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Ni ayé miiran mo fé jé baba lai foju sunkdn awon omo mi,

141 ni iriri €ttt wiwo awon omo mi pada silé bii ara ti wdn

kako bii eni-ikirun, 1ai lo awon alé mi peld won Iati maa so

itan ild ti onilé ti A di ajoji tf wdn 1 wa ibugbé. Mo fé jé ki awon
omo mi té eni si ita ilé mi lati seré 1ai jé wipé ibon 1 fa ara ogiri ya.
Mo fé wo awon omo mi bi won sé n dagba ti wdn si h ké oriko

il4 won bii adura-oluwa, |ati seré péld ayo ni opdpodna laisi wipé
awon kan 1 d'ode won bii eranko nind igbo, laisi wipé won dawgd
IU wdn pa. Ni ayé miiran mo fé jé ki awon omo mi |é tata ni pap3,
lati seré peld omolanke won nind yara, lati fin 06run alddun 0dodé
to n fé bi aféfé se n fé, 1ati ri awon eiye bi wdn ti h won oju orun peld iyé won.

In Another World

In another world I want to be a father without
passing through the eternal insanity of mourning
my children, without experiencing the ritual

of watching my children return home as bodies
folded like a prayer mat, without spending my
nights telling them the stories of a home town
where natives become aliens searching for

a shelter. I want my children to spread a mat
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outside my house and play without the walls

of houses ripped by rifles. I want to watch my children
grow to recite the name of their homeland like Lord’s
Prayer, to frolic in the streets without being hunted like
animals in the bush, without being mobbed to death.

In another world I want my children to tame grasshoppers
in the field, to play with their dolls in the living room,
to inhale the fragrance of flowers waving as wind blows,

to see the birds measure the sky with their wings.

Idupé

Fan igbdyé léyin idungbamu, fan ifé té ro wa peld bi ogun
ti se ba ilé wa jé, fun ayo ninl ekdn awon ikéké ti awon lyd won gbé Igwd.

Idupé fun awon nnkan kékeré, fin afojusun omo mi lati tan ilé ayé kg,

fun awon ti wén n ji I'ojojum¢ peld iyalénu Iati ri awon eye ti wén kdn oju orun.

Idupé fun awon ore ti wén se abéwo siwa, awon molébi ti wdn fi iwé-ako-radnsé sowd,
awon eniyan ti wdn si ilekun won fun wa nigba ti ogun séyo 16ju orun.

IdUpé fin awon odo ti wgn darapo, awon papa ti wén gba awon omodé
wa laye lati gbadun igba-ewe won.

Idupé fan id&dhun si awon ibéére, fun ara ogiri ti a gbé awon awordn wa ko,
fun féresé ti atégun n gba wolé.
Idupé fun awon nnkan té so wa di ééyan gidi, awon nikan té gbé owd wa soké
ni alé ti a h sokdn, awon nnkan té tu ifé wa fan alaafia.

Idupé fun awon oko ti woén pada silé laiséwu |&ti padé awon iyawd ati awon omo won
ti won n dard Iénu ona, fun awon ti omo won ranti.

Iddpé fun awon nnkan té y&, fin awon omo ti ayé won di aworadn-itdsgna-ayé
ti a n to, fun aand Oldrun 16ri wa.

Idupé fun odnje asikod, fin aana té pin kiri,
fun orin té tu aibale-okan wa.

Idapé fin awon t6 fenu ko wé niwaju orf, ti wén si so fin wa pé gbogbo nhkan
bo waéd dara fun wa, fin awon té nawd ebun si wa lati ma relé.

FUn awon té pe wa laasalé sori ero-ibanisoro lati bere alaafia wa,
fun awon ti ordko won jé ki ayé se pe ni ibugbé.

Idupé fan ilera iy mi té duré dédé, fin egun ara baba mi té ji pépé,
IdUpé fun idaniléju oore nigba ti a ba nilo re.

e

Idupé fun awon té se wipé, pélu okan won ti 6 bajé,



won fun wa ni gbogbo nnkan té mdle layé.

Grateful

For life after the bombings, for the love that cradles us in spite of the war
that wrecks our land, for joy in the cries of infants in their mother’s arms.

Grateful for little things, for my son’s dream of building the world,
for people waking up every day to marvel at the birds that fill the sky.

Grateful for friends that visit us, relatives that send letters to us,
people that open their doors for us when war looms in the sky.

Grateful for the rivers that become a confluence, fields that house our
children when they gather to explore childhood moments.

Grateful for answered questions, for the walls that bear the frames
of our pictures, for the windows that usher in air.

Grateful for things that shape us into better beings, things that lift our
hands
when we fill the night with cries, things that unchain our passion for bliss.

Grateful for husbands that return home safely to meet their wives and
children
waiting for them at doorsteps, for mothers whose children remember.

Grateful for things that survive, for children whose lives become maps
for us to trace, for God’s infinite mercy over us.

Grateful for the meals taken at normal hours, for shared compassion,
for songs that soothe our troubled hearts.

Grateful for the ones who kiss our brows and say, we will be fine,
for the ones who stretch their hands filled with gifts for us to take home,

for the ones who phone at late hours to ask if we are fine,
for the ones whose names mean the world is a haven.

Grateful for my mother’s stable health, for my father’s strong bones,
for the assurance of kindness when we need it.

Grateful for those who, in spite of their sad
hearts, offer us every bright thing in the world.
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