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THE ROAD LEADS ME HOME

HOME IS A RETURN TO SELF AND BEGINNING: 
A FOREWARD BY innocence silas katricia

It is a beautiful thing for one to witness, and be slightly 
involved in, the creative experience of the emerging writer. 
But  to  try too hard to trace the exact beginnings of such 
emergence is to exile oneself from relishing the beauty of the 
creative process. When I first encountered Iyanu Adebiyi as 
a writer, it was in the year 2014. From there, ours became a 
relationship stirred by our collective love for writing, a place 
that shelters us from a world which seeks to misunderstand 
and alienate us as we struggle daily to find a place to be free. 

However, at this point, I would love to dislodge myself from 
the world which Iyanu has, through her sheer exuberance and 
unforgiving boldness, created for herself. From the beginning of 
2014, more than anyone I have encountered so far as an emerging 
writer, she has ferried her being into the territory of something 
magnificent, something commendable, something broken but too 
stubborn to be conquered out of completion. Hers is an identity 
carved into a poet, short story writer, singer, lover of God, 
spoken word artiste, amongst other wonders yet to be revealed.

I love to think about beginnings and what it feels like to set out from 
where we have started to where we might end, or begin again. This 
first chapbook collection of Iyanu’s poems and a short story, The 
Road Leads Me Home, is another new creative beginning added 
to her other  collective beginnings. To the soul who surrenders 
himself/herself to the inner workings of the universe through 
the mystery of words and silence and question, to him/her is the 
duty of architecturing the path where the broken can find a home 
for rebuilding, for healing and for acceptance. And Iyanu’s soul is 
the repository of these universal workings. It is no wonder, then, 
that her first collection is an offering to: the girl left unloved, the 
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broken, suicidal boy, the woman teaching her soul to fly, the man 
wrestling his demons, to those filled with tears, and that “may these 
lines in your hands show you the road that will lead you home.”

The Part One of this collection contains the short story, Lost, 
which chronicles the life of Ifewunmi, who is forced into a  
marriage with a man she does not love, Akinjagun, the foremost 
warrior. When it’s discovered she’s already two months pregnant 
just a day after her wedding night, she looks up from the ground 
where she stands accused, to search into the face of her true 
love, Ojo, “the one whose eyes are like the setting sun and for 
whose smiles the village maidens fight.” But Ojo is nowhere 
to be seen, leaving her alone. It is Akinjagun who comes to her 
rescue, taking responsibility for her pregnancy. To the reader 
who encounters “Lost,” before you is a story that thugs at the 
heart and speaks of how humans can make home, even in exile 
and banishment. When, for instance, Ifewunmi finds Akinjagun 
making fire in the forest where they rested in the course of their 
banishment, she asks him: “When shall we build a home?” Ojo 
reappears all of a sudden, saying “I have come to take you home.” 
But he, like before, abandons her [to be a part of a sacrifice 
which he had engineered] until Akinjagun re-emerges again 
to her rescue, saying, “Beloved, I have found a way to take you 
back home.” Ifewunmi’s curt reply is a simple attestation to the 
truth that it is always the duty of the individual to know that the 
world does not give you a home- you make a home for yourself: 

“I have found a home. I have found it in me.”

The Part Two opens up with the poem, Home, which is divided 
into Home I, II & III.  Personally, I find these poems laden with 
varying meanings and implications which generally contribute 
to the whole theme under spotlight.  Home I is a resonant cry, 
“take me home,” even if 
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“home was a wild tomb. home was a bed of prickly thorns 
made from broken bones of dead men. home was a land of 
deep sadness and even i would thread its streets no more”

Home II is a declaration, of accepting one’s self irrespective of 
how broken and misshapen one has become. 

I want to make myself my home.

It does not matter
whether I am a mud house with a thatched roof

or a mansion with a swimming pool.

whatever I am,

I want to welcome myself into myself
with arms wide open

Home III is a daring, a challenge and an invitation, to see that even 
beautiful things which bring delight to the soul, beautiful things 
like flowers, can be broken, can be stuck in misery, in anguish, but 
.

…they are lifted suddenly
 as they give their tears over to light. 

how they let it dry with grace 
[...]

it is nightfall. 
pull over, dark soul. 

with each rising sun, you’re always home.

PART Three is ENCOUNTERS, in which the poet recounts her 
encounters with pain, “sifting it through and through” until it 
becomes a form of a cure for her.
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I feel it a thousand times more,
sifting it through and through,

until you’re covered in blessings
of the cure that this pain gives

while I swallow its curse.
 
 “Encounters,” like each part of this collection, is a subliminally 
delivered lyrical kaboom! Each stanza leaves one stupefied and 
full of appreciation for the gift that Iyanu has become.

Part Four of this collection is Incantations, containing 
invocations, chants and prayers, which the poet uses to heighten 
her determination to make herself home:

But if I fall
I shall rise again.

[…]
I am perfection

In the eyes of the universe
Music, in the ears of nature

I am counterparts with the wind
Kinsmen with the sun

And all of creation will live in wonder
Of the beauty of who I truly am.

Here’s a voice demanding to be heard, a voice whose poignant 
immediacy understands the intricate and differing faces of 
alienation, expulsion, seclusion; a sensuous voice that has had its 
own share of the challenges of being human, and is now telling 
you to dream of home, even in turbulent winds, to not look too 
far, but to make not just a return to yourself but, also, a return 
to the beginnings, to childhood, to places without limits, to the 
existence of meanings, to the continuous interaction with your 
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identity, to the point where you make the final return to the truth:

Of myself I ask:
How can I give you the universe

When the universe is yours?

Iyanu’s words are this prayer: “May these lines in your hands 
show you the road that will lead you home.”  “Amen.”
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DEDICATION

To the girl left unloved
To the broken, suicidal boy 

 To the woman teaching her soul to fly 
To the man wrestling his demons inside

To those whose tears are rivers in the silence of nightfall:
May these lines in your hands show you the roads that will lead 

you home.
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PART ONE
SHORT STORY

“Many days have I journeyed 
In search of love, and when I’d begun

To feel like I was finally near 
I found myself lost.

Like a trophy without its winner,
Was I before love’s open doors

No one embraces me...

So, I begin again, frantically 
Searching for myself-
A self that remained

So far away from me.”
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LOST
 

Today, I, Ifewunmi, am being given as wife to a man who bathes 
in wealth and affluence, but unlike most brides, I am filled with 
fear and anger that I can only sit still, fondling my bridal beads 
and pondering my fate.

Besides the fact that I am forced to marry the one that my heart 
does not know or desire, I wonder what will happen tonight at 
the deflowering ceremony, where the blood of my chastity is to 
be shown to the villagers.

You see, it is not that I live a wayward life. I only gave myself to 
my heart throb, Ojo, whose eyes are like the setting sun and for 
whose smile, the village maidens fight. Beauty is a drum rolling 
out of his tongue when he speaks and my heart dances to the 
beatings of his heart. Surely the gods gathered no offence, 
when I gave him a bite of the fruits of my vine, especially 
as I was sure that he would own the whole vineyard soon.

Now, this fool comes to beseech my hand in marriage at a 
time when poverty has its claws around my parents, dragging 
them into the abyss of greed. They say that since Ojo is not 
ready to get married, they will accept a suitable suitor, in 
the person of Akinjagun, the foremost warrior in the land. 

I am taken into his mating room, as the sun lies down to sleep 
and it is time for the final, most important part of the ceremony 
approaches. The sound of his footsteps, and the creaking 
of the door as he slides in, sends a shiver down my spine.

I can barely see his face in the darkness, but I know he is the 
one and when his palm begins to caress my arms, it feels like 
the bark of a tree. The hair on my skin stands at attention as 
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he climbs upon me and removes his cloak. When he pushes 
my thighs apart, the tempo of my heartbeat climaxes through 
such a maddening crescendo that I do not know when I speak.

“Don’t do it, for you will find no honour there.” 

Recoiling like a snake bitten by its own poison and with a lazy gait 
and a clenched fist, he reaches for the calabash by the bed, next to 
the white cloth which mother gave me for the night, a white cloth 
brought to bear the blood of my chastity before marriage. The 
drums begin to rumble, indicating the impatience of the villagers.

“What shall I show to the people?” Akinjagun’s eyes query me 
with a roving glare. Without waiting for an answer, he slits his 
palm with a dagger and his blood trickles from the cut, dropping 
on the white cloth.

He goes out, holding up the cloth as a proof of my virginity. 
The people scream excitedly, the drums beat loudly and 
the earth quivers at the dancing feet of cheerful people.

Although by this act Akinjagun has covered my secret sins and 
the shame of being found out, still I cry in the private chambers 
of my heart, knowing that a lifetime with a man I am forced to 
love is worse than death, which is the penalty that I deserve.

It is only the next day and I am already love-sick. My 
temperature competes with the sun, my body feels so dizzy 
that I cannot stop sleeping and my heart kicks uncomfortably 
in my stomach, causing me to throw up last night’s dinner. 
Ariyo, my mother in law, looks at me like the apparition of an 
escaped thief who once stole something precious from her. 
“Maybe I have the flu.” I offer a reply to the unspoken question in 
her eyes, hurrying away.
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“Where are your monthly towels?” I stop, suddenly realizing that 
since two months ago, I have not seen my womanly blood.

“The gods forbid!” Ariyo exclaims repeatedly, snapping her 
fingers and calling the attention of the neighbours, who drag me 
to the meeting of the elders to lay their accusations. Akinjagun 
is seated there, but I know what awaits me- condemnation.

***
The crowd of accusers is growing about me and I am feeling 
overwhelmed by the negative atmosphere that their remarks 
create.

“Daughter you have done evil in the sight of the gods…” The 
groaning of the tall and shrinking elder, seated beside Akinjagun 
fades into oblivion, when my eyes see my beautiful Ojo. Except 
for a narrow line of hair at the centre, his head is clean shaven. His 
bulging chest twitches under the sun and I dream momentarily 
of melting into his embrace once again. I forget where I am.

“With whom have you committed this atrocious act?” A taunting 
voice springs up from the left, bringing me back to reality. As 
though on cue, several voices dart about, piercing me with 
mockery. I can feel heavy clouds in my eyes threatening to 
rain down, but I steel myself and dare to look up again in the 
direction of Ojo. He is no longer there.

Surely, he is still hurting from the jealousy of watching his 
betrothed become another man’s property.

“It is I,” a voice proclaims loudly. The air surrounding the meeting 
place becomes so still that I suspect the people have forgotten 
to release their breaths.
“Surely, it can’t be you, a keeper of the law.” The elder speaks with a 
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tone of unbelief. I do not lift up my head to see Akinjagun standing 
beside me with his head bowed, like a little child being scolded.

“Do not dare the gods to punish you for a crime you did not 
commit.” Ariyo’s voice is a crackle, as tears tumble down from her 
aging eyes. Then she demeans my honour and calls me ‘harlot’.

“Well, I have no choice but to banish you to the forest of 
death together with her,” pronounced the man, the most 
saddled with age in the council of the elders. His voice is so 
serene that one would think the gods themselves speaking.

Akinjagun helps me up and begins walking toward the forest. I 
do not understand what he seeks to gain from being banished. 
He has a good life here. It may be that he is trying to punish 
me for climbing upon his mating bed with another man’s child 
in me. If only he had the sense to remain silent, I would gladly 
be stoned to death, for I desire death by mortals, rather than 
by monstrous spirits, who have mastered the art of evil over 
several centuries. Oh! Am I only a woman with no choice for 
herself, abandoned to a man such as Akinjagun to decide my fate?

Ariyo’s deep-throated wailing escorts us through the long, 
tortuous path to the forest. My parents’ refusal to join us in this 
procession of shame is an attempt to preserve what is left of 
their pride. I am sure they will never utter my name again.
I do not want to think of these thoughts that bring me to the 
threshold of tears, so I set my mind aloof from them and prepare 
myself for what lies ahead.

Just as the moon appears, we arrive at the corridors of the forest. 
It is dense with towering trees and crawling shrubs. Our escorts 
begin to retreat as we walk deeper into the forest. The bushes are 
welcoming as they moan with pleasure to the caressing of our naked 
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soles, and the birds, with their joyous, chirpy songs, salute us, too. 

***
Many days in the forest, of which I have lost count, are passed 
and I am starting to disbelieve the frightening stories I have 
heard about the spirits. We are doing well; living off Akinjagun’s 
hunting skills. He has made a bag from animal hide in which 
he keeps basic things that facilitate our survival. We keep 
wandering about in the forest and this is what angers me the 
most. We have no tent, because Akinjagun has refused to 
build one. At night, we sleep like birds, nesting on treetops. 
This soon becomes the major cause of our arguments.

“What are you doing,” I ask one day when I am tired of feeling.

“Making a fire, my beloved. Are your eyes well?” He manages to 
stifle a chuckle while trying to appear concerned, but I am not 
deceived by his sarcasm.

“Do not call me your beloved!” I fired at him.

“When shall we build a home?”  I feel a demon rising within me 
as I speak, but he does not answer. 

“What do you want from me?” My voice is still raised at him. 
“Waiting for the right time to kill me? Look! Your vengeance is 
here. Do the act and let each be free of the other.”

“It gives me great joy to protect you, beloved.” I can barely hear 
him, because I am so full of anger.

“Protect me from what?” I snap, and from then on, he ignores the 
fire of my anger and continues to work at his fire, courting it like 
a lover, giving me no reply. The annoyance of being ignored is 
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shortening my nerves, so I walk away to sit by a nearby stream. 
Akinjagun has warned me of the snakes that surround this 
place, but what a beautiful time to hurt his ego by disobedience.

As the night comes, it comes to mask the friendliness of nature. The 
trees are taking on the bodies of masquerades, and the stream is 
cold in a disrespectful manner. My heart is heavy with pain, but the 
peaceful humming of the wind brings me a new melody. I begin to sing.

“The demons seize me every night
And cut me with their chains so tight.

The pain is reaching its very height
As my scars become too ugly to hide.

Yet, I shall not give up the fight,
I shall not lose sight of the light,

I shall keep holding on tight,
Soon, everything will be alright.”

“That is a most beautiful song.” I am startled by the voice of a 
man.

“Go away, Akinjagun. My appetite is not for you.” A touch on my 
shoulders sends familiar thrills up my spine. I turn to look at my 
Ojo.

“Ifewunmi,” he whispers my name and I crumble into his arms. 
His apologies are like the sweetest songs in my ears: “I am sorry 
I left. I was afraid to face my fears, but now I have come to take 
you home.” He bends his head to kiss me, but I am suddenly 
aware of approaching footsteps.

“You dare to flirt with my woman in my presence?” Akinjagun 
roars, his eyes and sword glistening fiercely in the moonlight. Ojo 
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draws his sword from the sheath on his skirt, ready for a fight.

“I am not your woman.” I scream out my frustration. “Leave us alone.”

Akinjagun seems wounded at my outburst, and we leave him 
standing there like an effigy, his mouth ajar. I am happy to follow 
Ojo home, but the life in me starts to nag. I feel all is not well and 
every step seems to take us deeper, deeper into the forest of death.

Fear overwhelms and weakens the strength of my steps, 
causing me to struggle in keeping up with Ojo’s giant strides. 
We enter a thatched tent and he puts me to sleep. I am 
quite happy to be with him again and my body relishes the 
feeling of lying down on a bed. Yet, I feel as though my peace 
will not stay in my heart as I am awakened with anxiety.

***
The ground is hard and cold. My wrists and ankles ache from 
being tied; I am all alone at the back of an empty cave, for Ojo is 
nowhere near.

The bell of fear begins to ring in my head and it forces a 
shrill cry out of my lips.  “You are awake.” A beastly creature 
suddenly appears in front of me. There are many crooked 
horns on his head and its mannerism is that of a slimy thing as 
it comes nigh. I put my hands over my face to shield myself from 
its frightening, deep set eyes for they are burning with evil.

“Ojo chose a worthy sacrifice this time.” It regards me with such 
intensity as I’ve never known before. It walks around me, with a 
body so huge that its shadow plunges me into an abyss of darkness. 
There is greenish grime running down its tongue as it speaks.

“The man is smart. A pregnant maiden double the riches he seeks.”
I scream again with all of my might, but this seems to amuse the 
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mammoth creature. It starts to laugh at me and the smelling 
incense emanating from him pollutes my soul the more. It feels 
like a great depression is tied around my head. This is my terror 
for many days of which I have lost count. I am angry at Ojo’s 
betrayal, because he has sold my life to everlasting torment. 

With the hopelessness of being bound so tightly, I begin to do the 
only thing that keeps me sane-singing. The pain does not go away; 
in fact, it is growing day by day in my stomach. Soon, my voice 
is sounding like Amore’s weeping flute, as images of Akinjagun 
flood my mind. His gentle and respectful manner of regarding 
me; his kind eyes and strong arms; his roughly dreaded hair when 
its styled with cowries; his happy whistling when he wakes up in 
the morning, his quiet strength… All I wish for now is Akinjagun.

“Peace be unto you.” The voice calls out from outside the cave. 
“Shall I come in?”

I stop abruptly in fear and lie still, wondering what danger lies 
ahead, thinking that the voice will go away if I ignore the call. But 
the voice persists. 

When I decide to answer the call, it is a strange woman 
that walks in. She is alarmed at my state of being, seeing 
that I am a woman heavy with child. She goes out to find 
some medicine which she returns with and begins to treat 
me. I begin to worry whether she is not a witch trying to 
punish me, but before the thought is completed, she says: 

“Who hurt your heart so much that your faith has become crippled? 
You are trying to protect yourself from pain so much that it prevents 
you from experiencing the joy of trust, friendship and true love.” 

I marvel at the way this old woman catches even my most 
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secret thoughts, as I notice the wisdom in her silver hairs 
and wrinkled skin, but most of all, she has lovely eyes. 
She seems harmless and easy to talk to, so I tell her the 
tale of my predicament. She tells me many things, too.

“Your voice travels far into my heart, telling of all your fears 
and sorrows. But, the beast that you must fight is the one 
inside of you. Conquer it and you have conquered the world.”

She speaks about Akinjagun and how his self-sacrifice shows 
that he is a friend of the gods, and about Ojo that he should be 
forgiven. I am going berserk, but she tells me that I must clear my 
inner vineyard of its wild plants for good fruits to grow in my land.

Before leaving, she gives me name to call her- Ladun- and charges 
me to stare at my greatest fear, for therein my freedom lies. And 
I try to do so whenever the beast comes. This doesn’t stop the 
pain, but I dare myself to continue looking into its eyes every day.

Every night, I am a colony of tears, as I constantly fail to grapple with 
the feelings of abandonment and worthlessness that visit me. Pain 
is my neighbour and I am filled to the brim with emptiness. But I keep 
on, though my soul keeps going to places only meant for the dead.

Then, an idea comes into my head. It is the age-long trick of 
incantations practiced by warriors. I know of it because Akinjagun 
had unwittingly revealed it as the secret of his victories, 
when he was trying in vain to make conversation with me.

I ask my spirit to join me as I begin to mutter to myself, while 
staring into the eyes of the beast:
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“I am endowed with inner strength
With enormous power within my members

And I am able to wield it
To the detriment of my foes.

I am a supernatural being
Protected by unseen spirits

Supported by the elements
Impossible to defeat.” 

The words have an intoxicating effect on me and an abundant 
peace begins to surge within me. The beast slowly withdraws 
into itself and starts to tremble violently.  I do not take my 
eyes away and then, I see many girls- some angry, some 
broken, some abused, all condemned. They tell me stories of 
bravery and chant about the wars their little arms fought. I 
see that this beast had been a company of all my hurt from the 
past, shoved under the carpet for many decades. I embrace 
them, one after the other as they troop out. With all the love 
I can muster and with all the tears I can cry, I wash them.

***
“It is darkest before the breaking of dawn,” is all Ladun can say 
after I tell her the tale of my inner battle.

“And now, see! My waters are breaking.” I exclaim in pain, 
holding my stomach.

“It is dawn breaking within you,” Ladun says, joyfully. Then she leads 
me out of the cave, feeling her way through the bushes with a stick.

We pass a peaceful stream and walk into an open yard that is 
decorated with flowers and fruit bearing trees.
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“How can a place as beautiful as this be found in a cursed place 
like…” But as I speak, trying to distract myself from the pain of 
contraction, I hear a startling interruption from behind me.

“Beloved.”

It is Akinjagun. My heart begins to pound in rebellion, because 
I reject its suggestion to run into his arms. The tears come 
flooding and no matter how hard I try to stop; I am overpowered 
by the myriad emotions floating out of me. I stand there, 
blinded by tears, yet bathed with light at the sight of him.

“Beloved, I have found a way to take you back home.” He runs to 
meet me.

“I have found home.” I reply, throwing my head back in 
momentary laughter. “I have found it in me.”  I scream 
breathlessly as the pangs quicken. Ladun leads me slowly into 
her hut. It’s been standing to my right and I took no notice of it.

“May you break forth,” Akinjagun, my beloved, sends a prayer 
after me. I say “Amen” for I know that Akinjagun is more than a 
man- he is a man walking with the gods.
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PART TWO

POETRY

 “I want to be one with you,
To be in you like the sea is in 

Every wave, forsaken at the shore,
To stream into you

Like rivers going into oceans
And never coming back the same,

Never parting with the same.”
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HOME I
 
the cool night breeze enveloped me with the message 
of her distant cry, with the sounds of her yearning, an 
ever piercing desire to peel away the thick curtains of 
depression that swaddled me, to reveal and nurse my deeply 
seared wounds, to nurture me in the garden of her bosom.

In searching, I searched and found her dancing in a forlorn 
garden, crowned with a garland of glory, a sparkling sun, her lips 
parted with grace as she exhaled:

“take me home”

Home was a wild tomb. home was a bed of prickly thorns 
made from broken bones of dead men. home was a land of 
deep sadness and even I would thread its streets no more. 
I would run away from my darkness into her light. I would 
drink her laughter instead of my tears. I would feel her 
warmth instead of my pain. I would love her instead of myself.

But as we fell in love, the sheets of my despair came upon us- 
naked bodies wrapped in bloodied blankets- two tired days 
never meeting dawn.

And the cold hands of pain came and shook me awake with its 
ever familiar touch. I saw her. her laughter had become tears. 
her warmth, pain. her glory, gone. her dance, now shackled.

I saw her again. and this time, she was me. me, who should have 
loved her on my prickly bed.
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HOME II

I want to make myself my home.

it does not matter
whether I am a mud house with a thatched roof

or a mansion with a swimming pool.

whatever I am,

I want to welcome myself into myself
with arms wide open

I want to be at home in my own life

if all I have for lunch is a cup of water
I want to drink it as though it is wine

I want to be at peace
when I am falling

when my heart breaks
when its storms rock me so hard

that I cave in; into a thousand broken places
a million wounds, over and over again.

I want to rest on the bed that I am
let my thoughts be the pillows on which I lay my head.

if my thoughts are nothing but tiny nails that pierce my life

I will learn to
forgive them,
embrace and
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change them
with love

until they become flowers; a garland of glory around my head.

I will not spend the night in other people’s houses anymore
I will lay my mat and sleep in my own heart

when the nightmares come and I need somebody to hold,
someone’s voice to make me feel secure

I will choose to sleep in my own fear
rather than run away from home

to borrow another’s courage

for if I stay here long enough,
I will find everything I need soon enough.
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HOME III

 
I have seen the tears of flowers when

it’s raining. I have seen the miseries of their petals 
when anguish is crawling upon them.

but have you seen them when the sun is shining, 
how they are lifted suddenly

 as they give their tears over to light,
how they let it dry with grace 

forgiving the rain and the pain it brought their way?

and daily I am covered in this declaration 
that there is no surer word of prophecy than this:

all of me is a garden. of realities.
of dreams. of emotions. of beliefs. of thoughts.

of ideals.

and I tell you:
you will need sunshine to grow. 

along with the right amount of rainfall.

it is nightfall. 
                                   pull over, dark soul.  

with each rising sun, you’re always home.
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PART THREE
ENCOUNTERS

    i. 

It is always that I dwell
in the intricate part of your being,

shouldering the heavy boulders 
of your anguish

so that every single sting
of pain you feel

I feel it a thousand times more,
sifting it through and through,

until you’re covered in blessings
of the cure that this pain gives

while I swallow its curse.

    ii. 

Homewards,
I saw a man

dragging the ocean
into a desert

with a smile, wild
and untamed on his face

and a brave heart that sleeps
softly in his hands.

    iii. 

We are deep wells of treasures
but 
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we hardly look inwards.
It is to this truth the universe offers

that I walk on
until 

my journey takes me beyond horizons
until 

the sky turns to sand beneath my feet
until 

the stars are pebbles I stoop to pick.

    iv. 

Every few minutes,
after they have conquered 

me, I have the habit
of mocking my fears

 by daring them.

I wag my tongue, and tease
and wiggle my waist
at them— I challenge

“come; catch me, if you can.”

Sometimes, I am beaten
by my fears to a pulp;

sometimes, my fears walk away
thinking, i’m just a joke.

But each time,
The story is the same end:
I make sure I have my fun

whatever my fear is.

    v. 
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I should tell you
how, every night,

 a stranger strangles my heart to death
and every moment I wake up

is a long walk from death
to life

It seems I die always.
But each dawn is a reminder

that my heart is a broken miracle
still living, still loving.

    vi. 

I wear my heart like a wrist watch
a gloss on my lips

the shoes on my feet
and, when suddenly

I found out how beautiful is a whole heart,
—it becomes my whole outfit—

I set out for home
with the first and plain

language of the universe...

    vii. 

literally,
let love’s lion lips, lick

lonely lives.
let liberty litter

languid lands
like limping letters

loudly laughing.
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    viii. 

And now,
let us sit down all day

with incantations of the good life;
all nights, with blessings, 

counting the stars.
Let us sweep darkness away 

with gratitude and hope
let us sweep away

these tears.
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PART FOUR
INCANTATIONS
(Say these words)

“Dear Romeo,
You are war and silver light.

The first meeting remains a memory
Of your smile, of your childhood

Of how beautiful you are, even in pain.
The first meeting remains a thought: 

What a brave young man you are!
What a soul all battled up! 
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(Say these words)
 

                                                                   i. 

1. I am a slave, 
 jewelled by my chains 

2. Although a wounded lion,
                 I am capable of a powerful roar

3. This cold night 
                 Has cracked
                 My tottering walls

                 But if I fall
                 I shall rise again.

4. If I am a mess
                 then let me be myself,
                 for I will be a beautiful mess.

5. If I am the wall in which I find shelter
                 I will not imprison my own life
                 I will not be the thing
                 That pierces me
                 I am the love 
                 That brings me life

ii.

1. In this darkness,
         I stoop to bury light.
         In this pain,



Iyanu Adebiyi

34

       I stoop to bury hope.

2. On this restless night,
       I shall wrestle all my demons
          To their knees.

3. Every time I break.
                 I rebuild myself again.

    (iii) 

1. Yesterday I was stuck in the night,
       Today I walk with the stars
        Tomorrow I shall embrace the sun

2. Whatever the fire I may walk through
 I will always remember:
 I am gold.

3. The storm may rise higher 
 The sky may turn darker 
 The pain may surge deeper 
 I always remain greater.

4. SOMEDAY
 I will look at the past without regrets
 I will look to the future without fear
 I will live in the present without pain

       SOMEDAY
 I will walk with a spring upon my feet
 I will sleep with a smile on my lips
 I will fight with compassion on my fist
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 SOMEDAY
 When these scars shall heal,
 I will live in the arms of love 
 I will rest, perfectly.

5. I am the beauty of tides,
 I am the broken waters daring 
                 To touch the skies
                           
6. I am perfection
 In the eyes of the universe
 Music, in the ears of nature
 I am counterparts with the wind
 Kinsmen with the sun
 And all of creation will live in wonder
 Of the beauty of who I truly am. 

7. Of myself I ask:
 How can I give you the universe
 When the universe is yours?

8. Who will lead me home
 When all the veins in me
 Are my roads to redemption?

9. Whoever wants me now,
 The answer is always this:
 I am alive.

10. To the thoughts of home
 That shudder the heart
 To them, I surrender.
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