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INTRODUCTION 

 

How do you start an article knowing art is more than black and white, and then, every 

reader's mind is a spectrum of colours? But there will always be a way to make this a 

zero (0), no matter which side you’re reading from, you'll see the globe in a pixel of 

hairline.  

 

Just as the theme implies, this is going to be two balls in one sack, but for the sake of 

simplicity (and the writer taking a little dose of liberty), it won't be a scrotum; 

meaning any form of conflict and resolution setting out from the duo is a 

coincidence— they will be written independent of one another. So in summary, we 

have two articles in one. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAP 1:  

THE DANGER OF FOLLOWING TREND AS A WRITER 

 

"Some poets can't write but brokenness, boys, body, city" 

- Phunsho Oris 

 

There's something about being in vogue that makes people flip the coin of their 

senses— the #MeToo syndrome. Everyone wants to, at least, help fall a table if they 

can't shake one. This makes me retrospect to the quote above. 

 

The thing about dynamicity and staticity, most times, isn’t default. How we find 

ourselves is often determined by how we’ve been: memories we have haboured, 

teachings we have subjected our minds to, experimentations we have done and also 

the kind of environment we have been over a specific period of time. The mind is a 

volatile memory device; but the twist is that its writabiliy for conscious events isn’t 

always guaranteed. It involves a simple but complex algorithm of tricks needed to be 

put in place before the contents can be altered. In other words, learning, unlearning 

and relearning are neither automatic nor trivial. 

 

Without having to spend a coffee hour debating what a full length mirror carries, we 

will agree with me that these days, a larger percent of writers have attacked the 

religious themes more than they have done since the inception of their writing career. 

This is the time when the sky, in place of stars, starlets and moon, is covered with 

propositions of theism, atheism, anarchism, and every other related subjects of 

religion and godliness. Why? Because that is what is in vogue.  

 

Some poets can't write but brokenness, boys, body, city, not because they are poor, but 

because their minds have been restricted to the thesis of these words that 

understanding a different language is heaven to Lucifer. And this might be blamed on 



their falling out and then falling in line with a particular trend or perhaps the style of a 

successful writer and finding themselves so rooted in this that it’s almost impossible 

to be anything these people aren’t. This brings me to the notion that most writers, in 

the quest of acquiring mentorship, become their models’ shadows. Now the tragedy in 

this is not the doom itself but the fact that it’s lurked within the frame of a blur picture. 

You adore someone so much you obey dumbly without subjecting their ideas to your 

mental panel, forgetting you’re a different person with a different kind of light and 

path only needing guide; you copy their styles, write their themes and in the process, 

become who they are. This is the genesis of becoming someone you aren’t meant to 

be and the revelation of your breakthrough. 

 

Sometimes ago, a poet came to me for critiques, going through the poem, I realized he 

used backslash as line breaks, and I challenged him. He couldn’t give a reason why he 

did so or at least justify himself. He only said he saw one of his mentors use it and 

decided to adapt it too (without asking questions). I made sure he reconstructed the 

poem going back in style before I gave any insight on the poem because I wasn’t 

going to believe the poem was his if he couldn’t own or justify every fragment of it.  

 

Coming back to the main concept of this article, it is important to stress that diversity 

is one of the pillars of art. Although a time comes in one’s writing life when some 

themes become too light or irrelevant to explore. Most made writers, poets to be 

precise, find it difficult exploring ‘love’ these days. But nevertheless, every theme, if 

written well, has its own magic and mystery. 

 

In 2017, a Nigerian poet won the Brunel International African Poetry Prize for 

exploring queer themes, which without doubt, was a bold and original poetic feat. 

Following this international acclaim, a lot of immediate and silent admirers saw the 

theme wear a new skin, and if not for the risk of being mobbed because of the country 

they live in, majority of Nigerian writers would be queer by now. Anyways, this does 

not disregard the fact that many write it underground, thinking that because someone 



has made it with it, they will too. That’s how trend begins and this is also how most 

writers find themselves lurked within the perimeter of a theme, while others become 

strangers.  

 

Moreover, a flat writer is time and season bounded. Doing the same thing over and 

over will not always win you a medal; this is because you only find the dance floor 

when your kind of music is being played. Other times, you’re just somewhere with a 

stiff body watching a fellow writer adapt and make things happen. A writer is no jack, 

and writing is no trade, so you can be god, a star, a wall built with gold, and a vacuum 

filled with all the air in the world.  

 

Conclusively, this isn’t about faulting the act of staying relative to some words, as you 

might have misinterpreted the quote, but remaining unrepentantly glued to the subject 

matter those words reflect.  

Being weird, crazy and different is most times the only way to beat the crowd. Art has 

enough rooms for lunacy and the more you explore, the more you hold the world by 

the balls.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAP 2: 

HOW FREE VERSE MAKES EVEYONE A POET 

 

“And somehow, free verse makes everyone a poet.” 

- Oris 

 

Gone are the days when poets are bounded by rules; the way you write a Sonnet is 

different from Haiku, and that is also different from how you write a Triolet. You’ll 

spend hours studying the history and origin, the rudiments, the guides, you’ll spend 

time reading poems of the same style before you dabble into it, and also spend weeks 

to months writing so as to get conversant. Gone are the days when meter and rhyme 

govern the mind of poets. This is the big time, when everyone can be whatever they 

want. The is the time when creativity becomes the order of the day, the time when you 

write your light in dark letters, and your beast in blue ink without being obviously 

judged, rejected or condemned.  

 

But this is also the time when anyone can string words together, break them into 

stanzas, make sure they are within readable lines, slots in a title and call it a poem. 

And they won’t even stop at that, but opens their e-mail to send to magazines for 

publication, or logs in to Facebook, post, tag and mention and later brag about 

people’s reactions. This is the time when even someone who cannot write a simple 

sentence correctly without grammatical errors becomes a poet as long as they have a 

Facebook or Gmail account.  

 

This is not an attempt to ridicule anyone but truth be told, Free verse as a style has 

opened door to the crowd, and in my opinion, poetry is a special arm of art that isn’t 

for everyone. These days, the depth you read in poems is grandiloquence—they cram 

the dictionary without knowing how the words work—and this often result to conflict 

in diction but who cares? They are poets. This time, you read a poem exploring 



imagery without even one simple usage of metaphor, simile, personification, 

hyperbole and the likes, but who cares? They are poets. You read poems that don’t 

even pass as prose— rigid and watery, sometimes with ambiguity, but... they are 

poets. 

 

I am of the opinion that Free verse in its artistic liberty isn’t entirely free when 

judging by how it determines what is or not on the side of the writer. This is the era 

when a poet’s validity is majorly determined by winning contests, bagging prizes, 

getting published on notable magazines and participations in writing workshops, and 

the truth is, sometimes you begin to wonder if there is any standard at all. If one book 

is enough to win scholarship just because it falls in line with the mood of the judges 

or editors; if magazines don’t do blind reading anymore, determining who to feature 

based on the author’s relevance to the literary community; if the organizing body of 

literary prizes decide their winners by asking the participants to canvass for 

votes—the guy with the largest circle of friends wins; if the constitution of the literary 

space is dictated by sentiment, then what exactly is free? They tell you want they want 

and you squeeze yourself into their box, that’s if you don’t want to remain a shadow. 

Only few of these modern literary bodies retain the integrity of literature. 

 

The point is, the fact that Free verse gives poets the authority to be anything, releasing 

their minds into space, navigating the universe and tapping into every available magic 

doesn’t reduce its worth. Free verse isn’t a reason to celebrate laziness; it’s not an 

excuse for being unwilling to learn; it’s not a breathing space for poets who are too 

egoistic to be criticized or corrected. The person who insinuated the idea that if 

everyone was allowed to do what they wished, the world would be a happier place 

was really tipsy when he wrote that. This is man, the creature of free will, who would 

rather starve to death than eat a neighbour’s meal because of envy, pride, arrogance or 

enmity. If everyone was free to do anything, I don’t think you would be alive to read 

this, because your landlord would have gunned you down for keeping the volume of 

your home-theatre high at night.  



 

In celebrating the freedom in Free verse, it’s a necessity we note the basics; poetry has 

rules regardless of where or who licensed you. You can’t get anywhere writing the 

usual. Whatever makes one poem emerges out of 3,000 submissions is what should 

make you shun idleness, leave your comfort zone in the name of Free verse and write 

what poetry is indeed. Today, tomorrow and even the next won’t be yours if you don’t 

know how the world games. And if poetry isn’t your way, it would be better to leave 

your ‘write-ups’ to your notepads and circle of classmates, giving editors less poems 

to read.  

 

You can be anything with Free verse, but don’t be salt in a teacup.  
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