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Editor’s Note 

Never again will a single story be told as  
though it were the only one. 

John Berger 
 

Ijagun Poetry Journal acquires it name from “Ijagun,” the location of Tai Solarin 
University of Education, the premier university of education in Nigeria, where I earned 
my first degree and now teach. “Ijagun” is a Yoruba word which I will roughly translate 
as warring. It is pertinent to note that “Ijagun,” for me, transcends the “small” location in 
the map of Ogun State; it becomes a metaphor of life in my imagination. Life is war as 
claimed in a Yoruba adage. Though life is war, not all fight the war! Some initiate it, 
some bear its burden. Some die in it, some flee from it. Some lose everything in it, some 
claim its spoil. Even in war, there are moments – moments of celebration, moments of 
mourning; moments of conquest, moments of surrender; moments of laughter, moments 
of sorrow; moments of courage, moments of fear; moments of relief, moments of 
tension; moments of madness, moments of sanity; moments of life, moments of death, 
and there are even moments that foil any form of description. War/Life does not 
possess a single story. But poetry can contain the diversities of these stories life/war 
holds. Thus, poetry is a living form through which we can spin the web of life.  
  
Ijagun Poetry Journal provides a platform from which we can tell our own stories in the 
authenticity of their multiplicity through the poetic medium. Rather than focus our poetic 
lens on one side of our story, we intend to project the whole sides of our story – the 
good and the evil, the holy and the profane, the trivial and the serious, the tragic and the 
comic, the corrupt and the just, the heroic and the villainous, the rich and the poor, love 
and hatred, men and women, and so on, especially those that blur the borders of the 
binary categories of those experiences we are familiar with.  
 
Moreover, we don’t want to hear these stories from our master “griots” alone; we want 
to hear from those mastering their art too. Hence, we aim at publishing new and 
emerging poets. We also welcome the works of established poets in order to encourage 
the poetic genius of those mastering poetic art. We prize original works that conform to 
or break conventions. Again, we accept reviews and essays on poetry (For submission 
guidelines, see http://www.ijagunpoetryjournal.wordpress.com/submissions-3/ ). 
 
Ijagun Poetry Journal presents a platform for poetic development for those who possess 
the propensity for creative maturity. Ijagun is all about poetry! 
 

 

Gabriel Bamgbose 

 

 

http://www.ijagunpoetryjournal.wordpress.com/submissions-3/
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1 
Desiree Jung 
 

 
 
 
 
 
Rolling Times  
 
Time is printed on the skin, in the marks of his wristwatch. 
The sun warms the pointers and softens the numbers, the days. 
 
His fingers dig into the beach sand and touch the memory  
of a starfish. 
 
He’s been jogging for forty-five minutes,  
sweating after an explanation. 
 
The face of beyond doesn’t look like anything. 
 
From deep sea, the ghost of his wife looks at him with femininity. Can the dead be 
feminine? 
 
The tourists of the restaurant don’t know what is going on. 
Only at five in the afternoon he realizes that he has no watch. 
He feels the emptiness of his wrist. Disappointed, he doesn’t run the next morning. 
 
The memory of his wife’s perfume paralyses him. 
For years, he will hear ocean’s swell and hold her close. 

Desirée Jung is a writer and 
translator. Her background is in film 
and literature. She has received her 
M.F.A in Creative Writing and her 
Ph.D in Comparative Literature from 
the University of British Columbia, in 
Vancouver, Canada. She has 
published translations and poetry in 
Exile, The Dirty Goat, Modern Poetry 
in Translation, The Antagonish 
Review, Gravel Magazine, Black 
Bottom Review, The Literary Yard, 
TreeHouse, among others. She lives 
in between Rio de Janeiro, Brazil 
and Vancouver, Canada.  
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*Dawn 
 
Eu quis escrever um poema sobre o  

suicídio  
But realized in time that I no longer wanted  

to commit 
My hand to it.  
 
The pen is curious, mas o corpo quer  

viver.  
 
No dia em que isso aconteceu, I was so  

sure  
that my hand wouldn’t be able to write  

death  
that I gave up.  
 
Fechei os olhos and waited until dawn.  
 
 
Madrugada 
 
Eu quis escrever um poema sobre o  

suicídio  
Mas me dei conta de que eu não queria  

mais unir 
Minha mão ao ato.  
 
A caneta é curiosa, mas o corpo quer  

viver.  
 
No dia em que isso aconteceu, eu estava  

tão certa  
que meu corpo não ia aguentar escrever a  

morte  
que eu desisti.  
 
Fechei os olhos e esperei até o  

amanhecer.  
 

Madrugada 
 
I wanted to write a poem about suicide 
Mas me dei conta de que eu não queria  

mais unir 
Minha mão ao ato.  
 
A caneta é curiosa, but o corpo wants to  

live. 
 
The day it happened, eu estava tão certa 
que meu corpo não ia aguentar escrever a  

morte  
que eu desisti.  
 
I closed my eyes e esperei até o  

amanhecer. 
 
 
 
Dawn 
 
I wanted to write a poem about suicide 
But realized in time that I no longer wanted  

to commit 
My hand to it.  
 
The pen is curious, but the body wants to  

live. 
 
The day it happened, I was so sure  
that my hand wouldn’t be able to write  

death  
that I gave up.  
 
I closed my eyes and waited until dawn. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

*Note: Observe the linguistic experiment, the mixture of Portuguese and English, in the first pair. The second pair presents the 

poem separately in the two languages.  
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Charles  F.  Thielman 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
In the Sway of River Birch 
 
A cliff’s turned collar sheds sunset gold. 
  
Bare rock darkens to accept  
what the night sky lowers 
through dense steam onto stone, 
 
into river breath and this truck driver’s gaze. 
Pulling freight between white lines and starlight, 
 
wanting to hitchhike upriver, scrape the dust 
of many roads into a slow, cool swirl near 
rapids, then lay out naked beneath shimmer, 
 
breathing in and out, waiting for a crescent 
to silver a clear path to needed change. 
 
                        ~ 
I see all women in the sway of river birch. 
 

Born and raised in Charleston, South 
Carolina, moved to Chicago, 
educated at red-bricked universities 
and on city streets, Charles has 
enjoyed working as a counselor, city 
bus driver, truck driver, warehouse 
manager and enthused bookstore 
clerk. Married on a Kauai beach in 
2011, a loving Grandfather for five free 

spirits, Charles' work as poet, artiste 
and shareholder in an independent 
Bookstore’s collective continues!  View 
one of three videos of Charles reading 
at Tsunami Books here: 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=d-5-
G_jaoJY 

 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=d-5-G_jaoJY
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=d-5-G_jaoJY
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I lay out on warm stone while bats  
wing-brush ciphers, dusk rolling  
dark blue thighs onto the burlaps of sky, 
 
my transit across thin crust is a mural 
hinged on trust and faith. I imagine 
 
the moon lowering a lace sari onto two lovers 
sleeping back-to-back. Raising my arms, 
I spread the ten roads of my fingers 
 
inside river breath and this light. 
 
                                                                                                                                   
Releasing Cargo 
 
The deep blue flags of dusk unfurl 
above happy hour at Joe’s Cellar, 
 
bar mirror catching  
the eyes ready 
 
to spout embers, the eyes 
extinguishing flares. 
 
This factory worker tossing back 
the grease of cheap whiskey, 
 
pumping work-born pains 
into marrow, chipped knuckles 
 
wrapped around bottle necks,  
glasses, releasing cargoes, 
 
juke-box singer leaving 
his heart on a hill. 
 
 
Ready to Parade 
 
Twilight returns to its holy scar. 
 
Locomotive pulling north to where the scent 
of fur is carried on a glacier’s tongue, 
 
impossibly delicate starlight strung 
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forest to field behind open boxcar doors. 
 
The red embers of animal eyes 
reflecting iron passage, moon 
plants quivers of blue silver inside forest. 
 
Veteran on the small platform facing north, 
swearing his oaths, breath fogs staccato 
into a gray stream taken by wind. 
 
Adjusting his top coat, he’s ready to parade 
having survived another memory 
 
as snowfall’s white silence 
dissolves the membranes 
of an inhaled pace. 
 
The hidden moon does send envoys 
carrying white feathers, conditional 
 
easements granted below blue-gray memories  
of loves. He allows his remaining hope      
to mine the shadow of a promise 
 
as winter digs into his lungs. 
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Kousik Adhikari 
 
 

 
 

 
 
The Art of Water 
 
You stood 
Drawing ingenious maps 
On your busy nails, 
Glancing like a woman, 
Real, heavy, tormenting, 
Under the innocent street-lights 
October’s prancing moon 
Disappeared, 
Sweet-snake’s wind blowing 
From another North, gathers 
In patient-doctor waiting, 
No need for another philosophy, 
No need for Drake’s voyage now, 
Storm’s ugly child-bite 
Knows no houseless mothers. 
Why have you disowned me? 
Even without a sweat! 
Waves retreat after  
Every sincere strike,  
Snails know 
The art of water, 
Only before the moon 
Or magic of puberty? 
 

Kousik Adhikari, an Indian research 
scholar, has several publications 
consisting of both creative and critical 
writings, published in India, Nepal, 
USA, and Thailand. He is interested 
in literature, linguistics and cultural 
studies. He has over 20 publications 
of poems. 
 



Ijagun Poetry Journal  New Faces, New Voices, and New Tradition… 

7 
Nights 
 
Nights are very real things 
Even in this mid-monarch life 
I hesitate, 
Hearing in winter nights 
Mist swoops on callous earth, grass, 
Newly-wedded mothers 
On uncaring breasts, 
Birds hurry to their nests 
No calling bell reminds them 
Any early hour wake, 
Night – palpable, touchy – 
Cry if I scold her,  
I can wed you like any  
River-walking girl, 
Clean your fractures, basins 
Any hidden surgery spot 
Oozing life, 
Love you till you swell, 
Crazy, 
And then – a bastard-kick 
I shall not hesitate for dawn. 
 
 
Nowadays 
 
Nowadays I forget everything 
I don’t know why 
For sure, 
Paying vendor’s razor-sharp price 
I forget to carry vegetables! 
Even set out for toilet 
When there’s none calling me dearly 
By my sweet ancestral name 
Someone advised me 
‘Visit doctors.’ 
I wonder 
What a doctor can do to me! 
If he were such a remembering person 
He could not treat others, 
Then what’s the solution? 
After much research 
I decided, 
After all, forgetting is not such 
A dreadful thing, 



Ijagun Poetry Journal  New Faces, New Voices, and New Tradition… 

8 
Otherwise her trailing locks 
Could make me locked, 
Full moon could make me 
Sinister, dumb, moon-stricken 
So let’s forget forgetting 
And leave the doctors 
In their dear search 
For forgetting fellows. 
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Brett Stout 
 

 
 
 
 
 
Ohio Ideals, Run and Never Look Back 
 
The exodus, 
 
of an obese flock 
from 
Baptist churches 
dressed as Johnny Cash  
live at Folsom, 
 
steel  
corroded in nature 
as they lay dying on Old Bryan Drive 
east of 
Indiana 
red cometh the day 

Brett Stout is a 34-year-old writer and 
artist. He is a high school dropout and 
former construction worker turned 
college graduate and paramedic. He 
writes while mainly hung-over on 
white lined paper in a small cramped 
apartment in Myrtle Beach, SC. He 
published his first novel of prose and 
poetry entitled Lab Rat Manifesto in 
2007. 
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rusted and ancient, 
 
forgotten and forged American steel, 
 
past lives and 
generations liquefied in dirt  
blackened hands caress 
the castrated tongues 
as they 
hang from the sky 
bent 
willed trees spurring into me 
plastic burrows in the ground 
soaring forth domestication, 
 
vampire killer stakes 
wooden Jesus 
coagulated blood on  
lottery tickets and 
cans of disease as they 
ride the rails  
into 
the crimson hills 
of the unknown past, 
 
the orange paste  
of the future 
the  
rain pellets rest under shade 
that afternoon, 
 
dropping bombs of hate. 
 
 
Post-It Note Dissection: Present and Future 
 
don’t forget, 
 
the directions to nowhere 
white paper sits still in the corner 
black ink still in the printer 
phone set on dildo 
cigarettes 
lottery tickets that never won 
if four men build a wall in an hour 
how long 
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does it take five men to build a wall in an hour 
0.31  
7/16, 
 
don’t forget,  
 
genius 
and  
retardation 
walk hand and hand on the endless concrete 
that 
strapping young lads 
eat 
loads of botched 
snakes and acid rain induced cows 
swans are sex fiends 
and 
the heroin in my bathtub 
is a growing joke and the death 
of filthy janitors 
scratch 366 into the painted signs, 
 
don’t forget, 
 
400 days 
go from half divided by 333 and 259 
the discourse before the exile 
winter rituals 
alienation 
kleptomania 
and  
verbal discharge 
uploading  
tits and cervical vertebrae, 
 
don’t forget, 
 
credit cards 
toilet seats 
fake dog shit 
yellow circles and blue squares 
primary numbers written 
never 
dialed 
you don’t understand Peggy 
you’re right 
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I don’t 
life has been paid in full. 
 
 
Poking Things with Sticks 
 
I poke delicate ideas  
with 
a  
stick, 
 
dreams of utopia 
slowly disappear  
with every fragile day 
it probably 
isn’t coming back 
but 
I hope it will, 
 
I poke delicate ideas 
with  
a 
stick, 
 
explicate it 
blow it like 
Timothy McVeigh 
sleeping alone and forsaken in 
a queen sized comfortable 
kiln, 
 
I poke delicate ideas 
with 
a  
stick, 
 
deceased cats whore 
hodge-podge 
attention 
from 
television evangelists 
isthmus  
pre-conscience 
forfeiture of dignity 
and 
domicile 
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masturbation on picket fences, 
 
I poke delicate ideas 
with  
a 
stick. 
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Anthony Ward 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Pigeonholed 
 
Does pigeonholing me make me more pestilent? 
Do you want to keep me cooped up 
So I don’t loiter public squares 
And mess up pavements as I mill around – 
Minding my business as you mind yours? 
Does pigeonholing me create an order 
That would otherwise be chaos? 
 

 
Thinkcubation 
 
Why do we crack up? 
Is it because we rupture our shell 
As we try to come out of ourselves? 
 
But we don’t crack down, do we? 
Unless we mean to control something 
That causes us to erupt. 
 
 
 
 

Anthony Ward has been writing in his 
spare time for a number of years. He has 
been published in a number of literary 
magazines including The Autumn 
Sound, The Faircloth Review, Word 
Gumbo, Four and Twenty, Drunk 
Monkeys, Underground, Torrid Literature 
Journal, and The Rusty Nail, amongst 
others. 
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Sack Race 
 
We’re working class 
Rendered timid by timocracy. 
 
Expected to pull ourselves out of the bag 
After we’ve been given the sack. 
 
With no dough to make bread 
We’re no longer able to earn a crust, 
 
While they get a rise out of it 
Looking down on us with their heads in the cloud. 
 
We’re fit for work, 
But didn’t fit the work. 
 
We’ve got the skills for the job,  
But not the skills to get the job. 
 
Rather than sign on the dotted line,  
We cut across it. 
 
Wearing our skins to the bone, 
As we wear ourselves out, 
 
Hoping to keep up in the long run 
While we starve in the short run.  
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Michael Adejonwo 
 

 
 
 
 
I remember 
 
I remember, 
Our evening walks down the silent forests, 
Your blue birdy voice that made sweet sonnet. 
 
I remember, 
Your laughs beside the romantic ocean, 
The smell of you in my arms innocent. 
 
I remember, 
Today is not yesterday's tomorrow, 
These thoughts I forgot to forget. 
 
Tonight, 
I wish we didn't grow. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Michael Adejonwo is a poet, 
playwright, short story writer, 
theatre critic, director and 
thespian. He’s born and bred in 
Ijebu-Ode, Ogun state and has 
lived 90% percent of his life in the 
same town. 
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So Bright, So Brief 
(For Michael Ekundayo, 1987-2007) 
 
Vanished, 
Like rain drop upon 
The roasted desert sand. 
 
Gone, 
Like sword of lightning 
Slicing the cloudy sky, 
 
So bright, 
So brief. 
 
 
A Night Letter  
(For Ruth Banjo) 
 
Like a wolf in the dead night, 
My quill howls some pressing words. 
They that are my joy to keep 
And still a burden I love to bear. 
 
A boyish man of the hood, 
No landlord to thoughts of emotions deep, 
Groomed to wake and sleep, 
Whatever happens between matters less. 
 
Forgive that I a sexist was; 
Fear mothered the hatred in me – 
Fear to descend so low, 
So high as gentle meekness. 
Envy fathered the hatred – 
Envy of they that know hate not. 
 
I concurred with them – 
They that announced the passing away 
Of what used to be named Love. 
Though we never met – 
The late and I – 
I concurred still; I concurred. 
 
Yet in my silence, 
In sleep and in wake, 
Dream I of a beep; 
A soft beep on my cell phone. 
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A tiny voice saying “hello” 
A smile for once that is true. 
 
“Hark!” I told me, 
It won’t happen. 
Not until the scorching moon 
Burns my holy hairs black. 
Not until the lonely stars  
Pay visit to the midday sun. 
 
Aye, I dream, 
But if all dreams come true, 
I would be dreaming. 
  
Alas, it happened. 
I drank the blue water I dread. 
The thoughts became my patient. 
I loved and loved; 
Or, 
So they called what I did. 
 
They come, they’re gone, 
Looters of a bit of my heart, 
They come and they go. 
But someone came, 
And since never left… 
You. 
 
What kept you… 
What kept us… 
Together? 
Perhaps the tears we shed, 
Perhaps the smiles we shared, 
Or the words we left to speak, 
Or the friendship we made our base. 
 
There on your eyeballs, 
Those that the dew burn, 
Is a letter scroll of old; 
It reads, “it matters not, 
Not anymore on man’s planet, 
Books we wrote for yesterday to read.” 
 
My cool in the terrible summer, 
My wool in the dead winter, 
Torch on the moonless nights, 
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Sparkle during the sun’s weird break. 
 
If I return, 
After Death I greet, 
If to this awry land, 
My stubborn self returns, 
Please stay not. 
Ply the road I trod, 
Lest myself I see here – 
Lost and alone. 
 
That we, together as always, 
Shall meet yesterday tomorrow. 
“I love you,” 
Each shall say again. 
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Arnab  Chatterjee 
 

 
 
 
 
If Winter Comes 
 
If winter comes – 
Will that mean the end of the days 
We had been savoring? 
With the steady awakening of these branches 
And the equally steady fall of your visits and of vows each time –  
Shall I suffer like cold cinders?  
Trampled a thousand times? 
  
Somewhere, I shall retreat where  
Weary of all these, my well-trimmed being shall wait, but   
For me. 
With a deep breath and a warm sigh, I shall linger…  
Even if winter reigns with all its insolent fury, 
And your momentary visits become lesser and lesser – 
I shall finally retreat where a lump of solace shall stay, but for me. 
Let all of them gather dust – 
Let them all: these ruptured trees awaiting the funeral pyre. 
  
Even if winter comes with  
all its insolent fury, with all its decadence, 
I finally know that nothing eerie awaits me – 
Not even your erstwhile furtive glances 
That now rain fire and ashes. 

Arnab Chatterjee was born in 
Serampore, Kolkata (West Bengal 
state of India). He is the author of 
three poetry books: In Desolate 
Dwellings (2008), Residence Beneath 
the Earth (2008), The Wind In The 
Abyss (2012) also called the 
Reflections Trilogy. Again, he is the 
author of numerous research papers 
and some of which have come up in 
national journals or are waiting to 
come up in international journals as 
well.  
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Then I shall be me only 
My self, who shall await its own kind. 
 
 
Herbert Marcuse 
 
Herbert Marcuse – 
I saw you in a 1967 picture lecturing endlessly 
On the defects of (perhaps) 
Totalitarianism, and even Marxism. 
The tables had been set, the podium and the loudspeaker – 
Were not so different in constitution and shape,  
As they are today.  
However, this is an altogether different topic… 
 
The guests sat with their legs crossed and I do not know 
If they understood a whit of what you said 
Or even cared a fig for it at all. 
Only I could see you thundering like that Nazi 
Who had become notorious for snatching university positions. 
 
Perhaps, your words were as light as whey and they passed like air 
Straight through their ears like right-angled beams. 
Was there a woman with a knitting yarn or a man with a semi-porn magazine?  
For a minimum attendance was absolutely necessary. 
Only one, seated near the dais, 
With his socks drawn down to his ankles and the hairy overgrowth visible 
Was trying to make out a sense of this apparent non-sense. 
He was in-charge of these implements which you, yes Marcuse, you 
Were in possession (but for a time) 
And when your overwhelming 
Lecture would be over in an hour or so, 
He knew that this awesome ‘game’ shall be over as well. 
 
And so, he was wise enough to make a sense of all. 
Perhaps, he had that little grain of vision  
To know that they were growing impatient with each of your words. 
And so the impending claps sneezed into their palms.  
So he sat, with his eyes downcast, looking at a fly 
Or at the tremendous strength of finality 
Strange but stubborn that was edging – 
By and by… 
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Anne Hathaway 
 
Anne knows that it’s time to sour the chicken –  
His lordship William Shakespeare would be returning home very soon. 
The ways would have been hard and weary – 
So it is for our Anne.  
In the absence of his lordship, she scratched yet another 
Version of Othello, where Desdemona kills the hero, marries Iago 
And writes a letter to Sita to form a committee where only gynocritics should have the 
right to think.   
And when Mr Shakespeare will enter, she will perhaps… 
The rest is a story not to be told – 
For they say, there are certain norms of decency while writing. 
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Aaron Wiegert 
 

  
 
 

 
Smiley Face Stickers 
 
Before the boy’s stocking feet 
Boxes and their tops are toppled and tossed 
As a kneeling man rifles through the shoes 
 
With no employee in sight   
Tissue paper veils the decimated aisle 
Like remnants of a mad Christmas 
 
(In its low-price infancy, the giant begins to walk)  
 
The man’s a veteran whose son may serve 
As a talisman from Vietnam.  
Pulling out every tongue in the section  
 
The man reads their tags aloud: China, China, China 
The boy is silent in the face 
Of his father’s adopted rage 
 
Domestically, a blue vested employee 
Shuffles over to hand the boy a yellow sticker. 
 
 
 

Aaron Wiegert is a poetry editor 

for Drunk Monkeys Webzine and 

author of Evil Queen, a chapbook 

from Budget Press.  His work has 

appeared in Poetry Salzburg 

Review, Indent Magazine, The 

Broken Plate, Tulane Review, 

South Carolina Review, Burner 

Magazine, and Antique Children 

Quarterly.  He can be reached 

at haveuceenthebridgeman@gm
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Warmer, Deeper 
 
Witches gather on the shore 
As I tread the deep,  
Calm as their eyes 
 
The water is warmer, deeper. 
I swim but do not tire,  
A head above the surface  
 
I am surrounded, 
Left to ponder the torture 
Of their patience. 
 
I sink without feeling 
The floor, bottomless. 
 
 
Overturned 
 
The very instant 
Every stone’s been overturned   
The search can begin 
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Michael D. Brown 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Torre di Pisa 
 
We are not in the district of Tuscany 
long enough to practice leaning against the sky: 
whatever invisible force holds us up, 
holds all things together. 
We harness inertia for relationships. 
For when we are in motion; 
we wish to remain in motion; 
to advance, neither standing still, 
nor retreating, and if we must lean 
let us lean into each other 
as if two can occupy the space of one 
and ending we begin. 
 
 
Fratricide 
 
Why do we kill? 
For suspense, 
is there a thrill? 
What about the recompense, 
Or is that too, just an after-thought? 
Are we grim as the reaper 
When we in fact are over-wrought – 
do we deny we are our brother’s keeper? 

Professor Michael D. Brown is an 
American poet and award winning 
author of 18 books, winner of the 2003 
New York State Senator's award for 
poetry, currently teaching English in 
China at Nanjing Agricultural University. 
Brown's poems have recently appeared 
in The Tower Journal, Mad Swirl, The 
Recusant, Munyori and more than 30 
other magazines and journals during 
2012.  
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Gabriel Bamgbose 
 

 
 
 
 
The Sun’s Dance 
(For Kofi Awoonor) 
 
the sun   
shines bright 
when the day 
opens its eyes 
at the centre 
of the sky 
 
it shines brighter 
in the mid-day 
when it beams 
and reaches the centre  
of our heads 

 
it stays 

and dances 

Gabriel Bamgbose is a Nigerian writer 
and critic. He is currently teaching 
Literature in the Department of English, 
Tai Solarin University of Education, 
Nigeria. Also, he is an editor. He is 
widely published in different academic 
and literary journals, national and 
international. One of his poems is 
included in the longlist for the 2013 
Ghana Poetry Prize. He spends most 
of time spinning the web of a new 
world in his imagination; a new world 
he hopes will take a real form 
someday. Perhaps it is taking a real 
form already. 
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from post to post 
as if the dance 
would never end 
it dances with vigour 
and sweats out 
its energies – 
it empties itself 
on our flora and fauna 
it empties itself 
even in our heads 
in that one dance 
at the centre 
of the sky 
 
we stride  
on teeming heads 
to see 
at the centre 
the dancing steps 
of this grand dancer 
 
 
its energies  

        wane 
in the twilight 
and we strain  
our big ears 
to hear  
at the centre 
the dancing steps 
of this grand dancer 
 
and when the night falls… 
the sun dies 
and the night 
overrides its light 
and everything goes… 

   dark 
but we can still  
      see 
those dancing steps – 
we still retain 
the memory of the day 
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This life, my brother 
(For Kofi Awoonor) 
 
This life, my brother 
is a battle-field of souls 
malevolent, benevolent 
endless strife 
restless life 
 
This life, my brother 
is where you fight it hard 
and still earn it bad 
 
This life, my brother 
is where what you have matters most 
and how you have got it matters less 
 
This life, my brother 
is where sons of dog take over 
the best of the broth 
and sons of man feed on fat bones 
 
This life, my brother 
is where mother fowl nourishes herself 
by feeding on the intestine of other fowls 
 
This life, my brother 
is where the frail fish swallow 
the fat fish and retain still its slimness 
 
This life, my brother 
is where a prince becomes a serf in his kingdom 
and a princess, a whore in her palace 
 
This life, my brother 
is where a son becomes a stranger 
in his father’s house 
and a daughter, a bastard  
in her father’s sight 
 
But this life, my brother 
we too often forget 
is what we touch momentarily 
and leave eternally 
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Gale Acuff 
 

Gale Acuff has had poetry published in 
many journals and is the author of three 
books of poetry. He has taught university 
English in the US, China, and Palestine. 
He currently teaches Literature at Sichuan 
University for Nationalities, in China. 

 
 
 
Hem  
  
Jesus is waiting in Heaven for me 
when I die, Miss Hooker at Sunday School 
says. So I'd better watch it, my sinning, 
so much so that I never sin again 
or else when I get up there He'll toss me 
in the Lake of Everlasting Fire, or 
He'll have an angel do it. I'd rather 
  
Jesus do it Himself – I'd like to touch 
Him, the hem of His garment. It's funny 
that that wouldn't cure my problem enough 
to save my soul at the last second but 
down here I could have cancer and it would 
heal me, His touch I mean. I don't want to 
  
die but Miss Hooker says I've got no choice 
in the matter, the best I can do is 
prepare for which plave I want to go – it's 
easier to go to Hell, I think, all 
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I have to do is what I do now, sin, 
but getting into Heaven means hard work 
and I've already flunked the third grade once 
and I'm working on it again even 
though I'm not working on it at all, I'm 
a natural, I guess. So I've got to 
  
stop cheating on tests and talking back to my 
folks and forgetting to feed the damn cat 
and start cleaning up my room and piling 
up my comic books in a neat stack and 
all the other stuff Jesus will remind 
me about when my body dies and my 
soul's standing naked, I guess naked, in 
front of Him. If I get the chance I'll ask 
  
Him why if He died for my sins do I 
have to burn in Hell for them all the same. 
I'd better think now about His reply, 
what He might say, so that I can get ready 
with a comeback and then another good 
enough to keep Him talking and buy 
me some time. Maybe I can wear Him out 
  
and He'll let me int Heaven to stay 
just to be rid of me and still be nice. 
I guess that then I'll really be on fire. 
 
 
Tips 
  
I want to die so that I can go to 
Heaven and live forever but my 
Sunday School teacher, Miss Hooker, tells me 
that's a sin, wanting to die and wanting 
to die like that especially. No, I 
have to wait, she says, until God calls me 
  
home, which means Heaven. That's where I hail from, 
she says, but I misremember – Mother 
says that I came from the hospital and 
Father that he found me in the garbage 
dump and felt sorry for me and brought me 
  
home, our house I mean, which is no Heaven 
but it will have to serve before I can 
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move out. I'm only 10. After high school 
I'll join the Navy, maybe the circus, 
or be Clerk at the County Line Motel 
and meet folks who see the world and tell me 
about it while I let them into their 
rooms and show them where everything is 
and take their tips though I won't ask for them 
or let on in any way I need them, 
the tips I mean, that would be sinning – love 
  
is supposed to be freely given. I 
guess a little change is a lot like love. 
Miss Hooker says that when I have to die 
I probably won't know what hits me, all 
  
that will happen is I'll wake up dead and 
open my eyes, though they'll be all-soul, and 
Jesus will be standing over me. He'll 
help me up and welcome me to Heaven 
if I've been good, but if I've died in sin 
He'll toss me in the Lake of Eternal 
  
Fire so I'd best be as good as I can 
be, she says. But I think if I die now 
and without really wanting to I'll get 
into Heaven for keeps because I prayed 
for forgiveness a few minutes ago 
for all my sins. Lately I've been praying 
  
plenty. I want to die so I can live 
and be finished with death forever. That's 
what Jesus meant on the Cross. Then He died 
before explaining, but He rose again. 
So will I, but not to walk around. I 
can live with that. I'm not that hard to please. 
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Chloe Burns 

 
 

 
 
The last poem I will ever write you 
 
  ~ 
i loved you like a yawn: 
the tensening of my abdomen 
when your hand found my hip 
 
my legs flexed to keep from quivering 
the way only once you called me honey 
and the words found their way 
 
directly to my gut, lodging themselves  
there, singing themselves in your  
cadence when i moved like harp strings 
 
  ~ 
I was the figurehead moulded 
to you like a ship your bluntness 
solidity, unweathered, 
 
a maiden voyage to this undiscovered 
& unpeopled land because you’d never  
seen eyes like mine or skin or tempers 

Chloe Burns lives in Edmonton, 
Alberta, where she’s currently 
studying Latin. Recently she’s 
been published in Bitterzoet, Red 
Kitty Magazine, and Tendril 
Literary Magazine. She agrees 
with William Carlos Williams, who 
said: “I think all writing is a 
disease.” 
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like mine, your solidity & how you 
would occasionally watch me taper 
my fingers like a fan lifted to obscure my mouth 
 
you panted at the delicate spray like trumpet 
fanfare curving on to my palm as if I would 
relax into my sculpted curves 
 
that some famous sculptor had traced his hands 
passing and repassing my shoulders and thighs the knife 
almost concealed in his fingers I cling backwards 
 
to you I seek the lighthouse but wooden 
vocal chords cannot warn & call to you 
and the sirens are insistent 
 
  ~ 
you stopped me from tearing at 
my wrists, scratching to draw blood or feeling, you hid 
books under your jacket and revealed them like petals, stop, 
 
the telegram of my feet tapping the floor to stem 
the flood of everything I had for you 
momentarily, hidden-tapestry concealed 
 
revealed on my x-ray as a blip caused by a 
floating cottage of dust, a daddylonglegs  
hesitating over my heart; a smudge on the  
 
outer plane of my hand from smoothing 
across paper i called 
you my blue. 

 

advice  
 
(for the writer who can’t write, and who doesn’t know how to live without writing) 
 
study people’s mouths on the subway, then write 
their lips’ biographies. look up recordings of whale songs, 
eking sound from their mass, translate 
those moans into your language.  
read a catalogue of artistic suicides: Rembrandt dressed 
in his finest suit, Sexton in her mother’s fur coat, 
Plath with wet towels under the doors, 
Woolf with rocks in her pockets, 
Hemingway’s brain still rattling with 



Ijagun Poetry Journal  New Faces, New Voices, and New Tradition… 

34 
electricity. reject the romanticization of 
death, wonder why the clothes, the moment, the method 
matters, hesitate  
before jumping off a bridge. deck things 
in flowers, sit in a plant shop, count out pennies for a bloom. 
stumble into a jazz club, shake your hips  
until words dislodge and pour, 
staining cheap paperthin napkins, floating like dead fish 
in a stranger’s gin. 
learn how to make candles, drip wax patterns on to your 
hands; watch the news, swear at the shipwrecks and invasions and 
weather warnings. try on a persona: smoke,  
wear black and drink endless coffees; or  
purchase pink crinolines and mix margaritas on the patio. 
cry until you gasp. get up early and just sit at your kitchen table, 
don’t panic if your whole body tells you it can’t make it 
through the day, pocket dimes and single earrings and  
brilliant pieces of glass: imbue your own charms with goodwill. 
imagine sleeping inside someone else’s body, slipping 
into their shape as subtly, as self-consciously as a 
morphing cloud, envisage filling their skin like a noose, 
like a moon, such absolute trust, 
holding their breath like a prayer. 
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Kehinde Sofoluwe 
 

 

 
 
The Fairest Mark 
 
We are not as the day 
Whose length is well-defined 
No breath seized midway 
Its demise, its joy. 
 
We are not as the day 
For men's art cannot just 
Efface the footprints 
We do not fare same. 
 
Are we as the day 
who takes light and dark 
in equal candour? 
 
To be nailed to bear 
'As lucky as the day' 
Is the fairest mark. 

Kehinde Sofoluwe is a poet, 
essayist and avid fan of drama 
with a penchant for 
political agitation. He earned a 
Bachelor's degree in Economics 
from Tai Solarin University of 
Education in 2010. His 
deliberate foray into literature, 
he believes, is a key to restoring 
a disrupted world order. 
He believes sternly in paying 
attention to the minute details of 
what connects us as humans. 
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James Maxwell 
 

 
 

 
 
The Trouble With Expectation 

  
The tumbling and 

Falling of disgusting 

Expectation – 
It rides the weary 

Soul for the rest of 
Its days. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

James Maxwell resides in Blauvelt, 
NY of Rockland County where he 
makes a living as a special education 
teaching assistant. He currently holds 
an MA in English. James has been 
writing for a little over 10 years but 
has only recently started submitting 
his stories and poetry for publication. 
He writes because he believes there 
is no viable reason not to. 
 


