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[Poetry]
By Steve Ogah
To You In Lagos 
Long ago, when life became unbearable,
I came home with only a Ghana-must-go-Bag

But you who won’t come home, must tell me

The true nature of life in that polluted city 

Are the express roads still bumpy

And the traffic jam very maddening

When you move from Oshodi to Mile 2

In a bid to reach Festac Town on time?

Shall you tell me if the big Area boys 

Still lay claim to sleazy Tinubu square

And point jagged knives at girls all day

When the police are busy extorting civilians 

You must tell me if the police have changed

From arresting you because your pockets bulge

And lock you up without a reasonable charge

If you have not received your pay from your boss

Do the police still shoot into Danfo Buses

When the poor drivers refuse them bribes

To you in Lagos I ask: Is Lagos still Lagos

And shall you soil your hands to earn a living?

To You In Liverpool
Tell me in some true Scouse words

If at Anfield one never walks alone

And if the Reds are the greatest of all 

As my loved Liverpool football fans say

Tell me how mighty the ships are

Tell me from which shore they sail

With cargoes of African cocoa and tea

And…

Oh! To you at the port in Liverpool: 

Tell me if you have seen my Nigerian brother

Hiding in the engine room of NNS Yemoja
Gasping for a breath of English air

He set sail without a sense of sea and of the world,

You in Liverpool: have you seen a frozen black body

Floating on the turbulent waves, just yet…

For I fear Balogun will never come to us again.

 Money Men

These wicked policemen at Tinubu square

Have turned themselves into money men

With waist bags for the money from civilians

That will go to the officers at the police station

They have turned the police station

Into a small vibrant community bank

The corporals are the counter cashiers

While the inspectors are branch managers

And we civilians are the unfortunate customers

Who must bank with the new money men

Even if we do not have good paying jobs

And our pockets are always ashamed of us

Will they arrest me when I say: 

These policemen on the streets are thieves

Masquerading as good law officers

Who want to maintain laws that don’t exist!

 Crossfire

These young campus boys have started again

Chasing and shooting themselves around campus 

And they will not allow us to learn and rest in peace

Even if they do not know why they are in this place

Yesterday was a bloody day on our campus

As there was a cult war between two rival gangs

Who destroyed the peace on campus without pity

And stabbed one another as if life was worthless 

And when police men were called in

They had to shoot from their ugly guns

Because they had happy itchy fingers  

That the boys had been fearless of them

When the sky was clear of sickening teargas

And some boys had died while others fled

We found out that the violence on campus

Was caused by a pretty girl who dated rivals

These young campus boys seem mad to me 

If they won’t do some good with their time!   

New Church
This new church is a mushroom house

Tucked in the backwater of my dirty ghetto

Where I dread to thread even in day light

Because Area boys have made it their home

But I went there just this last Sunday

And saw that it had no stained glasses 

With a portrait of a lamb and shepherd

Nor an image of Jesus and the cross

It is noisy like the one behind my house

With few members with long worried faces

Who sat on long wooden benches with pain

And listened to a young loud Man of God

This new mushroom church in Ajegunle,

Is the idea of the flamboyant Man of God

Who wants large offerings of goats and yam

Before prayers can ever be answered by God.

Death On Campus
These Lagos policemen have done it again!

They have killed a university student for nothing

Well, their fingers are always itchy on their guns

Because they think they are licensed to kill us

Balogun had simply obeyed his union leader

When he addressed them at the solidarity point

Commanding, persuading and calling for action

Against the tyrannical vice chancellor at Akoka 

So the students left the solidarity point at once

With placards, white handkerchiefs, and drums

And marched to the senate building with zest

Where the tyrant on campus always hid himself

But the Man was who the student said he was

So he called crazy riots policemen on campus

And they came with their ugly vans and batons

And big guns… with which they shot Balogun 

For not been afraid to ask for his freedom.
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