
 



EDITOR’S NOTE 

When the theme Mother of Light was chosen for the April/May edition of the INKspired Quick Bite 

Poetry Contest, I wondered what interpretations would be given by the poets to such a broad theme. 

Submissions started coming in and I was glad we didn’t put creativity in a strait. 

Light could be a metaphor for knowledge, for clarity; it is the midwife that delivers day from the womb 

of darkness, a symbol for beginnings! In so many ways, this theme is apt for the season. The April/May 

edition is the first of 2019 and is ushering in the maiden edition of this journal which promises to be a 

source of illumination to poets seeking growth (and literary enthusiasts). 

In my head, I can only paint the picture of the sun as the mother of light. And what does the sun give? 

– light, warmth, nutrient for growth…these and more is what Issue one of Mother of Light journal 

promises to deliver. Flip this page, as I take you on a literary adventure into the brilliant workings of 

beautiful minds.  

I present to you, the top ten entries from the contest…happy reading 

 

Jide Badmus 

Editor 

  



IDENTITY, TRUTH AND THE MANY CRACKS THAT LETS LIGHT IN 

 

The theme for this maiden issue is Mother of Light. The poets through their art have dished out to us 

their truths or maybe another’s truth, but through their own eyes. They have approached the theme as it 

appeals to them personally, yet as art should, have mirrored us. So, sometimes you will see yourself, 

other times you will see someone you know, all in all, the works here are relatable. And as we live, with 

so much darkness around, are we not all searching for light? 

With the opening poem Self- Validation is the Mother of Light, the path is laid for the beauty that we 

will encounter within this collection. To the poet, light lies in identity and acceptance. With an 

interrogative style, the poet explores the mind of the persona, as to who we are, the experiences that 

define us; love, self and the many other questions in between. In answering the five questions asked, 

the persona bares his truth, his soul and in telling his truth, the persona tells us the complexity of the 

human body and of love.  

Following, is the poem Mother of Light, where light becomes a girl, a salvation. From the first stanza, 

we come to the knowledge of the persona’s search for goodness. Does the persona find it? Yes, but not 

where it was expected. In the words of the poet, óI met goodness in the wrong place é trapped in the 

body of a girlô. One would wonder how one could find goodness in a wrong place. What makes it 

wrong? We find the answer in the final lines of the poem. As the poem ends in a subtle sad note, one 

wonders what the goodness or peace that lurks in the body of a girl symbolizes. 

The next poem, also titled Mother of light explores knowledge as light. We are told how the persona’s 

pursuit of knowledge is a voyage punctuated by waves of mysteries. The poet tells us that knowledge 

though a blessing could also be a curse, so advises ‘students of life’ to be cautious in their pursuit of 

‘knowing.  

In How I found light, the persona explores the theme as birth, new life. The poet sees the womb as a 

tomb and the nine months of pregnancy as a confinement, a darkness that is birthed into light on the 

day of delivery. We see how beauty can be borne out of pain, and how light can come from darkness. 

In Lady in Green, the poet also sees the womb as a not-so-happy place, as it could also birth darkness. 



The poet presents a mother whose off springs have left her desolate, pained and in sorrow. While the 

poet in Mother is a caring word presents the not-so-little sacrifices of mothers that end up revealing 

‘the light behind [our] smileô. The poet also explores the word mother as a form of worship. It reads óto 

say mother is to mold your mouth into a barn of hymns to the god who birth the fragile little you.ô 

Arise and Shine is an apostrophe to the Mother of light whose light is powerful enough to óchase 

dreadful shadows into flightô and óturn the night into dawnô. The poet appeals to the mother of light to 

arise and shine because ódarkness hovers around [her] vineô and ódoom lurks behind the nightô, and 

only her light can expunge the impending danger. 

Genesis is a biblical allusion to the creation story. The poem explores the creation of light and its 

separation from darkness. It also juxtaposes light and the woman. We see in these words óGod folded 

the light into a portrait of a woman & called her goddess.ô We are almost lost in the feministic aura 

that flows towards the end of the poem that we almost miss the sadness in the closing line. In the same 

vein, Passion is also a biblical allusion to the death and resurrection of Jesus Christ. The poet takes us 

through the triumphant entry of Christ into Jerusalem, His arrest, judgement, death and resurrection 

after three days, which is the birth of light. 

With thematic and stylistic splashes of David Diop’s Renegade and Christopher Okigbo’s Heavensgate, 

Lonely embers explores identity, that is, how for the search of some fulfilment, we lose our identity. 

The persona presents a prodigal soul whom in ignorance óleft the flames of [their] ancestral caveô in 

search of óheaven in western breastsô, but has, though broken, returned to this ancestral cave which is 

now smoky as it has lost its burning flames. The persona shows his readiness to stay by pouring libations 

at the feet of the Mother of Light, who is a spiritual being, an embodiment of home and identity, for 

who are we without our light. 

I usher you in on this journey as I believe that these poems would leave you in the light. 

 

Wisdom Nemi Otikor 

Co-editor 

 

 

 

  



SELF-VALIDATION IS THE MOTHER OF LIGHT 

Temidayo Jacob 

 

                                                              a rainbow 

                                                              a coat of seven colours 

Who are you?                                   a reminder of ruins 

                                                              the beauty of the sky 

                                                              i appear once in a while 

                                                              i appear when there's light on earth. 

 

                                                              i own a soul 

What do you own?                         a bucket-like mouth 

                                                              a body waiting to get burnt 

 

                                                              my body has seven lives 

Would you like to be called           the sun is supposed to brighten me 

a prodigal heavenly body?          the sun comes but to burn me 

                                                              i leave home before the burn 

 

                                                              love is an arc of colours 

                                                              love is beautiful 

What do you know about love?            love is a plain body 

                                                              love is not straight 

                                                         

                                                              a sky without fire 

Where would you like to stay?   a sky with light 

                                                              reflecting the colours of my body.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



MOTHER OF LIGHT 

Animashaun Al-ameen 

 

We are all broken in a way; 

that's how the light creeps in. 

 - unknown 

 

There is a universe behind my palm,  

a cosmos of holy sins and unholy goodness. 

I tear into each pathway with a tingle of 

hope, 

searching the abyss of darkness for a 

companion:  

I sought goodness in all the wrong places  

with a knowing that I wasn’t lost; 

I was where I ought to be. 

 

And I met goodness in the wrong place. 

I met goodness trapped in a girl’s body 

 

I read the book of Genesis but 

Found no grace in its pages, 

grace rests in your soul; 

grace was knowing you. 

I've lived a thousand days lost in the lyrics 

of sad songs,  

but you found and gave me shelter in your 

body, 

A place where the sun neither rises nor sets; 

for your body is peace,  

and inside it, I hide myself from the world, 

never to be found again. 

Oh, mother light… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



GENESIS 

Adeniran Joseph 

 

God created heaven and the earth 

& the earth was t void; & darkness was 

subjective in its face. 

& a spirit moved upon the face of the 

waters. & God said, Let there be light; & 

there was light. & God saw the light, that it 

was beautiful, strong, vibrant, flexible, 

sensitive, & attractive. 

So, God separated the light from darkness.  

& God folded the light into a portrait of a 

woman & called her goddess. 

So, I am never bewildered or bothered 

when in my father's house; 

It's only my mother that cries most for every 

incident.

 

 

MOTHER OF LIGHT 

Joseph Olajuwon 

 

i am a student of life; 

 a frail chick plunged afield 

divorced by mother hen's birth love. 

in the belly of this dark ocean,  

drowning the world, i am floating. 

waves of mysteries punctuating my voyage 

dissenting beliefs & theories howling here 

& there 

clashing decibels crashing into my 

eardrums 

in my trunk of neutrality, i worship 

philosophy. 

o mother of light, your sword of objectivity 

pierce through the rock of dark ages. 

oh, knowledge is a depressant!  

there are waves of incongruity taunting life  

 

 

 

 

the more i know, my brain piles up more 

dark turmoil  

till i reach the door of mother of light, 

wisdom, 

instructing me in my orgy-quest for 

knowing  

there's a blessing in the little gigantism of 

knowing 

the world's mysticism is a vast dark planet 

plunging into it, is a suicide mission. 

so i bottle tinges of experiences garnered 

here & there  

as specimens in a beaker of simplicity, 

my explorations open to reviews, & 

suggestions. 

in the end, we are walking flaws,  

groping in the broad belly of darkness 

as torches of flames fisted by every man's 

idiosyncrasy 

light up life's dark paths when we least 

expect– 

an open mind is the mother of light



LADY IN GREEN 

Paul Abiola Oku-ola 

 

Your body is an epistle of pain. 

Your face is an anthology of sorrow, 

though charming it was 

when you were a virgin. 

 

If only you were barren 

and never gave suck to a child, 

if only the stream flowing in your arteries 

was never food for any offspring, 

gluttons would never stream your lineage, 

boozers would never occupy your line of 

descendants. 

 

But you birthed 

and your face was painted 

with the ink flowing in the veins of your 

offspring. 

Your womb, a shelf for carcass of the 

innocents, 

your breasts carted away by the mouse 

with nothing for the mammoth to suckle. 

Your garment scaled to rags 

by your offspring, 

for your offspring, 

and your fragrance graced with odour 

fired your helper far away from you. 

 

HOW I FOUND LIGHT 

Akinlabi Ololade 

 

I burnt myself into this poem; 

into these lines, stanzas and rhythms, 

for you, mothers of the world. 

I sit on the tomb of my thought 

and tug my memory back to the street of 

darkness, 

in a world of nonexistence 

carved into a solitude dungeon 

somewhere down the abdominal region. 

The umbilical was a running waiter, 

a transporter of food and water 

with which I grew bones and dermis, 

blood and numerous cells... 

Truly, a womb is like a tomb; 

a nine-month solitary confinement 

where loneliness was once a bosom friend 

until mother opened her thighs 

and enlarged the coast of her vagina 

in pains and agony, 

moans and groans, 

and showed me light of life. 

 

 

 

 

 



ARISE AND SHINE! 

Tolulope Ogedengbe 

 

Arise and shine, mother of light, 

For darkness hovers around your vine 

And doom now lurks behind the night 

Mother of light, arise and shine! 

 

Arise and shine, the night is here 

The night is here with gloomy sight, 

Arise and shine, it is time to flare 

And chase dreadful shadows into flight. 

 

Mother of light...arise and shine, 

You who bears the glitters of the sun 

Shine forth your light to guard your vine, 

For your light will turn the night into 

dawn. 

 

Won't you arise and drive this gloom, 

Away with your glittering light? 

Won't you arise and whelm this doom, 

That lurks behind the gloomy night? 

 

Arise and shine, mother of light 

For darkness hovers around your vine 

And doom now lurks behind the night 

Mother of light, arise and shine! 

 

 

 

 

 

PASSION 

Iyejare Olusegun 

 

“Hosanna” was the battle call. 

It was the Universe against a unit. 

A war of dissing and fault-finding 

With tongues armed to the teeth. 

It was a war of passion. 

A season of darkness. 

Dark clouds in minds 

Raining revolts. 

The sick were sick of the Healer. 

Followers became rebels. 

Students, soldiers. 

“Rabbi” meant mutiny. 

It was an obnoxious duel. 

But to be fuelled 

With a change in battle cry. 

“Crucify him!” 

Raging mobs sing, 

“Make it bloody 

And let's have peace at day break.” 

But day breaks halfway 

Several hours after denial crowed. 

That contrite and broken day 

Ushered into utter darkness. 

The demand of justice was met. 

Blood had flown into silence 

And she would birth the Light 

Three days after it died. 

 

 

 



 

MOTHER IS A CARING WORD 

Adesina Ayobami 

 

to say mother is to mould your 

mouth into a barn of hymns to the 

god who birth the fragile little you. 

 

write your verse on the sand of time  

she paused her breath to see your birth, 

the hours she journeyed ruins to see  

your mouth fed before sunrise, 

 

the minutes she concealed her grief 

behind her tooth & sang lull song 

to your darling cradle head, 

 

the seconds she sliced through tears 

when you lay sick as a plank of wood. 

to say mother, 

is to bear times hand of care 

to the light behind your shine. 

 

LONELY EMBERS 

Wisdom Nwoga  

 

Here I am 

before your smoky cave.  

I have run too far  

than legs could carry.  

by my ignorance, 

I have left the flames of this ancestral 

cave to a bunch of lonely embers 

seeking heaven in western breasts 

where even my shadow rejected me.  

 

before you mother of light,  

I return, kneeling wearily,  

broken like chinawares  

ready to pour libations  

at your long-dejected feet 

& turn this smoky cave 

into a home of burning flames. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



REVIEWS 

SELF-VALIDATION IS THE MOTHER OF LIGHT 

“Self-Validation Is The Mother of Light” first of all shows the beauty of form and what it can 

do to written language. Then beyond the form is the language employed itself. There is a 

longing which the poem bears. A desire that is so quickly sparked and undying. At some point, 

I found myself wondering if I was reading the late Palestinian poet, Mahmoud Darwish. In its 

questions and responses, the poem glides in the air of introspection so delicately, and yet in its 

climax, the poet makes a landing so bold and reassuring. Brilliant! 

 

MOTHER OF LIGHT (by Animashaun Al-ameen) 

In the lines “I sought goodness in all the wrong places/ with a knowing that I wasn’t lost/”, this 

poet calls light out of darkness. He shows that like God, we must not be moved by the darkness, 

knowing that even in the dark, we will be the light. We are not lost. In the line, “And I met 

goodness in the wrong place”, the poet recognizes one of life’s ironies. Sometimes, the 

poisoned chalice may not be death but life. Sometimes, what is meant to break us will become 

our hope. This poet’s goodness is trapped in the body of a girl. This poet is calling light out of 

darkness. Unbelievable! 

 

GENESIS 

This poem, although climaxing rather too early and uninterestingly, carries very strong 

imagery. By making an allusion to the biblical narrative of creation, and relating the light with 

the beauty of a woman in the line “& God folded the light into a portrait of a woman & called 

her goddess”, the poet shows his ingenuity and understanding of the interrelationship of things. 

Commendable! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CONTRIBUTORS 

Osun born poet, Adesina Ayobami Idris is an undergrad of social work at the University of Ilorin, 

Ilorin. His works have appeared on Praxis magazine online, Barren magazine, Ngiga review and 

others. He can be reached on twitter @adesinaayoi. 

 

Adeniran, Joseph is a poet|writer|lover of literature| and author. He writes more about himself; 

because he spent time studying about himself and his environment. He believes in the power of 

words- healing. He stays in ibadan.  

 

Born in Delta State Nigeria, Wisdom C. Nwoga holds a degree in English and Literature from the 

Delta State University, Abraka. He also teaches English Language and Literature. His writing focuses 

on Futility of existence, political disillusionment and moments that have really moved him.  

 

 Temidayo Jacob is a Nigerian writer and photographer. He is pseudonymously known as Mayor 

Jake. His works are based on real life experiences and societal happenings. His works have appeared 

on some anthologies, on Poetry Soup, Peeking Cat poetry, Art and Rebellion, Kalahari Review, and 

elsewhere. He blogs at mayorjake.wordpress.com. He writes from Ilorin, Kwara state. 

 

Iyejare Olusegun, Nigerian male student, graphic designer, science student lover of all arts. Not 

ashamed of Jesus--no one who truely knows Him is. Ex-introvert. 

 

Ogedengbe Tolu Impact is an emerging poet from Nigeria whose work has appeared in Duane 

poetree, pulse.ng, Words Rhymes & Rhythms, Wax poetry and art magazine, and is forthcoming in 

Subsaharan magazine. He currently starts up a master degree in petroleum engineering at the  

university of Ibadan, Nigeria. He is on twitter as @fruitfulimpact and on Instagram@Toluimpact, 

where he spreads himself into a song. 

 

Ololade Akinlabi Ige is a young Nigerian poet from Ibadan. He was the winner of the last edition of 

Ken Egba Poetry prize organized by Poet in Nigeria (PIN). He was nominated for Nigeria Writers' 

Award in 2017 and was shortlisted for Albert Junger Poetry Prize (2018). 

 

OLAJUWON JOSEPH OLUMIDE is a graduate of Mass communication from the Great Yaba 

College of Technology. He teaches English Language, Literature in English and Cultural & Creative 

Arts in a private secondary school in Iyesi Ota. He is a native of Ogun State. He has won the Brigitte 

Poirson Poetry Contest three times in 2015, 2016 & 2018. He was shortlisted for Eriata Oribhabor 

Poetry Prize in 2016. He made the long-lists of Nigerian Students Poetry Prize in 2016, 2017 & 2018. 

He seeks to publish his full length poetry collection, “finding the climax of the ocean” and his fiction, 

“indispensable allies” soon. 

 

Paul Abiola Oku-ola is an engineer turned writer and art enthusiast 


