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For the hatred of reading, 

For the love of teaching, 

This piece I’ve written 
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About the book 
 

It’s a journey of discoveries into the mirror of mirages created by 
society in hopes for a glimpse of the truth, so that we might yet live. 
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The World That Birthed  Us 

 
 

 
This place is an endless array of wrongs 

Omniscience copyrighted by the old ones 
Unfair Justice and illegal legalities 

I take what’s mine and then I take some more 
This is the creed of the world that birthed us 

 
You can find solace and company in your own thoughts 

But anger and envy shall germinate in you 
Or find solace in the company of your friends 

So narrow minded ignorance might thrive in you 
 

Love has left the limbs and taken refuge in our voice 
Rejection phobia ever replenishes our broken masks 

A dull brain is a prerequisite for a good heart 
For no good doing will be done at zero costs 
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The Most High 

 
We’ve flocked to a divine shepherd 

Belief is the only respite from this tarnation 
But you got high, and you got hooked 
And you left sense, and you got fooled 

 
While we are tripping like stoners on meth  
The price of soul mending ever skyrockets 

Religious coffers overflowing 
But boys’ pockets ever empty 

 
Religion, the opium of the people 
Get high and watch your life flee 
With your humanity and sanity 

Attendance at decorated shrines  
Is the yardstick for morality 

Hail the all merciful, who threatens with hell 
And you can speak love but act hateful, it is well 

 
Hypocrisy is what turns you on 

And “I’m better than him” is what cheers you on 
Point fingers and kill personalities 

To feed your inflated ego, divide societies 
The Most high has commanded it 
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Let The Mad Man Man The Mafia 

 
To they, whom society is at their mercies 
Grabbed by the jugular and bent its knees 

Strangling and squeezing out whatever goodies  
To frolick  and invest secretly overseas 

 
To you, the stakeholder, the king and king maker 

You the judge, jury and executioner 
You who has snatched the mandate of the mass 
Your inadequacies on which debts we’ve amassed 

 
To make hay while the sun shines 

They are the demons we must first fight 
To survive this insanity blight 

You are the savior we must first question 
For your democracy that we can’t afford 

 
Till the four years when we must choose 

And make a choice of two evils 
Mad men or demons, whom would you take? 
If we should stray, who should lead the way? 
So we may stray from national goals yet again 

 
As the fat dog leads the canine squad 

And as the brutal alpha leads the wolf pack 
Only mad men can man this mafia 

For in this scripted play we are characters 
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Motivational Lies 

 
 
 

One remedy for broken souls 
Is a carefully woven farce 

On exposure to this potent falsehood 
Vibes course through the body in jolts of electricity 

 
When fictitious songs of glory are sung to hearing 

The whisperer engraves his painful journey in your heart 
Ignited in me is a fiery desire 

To accomplish my dreams I fantasize in trance 
 

But I am growing faster than I age 
And you are dying faster than you live 

To achieve the impossible we’ve been led to believe 
Is possible……..simply by tenacity 

 
But what is real and what is mirage? 

What is the fruit of the sweat we put in? 
Some lucky few would get the placebo effect 

While a lot like me only relish in regret    
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See-Evil-Lie-Say-Shun 

 
 

I found myself  strolling down the busy streets of my Area 
Solely to get 4 pieces of “nylon wrapped eba” for seventy naira 

 
Only to hear my fellow nation man saying “IMF said recession has ended in Nigeria” 

What kind of ailment is this that seem to out-power the symptoms of Malaria? 
 

My kin’s mind have been refined into thinking the utterances of anyone with a 
Caucasian skin is the heavenly manna 

 Despite the fact that it may have been intelligently foretold by a fellow Nigerian 
 

It can only be regarded as a FACT only when said by a WHITE MAN 
In any case, we feel like CIVILIZATION; brain and intelligence were also imported into 

our area? 
 

Because generally, To us:anybody who hasn’t tasted a form of Western education is a 
knowledge pauper 

That is the reason we believe we have to go to a varsity just so the authenticity of brains 
can be handed to us on a sheet of paper 

 
I am FLOORED by how effortlessly we MOP our best thoughts and ideas 
Then think the ones originating from their poop gap is the user manual 

 
 
 
 
 

- Edu Ziyadah Oluwafunmylola 
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Serial Lovers 

 
How do I find my needle in the haystack 

Without the magnetizing power of my heart? 
We want the warmth and sweetness of love 

But we are cool people with frozen veins 
 

Careful and cautionate in your affections  
Love that lacks the unique flavor of commitment 

And relationships that siphon away happiness 
A taste of infatuation and voila! You have chosen madness 

 
Because our love is recycled and on shuffle 

Readily available in the next emotional ruffle 
We squeeze and seek out this feeling in relationships 

But happiness and satisfaction can only come from within 
 
 
 

Poor Man With Ideas 

 
Once upon a dawn in dusty Lagos 

A mind was chewing the fruit of fantasies 
“Book is the way”, he had digested in his body 

Shifted his weight awkwardly to the left with a swag of certainty 
And let his butt cheeks part as caution took to the winds 

 
The mind of a nobody fertile with Ideas 

The theatrics of a university was all it took to fallow 
A’s and accolades all hurriedly found his cock 

Academia is one hoe that must not sight hard soil 
 

Sunset  is here and harvest is abound 
His seeds of ideas had mature into certificates 

In a desert of poverty where funds refused to fall 
One by one his crops turned pale Brown 
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Mental Slavery 

 
 

We can be anything we dream of indeed 
But how do we dream from a mental prison? 

Mind encapsulated in a narrow prism; 
Blur! 

                         -Pelumzy_pan 
 

With a flash of paper, men become beasts 
And devour innocents as they roam the streets 

Ladies become amnesiac, doomed to forget mother’s home training 
                         -Bakare Opeyemi 

 
See supposed free men walking down the aisle, 
Women with bloated  ego borne out of beauty, 

And minds like dove silently moving in a lone cage, 
Shackles 

                         -Pelumzy_pan 
 

The shackles in hands broken last night 
Was worn in our hearts just this morning 

Luxury and greed keeping us on the cross like Christ 
                         -Bakare Opeyemi 

 
No man is truly free without a free mind 

But what fee do we pay to get our minds free? 
Another shattered dream! 

                         -Pelumzy_pan 
 

A sad tale indeed of the promising potential we once had 
Thrown away for a handful of nonessentials 

If shallow reasoning was a pool bedridden with hungry Sharks 
I’m convinced most of us would still swim naked stark 

                         -Bakare Opeyemi 
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Blue Balls 

 
 

 
I once gifted a man a picture of rainbow colors  

Never has he beheld a marvel inspiring so much awe 
It was the 4th of July in his mind, in his eyes I could see the fireworks 

Etched in his brain was every line, brush stroke and colour 
 

Generously, he showed his marvel to the world 
Entranced were the people like a 12year old on pornhub 

An image of the wonder was engraved in each soul 
But fantasies and thoughts can only do so much now 

 
All they but had to do was paint his picture to create their Shangri-la 

It’s a finger lift away, a good deed away 
All to do was act the rights and rewrite the wrongs 

Grip the courage and with conscience be fair 
But unfair world, unlucky world, its tenants won’t grow a pair 
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  Sorrowful Joy 

 
These words, they spill like blood on parchment  

Broken, raw, lips parched from thirst and unending hunger 
Yet laughter rents the air, as mockery fills the void 

                         -Victor Mairo 
 

With the heaviest of heart, I dance this dance 
Every step I muster screams, “You are a dunce” 
Seductive depression, your advances I’ll ignore 

                         -Bakare Opeyemi 
 

Harsh and brittle, the lone child cries, unheard of all 
The tears like drops of his essence, landing on mother earth in droves 
Yet, they laugh at his pain, his cries music to their unrepentant ears 

                         -Victor Mairo 
 

His head held high as he lived through this madness 
A million doses of suffering can’t cure them of this happiness 
With impending destruction, they’ll still laugh without a care 

                         -Bakare Opeyemi 
 

The lone boy soars, far above the clouds in determination and grace 
His fears became his strengths, defeating all that stood in his way 
His sorrow, a propelling force, aspersions casted, yet he stood tall 

Finding his strength in unknown places, sorrow mingled in joy 
                         -Victor Mairo 

 
The people are scholars of the same school of cult 

Attitude is the panacea for suffering  in their collective thought 
Without immediate effects, anomalies they’ll disregard 

And their oppressor rejoices, ”what a delicious meal I’m served” 
                         -Bakare Opeyemi 
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  THEATRE ARTS 

  
On this stage, in this spotlight 

I have acted out my script to the audience’s displeasure 
Shoo and boo, I still performed with splendor 

My mind had read the script, but body cast it aside 
 

I’ve dared to break open my mask of charades 
And reveal my ugly face to the horror of uglier faces 

A ray of sunshine in this dark abyss 
Where we are cursed to  forever perform at our own peril 

 
“Why did you perform to the audience’s displeasure; 

Without a care for the scornful remarks you’ll have to endure?”, a director questioned 
 

I wanted sincere actions plucked from innocent hearts 
A God without a face, religion, tribe or clan 

 
Wanted real friends beyond data connection 

Who will show love beyond what they can siphon 
 

Craved a society with saintly leaders 
People with heads above the stomach, sane readers 

 
Begged for respite from this mirage of ages 
Refuge from the whispers of soulless sages 

 
I sought fertile lands for my thoughts 

Where they can grow and germinate, raining funds 
 

I wanted to break out of this horrible prison 
Where my mind staged against me, a bloodless treason 

 
I wished to grow a pair of steel balls 

To say and do right in the face of oppressors 
 

I wanted only to smile 
When it was a party in my mind; at heart’s truest delight 
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And if you are curious and knowledge thirsty 
It’ll do you good to know, what it truly means to live 

To be alive is to act out any of my fantasies 
And risk the wrath of the directors of movies 

 
But then…..you’d only be performing my own script 
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I know I know, 

I speak in parables and my message is shrouded in the mystery of my words, 

so I ask; 

Who are you beneath the mask? 

If you were not accountable to anyone or law, what would you be? 
 

And if the answer to these questions yet eludes you; I have written this book 

with the hatred of reading, as short as possible. So sail back to the very 

beginning and swim this river of words once again, and as many times as 

you must, until you find that which you seek. 

 

I hope you do………. 
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