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INTRODUCTION 

To start with, before you read, ask yourself: what are my expectations in this anthology? The beauty of 

every work of art isn't just about reading, appreciating, commenting, and critiquing...That's why I 

wouldn't want you to just read, but also listen to every single line with readiness to learn from it. 

You might be wondering what the theme is all about... 

"Si(gh)lent Night is a 'mo(on)ment' of sighs and wanders". – Esv_Keks 

Si(gh)lent Night is a collection of poems that focuses not just only on the birth of Jesus Christ; but it 

tends to bring into limelight: the dreadful, heartbreaking, silent moments that can make victims to take 

deep sighs, and illegal acts in the society we live today, as most of these acts happen at night. 

The initiator of si(gh)lent Night, had therefore craved the indulgence of poets across the globe to weave 

words around the following sub themes: Rape, Robbery, Fetish crime, Prostitution, Domestic violence, 

Solitude, Christmas, among others. 

 

Firstly, the theme explains the Yuletide; the mysteries surrounding the birth of Jesus Christ, as it's 

known that He's birthed in a silent night. 

If you closely look and observe, you'd notice that these illegal acts are highly rampant in our society, 

and these have rendered many people hopeless and helpless. Are we to talk about rape and paedophilia 

cases? They've become the news our ears must hear every day. It's saddening to realize that most of 

these victims are voiceless, and that's why this anthology is ready to give them a voice. They live with 

broken hearts, and many had committed suicide, since they couldn't bear the pain and shame anymore. 

No matter the situation, don't give up, if there's life, there's hope.  

The theme also talks about robbery, prostitution, and fetish crime. These acts mostly happen at night.  

People no longer sleep with the two eyes closed, because they know that the uninvited guests can visit 

anytime. 

Also, there are some ladies who cat walk at night. They're seen in dark corners, waiting for customers, 

as they trade their bodies for money. What a society we live in! 

 

 

Furthermore, there are some people around us, that reside in the best architectural masterpieces. We hail 

them, and even pray to be wealthy as they are, without knowing the source of their money. These 

people commit fetish crimes. You'll see them at grave yards and junctions at night, doing all sort of 
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things with the dead, and serving the god of money with sacrifice at junctions, all because they want to 

make money by any means. 

 

Finally, domestic violence has shattered many homes. The victims lament in silence I wonder what 

lessons these people are teaching their children. 

These, and many other sub themes are well packed and packaged in this anthology. 

The 'lines' of poems you're about to read will be angry, if our pens fail to write about them. 

Tighten your 'seat belt', and enjoy. 

 

– Akinrinade Funminiyi Isaac 
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Si(gh)lent night 

 

By Akinrinade Funminiyi Isaac  
 

The nigh night navigates through the clad cloud, 

And she teases the sky to cry aloud. 

The twinkling tears make a resounding sound; 

As they jointly find their ways to the ground. 

... 

The voices of choirs of angels 're heard 

As though the rapt rapture has just occurred. 

Silent night, holy night; they gaily sing 

As they humbly welcome the greatest King. 

... 

Then, a hand moves back and forth on the knob, 

And the being stands as though he's come to rob. 

My dead voice silently screams 'oh! My God',  

As he forcefully inserts his raw rod. 

... 

My dry holy hole has been drilled again; 

Now, my life's basket is full of disdain. 

I pray, may my pain beckon at the ray, 

To darken the ape that made me a prey. 

... 

I silently sigh, and gaze at the night 

Till her garment transforms to broad daylight. 

Will my defiled body bear this plain pain? 

Ah! Yet another Christmas without gain. 
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BROKEN TALES OF SILENT AND DARK NIGHTS  

 
By Alexander Haruna Izang 

 
 
Of a silent night in Bethlehem 

On which a mystery child was born, 

I know you know; 

But of a dark and cold night in Jos 

On which a poor helpless child was born, 

I seek to tell in moon-lit tales. 

 

Of a silent night on which a pregnant maiden 

Was turned out by men but received by mammals, 

I know you know; 

But of a dark and lonely night in Rome 

On which Vandals sacked and raped the weak; 

Of such tasteless tales, I seek to tell. 

 

Of a silent night so mild and calm 

On which the heavens wedded the earth. 

I know you know; 

But of dark and broken nights in Vegas 

On which dads and mums disown their vows; 

Of such heartbreaking tales I ought to sing. 
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Of a silent night so holy and glorious 

On which carols were led by a heavenly band 

I know you know; 

But of dark and painful nights in the city of violence 

On which sounds of cries are the carols of men; 

Of such ear-bugging tales I yearn to speak. 

 

Of a silent night filled with royal light 

On which men offered treasures of gold, 

Frankincense and myrrh, I know you know; 

But of those dark and monstrous nights in sin city 

On which armed men rob others‘ treasures; 

Of such disdainful tales I wish to write. 

 

Of a silent night made out of love 

On which came the Redeemer of men, 

I know you know; 

But of endless dark nights around the globe 

On which men trade their souls for pleasures; 

Of such lamentable tales I bring to light. 
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THE HEARTS OF MAN 

 

By Babalola Adetola E. 
 

They say the hearts of men are evils, 

I say the acts are the people. 

Lions that creep not due to wet ground, 

Looming for preys on which they can pound. 

 

You pay for your sins, 

Men have many sins. 

Little wonder they search for medicines, 

Side-effects of which are on their seeds. 

 

Leave a wolf, 

The sheep are never safe. 

Wolves worshiping with war ware, 

Hmm! I think winter is here. 

 

Darkness arrives like a knight, 

The night is too long. 

Our leaders, in confidence come through the night, 

In silence, the people shout so weak, so strong. 
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THE FETISH CRIME 

 
By Akinrinade Funminiyi Isaac. 

 

The dawn's gown has become a thorny night, 

Despite the scorching sun's radiating light. 

The weather withers like a thirsty rose; 

Fading away like the chaff the wind blows. 

... 

In the yard where the dead 're fast asleep; 

After a ride from the earth to the deep. 

The voyage is a trip of no return, 

Since the glad mourners have made a U-Turn. 

... 

The souls whose short legs 're faster than time, 

Dig the grave to commit a fetish crime. 

The dead soul is ripped off her choiceless choice, 

Who will save the dead with a voiceless voice? 

... 

The mere men build mansions on the still sea, 

For the poorly rich passer by to see. 

Night breeds the evils in Pandora's box, 

The dead are unsafe; what a paradox! 
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MEN ARE NOT RAPED 

 

By Edaki Timothy 
 

People say "men are not raped," I agree 

but people forget that men were once boys 

would become men and Yes, boys are raped. 

We rape the mind of boys, 

We rape them of emotions  

like happiness when we teach them that 

"real men" don't laugh. 

We rape them of love when we teach them  

that a man's heart is made of ice. 

As many waters flowing,  

we have sent our boys(men) 

into an ocean of misery 

with their minds raped of innocence,  

love and care and  

filled them with fierceness and violence. 

 

We rape our boys (men), 

then we complain of 

what these men do to women. 
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BITTER HEAVEN 

 

By Faith Chemchumba 
 
Sometimes, it pained 

So much that she couldn't take it. 

At one point she complained, 

But no one hearkened to her cries. 

For everyone was far away... 

Sigh, she was so deranged. 

 

The day of celebration 

Had turned out to be a commemoration. 

Every single year, for her loss, 

On a Christmas, her family fell, 

And the magical moments lost forever. 

Every delight, gone with its gloss, 

She was left alone. 

 

With the rising of the sun 

To its setting, 

Alone she would weep. 

Grief coursing through her–deep, 

The night's gloomy with melancholy, 

Nothing to look foward to. 

 

Sometimes her sprit sank low 

And the little ray of hope faded 
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Into the darkness that shattered. 

And her complete despair 'came visible 

Even to many other souls 

Her sorrow displayed a lonely soul. 

 

The abode was bare, 

Everyone had gone home, 

And tears escaped her eyes, 

She had no place to call home. 

In silence she stared, 

Each passing moment, all alone. 
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DOORS OF MEMORY 

 

By el cypher 
 
This gentle breeze of whisper 

That drumbeats the ear of my mind 

Still walk my heart to the mount 

Of my dreamy pillows... 

I am adream of a world with tiled lily earth, 

A sky with wooly bursting clouds 

Upon me, an angel has fallen 

Raising my shoulders in beauty's pride 

Stepping my feet on grandeur's sole 

My pleas have travelled miles unechoed 

My voice, pulverized on my tongue's platter 

Whose mighty has cast my will off 

Giving me a louder cry of joy 

As my night lingers on thought 

As my hours are far spent behind 

The closed doors of memory 

Where my guiding angel lays her wings. 
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IF I CRY  
 

By Akinrinade Funminiyi Isaac 

 
If I cry out tears like drops of breast's milk; 

Pity me not! For my life is a bilk. 

If the crocodile's tears crawl down my cheeks, 

Weep not, my pains are broken down in weeks. 

... 

Night nurtures an evil ark; Mama said, 

Your days 're dreadfully dead; I misread. 

Then, the moon's moan never lasted all night, 

Today, the jet's age is lit with streetlight. 

... 

My legs dance to the rhythm of my curve, 

As I tread on the sharply straightened curve. 

A mean momentum swerves my fleeting feet 

And on his shoulder, my heart does but beat. 

... 

He thrusts his fin finger in my closed hole, 

Then, he digs deep to bury his long pole. 

Reddish water flows like a stagnant pool, 

Now, the hole is a den of ridicule. 

... 

If I cry out tears like drops of hot rain, 

Curse him not, for I refuse to abstain 

From lonely walking down the aisle at night, 

I sigh! Night is evil; Mama is right. 
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GONE MAD AGAIN 

 

By Alexander Haruna Izang 
 

It's that time of the year 

Signalled by the hot cold of winter; 

The trees dance to birds‘ carols 

As stars shine dimly for a silent night; 

It's nature‘s time to go mad again. 

 

The clock ticks faster than speed-light, 

Leading to the market: most sacred place 

For life consists in buying and selling. 

Money defines what love is or not 

Because our women will go mad again. 

 

The moment comes with terror 

For heads of homes will be held to ransom; 

Offices become more homely than home 

While parlours of beer are their preferred dwelling; 

Oh! The men will go mad again. 

 

Welcome to the time of weather 

When black and white smokes compete; 

Noses turn pipes while mouths tunnel 

And opposite skins are turned to blankets; 

Time for youths to go mad again. 

 

It‘s a time to fare in funfair without fear, 



 

18 
 

When carols compete with knockouts; 

Dare to sins are going mad again. 

 

All these craze for what reason? 

What began with a silent night in Bethlehem, 

When God and men were joined in wedlock. 

Feel free to lose your cool not your sanity; 

It's time to go reasonably mad again. 
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ROADSIDE CHICKS 

 

By Akinrinade Funminiyi Isaac 
 

By the dark wayside; the wayward chicks stand, 

Walking like cats as they display their brands. 

Come by! Buy and fetch from the horny well, 

Take me whole in your ride to where you dwell. 

... 

Bye bye, the 'beautifool' Lady bids her mates, 

'Twonight', the two souls will hang up to mate. 

The free temple is traded for money, 

And her horny hole is licked like honey. 

... 

In the holy Temple, her voice is loud; 

When the dawn leaps out of the restless cloud. 

She moves after the demise of the light, 

Oh! What a 'damnsel', who catwalks at night. 

... 

Guard your flapping lap against his arrow, 

For your act not to haunt you tomorrow. 

Don't read, but listen to my boring lines, 

As they cover your drilled heart; don't decline. 
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BEYOND ANOTHER NIGHT 

 

By Akinlabi Ololade Ige 

 
 

What is beyond the silent night 

Is certainly a sparkling light, 

Another day of striving shall it mark, 

Beneath the strokes of the sun, we crack. 

 

What is beyond the silent darkness 

Is a day that marks another sadness. 

We are better not than yesterday, 

And the heaps of joy amassed today 

 

Shall melt with the night in its hush. 

Pieces left shall be our morning mush. 

Little agility it gives sets us on tarmac, 

Our blood melts on the helly tarmac. 

 

If we uttered a silent shriek from our thirsty throat, 

No ear would perceive, everyone chooses to loathe 

us. Thus, in silent night we often seek solace; 

We sleep, snore, awaiting another day to continue the race. 
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THE NIGHT WALKERS 

 
By Akinrinade Funminiyi Isaac 

 
When souls peacefully lie on their crest beds, 

With great thoughtless thoughts as though they are dead. 

The elders foretell that the walls have ears; 

A reason why souls sleep with utmost fear. 

... 

The nightwalkers 're the ears in the wall, 

For they patiently await nature's call. 

We've come to steal, kill, and destroy; they said, 

As they point guns on the sleeping soul's head. 

... 

The man's fat head is pulled off with a shot, 

Ripping off his head and assets he's got. 

They pack treasures through the ark in the dark, 

Sailing in thin air 'fore the dog could bark. 

... 

The night duds 're chameleons in men's skins: 

They hide 'neath the masks to cover their sins, 

At night; their eyes are hotly red like hell 

And by morning, they sleep in tortoise's shell. 
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I USED TO KNOW A GIRL 
 

By Vasily Mikhailovich Doestovski 
 

See... 

I used to know a girl 

with smiles that'll thaw your ice-cold heart, 

lips to die for and beauty to rival that of Osun. 

I used to know a girl. 

 

She 

was so beautiful and enticing 

that Papa had her severally. 

Mama was a dove, so she kept her mouth sealed, 

never wanting to go against Papa. 

I used to know a girl. 

 

Years went by 

and her name spread as quickly as her legs 

and like a martyr on a cross, 

she sacrificed herself to lust 

till she became the goddess of moans. 

 

Olosho! 

That's her name now, 

a tune that plays like a flute  

on the lips of horny men.  

Her name's forever etched on the phallus of men,  

calls at them in the dark 

till they leave their wife for her bed. 
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On silent nights, ho(e)ly nights, 

Olosho- the Nightwalker goes to work 

making money whilst you sleep. 

 

I used to know a girl, 

a girl with smiles that'll thaw your ice-cold heart. 

I used to know a girl, 

a good girl gone bad. 
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SILENT NIGHT 

 

By Sleeky 
 

Silent night; 

Wolves creeping behind our backs 

With sharp teeth; fierce eyes. 

The lost magic of the Christmas lies, 

They stalk us under the light. 

Damn fools; with knives 

Steal from us blind, 

Battered to death; 

The blood in the corner of our mouths, 

Do you hear the shrieks of fear 

From the other side of the street? 

Tormenting spirits; 

I fear for the poor lady only wanting 

a clean living from the hideous. 

But, the craving of the demons, 

Faceless men; who claim that Christmas is bright, 

Haunt us in our minds to the very ends of our tombstones. 

And the loneliness from within 

Breathes life to our worst of nightmares. 

Oh! silent night. 
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ILLUMINATION 
 

By Olaidozen 
 

Glowingly dissipates a yellow flame 

Up into the air, it sends a smoke; 

Dissipater deftly fixed in tin frame. 

Certainly, this specific smoke won‘t choke. 

Skilfully, it was designed from thin tin, 

Quintessence of an expertly made craft; 

The fluid combustible fuel lies within. 

Real ravishing result of a hard graft! 

Fireflies fly awhile round the illumination 

As it lies on numerous seller‘s stand. 

A ―goods-are-here-for-sale‖ indication – 

One which prospective buyers will understand. 

It‘s our locally made paraffin lamp – 

Succour any time, it is dark and damp. 
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SOLITUDE OF HEART 
 

By Oduma Alexander Ali 

The air is filled with noise, 

Pollution of the music blasts 

Scares off the soul 

From His Goodness sole. 

But, this weak vessel 

Withstands not the peril. 

 

For me to love fully the Lord, 

I must be detached from this noisy world. 

Its musics' and entertainments 

I giveth no second chance 

To pest the soul which I have given 

To be breasted with milk from heaven. 

 

My body quakes, I know 

I wished you to be so 

Until these drops of rain 

Wash the carnal impulse down, 

So that the Lord will come and dwell 

In this little heaven on my soul. 

 

The silence of this lonely place 

Contents my heart with ease 

And in this solitudinous desert, 

My soul will never rest 

Until it rests on you Lord. 
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My sole goodness beloved. 
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THE NOCTURNAL VISIT 
 

By Salako Omolabake 

One sees and listens in the dark, 

When the hour has washed away the light. 

Oh! I remember the starry night,  

The clustered stars like the freckles on my face.  

Even the thick blanket of clouds  

clinging across the moon. 

 

Silently with sentiment,  

I strode out of my room; 

 the space I consider a parental prison.  

Walking meticulously in the shadows 

through the narrow part out to the night.  

I didn't look back into the light I left, 

leaving my footsteps in the dark.  

 

I quickened my steps towards the path I was unfamiliar with.  

It was the first time doing something so reckless.  

Still, I held my head high and face powdered.  

I was filled with naivety and excitement, 

For I believed I was going to have a blissful night 

with a man I adored.  

 

Swiftly as I saw him, 

I approached him with a heartfelt kiss.  

It landed in my heart and dwelled on my soul.  

I was beginning to think 
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I made the right decision  

when I felt his hands invading 

my sacred forest.  

I resisted; shaking in my shoes.  

 

 

Within a minute, two men emerged from the shadows.  

Their faces were cold but pleased.  

I was grabbed onto the floor; my back forced to lie still.  

My clothes ripped like I was food that couldn't wait to be eaten.  

 

 

Involuntarily, I laid still. 

My head muzzled.  

The whole she'bang was a plan to make me a sex object. 

Time became politesse to my woes, 

And my soul filled with the pneum of silence. 
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UNTITLED 
 

By Adeniran Joseph 

They are only three broken photographs 

attached to my mother's smile. 

she never knew her teeth could birth children 

untill she lost them amidst  

of my ugly father's thighs. 

 

Sometimes, father would run away 

from his shadow to his lover's dream; 

Painting fire with his emotions. 

Nothing can draw me back 

If not my brother's clothes 

That always dance to the songs 

of mad men on the street. 

 

Sometimes, the rooms are not the same, 

they are always running away from us.  

My sister once held one with her blood, 

The blood cuts into pieces of something bitte 

Just like my grandfather's toothbrush: 

always giving us hope to write 

home a preyed song. 

 

These memories always keep me going, 

Because in my father's house: 

You don't taste fire and expect water; 

We are all homes of different languages. 
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silent night 
 

By el cypher 

It glows in your eyes; 

The curiosity of a flicking candle 

To the graze of my mild breeze. 

 

It burns in your heart; 

The scents of a flaming incense 

To the god in my groin. 

 

It rings in your words; 

The prayer of a silent wish 

To the home you find in me. 

 

And so I am, 

The only beholder  

of all these wonders, 

In curious fondness of silent night, 

We both became 

a god and a goddess. 
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plucked 
 

By Beyond now 

His protective eye was always on me, 

For I was barely ripe to be taken in. 

Not under papa‘s jealous roof, 

I was just his teenage girl. 

 

His care grew, 

His concern amassed 

More than he gave Mama 

And I becamE his favourite girl. 

 

Flowing stream of tears on my cheeks, 

Fainting voice couldn‘t pierce his roof. 

My tiny body was brutally arrested, 

Hymen was horribly unbolted; 

Broken and plucked unripe– 

Papa was a paedophile 
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a silent night, of a sigh-lenghted plight 
 

By Alberto_Okuti 

They knew the right,  

But no tongue could really state the wrong. 

It all went on a lengthy sigh.  

Since there was no one to witness the sight. 

  

Yuletide was near, 

Pilferers got faster in their finger 

like a hooker hustling for a new year, 

The city to village, all fare. 

 

So was Adebimpe's family,  

so has it been yearly. 

It's her last year in the University, 

And now she has to be the victim of agony.  

 

Maiduguri to Igbomina took a million miles, 

So her soul slept before she got home.  

So, no sole soul could show or pick the phone, 

For she dozed off chewing the last piece of her smiles.  

 

She woke in the wonder 

of what took everyone,  

since she unconsciously slept,  

hoping to wake and see everyone 

back at home.  
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But the tipped-toes from the yard married the dark. 

Aye, strange shadows turned her pant to a rack. 

And, brave men turned her heart to grave 

So, she finally decided toreside in thegrave...  

 

Who dares judge a strange shadow? 

How does one describe a lost arrow? 

Only a lengthy sigh 

could melodiously explain a silent night. 
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yells from the yuletide 
 

By Princess Nwude 

It has been a whole lot of struggles, 

An Existence bordered on all sides with tussles. 

Daily we hear trouble whistle 

Before our own very eye, we all fizzle. 

 

Times upon times roll, 

Seasons upon seasons sum to a whole, 

Seconds turn into decades, 

Yet, the society keeps turning reckless. 

 

So many evils thrive, 

Daily, it seems we cannot arrive 

At the very destination that we envisage; 

The future that our minds have rummaged. 

 

Now, it's another time for celebration, 

There has been so much deliberation 

Despite all the qualms at morning, afternoon and eventide, 

Let's rejoice! It's another time of yuletide. 
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sinister night 
 

By Abdulhafeez T. Oyewole. 

Dad was away for tasks he coudn't stop. 

Lagos and Benin needed him non-stop.  

All father had, he could have given in,  

To the unsolicited gunners' scene.  

 

Mom would have cried her heart and body out,  

Had it been Tina wasn't with her lout.  

Her relationship, though mom disapproved,  

But that night, she was grateful she approved.  

 

What's with that night that got the pen talking?  

What's with the scene that got the Mom thanking?  

What's with the journey that's loved didn't end,  

When it'd earlier been wished to see the end?  

 

That night was a sinister felt by all,  

Characterized by guns' visit to all.  

Family heads who refuted bargains  

Were gunned down for band of marauders' gains. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

0 
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untitled 
 

By Esther Syombua 

I still remember the way he looked at my body, 

With scary eyes  

Like a blood thirsty ghost. 

I remember how i screamed 

But my voice was so weak, 

He didnt care. 

 

He didnt care at all 

Because he knew I was weak. 

Even though I yelled No! 

He pulled me close to him 

With no thoughts of mercy at all. 

 

Who sent you to use me for your joy? 

Now my life has become miserable. 

Peace, I seek 

To gather pieces that leak 

My heart is in grief. 

 

The past cannot be forgetten, 

But I hope for a better tomorrow. 

Rape happens in silence, 

But, do not be silenced. 

Let's speak together 

To end rape 

And give hope to the hopeless. 
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silence was the peace of her night 
 

By Abdulhafeez T. Oyewole. 

Silence was the peace of her night and 

It has come to visit her as a stranger,  

Not departing without snatching away from her-  

Innocence she prides herself on,  

In quietness, diligence and humility.  

 

Not that other nights had not been visiting,  

Like the day- a partner she switches duty with.  

Not that other nights had not been a benign  

Man with scruples of his integrity and goodwill.  

 

She couldn't shout beyond her taped mouth, 

She couldn't see beyond her blindfolded eyes. 

She couldn't move beyond her tied body  

When the cruel rods intruded  

And swimmed in her untainted private pool.  

 

In their callousness, they stripped before her., 

In their heavy figures, they pounced on her. 

In their coveteousness, they took turn on her;  

That teary eyes and hurting pains were pieces left with her,  

While silence became the peace of her unholy night.  
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mistake 
 

By Obulor John Dominic. 

Christmas songs 

Echoed from a house across, 

And the street's so calm  

That I heard the psalm: 

‗Silent night, holy night.' 

That was the only song that gave me delight 

As I joined the song –‗silent night, holy night.' 

Suddenly, I felt contrite for 

It's been a year she became a clay 

On this particular day 

We both lived in peace  

Until my sudden caprice;  

I started beating my wife because I felt she was trite 

Which made her cry every night. 

She left so angry, 

I begged her not for I knew not 

the worth of her company. 

And when she was gone, 

I felt so withdrawn 

I couldn‘t help but lay on the floor  

hoping my bad attitude towards her could be amnesiac . 

But, the silent night reminded me I was a maniac. 
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homes 
 

By Philip Peace 

Sudden interest of disaster 

grows on weary roads. They said the 

people should seek home in the heart, 

not the streets. In the quest of a 

heart, there is a suffuse of pain 

from cold fingers; of lousy sex — 

'cause people seek home 'neath the thigh 

and every moment spells the name of pain. 

 

The lagoon street is a heaven 

of innocent violation and 

the beautiful at night becomes 

ugly after graceful thousand strokes 

amid a tight hoe— giving up. 

Nights like this kill without a gun 

'cause people seek home b'neath the thigh 

and every moment spells the name of pain. 
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A POUCH OF TONGUELESS SECRET 
 

By Ayeyemi Taofeek Aswagaawy 

We've thrown on our backs; days and nights 

Wet and dry like hay. 

But, we are like the bulbs of flashlights 

That can never see beyond today. 

And nights are the hinges of a locked gate, 

Not an inch of tomorrow can they skate. 

 

Nights are curtains between now and morrow; 

Deep, thick, and display no scene. 

It's the earth's bowel where a zillion dreams burrow. 

Yet, not a scene of them are seen. 

For, night is a gourd of atomic solution; 

Silent, but could be weird at detonation. 

 

The swinging scrotum of a ram 

Is the fate that lies beyond the silent night; 

A swift-moving pendulum 

Bringing to the back darkness and taking forth light. 

And we lay our heads like eggs on the hand 

Of death, moved (unreturned) to the dreamland. 

 

What lies beyond the silent night 

Than the pouch of tongueless secret– 

Pregnant of fear, hope, darkness and light, 

Not even the star gazers can see it. 

For, we are not only pencils in the hand of the Divine, 
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We're also what He writes and what He writes upon. 
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NIGHTLESS NIGHTS 
 

By Dynamic Rahmah 

Nights for us at home 

now rage in troubled silence 

Nights have become nightless even  

as our poor eyes beg to travel, 

maybe to unravel the mystery 

behind our troubled nights. 

 

Every night when the world  

Is silent like the rest of the world, 

We embrace our cozy bed but our sleep 

Has become peaceless as our minds 

Wander to and fro fretfully in fear  

Of whose house it is tonight. 

 

And again, tonight is yester-night; 

Be prepared kins and kindred to entertain 

The vicious men of the underworld. 

What would rouse us up tonight? 

Is it our memorized song stamped on the 

Soles of our sensuos lips? 

"Thief-u, thief-u, thief-u" with our silent sighs. 

Or the common drumbeat of an aimed gun? 

"Gbam, gbin, gbam, gbam." 

Or, by the friendly fear in us that it could be 

Our house tonight? 
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Nights for us at home 

suddenly became nightmares. 

It became a weed in our garden. 

Oh! How we long for the priceless peace 

That once lived here with us. 

Tonight again, be prepared... 

The guardsmen whistle will tell us "sleep!" 

But don't you forget, tonight is yester-night, 

We will be awoken again to dance  

Rhythmically to this memorized beats. 
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STOLEN PRIDE 
 

By Oyekunle Ifeoluwa  

Beside the river, I sat to ease my soul 

and lurked around to feed my eyes with stars. 

It was a night they robbed me of my gold; 

a silent night that brought tears to my eyes. 

 

They found a way to rip my soul apart 

and in turns, they banged; 

panting and moaning hard. 

It was a night I wished my soul could die; 

a silent night that brought tears to my heart. 

 

Tell my mother that I am not a whore, 

but a victim with scars on the heart. 

Tell my father that it wasn‘t my fault. 

It was a night they robbed me of my pride. 
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ONE CARELESS NIGHT 
 

By Judaisky 

The faithful night obeyed my words  

And all worked according to my words.  

Alive was my magic stick and rod  

That pierced through her fleshy wall.  

Push and push like a street dog, 

The deed was done before dawn.  

 

Man is only man in his manhood  

And so, I traded the path to join the hood.  

I think me happy in my rude,  

For to gloom, I was rude.  

I refused to regret nor give room  

For conscience to roam in my room.  

 

Nemesis isn't a man that it should fear, 

And so, shattered was all I held dear.  

With lots hidden, changing gear  

To clap my shame and draw me near  

To the night I reared; 

Flesh and pleasure here and there.  

 

Oh! Alas! I have come to anguish, 

This is a message from karma and nemesis.  

I am plagued with no mercy  

of one careless night I beseeched.  
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What good is to pleasure and perish? 

What gain is of lust in vanquish? 
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THEN YOU KILLED THE WITNESS 
 

By Kyenshak Polycarp 

I heard the walls have ears, 

I wish they have eyes too. 

 

For when the night snores in silence  

Like a dreaded being alone on a graveyard,  

Craving and drowning in solitude; 

You came in your nocturnal regalia  

With masked face and thick boots, 

Broad chest but tiny heart  

and as thick as the night was, 

Your eyes shined bright in the dack; 

Pouncing and inducing pain  

In the absence of the penny– 

Feeding on our greatest fear  

Like a monster in urge for blood 

And with clinched fist you ripped life  

Out of my mom just when your  

Third leg matched the plot of her succulence 

And you claimed it with no rapport. 

I wish I was alive to mourn her pai(e)nful exit, 

But with wider eyes you send me on an errand  

To kiss the white clouds  

Leading to my final deaths-tination. 

 

I heard the walls have eyes  

I wish they have mouths too.  
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A SINGLE IN HARMATTAN NIGHT 
 

By Mohammed Shamsu-Deen 

When night swoops, 

I wish to soar; 

Following the day as it sets away. 

But, I am a featherless dove; 

A host to colds 

Who writhes on bed 

Contorting back to belly. 

For, I am filled with moans; 

Moans from tangle bodies excoriating 

Buttocks of my room walls. 

Moans from couples' mingled breaths 

That pierce my ears. 

 

When time turns off the noise,  

I lie like a deserted statue— 

A frozen body in a morgue 

Who thaws to rise 

If the sun wakes. 

When does she rise? 
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MY BETROTHED  
 

By Adebimpe Mayokun 

Stolen confidence, broken promise; 

Tainted dignity, lost glory 

Was all I received for being beguiled. 

I know what you think. 

Jeez! I'm faultless; at least to some extent. 

My mind or was it my heart 

Was not synchronized with the cognitive. 

Look at you! How could they have been friends? 

They are not like-minded, 

Likewise my Betrothed and I. 

Why am I oblivious of the obvious? 

When the flag is no more flown high. 

Oh! The fire has been extinguished; 

The light that burned with rage and desire 

Has ebbed away. 

I'm here to confuse you that I'm not in love, 

Exactly what affection tells cognition. 

Loyalty or treachery; love or hate. 

You must decide; what will be your judgment, 

Peace or war? 

Peace is all I've I always wanted at the outset. 

Love, I thought he brought. 

Alas! I was dissimulated. 

A lonely night, a haunted expression, 

How could I forget that 

My garden has become a restrictive desert. 
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A night to remember, 

To remind the heart; or is it the mind 

Of its inaccessibility. 

Now, I'm shut to love. 
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MY STOLEN PRIDE 
 

By Emperor's Diary  

Once upon a day, I should have stayed home, 

But I chose to party all night at a dome 

With friends whom I trusted the most. 

Perhaps, one of them was the host. 

 

From sneaking-out through my tiny window, 

Then bribing a neighbourhood widow. 

Running and panting, alone in the night, 

Just to avoid being caught at a sight. 

 

Here I am on the party floor, 

My heart screamed "what a splendor?" 

The DJ was never a dull one, 

Turning people on, igniting maximum fun. 

 

The time was quarter past two, 

Seeing one person seemed like two. 

After sipping much different liquor,  

Damn! I'm weak to stupor. 

 

Controlling myself became a burden, 

Thinking straight become a laden. 

My dad warned against night party,  

In my mind "what an advice so nasty". 

 

I was speechless when I was told, 
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And as the story came unfold, 

My long-kept virginity had been stolen,  

Leaving my heart forever broken. 
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SILENT NIGHT 
 

By Oduma Alexander 

Silent night, silent night... 

You draw heavens closer to earth, 

And with your drowsy charm 

Lulls creatures to a soothing rest. 

Thus, you open the heavenly gate, 

While Angels descend from the realm. 

 

Silent night, a night of fain, 

Shepherds could not from joy refrain 

At the sight of the new born king 

Which the Angel had on that mountain steep. 

Told them as they watched their sheep; 

Aye, they bowed in homage sing. 

 

To every creature, proclaim this to them; 

The King of kings on this crib of Bethlehem 

Has taken human form, in this Holy Night. 

For the Redemption of our fallen race 

From the world of sin to the world of grace, 

Not through warfare but obedient to death. 

 

Oh! silent night, I heard the mewling cry 

Of the Holy Babe who so lovely live 

Upon the mother‘s breast, oh Mary; 

Joy to the world and joy on high. 

Joy to sorrowful hearts that sigh. 
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For Christ has come to end all sinful slavery. 
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Shaming christmas 
 

By Idris Firdaws Onozasi 

A merry night it was, the family was one, 

I crawled into my room, to rest before dawn; 

To find calmness from the darkness. 

For calmness, I enjoy chatters from the compound,  

I was all alone, with ample space to cruise.  

 

Tingles from touches woke me out of my slumber, 

Pinned down to my bed, I couldn‘t raise a hand. 

With my mouth gagged, I couldn‘t make a sound. 

They took turns, feeling their pleasure tanks 

Penetrating my tight skin, I couldn‘t help but cry. 

 

It‘s as hurtful as it was distasteful, I continued to struggle, 

My soul was tormented, but my body succumbed. 

I could still hear the chatters, I knew I was all alone  

As my predators satisfied their wretched soul, 

My body betrayed me, I let out a silent moan. 

 

With pain all over, I screamed, till my throat burnt. 

In a blink, mama rushed in, but they were long gone.  

To hide the shame, in my covers I curled, 

My weak body betrayed me, I wanted more. 

Like a cat, I cried, I wished I ceased to live. 

 

The news got out, like fire, it spread. 

From my covers, I could feel the pitiful stares 
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And consoling words, that whispered to my ears. 

That eve was defiled, and so was I 

By lustful lads, I never got to apprehend. 

 

It‘s Christmas eve again, how I hate this day! 

Amidst the chatters I sat, memories flooding my brain. 

My calm nest, I prefer, but that has been taken away, 

For it has been defiled too, it never remained the same. 

I‘ll let the moon watch over me, until the day breaks. 
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domestic(k) violence 
 

By Akinrinade Funminiyi Isaac 

Mother, I've sailed through the path of your womb, 

My legs knew not the route leads to the tomb. 

Had I known, I'd have stayed back in heaven, 

For my sister passed 'way at eleven. 

... 

Son, her early demise was not my choice, 

Life's taught me how to bury my dead voice. 

The memories lie 'neath the wall geckos 

That ply the pictures of silent echoes. 

... 

Night is a 'mo(on)ment' of sighs and wanders, 

Your barbaric Baba's deed; I ponder. 

Like domestic birds, I roam in the house, 

After punching stick has dealt with my blouse. 

... 

Joy left this home, for a glorious heaven 

When he hit her flat chest at eleven. 

Preach peace with your pen against home violence;  

Save souls weeping in domestick silence. 
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Akinrinade Funminiyi Isaac 

Akinrinade Funminiyi Isaac, with the pseudonym Esv_Keks is a writer in Nigeria, who's written many 
unpublished and published works. His works have featured on several literary publications like 
Writers' Space Africa Digital Magazine, Speaking Pen International Concept Anthologies, Scion 
Magazine, among others. He's the initiator of the anthology named "Si(gh)lent Night", being the first 
edition. He's currently a 400 level student in the department of Estate Management, Obafemi 
Awolowo University, Ile-Ife, Osun State, Nigeria. 

 

Facebook I.D: Akinrinade Funminiyi Isaac 

Phone Number: 07068788146 

Email: akinrinadeniyi@gmail.com 

Instagram: Esv_Keks 

Twitter: Esv_Keks 

 

 

Alexander Haruna Izang 

Born on the 29th day of the December of the 94th year of the 20th century in the cool city of Jos, 
Plateau State, Nigeria. In terms of nomenclature, the writer is Alexander Haruna Izang, an Afizere by 
tribe. Schooled at Word of Faith Group of Schools, Jos, for Primary while Secondary education was at 
the renowned St. Murumba’s College, Jos. Tertiary Studies took place at the St. Augustine’s Major 
Seminary, Jos; wherein the writer studied Philosophy and graduated with a Bachelor’s. Literature is a 
hobby. 

Mobile: 07068306307.  

Gmail: izangalex@gmail.com  
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Akinlabi Ololade Ige 

Akinlabi Ololade Ige is a Nigerian poet; he was a certificated participant for Commonwealth Youth 
Council poetry contest titled: Iamable. He was a nominee for Nigeria Writers Award (2017). 

 
Full name- Akinlabi Ololade Ige 

Facebook Id- Akinlabi Lolade 

 

 

Asamoah-Ojugbana Jeffrey 

Asamoah-Ojugbana Jeffrey is a young poet of Ghanaian Nigerian descent who writes under the 
pseudonym Vasily Mikhailovich Doestovski. 

 

 

 

Idris Firdaws Onozasi (Zasi) 

My name is Idris Firdaws Onozasi (Zasi), I'm a 20 year old Botany student, from Ahmadu Bello 
University, Zaria. I developed a passion for writing since I was a kid, but I was my only audience, I 
never taught my works were worth reading. Early this year, 2017, a piece of mine “the pledge” 
attracted an audience, which were mostly people very much closer to me. I was introduced to some 
wonderful group of writers, whose objectives are to help each other become better. Since then, I have 
been improving on my skills and passion for writing. Poetry, is the genre I am most interested in. 

 

Email address: firzasi.fi@gmail.com 

Phone number: 08160249304 
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Paul Masinde 

Paul Masinde, otherwise known as Sleeky is a poet/writer in Kenya. He basically fuses different genres 
in various pieces, but is mostly fond in writing reflective, dark and soul seeking pieces. Aside from 
poetry, he has published a book on Wattpad by the name 'Dead Whisper' which mashes up styles of 
prose and poetry with a little bit of surreal imagery. Currently, he is in college pursuing the field of 
Architecture. Other than writing, he has other hobbies which include; reading novels, listening to 
music, watching movies, playing the violin. His email account; paulmessluther@gmail.com, and he 
also has an Instagram account full of his poetry; @luap_ednisam. 

Phone number: 0798573396 

 

 

Babalola Adetola Emmanuel 

My name is Babalola Adetola Emmanuel, a 300l medical student from the university of Ibadan. All I 
love is versatility. 

Phone number: 08169928828  

 

 

 

Oladele, Williams Olaide 

Oladele, Williams Olaide is a graduate in Microbiology. He is a lover of words and how they 
concatenate. Olaide is a passionate writer chiefly of poems. He is an unpublished poet – budding yet 
burdened – who hopes to get published very soon. Olaide has been writing for almost a decade now 
and needless to say he is an avid reader. You can find his poems on Mirakee/ Olaidozen. 
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Contacts: 08163012635, @Olaidozen on twitter and Oladele Williams Olaide on Facebook. 

Email: olaidozeno@yahoo.com. 

 

 

 

Oduma Alexander Ali 

I am Oduma Alexander Ali. A native of Umuogudu-Akpu Ngbo, Ohaukwu L.G.A. of Ebonyi State.  

I was brought up by my parents. We live in Ebu's outskirt, while I attended my primary school at Ubenyi 

Primary School Ebu, Oshimili North L.G.A, Delta State.  

After my primary school education in 2008, I went to St. Felix Seminary, Ejeme-Aniogor, Delta State for 

my secondary school education. I graduated in 2014. 

Presently, I reside at Ogbe-Owelle Issele-Uku, Anoicha North L.G.A, Delta State. 

 

Name: Oduma Alexander Ali 

Phone: 09032664629   Email: alexondugentis@gmail.com. 

 

 

 

Oladejo Aliu 

Oladejo Aliu a.k.a Emperor is a potential accountant and serial entrepreneur. He's a freelance writer of 
poems, articles and short fictions with num de plume, EMPEROR'S DIARY.  

He haled from Ibadan, based in Lagos and rehearsing academic activities at The Federal University of 
Technology, Akure. 

There's a lot about him, more than 100,000 words, he simply relay those that are germane to a course 
of action.  
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Phone number - 07030118126 

Email address - lilbayor@gmail.com 

 

 

 

Salako Omolabake 

I am Salako Omolabake though my art is represented with Bluejay. I believe in the will of people to 
overcome challenges, grow in knowledge and metamorphose into the most beautiful creatures. I'm a 
lover of art for it inspires me. I write poetry to feed my soul and quotes to make people see the world 
in the confinements of grandiose.  

 

 

 

 

 

Adebimpe, Mayokun Adeyoola  

My name is Adebimpe, Mayokun Adeyoola. A female graduate in her early twenty. I have passion for 

art (especially literature). I love reading good literature of any genre. It's one of my hobbies I wish to 

develop. A writer inspired by nature, environment, and lots of things. An indecisive writer. A beginner, 

learner but passionate. 
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Mohamed Shamsu-Deen 

Name: Mohammed Shamsu-Deen 

Email: deens.4522@gmail.com 

Contact: 0547645674  

Country: Ghana 

Born in Tamale, the Northern Region of Ghana, Mohamed Shamsu-Deen had his basic education at 
Sakasaka cluster and secondary education at TAMASCO. He furthered his education at Bagabaga 
College of Education – where his passion for writing was evolved. He is now a professional classroom 
teacher and a certified visual artist. 

 

 

 

Kyenshak Polycarp 

Kyenshak Polycarp born in the later part of the 20th century is a native of mangu lGC of plateau state. 
Polycarp is currently a student of theatre and performing arts ahmadu Bello university Zaria, for 
Polycarp, writing and reading is the other half of his personage. 

 

Telephone: 08178736569  

Email: pipiekenny98@gmail.com 
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Oyekunle Ifeoluwa Peter 

Oyekunle Ifeoluwa Peter (iPod) is a profile poet who has authored hundreds of poems both published 
and unpublished. He was the winner of Youth shades August Poetry competition and the second 
runner-up of the maiden edition of Lukman Adetunji Reward a talent poetry competition. He is 
presently a final year student of Industry Chemistry at the Federal University of Technology, Akure. He 
is a passionate lover of poetry. 

 

Email address: ifeoluwapeter@gmail.com 

Phone number: 08168170802 

Name: Oyekunle Ifeoluwa Peter  

 

 

 

 

Jimoh Rahmot Oluwaremilekun   

An aspiring dynamic writer, born at Plateau state on 23 May 2000 to Mr. and Mrs. Jimoh. An aspirant 
of the university of Illorin, where I would like to study Mass communication. 

I started writing at an early age, precisely, 8 years old. I started with prose. My leisure time is used in 
reading, writing, or daydreaming. 

My dream is to wake up one day and realize am one of the world greatest writer. 

 

Name: Jimoh Rahmot Oluwaremilekun  (Dynamic Rahmah) 

Email: dynamicremmy@gmail.com 

09030691433/08036222915 
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JUDAISKY 

JUDAISKY is a young budding writer with many works of art at his credit.  

He has written hundreds of poems and articles to treat the matter arising in our country.  

He's the convener of THE BLEEDING PEN, With many members from different countries.  

Judaisky is also a musician, an instrumentalist and composer with many incredible songs on his name.  

Judaisky is art and art is Judaisky.  

What'sapp no. 09039956005  

F. B. Ojindu C Jude 

 

 

 

Ayeyemi Taofeek Kehinde 

Ayeyemi Taofeek Kehinde fondly called Aswagaawy is an essayist, poet and Law Graduate of Lagos 
State University. He is the Author of a poetry collection "Oro N Bo: Dripping Words" and has been 
published in The Quills, Tuck Magazine, The Inspired Magazine, Omojuwa, Peregrine Reads, 
Pengician, PIN Quarterly Journal et al. He won the Sraf Poetry Contest (2016), Creative Writer of the 
Year Award (TPC 2016), First Runner-up Okigbo Poetry Prize (2016) and other coveted prizes. He is 
the covener of Writers Connect (WriCon) and Lead Rep, PIN, Ojo Connect Centre. 

taofeekayeyemi@gmail.com (07035513533) 
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Akinwale Peace Akindayo 

Akinwale Peace Akindayo (Philip Peace) is an undergraduate of the University of Ilorin. 

He is a lover of art, nature and beauty. His versatility in writing has greatly aroused his interest in the 
Literary World and he has tagged his words 'words from the innocent mind'. He believes, that a free 
mind owns the voice yet, an heavy mind knows how to present the words. 

He writes from Ororuwo town, Osun State, Nigeria. 

 

Phone number: +2348103675712 

Email Address: Philippeace72@gmail.com 

 

 

Obulor John Dominic  

I am Obulor John Dominic, from Rivers State, Nigeria. I am a student in the University of Port 
Harcourt, Choba, Rivers State, Nigeria currently studying Science Laboratory Technology. I love 
writing, especially poems. My favourite activities are playing basket ball, watching football match, 
going to cinemas, etc. I hope my poem wins. Thank you. 

 

Email address: samueldominic11@gmail.com 

Phone number: 08107450140, 09039316426 
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Esther Syombua 

My name is Esther Syombua, a Kenyan youth from Mombasa county, with a believe in the possibility 
in the world. 

I am a 3rd year student at Jaramogi Oginga Odinga University of Science and Technology, Taking a 
course in International Tourism Management. I love nature and iam hoping to make an impact after i 
complete my studies. 

Iam also a Peer Counsellor and a Youth Spiritual Leader in school. 

  

I love Writing, Reading, Singing, Travelling , Cooking and Photography. 

 

Started writing after I completed highschool. I was self motivated to write and loved it. 

I love Smiling. 

 

 

Abdulhafeez T. Oyewole 

Abdulhafeez T. Oyewole is a Nigerian writer and poet of two poetry collections: Tides of Verses (2015) 
and Air Around Us (2017). He has works featured in International and local literary publications in 
both print and online media which include but not limited to Speaking Pen International Concept 
(SPIC)'s Anthologies, Echoes of Daura, Prachya Review, Writers' Space Africa (WSA) Digital Magazine. 
He's a member of various Arts and Literary bodies/groups such as Association of Nigerian Authors 
(ANA), SPIC Family, Writers'  Space Africa (WSA) among others.  

Email: princeabdulhafeezoyewole@gmail.com 

Phone number: +234803377351 
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Edaki Timothy Obhohan 

Edaki Timothy Obhohan is an undergraduate student of Mass Communication, University of Benin. He 
is a voracious reader of Nigerian literature, thriller novels and a staunch believer of the mantra" the 
best way to immortalize one's self is to write". He also believes that Poetry should be more than for 
"poetry's sake". Timothy has been published on a number of websites within and outside Nigeria. 

  If he is not reading, he is either writing, sleeping, playing music, chatting or eating beans and fried 
potatoes. His greatest fears are writing a book and wooing a girl for a relationship. 

  

 

Contact Details 

08171513886, 08140300228. 

timothyedaki@yahoo.com 

phoeticoracle@gmail.com 

 

 

 

 

Nwude Princess Ifeoma 

My name is Nwude Princess Ifeoma. A 200 level English language student of OAU. A Poet, Speech 
Writer and Presenter. An indigene of Anambra state, and a Christian. 



 

71 
 

 

 

 

 

Adeeyo Albert Adesumbo 

Adeeyo Albert Adesumbo (Alberto_Okuti), from Ejigbo,  Osun state. A law student of at Olabisi 
Onabanjo University,  Ago-Iwoye, Ogun State, Nigeria. Fourth child  of 9 children of his mom from a 
polygamous family of 3 wives.A poet, a thinker, a philosopher,  a lover of good,  just, peace and God. 

CONTACT ADDRESS:  

Beside Popoola Hospital, Oru-Ijebu-Igbo expressway, Ijebu-Igbo, Ogun state. Nigeria. 

 

 

 

 

Adeniran ogooluwa Joseph 

Adeniran ogooluwa Joseph is a poet,writer and a literary critic. He started writing from 2015. He was 
inspired by his friends in writing poetry and prose. His poems have been featured in some Anthologies 
and blogs.He writes as the muse leads with incident in his society and emotionally. He lives and write 
from ibadan. 08102947083. 
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Michael Oluwaseyi 
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