a lot in the Arts World. He was inducted into the Union of 

Campus Journalists at University of Ibadan in 2014 where he served as a Campus 

Journalist and as part of the editorial board. He also submitted his poems to blogs under 

University of Ibadan where he is a 2016 finalist of Library, Archival and Information 

Studies. 

Instagram: @asmics 

Twitter: @I_am_ASMics 
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COME COOK, MOTHER BY ASHINZE PATRICK 

 

Come cook for us, Oh Mother 

We have filled up the heathen clay drum 

With the waters from the mountain spring 

We have fetched the best of waterless woods 

From the vast forests of the seven hills 

 

Oh Mama, use the fruition of our bounty and 

Let the fire burn redder and deeper into 

The buttock of the fat earthenware pot 

Let the edge of the wooden knife cut up the greens 

And let the friction of the grinder mash up the lot 

 

Oh Mother of mothers, don’t just call us men 

Channel our youthful zest and make us a savoury meal 

Our sturdy shoulders shall pilot the rhythmic poundings 

Our muscles shall power the fallings of the mahogany pestles 

Into the widened course of the yam-drunk mortar 

 

Oh sweet Mama, we long for your generous cooking 

The fire burns and crackles with fervid momentum 

Let the meaty soup sizzle wild in salt and seasonings 

Let the hot peppered palm oil baptize the citizens 

Of the colloid stew with their ravishing sweetness; 

 

Stir the contents Mother! Round and round, 

Let the bitter-leaf dive amply into the melon crush 

Stir Mama! Stir Affable Mother!! 

The aroma pierces deep into the canals of our nose 

We cannot wait any longer; unbearable, is our appetite 

 

Hasten up, Oh Great Mamamia 

The table is set with voracious eyes and watery mouths 

Father is back from the city's unforgiving sun and toil 

Hasten Mother! The moon is shining bright 

In the clouds and the night is getting darker upon us! 

 

Patrick Ashinze is an incipient writer who has an indescribable flair for smiting out 

words and scrolls. He is more into poetry writing than prose and he considers coming 

across this literary platform as a gracious privilege. 

Instagram: @ikembapat 

Facebook: Pat Ashinze 



SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT 2017 ANTHOLOGY 

DOMESTIC VIOLENCE BY AISHA IYAMU 

EPISODE OF A STRUGGLING HUMAN (2) 

 

How innocent they are as they strive through their daily activities to survive the human 

font. 

How ignorant they are to the harmful intentions of the ones that pass them by. 

How to them every human is like them. 

If only they knew they would stop and guard themselves. 

Dragged out and pinned down 

Screaming out from helpless cries 

Hit several times and penetrated into. 

Scraped with sharp linings. 

Covered in swear, tears and the stench of the superior. 

Lost in so many places. 

Another episode of a struggling human. 

 

Iyamu Noyemwenre Aisha was born in 1995. She was born and raised in Lagos 

although, she is an indigene of Edo state. Her genres of interest are fiction, poetry and 

storytelling. 

Instagram: @ayeeshaarr 
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IMMORTAL BY DAMILOLA POPOOLA 

 

Through these words 

I live a thousand times. 

An incarnate of me in every line. 

Born over and over again. 

 

A father of 

Myself I have become. 

 

Damilola Popoola is a content and media strategist by day and eclectic poet by night.  

He is someone who continually masters the art of micro poetry so as to combat the notion 

that poetry is disconnected, long and boring. 

Also, he has found poetry to be the ultimate device for freedom of self-expression. He is 

the author of an anthology titled; The Thin Line Between Love & Hate. 

Damilola is the winner of the Sprinng Literary Movement July 2017 Poetry contest. 

Instagram: @farabaledami 

Email: Damilolapopoola@ymail.com 

Facebook:  Oluwafarabale Damilola Popoola 

mailto:Damilolapopoola@ymail.com
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A POEM BY GEORGE OWEN 

 

I remember the good old days  

When life was simple before we hit jet age 

The moonlight stories  

And the cute white lies  

Our parents never second always came first in class  

But I miss those days  

When they always told us the stories of tortoise with moral lessons 

Before the industries and toxins just crude old tools 

Those were the real fun days before everyone started acting so damn cool 

 

George Owen is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: o.g_writes 
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LOVE AFTER THE FAIRYTALE BY SIJUADE SANUSI 

 

Tonight, here I am but finally going 

I bet you know I have tried 

The last seeds you saw me sowing 

Failed to grow and now I cried 

 

I said I saw us playing on the trees 

And then running in the woods nude 

You said I was calling us Monkeys 

That my tale was not decent but rude 

 

And now I am leaving you for good 

Since you’ll not buy all my paradiddles 

Maybe there is a listener in my hood 

Who will quietly swallow my riddles 

 

But you can do one thing to make me stay 

Boy, promise me love after the fairy tale 

 

Sijuade Luther-Sanusi was born in Iwo, Osun State, and raised in Ibadan, Oyo State, 

both in Nigeria. He is mostly interested in poetry genre of literature. His works explore 

the themes of love, romance, life, and the society. His purpose of writing is to shape a 

beautiful world of happiness through his numerous love poems and to inspire people 

positively with his poems on life and the society we live in. 

Instagram: @Dr_oasis 
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THE EARTH QUAKED AGAIN BY KOLADE ADEYALO 

 

The earth quaked again, mightily this time. The vibration caused papa to drop the luggage 

he was hurriedly packing. Mama rushed into the room and screamed. 

‘Nna e, biko leave these loads and let us get out of here before the gods unleash their full 

wrath! I said it, but they would not listen!' Mama sounded hysterical, her voice was pitch 

high. 

Papa remained very calm, he picked up the fallen luggage and arranged them again. His 

hands were very sweaty and his breathing labored at regular intervals.  

‘Ijeoma, will you please pack the yams into the car? We won’t have to starve on the way, 

or would we?' Papa raised his voice towards the end. I sat on the bed still, looking at both 

of them. What a pity. 

Mama rushed out to the kitchen and stopped midway after realizing that she had packed 

the yams already, and that this is the third-time dad had sent her to pack the yams she had 

already packed. She reached the door, ready to shout at papa when the earth shook again, 

throwing mama hard against the wall, and Papa against the wooden hanger on the wall. I 

remained still, not moving an inch. The impact must have knocked the wind out of both 

papa and mama because they both went silent and swiftly loaded the car till it could allow 

nothing more. 

We entered the car, and Papa drove us out, into the streets. As we reached the streets, 

driving seemed a futile effort. The street was crowded with thousands of people, fleeing 

like us from this cursed land. Many people tried to hang on to papa’s car to get a free ride 

to nowhere, while some just lay on the road, doing nothing but to slow progress. Papa 

hooted and shouted and cursed before he saw enough room to drive out of the street to 

the main road. 

If the street was frustrating, the main road is extremely suicidal. More than 10 cars had 

broken down, causing a nauseating gridlock. Mama was going mental in the car, while 

Papa cursed loudly. I remained very calm and still in the back seat, offering no sound 

amongst the luggage I was squeezed in. Papa got down and so did the man in the car 

directly opposite us. He was Madueke, our family doctor. He tapped papa on the 

shoulder.  

‘I just heard from my radio that this is a tremor from the earthquake happening presently 

in China, and not that the gods are angry with us.'  Madueke told papa, his glasses shining 

very bright in the hot sun. 

Papa immediately rushed into the car; his brand new Peugeot 504 and turned on the radio. 

True to Madueke, the news was true, but mama would have none of it.  

‘It is a lie Nna e, they are just trying to take away the potency of our gods, this is not any 

‘earthquake’ in China, it is the gods that are angry that we have a forbidden child in our 

village! That Mr. Stanley’s son, he is the forbidden one. Yes, I said it!' 

Papa eyed mama with disdain, an expression shared by Madueke and his wife Diezani 

who had also come down to join the conversation. 

Minutes later, the road cleared, and as papa started the car, a big crashed ensued from the 

front, and screams went up. The road had cracked from another tremor. Panic erupted and 

people drove in circles. Papa revved straight ahead, hitting two straying kids, but he 

didn’t wait or look back. As he drove on, I wanted to tell them that, yes it’s true that the 

gods are angry, and that I am the forbidden child, but instead, I decided to stick to the 
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news from China. After all, whatever comes from China isn’t supposed to last. 

 

Adeyalo Kolawole is a graduate of English and Literature in Adekunle Ajasin 

University. He loves anything art, and is bent on making the world a better place. 

Instagram - @Adeyalo   

Facebook - Adeyalo Kolawole Lee 
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I’M AN AFRICAN BY FERANMI OKAFOR 

 

Africa, 

Where they say “ica” is free, 

But that shouldn’t define me. 

 

I’m an African, 

A child of the soil, I’m speaking up, 

For all the turmoil, I’m rising up, 

No matter how influential, I won’t drink from your cup. 

 

I’m an African, 

My skin so dark, I’m called black, 

Our sun so hot, skins crack, 

Our culture stuck on me, like a birthmark. 

 

I’m an African, 

Our peculiar beliefs, culture; that’s our identity, 

The nonsense of this world, we do not take for levity. 

 

I’m an African, 

I’m a child of the soil… 

 

Okafor Feranmi was born and raised in Lagos, Nigeria. She is mostly interested in 

poetry. Her purpose of writing is to enlighten those that are "oblivious to the obvious". 

She writes mostly on life and happenings that she is inspired by. 

Instagram: @feranmee_ 
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A POEM BY ABIOLA OLARENWAJU 

 

You'll see... 

That I'm not willing to hide 

The secret to my thrive 

In a box full of lies 

And rip off you the vibe 

I promised you for life 

Keep watching, you'll see... 

The pride 

Inside 

Of mine 

Only lines 

The sides 

Of my pain and cries 

Endured for a time 

I told you, you'll see 

These roses before my eyes 

Have seen love in disguise 

When our eyes 

Met at a park in July 

So I picked them in the night 

Absent of prying eyes and a moonshine 

So it's divine 

Aura can keep you inclined 

To me and my not-so-sublime 

Pocket with a dime. 

 

Abiola Olarenwaju is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: @byolarbreezy 
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SIMPLICITY BY RACHEL CHARLES 

 

Simplicity is common 

at the same time not common among the common man 

now we have 

commoners and commanders 

the elites became wanderers 

 

Rachel Charles is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: @Rachelcharles_ 
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A POEM BY SALAU HAFEEZAH DOYINSOLA 

 

A legend, a queen! 

Flawed, yet, so on fleek 

A woman of esteem 

Her secret I shall leak 

It’s her million dollars smiles 

Through bad times and worse 

Through tribulation and trials 

She stays strong despite the odds 

 

Salau Hafeezah Doyinsola was born and raised in Lagos, Nigeria. She is interested in 

poetry. The themes of her works mostly include love, pain, and happiness. She writes to 

be heard, to express her true feelings and sometimes, to keep busy. 

Instagram: @I_am_feezah 
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A DIARY ENTRY BY TEGA OHWERHOYE 

 

Dear Dairy, 

 

Home is here. 

The other day, I was the one in the room and I was mute. Today it is you and I am mute. I 

am not mute for the same reasons. The other day, I could not take my eyes off home, off 

brother's door. Today, home is here, wearing you and I stare for secrets father may have 

forgotten to tell me and gossips sister may have missed. 

 

Tega Ohwerhoye was born and raised in Lagos, Nigeria. He is mostly interested in 

poetry and flash fiction. His works explore the themes of identity, home, and religion, 

among others. 

Instagram: tegs_1 
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RISE NOW THAT YOU CAN BY ADETUNJI ADEBOWALE 

 

The days of your life are running away 

And here you lay 

Still, like a living corpse 

Dreaming of immortality 

 

The girl of your dreams is crying out her eyes 

To the point it is devoid of life 

And here you stand watching 

The lover with no guts 

 

Opportunities come by everyday 

But fantasy is your mainstay 

You’d rather dream light out of the day 

Than stand up to the sun 

 

You are the superhero 

Who lost his battles because he picked none 

This was too small to matter 

That was too big to win 

 

You are the flickering lantern 

That en-lightens the traveler 

But remains blind 

To the darkness within 

 

Wake up when it is still day 

Ye who fear to look the sun 

Rise now when you still can 

And be raised high like the prodigal son 

 

Forget Ogun, Sango* and their cohorts 

You are the Man of Fate 

Forget Zeus, Poseidon** and their gang 

You are your own god 

 

*Ogun & Sango - gods in Yoruba mythology 

** Zeus & Poseidon – gods in Greek mythology 

 

Adetunji Abdulrahman Adebowale is a 100 level student of the faculty of Law, 

University of Ibadan, Nigeria. He is interested in poetry and anything literary as well as 

public speaking. He considers himself a closet poet. 
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PROMISE BY OLAOSEBIKAN FEYISITAN 

 

And when he said  

‘I’ll always be there’  

I should have asked  

‘Where?’  

 

Because  

 

When finally,  

I stopped seeing red  

And my thoughts could finally be processed  

I realized  

Even in arms strange  

His promise, he kept  

 

When finally,  

My tears didn’t make my eyes blind  

And my heart stopped crying foul  

I realized  

Even at destination far  

His promise, he kept 

 

Olaosebikan Feyisitan was born and raised in Ibadan, Nigeria. She is mostly interested 

in poetry.  Her works explore the themes of love and life. Her purpose of writing is to 

entertain and make people aware of little and everyday things that are easily missed. 

Instagram: @ms_shukrah 

Facebook: Shukrah Ola Feyisitan 
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BIRTH OF THE DEAD BY OLOLADE AKINLABI 

(Dedicated to Late Lt. Colonel Abu Muhammad)  

 

Like yesterday, day we threw you up so high  

Hands were positioned towards the sky  

Exhibited your priceless prowesses to the world  

Casualties of this war peeped from the wards  

Abu, by the road side, souls you saved queued  

Expectations waited, anxiety was never due  

Man of honor deserves the honorable honor  

Your names were chanted even as a humor.  

 

Days ran by, could not be held nor slow down  

Boots laced, eyes were warned not to sleep till dawn  

Embraced our weapons, war at ease, not in peace  

Trampled over the dead bones as they lied in pieces  

Passed by our backyards, steps took stumbled over  

Mama's tomb, she was an infant of terrorist bomber.  

 

'This war must be won', words of courageous colonel, Abu-Alli.  

 

Clouds shrink, atmospheres sober, skies wail  

Air breaths out heat, earth is hot, weather hails,  

Drab trees, waves cease, bunch of leaves, hold lips  

Tears tour through cheeks, faces soak with rips.  

 

What is the wailing for?  

Alas! Abu fled the sinful wilderness called life  

Gallant warrior, defeated wars, as for death, not bolder  

Yesterday, hands threw you up so high  

Today, breathless statue you are, lying on our shoulders  

Here we say farewell, your deeds remain best  

Companion in your six feet mansion. 

 

Ololade Akinlabi is a Nigerian writer. 
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THE CHIEF’S PALACE BY PHILIP PEACE 

(Words from the innocent mind) 

 

the chief's palace full of slave's sweat alack: 

the chief's palace full of joy in chief's palm, 

the chief's palace full of soil on bright scalp, 

the chief's palace full of sweet gift of earth. 

 

near chief's palace was sad dirge lullaby;  

near chief's palace does people's dry tears cry,  

near chief's palace does pleasant odors cry,  

near chief's palace does dirge sounds lullaby. 

 

outside the chief's palace are tears of pains:  

pain in the town, real workers not vain! 

vain bestowed outside the chief's palace domain,  

domain of chief's palace has peace to claim. 

 

pains of sad pleasure in chief's gains measure:  

measure of people's pain to chief's pleasure,  

pleasure of the foot to wear crown's honor;  

what honor has painless pain of horror? 

 

the chief's palace full of slave's sweat alack:  

at chief's palace was sad dirge lullaby,  

outside the chief's palace are tears of pains;  

pains of sad pleasure in chief's gains measure. 

 

Philip Peace is a Nigerian writer. 
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CALL ON THE SHEPHERD BY SARAYI JIBREEL ABIMBOLA 

 

I am stuck in prison 

Unlike every other 

I am happy being in 

Thanks to no law and order 

 

Bolts and nuts tightens 

The union beneath 

Where bullets become roses 

And nothing falls apart 

 

Be the custodian, the warder 

Allow not, any jailbreak 

Don't put my heart at stake 

Hold the key to my locker 

 

Let nature fall us apart 

And six feet be our home 

A jam of nature and crime 

Let your heart be the vent 

 

Sarayi Jibreel Abimbola is a seasonal writer. He writes occasionally on subjects that 

interest him. This poem; "Call on the Shepherd" is his first love poem, and it draws 

inspiration from the questions of love and its enslavement. 

Jibreel's interests include short-stories and poems. He has authored quite several works, 

none of which has been published as a book. He is a student of the University of Lagos, 

Department of English, 300 Level. 
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SHE WALKS THE AISLE BY CEEJAY 

 

Many a year ago 

today I dreamt of 

when 

a colleague, a friend, a sister 

the aisle would walk 

 

In praying 

God's face I sought 

for today speedily come 

 

A horribly beautiful gabardine 

in my gab robe await 

and like a mother hen protect 

from dusts and clothed robe inhabitants 

 

In felicitation 

so high I jumped 

when the news filtered to me 

that 

a colleague, a friend, a sister 

on the second Sabbath of four 

walks the aisle magnificently 

 

Mr. CJ Njoku (Ceejay Kwukwasi – Pen Name) is an educational consultant, 

motivational speaker, author, poet, drama director, seasoned teacher, a prolific writer, and 

Chief consultant of ReadRight Consulting Services. He has an outfit that specializes in 

educational consultations, editing and book publishing, sourcing for and empowering 

young poets by publishing their works and so on. 
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I AM JUST SIMPLY BLACK BY DAMILOLA POPOOLA 

 

I am not a person of color. 

I am just simply black. 

 

I am not a person 

Of caramel chocolate 

Or any shade of any grey. 

 

Neither a Person grudged 

Of inherited scars dawned 

By my ancestry of slaves. 

 

I am just simply black. 

 

Black not in 

Violence or geography. 

Neither in my oversized 

Shirts and dodgy stands. 

 

Black not in my 

Hippy slangs and poetry. 

Neither in my love for 

Neckpieces and saggy pants. 

 

I am just simply black. 

 

Damilola Popoola is a content and media strategist by day and eclectic poet by night.  

He is someone who continually masters the art of micro poetry so as to combat the notion 

that poetry is disconnected, long and boring. 

Also, he has found poetry to be the ultimate device for freedom of self-expression. He is 

the author of an anthology titled; The Thin Line Between Love & Hate. 

Damilola is the winner of the Sprinng Literary Movement July 2017 Poetry contest. 

Instagram: @farabaledami 

Email: Damilolapopoola@ymail.com 

Facebook:  Oluwafarabale Damilola Popoola 

mailto:Damilolapopoola@ymail.com


SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT 2017 ANTHOLOGY 

 

 

REJECTED BY MOJISOLA AISHAT 

 

Head low in obvious pain 

Heart broken into shreds 

Smile gone with the wind 

One more look at her 

And he could bear no more 

The only option was to leave 

Straight to the door with no second thought 

He banged the door with a loud thud 

 

He was hurt 

She was aware 

But she had to be fair 

His request had to be rejected 

 

Rabiu Aishat Mojisola was born and raised in Nigeria. She is interested in fiction, 

romance, mystery, and humor. Her works explore all themes. Her purpose of writing is to 

touch hearts and relay layman's thoughts through poem. 

Facebook: Rabiu Aishat Mojisola 

Instagram: Vivaysha 

Twitter: d_msaisha. 
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MR. SOLDIER BY OLAOSEBIKAN FEYISITAN 

 

I’d ask the bully  

Strong and burly  

If I didn’t check twice on myself  

Frail and runty  

 

I’d ask him  

Not to harass Mama Foluke  

If her husband’s eyes didn’t get swollen  

For the same thing  

 

I’d remind him  

He swore to serve  

Our father land  

Not the whip and gun  

 

I’d go to the bully  

Really I’d go  

I’d tell him he’s unworthy  

Of the uniform of our heroes 

Olaosebikan Feyisitan was born and raised in Ibadan, Nigeria. She is mostly interested 

in poetry.  Her works explore the themes of love and life. Her purpose of writing is to 

entertain and make people aware of little and everyday things that are easily missed. 

Instagram: @ms_shukrah 

Facebook: Shukrah Ola Feyisitan 
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A POEM BY RACHEL CHARLES 

 

Dear Daughter, 

 

When the lustful wind blows 

Remember that it's a love shallowed 

When the suitor comes knocking,  

Love will cherish your garden beneath. 

 

Rachel Charles is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: @Rachelcharles_ 
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A TOAST BY TEGA OHWERHOYE 

 

I raise my glasses to you 

Feeble one who still sings in rainy nights 

Thirsty one airbrushing what the sands tell of you 

I raise my glass to you too 

Dreamer floating through space on unanswered prayers 

Dancer, maestro of the cricketing of crickets 

I raise my glasses to you and my wine spills - 

The other diners say it's bad omen 

I write a poem. I’ve been known to spill all our lives. 

 

Tega Ohwerhoye was born and raised in Lagos, Nigeria. He is mostly interested in 

poetry and flash fiction. His works explore the themes of identity, home, and religion, 

among others. 

Instagram: tegs_1 
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MUTED IDEALIST BY VICTOR EHIOSUN 

 

Our legs anchored by solitude 

Held still 

In our borrowed state 

We are the gatekeepers 

But we shut ourselves out. 

In intelligent pretense 

We polish our foolish irony 

And open the gates for others. 

 

Night comes 

And we tell lies, 

In prayers to the air. 

Head on rocky pillows of comfort 

We fall asleep 

Prey to the spirits of hungry ignorance 

Our souls devoured to its core. 

 

We wake to strange gifts of soft beds 

And we joy o'er 

In the second sleep. 

 

What stupid slumber! 

Awake from your leprous minds 

Speak your dumb knowledge 

Listen to your deaf wisdom 

Delve into understanding 

Lest you be ridden upon 

By horses of men 

Of like nature as thee. 

Victor Ehiosun was born and raised in Edo State, Nigeria. He is mostly interested in the 

poetry genre of literature. His works explore the themes of betrayal, failure, and plight of 

the lower class. Other themes that he writes about are exploitation, futility, life, death, 

vanity, and eternity. His purpose of writing is simply to let people know that someone 

feels what they feel and that they are never alone. 
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WHY I REMAIN BY TEGA OHWERHOYE 
 

You are everything that exists everywhere. 

The insisting voice in the absence. 

The beginning of my beginning. 

The ellipses at my end. 

There is no dilemma 

It is you - to sink - to soar 

You are the lingering scent on pillows 

The thin air at 2am 

There is no dilemma 

It is you - to drink - to thirst - to fail at sailing 

You are cosmos 

My wherewithal 

My cosmos. 

 

Tega Ohwerhoye was born and raised in Lagos, Nigeria. He is mostly interested in 

poetry and flash fiction. His works explore the themes of identity, home, and religion, 

among others. 

Instagram: tegs_1 
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GOSSIP BY OLAOSEBIKAN FEYISITAN 

 

Mother said no gossip  

So I won’t gossip  

I saw Ariyike  

No, not the farmer’s daughter  

Chief Liadi’s lass  

Coming from Alade’s hut  

Looking disheveled  

Hair really rough  

We know how she loves her hair  

That was last moon  

Oh, how I’m dying to tell Abeni  

But mother said no gossip  

 

Just yesterday  

I saw her with Ladi  

Under the mango tree  

Two pairs of limbs  

Wound tightly together  

No, I didn’t peek  

Just curiosity  

 

And then today  

I saw her with Risi’s betrothed  

No, no, I didn’t follow them  

Just happened to find clothes abandoned  

In the bush  

Oh, how I’m dying to tell Abeni  

But mother said no gossip  

So I won’t gossip 

 

Olaosebikan Feyisitan was born and raised in Ibadan, Nigeria. She is mostly interested 

in poetry.  Her works explore the themes of love and life. Her purpose of writing is to 

entertain and make people aware of little and everyday things that are easily missed. 

Instagram: @ms_shukrah 

Facebook: Shukrah Ola Feyisitan 
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WHEN WAR WAS WAR BY PHILIP PEACE 

(Words from the innocent mind) 

 

When war was war in the solitude of the gun, 

When war was war in the appraisals meant for fun, 

When war was war in the epitome of disrupt, 

When war was war in the clarity of the unthought. 

 

When war was war, when birds weep in solemn chorus, 

When war was war when haven panic for his creature, 

When war was war when hell shook for dusts inflators, 

When war was war: when ants could talk untalks' of talks. 

 

When war was war: when we could see blood competing 

with the storm flowing to the South of the Northeast, 

as the red sea doth tearily smile at bones, smiling 

soil could only moan for the loss lost being. 

 

When war was war in the solitude of the gun,  

When war was war and unthought kiss the thought to run! 

When war was war and run ran far away from dust,  

which made them kiss the sun in the funeral nightclub. 

 

When war was war: when ants could talk untalks' of talks; 

When war was war and lion could tremble in their pulse, 

When war was war when peace cry soft tears from outburst, 

When war was war when haven panic for his creature. 

 

Oh, it was like doomsday at Paradise when hell smile, 

when war was war, when death smile and dine with gun's smiles, 

When bullets sing of victory and Pharaoh could smile; 

tho' death has adorned his corpse with beads of billion strife'. 

 

Oh, it was like doomsday at Paradise when hell smile, 

When smile could cry soft tears and moans from soil hurt smiles, 

When war was war and fate could say it's war for strife, 

When war was war and bullets, death itself could smile sighs of smiles. 

 

When war was war and doom could smile on all that fight,  

That fight the winless battle with cowardice' strife,  

Cowardice' strife that cry in phobia fright of strife,  

When war was war, it was like doomsday in Paradise. 

 

Phillip Peace is a Nigerian writer. 
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BAPTISM BY SHOOLA OYINDAMOLA 

 

The water swallowing me 

strolling into my ears 

as if to let me hear God, 

fingers immersing me to belief, 

my eyes shut, my ears clogged, 

prayers and hymns filling in, 

you made me qualified for heaven 

and taught me what drowning feels like. 

  

Shoola Oyindamola is a writer, a book reviewer, a feminist and a blogger. She is the Co-

Founder of Sprinng Literary Movement and the author of two books; To Bee a Honey 

and Heartbeat; a collection of poems. www.shoolaoyin.com 

http://www.shoolaoyin.com/
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GODS AND THEIR SENSE OF HUMOR BY DAMILOLA POPOOLA 

 

The waves washed at me 

A message in a bottle. 

 

How so quick I pulled at it. 

Thinking you finally realized. 

 

The waves washed at me, 

A message in a bottle. 

 

Surely I now know the gods 

Have a sense of humor. 

 

For this messenger bared 

Every word and "sorry" 

 

But sadly it was 

For another lover, 

Who also waits at shore. 

 

Damilola Popoola is a content and media strategist by day and eclectic poet by night.  

He is someone who continually masters the art of micro poetry so as to combat the notion 

that poetry is disconnected, long and boring. 

Also, he has found poetry to be the ultimate device for freedom of self-expression. He is 

the author of an anthology titled; The Thin Line Between Love & Hate. 

Damilola is the winner of the Sprinng Literary Movement July 2017 Poetry contest. 

Instagram: @farabaledami 

Email: Damilolapopoola@ymail.com 

Facebook:  Oluwafarabale Damilola Popoola 
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CLERGYMAN BY TEGA OHWERHOYE 

 

Ha yes! Some notes in the preacher's bowl 

Mama's pot has a hole in it 

And the firewood gets to drink half the soup 

But throw in some notes for the preacher's bowl 

Ha yes! Those shiny crispy ones 

Let sister have the smelly ones for her errands 

The ones brother drew your stick figure on 

So she has to walk the entire market 

Before finding the fish seller who'd take it 

 

Did you hear? 

There's an infection eating brains in neighbouring villages 

The king in one seized a farm 

He now lies in a grave there 

They say the farm owner is a nice man 

The king in another took a wife from another 

They say the husband fed him a strange meat for dinner 

But throw in some more notes in the preacher's bowl 

That he may pray down blessings on your thinning pockets 

And wrath on your king, his brother 

 

Oh you go on. More notes for the preacher's bowl 

Don't stop now just because he confessed his seed in your 9 year old 

Don't stop. Throw in more notes for the preacher's bowl. 

 

Tega Ohwerhoye was born and raised in Lagos, Nigeria. He is mostly interested in 

poetry and flash fiction. His works explore the themes of identity, home, and religion, 

among others. 

Instagram: tegs_1 
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REMEMBER? BY OLAOSEBIKAN FEYISITAN 

 

Remember  

Our little hut  

The one we found  

During one of our many walks  

This time, in the woods  

 

Remember  

Our song  

The one we sang  

With too loud voices  

Both voices terrible  

Me saying ‘you sound like a toad’  

You saying ‘that was a world class performance’  

 

Remember  

Our laughter  

Loud  

Like we had no care in the world  

 

That was  

Me and you  

You and I  

We  

Us  

 

Now you care, Temi  

Now you care  

You say  

  ‘Not so loud, Lami  

   Not so loud  

   And would you stop slouching  

   People are watching’  

 

This is  

Me  

You  

And  

Them 

 

Olaosebikan Feyisitan was born and raised in Ibadan, Nigeria. She is mostly interested 

in poetry.  Her works explore the themes of love and life. Her purpose of writing is to 

entertain and make people aware of little and everyday things that are easily missed. 

Instagram: @Ms_shukrah 

Facebook: Shukrah Ola Feyisitan 
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ONE MAN’S WAR BY DAMILOLA POPOOLA 

 

Deep within this bowel 

Flames this feel of utter greatness. 

Drowned by doubt 

And fear of the unknown. 

 

Every dawn of day 

I push and I pull! 

With littlest of hope mustered. 

 

For again what choice do I have? 

 

Nurture spells great 

The world demands dooms. 

Faith is cut in the balance. 

 

I hear war drums. 

 

Damilola Popoola is a content and media strategist by day and eclectic poet by night.  

He is someone who continually masters the art of micro poetry so as to combat the notion 

that poetry is disconnected, long and boring. 

Also, he has found poetry to be the ultimate device for freedom of self-expression. He is 

the author of an anthology titled; The Thin Line Between Love & Hate. 

Damilola is the winner of the Sprinng Literary Movement July 2017 Poetry contest. 

Instagram: @farabaledami 

Email: Damilolapopoola@ymail.com 

Facebook:  Oluwafarabale Damilola Popoola 

mailto:Damilolapopoola@ymail.com
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FUTILE SEARCH BY VICTOR EHIOSUN 

 

There are many scours we can’t end 

Not because we cannot end 

But because there are too many ends. 

And while we know that too many ends 

Deform shape, we venture into drawing. 

 

Drawing those extra lines, 

Those extra shades 

In our search for perfection, 

Our skills rejuvenate into imperfections 

Our taste for originality and super 

Supernaturality 

Plunges us into artificiality 

Instead of naturality 

We forget that we are a product of divinity 

And that divinity is perfection in its perfect state. 

 

What are we chasing what are we looking for? 

It is not satisfaction. 

For the satisfaction inherent in our 

Living dust is wallows in eternal hunger. 

There are too many ends, 

There are too many maps, 

We no longer know who we are, 

Where we are going, or what we want. 

 

In a search we move like fools 

Serving our foots as breakfast for the cruel paths 

Blinded by quest for advancement 

Deafened by the sounds of mockery 

We sell our heritage for bread, 

And succumb to the torture of the search. 

 

Breathing ceaselessly in the dark 

We pant out our hearts, 

Anticipation gives us a heart attack 

Yet the end is bad news 

A rolling stone it is 

Round and round we go, 

Greediness blesses us with too many stomachs 

We must now regurgitate acquired possessions 

Garnish our own vomits and 

Pretend to be satisfied, when we know we are not. 

In search for the cure, 

We enter another era of creation 

The endless chain of vanities 
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Provoke the expansion of our abilities 

Until we can only 

work the work of the six-foot world. 

 

Victor Ehiosun was born and raised in Edo State, Nigeria. He is mostly interested in the 

poetry genre of literature. His works explore the themes of betrayal, failure, and plight of 

the lower class. Other themes that he writes about are exploitation, futility, life, death, 

vanity, and eternity. His purpose of writing is simply to let people know that someone 

feels what they feel and that they are never alone. 
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HOLD ON BY OLUWATOSIN OLABODE 

 

Her breast has never nursed 

so they called her barren. 

It has been some years of tears 

so they call her foolish. 

Who’s this God you talk about? 

They mocked. 

You ask and He still hasn’t answered 

“bloody illiterate!” 

 

She’s Hannah 

Samuel is on the way 

she’s YOU 

help is on the way. 

Dedicated to all soon to be mothers;  

HOLD ON!  
God is still on the Throne 

 

Oluwatosin Olabode is a speaker, poet, blogger and writer. His also a Christian, an 

idealist and a 'future thinker'. He resides in Jos, the capital of Plateau State in Nigeria. He 

goes by the stage name, Double_ST (SST), which stand for Strictly Simple from Tosin- 

given to him because of the simplicity of his message. He writes Poetry, nonfiction, and a 

little bit of fiction plus drama depending on context. His works centers on God, man, and 

life. His themes are also on issues like; having a focused mind, goodness, growth, love, 

motives, overcoming negativity, repentance, worship, and the general ideals of life. He is 

a graduate of Biochemistry from Bingham University. 
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UNNOTICED BY MOJISOLA AISHAT 

 

I see the moon 

Basking in its majesty 

Outstanding amongst the stars 

Owning the mighty sky 

Lightning up the night 

For countless lives 

With its fleece like beams 

 

From my tiny box room 

With paint splattered walls 

And window of railings 

Covered with veils 

 

I see the moon 

Merciful in its greatness 

But it sees me not 

Behind my closed walls 

Peeking with awe 

 

Rabiu Aishat Mojisola was born and raised in Nigeria. She is interested in fiction, 

romance, mystery, and humor. Her works explore all themes. Her purpose of writing is to 

touch hearts and relay layman's thoughts through poem. 

Facebook: Rabiu Aishat Mojisola 

Instagram: Vivaysha 

Twitter: D_msaisha. 
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PARALYTIC BY OLANREWAJU OLAMIDE 

 

The room was sparsely lit. It wasn't night but it wasn't day either. She knew there was no 

sound coming from the outside world. She knew it was all in her head. And the noise 

came in multiples of decibels. Like rotes amplified to a thousandth level. And she could 

taste the air. She wondered if that was possible, but she did taste the air occasionally. 

Sometimes it tasted fervid, like over roasted corn. At other times it was bland, tasteless 

but bellicose. Attacking her mouth in a wish wash manner. Tonight, it arrogantly danced 

within her mouth punching holes in corners blandly, bellicosely. The room was sparsely 

lit. It wasn't night, and it wasn't day too. She wished she could do something about it. For 

soon, the waning light would lose the battle to the dark, and she was terrified of absolute 

lack of light. She wished she could do something about it, she couldn't. She had stroke. 

She had damp, dead appendages affixed to her waist. She could feel her waist even her 

buttocks. She felt the excretion when they rumbled through her anus, winning the battle 

against her will to keep them in and to keep the bedsheets clean. She had stroke. The 

perpetual hiatus being handicap suspends you in cannot be fathomed. It is pain to watch 

the world leave you behind, catch up with you again, and then leave you behind. But it 

did. Every day her husband left for work with their kids, leaving her with their crabby 

house help Jessica. You have no idea what it is to have stroke. Half of you is useless, and 

the other half is half useful. Useful for spasmodic gestures and your mouth; your food 

hole below your nose and slightly above your chin becomes twisted in a grotesque 

fashion. Your speech becomes drawled and you spit forth guttural nonsense. Half the 

time your nonsense emanates, you bathe your listener in a waterloo of saliva. And when 

you are being fed, half the food, you eat, the other half, you half eat. You don't know 

what it's like to be hitherto independent and suddenly become totally dependent. You 

don't know how liberating it feels to wiggle your toes and have them respond. And say 

something as stupid as "ehs" viscerally. And when your stomach does gulum gulum, and 

you fight and win the battle to keep excretion in. You don't know how good that feels. 

Jess- Jessi- Jessic- The stroke patient impatiently called. 

Of course Jessica wouldn't come. That thing she handpicked from trash to something. 

The way she looked at her sometimes, makes her wish she were dead. 

Who is there? She asked in her head. 

She would have said it, but you know, stroke. 

The room was sparsely lit. It wasn't night, but it wasn't day either. A figure had streaked 

into the room. She couldn't see it, but she knew she wasn't alone. 

Jessica! She yelled in her head, but verbally she only managed a syllable; Je. 

The figure moved again. Her eyes darted through the room.  

Why won't NEPA just bring the damn light! She rhetorically thought. 

Everything seemed to come alive at once, life entered all inanimate properties in the 

room. The chair squealed, the fan jerked, the curtain danced. The breeze swished in eerily 

and she felt the hairs on her arm stand up. Something sinister was present with her in 

here. An impending doom was lying in wait. 

I cover myself with the blood of Jesus. She thought. 

Jessica! She had forced it out. At last. A second later, she wished she hadn’t, because the 

figure stopped and stooped intently beside her. 

May no one bear this sight after me, ever. She supplicated. 

The figure's eyes shone and emaciated the darkness around it. Teeth spread out in a world 
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record evil grin. And its frown pierced the darkness like hot knife through butter. Swish. 

Faster than the speed of light. Then she caught the whiff of Baileys on the figure's breath. 

Why ah you? She asked, disjointedly. 

The figure replied with a deft move of his arm. She saw a bottle, and she felt a bludgeon 

to her head. The bottle broke instantly... No, it didn’t, because she felt the continuous 

erratic cudgeling to her cerebral outer layer. The sound might have not been loud as she 

thought it was, because these days, her senses were at hyper level. But Boom! Boom!! 

Boom!!! The figure didn't stop the pummeling. She was feeling light in the head. She 

couldn't touch it, but she was sentient enough to know her head had become mush. Mush 

like tomato, overripe mango, and spoilt banana, well made amala, golden morn cereal, 

and mud, or better still, shit. Yes, her head felt mush like shit. Figuratively, and literally. 

She was slipping deeper into the darkness every time the bottle hit her. She thought of her 

two boys and her husband. The room was sparsely lit. It wasn't night, but it wasn't day 

either. That changed. NEPA suddenly brought light, and just before she slipped into 

eternal darkness, she saw her husband holding a bloodied Baileys bottle, and beside him, 

was voluptuous Jessica, smiling lasciviously at him in the fading light. 

-Àdìó 

 

Olanrewaju Olamide is a student of the University of Ibadan from the department of 

Theater Arts. A painter of words and a lover of outlandish lover of poetry. He is currently 

working on a collection of short stories. He was also the winner of the (December) 2016 

Sprinng Literary Movement Short Story Contest themed “Fading Light”. 
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THE NEW GODS BY OGEDENGBE TOLULOPE IMPACT 
 

Yesterday... 

 

Our fathers reverenced the ancestors' altars 

With lowered gazes of bowed heads 

And with sobered hearts, they poured libations 

To appease their fury gods. 

 

Our elders cowered at graven images 

Like timid dogs before dead foxes 

And with chorused voices, they chanted incantations 

To offer their cowries of pleas. 

 

Our mothers took refuge in sacred shrines 

Where strange fires of blind sacrifices 

Were prepared with stale sticks of traditions 

To break the shadowy arms of discomforts. 

 

But today... 

 

We defile the altars of our ancestors 

With the fermented urines of our children 

And we hurl the rituals of our fathers 

To the wandering wind of oblivion. 

 

We break the vows made by our mothers 

At the navel of the village square 

Where the piety kola nuts of fortune 

Were revered by the molars of our elders. 

 

The venerated relics of native oracles 

Are fired into forgotten ashes 

And we flaunt around as new gods 

Who feed not with broken gourds. 

 

Ogedengbe Tolulope Impact is a chemical engineering graduate of the prestigious 

Obafemi Awolowo University Ile-Ife. He started writing poetry in 2012 and his poems 

have been featured in different anthologies including SPIC Love Poems anthology, Peace 

is possible anthology, Muse for world peace anthology, Nibs tears Justice before peace 

anthology and 2015 Wind of change anthology. Tolulope was the winner of the June 

Edition of Brigitte Poirson Poetry Contest (BPPC 2016) organized by Words Rhymes and 

Rhythm (WRR). He was also the winner of the (December) 2016 SPRINNG Literary 

Movement Poetry Contest themed “The New Gods”. 
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THE NEW GODS BY ADENIRAN ADETOLA 

 

They used to gather at the crossroads of the stream 

The faithful ones clad in white and chalk 

Chanting the praises of the great ones 

In feverish adulation of the gods of fate 

Dancers of the ancestral beats 

 

Their fathers worshipped and taught them the way 

They worshipped and showed their sons the way 

Their sons but saw another Way 

 

For the days of red oil sacrifices 

And appeasements of graven images are long past 

The new gods are no other deities 

But themselves.  

 

Adeniran Adetola is a medical student at Luth with an avid interest in poetry and 

Fiction. When enjoys reading. 

Instagram: Hardaytolahsama 
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FOR THE SAKE OF GOD BY ADEYALO KOLAWOLE 

 

As a typical African woman, Mrs. Adekoya landed two heavy slaps on her 9 years old 

daughter’s face. Her face was livid and she looked like a creature from the fictional hell. 

Nine years old Abigail reeled in shock and pain as she tried to absorb the stinging pain 

from her mother’s palm. Tears broke down her face as she held her burning cheek.  

‘Why are you still at home you devil’s child? So you don’t know you should be in choir 

practice by now, ehn?' 

Despair showed on Abigail’s face as she remembered she had to go to church for choir 

practice. She didn’t want to go and she had prayed fervently that she never wanted to go 

again. With a shaky voice, she told her mum  

‘Mama, I don’t want to go to church again.’ Her tears were loud and pitiable now.  

Immediately she said that, she regretted it and instinctively coiled up to limit the 

imminent beating she would receive.  

‘Eh, the devil has finally gotten me o.’ 

Her mother cried, throwing her hands over her head and advancing on Abigail 

menacingly. She took Abigail by the ear and dragged her around the room, kicking and 

slapping her.  

‘You think you can allow the devil to use you abi? Not in this house. We have only Jesus 

and only Him you shall serve. So you don’t want to go to church ehn? Never! Oya get out 

of here and face the church straight! Idiot, useless child.'  

Abigail stood her ground and refused to go. She cuddled against the wall, sobbing hard. 

Nothing was going to make her go to church today or ever. As her mum advanced 

towards her, she blurted out rapidly amidst tears.  

‘Mama, mama, every time you will be forcing someone to go to church because you 

think it’s a must, but you will never listen to me when I try to complain about Pastor 

Caleb! Every choir practice, he would take me and Nkechi to his room and play with our 

‘toto’ (private part) for hours, telling us to remove our clothes. He would rub our chest 

and force us to kiss him and then each other and he always say that we should not tell you 

because we would go to hell fire. But mama, I want to go to hell fire! I don’t want to go 

to church again in my life! I will run away and never come back.  

She cried hard and loud again, feeling tired of her small life. All for the sake of her 

NOTORIOUSLY RELIGIOUS African parent. 

 

Adeyalo Kolawole is a graduate of English and Literature in Adekunle Ajasin 

University. He loves anything art, and is bent on making the world a better place. 

Instagram - @Adeyalo   

Facebook - Adeyalo Kolawole Lee 
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GLORIES OF OLD DAYS BY ADEWALE BANKOLE 

 

It became a frisky night 

When we the owners of the land became slaves 

And westernization took over without a fight 

They slept in furnished tents and we slept in caves 

And hatred was what we engraved in our hearts. 

 

Our maidens became their mistresses 

Not giving our children the lives they deserved 

And we were decorated with rusted shackles 

And made incapable to the nation we served 

All these happened due to our recklessness 

 

White slaver, selling our traditions and cultures 

leaving us with nothing but darkness 

and our necks, long and thin like that of a vulture. 

Every man for himself in loneliness 

Betrayers amongst us become their caricature. 

 

We no longer want to live in their shadows 

We are tired of waiting, 

While they made our women widows 

And lies became the pioneer of their sayings 

Let’s leave our grudge and let go off our ego. 

 

They were strangers in our land 

And this is the land of our fathers 

We forged our destiny with our hands 

And we will remind them of the glories of our mothers 

Taking them to the past grace of our land. 

 

The rise of dawn will bring the glories of old days 

The land will shake to hear our clarion calls 

Teaching the coming generation of old ways 

Informing every creature in our stunning voice 

We are the new gods. 

 

Adewale Bankole popularly known by friends as Smizzy, is the second child of Mr. and 

Mrs. Bankole. He was born on 31st, May, 1999 in Lagos, Nigeria. He attended Nickdel 

College, Ibadan. His area of specialization is poetry. 
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IN THE POWER OF THE NEW BY SANDRA ARUKWE 

 

In the power of the new 

lies the unwritten. 

The ink to the words, 

the words doused in fuel, 

the fuel to the fire, 

the fire in the blood. 

 

In the power of the new 

lies the awakening. 

The intrusion of death on sleep, 

the intrusion of a slip on death, 

in the creativity of destruction 

and in the deconstruction of creativity. 

 

In the power of the new 

lies the unborn. 

The stillborn reborn, 

the shattered gods in pieces of clay, 

the new gods in the blood of silence, 

more hidden than the truth. 

 

Sandra Arukwe is a person with emotional depths that writing brings to the surface. 
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WE ARE THE NEW GODS BY AYEYEMI TAOFEEK ASWAGAAWY 

 

We are the tiny nibs that bleed red 

and recede the pestle from death's hand. 

We are the caterers that pound bread 

and bake yam in mortar's cup-like hand. 

We are the pens in the hand of God,  

So our words are epistles from God. 

Behold! We are the new gods. 

 

We rule the ruling cabals 

with the cabala from our coven.  

We haunt the ruthless cannibals 

and fix the souls that are broken. 

We earth the glittering clods 

and flush their remnants with our flood. 

Behold! We are the new gods. 

 

Our manifestoes are mantras of Change,  

But their roadmap leads you not to recession;  

In our era, the ant breastfeeds the sage,  

And the foes are swallowed in procession;  

The cats attend the marriage of the dogs,  

And the vultures the burial of the frogs. 

Behold! We are the new gods. 

 

 

Ayeyemi Taofeek Aswagaawy is a Nigerian poet and essayist who recently won the 

Best Writer Award (LASULAWS 2016) and the Creative Writer of the Year Award 

(TPC 2016) among others. His works feature in many anthologies and online literary 

platforms such as Peregrine Reads, Pengician, PIN Quarterly Journal, SPIC Monthly 

Anthology, WRICON Quarterly Journal, and WRR Authorpedia inter alia. 
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WE ARE THE NEW GODS BY ODENIGBO CHUKWUZITELU KENENNA 

 

Together we brought joy,  

Peace and harmony,  

Fidelity and loyalty,  

Confidence and hope. 

 

We are two in one,  

Scarce and barely found. 

How can I love when I'm afraid to fall? 

And all of my doubts suddenly goes away,  

Will I see you or you again? 

 

Run along you both,  

I have once been with you,  

I believe I will find you,  

One step closer we will meet again. 

 

Today I found patience at my doorpost  

Who made these? 

The gods 

Who featured these? 

The gods 

Who are the gods? 

Love and trust. 

 

Odenigbo Chukwuzitelu Kenenna is a student of economics department who  loves to 

write poems. He also owns a blog where he posts his poems. 

Blog: https://kenslitepen.wordpress.com 

Twitter/Instagram: ken_oime 

https://kenslitepen.wordpress.com/


SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT 2017 ANTHOLOGY 

 

 

THEY MADE US BY SIJUADE SANUSI 

 

And I remember our sweet nursery rhymes 

The ones we delightfully sang and danced to 

The choruses telling us of our homes and times 

Yet we knew not the rationale hitherto 

Our bones were flexible, fragile yet flourishing 

So much that we couldn’t wait to fly and fall 

And then our brains- small, sensitive, still speaking 

That I did wonder why my shadow was on the wall 

Yes! I remember the days our eyes began to open 

When books became our sophisticated spectacles 

The moment our innocence was almost stolen 

But for the letters, our tall-tented tentacles 

The tentacles developed by the persistent pacesetters 

Our God-given gods whom we warmly worship 

From the mind makers to the luminaries of letters 

Those hearts and brains who won our readership 

Yes! Much gratitude to these persistent pacesetters 

The love-birds who, for once, never spared the rods 

The darling duo that bore us to raise writers 

Yes! To all the gods who made us the new gods 

 

Sijuade Luther-Sanusi was born in Iwo, Osun State, and raised in Ibadan, Oyo State, 

both in Nigeria. He is mostly interested in poetry genre of literature. His works explore 

the themes of love, romance, life, and the society. His purpose of writing is to shape a 

beautiful world of happiness through his numerous love poems and to inspire people 

positively with his poems on life and the society we live in. 

Instagram: @Dr_oasis 
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THE NEW GODS BY OKORO DANIEL 

 

Looked upon the world filled with mishap and pains.  

Cities bounded with walls, shadows casted from a dark sun.  

Mournful smiles filled street all night,  

Weakly kings ruling towns void of peace.  

 

How long shall this be, alas, king of Kings? 

Whence shall thou send your promise since May?  

Out of the heavens shower on us rain; narrowly 

We pray, before death served as food for the day. 

 

Ne'er did we cease to yearn for our will;  

In response our appeal, new Gods he decreed... 

 

The new Gods came, creating a new race;  

Black, white, melanin strolling at different pace.  

The new Gods came with mercy and grace;  

Erasing, removing traces of pain. 

 

These lords enriched life afresh;  

Reviling, killing all tales of hate.  

To us came they, restored serenity again. 

 

May the new Gods reign! 

 

Okoro Daniel is a Nigerian writer. 
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GODS AMONGST MORTALS BY MBAGU VALENTINE 

 

What a historic day it is, that the gods of the land are dead,  

They left their shrines without the guidance of man or gods;  

We like bees shall feast our heart on that which we've read,  

Was it not written in the ancient scroll that we are created gods? 

It shall be known to all, that the era of our regime is come,  

And we shall reign on the throne and seat of our fore fathers;  

All nations shall pay tribute and homage to us, with lots of income,  

It shall be known that we made greater exploits than our fathers. 

We are the new gods, and by our hands shall the land flourish, 

Henceforth, shall we live as sacred entities amongst mortals; 

In all the nations of the earth shall the people our existence cherish, 

By our hands shall the soil of the land blossom like white petals. 

In the absence of our forefathers, we shall reign and rule the land,  

It shall be known that we surpassed the storm and test of time;  

The new era of the new gods shall be preserved by our hand,  

We are the new gods of the land and we shall reign with time. 

Our ancestors left us the mantle of Authority and leadership as gods,  

Tell it to the pregnant sea and naked ocean that we're the new gods. 

 

Mbagu Valentine is a Nigerian writer and poet. He is a student of the University of 

Nigeria, Nsukka. Born in Onitsha, Anambra state, he is a native of Ozalla in Enugu state, 

Nkanu-West, Nigeria. Writing for him, is a way of purging oneself; a therapy to stand 

sane in a world where the concept of all has been lost. 
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WE ARE THE NEW GODS BY SUNSAMPAUL EGWU PHILOSOPHER 

 

With words of imageries in our mouth,  

We proclaim metaphorical blessing. 

Our veins spent time in pragmatic dilemma,  

Our spittles conjure the dead,  

We are the light of the world. 

Night no longer stand at ease,  

We are the soldiers and knights of light. 

Our words we make swords,  

We are the salt of the world,  

Our physiognomies transfer happiness to humans' countenance. 

Deafening noise amidst solemnity,  

Masses now longed to attend mass. 

Our sermons stood like angels,  

Bending the neck of all demons,  

We are the new Gods. 

We are the architects of our problems,  

With eyesore of detriments. 

We sat on our good deeds,  

But at last we are up to the throne of glory,  

No matter if we come across any gory. 

Sound of a pin drop 

Never make a noise in our midst, 

Flames from a burning furnace 

Never melt the stone in our heart, 

We are the eyes created to see afar. 

 

Sunsampaul Egwu Philosopher is a poet and story writer whose inspiration comes from 

things around him. He's a student who loves writing and reading, he's also a motivational 

speaker and writer.  To his credit he has written many short stories for the love of x. 
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THE NEW GODS BY OREFUWA FORTUNE 

 

A new generation 

Yet we await 

Yet we arrive 

Still not alive 

 

Called in the spirit 

Broken in grave 

Rumble in despair 

Yet to be declared 

They ask questions 

Of an untold revolution 

Secrecy of dispersed identification Meaningless!!! 

 

Highest anarchy of denial 

Still contemplating 

On the fence 

Characterless stands 

 

We pray crazy 

In jazz call 

No remedy none!! NONE!!! 

 

Cherubim of children cry 

Seraphim follow 

Me no have none below 

Religion no solution 

 

God, oh God! 

With fear and trembling 

Thy face we seek 

We no want another gods 

 

Yet a new nation awaits  

Oh thou gods of confusion. 

 

Orefuwa Fortune is a Nigerian writer. 



SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT 2017 ANTHOLOGY 

 

 

WHEN MEN BECOME GODS BY IZUCHUKWU OTUBELU 

 

Obatala, 

You sculpted us with the sweet-smelling scent of your breath 

But now, darkness has descended upon the dim eyes of sunrise 

Thus, we have restructured the fractured bones of our tortured death 

With our judgment, we have built a new paradise for the skies 

 

Oya, 

Your fingers were the wands that caused our winds to blow 

But where is the rain that we waited eleven moons for? 

We now cultivate deserts with broken machetes and hoes 

Tell Kunle the crier to summon Aremu the rainmaker 

 

Erinle, 

Our firstborn sons have all died of sores and swelling, 

Paralyzed by the strapping muscles of reality’s call 

And our young maidens have lost the voice to sing 

Tell Kolawole the herbalist to bring word to me before nightfall 

 

Aje, 

Our barns thirst for the first kiss of your motherly breasts 

There is no more gunpowder left in our castrated guns 

Oludolapo the hunter will bear me witness 

Where is the breast that we suckled before the eyes of the sun? 

 

Ogun, 

The weapons we wielded have won us trophies of dishonor 

Our full-fledged men now sit at home to babysit 

Whilst our daughters and mothers have all gone to war 

Mere mortal warriors have wrestled seven-headed spirits 

 

Our stricken souls stream with tears and blood and pus 

How long will it take this sailing ship to reach the seashores? 

Civilization’s black scorpions have sprung upon us 

We are the new gods; we make the new laws 

 

Izuchukwu Otubelu was born on January 4, 1995. He hails from Isiekwulu village in 

Ukpo, Dunukofia Local Government Area, Anambra State. He is currently a 300 level 

Zoology student at Nnamdi Azikiwe University, Awka. He writes mostly under the 

pseudonym Usman Kamsi Ojo. He is an aspiring poet, short story writer, essayist and 

novelist. He has published a short story in Kalahari Review and has published a few 

poems in Words, Rhymes and Rhythm (WRR). He won the Brigitte Poirson Poetry 

Contest (BPPC) 2016 September Edition. 
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FRESH GODS BY ADEDAYO 

 

The song in my mouth is waiting to split like 

Biafra and Nigeria, for boys falling into our 

prayers like raindrops in the chest of Ibadan 

one song is a dirge and gods do not die but when bullets rip our fleshes 

and opens a book where we read the crimsoned-names of other black boys 

who fell by the pull of triggers, 

we burn our eyes to bury their names 

the other song is of revolution: a chant-- for Sanders, 

Castillo, Alton, and #blacklivesmatter even ashes are burning again 

and the eyes of the night is peeling its skin like nowhere is safe to 

be anything black 

somehow we plant the bodies of these fresh gods on newsstands 

and national papers and say to young boys: do not raise your 

hands do not drop it, just sink into a prayer when you sight a 

white man in funeral dress aiming at you for shooting practice. 

 

Adedayo is a poet. His poetry probes issues of colourism, sexism, racism and other 

"isms" that tears the world apart like feminism. He also won the Eriata Food Poetry 

contest in January. He is an amateur photographer, content developer and nutritionist. 
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A POEM BY OLUWADAMILOLA SAMUEL 

 

We are the ones who command the waters,  

who turn the tides 

and thread the mounts 

we are the ones who create moons  

for ourselves and have lunch on mars 

and scorn the sun 

we are the ones who lock men behind steel bars, 

who hate black skinned humans 

but accept dark-souled devils 

we are the ones who have cures for all ills, 

who silence the thunders 

and allow the storms and ills in our hearts 

we are the ones, the new gods of the earth 

who cry rivers daily, 

so much, that we live in teary oceans 

we are the new gods of earth that cannot protect our progeny  

we are the ones, the gods 

of earth that cannot love ourselves 

 

Oluwadamilola Samuel is a seventeen-year-old student of the University of Ibadan, 

who's been writing since he was a little over eight years old. He enjoys writing and does 

it mostly for fun. He also enjoys music and acting too. He owns a blog where he 

publishes his works; inkyemotions.wordpress.com (the dancing pen), his pen name is 

yhungspiyc (pronounced Young spice). His favorite genre is horror and he's written a few 

stories, like Victoria's ghost, Kokumo etc. He is currently writing books which he hopes 

to publish soon. 

http://inkyemotions.wordpress.com/
http://inkyemotions.wordpress.com/
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THE NEW GODS BY GOERGE OWEN 

 

Our politicians are the new gods 

The Agbada the godly apparel 

And the traditional caps the new crowns 

From primary to secondary to college 

We've never seem to come of age 

Our fathers or grandfathers still hold the grandest of stage 

We pay our taxes they buy the new range 

And stock mansions at home and abroad 

Our country is divided while budget is being padded 

The naira has dropped but the bag of rice has doubled 

Are we suffering from scarcity of fuel or Mr. President? 

'Your excellency' or do they prefer 'Your majesty' 

 

George Owen is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: o.g_writes 
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WE ARE THE NEW GODS BY NAOMI OVERO 

 

Cloaked in insolence and impunity 

Incorrigible to a fault 

Deciding by ourselves what is right and what is wrong 

We are the new gods 

Incorrigible 

Basking in the sins of immortality and rejoicing in the joys of laziness 

Oblivious to the responsibilities of a child 

For we wear the crowns of gods 

We dare you, correct us father 

Say we are wrong mother 

And we will punish you with stubbornness as tall as a rock 

Placed on your pride as parents 

To crush and ruin and spoil 

We will prove to you that we alone decide where to go and where not to 

And our judgment alone shall prevail 

We are the new gods, to say what to do and not to be told 

 

Naomi Overo is an aspiring writer who hails from Ethiope East in Delta state Nigeria. 

She is a two hundred level student of English and Literature education in the University 

of Benin. She started her primary school education at Solid Rock international School 

Abuja and completed it at Educare School Jos. She then started her Secondary school 

education at Educare Chosen High school Jos and completed her secondary school 

education at Federal Government Academy, Suleja, Niger state. She lives in Abuja with 

her parents and siblings in Abuja. 
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THE NEW GODS BY BIOLA OLANREWAJU 

 

I've been thinking lately 

about the things to say 

to the virtual deities 

I failed to keep at bay 

 

They dethroned my moral perceptions 

On my ignorance, they binged 

Buried in a quagmire of commotion 

Their sarcasm still made me cringe 

 

I believe it's my fault 

I birthed a voice within me 

but it was locked in a vault 

So, they weren't scared to break in 

 

In their novel religion 

approval is sin 

You're expected to tear down your bastion 

And toss its pieces in the bin 

 

Now I'm lost in a desert of mirages 

No moral oasis is in sight 

They’ve seized all my leverages 

and savagery has won this fight 

 

But I plead ye in your name 

that my innocence be rid of its pods 

as chains of greed and fame 

sink me deeper into thy mud. 

 

Biola Olanrewaju was born in Lagos, raised in Lagos. He is interested in poetry/fiction. 

The themes in his works cut across imaginations to life experiences. He is a writer by 

day, and a medical student by night. He is the winner of Prof Jimoh/ ILUMSA talent hunt 

for poetry 2016. 

Twitter: @byolarbreezy 

Instagram: @byolarbreezy 
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SPACE IS OUR SHRINE BY ELEMIDE BENJAMIN 

 

When sun extends his generosity  

to ghosts wandering in the night, 

stars pebbled in sand speaking silence 

at the funeral of day, and nobody tear tears; 

nobody render dirge for day, for stars; 

but we climbed into space to wash dreams with hope. 

 

We make things into things with things,  

and lose ourselves in what we found  

to comfort our confusion. 

We speak to the tablet oracle 

for wind to message our thoughts  

to souls at the other side of our ball. 

 

With metal feet,  

destinations tremble before roads. 

With metal wings,  

dreamlands are planted into promise lands.  

With metal men,  

sweat works become mere fun 

driven by wishes on remote. 

 

We are new gods, space is our shrine. 

 

Elemide Benjamin is a 300L student of Biochemistry in the Federal University of 

Agriculture, Abeokuta. He is a poet, short story writer, and events moderator. He believes 

the happenings in our society are enough inspirations for any writer. 
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WE ARE THE NEW GODS BY UKEME WILSON 

 

We strode through life hopelessly 

So weak, naive and gullible 

We opened our mouths to speak 

But our words were faint as a whisper 

Not that we were oppressed by someone 

It was a case of mental slavery 

Not that we were outcast 

We were simply downcast 

Then we came across a statement 

It sounded like the truth 

It was like a veil being taken away 

A perfect paradigm shift 

We now understood life's way 

We pillaged at every knowledge 

Till we became the wise 

We open our mouths to speak 

Hundreds nodded in acknowledgement 

We had the answers to our problems 

Aye! Even the problems of others 

We were regarded as gods amongst men 

We are the new gods. 

 

Ukeme Wilson is a pharmacist and a lover of poems. He runs a blog of insightful and 

interesting poems. Having obtained his University Degree as a Pharmacist in 2013 from 

the prestigious University of Uyo, he has been actively involved in counselling and 

dispensing of drugs to patients and clients as well as public enlightenment on health. 

Exciting poems like "Beat Diabetes" and "The Pervert." 

www.ukemewilson.blogspot.com 

http://www.ukemewilson.blogspot.com/
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WE'RE THE NEW GODS BY NOME PATRICK EMEKA 

 

I. 

Older than Methuselah... 

A womb has borne a god; a mighty mystery 

And his grand glory has swallowed every misery... 

The tatas of his embouchure are shrieks of thunders 

Wielding hearts and homes with weaves of wonders. 

For the songs of our ancestors are humming again 

Into the ears of the world; our gods have done well again. 

II.  

Wiser than Solomon... 

A voice has torn into our darkest sights 

And stuck the hymn of revival into our spooky nights. 

The rod of his wisdom have meted our blind ignorance 

Parting the red seas of our weakness with perseverance 

To dance into the eyes of stubborn and sorrowful storms 

Without shaking the sleeping piston of our augur ancestors. 

III.  

Fiercer than Samson... 

The trumpets of victory have broken into our windows 

And at the back of the wind, the cloud is wrapped in rainbows. 

Gather yourselves like ants marching into hefty hills 

And chant canticles at the back of his heavy heels 

For a new god has come into the land of the living 

That in his battles and titles there will be amongst you loving. 

IV.  

We're the new gods... 

Do you see the flames of words smoking every prism 

From the burning fire of modern and grand poeticisms? 

The spirits of our ancestors are lighting our feeble fingers 

And pushing our running alphabets into roaring revivals 

And tucking our wobbling words into the ribs of the world;  

We're the new gods amongst other gods of words. 

 

Nome Patrick Emeka is a poet and writer who believes the pen is the strongest weapon 

to achieving global peace. He is an undergraduate of University of Benin, Nigeria.
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ROSE BY RACHEL CHARLES 

 

Reaching to the innermost depth, play  

On this terrestrial platform 

Search my innings 

Extinguish not my poetry 

 

Rachel Charles is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: @Rachelcharles_ 
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A POEM BY GEORGE OWEN 

 

If I told you dead men walked amongst us, would you agree? 

Either way have come to believe the world have stumbled upon is synonymous to a dead 

man's creed  

Sometimes I feel I walk a fine line between ambition and greed, a constant struggle with 

what I want and that that  I truly need  

The hunger for power you can only earn through accumulation of wealth  

is it tragedy or comedy that it always leads to annihilation of health 

In all our struggle for independence, we are constantly subdued by paper with portraits of 

dead men in print  

so I wonder, when is my ambition misguided? How is the greed ignited? 

can't wait for violence to be incited  

I refuse to believe I can only get to the top by knocking another man's hustle , trivializing 

his struggle  

just to make a couple of gold off a dead man’s chest. 

 

George Owen is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: o.g_writes 
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DON'T HOLD ON TO ME BY OLUWADAMILOLA SAMUEL 

 

I am but a fading light 

don't believe in me 

I'm a soul astray 

belonging not in this world 

or the other 

I am a temporary thing 

tangible this minute 

incorporeal the next 

so 

don't hold on to this lifeline 

'twas but a ruse 

do not linger any longer 

I am gone 

dead to you 

forever and more 

this play will end soon 

and when everyone is gone 

I am the haunting demon 

of the haunted spirits 

do not enter my sanctuary 

look away and leave 

I am not made for forever 

but for a fleeting time 

and if I die today 

let me go as a shooting star 

all flaming glory 

and then smoky nothing 

a thing of momentary wonder 

passed into eternal oblivion 

let me pass away 

and not be remembered 

my memories washed away 

to the depths of time 

where I'll meet immortality 

let all of me not be found 

like footsteps on a rock 

 

Oluwadamilola Samuel is a seventeen-year-old student of the University of Ibadan, 

who's been writing since he was a little over eight years old. He enjoys writing and does 

it mostly for fun. He also enjoys music and acting too. He owns a blog where he 

publishes his works; inkyemotions.wordpress.com (the dancing pen), his pen name is 

yhungspiyc (pronounced Young spice). His favorite genre is horror and he's written a few 

stories, like Victoria's ghost, Kokumo etc. He is currently writing books which he hopes 

to publish soon. 

http://inkyemotions.wordpress.com/
http://inkyemotions.wordpress.com/
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OLD WINE IN NEW BOTTLE BY DAMILOLA POPOOLA 

 

Your wallowish words 

Well no water. 

Neither does it in me 

Fathom any faith. 

 

Your lips spell nothing 

But a cliché induced nostalgia. 

A series rerun of poorly told lies. 

 

Deception is what you sell. 

A connoisseur you are in 

The art of false premise. 

 

Once my propium you pawned. 

And my ego you vended. 

My convictions you spun 

Till my ideology receded. 

 

But my heretofore beaten 

Is now twice the shy. 

 

And so through this facade 

I see, that you are nothing 

But...."Old wine in new bottle." 

 

Damilola Popoola is a content and media strategist by day and eclectic poet by night.  

He is someone who continually masters the art of micro poetry so as to combat the notion 

that poetry is disconnected, long and boring. 

Also, he has found poetry to be the ultimate device for freedom of self-expression. He is 

the author of an anthology titled; The Thin Line Between Love & Hate. 

Damilola is the winner of the Sprinng Literary Movement July 2017 Poetry contest. 

Instagram: @farabaledami 

Email: Damilolapopoola@ymail.com 

Facebook:  Oluwafarabale Damilola Popoola 

mailto:Damilolapopoola@ymail.com
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I POUR BY SHOOLA OYINDAMOLA 

 

My skin like dirt, 

Caught up in your nails, 

I scream, I yell, I fret, 

My strength at this hour fails 

 

My body like wine 

Drunk to your groans, 

You twist, twirl, twine, 

You call God with moans 

 

My waist, and silk, 

No more feel part of me 

The clock and my head tick, 

Tock, is it too dark for God to see? 

 

My voice gone, my tears cry 

You pour, 

In strength, I try but I am dry 

Everything tastes sour 

 

My body, stiff, struck, 

I feel like a living soul in 

a dead body, stuck, 

Like the clouds in the sky's coffin 

 

My body looks like war's mist 

And I am defeat 

It looks like a feast 

That I am exclusive to eat 

 

Home. Like a falling bangle I limp, 

I shriek, I scare, I dream, I shrink, 

I starve, I weep, I scream, I slump, 

I die, I fade, I hide, I die again, I sink 

 

Shoola Oyindamola is a writer, a book reviewer, a feminist and a blogger. She is the Co-

Founder of Sprinng Literary Movement and the author of two books; To Bee a Honey 

and Heartbeat; a collection of poems. www.shoolaoyin.com 

http://www.shoolaoyin.com/
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MASE BINU SIMI BY VICTOR OLISE 

 

Abeg no vex for me  

Another chance would turn this thing around.  

Give it a try,  

Let bygones be  

And the past a thing of the past. 

Abeg no vex for me  

Whenever it rained far away from home is what you’ve been.  

Late night work:  

Always muttering words of being tired and exhausted,  

So I couldn't help it. 

Abeg no vex for me  

I couldn't help but blow up cover  

At the backside of your sister.  

I know it hurts so much;  

What my deeds were. 

Now wey breeze don blow fowl yansh,  

Please my sweet Egovin,  

Let bygones be and the past,  

A thing of the past. 

 

Egbune Olise Victor was born in Delta state and raised in Lagos state, Nigeria. He is 

interested in the poetry genre of literature. His works explore the themes of love, 

Religion, Politics. His purpose of writing is to promote Nigerian content and to enlighten 

his readers. 

Instagram: @poemsbyvic 

Blog: poemsbyvic.WordPress.com 

Twitter: @victhepiper 
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WE SEE THE FUTURE TOO BY ABORISHADE PATIENCE AYODELE 

 

The future in her gently grows 

She caters, cares and bears 

She shares her soul with them 

She holds the future first 

 

Just when the time is right 

The future, she birth at night 

She takes the time and pain 

And nurse with all her vein 

 

He left to build the world 

With tools and self and pride 

He locked her back at home 

With 'Future' by her side 

 

He never knew her worth 

"To hell with her” he thought 

But here's what's real and true 

She sees the future too. 

 

Aborishade Patience Ayodele is a Nigerian writer. 
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WE SEE THE FUTURE TOO BY ADEBAYO KEHINDE ESAN 

 

On the whetstone of history 

Times and seasons have come and gone 

Still we journey in the circle of ideas and philosophies of men 

We were made to believe our opinions 

And insights could not get past the walls of a kitchen 

Yet our creativity is men's activities 

We see the future too 

 

We see as rain clouds form 

Gathering oceans with tiny drops 

Making the genesis of seas and oceans 

We know the future is not tomorrow but now 

We create the future because we see it 

We see the future too 

 

It is high time the world looked beyond the veil and see 

That even in the days of old 

We've been the pioneers of dreams come true 

The mothers of inventors 

Who have brought about discoveries 

We see the future too 

 

It is high time the world looked beyond the veil and see 

That our care and love has a mark on the wall of history 

Our love and guidance has come into the world of men 

Leading them to the right path of success 

Our experiences has helped us discover defined insights 

Because we see the future too 

 

We are the story in history 

The imprints of our fingers lingers in the soul of men 

We have been 

We are 

And we would be 

We see the future too 

 

Adebayo Kehinde Esan is a Nigerian writer. 
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THE FUTURE THROUGH MY EYES BY OMOTOSO OLUWADAMILOLA 

 

Taking a stand away from my mess 

I stare at how I take a stand 

Viewing my innermost doggedness as a magic wand 

I see an older me refusing to deserve less 

 

Let no one tell me I am messy 

Let no one despise my physical make up 

Let no one make up stories about how I refused to wake up 

Let no one tell me I am but a *Sisi 

 

I may be the weaker vessel 

But that is no reason to terrorize my pant 

Like a peacock, I’d rise and flaunt 

Knowing I can take giant strides and whistle 

 

A little more squint 

I stand tall with education as my weapon 

My skills as my leap-on 

My experience as my quilt 

 

Through patience and strength 

I swim through the sea of corruption 

Standing straight as an emblem of commendation 

Resisting every political and corporate moth 

 

I am but more than a girl-child 

More than a tool of connivance and violence 

I birth much more than generations 

Potentials and gifts I also mould 

 

Stooling close to my begging stool 

I take a long view at the previous week 

My present eye tells me that i am weak 

My future eyes tells me that I am a tool 

 

Omotosho Oluwadamilola is a Nigerian writer. 
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GEMS IN THE ROUGH BY OPE OLUWASEUN EUNICE 

 

We see the future too 

Seemingly tattered 

In our dirty designers’ 

Our soles, our shoes 

 

We have a future too 

Waiting each day for the stroke of lightening luck. 

We eat with mud-plated spoons, 

Waiting for the hope of someday. 

 

We see the future too. . . 

Our dreams we write in the sky 

Far from the reaching hands of discouragement; 

Waiting for fulfilment. 

 

We see the future too 

Waiting for the prying eyes of Mr. Opportunity; 

The one who sees the gem within 

. . . Our bridge to greatness 

 

We see the future too 

As we should 

So, we gingerly await 

The day we say, ‘vision accomplished!’ 

 

Ope Oluwaseun Eunice is a Nigerian writer. 
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A POEM BY GOERGE OWEN 

 

But I write because I can't fight it 

Sometimes I sleep with one eyes closed at night  

Sleep is the cousin of death  

So am scared if I stare too deep into my subconscious I lose sight of my conscious  

But if death's such a mystery and life's such a misery why do I cling so much to the latter  

Is it cos of what's waiting for me on the other side?  

Is it good or is it evil? 

Is he white or he's black? 

If he's black I probably shouldn't follow if I have learnt anything from watching TV 

Our perception of God is highly dependent on our impression of colours. 

 

George Owen is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: o.g_writes 
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A POEM BY GEORGE OWEN 

 

I always thought that the first time someone was racist to me I would jump in a feat of 

rage  

But would that make me any more sane? 

I am black is just a skin colour for which I had no say 

Mine a shade darker probably due to melanin coupled with my exposure to sun ray  

And although I wear it with pride it's by no means the only image I portray  

So when he said the 'N word' he tried to annoy me  

Said it a couple more times he tried to provoke a reaction from me  

If anything I felt pity for the drunk old stranger  

He'd never known me a day but in six letters he passed judgement on me 

So tomorrow he blames the liquor for his misguided intentions  

But the hangover is by no means justice for his guile altercations. 

 

George Owen is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: o.g_writes 
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FROM MY TELESCOPE BY OMOLE ROSE 

 

With my telescope I watched this being 

Who 

Was filled with mysteries. 

I had no misery 

But I 

Wanted to understand the 

Mystery 

Behind 

The strength 

Of this being. 

 

From my telescope I watched 

This being with arms outstretched to her creator 

On bended knees below the equator 

Her face lifted up to the skies 

In her eyes deep within 

The truth lies. 

 

Her strength is multiplied in His presence 

She knows the future when she’s 

With Him 

She’s transformed, refined... 

Above all, teachable. 

She learns and sees... 

She sees and learns 

She sees the future... 

 

Same with every being in her likeness 

Sensitive 

Observant... 

I am one of her offspring... 

We see the future too. 

 

Omole Rose is a Nigerian writer. 
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FUTURE’S ROYALTY BY ABDULLAI HALIMA ABISHOLA 

 

Make way for my piping pen 

As she gives her soul to this deadly sleeping scroll. 

I see the future’s royalty in company of her children 

At a glorious banquet, majestically seated in front row. 

 

I see the future merry in a life of glee, 

While joyously beating the victory 

 

On the bravery of her bellicose chest. 

As she made her tale of torture a turning point, 

While making a peacock display of her priceless crest. 

On her endearing gait; is where envious fingers point. 

 

I see the future and her entourage, 

Displaying the beauty of her victorious badge 

As they bask under the homely shades of the alluring sun, 

I see her feeding peace and love to douse the hunger of her daughters and sons. 

 

I see her in the best of days 

Shutting the doors of inequality. 

I see her in a ravishing rays of rainbows 

Overshadowing the bridges of enmity, 

As she built a castle of amity. 

 

I see the future caressing the forgone chicks 

With her comfy hands of hope, 

I see her halting the frightening frail feminine creaks, 

And giving them a long room to cope. 

O’ Arise! And make way for her royalty! 

As she glows and flows in her specialty. 

She is the future of which we speak, 

Heavily pregnant with loads of abundance as her mammary ooze of milk. 

 

I see the future at the terrace of her majestic kingdom, 

Favorably inhaling every fresh air of freedom. 

 

Abdullai Halima Abishola is a Nigerian writer. 



SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT 2017 ANTHOLOGY 

WE SEE THE FUTURE TOO BY OLUWATOYIN AJILORE 

 

Embittered, battered and betrayed 

To the empty world our minds relay 

The wordless anguish of the raped 

Forgotten, silenced and laid. 

 

The memories of the nightmare 

Still fights to keep our hearts bare 

Even in the midst of the funfair 

All we hear is the sound of the tear. 

 

The world all black as coal 

Like a dark bottomless hole 

Leave us searching for the pole 

Of any minute ray of hope. 

 

But we see the future too 

Even if it seems full of rue 

Yet we’d fight even if with a tooth 

To see our dreams come true. 

 

Oluwatosin Ajilore is a Nigerian writer. 
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WE SEE THE FUTURE TO BY OLOYEDE EVELYN OLUWATOSIN 

 

Far from our senses, 

The facts were hidden, 

From our eyes, true beauty concealed, 

From our noses, the fragrance of true innocence, 

From our tongues, the taste of freedom, 

From our skin, the feel of solace, and 

From our ears, the rhythm of tranquility. 

 

Norms upon doctrines, 

Rules upon expectation, 

Our free will was trapped in silence. 

The loudest of our voices can only be heard in our very own heads, 

Our tongues buried six feet under fear. 

 

Tell me 

How do I speak when the only sound that comes out of me is the heavy thumping of my 

heart beat? 

How do I know what really is good or bad, when you have sealed my senses with a so 

called veil of customs? 

How do I lead tomorrow, when I am bound by your shackles? 

How do I innovate when you associate creativity with sorcery? 

 

But in the stillness of the mind, 

I saw myself as I am 

UNBOUND 

Amidst the persistent army of tears matching down my eyes I see a light 

I see pure beauty in all you call taboo. 

 

Threaten us no more for now we know you have your fears too 

We see clearly that which you have made hidden for years. 

 

Oloyede Evelyn Oluwatosin is a Nigerian writer. 
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I CAN’T WAIT TO HOLD THE FUTURE IN MY ARMS BY OGWIJI E.B 

 

We crowned the one-legged umbrella 

But her wings couldn’t save us from the wrath of the sun 

It exposed us to injuries from the slaps of acidic raindrops 

 

And now the broom is sweeping endlessly: 

Sweeping and sweeping our streets 

Yet it remains an unsightly sight 

Littered with all manner of political rubbish 

And the garbage of unfulfilled promises 

 

Today tastes sour but a cube of hope 

Will sweeten tomorrow 

And scrap the memory of yesterday’s sorrow 

 

I am not an artist 

But let me paint tomorrow 

On the canvas of dreams, with the crayon of hope 

For it is not enough to ink the torments of the moment 

We must use the spectacles of optimism to see beyond our obstacle 

Because tomorrow in itself is an offspring of today 

Whose lethal mutations we can control with genetics 

 

So, I speak with the voice of an auxiliary geneticist: 

The future is only a zygote in the womb of change 

And it is growing, blossoming into a fetus of reality 

That cannot be held hostage by the empty promises of demagogues 

 

The genetic sieve has filtered every trace of corruption 

Together with the debris of religious crisis and ethnic antagonism 

It has utterly destroyed the gene that codes for terrorism 

 

Look, the enormous contractions of parturition is at the door 

Gather your strength, travail and endure the birth pangs 

For the dilated cervix has given me a glimpse of the future Nigeria 

And I sincerely can’t wait to hold this future in my arms 

 

Ogwiji E.B is a Nigerian writer.
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BRITISH LOVER BY OKORO DANIEL 

 

The last time I loved was black.  

her name slept deep in my bosom,  

like ink dried on paper;  

written upon sands of time,  

i thought it was forever,  

but dark became darker,  

my heart was midnight.  

i hope for another,  

i sought for a lover;  

one as the morning,  

with a colour burning brighter,  

an Irish lover,  

who will paint white my heart again.  

 

Okoro Daniel is a Nigerian writer. 

https://80371958-763529469239050316.preview.editmysite.com/editor/main.php
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THIS MONEY BY PHILLIP PEACE 

 

We've worked our life to serve a great country, 

We've laid down our fortune to worship her, 

We've with one eye fought with her enemies, 

We've tilled the land for the country's treasures. 

We've worked while baboon chop like a fine pig,  

We've planted acres and till it ourselves,  

We did it for this beloved country;  

We gave all, tell me, are we to suffer? 

This money, they rob us of this money: 

This money belongs to the labourers 

who works round the clock yet their kindred starves, 

This money belongs to those millions of 

middle-class people who receive their own 

salaries late but their tax 's deducted first. 

This money belongs to the poor people 

who starts their life in a shanty and ends 

it there like a bird from it nest, and back! 

This money belongs to widows, mothers,  

sisters, whose men laid down their lives for her! 

This money shouldn't be in bank but in 

their pockets and country's account. But no! 

This money is safe with thieves and looters,  

This money, our money, and this money 

is the root of our root, we're nothing but 

leaves that rustle at summer and like twigs 

blown off at winter with the mighty waves. 

What do we have that never ends? Lifetime 

is just a deck of card, it falls and falls. 

The poor works hard and eat like pigs! They eat 

like Lazarus, feeding on crumbs from rich 

man's table. What need is the needless crime? 

The heart is on the left, but it's e'er right. 

Even after years of being crowned a King 

the palm wine tapper won't cease gazing at 

the palm tree in a sweet sour memory. 

"Words from the innocent mind" 

 

Phillip Peace is a Nigerian writer. 

https://80371958-763529469239050316.preview.editmysite.com/editor/main.php
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A POEM BY GEORGE OWEN 

 

I was never arrogant only guilty of being different 

I accept that I rub people off the wrong way 

my refusal to succumb to the norm or unwillingness to do about anything just to stay 

relevant, was testament to a strong mind or my misguided sentiments of what I thought 

was right. 

Or maybe I was wrong but either way I still refuse to belong 

 Same way I refuse to succumb to your filthy stereotype or illusions of what I can or 

cannot become 

My ability to pick myself up from adversity was borne of a strong character not an 

affiliation to drugs or popular  narcotic, I reject your logic   

I had no association with drugs I took my pain and disappointments on the chin 

believing it'll make me stronger or break my jaw 

either way I would rather take it headlong than result to dope 

looking for temporary bliss but I'd rather cling to hope. 

 

George Owen is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: o.g_writes 
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PEACE IS POSSIBLE BY OLUWATOSIN OLABODE 

 

If you can doubt 

and will always ask,  

or you know 

and will gladly tell; 

  

If you are wrong 

and would acknowledge it,  

or are right 

and wouldn’t frustrate it; 

If you can fear 

but will give faith a chance,  

or you worry 

and would let ‘prayer’ know; 

  

If you can love 

knowing it won’t be returned,  

or would never hate 

knowing only excuses make you too; 

  

If I am me simply because I accept it 

or you can be you and I accept it;  

then, which is of utmost importance,  

there will be peace. 

  

Peace is possible 

first; by the little things we do 

then, the other things also… 

  

If you have been in existence 

or are just waking from a trance 

then you should give peace a chance. 

 

Oluwatosin Olabode is a speaker, poet, blogger and writer. His also a Christian, an 

idealist and a 'future thinker'. He resides in Jos, the capital of Plateau State in Nigeria. He 

goes by the stage name, Double_ST (SST), which stand for Strictly Simple from Tosin- 

given to him because of the simplicity of his message. He writes Poetry, nonfiction, and a 

little bit of fiction plus drama depending on context. His works centers on God, man, and 

life. His themes are also on issues like; having a focused mind, goodness, growth, love, 

motives, overcoming negativity, repentance, worship, and the general ideals of life. He is 

a graduate of Biochemistry from Bingham University. 

https://80371958-763529469239050316.preview.editmysite.com/editor/main.php
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OLD WINE IN NEW BOTTLE BY DAMILOLA POPOOLA 

 

Your wallowish words 

Well no water. 

Neither does it in me 

Fathom any faith. 

  

Your lips spell nothing 

But a cliché induced nostalgia. 

A series rerun of poorly told lies. 

  

Deception is what you sell. 

A connoisseur you are in 

The art of false premise. 

 

Once my propium you pawned. 

And my ego you vended. 

My convictions you spun 

Until my ideology receded. 

  

But my heretofore beaten 

Is now twice the shy. 

  

And so through this facade 

I see, that you are nothing 

But...."Old wine in new bottle." 

 

Damilola Popoola is a content and media strategist by day and eclectic poet by night.  

He is someone who continually masters the art of micro poetry so as to combat the notion 

that poetry is disconnected, long and boring. 

Also, he has found poetry to be the ultimate device for freedom of self-expression. He is 

the author of an anthology titled; The Thin Line Between Love & Hate. 

Damilola is the winner of the Sprinng Literary Movement July 2017 Poetry contest. 

Instagram: @farabaledami 

Email: Damilolapopoola@ymail.com 

Facebook:  Oluwafarabale Damilola Popoola 
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LIE TO ME BY DAMILOLA POPOOLA 

 

Save you the hurt 

And tell me the lies. 

 

Tell me the lies of 

How you can't stand my person. 

And how nostalgic I make you feel. 

 

Tell me how I make 

Your stars loose light, 

And bore the hell out of 

Your moon with bleak poetry. 

 

Tell me how your 

Dislikes of me torture 

The daylights out of you. 

 

And how you can't wait, 

For a moment, far... far... 

Away From me. 

 

Tell me the lies, all, 

Until your heart is ready. 

 

All until your lungs 

Can breathe deep. 

 

All until you can dig deep 

Beneath your surface 

And resurrect the truth that is us. 

 

 Damilola Popoola is a content and media strategist by day and eclectic poet by night.  

He is someone who continually masters the art of micro poetry so as to combat the notion 

that poetry is disconnected, long and boring. 

Also, he has found poetry to be the ultimate device for freedom of self-expression. He is 

the author of an anthology titled; The Thin Line Between Love & Hate. 

Damilola is the winner of the Sprinng Literary Movement July 2017 Poetry contest. 

Instagram: @farabaledami 

Email: Damilolapopoola@ymail.com 

Facebook:  Oluwafarabale Damilola Popoola 

mailto:Damilolapopoola@ymail.com
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MESSAGE FROM A PAINTING BY OLUWATOSIN OLABODE 

 

I thought I was thinking, 

Then I realized 

My feelings weren’t what I was truly feeling 

Because I felt the thought, 

I didn’t think I could feel 

The expression I had seen. 

 

She was a painting. 

The things she said in her silence 

Were beyond the understanding of spoken words 

The gentleness on her face were speaking,  

Yes, talking to me. 

 

“Understand the hurt 

and the pain I feel 

when people can’t look 

beyond my face 

and see the true me.” 

Only when you look deeper,  

Will the expression be understood. 

 

I saw pain 

As she looked at me 

It was explained 

In the gentleness of her face,  

In the silence of her lips… 

 

It was like she wanted to say more 

But the words could not come together 

The expression on her face said so 

In that simple yet complex moment. 

 

It was like this 

Exactly as she said it:  

“Wait... don’t tell me 

I’m almost there...” 

The words are about to come out. 

 

The honesty of her spirit,  

The purity of her spirit 

Could be seen at that very first glance 

But she was just a painting 

So she needed me to talk. 
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Her point being 

“Don’t just stare at me,  

Understand me.” 

Oluwatosin Olabode is a speaker, poet, blogger and writer. His also a Christian, an 

idealist and a 'future thinker'. He resides in Jos, the capital of Plateau State in Nigeria. He 

goes by the stage name, Double_ST (SST), which stand for Strictly Simple from Tosin- 

given to him because of the simplicity of his message. He writes Poetry, nonfiction, and a 

little bit of fiction plus drama depending on context. His works centers on God, man, and 

life. His themes are also on issues like; having a focused mind, goodness, growth, love, 

motives, overcoming negativity, repentance, worship, and the general ideals of life. He is 

a graduate of Biochemistry from Bingham University. 
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A POEM BY GEORGE OWEN 

 

He lied but his aim was not to deceive rather he sort to sell a fairytale  

He couldn't see into the future so he made up the stories as he went  

Life had been cruel and unfair so he sought his imagination as a means to relieve the 

oppression that he felt  

Love and appreciation the dreams that he nursed but when he awoke his world was filled 

with hatred and discrimination plus the stereotype so he was cursed  

He tried to balance the real from the fiction but how could he? There were conflicting 

scenarios  

So much so that in one life he was undoubtedly the hero and in the other his bank 

statement held contrasting zeros  

But now ever so often he's drawn to a particular stone with his name and initials written 

on it  

Delusions of grandeur  written as cause of his death. 

 

George Owen is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: o.g_writes 
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THE WATER SINGS OF US BY TEGA OHWERHOYE 

 

You are sitting by the riverbank 

And the water brings you a Post card  

Bearing me in little uneven fragments at the corners 

You sense it now 

My hands trying to reach you - to touch 

You remember the ink stain on the sidewalk 

The salt in the beach tasting more like vinegar than vinegar 

Sand in your sandals  

Thread hanging from your eyelashes  

You see that I have always been here or there or wherever 

Thinning through cracks with you  

You want to reach back - to feel 

But some spaces would not have us 

And some corners are too much for us. 

 

Tega Ohwerhoye was born and raised in Lagos, Nigeria. He is mostly interested in 

poetry and flash fiction. His works explore the themes of identity, home, and religion, 

among others. 

Instagram: tegs_1 
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OLD FRIENDS BY RACHEL CHARLES 

 

Just yesterday I got the news, you bowing out of singlehood 

Now you leaving me with a terrifying scar 

Yes, a scar, the one I left when we ate pap and Akara 

All the same I claimed super stars while my blood inks old memories, 

Old friend. 

 

Rachel Charles is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: @Rachelcharles_ 



SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT 2017 ANTHOLOGY 

BIOGRAPHIES 



SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT 2017 ANTHOLOGY 

 

 

Abdullai Halima Abishola is a Nigerian writer. 

 

Abiola Olarenwaju is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: @byolarbreezy  

 

Aborishade Patience Ayodele is a Nigerian writer. 

 

Adedayo is a poet. His poetry probes issues of colourism, sexism, racism and 

other "isms" that tears the world apart like feminism. He also won the Eriata Food 

Poetry contest in January. He is an amateur photographer, content developer and 

nutritionist. 

 

Adebayo Kehinde Esan is a Nigerian writer. 

 

Adeniran Adetola is a medical student at Luth with an avid interest in poetry and 

Fiction. When enjoys reading. 

Instagram: Hardaytolahsama 

 

Adetoun Alamutu is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: Lamiii.aa 

 

Adetunji Abdulrahman Adebowale is a 100 level student of the faculty of Law, 

University of Ibadan, Nigeria. He is interested in poetry and anything literary as 

well as public speaking. He considers himself a closet poet. 

 

Adewale Bankole popularly known by friends as Smizzy, is the second child of 

Mr. and Mrs. Bankole. He was born on 31st, May, 1999 in Lagos, Nigeria. He 

attended Nickdel College, Ibadan. His area of specialization is poetry. 

 

Adeyalo Kolawole is a graduate of English and Literature in Adekunle Ajasin 

University. He loves anything art, and is bent on making the world a better place. 

Instagram - @Adeyalo   

Facebook - Adeyalo Kolawole Lee 

 

Ayeyemi Taofeek Aswagaawy is a Nigerian poet and essayist who recently won 

the Best Writer Award (LASULAWS 2016) and the Creative Writer of the Year 

Award (TPC 2016) among others. His works feature in many anthologies and 

online literary platforms such as Peregrine Reads, Pengician, PIN Quarterly 

Journal, SPIC Monthly Anthology, WRICON Quarterly Journal, and WRR 

Authorpedia inter alia. 
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Asmics Malik Segun was born on the 19th of August, 1996 in Oyo, Oyo State. 

Through his years of studying he has explored different fields of knowledge. He 

studied as a science student in secondary school at Federal Government College, 

Ogbomosho before he discovered that he could do a lot in the Arts World. He was 

inducted into the Union of Campus Journalists at University of Ibadan in 2014 

where he served as a Campus Journalist and as part of the editorial board. He also 

submitted his poems to blogs under University of Ibadan where he is a 2016 

finalist of Library, Archival and Information Studies. 

Instagram: @asmics 

Twitter: @I_am_ASMics 

 

Biola Olanrewaju was born in Lagos, raised in Lagos. He is interested in 

poetry/fiction. The themes in his works cut across imaginations to life 

experiences. He is a writer by day, and a medical student by night. He is the 

winner of Prof Jimoh/ ILUMSA talent hunt for poetry 2016. 

Twitter: @byolarbreezy 

Instagram: @byolarbreezy 

 

Christiana Aileru is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: @christianaileru 

Blog: Christianaaileru17.wordpress.com 

 

Damilola Popoola is a content and media strategist by day and eclectic poet by 

night. He is someone who continually masters the art of micro poetry so as to 

combat the notion that poetry is disconnected, long and boring. 

Also, he has found poetry to be the ultimate device for freedom of self-

expression. He is the author of an anthology titled; The Thin Line Between Love 

& Hate.Damilola is the winner of the Sprinng Literary Movement July 2017 

Poetry contest. 

Instagram: @farabaledami 

Email: Damilolapopoola@ymail.com 

Facebook:  Oluwafarabale Damilola Popoola 

 

mailto:Damilolapopoola@ymail.com


SPRINNG LITERARY MOVEMENT 2017 ANTHOLOGY 

 

 

Ebukun Gbemisola Ogunyemi was born in Abeokuta, Ogun State, Nigeria. She 

is mostly interested in nonfiction, fiction prose and poetry genres of literature. Her 

works explore the themes of women subjugation and empowerment, love, family, 

child abuse, abuse, loneliness, self-esteem, gender inequality, the girl child 

syndrome among others. Her purpose of writing is to express her views and also 

bring issues of interest to the fore. Writing is living to her and her works have 

been featured on My Trending Stories, Arty Medium and the likes. 

She blogs at www.ibukunwrites.wordpress.com. 

Facebook: Ebukun Gbemisola Ogunyemi 

Twitter: @ibukunwrites 

Instagram: @ibukunwrites, @officialego_ 

 

Egbune Olise Victor was born in Delta state and raised in Lagos state, Nigeria. 

He is interested in the poetry genre of literature. His works explore the themes of 

love, Religion, Politics. His purpose of writing is to promote Nigerian content and 

to enlighten his readers. 

Instagram: @poemsbyvic 

Blog: poemsbyvic.WordPress.com 

Twitter: @victhepiper 

 

Elemide Benjamin is a 300L student of Biochemistry in the Federal University 

of Agriculture, Abeokuta. He is a poet, short story writer, and events moderator. 

He believes the happenings in our society are enough inspirations for any writer. 

 

George Owen is a Nigerian writer. 

Instagram: o.g_writes 

 

Ishola Oreofe Temitope was born and raised in Lagos. She is mostly interested 

in poetry, story writing and fiction genre of literature. Her works explore the 

themes of short stories and popular misconception. Her purpose of writing is to 

bring awareness as well as put a smile on the faces of her readers. 

Instagram: NICKYCUTIE_25 

Twitter: TOPE_NG 

Blogs: https://wordpress.com/posts/isholaoreofe.wordpress.com 

Islayore.blogspot.com  

 

Iyamu Noyemwenre Aisha was born in 1995. She was born and raised in Lagos 

although, she is an indigene of Edo state. Her genres of interest are fiction, poetry 

and storytelling. 

Instagram: @ayeeshaarr 

 

http://www.ibukunwrites.wordpress.com/
https://wordpress.com/posts/isholaoreofe.wordpress.com
https://d.docs.live.net/bd37f7235bc82a19/SPRINNG%20LITERARY%20MOVEMENT/BIOGRAPHIES/M
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Izuchukwu Otubelu was born on January 4, 1995. He hails from Isiekwulu 

village in Ukpo, Dunukofia Local Government Area, Anambra State. He is 

currently a 300 level Zoology student at Nnamdi Azikiwe University, Awka. He 

writes mostly under the pseudonym Usman Kamsi Ojo. He is an aspiring poet, 

short story writer, essayist and novelist. He has published a short story in Kalahari 

Review and has published a few poems in Words, Rhymes and Rhythm (WRR). 

He won the Brigitte Poirson Poetry Contest (BPPC) 2016 September Edition. 

 

Kanyinsola Okafor was born in 1997, and raised in Lagos, Nigeria. She has 

interests in fiction. 

Instagram: @kanyinsolaokafor 

 

Kanyinsola Olorunnisola (also known as K-tops) is the President of the Sprinng 

Literary Movement. He was born and raised in Ibadan, Oyo State. He writes on 

all genres of Literature. The themes of his works are society, love, promise, faith, 

despair and so much more. His main purpose of writing is to burn through 

consciousness of men with the blazing fire of the pen. 

Instagram: @kanyinsola_ktops 

 

Lanre Oranyeli is a poet and a software quality assurance analyst. He was born 

in Lagos, Nigeria and he spent most of his teenage years there before moving to 

South Africa. He is the author of Caricature of Colors. 

Instagram: @LanreO_O 

 

Mbagu Valentine is a Nigerian writer and poet. He is a student of the University 

of Nigeria, Nsukka. Born in Onitsha, Anambra state, he is a native of Ozalla in 

Enugu state, Nkanu-West, Nigeria. Writing for him, is a way of purging oneself; a 

therapy to stand sane in a world where the concept of all has been lost. 

 

Mr. CJ Njoku (Ceejay Kwukwasi – Pen Name) is an educational consultant, 

motivational speaker, author, poet, drama director, seasoned teacher, a prolific 

writer, and Chief consultant of ReadRight Consulting Services. He has an outfit 

that specializes in educational consultations, editing and book publishing, 

sourcing for and empowering young poets by publishing their works and so on. 

 

Naomi Overo is an aspiring writer who hails from Ethiope East in Delta state 

Nigeria. She is a two hundred level student of English and Literature education in 

the University of Benin. She started her primary school education at Solid Rock 

international School Abuja and completed it at Educare School Jos. She then 

started her Secondary school education at Educare Chosen High school Jos and 

completed her secondary school education at Federal Government Academy, 

Suleja, Niger state. She lives in Abuja with her parents and siblings in Abuja. 
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Nome Patrick Emeka is a poet and writer who believes the pen is the strongest 

weapon to achieving global peace. He is an undergraduate of University of Benin, 

Nigeria. 

Odenigbo Chukwuzitelu Kenenna is a student of economics department who  

loves to write poems. He also owns a blog where he posts his poems. 

Blog: https://kenslitepen.wordpress.com 

Twitter/Instagram: ken_oime 

 

Ogedengbe Tolulope Impact is a chemical engineering graduate of the 

prestigious Obafemi Awolowo University Ile-Ife. He started writing poetry in 

2012 and his poems have been featured in different anthologies including SPIC 

Love Poems anthology, Peace is possible anthology, Muse for world peace 

anthology, Nibs tears Justice before peace anthology and 2015 Wind of change 

anthology. Tolulope was the winner of the June Edition of Brigitte Poirson Poetry 

Contest (BPPC 2016) organized by Words Rhymes and Rhythm (WRR). He was 

also the winner of the (December) 2016 SPRINNG Literary Movement Poetry 

Contest themed “The New Gods”. 

 

Ogwiji E.B is a Nigerian writer. 

 

Okafor Feranmi was born and raised in Lagos, Nigeria. She is mostly interested 

in poetry. Her purpose of writing is to enlighten those that are "oblivious to the 

obvious". She writes mostly on life and happenings that she is inspired by. 

Instagram: @feranmee_ 

 

Okoro Daniel is a Nigerian writer. 

 

Olaosebikan Feyisitan was born and raised in Ibadan, Nigeria. She is mostly 

interested in poetry.  Her works explore the themes of love and life. Her purpose 

of writing is to entertain and make people aware of little and everyday things that 

are easily missed. 

Instagram: @ms_shukrah 

Facebook: Shukrah Ola Feyisitan 

 

Olanrewaju Olamide is a student of the University of Ibadan from the 

department of Theater Arts. A painter of words and a lover of outlandish lover of 

poetry. He is currently working on a collection of short stories. He was also the 

winner of the (December) 2016 Sprinng Literary Movement Short Story Contest 

themed “Fading Light”. 

 

Ololade Akinlabi is a Nigerian writer. 

 

https://kenslitepen.wordpress.com/
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Oloyede Evelyn Oluwatosin is a Nigerian writer. 

 

Olujobi Adebayo is a Nigerian writer. 

 

Oluwadamilola Samuel is a seventeen-year-old student of the University of 

Ibadan, who's been writing since he was a little over eight years old. He enjoys 

writing and does it mostly for fun. He also enjoys music and acting too. He owns 

a blog where he publishes his works; inkyemotions.wordpress.com (the dancing 

pen), his pen name is yhungspiyc (pronounced Young spice). His favorite genre is 

horror and he's written a few stories, like Victoria's ghost, Kokumo etc. He is 

currently writing books which he hopes to publish soon. 

 

Oluwatosin Ajilore is a Nigerian writer. 

 

Oluwatosin Olabode is a speaker, poet, blogger and writer. His also a Christian, 

an idealist and a 'future thinker'. He resides in Jos, the capital of Plateau State in 

Nigeria. He goes by the stage name, Double_ST (SST), which stand for Strictly 

Simple from Tosin- given to him because of the simplicity of his message. He 

writes Poetry, nonfiction, and a little bit of fiction plus drama depending on 

context. His works centers on God, man, and life. His themes are also on issues 

like; having a focused mind, goodness, growth, love, motives, overcoming 

negativity, repentance, worship, and the general ideals of life. He is a graduate of 

Biochemistry from Bingham University. 

 

Omole Rose is a Nigerian writer. 

 

Omotosho Oluwadamilola is a Nigerian writer. 

 

Ope Oluwaseun Eunice is a Nigerian writer. 

 

Orefuwa Fortune is a Nigerian writer. 

 

Oyekunle Fikayo Oyediran was born and raised in Ibadan, he's a final year 

student of psychology of the Obafemi Awolowo University. He majorly writes 

poems aiming to write about life issues in simple language. He also loves to write 

about his experiences and stories of people hoping to capture them in very 

minimal lines 

Instagram and Twitter- @_oyekunle_ 

Facebook - Oyediran Oyekunle 

 

http://inkyemotions.wordpress.com/
http://inkyemotions.wordpress.com/
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Oyin Oludipe is a contributing author for https://theluxembourgreview.org/ and 

co-editor at http://expoundmagazine.com/ . He was a judge for the 2015 Green 

Author Prize, a literary award for young unpublished poets in Nigeria. Some of 

his poems and essays have appeared in national and international journals like 

Ehanom Review, Sankofa Magazine, Arts and Africa, Sentinel Literary Quarterly, 

Kaanem Art Magazine, and several others. 

 

Patrick Ashinze is an incipient writer who has an indescribable flair for smiting 

out words and scrolls. He is more into poetry writing than prose and he considers 

coming across this literary platform as a gracious privilege. 

Instagram: @ikembapat 

Facebook: Pat Ashinze 

 

Philip Peace is a Nigerian writer. 

 

Rabiu Aishat Mojisola was born and raised in Nigeria. She is interested in 

fiction, romance, mystery, and humor. Her works explore all themes. Her purpose 

of writing is to touch hearts and relay layman's thoughts through poem. 

Facebook: Rabiu Aishat Mojisola 

Instagram: Vivaysha 

Twitter: d_msaisha. 

 

Rachel Charles is a Nigerian writer. 

 Instagram: @Rachelcharles_ 

 

Salau Hafeezah Doyinsola was born and raised in Lagos, Nigeria. She is 

interested in poetry. The themes of her works mostly include; love, pain, and 

happiness. She writes to be heard, to express her true feelings and sometimes, to 

keep busy. 

Instagram: @I_am_feezah 

 

Sandra Arukwe is a person with emotional depths that writing brings to the 

surface. 

 

Sarayi Jibreel Abimbola is a seasonal writer. He writes occasionally on subjects 

that interest him. This poem; "Call on the Shepherd" is his first love poem, and it 

draws inspiration from the questions of love and its enslavement. 

Jibreel's interests include short-stories and poems. He has authored quite several 

works, none of which has been published as a book. He is a student of the 

University of Lagos, Department of English, 300 Level. 

https://theluxembourgreview.org/
http://expoundmagazine.com/
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Segun Adebiyi is a poet, writer, and a lover of Art. He's a 2016 graduate of 

Redeemer's University. Segun writes about life, expressing the profundity of his 

artistic being. 

Instagram: @Biyi_nuges 

Shoola Oyindamola is a writer, a book reviewer, a feminist and a blogger. She is 

the Co-Founder of Sprinng Literary Movement and the author of two books; To 

Bee a Honey and Heartbeat; a collection of poems. www.shoolaoyin.com 

 

Sijuade Luther-Sanusi was born in Iwo, Osun State, and raised in Ibadan, Oyo 

State, both in Nigeria. He is mostly interested in poetry genre of literature. His 

works explore the themes of love, romance, life, and the society. His purpose of 

writing is to shape a beautiful world of happiness through his numerous love 

poems and to inspire people positively with his poems on life and the society we 

live in. 

Instagram: @Dr_oasis 

 

Sunsampaul Egwu Philosopher is a poet and story writer whose inspiration 

comes from things around him. He's a student who loves writing and reading, he's 

also a motivational speaker and writer.  To his credit he has written many short 

stories for the love of x. 

 

Tega Ohwerhoye was born and raised in Lagos, Nigeria. He is mostly interested 

in poetry and flash fiction. His works explore the themes of identity, home, and 

religion, among others. 

Instagram: tegs_1 

 

 

Sijuade Luther-Sanusi was born in Iwo, Osun State, and raised in Ibadan, Oyo 

State, Nigeria. He is interested in poetry. His works explore the themes of love, 

romance, life, and the society. His purpose of writing is to shape a beautiful world 

of happiness through his numerous love poems and to inspire people positively 

with his poems on life and the society we live in. 

Instagram: @Dr_oasis 

 

Ukeme Wilson is a pharmacist and a lover of poems. He runs a blog of insightful 

and interesting poems. Having obtained his University Degree as a Pharmacist in 

2013 from the prestigious University of Uyo, he has been actively involved in 

counselling and dispensing of drugs to patients and clients as well as public 

enlightenment on health. Exciting poems like "Beat Diabetes" and "The Pervert." 

www.ukemewilson.blogspot.com 

 

http://www.shoolaoyin.com/
http://www.ukemewilson.blogspot.com/
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Victor Ehiosun was born and raised in Edo State, Nigeria. He writes poetry. His 

works explore the themes of betrayal, failure, and plight of the lower class. Other 

themes that he writes about are exploitation, futility, life, death, vanity, and 

eternity. His purpose of writing is to let people know that someone feels what 

they feel and that they are never alone. 
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Thank you for reading the Sprinng Literary Movement 2017 Anthology. 

If you are a Nigerian writer, please send your works for publication on the 

Sprinng Literary Movement website. 

Send your works to our email address: sprinngliterarymovement@aol.com 

You will be informed if your work is selected for publication on our website 

within 2 weeks. 
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