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ÒBÒRÒ: INTRODUCTORY NOTES 

 

A few ideas crept into the alleys of our minds when we were brainstorming on possible 

themes for the Idumaese Alao Prize for Literature 2025, but all were bereft of that cutting-

edge conviction. After tabling the issue in prayers, the Holy Spirit started implanting a few 

prompts in my heart: What’s humanity? What does it mean to be alive? What does it mean to die? 

What’s the origin of life and death? What’s the origin of the world? What’s man and what’s his 

utmost purpose? Finally, after a series of meditations, all these crystallised into the theme: 

THE BEGINNING AND END OF HUMANITY. 

 Over the past few months, two verses of the Bible have constantly etched themselves 

into the walls my heart. First is Genesis 1:1, which says, “In the beginning God created the 

heaven and the earth.” This assertion is where I pitch my tent. While other creation stories 

are at best intriguing, some are outright ridiculous. An example is the Big Bang Theory. 

Another is Darwin’s theory of evolution, which is not only ridiculous but bizarre. When I 

think of creation, I think of God. I think of Eden. I think of Adam. I think of Eve. I think of 

the Serpent and his devilish cunningness. As humans, our nascence is God, and our life-

source is His eternal breath. Most of the poems in this anthology allude to the creation 

story in Genesis. In “Fact-Based Journalism…,” Blessing Omeiza Ojo poeticises thus: “God, 

there’s a deity whenever your fingers caress the earth.” Further, Sa’ada Isa Yahaya lays it 

out with sublime imagery: “Let’s agree, the finish line was drawn on/the palms of genesis. It 

grew too much,/stretched itself into the body of a serpent/until it got stuck in a man’s 

throat.” Both Eliongema Udofia and Clement Abayomi share a similar consciousness that 

“the creation story emanates/from the mouth of an ethereal being” and “from the mouth of 

God” respectively.   

 Second is Jeremiah 17:9, which says, “The heart is deceitful above all things, and 

desperately wicked: who can know it?” Humanity, as we know it, begins and ends in the 

heart. From the moment a child can differentiate between good and evil, their humanity has 

been set in motion. Hence, their choices are predicated on these two tenets. A man could be 

alive but his humanity dead. His heart dead. A dead heart is the most dangerous weapon in 

the world. In the oxymoronic “Hiroshima Eden,” Marvellous Mmesomachi Igwe alludes to 

this deadness of heart by drawing from the popular story of Cain and Abel. Somehow, in the 

undying annals of this dark and vile world, “Cain [is] still strangling his brother in the 

rain.” That is, metaphorically, the Cains of this world are not dead––they are still alive, 

somewhere, everywhere, plotting their next strangulation. By juxtaposing “Hiroshima” and 

“Eden,” the poet-persona foregrounds the imagery of the undefiled earth (Eden) that has 

undergone atomic perversion through the hideous actions of man (Hiroshima): “Where 

crimson first spilled bright against green fields.” 

 As we draw the curtain on the second edition of the Idumaese Alao Prize for 

Literature, it has been my utmost pleasure assembling this anthology. Òbòrò, which is an 

Ogori word meaning Goodness, features eleven poems from some of Nigeria’s finest new and 

contemporary poets. I must say a big thank you to everyone at Idumaese Alao Foundation 

for seeing this vision through. My earnest and sincere prayer is that we, wherever we find 

ourselves, continue to rain goodness upon the earth! Till next time. Maranatha! 

 

Dr. Osieka Osinimu Alao. 
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BLESSING OMEIZA OJO 

Fact-Based Journalism about Creation & Extinction 

 

God, there’s a deity whenever your fingers caress the earth. 

Vibrissae love the subtle scent of  air & that’s what you give  

 

poking breath into my nostrils. I do not know if  my hue 

says I was created in the absence of  light, but I am dark. 

 

The myth book says the sky slit & my brother flew here. 

In another chapter, my forefathers came out of  an Iroko tree. 

 

Look how tall my sufferings stand, how long my endurance is. 

A lullaby of  lamentation, I was created after a heavenly revelry: 

 

a dip of  a liana into the mud & flung to the latitude line.   

Or was I a flawless cry until the serpent’s first speech? 

 

Whether through divine breath or earth, blood is here in a body. 

Whenever I open my bone-made wardrobe, I am searching  

 

for connotation in my origin. Sleeve rolling–– there’s an ongoing  

scrap to get better acquainted with the stiletto sluggishly slicing  

 

my wellbeing. I know sorrow as a slothful shift in the syllable  

of  my breath towards silence. Sometimes, I hemorrhage  

 

into memory –– sharp & poignant–– where’s my mother? I blink  

my eyes & my mother’s portrait on the wall is my ancestor’s altar. 

 

I see a doctor twice a week, my lifespan reduces by 2 ounces.  

What kind of  fervor makes my femur this feeble for fever’s fang? 

 

Somewhere, a terrorist is in the kitchen cooking fire to burn down  
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a village. A man slaughters a brother & says, when we were yet sinners,  

 

God commanded that he be the messiah, opening a slit to endings. 

Picture our life an hourglass. A truckload of  stars surrenders to gravity. 

 

Here, men walk out to their hustling galaxies & return as cinders. 

I remember Tony who smoked into the sky on the protest mourning.  

 

He promised his mother masa on his return: his first ever lamed promise.  

Voice shatters what doesn’t look like glass ––isn’t this what death does?  

 

Man, you’re a shadow song. However hummed, someday, you will end  

on earth’s tongue from which you were shaped like my mouth after words.  

 

Look at me–– the eagle, soaring as if  it’ll never perch. At the archway, 

this means peace: my coming to know I will not be around forever. 
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MARVELLOUS MMESOMACHI IGWE 

Hiroshima Eden  

 

Let us go back to the brothers in the beginning—  

to where we first learned the exact difference  

between a strangle and an embrace.  

 

Love’s measure; the tightness, or  

looseness of arms wound around your neck.  

All the history in that little space of flesh.  

All the cities burning. People burning.  

 

Soldiers pillaging while children starved  

beyond a siege, beyond a blockade.  

That little line setting apart the living from the dead.  

 

Such brutality— who has not wondered its origin.  

For what kind of an animal kills its own kind? 

 

Who has not searched for what has reddened, 

what has darkened the river in our veins.  

Where the fierce fruit was taken.  

But was it not there already, the violence?  

 

Was it not present  

even as the apple crushed in the mouth,  

even as teeth stripped off its red skin?  

 

Go back to the brothers in the beginning.  

You would find it.  

The animal. The animal so violent.  

 

The war as the club cracked open its first skull—  

unsuspecting and bare.  
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Perhaps that was already the end.  

There, where life became vulnerable, unhelmed. 

  

Where crimson first spilled bright against green fields.  

 

For every good thing knowledge—  

that fierce fruit— has bestowed,  

there was another sword, sharper, filled with death.  

 

Another Oppenheimer putting the cities to a torch.  

Another war. Another war.  

 

The club descending again and again.  

Cain still strangling his brother in the rain.  

The casualties climbing in magnitude.  

The skulls.  

 

And what of the garden we were given to maintain?  

Look. Look at it.  
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SA’ADA ISA YAHAYA 

The Origin of Denouement 

 

Let’s agree, the finish line was drawn on 

the palms of genesis. It grew too much, 

stretched itself into the body of a serpent 

until it got stuck in a man’s throat. 

Darling, look⸺ there is an end coming out  

from the mouth of a gun. 

Another man is burying his humanity in the  

lips of a bullet. Bullet kissing a child’s body. 

The sacredness of the skin defied in broad daylight.  

Heaven, a witness. An outburst of blood and scattered limbs. 

A gathering of misplaced humanity; end. 

I’ve been learning a lot lately. That whatever the body chooses  

to pass through, it would recede into ash.  

Nobody knows how to collect what it owns, than dust. 

The night they buried my father, I understood that every  

ending had something in common. 

The way a gravestone is a pathway to the earth’s lips. 

Look at all these closures carefully, 

they began from a mouth, from an opening. 
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ELIONGEMA UDOFIA 

Darling, even in the Apocalypse   

 

In the Holy Book, the creation story emanates  

from the mouth of an ethereal being— who, 

weary of hovering over the surface of the void  

that once was this world, speaks everything  

into existence—words pouring forth as oceans 

as hills, as green vegetation & archipelagos. 

 

In the making of man, he kneels before a heap 

of mud, carves a full-fleshed man, & blows 

air into him.  However ridiculous, this, I think, 

is one excellent story—how this being, then  

lullabies the man to sleep, & from him, his rib  

cage, sculpts out a woman, to be his spouse. 

 

In an unsettling article I read on the internet— 

the world is said to either end in the flames  

of nukes, or,  the blazing fire of anthropogenic  

climate collapse.  Over the phone, my mom 

tells me,  it is a fulfillment  of the  apocalyptic  

prophecy:—‘For  by  His  very  own  words,  

 

the heavens & the earth, are reserved for fire.’ 

& darling, I have been thinking of what will 

become of you—of us—in that pandemonium  

of fire—of mother’s searching for their kids, 

lovers,  calling on each other  in that ravenous  

burning, & I have not been more convinced. 

 

I’ll find you, in all that mayhem—press you 

against this body, rupturing with bronchitis. 

In that moment—when you think it is all over,  
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I’ll be there, to tell you how gorgeous you  

are even when you’re in tears. & then weld my  

lips into  yours,  as  the  fire  devours  us—   

Two lovers, in the little Pompeii of our home. 
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CLEMENT ABAYOMI 

Should We Tell God to Create Us Again?  

 

Void, deep, then water. & the world began with 

a ritual of colours—first, a darkness too reckless 

to name. At a point, green[ery] leapt up into the heaviness 

of a headless wind &, soon, we were formed from a hybrid 

of green words, green days, green lights, even green darkness 

& everything green[ing] from the mouth of God. True, time 

had no moving hands then, only the yawning mouth of the 

sun, the nakedness of the moon, the sparkling of the stars 

over skin, new like rain on unwalked earth. We have stood 

to count seasons for many reasons. Sometimes for loss, 

sometimes for gain. Sometimes for desires dangling 

between dearth and death, as we bear the brunt of 

brutalities wrecking innocent earth. & I’m asking 

myself now: Should we tell God to create us again? 

—perhaps this time, as trees, as rivers, as flowers, 

as mountains, as hills, that we may feel the agony of green 

destruction that ends life. We began with order but now, we 

are ending with murder: we have blood-washed the purity of 

earth that pillars our existence, pressed toxics into the belly 

of the planet like ruthless punctures gnawed against brittle flesh. 

Perhaps God should create us again as fire so we can help Him 

wipe humanity away before the Armageddon. 
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CHIMEZIE UMEOKA  

Distances III  

after Christopher Okigbo 

 

The petal burst thread-like against the sun 

Awaiting… distant cannibal of the ominous grave. 

 

The children say they will die with their bodies  

Empty of dreams; even though the wise man 

Tells them stories of the naked earth which  

Never drank anything that is not full of life. 

 

I have dreamt of my life emerging from the gun-smoke  

With an armored flesh of invincibility, returning  

To a mother with eyes like ceiling lights. I have  

 

Imagined a giant growing from this frail body of mine 

Whose shoulders and ribs shine like clouds that can 

Never be submerged in any coffin of darkness. 

 

I wonder, now at this breathless ground I lay, 

With a world toppling over my frame, if 

Dreams are things that outlive our bodies?  

 

The Neanderthal ants gather before my eyes  

My bones turn flaccid like Harmattan shrubs 

And my little Biafran heart overlooks the  

Varnishing film graining me into departure 

 

Somewhere, I believe I must be a returning god. 

 

In that land history is trapped in the fading twilight, 

Children are sitting at the sandy feet of reincarnation, 

History flowing through the veins of destiny,  
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Destiny as fragment of the universal script. 

 

There are black-skinned watchmen by the neighborhood gate 

Strangers are watching by the electric pulpit. The second coming 

 

Will be a voiceless breeze blowing again and again these many times 

Through the heathen forest and cities with dying moths, 

Like a thief in the Mauritanian night wearing dust-eyes and  

Singing cynic songs. 

 

I see it coming, swallower of my fragile bones;  

 

I submit to the ironical perfection of the universe,  

I cannot refuse the impatient god twisting the oblong doorknob. 

 

 

Okigbo fell at the Opi junction in Nsukka while defending Biafra. 
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AISHAT YAHKUB 

This Brief, Bright Body where it All Belongs 

 

encased in primal death, we were hatched & then/ we lived 

set loose on the young, wide-eyed earth 

we stole from the land, snatched 

like a helpless parasite, its patterns & lines & colours 

adorned ourselves with its marks & scars 

fashioned a body, moist female, molded it ours, flesh home 

made whole by our numerous aches 

No doubt, we carved an eye first, the original wound, insatiable 

taking & taking & taking, devouring whole 

all/ into the soft pudginess of stretched clay 

Oh, such betrayal, such breach of body 

then we cut up a mouth, the first orifice and  

We bled on its wild deciduous teeth  

its coy, wet, boneless, muscled pink tongue licked clean our new blood 

whose almost regular pulsing tethers us to the earth’s slow, gentle rocking 

We became afflicted, like everything alive, with a desire for beauty 

And oh, what delight, we could participate  

in the continuous dance of the earth’s living 

but as the accompanying song climbs to a crescendo, dies swift 

We are thrust into unforgiving hands  

to be refined & we come to learn, too well  

what it feels like to yearn/ for simple things & kindnesses 

the earth has always been callous & does not owe us, this we know, but 

Were we so undeserving of soft, yielding grace 

tender, soothing touch of mercy 

in our pathetic, chafing little rag flesh suit, begging to be loved? 

 

This creaky, aged, cold, worn out body 

that has so very loudly, vividly, felt it all 

Leave us be, let us rot, alone darling 

You’re much too clean, too shiny, too sweet 
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to oversee this premature decay, don’t hold on to our hand 

When we are gone, do not mourn into the wind 

too long, for we were only ever fleeting 

Lay us to rest where it’s soft &  

infused with autumn’s liminal warmth 

near the old, ever swaying trees, perhaps we can join  

in awaiting the rain so that we may remain healed 

do not make it silent, our final place 

We want to hear the busy, restless earth, bustling 

right up to the border, keeping out the other side. 
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MICHAEL AGUNBIADE 

Nobody knows how they are Going to Die 

 

because this is a secret God has kept away  

from us. because dying is the cost of  living  

a life full of  sin. for those who are blessed  

with more music than misery, 

it’s a reward for burning their bridges  

while the world was right here,  

wishing away its bone.  

in all of  my little stay in this life 

i’ve never beheld mercy. yet i have seen people 

get lost in every version of  it. 

once it was my father. he built a chapel 

inside his ribs & his ribs broke into the language of  water. 

in another version, it was a faggot 

who had kept his life inside my hands. 

when i asked him why, he said the last time 

he almost came close to surrender, 

it was his own hands that held the hook of  his neck. 

but suddenly they flinched into flowers. 

the kind a man gives to his lover 

before the night of  their first sex. 

in a city whose throat sings of  war 

a man screams i have seen the absolute ending of  this world 

but didn’t see the bullet that would escape through his undershirt. 

while i was loading his blood inside my jacket, 

another walked up to me, then says, in all my dreams  

there is a little boy who is rising into smoke 

& in praise of  that he thinks 

that’s how the world would come 

to an end. how the saint and the sinner  

shall be separated from each other 

the same way a butcher separates flesh and bones 
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in the business of  exchanging people’s desire for money. 

yet, nobody knows they are going to die 

because no one leaves this earth 

unless they master the art of  gravedigging. 

nobody knows they are going to die 

because the world was made to multiply 

and so is the madness of  men. 
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DANIEL AÔNDONA 

Untitled Poem about Cycles of  Existence  

 

there were children who forgot to count time 

& wisemen who did nothing but 

rub history into their chests like balm. 

we were taught the beginning 

was when someone wrote it down. 

but it was before that.  

before eden. 

before darkness started to cloud our hearts. 

before the sun refused to rise. 

 

children like us weren’t born during the flood 

but we’ve lived through the drowning 

where everything is tagged emergency. 

i swear, noah’s ark has left us behind  

& perdition becomes the only language 

because someone somewhere 

thought they could own god. 

 

now the future comes without promise, 

only headlines. 

only names scribbled into varnishing walls. 

someone kindles a candle in a crater 

& someone else names it prophecy. 

 

believe, what ends is not always the end. 

a girl still sings while braiding her mother’s hair. 

a man still carries his father’s shoes 

to the refugee camp. 

someone’s love survives the ruins. 

 

& that is not the end. 
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& that is not the beginning. 

just something that wears the face 

of  humanity. 
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ALIYU UMAR 

Blessed be the Hands Wriggling for a Mother’s Last Act of Kindness 

It would be her last act of kindness 

to her mother, but  

she could not have known this then. 

~HUMANGLE MEDIA  

i saw you again, Falmata. misplaced from wrath of the West. 

little eyes, sturdy red lips –of blood congealed into loss hour. 

 

i saw him, too. running with the wind curse. it’s how we forget  

the little flesh nobody owns aren’t everyone’s plume warmth on  

 

the palms. every twist of your silence bleeds. the earth, never  

undo a dagger used in action with the blood for remembrance.  

 

the nose of the earth, filled with your killer’s scent. it’s evident, 

no one hides the debt of blood inside the heart. & here you’re,  

 

unwinding like memory strands. your grave door, an open letter  

for world’s elegy. mother will lift the world in your picturesque. 

 

the end of your beginning. of blood scriptures. in Bama, where   

a father short lived the bloodstream of  a daughter. in an unholy  

 

silence, where fear wrapped in full, –mournful mothers. in Falmata’s 

smiling memory, reopens the west sun. gory of earth’s color & red. 
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OSIEKA OSINIMU ALAO 

Anatomy of Dust 

 

The pilgrimage begins with a cathedral of ashes. 

A bassoon sets itself aflame in protestation.  

 

The angels with wings of water are beyond call,  

while God, the sire of all smoke, relishes the hymnal  

 

procession. The music of the flesh of the pilgrim,  

prognosis of a maze of melodies unstitched:  

 

to tread is to relinquish all guts to the grip; 

to tread is to render all sensibilities to the slip.  

 

In this passage, a salad of saws sways the  

triangulation wherein all things heavenly are  

 

shawled in a white toile of truth. Truth, like poetry,  

is prone to atrophy. Are these soles not eroded  

 

by earth’s bitter juices? Are these brims  

of satiation not unreachable, like the utopian  

 

hems of unblemished verses? Glory to the  

regenerative moil, the gold collar of this voyage.  

 

Come, come, the road whispers, and whispers,  

glazed with the salty innuendoes of stale dreams.  

 

Isn’t this glide spirited by sleek voids? 

Isn’t this grappling spirited by divine steroids?  

 

The music, in spite of the advent of ashes,  
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marches on and on, in this interstice, where  

 

every stroke of melody is the nascence of a cross, 

dragged and dragged, through earth’s constricting  

 

corridors, till every breath dissolves to that  

which only death can name. 
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Poetry Prize and winner of the 2024 Pengician Chapbook Awards. He is the author of the 

poetry chapbook, MOONCHILD. Chimezie is presently undergoing his undergraduate 

studies at the English and Literary Studies department in the University of Nigeria, 

Nsukka. He is the Chief Custodian of The Writers’ Community, UNN. 

 

AISHAT YAHKUB is a creative, poet, art enthusiast and overwhelmed medical student 

from ìlọrin, Nigeria. A “Best Of The Net” nominee, her poem “Morning Rituals and How to 

Contain Chaos” was a finalist for the 2024 Akachi Chukwuemeka Prize for literature. Others 

are published/forthcoming in Brittle Paper, Agbowó, Fullhouse lit, Fantasy Magazine, 

PoetryColumnNND, Poetry Sango–Ota, and elsewhere. Her works seek to explore all that 

haunts the body and of belonging. She’s a whimsy daydreamer, stubborn escapist & 

practices stillness. Tweets @AishatYahkub. 

 

MICHAEL AGUNBIADE is a young Nigerian poet who writes from the small hole of his 

room. He is a pushcart prize nominee, winner of the 2025 Eriata Oribhabor Poetry Prize, a 

finalist in the 2024 Wanjohi Prize for African Poetry. His works have appeared or are 

forthcoming in Afrimag, The Shore Poetry, Brittle Paper, Variant Literature, Bodega, & 

elsewhere. 

 

DANIEL AÔNDONA is a passionate lover of arts and culture. A versatile, award-winning 

writer who hails from Benue State, Nigeria. Based in Abuja, Daniel is a member of the 

Hilltop Creative Arts Foundation, an alumnus of Sprinng Writers Fellowship, a feature 

editor at Pawners Paper Magazine, Editor-in-chief of Words-Empire Magazine, and a 

multifaceted creative—spanning roles as a spoken word artist, essayist, short story writer, 

reviewer, poet, and literary editor. His works have been featured on notable journals such 

as: Paper Lanterns, Brittle Paper, The Muse Journal, Words Rhymes & Rhythms, among others 

within and outside Nigeria. Beyond writing, Daniel is an enthusiast of Literature-in-English 

and spends much of his time engaging in various creative pursuits. You can connect 
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@aondonadaniel30. 
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forthcoming on; Timberline review, consequence forum magazine, sunlight press magazine, shooter 

lit magazine, sunlight press magazine, Incandescent Review, Poetry column, Ghudsavar magazine, 

Beyond The Sands Anthology, and elsewhere. Aliyu is a fellow at Ebedi International Writer’s 

Residency and can be reached on Instagram @AliyuUmar8816. 
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