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A DAr OF RECKONI NG

(Written after seeing the ~t4ry ~'nle Last Gra.ve at Dinbaza~l

'Ihe Tigers are hungry:
'!he tiger ridel:"s dare mt disrount
lotlile fattening tb!!ir asses
FrutI the sinews of the land,
salti.ng away gold dU; out of the flattened belly
Of a prone Africa~ black hams are shackled
're the darX graves o f a ni.ghtmu'e where the drurs of despair are

...",
Allooring the ctrltinental mind to ctrItinue wea~ nman::e

of l ust
and JDYStical sp1enXJr of~.

The tigers are hI.mgry:
The tiqer riders due IDt di.mto.mt
Spre..'lding their clWf of glory an:I freedcm
'Ib ears tired I:1j groans of h\n;Je:r and slow-dy1ng

dEath;

'n"Iey fatten their asses
en dip1cml.tic ties ,~ri.ations of mines am oil wells .
Fran their tiger llCUI'Its they ride over
a prone Africa, tightening the shackles of i ts black hands
'lb the dark caves of \De!flding nighareres,
Drown.inq the drurs o f despair with frenzied smuts of

Translated into seat p::Mar.
'Ihe tigers' bellies ruttlle fD:rn hlDger , heavy with their burden;
cnIy wtJen the tiqer riders~t. tired out of the dlase.
Will the tigers have their feast .
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stand up, Africa: Face the tigers:
/oBke them~ off their riders.
Break off your shackles and use them as whips,
Signal the druns of chal.Ienqe, of war;
Let the tigers smell blocd, the blocd of liberation

and sacrifice;

Let them wto were trained fran a land of hunting am beating
g=md

Turn upon their rrounts to spread the fat \lfOJI
the hungering land.

TO A SURVIVOR OF BIAFRA

lWritten after reading I.N.C. Aniebo's Anonymity of Sacrifice}

After preventing other people 's war to take place
You went h:me to fight your people's war
~ing it is topeiess to engage in a battle
\obere nctody wins, and losses are on both sides
Of bEnily OPfOsing pecclee
\b:l on::e called thenselves brothers
with a single mirrl, steadied hams, and a freezing heart
You mustered straggling defences fran the carnage
Of bl.ood-ent:oldened arms which soaked the serene bnMn earth
With the vibrant crimson flcod of ebbing life .
You survived the war where the victor is death
1b find there is 00 graveyard for llelDries
Of soundless screams waking you in the night;
'!he sullen flash of a beatific snile
en a young v.anan's mutilated face;
'!he sure aim of your gun 1JiX'lI a ~ing recruit
Trying to escape death 's fotmidable kiss .
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You arranged )'Our features into a rmsk
Never asking why you lived and the others died;
'!he Iooar is over . '!he strewn lint>s
Had fouOO their burial grounds.

Still, deep in the night of california
~ recrented, scn-xisser grapes
Can not warm the coldness in your heart
'rre mi.Cday African sun scorches throu3'h
'!he percolatin:J &I'Oke of sani-consciousness
Gathering in its fiery enbrace the rvw-inmcent bodies
Married to the bleached earth upon which they used to stand .
'lhe screams are deadened in your dreams,
'!he steel glint of pain hidden behind your resolute eyes;
But your lips never- give a smile,
<nly a ralD)llS lau:Jh that eccxe
'!he reprieve on a graveless life.
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