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‘Candlestick Nights’ 
Poetry
by Fatima Abukaka
Candlestick Nights

Warm mellow light

Kerosene and melting wax

Grey-blue swirls, sweet smoke

Of incense sticks burning

In a red clay pot.

Mud-brown walls

And high-domed ceilings,

Shadow games

Misshapen lumps of shade

Formed by clever fingers.

Dark ghosts flicker,

And fear lurks in corners…

Yaya’s voice is

A spider’s web, a cosy cocoon

Around drowsy heads

The husky tones

Of the storyteller’s wisdom

Cast a sleepy spell.

A slice of silver moon

Shines on the woven patterns

Of an old straw mat

Where eyes shut and limbs lax

Small bodies cuddle

Uncovered to the wafting breeze.
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