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Our Democracy et al 

[Poetry]

By Kabura Zakama

Our Democracy

A jamboree bestrides the land

In its four-yearly circus,

Money is its king, and

Every vote costs a million,

This is our democracy.

Flowing gowns replace khakis

An old soldier never dies,

A resurrection of spent forces

Saddles us with civilian dictators,

This is our democracy.

We are represented by clowns

Fighting for lucre as in a market,

Men of honour drawing crooked lines

Across the contours of the land,

This is our democracy.

A mix of politicians and touts,

Misfits sharing treasury loots

Leaving hunger marks on the land,

Poverty in the midst of plenty,

Is this not our democracy?

This World, Our World

It is a cruel world that 

Looks on and passes by 

While a little girl starves,

Salty tears and stale saliva

Her only meal for the day.

My child, it’s a small world

And it cares for the big,

It’s a world in a hurry

No time for the weak,

No place for the poor.

One world, many lives:

The first for the rich,

Bears, tigers take the second,

A third world for Africa, its

Women and children fourth.

It is a world of slogans,

A feasting ground for orators,

Every concern under the sun

Gets an international day

And tons of declarations.

They say the world has a bank

Accessible only to politicians,

Their rogues and mistresses,

To be repaid in full and over

With the blood of the poor.

Country plans and aids

Flood our market place,

Softly twisting our arms

To assuage the conscience

Of descendants of looters.

The world trade organisation?

A journey back to slave trade,

Millennium development goals?

Old tricks in new clothing,

And the little girl sobs.

Dreamer’s Paradise

Politicians in cowboy mode,

One man, one vote – 

Keep the women at bay!

And if he is not on the market – 

Kill him!

Economists in Bretton mode,

Visions of a common market,

Abolishment of communal living,

These are the days of enterprise

Our days in the woods are forever.

Pacesetters in the land,

Kick out the primitives,

Widen the streets of Abuja

Draw labour from villages,

Spill the dregs of the national wine,

Sell the nation, buy

Computers for e-commerce,

E-governance and e-voting,

E-friendship for the fireside,

God is the poor man’s bread.

I see a dream,

Plant bullets and reap chickens,

Lay down on the slabs of Kikikiri 

And wake up in Aso Rock,

I see a dream,

To the poor belong labour and toil

And deep brimless sleep,

I see a dream,

Nigeria is cooked

And dogs sit at the table!

The Day of the Surgeon

We lay on your slaughter slab

And stare into your masked face,

Your instruments, sharp and cold

As we are carved by deft moves

Of your skilful uncaring hands.

Your flunkies are at their best,

With our oils in your right hand

Our utilities in your left,

You sit upon the riches of our land

And hide our dreams in your pockets.

So too, our lives are impoverished 

In your posh northern boardrooms,

So are your specialists fed fat

Gobbling up our inheritance

In your romance with sterile statistics.
The Drug Addict

A smile-frown defines his face

As he walks the crowded street,

He rambles along in unknown tongues

Unaware of the emptiness in his soul,

He does not remember his education

And the privileges he had at birth.

There are whispers around him now

They speak of the times of weakness,

The pull of fast life and subtle girls

And the fragile call to be macho,

He had offered some resistance

But the first puff was all it took.

How are the mighty fallen!

He has sold his soul to substances

That collect toll on all his moves,

He dances to the music of the brave,

But the audience has changed

And for him the party is over.

He draws bored attention everywhere

Like the superstar he had wanted to be,

They say nothing, their looks say it all

He is a criminal…, he needs support…,

When his eyes soften, there is a constant

Query: ‘Am I beyond human help?’
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