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Seyond and I (a poetic recollection)

There he stood darkly, his eyes grey and lifeless, a slightly slouched
figure whose shoulders bulged in reflex to my arrival at his abode. Ves, the
street light over him seemed almost the only thing, but J that did not shrivel in
his sight and momentarily, J knew that J, yes, J was the only one free. Vet the
captivity of my gaze, which was wilful, hinted that J might be his already.

J observed in speechless awe as a bruised woman lay down at his feet.
She was as Mary to the Christ with her tears. With the most scornful laugk J
ever heard he kicked her away. And like a spider deprived of legs she stayed
where she landed, squirming and begging to die. Yet J returned my gaze to
this man wilfully showing my full imprisonment.

A boy of ten next ran to him. A report of vioclence spewed forth and a
flood of filth returned: “go, and show some pitiful worth”, Less said would’ve
shocked me by now.

The boy ran off again unmarked, or so his face said. His matted hair
and ragged shirt, his dried scars and black boils suggested otherwise. yet J
knew that he was indeed unscarred. How can one lack what is not missed?

The crowd about us stood silent, Perhaps in anxiousness, el
fear of him. No less than ten fragmented families cauld:

than a thousand ants do to a shark. Vet he could do more than a wolf to a rabbit. My eyes
were immovable from his presence.

J tried to tell myself that this man was less than J was. J convinced myself, at
least temporarily, that this man was typical. He ate, slept, and bled like us all. Vet, only a
fool or a liar could say so. Perhaps that shell held more than a fistful of blood. Jf he is
black, then J am white and if he is white, J am black. And with this J walked away.

A woman followed me for a while. Sensing, and obscurely fearing hen J turned
abruptly, baring my chest for my open jacket. The tears in her eyes held pity and warn-
ing, but no sorrow.

‘Do not let him hate you. J did and J suffered. For he does not love, he hates. And
my Sufferir\g is over. Run from the consuming fire. while you can. Jtisa foreboding
darkness; J know. But now run, and be not kcpeful, nor despair, just live on”.

With this she turned and received a bullet through her chest. In the flight J tasted
her blood, and did not stop until J reached my abode, within an abandoned church. The
fifty people slept, but all knew me. And J loved them all. Only three rose. And they

new...

My wife rose among them and held me. J laid in my lace with her by the altar. J
prayed, then thought. When J awoke, before anyone else, my only thought was: “We are
so alike... captivating... yet so different.”

This is part of a series of profiles of some African countries brought to you by
courtesy of African High Commissions and Embassies in Canada. The information
in these articles will be the main source for questions to a quiz on February 18.
Winners will be announced at the Africa Nite celebrations on February 19.
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