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BIOGRAPHY

John chizoba vincent is a poet, Novelist, Actor, Film Director and Film Producer.
He was born on the 18 of May 1990 at Aba, Abia state. He hails from Nkporo in
Ohafia Local Government Area of Abia State, Nigeria. He is the seventh child of
nine children, from a Polygamous family. He began his primary school at Owerri-
Aba community school, Ugwunagbo, Abia state and later went to His Image
nursery & primary school, Aba. After graduation from His Image school, he went
to Major Model college, Dikenafai, Aba, where he only spent two years in the
school before he went to Lagos in the year 2005 to continue with his education.
In Lagos, he was enrolled in Jimbell high school and finally at Olorunfunmi senior
grammar school, all at Idimu, Lagos state, where he obtained his West Africa
examination certificate (WAEC) in the year 2009. He further went to Lagos state
Polytechnic, Ikorodu, where he read mass communication.

He began writing at a tender age of eight at Aba. Being a young boy of Eight
years old, he could not locate a reputable publisher who could publish his book.
So he roamed in the street of Aba searching for publishers. His mother was
afraid that he might run into wrong hands so she took the manuscripts and burnt
them. She was also afriad of the kidnappers that were in their prime at Aba
then. After that incident, he didn't write any thing again until year 2009 when it
came calling on him again. He picked up career from there. He has written more
than forty books of which four has been published (between 2013 and 2016)
which includes: 'GOOD MAMA, HARD TIMES, LETTER FROM HOME, and THE
CHICKEN REVOLTS&quot; . He has over seven hundred poems published
journals, magazines and poem Anthologies, both home and abroad.

John chizoba Vincent is also a blogger, airing his views on . He is a lover of the
Art, Education and Entertainment generally. He shares most of his thoughts to
the audience whom he sees as the major reason why he write though a simple
and easy way they could understand. He relaxes with Music and books whenever
he is on Vacation. He is a good teacher. After his gratuation in the year 2009, he
went into teaching. He has gathered a lot of experiences teaching both the
primary schools, nursery and colleges in Lagos and its environs. He reach out to
students and young ones through his weekly program THE INK CONNECTS.
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In the year 2015, he went to Helen Paul Theatre and film Academy, where he
studied a course in Acting and film production. In same year he featured in some
films like my stand, black praise, The gods are not to blame (a stage play) , new
sacrifice, among others. He directed some films in the same year. In April
23,2016, he was interviewed on Metro Fm, Lagos, under the vivid Verses
plateform. He looks forward to impact the world with his Art like the likes of
Wole Soyinka, Niyi Osundare, Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie, Chinue Achebe, sefi
Attah, Tchidi chikere, Tunde Kaleni, Imem Isong, Dan Brown, and many others.
John chizoba Vincent is a rising voice to listen to and a star to watch in the
coming years.
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10 Million Black Voices

Peace portioned for all possibilities
Hope holding the heart of hatred
Terrorism lost ten thousand times
Selfishness battled before the sun sets
Greediness returns to greenness grace
Rulers to leaders without strife and lust
Help to the poor and the needy of trust
A better atmosphere arranging believes
No more killing and wasting of blood
We are all humans not fowls and ant!

john chizoba vincent
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12: 33 Am

Its mid night-

Aloneliness struck my heart.

Fear wrapped her emotions round me,

Cold held me bravely around the geographical
Part of my heart with claws of infidelity.

My soul flashed and sparkled in confusion.

I missed the comfort embrace of his love.

I watched the ceiling counting my tears,

A cupful of sorrow emerged majestically,

A tearful of mourning torn my being painfully.
The midnight owls howled and haunted me,

I rolled on the bed, fearfully, lustifully battered;

I missed his face after the moon has gone to bed.

I moaned in the presence of no body,

I groaned gracefully before an empty bed.
Running after the fragrance that came to me,
I remembered his muse clapping behind him,
I remembered his dimples and the open teeth
That welcomes a blossoming maiden to dine;
I remembered him at the stroke of madness.

Twelve thirty three is the time-

And my bed was without his sweat painted.

I could not hear his snoring sound of love calling,
I could not feel his hands caressing me,

But I saw his bare chest staring at me;

The hairs stood still searching my blank face.

I missed the touch of his lips against mine.

Have you seen my lover at the gate with the men?
Talk to me my humble errand star of hope,

Have you seen him at the gate of the city with men?
If you have come cross him at the city gate,
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Go tell him his lover stands at the balcony waiting;
Waiting for his return to my bosom to love again.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016

john chizoba vincent
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A Befitting Farewell

Goodbye we say in the snow

Never shall we be forever now

My head is for you a space

As my space in life is your pace

We may see tomorrow or not

All depends on how we tie the knot.

You may wear my shoes home
Then I find you place in Rome
When I cry at your departure

I waited patiently for the rapture
When we shall see behind the gate
Belonging to the same fate.

Your honour here I keep

Go where you are not cheap
Goobye, goodbye to my heart

Never from the issue of my art
Know ye the breeze still calls

In the presence of my love you lives.

We may see at the hill

But keep your mind still

Let us fight the fight

Without the fear of missing light
In my heart I keep your image
The same case we both manage.

When after writing this befitting goodbye
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I shall lock up my eyes and cry
Between your shadow that passby

I never know how it hurt to say bye
Wings the virgin of your sound voice
In my heart that weeps not in peace.

We may see or we may not see again

But my spirit shall be the shadow of your rain

In your soul have I caved undying legacy

A brave rock that men tried to hide their privacy
Shall I keep my love for you, queen Monalisa
The sounding bell of the kingdom of Lisa.

The Art- attack of my heart

Makes my art go in my 'Ha-art'

Am not without you in my life

Still I rise in my struggles and strife
Goodbye and goodbye, my song sound
A befitting song without flaws

The stincking hand of the sand

Shall not hold you in their races.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent

john chizoba vincent
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A Better Nigeria We Crave

A better Nigeria or no Nigeria;

No Nigeria, no better home for us

The Nigeria we deserve crave afar;
Afar our mind race for a better Nigeria.

A flowing river or no river at all;

No river at home we all will fall
Give us a better roof for our head;
Our head needs a better great lead.

We panic here like a missing child;

Child that listen not to his heartbeat
Our heartbeats race of future to be mild
Create us a better home from your beat.

Use our oil, or return our oil back;

Our oil must be used not to be bagged
Bagging our dreams is a holy sweet sin;
sweet holy sin commands revolt and ruin.

Someone must listen to us or we Kill;

We must not listen to anyone with lies
Lies on their side are for fooling to fill;
Filling our soul to be broken at their wills.

A better Nigeria we crave to see now;

Now we wish to see our fatherland blossom.

Our resources can be a better source for us now;
Don't keep all of them in your bosom.

Give us light or we give you fire of hell;
Hell fire is made in our creek of hell.
Repair our refineries or we refine you

You are the main cause of our union.

Look into our education or we educate you,
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You have loots our pride with no permission
We must be educated to be civil with you;
In our land lies our dreams and mission.

A better Nigeria we crave to behold;
Don't better yourself with Nigeria.

Nigeria is better if you make it your hood
Nigeria-hood can be birth from you.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016

john chizoba vincent
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A Child's Cry To His Father

A CHILD,

Father! Father! | What shall become of us?

The wind is creaking furiously in the darkness

Spirits mounted the roof of our hearts in the afternoon

And our hearts ranging wildly as prodigal chicks.

I have never known you as a father but your blood flow in my vain.
Father, what is happening between us?

The bond, the love, the emotions we share and lost mother.

Shall I ever be known as your son, father?

Father,

A show of love to you could be taken as a weakness to my humble being
You are a forbidden son, a bastard born when joy was found in my heart
You murdered my joy son and your mother gave me pains that was why I
Killed her in cold blooded night.

I was never meant to love you, son.

john chizoba vincent
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A Cry Of A Woman

Help me tell my mother that

My beads are fallen into pieces.

The waist beads which stand for

My pride and dignity is gone

Into the hand of a stranger.

I am nothing now than a

Broken clay pot in the back of the house.

He now scolds and treats me like a lepel,

He no longer show me love after he

Has taken the fruit from me, and made

Me naked in the public eyes.

He said I am primitive and does not

Know the culture of the white women

Where he was educated, but one cannot
Forget her root because of the white's culture.

He had denied me affection and love,

He abandoned me at the gate of hatred

And went after the foreign woman; whose

Finger nails are as long as the tiger's claw

And buttock as big as the round surface of my
Mother's mortar

She wears high heel shoes with an exposed clothes

And her mouth moving always like a goat chewing its Cud.

My bed now weeps across the room and
My pillows are crippled now that he is gone.
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The utensils in the house are in the world of their own,
they had become the master of the house.

Who shall make me better with love?

My husband has gone insane with his manhood
Dangling profoundly in the street.

He said am not beautiful but is his mistress

better Than me in the kitchen?

The craft of a woman is in the kitchen where

She holds her husband captive with her food.

Can she cook the 'Egburegbu' and 'Egusi' soup than me?
How be it that men are the same with their ego so high?

Why am I treated thou?

Why is the only man whom I love turning his back on me?
Help me for my wrapper has fallen in the market place!
Helpe me for I do not know where to run to,

My world is collapsing in the middle of the day Before

the August rain.

Water my heart with the flow of love,

I can now understand the abandoned tale of a woman
Crying in the market place amidst wolves and deers.
Help me for my beads are fallen and broken!

Help me for my man is no longer in love with me
After ripping off my veil in the public.

Hold the beads of my life, hold my pride for I am a
Woman with a broken heart.
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A Far Cry From Nigeria

Help!

Help! !

Help! !'!

Save our souls!

We are dying of lassa disease

And they told us it is a lesson to learn.
We are been shut up by boko Haram
And they smile on their white chairs and
Told us that we don't need to be alive.

Help for we are dying of pains in Nigeria,

Help for we are melting in Africa without help;
Purged eyes

Excusing

Itself

Because

No

One it ready

To tell us to come.

Our legs are no more ours

Totality has made us insane,

Help! !

Help! !

Help! !'!

Let's ring the bell together to the world
Of Ebola that ravenge us in a sweet morning
Eyes opened

With

A

Wings that

Hurt.
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We are men of honour but our honour is gone
Drained with a special liquid that gladden their soul.
Help,

Love

And Kiss

Us

Because

We have seen

Pains

Beckoning on us.

Our education is dead! !

Between our legs they kicked it dead;

Our homes are destroyed in the broad day light

We are not yet given the reasons for the destruction.
Help!

Help! !

Help us! !'!

For we

Are dying in silent

This is the cry from a failed country.

(C) John chizoba Vincent

john chizoba vincent
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A Future Without Worries

The hell shall be in peace

With mankind and the birds,

We shall be united with love.

Then shall the oceans smiles,

Give out echo that regenerate

The universe and powers oneness.

Then shall the children be the world

In Happiness. Joyful. Cheerful. Excitement
Shall the world glows and blosoms

In a future without worries.

john chizoba vincent
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A Generation Of Strange Youths.

The sun shall rise again but

not in our season of songs this time,

because we are strange to it glamouring light.

We sparkle and shine not among its Galaxy of hope,
an unformidable corrupt youths are we...

we've abandoned the oja for a modernised recorder,
our feastful brain rest in the betting centres

riding in foolishness with foolish camels.

We've abandoned tradition to ijebu field,

Our mistful hearts amidst shrouded embraces,
shutting down tinted believe of our future!

We've forgotten the clamouring route of greatness
and seek for yahoo means of breaking the air.

Now, we look for golden rotten pastures to carpet our steps,
telegram my messages to the youths of Nigeria,
email my tears to the youths of Africa in Europe,
send my cries to the youths of The soil all over,

tell them we have failed the sands and the oceans.
They've made the sky bleed blood again and again,
we have no more Odumegwu In our clan any more,
we have no more Okonkwo Achebe to blow the oja.
We have youths of Betnaija and Nairabet in our land,
strange to themselves, strange to their dreams.
Grandpa didn't sing this song like we sing today,
grandma was powerful like Amino.

the barn is getting empty with blink of an eyes,

beat the gong to the hearts of our ladies,

let them know facebook does not sound like kitchen!
The boys must know that instagram is not a home
for marriage- Nadia is fake, artificial life lives there.
Civilization have strangled us from the sane paths,
blind, sorrowful, lost are we to the core!

The sun shall rise again and again and again,

from Lagos to Karina, From Abuja to Abia,

Imo, calabar, Onitsha and Benue and Kogi.

But not in this seasonal transgression of our deeds,
to build houses the hands of generation of strange youths.

©John Chizoba Vincent
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A Goldfish

I am now a goldfish

A goldfish that has no hiding place

I am always spotted wherever I go
I shine like the sun in the sky

At night, I sparkles like the stars

In the oceans, I am the envy of all
Coloured with a rainbow like colour
I am now a golden fish of the future
A crystal that glitters and glows
You must identify with my identity.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice of Vincent 2016
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A House Wife Tears

I don't want to walk in this lane again

I don't want to be bless with no tale

I cover my soul with hatred but my body blossom
Forty three years i am, childless.

Yesterday, i was forty and a child promised

Yet i have no one to send an errand

My pillow watches my tears swing on it

A house wife tears not so good

Mother, i will be coming home, i've failed
Brother, arrange my unlock hut for me

Sister, search for my lost Bangoes and Jewelries
Father, prepare my dowry to be return to them
I have failed in marriage yet blessed at home

Words unsaid hurt more than an injury

Forty three years of barrenness and pains

Sorrow of a house wife seems too painful

My womb had developed the mind of their own

My utensils question my authority

The doors in my home laugh at me in a scornful way
I see the windows always mocking my moves

I want to move but moving becomes impossible

Sorrow of a house wife in forty three years

I hate to be a woman if this what they face

Tell mother i will be coming home he wants me no more

He had defiled our matrimonial bed and the bed want me no more
He is now a monster playing outside with a mistress

My Chi has forsaken me in dawn after dusk

I will be coming mother perhaps your arms will

Cuddle me and make me better like before.

Tell the world i've failed as a woman

But tell not my house hold for they already known

john chizoba vincent
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A Lost African Child

You lost African child,

Who will find you in the wood?

What is your name and whose

Name are you bearing, your mother's or father's?

Do you know where your home town is?

Do you know that your sister was sold into

Marriage which is against our tradition?

Do you know the dance of your home town?

After the contaminated hand shake, you were

Lost in stupid to the foreign land.

The Bible had made you left the village to the street,
The book which you where unknown how it was written but
you came and pick it up like a fool.

You were taught how to carry the gun instead

Of you tending the shrine that your father left in tears.
You lost African child! Can you dance Atilogwu?

You now look at us as if we are speaking in a stranger
tongue because you can't speak your mother's tongue.
When shall you return to tend the farmland?

When shall you unknot the tie on your neck and wear of
goat's skin and dance bare footed in the village?

Has civilization taken toll on you?

Have you forgotten your root, cultural heritage?

Come home lost African child, visit and see those

tall tress still waiting at your arriver in tears.

john chizoba vincent
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A New Dawn In A Marble Of Hope.

A new dawn in the midst of stars,
Another star added one among others,
Oceans shout in great embrace of this,
Seas dance in affectionately, joyfully.
Twenty-eight of painted November

A great gem birthed and angels sang.

He is here to change human cause,
Writing a future to the mountain climbers.
He is the crystal of the sky' brightness,

A deity in the eyes of the penlords.

Here he comes singing like the nightingale,
Gracefully endowed with higher muse.

Season comes and go through our eyes,
Rainbow has a handful of stories to tell;

Fresh story from fountain of life water,

With a tilting brave of a man on his day.
Hope spring out in the eyes of tomorrow,
Even when the future is tired of keeping right.

Legs of forest dreams hoping to conquer.
We wish you more in life and more to come
Not from a watery lips but a fruit light.

Long live a marvalous poet, long life Hunge!
Truly we shall keep writing of a future

From this dawn on marbles of hopeful hope.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
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A New Sighted Land Tale

Now listen to the tale of papa's cock,
It feeds on money and not maize.
It's of a land with gold and silver,
Diamond lives in the land in his tale,
tongues of his voice speak to
Tomorrow of our ears to its maze.

When this very land displays its sparkling
Moon at the night of its gravel longitivity,

The old women that know of this very humble
abode, testifies of hospitality and peacefulness.
We made this very land pregnant with love.
We made here the lyrics of dignities all over.

In us lies our future of coexistence among all,
Let's make our shells come by and shade more
light to the dark side of the world with this tale.
A new sighted land tale shall it be when we curl
The future of thousand stars into this very land,

Stay here with one mind not a broken eyes of war.

As the old one dies, sweet tales of modernity
emerged from the shadow of fainted lips.

The nocturnals will light the ambience of this
Land without the voices of terrorist attack.

As we wait with our eyes open to Papa's tale,
Dreams shall come to smile at our troubled mind.

At the feet of this very land of honeyed men,
Father saw a goddess of fruitfulness dwelling.
Values, myths, morals, ethos and heritage of

the land are told with a golden mouthful lips;

Of the heroes and heroines, animals and plants
even canards that once lived here to dine joyfully.
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A Packet Of Lies

I will build houses on the oceans
And you shall have no cause to

Cry again like those without shelter;
I will build an Estate and make it
Free of charge for all masses.

I shall declare my assets naked
When you vote for me this time.

All students shall go on scholarship,

I will build schools and hostel for them,

All the beggars shall dine on my table;

No more beggars strike, all are free to beg no more.
When the rain fall, it shall drench none,

The sun shall not harm our children.

One plate of food twice a day for all public school
Children in the country, is that not a change?

All the children shall be well taken care of

Because they are the leaders of tomorrow.

I will take care of the widows in the land,

I shall be their husband day and night,

None shall be barren in this land of hope;

For there shall be plenty to eat and leave.

The widows shall be elevated in my courtyard,
None shall cry over their lost husbands.

Henceforth, I shall do my own share

In the building of this great nation,

I shall attend to matter of the state,

Great delicate diplomatic issues shall I solve.

The roads shall smile and rejoice when I assume office.

I shall share the national cake equally,

I will repair the refineries and fight corruption in the state,
I shall play my own role in the nation building.

Insurgency shall be no more,
Killing and terrorism shall end,
BH shall I conquer within three months in office,
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Vote for me! vote for change! ! Vote for me! !'!

I know the way to the BH's heart which we know.
I shall stand for everyone in the country,

For I shall go against my own grain to satisfy your
Mutual quest of corrupt free country.

Freedom shall be for the Bus-drivers,

The market women shall testify and rejoice,

I will make our currency higher than the pounds.
I am for everybody and not for anyone,

Vote for change not transformation,

Vote for united nation not for disunity.

Vote for freedom of the press,

Vote for social amenities,

I wll serve those that vote for me and those

That didn't vote for me because everyone has his choice to make.
I will turn the country round to favour all,

The hunt and the hunted, and the hunter.

Abundance of bread shall we all live in,

I promise not to fail you when you vote for me.

(C) Jcv

john chizoba vincent
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A Piece Of Me That Stays

To Isoboye Danagogo

Song about you reminds me of Africa

you are an embodiment of African culture

Look into your palms and see the route

of our lives cemented by love...

A piece of me is in you

and a piece of you is in me;

a piece which clamour for greatness

At the cross road where love lines

crossed path, we built bricks of friendship
Remember, the meatless meal we shared

We coloured our first broken Alphabets

We shared yesterday parrotting the national anthem
which is the symbol of our unity

We sang and clapped together among the congregation,
living in a world of guilty innocence because

we committed so many childish acts

I harbour you in my heart,

hope you do same too talking through poetry

in the piece of me that stays in you.

©John Chizoba Vincent
For Boy Of Tomorrow.
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A Place Called Home

This place called home is now the fire

that burns feet without a second thought.
Negros of our eyes bottled in their sockets,
if the dancing of stupidity can stand fury,
if the tenth of lust can stand knowledge,

if whistling of foolishness can stand love

if sighing of greed can stand wisdom,

then we have a problem here in our home.

Alas! Alas! Forest is better than here!

Jugs of poetry had passed through here

But never have there be any thing done here.
This is not a home to breed children of ours;

The children of the Eagles, this is not their home.
We have no hope for them to build on here
because our fathers never had one for us!

Do you sight any farmer on your way?

What about a flutist, did you see any?

How did you get here, foot or on air?

Agarau's words painted a finger of spot in me,
This is not a home! This is not a home! !

Its sand stands impatiently to many hackers,
What if we trust the penury of this godless place?

Find me another land, this is not a home!

A place called home should accommodate joy,

A place called home should stand for peace,

How I wish we are to choose a place to go in birth

I won't come here to perish in the suffering created by
our greedy selfish leaders, whose lyrics are lies.

Take me out from here to a place called home!

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2019
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A Poet's Life

Do not stand at my grave and weep

If you can't offer me goodness now

That I am blosoming with life ventures.
The better angel of our black nature
Might not know a poet but a poet lives
With his life surrounded with obstacles
Which seems lost and unstable to behold.

A Poet sleep not but always awake

Creating and cancelling lines to suit.

He is here or there thinking on the

Next poem to write which will educate.

He is a thounsand winds that transform men,
Though not present, but his words work
Wonders to the eyes that behold them in open.
Life of a poet is full of imagery and metaphor.

A poet's life is the diamond that preserve dreams,
He foresees what will happen tomorrow but
Sometimes his prophesy push him to demons.

The sunlight that reflect the world lies in the blissful

Life of a poet who plays the tune that sweet the earth.

He is the rain that showers happily but
The people abuse him righteously in a glance.
A poet's life is a life thinking and meditation.

In life, pens are the legs, and book, a friend.
Relaxation could be at flash that torture atoms.
Marriage, a bed of hell buttered with fierce

Hatred of a sweet bitterlove 'cause no time to love.
Children, at the mercy of their own because

Their father as a poet must attend to his calls.
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A poet's life is impeccable,

Leisure admonished with wired eyes soaring for
A simile that could unstable the winds that call.
A poet's life has no definition of itself base on
The perception of the people or the critics there.
His life is the star that shines in the night to

Embarrase the faceless moon and invite the darkness.

The life of poets are the future hidden in the sun.
Though confronted with many challenges of life
But it face back on track of redeemption at dawn,
Never giving in to the white motion of fear.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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A Pull-Earth

I am a pull-earth

Pulling the spirit of the earth,

Cracking imagery in the pool-earth.

I master the personification of the art,

Even when my metaphor is in the cart.

I treasure the cacophy of my word' luxury,
Closer to the motion and fire of my documentry.
Masking of the atmosphere I most cherish,
Breaking wild emotions with a beam I wish.

The testimony of my mouth dances in peace

Even as the words in my palm beam in their race.

I have touched the head of the joyful pool-TREE
And make meaning out of life from a tree.

I am not a poet but a PULL-EARTH

Pulling the spirited spirit of the EARTH.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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A Saviour Is A Mother

A worrior is a mother,

A saviour is a mother destinied to

Shephard her sheep to the right paths.

She watches from the top to the yonder,

She is never tired nor weak in the look out.
Her smiles glitter and sparkle to the whole
world, she is the stars of the earth with an
unsophisticated smile that roll up the mat

Of suffering from the face of the children
whose heart are troubled.

She might not eat but she will feed the sheep,
She would sit beside the cridle and watch over
The innocent face of those that are helpless.
Mother is greatness, mother is kindness,
Mother is purity, mother is love and faithfulness.
A mother is a warrior, a teacher and mediator!
She searches the blank face of her children,
She amend the broken heart and repair a
Worn out laughter that troubled the soul.
There is no one like mother in all the earth.
When pains and sickness make me cry,

She runs up and down to get me treated,
When the sun bark upon my head in joy

She shield me and protect me beyond measure.
A warrior Is a mother, a fighter is a mother,
Decorated with an armour greater than fear.

(C) Voice Of Vincent

john chizoba vincent

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



A Sold Conscience

Guilt has been a part of a sold conscience;

Murder, the eyes through which sold conscience works,

Disobedient has taken toil in mankind history,

Nothing matters any more to a sold conscience but evil and harm on others who
mean no harm to him.

It flares up; argue and disagrees in good things,

It kills at the sight of summer passion.

Crossing conscience by conscience in the dark

Man is baptised with iniquities and transgression
Which take a long time to be healed,

The Animal called man revolt in the garden

And sold his conscience to the deity deadly serpent,
At the precious paradise made by the creator.

They sow wickedness and suffering to the church,
To the world through their disobedient to the law.
Then, in the paradise garden, the spirit of God
Comes down and fellowship with man,

They walk hand in hand like father and son

Until that dark bitter day that the air cracked,
Man sold his conscience to the ancient serpent.

Through one man, sin entered the world smiling,

Through another, the ramsome for the atonement was paid.
He sold yet another conscience to save mankind,

His blood whic speak better thing than blood of Abel

Was sprinkled in agong and sorrow,

He sold his conscience to make us whole and just like him.

Are we truly redeemed of our sins?

Humans speak of lost glory and hope

Calamity has befall mankind beyond words

Who truly rule this world we are in?

When would the government of the true God come?
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Brother against brother, sister against sister,

Mother against father, and father against son.

In the midst of a sold conscience, hard to redeeme
When shall mankind be free in this shortest time of life?

john chizoba vincent
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A Striking Love Physics

3x+2(x"2/10) =20

From this, we have quadratic
equations of two lovers entangled,
One is either twenty or five

x"2+15x-100=0
X2+20x-5x-100=0
X(x+20) -5(x+20) =0
(X+20) (x-5) =0
X=-20or5

They were drunkin love and

became two numbers of themselves

I thought you forget your thought at home because my teacher do not teach us
maths but poetry of two souls and body and spirit and spiritual guides

I broke my body into leaven bread

Scribbling these letters to your mere understanding, look between your
nostrilsyou could find the knitted lovers.

Yours Poetically,
©John Chizoba Vincent

john chizoba vincent
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A Tale To Tell My Mother

She is the beauty of the day
Her smile opens the noon
Her laughter brightens the night.

She is the beauty of the day
Her teeth is the stars' perfection
Her hair is the earth's cover.

When she laughs, the world cum
Her face has the rainbow' colours
I will write my name on her temple

She is the verses of poetry on my lips
Edifying humans future through purity
She is love to whom love is love to.

Her tongue is the seas and the oceans
The golden cherubem clothed in holiness
A juicy saint created beyond description.

On her chest I will live till eternity calls
She is the brightness of my life and destiny
She hold the key to the inner court of me.

She is the beauty of the day I was born
She a mother, a teacher; and a mediator
Standing between me and my chi above.

If you see mother at the market square
Tell her that her son is writing a letter;
A letter that will change her life forever.

(C) John Vincent Ink
All reserved 2016
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A Tattered Call Of Life Treasure

'Hello, can you hear me? '

'Yes, I can hear you. Speak forth to my ears.'

'Now drop your ears to my mouth and hear, brother'

'Ok, here they are'

"I have been betrayed at the backyard and only you

Can bring back the eyes in the darkness to light.

I didn't murder the precious quill I was accused of and, I didn't with held the
thousand songs of the mourners. Look into the goat skin bag on the wall,

You will see the evidence of a sparkling eyes that

Will tell you of my innocence.

Returning the market yesterday, I was restricted of my right as a commoner.
Stained. Battered. Abused without anyone to fight for me.

Then I killed in defense of my weakness, all eyes were there watching, watching
how the mad man slapped and hit me hard, like a harden criminal.

Then I retaliated in tears and killed him right away.

The father took refuge under the roof of his wealth, if the story is told anywhere,
I am innocent of the crime, nothing remain except self confession, confession
that I am guilty to be killed because, my freedom is gone. I will be hang
tomorrow afternoon.’

'No, the beads must be taken to the shrine'

'Do not hear with a watery eyes, it is of a truth that your brother will be hang
tomorrow. If you can go to the darken shrine this night to tell father, do, but
make sure you till the land tomorrow to plant the Ugu, so that we don't die
together. Money for the labourers is in the goat skin bag on the wall and, there;
is your wrist beads in the cupboard, make sure you wear it to the shrine. There
are many gold and silver buried at the inner room behind the clay pot in case you
don't know.

At the shrine, beside the female goddess is a bundles of currency buried by me
when papa died.

Take, merry, and eat; tomorrow may not come to you after am gone.

In fact, let me tell you this ear breaking tattered tale, father is not your father
and I'm not your brother.'

'How tattered and dark is this story? '

'So dark, tattered and fearful brother, the man you called father killed your
father and took you in a shamed ill mannered surrender of cowardice. Becareful
you die not to night in the shrine. Remember, I will be hang tomorrow;
becareful, you may or you may not survive this tribulation.'

'Please, are you the light or the darkness? '

'Drop your ears again, brother. Darkness defined my dark self and your life have
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been in darkness because I was in the room with you.

I will be hang tomorrow, remember; go meet your uncle who is the president of
this country if you can survive this. Here I drop my call, we will never see again if
tomorrow comes but let all runners of accusation fingers know that life itself is a
mystery.'

(C) john chizoba vincent
20/1/ 2016

john chizoba vincent
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A Thought Of A Frog

If only I could fly like the birds round

The world in joy and excitement, i

Would have been the happiest animal on earth.
If only I have shell and wisdom like the Tortoise,
I would have been the wisest animal on earth;
No one will kill or even intimidate me like this.

If only I am a mammal not an Amphibian,

I would have been better off in life than others.

If only my two hind legs are shorter and the other

Two are longer than the hinds, I would have run

As fast as the ostrich and prop not like this little me.

Had it been this webbed feet of mine are like that of a duck, what won't I achieve
on earth when I swim?

I won't have been here if my nose and my eyes are not on my head but on my
face like humans and goat.

I wonder why Goats are stupid and Cat lazy whilst they have what it take to get
to the peak like men.

These thoughts that goats are unwise form clusters in my mind always and I
can't help but cry here.

Why was I created like this?

Why do I have big eyes but can't use them wisely?

I can make my eyes go in and out of the socket but
This I don't like, I want to be like the Horse and Hen!
My ears are rightly behind my bulging Eyes,

My sticky long tongue attached in front of my mouth,
Why? Why? Why is my tongue attached in there?

If you see Mr Rabbit on your way home,

Tell him I need his eyes and ears for an exchange.
Tell him I don't want to be a cold blooded animal,
Tell him I don't want a moist skin any more,
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We can exchange environment now; the creator is unwise in creating me here
that stink like hell.
I want to drink water like humans not absorbing it!

Maybe if Mr Rabbit reject my offer, you can

Talk to the meek Dove that comes to you.

Tell him I don't want to breathe through my skin again, we can exchange
environment for a minute.

I will like it up there where the air is abundant.

I don't want to sheds my skin and then eats it like

A Dog who vomited and returned back to its vomits.

Although it keeps me healthy but I don't want it.

I am tired of being a frog and I can't help it being a frog in this rejected area of
life where life is a jungle.

(C) John chizoba Vincent
All Right Reserved 2016

john chizoba vincent
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A True African

A TRUE AFRICAN

A true Africa believes in hospitality

Not in hostility of his fellow brother

He believes in the sound of drum of

Wisdom in his ears for transformation

A true African believes in obedience to the law
Not in disloyalty of the brotherhood

A true African believes in unity and progress

A true African protect his home and household

He is a good leader filled with love and passion

He never shade innocent blood but sing of oneness
A true African stands for peace

He stand for success and liberty

A true African is brave and couragerous

He endures hardship with hope and determination
He is faithful against all life odds and pains

A true African is inspired professionalism

He guide, protects, secure and manage his home
He stands like the Iroko, unshaken by the wind
He looks after his offspring like motherhen does
He is a lion of the forest so strong amidst pains
Though he may fall, but he rises

He is a true black brother in lifeline

A true black brewries perfection

A true black skin is an educated fellow.

Under the rain and sun, he walks diligently for a common goal for peace, love,
underserved kindness

And smooth drive to rekindled prosperity

A true African believe in love

A true African believe in loyalty and orderliness

He welcomes division of labour among his brothers

He never slack nor is he sluggish with his time

A true African is humble, disciplined and mighty

We are Africans, we are truly Africans,
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We stand and believe in our cultural values
Abundence and unity in cultural diversity

Our soil are fertile and welcoming

We are the world, Africans are the world

Gay marriage is not in our blood neither lesbianism
And homosexualism part of our culture

We have culture and tradition to protect and

To pass to posterity after we are gone

Our forebears guide us from behind

Truly, we are Africans, the world see through us
Wisdom, knowledge abode spiritually within us

All hail Africa, all hail west Africa

All hail Africa, all hail north Africa

All hail Africa, all hail south Africa

All hail Africa, all hail east Africa

All hail Africa, all hail central Africa

Mother Africa, we pledge to you with our lives
Unto you our resources and love goes to
Forever shall you be hail and be lifted.

john chizoba vincent
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A True Nigerian

A true Nigerian is brave like the Lion,

He is courageous, hospitable and kind.

He never shies away from responsibilities;

In his hearts of heart he controls all within him.
Through faith, he moves without stopping;

Even when there are many road blocks, he conquers.

A true Nigerian is patriotic and loyal,

He is not a gambler nor a fraudester.

He walks to achieve a common goal; unity.

He sees black as black and white as white.

He is the eyes that the country boast of home and abroad when he brings home
the glory of love.

A true Nigerian never discriminates among his people.

A true Nigeria is a good leader in his home and country, he sees beyond looting
of money and

Embazzlement of public fund in his trust.

A true Nigeria is perfectly perfect in perfection,

He is not dubious as you may think and have in your

Wrongly wronedg mind of mind towards him.

A True Nigerian is never lazy and idle like they say,
He is hardworking, goal driven, dreamer and doer.

He knows his rights and obligations in his society.

A true Nigerian is a true African decorated with an
Unfading black blood in his strongly strong vein.

He is honest, gentle, courageous and easy-going man.
A true Nigerian is a poet because he sees beyond you.

A true Nigerian is holy not fanatic fool in the church.
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A true Nigerian believes and hope in the land of his forebears that goodness shall
spring out from it.

He is educated, intelligent, world class citizen and

A thunder that strikes to destroy evil among his people.

He looks right into your eyes and tell you tomorrow.

A true Nigerian is a reader not a watcher of event,

He is a researcher, world class entrepreneur.

A true Nigerian obeys the laws of the land,

He is a goal getter among all in the World.

Show me a million succeessful men around the world and; I will show you
thousand of Nigerians among them.

We are blessed in many ways, nurished with a talent of gifts; Nigerians are
blessed and uplifted.

We believe that If something that was going to chop off your head only knocked
off your cap, you should be grateful and when a girl has beauty without Brains,
the Private parts suffer the most.

We are Nigerians, we are proudly Nigerians.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent

john chizoba vincent
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A Word To Wivea

To keep your marriage smiling
Never point your finger on the
Hungry face of your husbands,
Never dream like a woman in

the Disney World Series of lies
and paint that clothed sorrows

To keep your love brimming,
Never accuse your husband

Of the missing meat in the pot.
Husbands don't dwell much

In picking meat from drowning pot.
Learn to carve yourself in a

Mirror of your mind off things.

To keep your marriage laughing
With love in a loving family,
Whenever you are wrong,
Accept it and cry a little for him.
Whenever you are right,keep
Your mouth shut in the closet
Husbands are made of egos.

To keep your marriage working,
Love to cook and never remain
Busy in the sinful kitchen for fun.
The cloud that covers marriages
Are obtaining pleasant hut that
Carries charms of destruction.
Men are bodies of passwords
Hashed in anger and frustration.

To keep your marriage like bodies
embroidered in the morning bosom,

Try the pot of coffee tabled in the heart
Of happiness and excitement in the
Heart of your husband's name.

Learn to love and love again like a ghost
Of life trying to please divinity softness.
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Yours Poetically,
©John Chizoba Vincent

john chizoba vincent
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A World Without Vincent

A WORLD WITHOUT VINCENT

Vincent is the beauty of the day

With a sparkling body that shine

And make the earth smile beautifully.

He stands in the midst of the earth

In greatings to all it habitats in perfection

Vincent is the light of the world

Whose brightness surpass the day.

He stands above the sun with his
Glamouring teeth to revolved the world
round the sun which cause day and night

He is the stars and the moon

That clear the darkness and

Separate the night and day as an enemy
Vincent is the conquerer, the hope and the
Miracle whose words rekindled the death

Vincent is the air that never crack in noon
Technology that rule the world to naturalism
Creator of immortal man that Exist to nurish
The world with their undiluted breast milk
Under the unfriendly atmospheric weather.

Vincent is the fire and the treasure

Which lies in the undying belly of the phonix.

Vincent is human with an immortal heart
Sent to love, hate, protect and secure
The inbalance nature yet to balance.

Vincent is a movie, the art, the music
The rhythm of lonely women's heart.
Vincent is a poet Whose pen bleed
To create a change to the world
Whose pen' blood hurt so many.

Vincent is love, the night of the night
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Darking the world to make human rest

In him lies hope for the voiceless

He stitches the boundary between the have
And the have not in the lonely society.

Vincent is the uncorruptable government
Singing unpreached righteousness to man
While men sleep, he covers their hearts in
The closet of his fortuned wide palms of love.
He sees apple of hope in Every creature.

Vincent is the sweet death in men's shoe
Devouring them happily every morning

Then covert the dead into foetus in wombs
Dust to foetus, man imperishable and immortal
A world without vincent exist in a dream.

john chizoba vincent
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Adewunmi

Adewunmi

You are the moon, am the star,
You are the colour of my blood.
You are the cure, am the virus;
You're the maker of my muse.
Don't tell me of tomorrow cos
My tomorrow lives in your today.

Adewunmi

You are the sun, am the sky,

You are the night, am the darkness;

You are the eyes that searches my soul.

You are the palm that guide my life safely.

Your words are the movement of my blood,
Through your words my dreams are made perfect.

Adewunmi

Let your breathe deliver me from women,
From the pulse within your vein I live today,
You are the mountain that men bow to pay
homage to because treasure is your name.
When the farmers are no more, when the
Teachers forget their books at home, your
Name shall be their lesson note, Adewunmi.

Adewunmi

The maiden of the ancient Ijebu kingdom,

The caressing breeze salute with a glare,

The scary fierce fire stood at the mention of
Your name before its glittering wickedness,
My bones wriggled at the sound of your name,
If I speak gently of your name heaven will fall.

Adewunmi
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There is life in praise of your beauty,

The sphere you move on is the ground

The devil dread to walk on without chaos.
Listen woman! He that sees you sees goodness,
Come stand in front of my door, I want to see
You at the crow of a new dawn from the west.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016

john chizoba vincent
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Adieu Elechi Amadi

With the voice of Niyi Osundare,

I will sing a beautiful song to your
Departing spirit until my voice ache,

A brave saint you are cracking every

nut that refuse to put on a smile on face.

You are a drumer breaking the wind

of a glory once stolen from humans,
Adieu great man of the eastern voice.
Legs of patriotic eyes watches printed
Footsteps on the sand of your yesterday.

In the spirit of Fela Anikulapo Kuti,

I will dance and sing alone to you.

Adieu great gem once behold in glory,
your name is still carved on the sky

from one generations to another, you live.

Adieu! Adieu! ! We all say in unison,

we've marketed our souls to mourn you,
deeper than sword, your words pierce

Into our souls for tomorrow which is to come
Rest we shall meet in glory soonest.

john chizoba vincent
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Aduke

Aduke

Beat the sky to coma

With the string of your heartbeat
I will wait for the striving thunder
Then seize the light from coming

Aduke

Smile back at the rain

Your love has developed wings

To dance to jerusalem

Howbeit we've come to the end of the road
When I needed you more.

Aduke

Dance for my feasting eyes

My soul seek to have you within
My red blood cell to regenerate
The motionless fibre within

Aduke

Sound the drums louder
My legs want some rythms
From an immortal heart of
A yoruba maiden in joy

john chizoba vincent
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Afamefuna

Afamefuna

Lend me your heart this night

Let me cuddle its soothing feelings

It uniqueness worth millions in the market
I want to make my soul your home of hope.

Afamefuna

Let your smile tickle my woman to grace

A pack of my dimples will rise at your sight

I will channel the moon to brighten your life
At the embrace of your caressing light I bow.

Afamefuna

The song of your song reminds me of Africa
When I see your footsteps on the breast of the
soil, I will know its smoothness and perfection
Your uncommon attire is priceless among all.

Afamefuna

Udenwa, the flutist made a mistake in counting
those gumless set of teeth that tells of tomorrow
Ugonma presumed your natural colourful skin

to be a broken whitish bleach body from the west.

Afamefuna

The greatest of them all in the forest of warriors
I will declaim you among the maidens of Nkporo
Then my name, your name shall be forever mine

Carved supreme among the thousands of happy stars.

Afamefuna

To live is you and to die is your grace
Your walks are my acquired inspiration
Many have seen you in my uplifted eyes
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Perfectly perfected like the sun risen in Roman.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent

Voice Of Vincent 2016
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Africa, A Land Of Childhood

This is a land of lands where dreams

are planted in the longing eyes of a child.

Lives are redefined for societal upliftment,
children build castles in the seashore and

watch the passage of tradition and culture
from the custodians to the younger ones.

We speak of those tales under the moonlight,
grace the festivities hopping in around villages.
Boys stay uphills to tell girls tale of prestige,
Girls gather in the stream to sing and dance.
When boys come, they run here and there
madly to cover their innocent nakedness

We watch the elders chew kolanuts

under the setting of the old ruggered sun.
Children remember the farm land like their palm,
the dreadful thunder, they chase with curse.
Hopeful land AFRICA is, a land of expression.
We sweep clean our hearts with love.

Our skin colours are our proud name,

no full flame, next fall, next rise joyfully,
With love and new opinions, we strive on.
She watches signifies come and go,

names immortalized on her wall...

This is the land that harbours our childhood.

Boys chase girls along the village tracks,

not without sending our souls errand to

tell them of our longing thoughts craving.
When we misbehave, we tell the elders the lie.
Cry of fearful rodents we follow downhills to
derive joy from their fears and heartbeat.

We have no problem except those we created,
We have no sin except those we learned of.
Life, a funfair, sure path to imperfection.
Elders meet elders, women meet women,
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boys tell boys tales and girls giggle often.

Africa made us who we are to the world,
spotlight of the undescribed world of sin.

Images and prime creature above all specie.
Downhills are green grasses spreading potentially.
Tell men of high condition that manage the globe
that our black colour is not a crime to nature.

Africa is a land of childhood.

©John Chizoba vincent
Cam'god 2017

This is a land of lands where dreams

are planted in the longing eyes of a child.

Lives are redefined for societal upliftment,
children build castles in the seashore and

watch the passage of tradition and culture
from the custodians to the younger ones.

We speak of those tales under the moonlight,
grace the festivities hopping in around villages.
Boys stay uphills to tell girls tale of prestige,
Girls gather in the stream to sing and dance.
When boys come, they run here and there
madly to cover their innocent nakedness

We watch the elders chew kolanuts

under the setting of the old ruggered sun.
Children remember the farm land like their palm,
the dreadful thunder, they chase with curse.
Hopeful land AFRICA is, a land of expression.
We sweep clean our hearts with love.

Our skin colours are our proud name,

no full flame, next fall, next rise joyfully,
With love and new opinions, we strive on.
She watches signifies come and go,
names immortalized on her wall...

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



This is the land that harbours our childhood.

Boys chase girls along the village tracks,

not without sending our souls errand to

tell them of our longing thoughts craving.
When we misbehave, we tell the elders the lie.
Cry of fearful rodents we follow downhills to
derive joy from their fears and heartbeat.

We have no problem except those we created,
We have no sin except those we learned of.
Life, a funfair, sure path to imperfection.
Elders meet elders, women meet women,
boys tell boys tales and girls giggle often.

Africa made us who we are to the world,
spotlight of the undescribed world of sin.

Images and prime creature above all specie.
Downhills are green grasses spreading potentially.
Tell men of high condition that manage the globe
that our black colour is not a crime to nature.

Africa is a land of childhood.

©John Chizoba vincent
Cam'god 2017
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Africans Are Humans Also.

We are all humans not monkeys!
Africans are humans not Apes!

We have our pride to protect

We have our dignities and fate to guide,
treat us not like the dogs in the street.

Why slaughter our fate publicly?

Why enslave our own thoughts?

Check your environment and tell

If the sun that rises is not from Africa,
Don't bite the hand that is still feeding you.

This is our traces...

You came to us with mirrors,

you left with our heritage.

Our parents were blind to see

They fell and we failed in the quest.

This is our hope...

Shine through our evil end,

Talk to the bag of tricks played on us,

Then our vowed slaves shall be remembered
With water packaged in a basket of tears.

This is our fairy doom...

They naked our substances in the sea,

Our fathers died without their eyes closed,
Tomorrow they told to protect us from you,
but here we are slaves of our yesterday.

This is our today...

You still occupied our land in the name of civilization and modernization of trade.
The slave trade returns better and wiser,

We have no call to our deity again for life.
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The life we live now we live in you...

Spotless fragments of spotless figures

When this is written in history, let all

Be told of how I said, we said and they said

Africans are humans also but, why this indifferent treatment?

©John Chizoba Vincent
Cam'god
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After Nineteen Sixty

The nineteen sixty of my memory

The white label was changed to black.

Then came the black lions with a sharpened teeth

And mouth so wide to devour the economy.

They sang to the whites that we could handle ourselves

But all their dreams were to mislead and embezzle

The priceless gift of nature endowed to us

Leaving behind the etiquette and good manners of patriotism.

after the republic arrived in the nation,

Then the lions started biting and chewing

Our bodies, tolling and devouring our wealth.
Our forehead marked the spot they have bitten,
We howled but no rescue came because

The white labels had gone, gone for good.

Then the war came with its mighty hands

To worsen our situation.

There, our brothers, sisters, mothers, and
fathers died honourably.

our dreams were dashed away crying,

houses burnt down sadly,

Peace were asked to leave for fear and war.
Hunger were asked to speak for satisfaction.
Could nineteen sixty be remembered for good?
Could we still smile in our humble land?

When shall the future come, leaders?

We measure our suffering with smiles

Yet, things are not getting better.

In the nineteen sixty of my memory,

The flag was raised to welcome peace

As a significant of the white laid in between.
Yet, peace and harmony remain far beyond.
The pigs deceived us in believing their selfish
interest, Our blood the street dogs feasted on.
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Why didnt we leave the white labels?
it could have been better than killing ourselves
In hatred and selfishness after Nineteen sixty.

john chizoba vincent
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After The Last Breath

Ashes to ashes

Dust to dust

From God you came

And to God you will return
Go in peace to heaven

We lay you down here

After the last breath you took
As the wind blows

You will be committed to mother earth
Your speck of sunshine lost
Because you are going home.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice of Vincent 2016
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Am Not Afraid To Die

AM NOT AFRAID TO DIE

I Guess We are who we are
Headlight shine in darkness

Let my emotions drives on

Never in the mood to react

Don't place the horrible blame on me

We search into our separate past
Maybe we took this to far by
Cleaning our closet in public eyes
We agree to disagree, taking us in

I Guess We are who we are
With a dirty past thundering in
The strangers eyes around
The wardrope of our heart

Are hidden agenda marring us

We are clashing without our knowing
The death of my cause is never born
We float without a main cause governing
Us in this unpalatable move of headlights

Am not afraid to die

Even death herself fears

The clashes, the rhythm of my

Heart in overwhelm and sadness

Listen to my worries and tell the future.

We are one without a cause

So am coming home tonight

To erase those forbidden feigned

No matter the cause, Even this

Plane goes down, truth will be take Home.

Am not afraid to die in an enemy's arms

Am not afraid to kick and fall, no!
I have been there before where the air moan
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Yet the wind never carry me as a sinner.
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Ambitions

i will stand like an iron peg,

driven into the frozen ground, immovable,
Confront my fear and wear courage like a shield
Round my head.

Dislike my self and image in the face of the world.
My ambition is to fight the tyrants.

In their cruel kindness to the masses

I wait for no angel to revolt.

I do not crave for mercy upon them,

they have done us no good.

They have betrayed us and we cover our shame with grasses.

In them lies our strengths and voices,

I will go to them like i desire to climb mount Everest.
I am determined to clear them all.

My ambitions is to see to the happiness of my people,
to redeem them all to freedom.

My persistent is what money is to man.

I will never relent in all my dealing.

I desire to be successful to serve my people

as a follower not as a selfish leader.

john chizoba vincent
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An African Woman

AN AFRICAN WOMAN

The lady in white has make me insane

With the blissful frangrances of her laughter,
Clouded with a beautiful image of love.

She is the art of my love's story riding

Holiness in the courtyard of my soul.

She mannered her attitude with soulful lullaby,
Behold her flashy teeth radiating like the sun

Put your ears to listen to her sweet song.

Behold her walks majestically as the queen of my heart, the air glorifying among
the trees

Can't someone tell me who she is, married or not?
A woman of Africa, I presumed,

Her beauty penetrate into my heart amiably

With her blue charming eyes, she got me going.
An African woman, the beauty of the world

So tender, kind and endurable to nature.

Her appearance soiled my emotions and altered
My feelings of loneliness in the garden.

She walks alone with a basket in her hand
Receiving from nature the fruits of her labour.

An African woman, the mother nature's right hand
Make me your husband for in you lies my future.

john chizoba vincent
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An Ode To Abia State

Proud city of traders
You dwells independently
Hustlers all around your coast.

In you lies hope
Green grasses all around you
You never forsake a poor man.

Home of God

Hands glittering in joy

Your daughters once conquered tax
Nakedness was their weapons,
Guiding your proud inheritage.

You will not fall again

Once again your roads shall wear
a new face, we shall stand tall
Wear smile like a crown

For Abia state shall live above all.

(c) John Chizoba Vincent
From_A_Pen_Refusing_Frustration
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An Ode To Omoruyi Uwuigiaren

When thousand stars shall glow,
You'll be there among their brightness.
You are the moon savored in joy.
There are stories about us unwritten,
You live by the center of my heart
Because our emotions run together.

Writers are never tired of their work,

So we must write to defend freedom;

Those freedom words written in your heart,

Those freedom of human rights seen in you.
Your heart will never swallow enough words,
More and more shall you write and re-write.

Your of a superb blood linage of warriors,
Your lips are the drum beating for change;
Reformation of human race so demaged.
Before the echoes of yesterday resurrect,
We will make a great future of kind writers
who will carry water to the top of the hill.

Unto your kindness I pledged in peace,

I am proud to call you a great mentor,

I am so fond to call you my own demi-god.
Of a truth you are the greatest of them all,
The beholders of penful words on earth.
You're a tree that bears good fruits...

New firewood summons delicious meals,

Dawn breaks, cloud yawns, eagles flap afresh,

But your courage and muse shall remain strong.
You'll not shade a skin of weathiness to somebody,
Ode to a brilliant man from the big heart of south;
Ode to Omoruyi Uwuigiaren, my dearest at heart.
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At the brightest side of tomorrow we'll meet,
There are good things to come from the door.
We look upto you in fecilitation of love- -
Under the rain and sun, we march on with you,

In pains and agony, we must move on your side.

Ode to you, great man of the Niger Delta.
(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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Ancestor's Cult.

Psychopomp led me into afterlife

into the souls' of our forefathers,

into the dire grave, spiritualism,

i saw spirits, deities, the deads;

the beneficient dead of the night.

i laid on the ancestor's cult below

resting returns of darkness of theancient historical cult of culture.
i was introduced to the angelic

beings of ritual magic, the spirit

guides of theosophy and mysticism

the aliens of ancestral Ufology, Africanism and the neopagan gods which are the
thought of soulsm.

my soul shattered and I found hope.

Yours Poetically,
©John Chizoba Vincent
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And Africa Came.

And Africa came with a beauty regalia,

the sun was on her with a toothful giggle,
the breeze waved by dancing along paths.
She seized many eyes attention at the gate,
no human was able to think or worry again.

Her eyes shone like the stars of heaven,

Her nose pointed professionally to the sky,
beautiful legs she came with for all to see
and men were lost in the myopic of their love.
Home she brought back from abroad to stay.

And Africa came with a broad grin to tender,
Mother praised her innocence to the waves,
Father rejoiced with his clans who joined.
We have gotten a land flowing with love,
nothing is cupped in the envy of their soul.

And Africa shall serve all who dreams,
clothed in a freeway way of understanding,
Our yams are at the village square for her,
We have prepared the kola nuts for all clans
No more bathos of war in the land of Africa.

This is our dreams that a messiah to come,
now Africa has come with a gladden heart
no more pains of Armageddon shooting war
For who stand here is of harmony and grace
And Africa came with love to protect all.

©John Chizoba Vincent
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And Benue Tears Cried.

Let's create two cities: death and tears,

We'll name our tears shitholes because we've forgotten why we were called so by
he whom power rests on his shoulders.

These memories of ours we titled death are fragments of our mistakes left in the
bodies of innocent Benue.

Let's bake this situation in hundred feet fold in a foot of messages,

We'll peel and slice our tears to the cries of those blood shattered in the
cascadingground of Benue; we've failed ourselves!

If by this mourning we tried to live before we die, we will die before we live.
Leave your breathe in hundred fold and allow your nose to smell rusty agony.
Tears are sweet savor of pains in the eyes.

And Benue's tears cried in the gory melodious hand of Fulani Herdsmen!

If we fail to write to right now, we will right to write wrong days to come.

When the blood of my brothers and sisters and husbands and wives and Children
quaked in the darkest street,

We kept mute, run into snail's shell to cry,

We Watch the faces of those killing and smile, remember, Karmais nearer.

I have written to my mother about

My oath I broke yesterday in tears

I have written to my father about the consolation we could have had in mind,
About those skulls that rained like water

About you and me left before the lamp goes off.

We are in between the fingers of a split rock in the forest of manslaughter.
Leave your laughter and search for those broken clay where tears are
hidden,grab your portion cos,

it is time to cuddle and cry for our misfortunes in the land of Benue.

Yours Poetically,
©John Chizoba Vincent
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And Libya Saw Our Weaknesses

and my CNN opened on a breaking news on a dark street in Libya, about
Nigerians chained to be sold as slaves.

the television slide and roved over,

their tears shattered and their blood spoke of pains on the blazing ground.
the newscaster hid her face,

the screen went on chaos,

the remote ceased as their tears quaked the entire earth.

from people' basket of wailing, my heart shrieked and three cities were built:
graveyard, hell and death.

This was the totality of manslaughter,

a trade made by Africans against Africans.

they made their souls like an old nest,

torturing their brothers as if night and day are not the same to a blind man.
another ship has capsized in my body and my eyes is yet to find fins.

I have to die for these men!

I will hold down Libya for this blood!

I will decorate their cities with skulls and cracking cackling ghosts.

I will spread black demons on their grounded farmland.

I will break the bones of your infants,

Make their youths desolate to the world.

I will curse their old men and women,

Their riversshall be blood like Egypt.

Not in this season will my brothers wail like this and my government is silent!
Libya! Libya! 'When I shall start my dirge, your home shall be my starting point.
I have written my national diplomacy,

the world has seen my woes howled,

I have consulted the embassies of the UN

remember, butter is not made for monkeys!

when those blood shall start singing an elegy, none of your ears shall stand.

the last time I visited Libyan cemetery,

Nigerian dusts was what I saw.

if you see my mother looking out for me through the window,tell her I have gone
to Libya for my countrymen.

I am not a streamline to be wasted,
I will like to see if there are survivors,
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I will like to see my people even their dust because I will take them back home
If my government is silent, i won't be!

these are men that have children,

these are women that need husbands,

these are youths, our pride, to run our memories, to sip our memories, to occupy
those bed back home.

Libya! Libya!lWhere are my seeds seized on your border of sin and destruction?
leave me to a piano, I will play a note of your cruelty and music of sadness!
Bite your own tongue and see how painful it is to engage in a war.

and these weaknesses of my people you won't see in me,I shall stand like
Okonkwo to kill and make life to those who wants to live!

I will anoint your head with sore palmwine that forsake fermentation.

those bloodyou wasted are the sap of ancestral trees.

till then,if see my father looking out for me,tell him that I have Libya on my
palms, our weaknessesthey saw yesterday is not cowardice but strategies and
passport to reach the world.

it is @ martyrdom, making me to wax stronger.

we walk our sagging lips

through a street of walls and emptiness

we hold our hopes and they fall like sands creating cascaded dreams like a
rainbow in the sky.

Nigeria is blood not water!

Your Poetically,
©John Chizoba Vincent
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And The Air Cracked

The destructive arrows was shot into the air
And the air cracked and things fall apart.
The power sector dismentled, and

The economy seized.

Humans are slaughtered in may ham

every where in the street by human goat.
Fowls are not seen street any more,

whilst the goats bleats no more.

the country has fallen into pieces

Who shall be our messaiah in the long run

john chizoba vincent
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And The Poet Wept

He sat among the broken Calabash

With a broken red lips weeping.

His elephant like muse hidden behind

The earthless atmosphere crying like a child.

His venom birthed sadness among the sadist,

He watched the parrotted parrots parrotting by;
They were writing on the papers instead of him.

He saw the Eagles talking to the astraying crowd
Instead of him playing the game to his people.

He had been beaten twice in the face of Injustice,
His penless pen had failed him and the looters

Has once laughed at him because he could

Not stand as a man to fight for his people.

When he looked at the mirror and saw himself;
The shadow that showed the rejected fellow;

The grin on his wrinkled face, he wept and wept.
When he saw the reflection of injustice on his
Eyes, he cried, so sad is the world to him; so sad!
He could not fight what he should have fought for,
Many saw the scars of disgrace buttered on his
Life, he hid but couldn't hide his flowing pitied tears.
It is sadness that anticipate freedom when fellows
Are driven in sanity of silence, silence that Kkills.

He has watched the people shed their seasonal
Tears and wept at the time when the clouded cloud
Frown at the inhabitant of the clayed earth where he
Belong, upon his divided eyes, the earth is cursed.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016

john chizoba vincent
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And The Sun Sets

Another star fades while the sky darkens,

The earth in joy for yet another meal to be
Taken in a relaxed smiling cupped manner;

Yet another feast of hope for the vultures.

The clouded cloud parted ways in conflict.

A film coated flame covers his eyes home,

And the joy at heart bubbles like troubled water,
There he moves to join his maker in peace.

Words are few, thoughts are deep, memories

Of you will always be kept; prayers not forgotten.

It is hard to say the inevitable to the one lost now,

It is hard to say goodbye to a journey that one would return no more to his
people and loved ones but,

I must make my tears fill a bucket to be taken by all.

Thought of you make my eyes wanders for your shadow which always roam here
and there in me.

Alas! The farmers are back as the sun sets in fear,

All holding their jaws in pitied sorrowful mouth.

Alas! The market women are back with nothing.

Ring the bell in the field, tell it to all wanderers

That a rare soul is lost to unknown destination.

Who shall I call when the tears are flowing?

Who shall call me those names for you only?

Are those light litted in my life by you still alive?

Shall we return to the rising of the sun not its sittings?
I can bring back the hand of time when we were
Younger and promising, maybe I shall see you again.

You fought the fight to be here with us
To no avail because it has been written this day.
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Death is inevitable but not the worst thing to happen.

Through the vacuum of loneliness I dream,
Through the matching hope of forgetfulness I see,
No power was taken without blood and soon

The blood shall redeem you and set you free

And the sun shall rise again and set no more.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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And You Said We Shouldn'T Talk

you said we shouldn't talk

When the rain come mightily on us

You said we shouldn't cry of pain

When those animals leave us in

Between misery and sorrow

Why tear my spirit and make

Me live my life like a battered fool

Who knows not his left and right

And you said i shouldn't talk?

We are human in human form

And you said we shouldn't talk

After what they did to our brothers and sister.
I will make my voice sound louder

Like the dancers drum not hidden until

We are pushed to discover who we are

And what lies inside of us.

The dreams of walking begins after yesterday's
Struggle to crawl and fallen in tears.

And You said we shouldn't talk when
Mothers failed to give breast to their babies
You said we shouldn't talk when

father had beaten that boy to death

We have to talk to erase those fears in us
It is only our weapon of war.

john chizoba vincent
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Animal Ambition

ANIMAL AMBITION

Power and authority to rule and
Control the universe in their teste
Drive to conquer the world
Digging deeper to understand

The ingrediate that coupled

The world Together by the creator.
The foundation of death and how

Possible to over thrown the enemy.

john chizoba vincent
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Another Weekend Gone

Another weekend gone and

You are not here with me:

My eyes search for your shadow,

My mouth longs for your Kiss,

My heart keeps skipping a beat

Like a man leaving home to a prison yard.

The door I look at frequently like the sky,

Hoping to see and embrace you therein.

Why should I be ashamed of looking at my own nakedness?
Why would love hurt like a heart attack?

Another weekend gone and you are not here,

Another day gone in tears and you are not here.

For so long I have been waiting for you,

When will you come back home?

My heart spits fire and venom because, your
absence hurt like the pains of leaving childhood.

In my palms, I have written your names,

But the colours; the colours of our love you took
Away from the shelf to your journey unknown.

Tell me, when is it going to be that I see you again?

The flowers stopped breathing when you left,

The world to me becomes home to the loners.

Why do you have to go when the day is still young?
Why do you have to leave me in between illusion?
Your footprint designed in the template of my heart
Has darkened my feelings about love and its lust.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

83



Another weekend gone!

Another weekend gone! !

And I still look forward to behold your smiles;

Look forward to hear the sound of your laughter in my ears.

I hide my tears when I say your name before the stars

Your face still makes me laugh when I remember it in the eye of my eyes
languishing in your absence.

Another weekend gone, another you left in my heart.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent.
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Aroma Of A Broken Heart

Fearfully filed emotions and feeling weeping,
Integrated sorrow, bottled pains, hush tears;
Generate the entire atmosphere to madness.

The aroma of the lustful lost environ lashes

The oversized bellied walls of the stinking heart.
No sight of goodness but stuffy smoke filled home.

Stinks stationed in every part of the heart,
silent flavoured tears with mucus, blood
decomposed green odour seen in pain.
Tasteless filled aroma generated in lust.
The heart is sick, sick of the hole in whole,
The wound within was never to be healed,
It looks out for vengence and revenge to all.

The shadow of death smells along its path,

Looking out for the thousand moons that hurt,

An Aroma of a burning heart perceived in hurt
Smells like the burning flames of the wild fire;
Wildfire on an arrogant wet grassed in the forest.
Atmosphere of grief, sadness, mutilation and
sorrow fills the air as the eyes sight a broken heart.

The aroma of a broken heart smells

More dangerous than the smoke of a wildfire.
Teach the heart the act of goodness to avoid

A broken part that mighty soil others shamefully.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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Awkwardness

carving their names on the world's flesh like scars,

they won't waste their breath on the news of dead men.

if there are things humans should learn, it is how to
leave their emotions out of the equations uncourtly,
Keep an eyes on their flank, naturally and neutrally.
under a worried sky, the wind striped, blood shattered,
not in this rat hole shall children learn to sip passage of
rotten loyalty from their fathers. through sun and
through shadows, we'll walk by the side of the sun.

the sky, the earth's fate is bound till eternity,

If that up goes down, the other sip a reminiscence of
forgetfulness which is seen in the heart of women.

we can heal each other, we can reclaim perpetuity,

a fable told from the book of Azra, trust issues but

not in the cuddled care of mother fate whose template
Of love swells and faints at the sight of an oblong face.
let's man this forest of people that beloved hatred,

let this castle of cruelty home you after the night.

we'll watch the black linen of the stars across

the eyes of the Eagles in the sky for boring of nature,
we'll book Edom for the sins of Moses when time
takes part in the howling of the oceans could be

So devastating and a loved one ineptness delayed.
clumsiness of the moon is what made the sun,

let those without mouth render a theme of odium

to another forgone yesterday but remembered today.
we are the fault in the skin of the humble stars.

we are back from where we began our journey,
we smelt the fragrance of yesterday's fire now. the
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slavery of every torn garment is awkward of peace.

you heard our voices through the wind when you

listen to it over and over again without a double ear.
every of us that leaves find a place in the skies' body.

a curse. A spell. A magic. A bound. Every spell cast

was horrible and ghost hunting among men of the past,
yet, our fathers betrayed us with lack and backwardness.

take a walk pass memory lanes, we'll leave our voices

at the back of the moon before morn awakes freedom.

how we built shatter for broken souls, how we pulled gory
and miseries from their eyes, how we heard their agony
shrieked yesteryear was something unspeakable.

we'll see our imagination again at their feet and eyes,

taught the flowers how to carry our smell to tomorrow;

we'll not make mistake of selling our children to poverty again
but, we'll carve a new world around not in awkwardness

Yours Poetically,
© John Chizoba Vincent
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Azuza

Azuza,

Remember, we shall not walk like people without hope under the sun that curse
our back in stupidity.

Remember the thunder boat was made to shield us

From the tears that wriggled at the sight of our agony.

If you leave us alone in this forest of sorrow and pain,

Who shall then come to our rescue before sunset?

Azuza,

Let it be told that we have no deaf gods in our land;

Break into the space of our virgin land and make it

Fertile, couple the rain into twos to water our land.

Remember here our grand fathers dance in your upliftment and grace upon this
land of peace.

We wait here in the otherside where men smile without their teeth and tongue
being expose to the bastard earth; for he is an orphan whose mother died
during his birth and his father, when he heard he was born.

Azuza,

We have climb the mountain and the hill beckon us

To come and see the water that is left weeping at the outcast of the village.
Azuza! Azuza! ! Mother said you are a good master but a bad servent and father
said, your loins deceived them during the harvest of their tomorrow's joy.

When the air shall resurrent and see hope, your heart shall be it clapping ground
and your mouth, an umbrella that will educate it of what the future say.

Azuza,
Is there any woman whose dreams come to pass?
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Is there any woman without a labour pain?

Remember, you created forgetfulness because of labour pains among the women
fold.

When last did you remember the pains of labour?

Why did your sons use our tears as wine and tea?

We chew stones and you are happy and joyful,

The roof of your eyes now behold our back with untouchable monster strips that
sour the eyes.

Your laughter opens the womb of mother earth to her fury to consume us and
rejoice.

Azuza,

Why have you decided to treat us thou like a lepel?

Our forebears once stood here to slain goats for you,

Why do you want to turn our heads to the back?

What have we done before the morning flowers?

Can we confront you? No! we are not up to that standard in our quest for
freedom as humans.

It is an indefinite boast of ignorance to those that says we do not know where
the gods live; that shall not be our tale before the moon.

john chizoba vincent
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Back To My Root

I am going back to the acient call

Of creativity where I belong;

I am the interpreter of the interpreters,

I am going back to writing that my life

Is build on till eternity.

If you could separate oil from water, you can

Separate me from holy writings.

I am going back to my root to uproot the hidden

Pains of my people, I am for them what book is to teachers.
I stand to defeat injustice in my home town

So that when I die posterity would forget me not.

I shall remain the legend I was made to be while am alive.
And my name written on the stars and the soil and, the moon and the sun.

john chizoba vincent
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Beast Of No Nation

Look at them wasting in vain,

Matching to the rock to be seen,

They are the beast of no nation;

Their mouth lack the voice to speak
Because the eyes of their eyes are

The magic that sort madness to the core.

Are they monkeys or chimpanzees?

Are they Elephants or Gorillas?

They chameleon their colours

Waiting to deceive mankind to doom.
They don't belong to any nation I know,
Their song sound for no just nation,
Their voices echoe for no just nation
But their selfishness is to themselves.

Yesterday, they were here without recognition

Many rejected them because they are crooks;

They have dived into the pot meant for tomorrow's
Soup and the eyes of morrow cannot keep them.
Others are matching left and they are matching right,
If there is any dream left in their eyes, it is to get to
The peak of the world and take over power.

When the Samba sounded unaware, they are caught

Spying into the future of the fruitful women,

When million is shown to them, heaven opens

To radiate and imitate the sinful earth to a dance.

I have seen them not in the gathering of the kings,

I have seen them not among the people of this nation,

Where do they belong to and to whom do they pay their pledges?
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As hungry as the grave yard they look,
As thirsty as the barren earth they are.
The water of this earth they channelled to

A direction only good for them to dine alone.

Colourful beast of the naked world they are,
They belong to no just nation, I know from

The look in their eyes to their steps I watch.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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Beauty In Ashes

BEAUTY IN ASHES

Do we have sweetness in bitterness?

Hold my falling words and get abundant life
For the life we now live is vanity upon vanity.
Man is born and tomorrow he becomes a dust
Like the rat and grasses of the field perish.
Then I ask myself, what is the difference
Between a man and a rat when they end up
The same place through the same way?

Why then do we kill each other and boost of tomorrow when we know not what
tomorrow bringforth?

We are all animals, no different except wisdom,

We are not different from the cow in the field,

We are not different from the chickens

Even if we acquired all the entire wealth

In the whole world, another comes to inherit it.

He who does not know how we acquired the wealth,

He may be wise or foolish but our wealth goes to him

After we are gone in vanity: beauty in ashes.

The kingdom of this world has becomes the kingdom

Of satan, why then do we Kkill all our brothers in envy and bitterness breaking the
bond and love of brotherhood?

Get wisdom man for we are not forever,

The maker made man beautiful but he dies like a fowl, what beauty and
dominion is this that man

Is beautiful and has authority but control not his life?

The wind is greater than man for they are here forever, the sun, the moon
remain for generations;

The trees, though cut, shall rise again beautifully:

But man is nothing but dust, man perishes

And never know what happens after him.

Man is but an animal in the zoo of life.

Buy the truth and seel it not,

Nothing is new under the sun
Man come, man talks, man conquer, man perish.
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So take life so simple with your purpose

No matter what you do, the world remains

Forever and ever with different generations.

Man can never comprehend the creator's handiwork,

The animal called man is brave but his maker is bravest.

I have searched and watched the whole world and realised that there is nothing
under the sun

We are all travelling animals with a definite purpose.

john chizoba vincent
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Beauty Of A Sinner

Beauty of a sinner lies in a sinner as

he moves around with a bleeding heart.

He enjoy the world in sin but eternity

Is lost for him through the eyes of lust.

A vaccuum created in him becomes

More empty in the absence of Christ.

Troubles cloth his wired sorrowed destiny,
Stomaching an affection that double cross
feelings. Here is his life clouded with darkness
That summond millions of chicken pox pains,
Tonguing the lips of his man is tribulations.
The beauty of a sinner lies in the destruction
Of the beauty equipped in the soul of envy.

In the fibroid of the unrelated malice purchase
Of an ugly perfect imperfection arises.

He is the beauty of the sinful world gathering
Vanity and folly wealth to his bosom yet dies.
He is the beauty of the earth yet a sinner to
The beauty of the earth's surface and love.

A sinner lies in the amethyst of sorrowful sorrow

All his dear life, easy nut to be cracked is his beauty.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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Because I Love You.

I have been made mad before

With my clothes on my hands

Shabbily treated by children in the street.

My hair shaggy and rough.

YOu could see me going through the hoote-nanny

Smiling to every one that comes

on my way in a mischievous manner.

Then they sang the lost song of missing instrument and Bongo
And i dance stupidly in an open field crowded with fools.

They watched my buttock going higgledy-piggledy with no questions
I flagged off my clothes and let them see my bare chest
Swirling and twisting its Skin.

I have tolled every night and day upon the ugly mountains
With my back welcoming the dust of the ground in agony.

I have been pushed to the lunatic asylum because they thought
I was mad but your love made me drunk and insane.

Lyrically, my songs boomed and welcomed thousand children
Home to celebrate your bravery yet you seems not to

admit my effort as i sustain lumbago which made me lumbering.
I have embarked an arduous journey on the south west to obtain the
Roses and egg of life made for you in the land of the spirit
Because the priest confirmed you to be Ogbanje.

I have worked in the zoo, worked in the oceans, fought

the masked spirit and won for your sake.

Worked in the farm land where the monkeys mocked me

With their ugly black teeth abusing my personality.

I made the ridges with your names written boldly on it

To remind the birds and wild creature that it is

Untreadable land for a pretty damsel.

I have pronounce your names millions time with the parrots
Taught the toddler how top read your names on books.

I have become a hooligan and hoon all because of your love.

I have worked in the vineyard of the king as his servant,

Many maiden clutched to me and laid down their humble

Lives for my soul rescue but i denied them all of love.

Millions tears have i drooped for your sake,

Rebel against my flesh and blood all because i love you.

I am bound to your body by ardour love,

Love me so that every thing would be hunky dory.
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Before Another Phase Opens

BEFORE ANOTHER PHASE OPENS

Writing the past deeds of my life

That will deny me of my future.

I need just to work and strife,

To paint my future smooth like a furniture.
With my soul clouded by darkness,

I will work hard to keep my dream in fairness.
My soul caved my Being,

Thou will abandon me not in the covering
Thou art the maker of my life

You govern my holy temple to rest.

Leave me in the edge of the knife

I will look up and walk to the west

Where I shall see your glowing face
Before another phase of my life opens

I want to know you as my God

And do away with my father's gods.

Save me Oh my great and mighty Lord
For my soul need help and grace

Before another phase opens,

Save my rotten soul by your grace.

john chizoba vincent
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Before I Die

Before I die,

I will write my names on a million pages

In the heart of history with rows and colums.
My blood will stand as defence to the weak,
And I will make my voice a wind that sound
To every ears that roams fruitlessly on earth.

Before I die,

My pen I will cremenate with rose of goodness,

keep it for the next generations that may come

After the iroko has fallen in the ivory of love.

My footsteps printed on the surface of the ground
And my brain, I will hang in the museum as treasure.

Before I die,

I will make mouners dance ceased at home,

Deliver the sky of its homelessness and strive.

I will honour those meek in heart and silent

The atmosphere of it stupidity towards my kind.
You know my words, hold it and let it remain in you.

Let merry go round among men of grace,
Document your feelings inside the lonely bird,

A banner of courage can stand behind us

But never erase the scary scars painted at home,
Dead of the body is not perfect termination of life.

I will die once but my deeds last forever,

Before I die my death, thousands shall fall,

Millions shall shout at the sight of my fearful voice.

I will make darkness spell your name before death comes with it claws to take
me home to father.
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Before I die my death,

You must have gone before the sun roll up

The table cloth that separate my life and death.
Then shall I share that which nature has given
To those who calls out my name to posterity.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016

john chizoba vincent
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Before You Complain

Before you say any unkind word

Think of some one who can't speak.

Before yo complain about the taste of your food

Think of someone who has nothing to eat.

Before you complain about your husband or wife

Think of some one who is crying out to God for a companion
Today before you complain about life and it hardship
Think of those who died so young unlike you.

Before you complain about your children

Whether ugly or handsome, stubborn or imbecile

Think of those who are desirous for children

But they are barren and hopeless.

Before complaining of the distance you drive

Think of someone who walked the same distance with his feet.
He never complain nor give up in his quest rather

His mind and spirit walked alongside with him
Encouraging his humble heart to wearing not.

Before you complain of your job

Think of the unemployed, the disable and those

Who wish they could have your kind of job but

Could not because of one problem or the other.

Before you condemn another, remember no one is perfect
Under the sun covered with evil and darkness.

YOur heart is your love and ambition your aspiration.
Destiny has it own way of governing individual

Stand tall and complain not because your life is virtue

Of honour and it has a price to pay.

john chizoba vincent
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Behind The Bar

Behind the bar as i stood alone with my thought
I could see the life of my people

In misery and agony fighting for freedom.

How they are humiliated and discriminated

By the leaders in their own fatherland.

My mouth failed me for words

My eyes detested my tears.

How could it be so?

We are bore of the same mother

Then why do we have to discriminate

Leave behind those we call brothers?

Leave them top suffer and beg for food

When we have enough to eat and drink.

What would Zik of Africa say of his effort

When he watch from beyond?

What would Gani fawehinmi say when he sees no
Dividend of democracy he fought for?

What sound would Awolowo tears produce

When he sees all his effort gone?

What eyes would Tafawa Look us with?

Yes we have done nothing in our humble land

We've done our people no good and we all know that.
My ears are deafening because they have heard enough
Of the promises and deceit.

It will only take Nigerians to build Nigeria.

The innocent are held by the guilty ones,

Then why do we strife for goodness

When there is no room for goodness.

I pray gently for mercy behind this 'monsterous' bar.

john chizoba vincent
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Behind The Cloud

Behind the white cloud,

I watched her danced energetically,

She was clouded with joy that laugh

As her waist swung in appreciation.

Some bubbles of sweat gathered

Around her glowing body and dropped

On the ground to water the soil to goodness.

Her hands moved forth and back,

Her legs spoke to the audience in love,

Her eyes searched for praises and worship

And her breast says welcome to those who watched.
She was from the cloud and now, she danced

to men behind the clouded sky of joy.

So entangled was she in her dance that men were lost.
Behind the cloud, she came, she saw and conquered,
Never in history has a woman danced so great

Like her recorded.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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Bereaved Mother

when i was in England

i received a parcel

in the parcel was a letter

it reads thus 'the bereaved mother'

i torn my self apart and came down to my fatherland

i can look the sun in the face

and tell what they have done to my beloved mother
mother Nigeria

she laid among the pigs howling

who might have done this? i cried

but the leaders laughed me scornfully

i trembled at their crunching foot steps
i shivers at their deafening laugh
thirsty for the blood of the poor which,

mother tried to preserved until she was captured

Now see what they have done to her

Bruises all over her face
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her tasty milk got sour and she groan

be brave mother,

Forget not your children in misery

they are pushed in to hardship like slaves

in the land which suppose to shade them

soiled in poverty but still wear smile as all is well

they wait upon your revolt

heal quick to fight them all

so to protect us all

like mother hen protect its chicks
never leave us alone in the dark

kill them all, kill them all, mother
when a child is beaten by her mother
she received him with left hand but

if he refuses, he is left to perish

you bore us and under your shade we
suck breast but some of our brothers

has gone astray in a mischievous manner

the sweat of your work
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would never be a waste

i lay alone in the dark

in supplication, for my people

the owl howl terribly

but fear i discard from my heart
father must hear this

perhaps, he might be of help to us
to bear our pains and fight them all

to our freedom and liberty

ALL RIGHT RESERVED (C) JOHN CHIZOBA VINCENT 2013
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Beyond A Broken Lips

Save your heart woman!
I need it no more to live;
our future is no longer together.

Your pleads can't save the day,
You've unbuttoned my anger;
go to that man that satisfies you more!

Give me freedom!
I need peace not pieces
dangling with a broken spirit.

Two tales of insanity fidgetting,
one teething urge of freedom,
separation knocking behind;
we can make a world apart!

Give me freedom!

A man of action looks beyond,

marriage is a bondage; a forbidden tale

seen in the mouth of cowards losing their mind.

©John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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Big Brother

Let us learn not to smile only when there is money in our pockets.

Let us learn to cover each other's anus and flaws.

Let us learn the act of love and butter the inner part of our souls with goodness
that slice gently into us.

You left breast milk for me to suck and I must beg you this:

Take life like you take a hot tea, gradually, gradually.

Mother wasn't the problem we are passing through now rather father caused this
pain that cried behind us.

Pains of discrimination and hurt can not stop unless we stop it from barking like a
dog to us.

What love has brought is greater than the fear that dwells in you like a king of
England.

The pest feasting on our skins now may hurl at us if we don't create a space for
love to occupy.

Let us see each other as an egg that must be handled with care.

I know the cocroach can't be innocent in the midst of the fowl, I know your inner
man seek revenge and death but; desperation and frustration can kill faster than
death when you follow them.

Big Brother, the Big Brother up there is not blind to see your pains.

The Big Brother above said he is faithful when we trust in Him.

No man is greater than the Big Brother up there not even the so called Big
brother of this World.

So rekindle your pains and let's lick gradually the hot soup that was placed in
front of us.

They made us naked, I understand,

They insert blames into our heart; who cares,

Though they are the worst enemies we now have,

Walk carefully; for the Big Brother up there is watching.

Remember, when you point at someone with one finger, the other four fingers
are pointing directly to you.

Please Big Brother, let's act wisely; for the Big Brother above us possesses the
whole diaries of the world to give account on the last day.

(C) john chizoba vincent
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Birds Don't Cry

Birds don't cry

Butterfly don't weep

So why should you weep?

I handed you my fragnmented heart

Take it and mend the million broken piece!
Your beauty intoxicate my eyes to its marrow!

Don't weep here and there,

I will shield you from pains.

Don't look at the watery sun and cry,

Days ahead command respect to all.

If you live here, let the market market their wares.

Birds don't suffer,

Why should you suffer at the presence of abundant?
You made the man that calls within me a man,

I will never leave until the broken heart is healed,
Tend to your heart and love you till eternity.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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Black Battles

BACK BATTLES

Back battle begets bleeds,

Bringing back betrayed blood,

Build-up blind believes bestowed

Below background bruises behind.

Birds breakfeed bite bravely

Between body breaking burst.
Be-dragged bed baby-sit by

Beautiful beat-up barbaric beings,
Banish bangle breaks banquette
because beauty bans bandit,

Bandage. Bad-mouthed business before
Blabbing beasts bust-in bravety.
Barrister back breaking business baffles benjamin,
Back-off bring baggaged banter.

john chizoba vincent
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Black Brewries Braveness

BLACK BREWRIES BRAVENESS

Black brewries braveness

In ink incorporative individualism
Those Thinny tracers ticking Time
Be-little black braveness baselessly
Mirror my motion moves momentously
Directed diagonal deeply

Hurt humans heart heavy

Because better black believes
Dedication, determined destinies

Of our oddity obviously occupied.

We welcome world words with warrant
Blacks built braveness buxom butterflies
Enlightment enchanting ego enlarged
Decade braveness debut delightfully.

john chizoba vincent
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Black Man, Listen!

Black Man, listen!

Not all road leads to the white house of the world,
Not all that shines like the stars are gold to the eyes.
Not all mouth that smiles is ready to do good things,
Make hay while the sun shine, there is no Exra Time.
There is no Extra- time; time is important, save it.

Black Man, Listen!

Not everything that the eyes see is good to behold,

Nor the first to see that get the best of a thing seen.

You must work with yourself, you must know and know and re-know, and learn;
re-learn not in a hurry.

You are only responsible for yourself, no one can lift you up when you are down
except you in you.

Black Man, Listen!

Follow not all the words that proceed from their mouths, if you do; you will fall
and they will laugh, and still laugh without anyone to pull you up again.

You are your own man, man your man and, head the head that head your head
in their heads before you die with shame and frustration caused by them.

Black Man, Listen!

The whites are not your gods but they are exploiters,

Mind your journey with them, becareful of their faces!

From the beginning they made us slaves and we walk in their plantations naked
but not ashamed; because we know not what shame and shyness means in the
eyes.

Our fathers, they brain washed to the core, and they danced along with them
with empty brains.

Black Man, listen!
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You have been bitten before and never allow it again,

Know yourself, black man, know thy self in yourself.

Do not misbehave in their presence to be laughed at,

Do not go gently into that silent night, if you do, doom shall accompany you to
the grave to torment you.

Black Man, Listen!

Do not be weary!

Do not be frustrated!

Do not be confused!

KNOW THY SELF!

NO EXTRA TIME!

No more silent, SPEAK OUT!

Black Man, Listen!

You are the world and the world is you in the world,

Don't be tired than hungry itself because your life is the world in its form,
existence and evolution.

Do not compromise with their resources, know thy self!

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
All Right Reserved '16
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Black Roses Perfectly Grown

Chinue Achebe

You are the moon of Africa' night tale,

You are the muse, the pen and the mood

A thousand brave waves of the blacks

I write through the galaxy of your stars here.

Wole Soyinka

Your words birthed my strength and muse
Searching the light through your eyes

I am indebt with your deeds that spread
Here like the stream of Abeokuta's wind.

Christopher Okigbo

The flower that stood without roots to tap

I have visited the aged ancestors beyond

I behold their teeth on vultured ojoto yam
You're the testament of the new generation.

Habila Helon

The speaking thunder of the northern rose
Finely fried in the refined oil of poetry

I dreamt of picking your tender pen last night
I carved a befitting laughter of your face.

Olu Oguibe

The market envies your opulence of wisdom

Once seen, the sky goes wide excitedly in joy

I looked at your footsteps painted acrossed skies
Your lines drawn on the ground stand for eternity.

Niyi Osundare

Your voice echoes without any guilt in it
Savored in a flavoured aroma of Ekiti yam
The trumpet sounds through your rhythms
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I saw your poetry coloured as a rainbow there.

Femi Osofisan

The master that turns the world in a second
The drum sounds louder in your hand when
Beaten in the corner of the women of Owu
I will look naked at the sight of you around.

John Pepper

If the moon refuses to shine on us now
We will make it shine perfectly on us
Like the breeze of the earth you stood
Commanding the sun to serve your kind.

Eriata Oribhabor

The shield that shade many young chicks
When it rain north, west, east and south

You will make yourself the umbrella that guide
We watch from the other side of your heart.

Gabriel Okara

The mighty waver of words of the gods

I have made my soul a moon mat for you
You are the future that betrayed evil folly

I draw from your curtain of words to stand.

Dennis Osadebay

From you I see my beloved Reji Remi

Through your ears I heard Philip Begho sang

A beautiful song to the honeyed ear of Uche Nduka
I see you all from the secret of Lexicons.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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Black Woman

BLACK WOMAN

Whose mind do you have in your mind?

Danger is real, fear is a choice of heart.

On a black widow day, goodness died

Hands above head, in the combat of war.

Look after your breast, black woman!

Do not pump it bigger like the white woman does!

Tender your little buttock as nature adores
Do not add pad to become mightier to eyes.
Nature was not insane when it made it,

Those are your endowment, my black woman.
Hold onto your culture and hopeful tradition,
Romancing the thoughts of your mind.

Black woman! Do not wear skimpy skirts,
Those skirts on the laps exposing your woman.
Look after your body, spirit and soul,

Do not cut your tongue, eyebrows, lips

In the name of wearing rings to look prettier,
Those are signs of modern slavery of morality.

Run not into the arms of deadly men for love!
Sell not your body for money that last not,
Those are the culture of the craving devil

Lay not with woman to woman on a sinful bed
Allow not man to man in your sprouting clan.

Speak for yourself in the midst of danger
Stand to defend what you stand for here
Danger is real, fear is a choice of the heart
Let love live in you like water in an ocean
The earth is faithful to your unmeasured love
take care, black woman! You are the future.

© John Vincent Artistry
For: Film Republic Pictures
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Blame The Society.

blame the society when a piece of meat is stolen
from your sinful pot of selfishness and greed
blame the society when your bread change

to a strange color from the one you made it
blame the society when your goat discovered
where those tubers of yam you seized from

the orphans are kept by your cohost in the night
blame the society when the roof of your home

is burnt and rats are seen packing some fishes away.
blame the society in the morning of your crisis
blame the society of your misfortunes in the night
she would accept your blames with laughter
blame the society when those currencies
arranged in your walls are discovered by the saints
the society must know what happen to you

the society must treat you when sick and,

if she fails, she must be blamed for that.

you have no money to pay your children fees
fight the society, she knows the cause of that.
your in-law has won the heart of your husband,
the government must be the cause of that!

why didn't they provide the substances you

need to satisfy your husband at home?

the creaking wall would tell a tale tomorrow

the sun would wet our skin this afternoon

when watching the deeds told by our deeds

we must learn to blame the society daily,
planting accusation fingers on her face

she is the apple that sour our tongues

from the beginning when Eve was the goddess.
we are the society and the society is us

why then we lay blame on ourselves unknowingly
claiming the society, we created is our enemy?

© John Vincent Artistry
For Film Republic Pictures
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Bleeding Verses

Break the fire that burns the soul

Never couple the blood unless it is hot,

The scented motion are fire proof in the oceans
Where the weeds are the king of the grasses.

Days of unholy beast of lust and lost are here,

Drop your ears, drop your tongue of justice;

Let's tell tomorrow that seperation is gone,

Gone to the fading psalms of sorrow.

Split the heart of agony without a second eyes,
Make the tears that bleed in their seasons cease.
The music that plays from Nkporo to Edda,

The dancers that swing from Abiriba to Ohafia,

The voiceless that are seated from Item to Ozuakoli,
The hands that are busy from Igbere to ugwueke,
The eyes that sees from Mbaise to Mbano,
Remember and cherish us at the sight of

The spirits that queue in Isikwuato and Abiam;

The masquarades that sing from Arochukwu are
Not only for the mouth to clap in sorrow, but it

Is for the legs to walk no more without a step.

Who says black men are stupid? Let him come home;
Come to fatherland and see that the blood that runs
in our veins are truth for wisdom and intelligence.
Listen to the faith of the lovers in the African soil,
Sound the drum louder from Aba to Umuahia,

We bake poetry and tradition that live for thousand
Years, we are what the tourist seek in the west.
Who says Africans are beast of burden from womb?
Who says we are monkeys rather than humans?

We connect borders that testify of tomorrow,

We are the unsung song that singers clamour for,
We are the artifact of the moon and the sun.

Leave me, leave me alone; let my pen bleed blood!
Let my inking biro tell the world of her injustice
Against the sons and daughters of African.

Soon, soon; they shall watch us like a movie of love.
Africa is with hope and tomorrow,

We are not in sadness and trouble.

We have men unuttered by immorality,
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We have children that never kill but look

With a hopeful face to see the world change.

I ask you again, 'who says Africans are fools? '

We are not, we are not like they think we are.

We are made of shade of tradition and cutures,
Africans are the sons that sun the sun of the world.
We head the head that head tomorrow's head,

We legs with the legs that searches future legs,
We are Africans, proudly African we are.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
All Right Reserved
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Blood

And this rejected ones from women's cycle is the breakdown of this earth.

. thick gummy substance that flows from their monthly problems to contaminate
the earth.

We have seen the frame of it handful patterns drawn with forceful aggression.
A miserabletattered world,

A taleless tale of dead man at the cinema, who cares to listen?

A Raven of thought interwoven into crumbles of lost box.

Water is thicker than blood,

Blood is thinker than water,

Life revolves around them;

And death comes at their absence...

Thesearethe bed for your corpse locally arranged watch it carefully!

These are the pages your absence are written promiscuously for devil to see.
You left your blood in the cold hearts,

We found one of such in the empty street pleading for a body,

Some were seen in my father's shrine as the gods gulp them preciously,

Why leave your blood under the cold?

Why waste the substance you know nothing of it creation?

If we lose ourselves losing our blood,

If we die leaving empty body on the ground,

Where do our blood dry off to, heaven or hell?

Will the punishment in hell be unto our blood or spirit?

For blood is liquid foundation source,

For spirit is a roving being invisible,

Which of this will be punished by our father in heaven if he is callousenough to
burn us all?

We lost a generation,a story,a red light

That should have make that man live,

Escaping this body for only water is suicidal thoughts.

Blood is life in a traveling body housing a spiritual 't let it out!

Yours Poetically,
©John Chizoba Vincent
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Blood In The Street

As we drink peacefully under the moon
With a long cow's horn caved beautifully
We also dip our hands in one plate

With smiling faces and beautiful fingers
Free from guilty and blood

Picking the pieces of fish in the sweet soup.
We prayed for oneness and love

Among our folks under the half white moon
We also interceded for our great country
The leaders thereof,

We prayed to see one another like this tomorrow.

But suddenly, we heard a louder noise
A sharp sound boomed

We were frightened with our spirits
Jumping out from our body.

Then&lt; they entered and began to kill.
We do not know them

We only saw them as terrorist.

Next we saw blood all over the street
Men could not go after their wealth

Nor women after their children.

They killed in thousand with bomb

Buried in the ground

Blood of the innocent and babies

Men and women, of youth and teenagers
Spread in the street like water

Just like the days of the civil war.

They killed all our brothers and sisters
Left us naked in the dark

Even those we believed to see tomorrow are gone weeping.
Those we dined together five seconds ago
Were all gone in tears

Their blood spread all over the street.
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Bring Back Our Corruption

Bring back our corruption to us, it is

better than the righteousness we see now.
Situation here has turn sour and bitter,

Dollar rising, Naira falling, Poor men vomit
venom whilst the Rich craze all over the

street for food to feed their troubled stomach.
And the youths has no option than foreign land.

We have more of ants in the land than the

usual Elephant that crowd our street for fun.

No one is alone, thorns on the lips it is; whose

mouth is going to close without him screaming?

Find the solution to the problem not the person causing the problem, solution is
our future hope.

Bring back our corruption, we need it back! !

It is better than the white hunger seen in the street,
Hunters hunting the haunting spare of illusion,
Jagabanized faces fashioned to kill our pride.

Bring back our corruption we pray thee our lord,
bring back our black heart and return the whites,
Silence isn't empty it is full of answers to questions.

Bring back the street light to light the street,
bring back the tomatoes from the cow's belly,
Bring back the tooth you took from the child! !
Bring back our corruption! Bring back our pride! !
It is better than the hardship that rape us daily.
We can still bank our heart in corruption than
The Horse of promises made in the blank cheque.

Here is distressed without corruption of old,

righteousness contradicts environmental right.

Let's journey with pleasure without been drained,

we've seen great evil without this arms of government seated at the right hand
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side of leaders.

We can keep treading in the paths of fools,

just hand over our corruption to us to keep,
it is better than the goodness we see here.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016

john chizoba vincent

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 125



Broken

BROKEN

Where is my wrapper and

My Broken beads forced out
From my neck impatiently?
I will hold my beads, I Will.

You've seen Through me
You've penetrated into

My emotions and rip me
Off my lily pride in pain.

Let me be, let the winds

Keep clapping on my lips

You've violated womanhood

Left me broken, broken And broken

My body is separated
All fuelled with agony
Each in the world of
It's own making policy
To me that owns them

Let me be, I Will

Hold my beads

As a first class citizen

In the world where womanhood
Is taking for fun in midst of pain.

john chizoba vincent
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Broken Roses

Look at the spot where the bruises

Had eaten deep into her body

Pains were kissed out in mockery.

Watch her mouth and listen to

The voiceless whispering of her crying voice
Her little oven beautiful face had been
Damaged and made to go through sufferness,
Trial and injustice.

Who shall bell the cat?

How long would you torment her?

What offence has she committed that

You would never give her freedom?

i can surrender my soul for her safety

She is someone's daughter born when

The air stood in the middle of the ocean in mayham.
Leave her alone, the rain is yet to come to
Brighten her face and buttress her branches as
Though planted beside River Nkporo.

Let her go i will pay her debt

Let her live i will die for her beauty

I will go for the sake of her love to those
That are left behind me.

She is not a slave nor a criminal

But a human among the outcast to love.
Once broken again, she will feed no more.
Grace be still and stir the angry river to
Make way for her return.

I will depart to that unknown land of still
Born peace to meet my brother.

Who we once played on the Nkporo ground
Where legendary built hut

And myth as the soup used to chew Nkwobi
I will go dont break the roses again.

She needs freedom and liberty just like the
Hibiscus in the field of joy and grace.

john chizoba vincent
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Broken Silence

We are the empty men of the street,

a cup which water fail to grace;

the sky shies away from us at dawn

then, the sun welcomes us harshly at noon.

We are the window of pain and struggle

dinning from cozy drainage and frozen atmosphere.
When you see us smile, another uncertainty is created,
this street has known us and we are part of the street
like the palms of our hands and our imaginations;
like the elephant, we give pains to the ground

and the ground mock us like the little Ant at dusk.
No one cares of the thunder that sends fears in us,
no one cares of the rain that threatens us.

This dying thought created terror and empathy,
They said we have step to every beat

Yet, they take our deeds to the fire for judgement
We speak to break this and all

To tell of our sorrow to the world

Let them know what the politicians has caused us
The land they made unbearable

Through this broken silence of thought.

Yours Poetically,
© John Chizoba Vincent
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Broken Spirit

Feeling the saltiness of his sweat

Mingling with her broken flesh to torment her,

Tears of humiliation, tears of anger,

Of bitterness, Self reproach and tears of revenge ran down from her eyes.
Words died in her throat then there came smiles playing

On his lips.

she felt it like a sting blow.

Her ears spun, taking in all the sounds

In the room, the tick tock of the clock,

The whirl of the fan, the music that

Flew in softly from one of the rooms, every thing.

His speech betrayed her surprise, the joy that

Had bubbled in her all day long dried in its stream.

He took her from the rapturous heaven of a few minutes

Ago to a blazing hell.

From bloom to gloom, from gladness to heaviness.

It came like the faraway cry of a little child

From a distance land.

Mucus from his nose joined in the journey of water from her eyes.
Within a tickle of an eyes, she was broken and defiled from
Girlhood to womanhood.

Her tomorrow has been broken and taken to exile in a strange land of tears and
SOrrow.

Having longed to escape insanity for sanity

Her worse dreams, her nightmare.

Her hatred on him bubbling with a fierce passion

Voice cool but as deadly as poisonous snhake.

In a sharp explosion, his confidence almost failed.

She felt the small sharp stabs of tears pricked her eyeslid,

He had murdered her joy and peace gradually

Gently she tried to scrape the bitterness from

Her saliva coated tongue, it was the nut she had eaten,

It was the humiliation and defeat, the bitter taste of womanhood
In the head of a father, blood to blood.

Dont forget but let go her spirit advice.

She moaned and groaned on the bed each time he penetrate her,
In a mixture of anger and excitement.

Her moans echoed Reverberated,

It sting the ears and makes the tongue bitter.
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Nothing to sooth her pain in her heart,

She had been with this searing pains in her heat, rape.

She was emotional about all but longed for revenge, and murder

Her tears were dried because its supply had been depleted.

Now she longed for the day she will gather the

Broken spirit, heart, mind, and emotions,

And strike without missing, yes she would at all cost

And return sanity to her humble spirit.

It mattered not who he is,

The broken spirit has to be gathered and couple together as one to behold.

john chizoba vincent
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Broken Tomorrow

My tomorrow is died

They have taken that which

Nature endowed me with

I am left violated and in despair.

What shall shield me tomorrow?

The womb to bear my children is broken

Like a bottle of wine.

It was taken for granted by a rapist stranger.
He had eaten the forbidden fruit

Then left me broken

I could see the pieces disappearing into the air.

I was broken by he whom i confided in

Now my virginity is given away in tears

My tomorrow is gone and visions deserted

I could see my blood dropping like a loose beads
Now i sing alone to the wind

Song which is meant for mourners

No one seems to care about my predicament

No one cares about my pains

In life between roses and bullets.

Sufferness and agony visited as he ordered them
I washed the tissue away for a better tomorrow
Yet no better tomorrow for me

Since there won't be motherhood experience

In my sweet life.

Joy of mother hood is a child

But the joy fade when the womb

To bear the child is no more

My tomorrow is broken

But only takes Gods grace to repair the damaged tomorrow.

john chizoba vincent
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Can I?

Can I tell you | love you or I hate you?
Can I tell you I hate that I love you?
Can I tell you how I hate your smile?
Can I brief you on my lost hair at the
Moment I saw your dark nakedness?

Can I naked your thoughts in their eyes?
Can I make your head a talking drum?
Can the moon visit the minds of those
Lost sons of yours before the new rain?
If you were to be taken to my heart,
Can you shine like the sun and blindfold
The bacteries in my manhood?

Make haste of your laughter for it is killing

The man that I used to be at noon before the dusk.
Last night I told my story to the moon,

He loved the guts of my bravity but can

I tell you that he hate that I love you?

Remember I can make your eyes a bleeding tap,
Remember I can call the sun on your white face,
Remember nothing is in your eyes that is not in my
Head and nose whenever you fart like the Romans.
Can I tell you why you mother that childless mother?
Can I bath your emotion with emotional stories?

Honestly, I should have told the air to take away

That breath that makes you human when you left,

I should have told your unborn child of your cruelty dancing along the road when
you had him.

Get off the road! Get off my life you beast! !

Smile to those out there not me 'cause I have

Seen the nakedness of your woman and it stings.
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When mother comes, cry not of loss of a husband;
Your dirty underwears made the monster in me.
Tell father not to worry about my intention,

I'm already driving towards grace and love.

That woman with white chocolate teeth is

In fact, a pigeon in my head now and; tomorrow.

Can I tell you that you smell like the He- goat

And no fragrance can make you better?

I have bathed today but the fart in your body betrayed my cleanliness at the
gate of the compound.

Your hair as tell as the pig's tail swinging for fun,

Can I tell you that I hate you but, I cannot tell you to go and I cannot tell you
to stay?

(C) john chizoba vincent
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Can We Talk About Love?

Can we talk about love that never sin?

Can we write about love that speaks?

Is there any saying of love in your heart?
Can we dream of love with a sleek laugh that
Baptise our souls and cupoard our dreams?

Can we play hide and seek in your heart?

Can we bath the issue of hatred and naked envy?
Oh Lucilia! Oh Lucilia! ! Oh Lucilia! !'!

Lend me your heart I'm going to jerusalem;

For the mass of queens at solomon' temples.

Sit on the roof of my heart now

Let's talk about love and love,

Let's tell the world of beauty of being humans.

Love exist in the air, can we talk about it?

Sit here let's talk about love that comes from the sky.

john chizoba vincent
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Can We Write A Poem?

Can we write a poem of love?

Can we write a poem that we can't tell its story?

Can we become the fire of the pastors?

Can we write a poem of love' song which only women can sing the song not
men?

Can we re-write the broken history with poetry?

Can we tell our past from our future with poems?

Can we make artistical money with poetry, man?

Can we dance and eat our soup with poetry in our throat?
Can we change the country with poetry of love?

Can we tell the moon of sadness of the jews with poetry?

The farmers are back from the baseless barns,

Can we take over the resort from them and write?
Can we deafen mother earth with our words?

I want to write like Wole and Niyi whose pens
Command the sky to cry out the pains of the injutice.
I want to write poems about Chimamanda Adichie,

Can I write poems about my home country

when my voice is recognised by the world?

Let's write poems and embrace nature's beauty!

Let's be massage to this lost age staged youths days,
Let's be the treasured flowered words of wisdom;
Let's write poems to this messed generation.

Can we just write poems and fall in love?

Can we tell the world we've arrived with poetry?
Can we visit Femi and Clarks to learn from them?
Can we just write and speak with our pen?

I am tired of sitting here doing nothing.
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Caressing My Thought

Forget keeping thieves out,

Keep them in where they can steal

And they won't steal but watch.

Pains are good because it purges out

Every day sin from the soul of a man.

We fear, yes, we fear what we do not
Understand even through our eyes which
Searches to gain wisdom and knowledge.

We are world of the soul not of the flesh,

Purge me out my sin and I shall be whiter;
Whiter than the dirty black snow that shine.

My master have said this before, I shall repeat
again: 'those who threaten God with force will

be net with force from the utter part of the earth;
Immovable and steadfast in the world of sin'

It seems that Eve bite of the Apple of knowledge
Was a debt women were doomed to pay eternity.
A weapon of death has no place in the shrine of
The gods that lives down the stream lines.

Man in man has dominated man to his injury,
Because many government has been weak.

A place where ancient secrets rose to its surface,
A place where forgotten histories emerged from,
The shadow of its stainless steel is the soul of a
man which calls for a silent call of distress.
Remember the days of goodness are over,

The pendulum has swung in fear of the enemies,
Mother earth has becomes a man's world of ego
which had spent centuries running unchecked by
Its woman counterpart, now life is out of balance.
Our hopes are caged in without knowing it,

From change to chain, humanity is lost forever.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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Casted

From the expression of love We hate

those things that makes us uncomfortable.

Then, feminism comes to mind at once.

Flayed heart beckon,

systems governed lust,

another whitish world at heart,

fragmented substances made us,

we're scared in the pit of horror.

This is who we are with only eyes,

eyes that breeze away those nectars

and petals of the glorious hollow of us.

When this currency of treasure is at hand,

Women changed from manicure to pedicure.

That's the remaindant of a whole life,

a life spent in treasuring women,

a life spent in tolerating men.

this is man's Clay and that's woman's.

different dust and will,

different eyes and strength,

different hair and behavior;

Nature made it so and so,

women timid, men stronger,

Men one sided reasoning, women two sided.

Now drop your ears in my palms,

I have a tale papa told me in a dream.

He said and said to my ears:

'Only women with attitude get twisted! '

Mother lifted up her regalia and jelweries,

she made a snake movement in the east end,
another elepantry adventure at the western,

then sat on papa's grave and said to me:

'a bank whose safe is up in the sky is no bank.'

Now, tell me which sound better, mother's or father's?
We are scared from an analysis and analogies of fate.
The moon says he is greater because he rules at night,
the sun says he is the greatest because he rules at day.
Father put kettle on fire, mother takes it down,

girls queued on a field, boys chased them away.
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Pastor on a phewpit, wife by his side,

Women pilot, man pilot,

man doctor, women doctor,

Woman's preghancy, man...? ? ?

Man's sailor, woman...? ? ?

take down the similaries and differences!

We are casted like a doubled face coin, man and woman.
Man is corrupt, woman is corrupt, life a game!

At this very end of the world shall man and woman be
made to fight for equality in the quest of life.

But for now, this feminism and masculinism fight
shall remain till Christ comes in fading light.

©John chizoba Vincent
Cam'god
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Cattle Colony

we've counted all the cattles
those going to South and West
those to the East and Middlebelt
our ancestral souls still beat
patriotically among the wind.
they have built a nervous town
full of smiling land scape of
grasses and water and blood

I think our herdsmen will wear
a political shoes and clothes now
and stop killing heads for 2019!

Yours Poetically,
©John Chizoba Vincent
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Celebrate My Birthday With Me

CELEBRATE MY BIRTHDAY WITH ME

Wake my emotions but let my feelings

Sleep, he has a lot to do within my heart.

They said my face is unholy and wicked

But my legs are the cup of joy to them,

Sister maria is not to be trusted with my heart.

She had broken it thousand times without fear,

Neither was there remorse for the broken heart.

Help me call the maiden of love,

Today is my birthday at home.

Let them dance like the Nkporo maidens,

At my doorpost, make sure their beads

Are hang on their waist and around their breast.
Invite the Ohafian's children to my heart,

Today is my birthday, I want them to

Rejoice and be happy like the goddess of Nkporo.

Let those singing sing and those clapping clap,

Today the 25th december is my birthday, not a
Mistake that I was on sunday in the house of Sunday.
Send those smiles to my loving blue soul,

He is the reason why am alive and healthy.

Beat up the christian drums let us celebrate till
Morning comes to our hearts as my birthday gift.

Bless my birthday and celebrate with me,
Dance out the trouble of not been loved.
My heart will love your act of celebration,
Celebrate my birthday with me and live
For I have the key to your heart.

john chizoba vincent
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Change To Chain

They have succeeded in putting those
Chains to our legs and called it change.

Is this change I see or chain in disguise?
Blindly we have answered to their calls
When the day is still young to be justified!

They have succeeded in making us dance

In the street with a chain of impurity and
Called it change to our dark minds and eyes.
Who play the fowls foul and cut their beaks?
Our hope is in pieces and peace shattered!

But

Aluta, aluta continua victoria Ascerta.

Our votes are trampled upon more like peels of orange from a beggar, rejected;
homeless.

Aluta, aluta continua, Victoria Ascerta-

I behold our heritage marketed at a sickening price,

I am sick and worried of tomorrow's children!

When the cold night comes, we shiver and

Could not close our eyes to sleep because

The night lords are more now than before.

We have seen the change and the chain but

Chose the chain and return home seeking for change.

They have drew the chain to our feet not change

Go to the market place and see the people in chain
Not in change as they have promised before hand.
'All is well' we keep saying here and there but

That was the same prayer father said before he died
And nothing was ever well with him even in grave.

Our land is more sick than before, is that a change?

An Army of destitutes move here and there,
Band of hungry children dying here and there,
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Another yell of pains echoes in the grave yards;
Is that a change or chain on our feet and arms?

We need a leader not a ruler that kill us!

We need a real change not chain on our feet!
Save our soul, save our tomorrow today!

We need transformation not a chain on our feet!

Let us come more times than the eye bats its lid.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voices Of Vincent 2016
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Chariot Of The Niger

CHARIOT OF THE NIGER

I am the cheriot of the naija

The power house of Nigeria poetry
The fire of the thunderous words
Advancing the spirit of rhymes in

The art of the Niger,

I am the chariot of words from Nigeria.

My words are of no bleeding type,

It rains like manners from heaven.

I will always wave the spirit of my words

To cause change and, then transformation of lives.
I am the chariot of the Niger,

He who feast on words and drives

With the winding rhymes of informative goal

I am the chariot of fire that engulf

Bribbery and corruption in the nation

Take my words to your heart for it

Is quick and powerful to change

Tell the parrot to sing along with me

With their ego lifted up high.

Let them tell the world of our worth

When madness is made known, righteousness
Give way in the world.

john chizoba vincent
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Child's Tears To A Bird Friend

Child,

Bird, bird, when would mother come back?
The pumpkin leaves is dying and our
Compound is filled by spilled blood.

Would mother ever come back again friend?
Would there be more blood in the compound?
Father has fallen, Nkechi is gone and

The future of those living is blank.

The shrine has be dismentled and the

Walls of the compound has fallen apart

And I am all alone, alone in tears.

Bird.

Child, child, mother won't be coming back.

She had gone with the breast milk and smiles.

Leave the pumpkin leaves for her own trouble

Having what matters at the time it matters is

The best child, hold those tears for your beloved country
Until the end of time in death before dishonour.

john chizoba vincent
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Church In My Country

'You shall receive a Miracle phone call'

'l see a boy in that womb smiling to me'

'"Tomorrow shall be great in Your life'

'Give and it shall be giving unto You'

'And God said to me: you all shall prosper’

'Build the House of God not my house'

'Give your tithes and Offering in the house of God'

'Oh! I see heaven opened and the son of God

Descending from above and He pours out

His Glorious spirit upon the congregations and he said 'It is well with all of YOU'
We hear that every day and yet, no change has come.

We're a biological weapon.

We've been exposed to your love and brutality,

A weapon that was made to protect us but only hurts us in the process of
exploring our capabilities.

Salty liquids fill our eyes every time we take a walk down memory lane,
remembering how sweet we were.

we were not aware of the expiry date of so many sermon and manners they
handed over to us.

They sneezed us like we were limes,

why were we suprised when our churches turned sour?

But what good will that do when you reside in a church that loves you dearly and
though your mind hates to love it?

We fake smiles and force laughter, we still say 'we are okay' even when we are
not.

Oh! cruel church, how many papers must we spoil with ink cursing you?

You have deviated from the doctrine of love and kindness but now all your love
and cares are now

Broken beyond repair,

we will take our revenge on the pages of paper and spill furious lines.

His soothing arms will keep us captive

Until the day we decide to leave then it hurt again to leave a place where you
once called home.

If we do stay and church decides to hurt, would we recover from the burns, or
would our heart learn to love again?

No matter how far we try to run from this mad home, she always seems to be
there when she's not needed, whispering in our ears that sanity Kills.

A business for all who are unemployed in the society.

Church had mare us, kill us and rendered us useless,
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Churches in our land exploit us even when we have nothing left in our pocket to
give out but when we need help from the same place we are refused, WHY?

john chizoba vincent
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Cinnamon

In you I found the land of India,

In you I perceived another sweet youthful aroma

Of whom India is and is to be tomorrow in eyes.

You are a coin of gold to that land!

Fertile, fruitful and fresher than the dusk.

When I see you, nothing looks like your gracious body,
When I behold you, a woman becomes my second thought!
Dynamics of the spirited trees in the forest of trees.
Here I lay under your tender embrace,

Here I dream under your umbrella to love again.

Clarity of a blooming perfection, bold to stand alone!
You're mild, gentle kid sister to an African Rose

I enchant of your graceful leafs at home

Of your seasoned nobility bearing children.

Even the lonely cloud knows of your beauty,

When men seek for easement;

They lay under your armies proudly.

If firm, I can stand today avoiding

Yesterday's pitfall; let the traces be found in your fruits.

© John Vincent Artistry
For: Film Republic Pictures.
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Classroom Prayer

Bless this little classroom of ours,

In it we learn that nothing is magic

Those who succeed plan and fail and,

Plan again, and again and succeed.

In it we learn that no handicap is

Beyond overcoming when one'

Desires strongly enough to achieve a goal.

Bless this little classroom of ours,

Let whosoever that steps in it

Shall step into wisdom, knowledge,
Understanding and honesty.

In this little classroom of ours

We learn that no amount of riches

Can atone for the riches of character.

And no one can achieve extra-ordinary success
Without recruiting outside resources.

Bless every chair we sit upon

And let the chalk be whiter than the snow,

Because we see the future through the eyes of the chalk.
Our lives begin to eand the day we become

silent about what matters to us.

Bless the chalk board and help

It black heart becomes darker and better,
For through it we learn that everyone has a
Story to tell but, they only differ in content.
Through it we learn that for every promise,
There is a prize to pay to bring it to pass.

Bless the children who comes to the class always,

Through our eyes and gentle spirit we understand

That faith is to believe what we do not see and,

Faith is the to see what we believe and faith without work, won't work.
In this four corner, we learn that free things are many

Times not precious, anything that is of value has a

Prize one need to pay.
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Bless the hand that write every day on the board,
Bless the mouth that explain always,

Bless the legs that walk around in the class always.
Bless our teacher whose strength is your glory
From him we learn that God makes no mistake

In creating us in his image.

Bless our eyes, mouth and ears every day of our lives
In all let us have the course to laugh whilst others cry.

Bless us all.

john chizoba vincent
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Closed Doors

Come let's dig deep into Mother's tale.

her border is the immaculate finger of the sky,
Beside this seashore was her flower taken.

under the rippled moon tale of the northern

Sahara, they made her the dummy of silence.

her mother sold her eyes to the tale bearer,

papa, the village artifact of the specified terrain.
she was the north of the aggressive villagers,

then, her father sold her to Papa who took her

Pride under the rimpression seashore.

If in this outskirt of another blood line, we lied,

then she lied of yesterday and today with an eyes of timbers.
if this is the miracle of the custom in our land,

then, women are meant to tolerate men existence,
and men, an organised egoists bottled in ignorance.
She was sold and her freedom lost to the forest,

the dancing of the forest trees made mockery of her,
her waistband was ridicule treasure to papa's hand.
he refused her food and water but see through her
every masking night on cruel bed of sin.

dig deeper you will see her past through his eyes,
curling and calling a fainting torment of a woman lost,
lost in love and ambition, lost in fear and humbleness!
her mouth smitten by a rosy flashy hand,

years have gone with the winds of time,

we only remember sounds of rain in our ears
dabbing before our roof and fate of our destinies.
with our unbeatable smiles, egoism was created.

she ran out into the ocean against her wish,

with our curled happiness in her mind;

stamping her foot on the temple of sober,

grounds of memories, heart hurt memories,
Splashing the waters of infidelity of love,

Her misery with our foot crossed paths in voices

as we were made whole through her tale of agony

dancing under the rain, an African nightful rain
made women scapegoat in an African way.
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indeed nothing taste like freedom of feminism,

so nothing sounds better like the yelling of peace.
the songs of rain, rain of colours dangling voices
where mother rest her breastful pride for tomorrow.

©John Chizoba Vincent.
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Come With Me

Come with me to the shrine

Let us deliberate on the plight

Of our beloved country,

The gods are waiting to hear from us.

Here is your sit; face me so that

I could watch over you head and you,

Watch over mine so that we

Could protect each other from the terrorist

Who might throw a heavy orange on us.

I heard what happened recently.

I heard it also but very brief from a gossip.

Is it true that over two hundred pretty girls were
Abducted in the country and every one had been wailing?
Yes, so i heard also, even the people went on protest

all over the world.

The first lady of the country also cried.

Then which pretty girls are left for our children to marry?
Amadioha knows best.

I also heard of the kidnapping going on here and there,
The bloody arena which was discovered at Ibadan.

I heard of the ritualist caught red handed by the police.
They confessed that the political animals sent them.

My dear, what is going on in this country?

Who is who in this country?

Why are we like this brother?

Is the president working at all?

Is the security men asleep, who are we to blame?

We have a lot to do in this beautiful yet cruel land

Before we all become slave in our fatherland.

Perhaps its start from me and you to redefine

The cultural and traditional value of our beloved country.
When faces are no more faces we can make them face off.
We can carry on the good legacy to the dark kettle

But remind the pot of change to come.

Put off the burning sweating candle

Make it known that there is nothing as constant as change.
We could be mad, mad in the bloody street

Yet our madness will never make us insane.

To over look the insecurity in our system
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We hope no more but hope for our hope to come
With the unaborted dreams of a better country.

john chizoba vincent
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Concobility

CONCOBILITY

When a politician tells you that he put

On a red boxers with white singlet inside

Ask him to wait till you look at it properly

before you could believe him so to remain insane.

If a man on a campaign rally tells you a tale
make sure you sieve the whole tale to generate
the truth therein, whoever take a politician's
Word must have a blocked ear and blind eyes.

Is it not the politician who sees an elephant

and called it a rat? he sees a snake and praise an
Earthworm with a bow and songs of laughter,

A politician's mouth kill souls in many ways.

When a politician tells you to wait here
Better find another route to your journey
He may follow money to his death hole
His mouth is as sharp as the kitchen knife!

No politician fight a fellow politician squarely
They know where to settle after election
Don't sell your soul to them in the field

As they prostrates for a vote you're to cast.

A politician's tongue is full of campaign promises before election, he may decide
to sell garri and plantain with you but he is not with you dear!
Your vote is what count for him, cunny fools!

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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Contentment Still I Crave

CONTENTMENT STILLI CRAVE

He that is down needs not fear no fall
He that is up needs not to get down
He that is humble ever shall

Have God to be his guide

I am content with what I have

Little be it or much I make do with it

And pray, lord, contentment still I crave
Because thou savest such in your kingdom

I will look upon you God

Let my will and yours be but the same
Save my mind to long for Good

On the alter of goodness I cry

Tend my steps to success

I pray thee night and day

In you I put all my Trust

Never leave me in the dark

Thou knowest purpose thou created me
Make me good now. Oh God

Least they that mock laugh at me

Yet contentment still I crave.

john chizoba vincent
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Corrupt Papers Of The Ancient Wisdom

There history without pages is written,

Blood carved in an opulence coven yet,

We stood and watched them deceived us

with a piece of yam that lack manners to the
Mouth, they called it our constitution but alas!
It is a bunch of chameleon lies to the earth.

We were told in those papers to guide home,
Our cultural heritage is very paramount to us,
Togetherness despite the cultural diversity
Democracy is the eyes that we see through,
But those laws they made they break at will.
Tilting the masses below their gushing guts,
Wishes that glamours are painted above us.

If the picture of a destroyed hope is televised,
If a cinematic embryo misses its womb,

If the sparrow is caged beyond the earth

If the string of the vein stream hurts heart
Then we have a bleeding dream of tomorrow.
Have ears and have no ears to listen again,
Have mouth and have not the talking mouth.

Yesterday they told us a story we couldn't write
Today they scripted the same story on a peble.
Leaving the shoes floating on air against the
Law made by mother nature and father earth.
Now we move around with those paper without
Lines on them but blank expression of sorrow.
Alas! We've gone mad again against ourselves!

We've been fooled one more time by their act,

Our legs restricted through that papers but theirs
A forest of legs parrotting around the earth to sin.
Scroll up and down faintly and see if those names
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You bear is written down like theirs in the same
Papers of the ancient wisdom made by the aristocrats.

(C) John chizoba vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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Cracking Tone

Come,

let me take you to Nigeria

for you to hear a faint echoes of corruption;

I will be your hearing ear for the night we

spend there-

When they ask you the time of change,

tell them the messiah shall come from the east
with a cup of wine and pieces of kola nuts.

Tonight, we shall make their mouth a talking drum,
to tell our hands, our pens to write our discovery.
We shall dance before the naked moonlight,

not dumb but mouth gagged,

not lame but legs shackled,

we shall not write about something positive

even if we ought to write, we shall write of suffering?
Maybe it ok to see them sing stupidly,

are you so confused? I saw pity in your eyes.

Are you after their change sickness?

I really don't know anything about this land anymore
because they are so engrossed with their problems.
I slept and woke up still no change has come,

so permit me to write about the pains here.

I have nothing more to think sleeping on bed

of roses and waking on a sorrowful chain of change.
When they ask, you ask and I ask again,
remember, not all trees are tall in the forest.
Follow their cracking lips and you shall

see the shapeless pattern of their calamities.
‘change is not our problem but we are our problem'
This you must tell them before we leave tonight.
When it is dawn,

we shall sip our tears with our lips then move

on with our lives waiting for the right time to ask
our oga at the top-

'When is the change, Mr President? '

©John Chizoba Vincent
From_A_Pen_Refusing_Frustration
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Create Us A Better World.

Many souls had gone beyond though corruption and mayhem
Many souls are paralyzed by pains and torture

Others wept foe peace and long life.

Yet no one knows when the new rain will begin,

No one knows the reason why dogs leak their vomits.

Is this truly what man was created for?

Does this little world where men swim in evil worth living?

God make us a better world free from pains sorrow and agony.
A world free from torture, injustice and corruption.

Free from the strange faces from the dungeon sucking blood in the dark.
Create us a new world for us where we live forever.

With no wrinkles and old age.

A paradise where smiles and happiness abide,

Where men never suffer sickness and death

But remained healthy all day long.

No one hurt another and all things shall be abundant

Make us a paradise of joy to inhabit.

john chizoba vincent
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Crocodile Smile

They lynched the shores of Bayelsa

with a strange tune which made the crocodile smile mischievously,

Then, it went on a deadly journey!

The Cavalries arrived figuratively on

a python dance with their amonition,

They cleared the air and dried the oceans, Mr President' orders said so.

Next we saw, was skulls raining down

like water.

Many bones cracked like an old clay Hut,

their bodies scattered mystriously,

cold blood shattered on a blazing ground.

children wailed in flight

mothers ran helter skelter clinging their babies on their back...

boys beheld the horror and shrieked

girls went into hiding against rape

doom beheld the youths of Bayelsa watching the uniformed men do the crocodile
smile on their land.

Jets parading in the heart of the sky made them voiceless like a village wrecked
by war.

The ground quaked and the air cracked, filled with homicide fragrances that took
away dreams.

Bayelsa 1999 came back again angrily!

Its death again like the days of Civil war.

The Crocodile smiled in the south,

people died in numbers and,

the Python danced in the East,

many skulls rolled.

How did we play this music that brought pains to our ears?

Who did we kill his name in the dark?

Why one sky if division is all we seek?

Until this madness is cured and mental slavery dissolved, we will not stop this
Cattle slavery soonest in our land!

Yours Poetically,
©John Chizoba Vincent
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Daily Damaging Days

DAILy DEMAGING DAYS

Dying days dances dearly,

Destroying deleted determined details.
Distill distraction display devoid,

Defiant development drives devalue days.
Dial up diamond depressed diary.
Diabolical destroy dethroned desires.
Designed dependable desires dialogue
Demonstrate defined deliverance.

Draft daily demaging days,

Dare delect day dreaming data

Dazzling death-toll debtors deceives
Debatable decency decision declared
Dedicate depression delegated delightfully.

john chizoba vincent
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Dare......

Dare to conquer the multitude

Dare to win the unforeseen battle.

Dare to sing among the victors

Dare to speak the unspeakable.

All is grist that comes to the mill

Actions speak louder than words.

Adversity makes strange bedfellows and

All is fair in love and war.

Dare to climb the mountains,

April showers bring forth may flowers.

Ask no question and hear no lies.

Eat, drink and be merry for tomorrow we die.

Doubt is the beginning not the end of wisdom.

You are not a prisoner though your life may toss
And turn like a boat on a turbulent sea

Dear to do the unbelievable in the face of the world.
Relent not in the little which hang in the air

Never settle for the less

Dare to challenge the lions, and roar louder.

bring down the heavens on earth

Fight the elephants of the forest, bark like a dog
Howl like the wolves in the cruel dark night.

Forget about the frustration in the air and make heart
Beat faster and clearer the way to make the air moves freely.
Dare to speak the truth in the midst of the hyenas
Give it what it takes with blood in your eyes.

When a dead man walks the living mann should arise
And run bravely to overthrown the tyrants.

Dare your gut and the street forget you not.

live flammable like the fuel in the tanker,

Dare and live the rest of your life a hero.

john chizoba vincent
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Dark Voices

The voices boom

At the outcast of the village.

They were the elephants of Aba,

Men with horrible faces breaking

The lawful act of the unpolluted land.

They speak of lootment of the public funds,
They speak of breaking the oil pipes.
Distance look of Aba's undevelopment
Strategies and means never hurt them, NO!
Rather they sing aloud with cracking voices
That terrifies humanity.

But darkness turns light when the

Song of love present itself in their midst.

john chizoba vincent
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Darkness

They lifted the dirge in accordance,

The earth broke in pieces with a callous elegy. Illusion followed in their
fellowship.

And death brought the woman to her kneels, she wailed and wailed cracking the
walls of the sky.

God created forgetfulness because of labour pains!

Because of the void in darkness,

Because of the many tales in darkness,

Because of your tears in darkness,

When do men start to feed curses as blessings?

How do they learn to hold their bodies together without holding the future in
their tongues?

Men are bodies of darkness,

men are shadows of darkness,

men are souls of darkness;

Men were created in the darkness and that makes them dark at heart.

The sun unmasked the night as it stood in tears of what the dwarf cowardice has
done to humanity.

The grasses were like sheep,

The clergy men' scars drawn more chapters in the pages of jolted notes.
They've made darkness their companion,

They have hidden their faces in the belly of the night committing atrocities to the
naked bodies of the earth.

When you get to the pit where parables are told,tell Satan that humans are
tamed like goats.

Tell him that humans need more torture to be wild and weired.

A baseless battle baked this darkness that left men in the court of evil.

You see,I don't know many things as a poet because, my eyes is full of dark
colours; black. ities. Sadness. .

And more.

When you cut open the belly of my poems,you will see darkness
buryingthemselves in mass funeral because men made it to be so.

YoursPoetically,
©John Chizoba Vincent
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Date

D. oes it really matter where we meet?

A, fter all the venue is chipping in beautifully

T. ouch of red and white will match beauty of the day

E. ctasy of my heart will adore the bliss of your emotions

john chizoba vincent
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Daughter Of Africa

Open not your body to the public;

For our culture and tradition forbids it,
Cover those things that need to be covered.
Don't walk like a cat and call it Cat-walk,

It is not done here in African land.

Your mother knows that and should have taught
You that before you mingled with those white skins.
Our culture forbids a woman exposing her chest,
Our tradition forbids a woman chewing gum in the
Presence of the elders without regards for them.

When you exposed that body and every eyes behold it, no man will come to price
you at your father' house.

You must not put on those fingers like tiger' claws.

Learn to pound yam in the kitchen and bring your husband's heart at home; for
an African Daughter is

Known to capture her husband' heart with food.

Plait not your hair with a mermaid's hair,

It is not culture of Africans, we plait with 'Owu’.
Learn to kneel while greeting your father;

For it is the first rule from the heart of Africa.

You must not stay out late at night and don't club;
For Africans are not known with clubbing in motel.

Sell not your virginity to the men out there,

Virginity stands for greatness among African women.

Daughter of Africa, change your view about Africa,

We are not Monkeys but humans with flesh and blood, and wisdom from the gods
and our ancestors.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 171



Our women are made to be pure, holy and skillful,

Not a thing made for the dogs and vagabonds.

Don't imitate those that will lead you to your early grave; for the gods watch
every act of stupidity in you.

Daughter of Africa, be the mother not the child.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
All Right Reserved 2016
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Daughter Of Love

Let your love shine in darkness

Between the beauty of the aging eyes,

Let the bees honey towards your being.
Daughter, save the documented smile,
House the grace that crossed mourners.

If the thought of the strangers be said,

Tell tomorrow of a fellow love that blossom.

Daughter of love, strive more to love.

Love the strive of the daughters in love,

Daughters whose names are written sky above.
Above the name of the loners, let your name shine.
If there are more things unsaid to yesterday,

Say it tomorrow to the lost ones of in the slum.

Daughter of love, save the poor here,

Those poorer than the poorest in town.

In the tower of your muse, save the needy,
Change the names that speak of evil without love.
Protect those in the slum of the hatred,

If there are wind that could get over us,

Let it be wind of love from your wings.

Remember, in you many shall be redeemed.
Channel your milk in one direction,

Be the mother that guide her chicks.

If there is any nursing wound unhealed,
Drive towards the honeywell of laughter
That will butter many lives that comes by.
Daughter, let your love shine in darkness
To be a healing beam to all that come by.
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Daughter You Can Make It

Daughter of Africa,

You can make it with love.

Cleverness is your mirror,

Gentleness is the imperfect perfection of you.
Trade gradually to the forest of life,

And see yourself glowing before dawn.

With your smart smiling mouth,

Goal can be achieve through laughter.
Your black is beautiful and original,

You are black, bold and you know it,

The black species never get kick off in life.

Your black is natural to get the nature attracted,
Swim dovely to the eastern zone of Jamaican sea,
There shall be the abundance of your future there.
Daughter, you can make it if you focus;

Focus with the focus that drive dreams dreamly.
Just make up your mind and follow life in joy.

Daughter of Africa, the sea are the dreams,
The air might compromise with the sky,

Take a step from the boredom of the day;

One step at a time and there's no need to rush.
Just make up the flow of your mind, you can.
Shake not when the troubles emerge ahead,
There are hopes and love that follows behind.

Take heed before the rain comes in fierce move,
Bark when you need to make the birds tremble.
Our blood is ticker than the lion's claws.

Once move, try not to look back where you started,
Backward betray motions in the journey of life,
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Daughter, you can make it with the right move.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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Dear Beautiful Mariam

Dear Mariam,

I hope you were not caught up on the way

at the cross road where love lines crossed path.
If tomorrow comes and you see me nho more,
bear in mind that I have gone with the nation's
Flag to show our ancestors of once a land fought
For, but she has been ruined once again by all.

I am a soldier and you know that I am for my
Country, and, my country is me in death and life.
If there are things written and those not written;
I want you to know with all your heart that the man
In me cares.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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Dear Choi

Look behind the bank of the ocean,

Don't you place the blame on me

I guess we are who we are in life.

I won't denounce your declaration,

I was seeking for love when I found you,

You kicking me out from your life

Will mean my death before the rain.

Headlight shinning in the dark I drive on

Loosen the connection of my heart and

You could found wire bearing your name.

We are here for a reason and reason not the cause,
If the truth can not make me whole or even if

I got a song to sing my children we carry me home.
Have it in mind that life is too short to be alone.

john chizoba vincent
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Dear Friend

Dear Friend,

I hope you were not caught up in the street,

I hope you made it to the otherside peacefully;

I was hunted down by fear and weakness.

We started the journey together I know, but

Fate separated us in the eve of the young day.

The tears that now held me up here had been

My companion right from my miserable childhood.

My only hope is that you never fail yourself

Just like the way I have disappointed myself.

Go get the money we couldn't get from the bank,

Go get the Cheque and sign the deal with them.

Loot those that never believed in our dreams

And mess the media for treating us like bad eggs.

My wish is that you come out victoriously,

Because the knitting pulse of my eyes longs

Towards the Roman empire to get that which

We dreamed of and could not get hold of it.

We acted like pussy-cat and they treated us like fools.
Life or death, hit hard on those who sees us as fools!
Peace or pieces, look forward for any watery success!
Race or walk, make your move count in hearts!

We planned to show the world that we are the movie
But fate was faster than our legs, because we got stocked among the Animals
called man in busy bush.

Where ever you go or searches my name in the
Forest of men where glory does not last forever;

I have made up my made not to regret any action I have taken with you in our
journey of life.

Love does not exist in my mind any more but I

Know it exist in you; it exist in your heart of heart.
We shall see in the other side of life when our death comes, because here we are
separated from seeing each other.
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Dear God

Alone I am, depressed

We need to talk out things,

It been quiet a while;

Long a while we spoke

Let not my verses be ignhored
Father has gone beyond

Mother has joined the army

My dreams are shattered

Hopes gone in abysss of lust

We need to talk out things

The sun is weakening my face
When the night comes,

The moon will come to torment me
Everything is not normal

I need a new flesh of newness
Stepping stone to see ahead

To stop this brown frown on my face
Send down your rain to reign
Bless all this little kitchen of mine
To chase away this wild hunger

If you don't come, I may die

If you don't show your face,
Darkness will torture me
Depression has taken toll on me
Fear has baptised me righteously
Weakness, a focal point of my heart;
We need to talk, dear God

You need to heal this madness
The pains piling up in me

Dear God, a mother can't

Leave her son to die in misery

So you'll not abandon me also
We need to talk things out, father
Before this tears me apart!

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
From_A_Pen_Refusing_Frustration
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Dear Graciano Enwerem

Dear incredible Graciano Enwerem,

The man of great inspiration and vision,

Let me sit with you on your table of knowledge,
My sagging pen needs re-direction and only

a sage like you can direct him to the right path.
Let me dine with you on the table of men,

Your bowl! of water could change my muse.
Your glass of wine could make me wiser.

I wait to be your belt in the art of poetry,

I want to be your mustache to acquire more,

I want to change the course through your eyes;
make words a substitute for laughter.

A pen stroll with you could be my shortcut

to greatness, my incredible Graciano.

Let me set the camera,

We could be the characters;

you the mentor, and I, the protégée,

like Jazzy and Korede Bello,

let me set the stage and watch

as you perform.

If only I could touch the helm of your garment,
I will be pleased in the journey so far,

If only I could visit your library of knowledge,

I will be King I in my kingdom.

Leave flattering to the little fools!

I flatter not your eyes nor mouth to laugh,

The words I speak are from my heart.

Leave me not blank on the

ocean of confusion, Incredible Graciano;

for your ink of wisdom, I admire a lot.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
All Right Reserve
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Dear Heart

DEAR HEART

Dear heart, dear guiltless heart,

Do not break where they expected
You to be broken and cry like a child,
Be strong and disappoint them,

Love takes two to journey afar.

Dear heart, dear harmless heart,

Over your dead body shall you weep,

Do not walk gently into that heart again
The game of love might swallow you,
Love is the bones that dog men play with.

Dear heart, dear kind heart of love,

When tomorrow shows up in black,

Know you that yesterday wore white,
Command respect and they will love you,
When you miss a step, no one will pick you up.

Dear heart, dear breathful heart,

On your table shall man dwell

When it is set for the rightful man
But when a folly takes in position,
You might be broken and left naked.

Dear heart, dear humble heart of gold,
Don't judge what you don't know or

What you think you knew but you don't,
Look before you leap and speak cautiously,
Love is formless as water is but dangerous.
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Dear heart, dear mother heart of smile,

Only you can accept, reject and protect
Whatsoever comes into you as words or deeds,
Pardon not evil into your domain and weep
Love is mosquitoe that sting more than the bee.

Dear heart, my humble human heart,
House your heart in your heart of heart,
Beautifully beautify by beauty of buttress,
Care and circled in a circular ceiling Can
Love only make one cry when it is bitter.

Dear heart, dear dovely dove heart,

Don't give yourself away so easily,

Watch from afar before you say 'l do'

'l do' has sent many to their early grave,

Love is not a bed of roses and a sweetened flower.

Dear heart, dear honey heart of mother nature,
Watch those you see and welcome home,

Many beings are wolf in sheep clothing

Once they are allowed into a paradise,

They will turn to the ancient serpent of lust.

Dear heart, dear sweetened heart of silver,
Do not get broken in public in folly,

Many mouth will wag and curse when you fall
I know you better when you are joyful,

Love is not as pure as you think it is.

(C) John Chizoba vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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Dear Jelly Fish

How can we match along in the sea?

Can I be identified among your mannered colours?
Written in my palms are your routes,

When the tide shines on your skin

My mind is taken back to mother's face.

Can our friendship be explained to the moon?

Even if your abode is salty to my tongue-

Can I be free to keep in touch with you?

You have robbed me of humanity love

And gives me nature's future tale.

Are you the star in the ocean or the satellite?

How possible can I swim with you without

Being robbed of my sanity here?

Does jungle justice exist in the oceans like here?
Does your mother really care about your wellbeing?
Do you also think about the future?

When in trouble, how do you react? Calm or furious?
Tell me dear jelly fish&lt; I care to know more of you?
Our lives hold together a thin cord which is fragile
And thick but never can tell of its breakage

When death emerge from our subconscious mind.

© John Vincent Artistry
For: Film Republic Pictures
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Dear Men

Dear men in the house of David,

Look not at women in the bathroom

And fall lustfully like King David of

Ancient Israel, he did it and God cursed him,
When skimpy skirt women are seen by,
Close your eyes and fall not into temptation.

Let the new born sun see not your evil heart,

Tell the two parted flesh downward that the
Thundering pleasure can never do harm with

It noisy visit to the soul on what you see with eyes.
Tell the buoyant apples on the chest of women
That they shall not bear your weakness and agony.

Dear men of house of solomon,

Let women be not your terrific nightmare,

Harbour them not too much as your master did.
Trade carefully and hopefully like the fox,

You are their heart and their hearts are your heart,
Our souls are planted among thorns and thistles.

Dear men,

Size not yourself with any won man in the market place,
Distant our journey maybe but pace shall kill the race
Women are here with pestles to kill and destroy,

Learn to be a mighty man, a man of Fortitude

Clearing high mountains that stand above you.

Avoid yesterday's pitfall but embrace tomorrow' hope.

Dear men,

Take your stand in the street among the titans,
Let no one denial you of your right and light.
Becareful on what you hear and see around you,
Seeing can be dangerous to men on the street.
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Peer not into other's faults with a hanging cliff
knowing that the squirrel has lived beyond its fame.

(C) John Chizoba Vincent
Voice Of Vincent 2016
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Dear Motimoba

I am in the village that speak

Of the past of our forebears.

Take the children back to school,

Teach them what tradition had done

To their father and, let them be brave.
Listen to their heart beats always,

Paint their fears with encouragement

And sit with them behind the sun.

I have spoken to the moon to shine

To you always and buttress the children esteems.
I will come soon before june and july,
But let them know that their father cares.

john chizoba vincent
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Dear Nashata

The drumming air will come and go

The oceans will clap by and overflow

In this round world where every thing fades and dies
But my love remains as white as the snow

Your name dear Nashata have i written thousand times
In my humble heart for in you lies my life

Nashata jewelry of African maidens

I've decorated my heart with golden smiles

Paints my emotions and feelings with love

Come back and dwell in my heart

In you have i rediscovered the perfection of womanhood
By they love i look, shall i rise again

Like mother hen covers its chick, shall your love covers me

Dear Nashata, love speak of you in my heart
Thy grace uphold me not to fall and gnash
Nashata, beauty of woman hood you are
Walk slowly to watch the leaves wave by

In honour to your beauty and adornment

In you lies my hope and motive

The Nightingale sing only for your love
Across the oceans the whale jubilate
On the dry land, my soul glorify

Thee like the goddess of Nkporoland
Leave me not alone dear Nashata
Only thy love can keep me save

john chizoba vincent
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Dear Pamela

DEAR PAMELA

Dear pamela,

The song about you remind me of pains

Your smiles remind me of that day

The sun visited the earth in her full human

To touch the soul of another human being

Is to walk on a holy ground but yours is a
Burning hell decorated with brimstones

Instand of ros flowers which are made in woman's heart.
You are of sadness and weired experience to me
I take as my guide, the hope of a saint in
Crucial things but your presence in my life
Frustrates my believe and trust for womanhood.
I watched the time eroding away, my soul laughed
Sarcastically; your tears built the hut which
Harbour my happiness and my life is long gone
Leave now! I beg you with tears.

The day is still young and fresh to ruin my life

I look forward to get my lost rib not you

Young ladies await me in the corner

Do not be a hinderance to my life

Another will love and care for you more than me
My heart belongs to another, dear pamela.

john chizoba vincent
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Dear Son

Dear Son!

The little opportunity given to a monkey to wear cloths, does not guarantee it to
join the dinning table,

You must honour whosoever that comes on your way.

Dear Son!

Girls are like mangoes, while you are waiting for them to be ripe, others are
eating them with salt.

So becareful the way you see girls, they are evil.

Dear Son!

Whoever presents his own head to break coconut would not be able to partake in
the eating of it.

The story of the morning roses murders our lives.

Dear Son!
A man who hangs around a beautiful girl without saying a word ends up fetching
water for guests at her wedding, you must be honest to yourself always.

Dear Son!

A man who counts his money after withdrawing from the ATM has trust issues,
learn to trust all but not all.

If something that was going to chop off your head only knocked off your cap, you
should be grateful.

Dear Son!

When a girl has beauty without brains, the Private parts suffer the most in the
hands of men of the world And Having them as a best friend is like having
Chicken for a pet, You will eat it some day.
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Dear Son!
The wolf on the hill is not as hungry as the wolf climbing the hill, becareful with
the kind of friend you keep within and those you keep far off.

Dear Son!

Never let negative and toxic people rent space in your head, raise the rent and
kick them out.

I think distance makes the heart fonder and happy.

Dear Son!

Life goes on, even if you don't want it to;

Drinking garri doesn't mean you're poor but allowing it to swell before drinking is
poverty in the highest.

Dear Son!

The buttocks are like a married couple though there is constant friction between
them, they will still love and live together, know you that my words are alive
And they are words that will create your future, tend to them.

(C) john chizoba Vincent

john chizoba vincent
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Death And The Old Man

DEATH AND THE OLD MAN

OLD MAN:

Death, old death, where are you going?
I am tending my field and not yet ready
To go with you to the other phase.

DEATH:
Old man, I am going to the village to Kill
Tend your farmland for your time hasn't come.

OLD MAN:

How many people will you kill in the village?
Please don't kill more than five in the lost village
I advice you kill all the corrupt and the looters

DEATH:
I will kill just five and go
Nothing more, just five and am done.

OLD MAN:
A promise, don't kill more than five

DEATH:
Yes, a promise

'Later in the day'

OLD MAN:

Dear old death, you have broken your promise
You killed many, your hand was heavy on them
Why did you break your deal with me old friend!

DEATH:

Old man, I didn't break our deal; I killed just five

But my fear killed thousands.

The fear of death himself killed many than death my dear old man.
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john chizoba vincent
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