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‘Man of God’ et al
Poetry
by Steve Ogah
Man Of God

This new man of God 

Has turned him into a voodoo god 

When he insists I must offer sacrifices 

Before I can have my prayer answered 

So I went to church last Sunday

Singing new praise songs in an old dress 

Because I carried goat and yams

To the flamboyant preacher

I’ll return to the church 

In my over washed dress

And I suspect the ever-shouting pastor

Will say to me: ‘fast and pray more’
I wonder what to call him

If tomorrow I go to his villa

And he demands money for olive oil

Saying: ‘it’s part of church business’
Have We Been Here Before

Seven years ago at the city square

We gathered to blow horns and beats drums

And lure the military to hand over rule 

To a retired general we elected at the polls

We drank and danced into the Abuja night

Long after the ceremony ended

Because we had been whipped and jailed 

And we wished the soldiers gone forever

It’s only now that people disappear

For asking questions about broken roads

Dry water taps and unstable public power

That we ask in whispers, behind closed doors,

‘Have we been here before?’
Arrest Me

If I’m stopped at Heathrow airport

For currency offences and drugs

Then I dress like an African woman

To escape in a train to France

Before I fly to Cameroon and reach

My village by speed boat, arrest me

If I stuff pensioners’ funds

In Ghana-must-go- bags

And take them to banks in Geneva

Then allow old men and women

To collapse and die under a hot Lagos sun

While my account grows big, arrest me

But if I take up my pen 

And write that you arrest people 

For crimes they have not committed

Do not arrest me and shoot me 

At the corner of a dark street

Then claim: ‘he jumped out of a police van’
He Called Jesus
We sat on broken wooden benches

Waiting for the old professor

To amble into the over crowded classroom 

And lecture on the history of our sick country

Because we loved how he made it bare 

How Nigeria became this bad

But cultists hijacked his place

Several young boys in baggy blue jeans

Masked faces, and oversized tee shirts

Who held locally made pistols and machetes

And took the class hostage, searching

For the fated boy they wanted to kill

When they found him seated beside me

With shifty eyes and sweaty skin and palms

He tried to join other fleeing students

And escape through a crowded window

But they shot him in the back twice

And in pain, and dying, he called: ‘Jesus.’
Confused
Last night the campus pop singer

Offered me a copy of his free record

So that I would ‘gladly’ vote him

As president of the students union government

But before his visit to my room

The well-known student evangelist

Had offered me a King James Bible

Because he was ‘God’s chosen candidate’
This morning the flamboyant publisher

Came and dropped his magazine by the door

And left without a word about the price

Believing he was ‘the peoples’ choice’
Standing by this ballot box

I’m holding a record, bible

And magazine, confused

As a worried man at crossroads.

A Mad Man’s Wish

I sit under this mango tree

And question my lifestyle,

Asking myself how I became mad

And lonely, and dirty; always hungry

I used to go to southern fields

And stare into the green grass

Sometimes, watch a football team 

With the coach screaming, ‘shoot’
I’d go to join the lively team

Only to be chased by the coach

And with his boys laughing,

I’d say: ‘I’m not a mad man’
Because I remember the gradual descent

I feel I’m not mad all the time

And wish to stop walking dirty streets

Searching muddy gutters for clean water.
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