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Western Weekends
Poem
by Mordi Ochi
I think fortune must bear the blame / for letting favour out to morons /

That navigate the wealth of four cardinals /

The nation’s all – they make private and personal  

Call them swindlers / at the capital's villa

For things that dreams only hold / for places so rich and foreign /

For villas and parks in pink and blue / for every blessedness,

All beauty of earth / they loot for; Lunch in Jos, dinner in London

Gold or diamonds / Breads or cherry cakes /

They spend weekends abroad / under lust and seduction

Tasting what to the eyes prove sweet / Till they become every gym's reject

Behind their laughter / a thousand die in tears /

Yet dawn for pity is far / in their world, great in selfishness

So long this democratic rule /so long notes of naira are printed / 

So long holiday homes are realized for them / having the very greatest comedy brings /

At the expense of timeless tragedy they cause.
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