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♦ 2015 Volume 3 

 

Bravearts Magazine is a literary and art quarterly magazine 

published as either of theme-focused, genre-focused or 

general-scope issues. It is published as free downloadable 

PDF magazine on www.braveartsafrica.com and by Bravearts 

Africa. 

We celebrate via the Bravearts Magazine platform brave 

literary writings and visual art from emergent creative writers 

and artists. Bravearts Africa accepts submissions for Bravearts 

Magazine all through the year and in poetry, short fiction, 

flash fiction and creative nonfiction/essays genres and 

subgenres of literature. At the same time, we accept 

submissions in all genres of visual and graphic art, and 

throughout the year. Visit our website regularly for 

submission updates and announcements. 

We accept submission(s) in all genres of fine and applied 

arts and of all genres of literary writing. All works must be 

previously unpublished whether in print or in electronic 

literary magazines, journals, anthologies or blogs (with the 

exception of personal blogs). Kindly send work(s), alongside 

a brief profile of about 60 words or less (written in the third 

person), to bravearts.africa@gmail.com. Please send as email 

attachment in Word Document (for literary submissions 

and/or the profile) and JPEG/JPG (for art) formats. Include 

a title and an artist’s statement for artworks submitted. 
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Bravearts Africa 

 
Web: www.BraveartsAfrica.com 
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Facebook: www.facebook.com/BraveartsAfrica  
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Instagram: @braveartsafrica 

  

Copyright is owned by Bravearts Africa and individual 

contributors of works. Reproduction in whole or in part 

without permission in writing from Bravearts Africa, is strictly 

prohibited. 
 

All Rights Reserved. 
 

Bravearts Magazine is designed with multiple lay-out designs 

on A4 paper size and is best viewed on Adobe PDF Reader on 

a high screen resolution smart phone or tablet/pad, or else on a 

PC screen. 
 

 

 

IN THIS SPECIAL EDITION OF BRAVEARTS, AND which is focused on PSYCHOLOGICAL NARRATIVES, 

the Art/Literature Arm of the Editorial Team of Bravearts Africa takes the challenge to compile our 

writings. Plus, we feature a spectacular entrée’s works in art and nonfiction from the few entries we have 

altogether from the public on this subject/genre-writing. This Edition of Bravearts Magazine is, thus, 

mostly a compendium of the Art/Literature Editors’ engagement of the genre and with a narrowed-down 

focus on the psychological/psychoanalytical sides of sexuality: hence, the edition’s striking title 

PSYCHOSEX. 

 

Bravearts Magazine, Issue #3 is edited by Kayode Taiwo Olla, Tola Adegbite and Odeyemi John. 

 

Welcome, then, to Bravearts Magazine: the PSYCHOSEX Issue. 
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THE PSYCHOLOGY/PSYCHOANALYSIS OF 

SEXUALITY IS what this special edition of 

Bravearts Magazine is largely focused on. It is a 

creative venture into Psychological Narrative, 

mostly – sex being a recurring theme as well as 

figure. 

Another character that makes this edition a little 

bit different from the regular is the fact that it 

largely a compilation of the contributions of the art 

and literature editors of Bravearts Africa on this 

subject, while edited by Kayode Taiwo Olla, Tola 

Adegbite and Odeyemi John that head the team of 

Bravearts Africa PDF Magazine. However, we have 

included a particular set of entries from a single 

entrée that so capture aesthetic sense from the very 

few entries we have this time. Our resolve after a 

rather long conversation between us Editors-in-

Chief is, If we are still going to publish anything 

from without, then it should be the best. And so, 

you have Atinuke Popoola’s works in art and 

nonfiction. 

In this edition, you will be transposed into the 

psychological worlds of the minds and, most times, 

sexuality of fictional characters that are as real-to-

life as people on real-life city streets, offices, hostels 

and homes. The scenes take you via the minds of 

characters from infancy, to bedrooms, to 

dreamlands, to a prison cell, to a file-tray-stuffed 

office, to a solitary mind, to sex in the mind, and to 

sex in actuality.  

We have submitted and edited works that are 

nonconformist, engaging, deeply touching, or 

questions-raising – and even curiosity-fuelling, at 

that. The caution to readers that may need to be 

stressed upfront, however, is this: we have 

presented fiction in the very realistic, creative ways;  

 

but all of these provocative works and their characters 

as well as the events portrayed in them are simply 

products of the imagination and are entirely fictional. 

As such, the writer-author or artist-producer of works 

do not have to be linked directly with characters, 

events, or even particular concepts portrayed, in any 

of the works of creative art or writing. This creations 

are simply for art and its sake, and we advise that they 

are viewed as such. 

Moreover, as this is a collection of fictional creative 

works, we also disclaim and stress that any particular 

resemblance of plots or characters in the works with 

real-life events or people, living or dead, is entirely by 

coincidence and is regretted by the individual author 

of the work/s. 

Finally, we would love to dedicate this collection of 

literary and art works to sexual healing for all those 

who’s continued to suffer sexual abuse, addiction or 

frustration in the mind. 

On behalf of the Editorial Team of Bravearts 

Magazine, then, we welcome you into this fascinating 

issue you’ll really love to reread for its display of skill 

and creativity! On behalf of the other editors on the 

team Bravearts Magazine, our humble selves heading 

the team, quite love to say to you, Ride with us into 

the creative intriguing stories—of PSYCHOSEX … ♦ 

— KAYODE TAIWO OLLA & TOLA ADEGBITE 

Founders/Editors-in-Chief 

December, 2015. 
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♦ Babajide Michael 

These moans. The excited cries 

The slow touch; the ass-ma-thick heavy breaths 

these blue-blues, red sensations. yeah, yeah baby, 

hur, fuke-god, hur-hur-hur. yea there, there baby, 

no, yea, there... black torch, charred bosom, sweating 

just sweating, no raincoats, no sweat-jackets. just  

epileptic bodies consuming each other, rolling on the ground. up down up down – non-stop –pumping – 

crying, groaning – moaning – touching – licking – sucking – doggy, rubbing –cuddling – chewing – 

fingering… 

 

they just keep ringing! encoring! remixing! recurring 

in the DVD of my head after a satiated porn-streaming.  

 

just a gentle touch from the breeze; 

an accidental stroke from a flying leaf 

just an organ playing notes, a brief pause brief pause brief brief pause from an elephant's horn. A washing 

machine humming; the electric zooms of a massager's serpentine crawling coils; then hymen is ajar; 

Phallus stands … 

 

all just took place nowhere 

trousers wet without water 

mattress soaked, cos the mind did it on your behalf 

in Freudian Siberia … ♦ 

Wet-Dream 
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♦ Kayode Taiwo Olla 

 
 
 
 

It felt like déjà vu, and it was recurring not even 
once. We’ve had exchanges like this before, every 
once in a while. When I would have to bring it up 
to his face and let him know I’m not dumb, that I 
know what he’s been up to with other ladies. This 
admirer that’s dying to be with him, that guest 
artiste in his show or recording, and yet another 
new dancer that “just breaks damn good” in a 
break dance audition finals—and blah blah. 

But it was the silence that ends all the arguments 
as well as his apparent defensives that are like déjà 
vu—the unanswered questions, his sweet nothings, 
the unanswered questions. 

This time my question was more direct and blunt. 
It’s so obvious the ladies want him—and maybe 
he wants them too, and he does have them when I 
can’t know; and he wants to have me—own me—
at the same time. It kinda feels close to being 
violated. 

The heated exchanges fell into silence. 

But then, the way he turned around from the 
window blind he had raised only a moment ago, 
where the influx of the early morning sunlight had 
cast his manly build into a silvery-framed dark 
silhouette—the way he turned around and 
whispered in low breath, “How could you have 
thought I would do that?!”—I could only flush 
with sweet embarrassment, my pulse racing and 
my breath already stolen away. I admired his build, 
the charm in the manner he spoke, and his 
character appeal. 

I felt like sinking into his broad bare chest and feel 
his strong arms hold me close and tight. I dreamed  

 

                    a fancy of hearing his characteristic                                                                                            
                           deep-toned whisper affirm it again, 
                           and voice it like he’d normally say: 
                         “You know I love you, Jemima, 
                       don’t you?” I had heard those cool   
            words in his manly whispers before I realized 
I was in his 
hands al- 
ready. 
 
I wiped 
a tear  
off my 
eye and 
looked up 
at him, and  
I caught him wipe beads of perspiration from his 
brow, which I would only later take note of in 
reminiscence. I looked him up and called him by his 
stage name but added my endearment in Igbo, “Nke 
m”. 

So, I whispered, “PauliNate XYZ nke m…” Then a 
cold shrill ran down my spine and through my hips, 
and I really yearned to feel secure inside him. This is 
it, actually: I am really proud that Paul is a star 
artiste and that I am his, and even that he is every 
girl’s dream—but I don’t want him to be every girl’s 
man, too… now that we’re going to be married. I 
fear to lose him… I hate it more to share him. 

So, I attempted, “Paul dear, did …?” 

He disengaged me from his arms. “Jemima… got a 
deal to strike out with my manager for 9 this 
morning,” he said, yanking over his towel onto his 
shoulder—“we can’t keep talking about nothing.” 

He didn’t answer; he never did. There was no 
answer; maybe, too, there was no question. Perhaps, 
it’s nothing after all. Perhaps, there’s even nothing. 
So far we both assume—maybe, believe—there is 

nothing. ♦ 

                     

  

Bare 

It’s so obvious the ladies want him—and maybe he wants them 
too, and he does have them when I can’t know; and he wants to 

have me—own me—at the same time. It kinda feels close to 
being violated. 

 

I looked him up and called him by his 
stage name but added my endearment in 

Igbo, “Nke m”. So, I whispered, 
“PauliNate XYZ nke m…” Then a cold 

shrill ran down my spine and through my 
hips, and I really yearned to feel secure 

inside hide him. 
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♦ Kayode Taiwo Olla 
He buried his head 
in-between his  
hands where he 
sat on his cell 
floor in Agodi 
Prison, Ibadan. 
 
There was silence— 
there had been… 
silence. The kind only  
broken intermittently by a jangle of metal keys, a 
clink of metal locks. And in the meanwhile, 
inducing unsure hopes—or simply, distressing 
tensions.  
 

Or, sometimes else, broken by a yell of an 
overwhelmed someone—that cannot bear himself 
anymore. That cannot bear that inward silence… 
anymore. 

And there was a pained, long-drawn-out yell now. 
It was a young voice; a new inmate, too, perhaps. 
And he, too, here felt like screaming. Like it could 
shut out the killing silence in his inward soul. But 
he just… sighed. 

He raised his head. He thought he had heard a 
sound, a movement behind the door. He stood up 
and rushed up close, in a flicker of hope. But it 
seemed someone just stopped by and left again. Or 
maybe it only seemed. 

He sat on the long seat slab now, and he just 
stared headlong at the opposite wall of 
the cell room. He strained to read a- 
gain the faint graffiti scattered scant- 
ily across the wall length. They were 
scant blood smears that had mark- 
ed them on the wall—and that look 
had always scarred him since the morn- 
ing he was put in that cell. He stared for 
long at the graffiti and they were a few 

                                   

He stared for long at 
                                               
                                               feminine names 
                                                and a few dates. 
                                                 Then he spotted 
                                                  a pretty large print 
                                                 of a name and two 
                                                words beneath it, 
                                               and all marked in 
                                          blood-red. 
 
They simply read: T E S S Y: Forgive Me. 

He thought about if he were to decide to also leave 
graffiti on his cell wall, too, the eve of his trial—he 
wondered what he would write. He did not wander 
much. He had the answer on cue. He laughed. “Of 
course—Sandra,” he said: “SANDRA: Please I’m 
Sorry.” And then a long, pained look wiped out the 
smile left in the corners of his lips. He just buried 
his face in his palms and groaned. 

Sandra. 

It was her silence that haunted him more now. More 
than the fact he was still awaiting trial did, even. He 
would give everything in the world for him to see 
her face now. Even if she would scold him to death 
like he rightly deserve, let her only halt that 
prolonged silence, he craved. It is the woman’s 
power we men cannot bear, he said to himself. He 
added: Men cannot bear silence; it would mean 
                                   they would bear themselves!  
                                           That, he had read from 
                                                  somewhere before. 
                                                 
                                                        And Sandra… 
 
                                                         He quivered 
                                                        at her name, 
                                                     like she was a 
                                                 presiding judge 
                                             over his trial and the 
                                                                                                                                 

 

The Trial 

She felt 

he was right, that that was just a 

feminine kind of reasoning things; but 

she felt he could have put that in a 

more polite manner. The tone felt 

insulting and she feared she was being 

too intruding on his male 

independence. 

He thought about if he were to decide to also leave 
graffiti on his cell wall, too, the eve of his trial—he 
wondered what he would write. He did not wander 
much. He had the answer on cue. He laughed. “Of 
course—Sandra,” he said: “SANDRA: Please I’m 

Sorry.” And then a long, pained look wiped out the 
smile left in the corners of his lips. He just buried his 

face in his palms and groaned. 
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the jury at the trial. Like she held his keys of life 
and death. Maybe the first though—if not 
accurately the second, he thought. No, he retorted, 
maybe the first and second. 

He thought about the times when he had always 
been free—times before he was remanded in 
custody for this rape charge. And times when he 
felt withdrawn over much thinking, much 
calculating as a man, a self-made man. It was 
always about money, he remembered. Only this 
time, it was about this girl outside. Vicky. 

Times of withdrawal like this; his own masculine 
silence—he remembered Sandra would say, 
“You’re into yourself more these days, baby. What 
is it?” 

“Thinking,” he would nod. 

“Thinking…” she would attempt. 

“Calculating,” he would retort. 

And that was how the last began, he remembered. 
But now it was not about money, he knew. It was 
Vicky. And she was playful, and flirty, turning him 
on. But her thighs never would open. It was Vicky. 

Sandra came around his shoulder from the back of 
his living room couch and rested her hands across 
his chest. “Baby…” she started. 

“Oh my goodness! I say I am thinking!” he 
snapped and walked into the bedroom. 

“I just… I’m sorry, baby…” she attempted. “I just 
wanted to ask if I may be of help; if you could 
share it with me.” 

He chuckled. “When did I start to think aloud 
with you like you females do?” he laughed from 
inside the bedroom. 

She felt he was right, that that was just a feminine 
kind of reasoning things; but she felt he could have 
put that in a more polite manner. The tone felt 
insulting and she feared she was being too 
intruding on his male independence. She thought 

 

to tell him she was sorry to disturb him and that she 
only meant sincere concern. 

She was beginning to walk to the bedroom when he 
said from within, “You know what, Sandra? 
Tomorrow we’ll see—I’ve got many things in my 
head now.” 

She stopped short. “Felix!” she gasped. 

“I’ll come pick you,” he said. “Is that alright then?” 

She just stormed into the bedroom and took her 
handbag, checked herself in the mirror and turned 
out. “I’m going,” she said. 

 

 

 

 

 

“Oh just a second and I’ll take you home,” he said. 

“No, don’t worry about me; you’ve got a lot to 
think,” she said on her way. 

“I’m so sorry, Sandra,” he called back behind her. 

“It’s fine, Felix!” she retorted. 

Yes, he thought about that time again, when he had 
always been free—Felix. And that same day when he 
felt withdrawn over much thinking. That same 
evening he drove to the bar and sat among his clique, 
ordered Heineken for them and discussed Vicky 
with them. 

“You’re a bad guy, Felix!” Desmond said. “You’ve 
got Sandra you’re gonna marry. What happened to 
you and Sandra, guy?” 

“Stop that, guy,” he said. “Na just flexing things, 
guy—no more. Na Vicky I dey talk so. Na just 
chop and go—I no fit throw ’way Sandra—for 

wetten be dat?”             ǁ Continues in page 17 

 

 

 

Yes, he thought about that time again, when he had always been 

free—Felix. And that same day when he felt withdrawn over 

much thinking. That same evening he drove to the bar and sat 

among his clique, ordered Heineken for them and discussed 

Vicky with them. 
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♦ Kayode Taiwo Olla 

◊ For Crush and Clutches 

I love you. Those 

were the words you 

didn’t say to me. 

Before Tony 

came and had me 

in his lust. I love 

you — those 

were the words Tony 

said. Those 

were the words you 

did not say. 

To me. ♦ 

 

 

 

♦ Odeyemi John 

Come to me, 

Let me lie on your blooming bosom. 

Turn back home, 

From the journey of ‘coyness’ 

Lest you elongate my strife. 

Save me from the on-slaughter of insanity. 

Wrap me in your porous arms. 

You will be my shed – 

I, Your wordy world. 

 

 

The lovers’ lawn is patiently waiting, 

For our roost and frost. 

We may squander the glide of lassitude; 

And here the moon is set, 

To envelope us undressed, 

When the night spy at our play. 

Come back, 

Here, serenity will be our guard. ♦ 

 

 

Unsaid 

Lovelorn (Prelude) 
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♦ Odeyemi John 

I'm caged in the wilderness of emotion 

Lost in the desert of thought 

Drowned adoring your name 

Like an over-inflated balloon about to burst. 

 

I searched the rubbles 

Of disturbed warring dusts 

Chasing after cans and pans 

Like a mad hound in love. 

 

I've been caught and trapped 

In the darkness of my shallow mind 

Caressing the unseen window-pane 

In quest of your faint shadow. 

 

I burst into Diana's paradise 

Fuming like a dumb cold-shivered minstrel 

Fluting like old absent-minded Triton 

With a cracked pot of silent voice. 

 

I pant at each knock at the door 

Your flowering airy arena 

Charmed my embellished exuberance. 

 

I sojourn through the burning sun 

For I know you are the eye of the moon 

I cuddled the brightest stars 

For you are the shelter of ambience. 

I conflicted my maternal chest 

That lords the angel's postures 

...................................... 

End the prologue of this dream 

Now that I am pale as cadaver 

Now I blow my love horn 

Faintly in my singed Ming 

 

Wear a garb of flesh 

And rush to me. 

Though I see you 

Behind the mist 

With my mind's eye 

I cannot touch you 

Except in dreams… ♦ 

 

 

Lovelorn 
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♦ Tola Adegbite 

11 
 

Friend you know what? 

These words are of great worth 

Cos I’ve tried to write for years 

But all I do was shed tears 

Since you left I couldn’t write 

Cos I don’t know what is right 

You never looked back 

After you left me in the dark 

 

Knowing that you are my sight 

You left with my light 

Knowing that you are the word in my world 

You left my world with no word 

 

You left my sense of humour 

Leaving me to this life horror 

You discarded me like a used pad 

I thought I would run mad 

 

Our friendship was deeper than the ocean 

Reason I now live in illusion 

If time were to be in my hand 

I wouldn’t have allowed our friend plane to land 

 

All pleas to bring you back were in vain 

Even when sombre blood flows in my veins 

Tried a lot but I couldn’t hate you 

Cos hatred makes me look like a fool 

 

 

 
You said my nonchalant attitude gives you heat 

Every moment with you I tried to change it 

But I couldn’t; it’s my nature 

In your eyes I don’t care for the future 

 

’Wish I could be the picture you want 

But I couldn’t my personality haunts 

Believe me, friend, your departure makes me sad 

Cos you are the best I ever had 

 

2 

 

To you I may not be the best 

But believe me you are always my first 

When I told the world you’ve given it an end 

I was told you were never my friend 

 

I was blind to see I’m all alone 

Was deaf to the change in your tone 

You were never in our relationship 

Reason plunge befell our ship 

 

Whenever I remember your “Leave me alone” 

I keep to myself and stay on my own 

For years I’ve been living solitary 

Hoping one day you will come to hear my sorry 

 

 

 

 

Best I Ever Had 

1 

 

2 
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I miss you is not enough to tell my feelings 

I want you back is not enough to tell my yearnings 

I will be good is not enough to tell my promise 

You know the truth in my lie – you I really miss. 

 

If you give me a second chance 

To your tune I promise to dance 

And to show you gratitude 

I’ll give change to my attitude 

 

Let’s forget our heart’s pain 

And look forward to the relief rain 

Let’s build our love on the rock of trust 

Let’s bury the past in the earth’s crust 

 

You know it, you are all I have 

Without you I’m just a half 

You are my word and action 

The motivation behind my notion 

 

You are my ink in this pen 

The 1 in my 10 

Without you I am zero 

Only you makes me mellow 

 

So, since you left me 

I haven’t been me 

Your departure makes me sad 

Cos you are the best I ever had 

 

 

If you truly are mine 

You won’t taste in my life like lime 

You would have spent with me a lifetime 

Seems you consider my love for you a crime 

 

Knowing we were the best peer 

You still gave me a shock beyond tears 

Losing you was my greatest fear 

When I lost you I had my bad years 

 

You left without a trace 

And since then I have never seen your face 

On this chair you once sat I gaze 

But all I see is space 

 

I’ve searched for  you in lost seas 

But you I did not see 

I looked for  you in the skies 

Till I couldn’t bear the sun, I cried. 

 

I have searched to  the end of the streams 

Have hoped to see you in my dreams 

’Wonder if you are lost to me or to the world 

Cos you are nowhere to be heard in word 

 

’Wish you can see the tears from my heart 

It runs and forms the word a-part 

For we are no longer a part 

We have been torn apart.    ǁ Continues in page 17 

 

3 
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We might not be friend again 

To avoid the past pain 

But please let me see you again 

To feel the comfort of your presence like rain 

 

I will keep living in your memory 

That I will remember when I’m to write our story 

That you are my best friend 

And my love for you never ends 

’Guess we are not meant to be together 

But does that mean I shouldn’t see you forever? 

Your disappearance makes me sad 

Cos you are the best I ever had ♦ 

 

 

♦ By Tola Adegbite 

He 

 Hot like hell 

 Bold like death 

 Known like the air 

 He’s got it all. 

 

She 

 Confides in fear 

 Walks beneath the nose of the world 

 She is his foil. 

 

They 

 It began with the flame 

 His fame masked her shame 

 Like a spell 

 His smell ensnared her emotion 

 Like a bell 

 His voice aroused her attention 

 They were new 

 New on the pew 

 He was new to her church 

 She was new to his touch 

 He couldn't tell 

 When he fell for her 

 

 She couldn't say 

 When she was swayed by him 

 

◊ 

 

Then— 

 Like a storm, like thunder 

 Like a current, like fire 

 It wrapped their souls 

 She shivered, he quivered 

 It dominated his flesh 

 Heightened her temperature like fever 

 Pressure for its pleasure 

 Sweat for its sweetness 

 Like the end of life 

 He groaned, she moaned 

 She screamed, he gasped for breath 

            They, climaxed … ♦ 

 

 

The Climax 

 

 

Art Segment I 

The following art segment is a collection of artworks contributed 

by Tola Adegbite and Tae Kae, Bravearts Editorial Team 

members, and from a past edition of Bravearts Magazine and that 

together reflect “PSYCHOSEX” as a motif this issue embodies. 

♦ 

Commentaries by Kayode Taiwo Olla & Tola Adegbite 
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♦ Intwo One 

(Photo Design: Tae Kae) 

“Lovemaking” is actually something really more than mere penetration and orgasm for couples in love:  

it is the union of body and soul of happy husband and wife in lifelong togetherness. It is the perfection 

of love. It is love consummated for the bride and groom that have only kept themselves for each other. 

It seems love is purer, sweeter and unpretentious this way. Who will not want love pure and so beyond 

surface – love that reaches down to soul? Like a Tyler Perry movie has it: “I know it is love because—I 

carry you in my spirit.” 
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♦ you & me make 6 & 9 

(Photo Design: Tae Kae) 

6 & 9 looks very much like a pair of opposites that attracts in Nature – North Pole and 

South Pole, anode and cathode, anion and cation, positive and negative… and then, male 

and female. Going a little bit sexual and PSYCHOSEX, then, 6 & 9 can also be the pair of 

human sex gametes that attracts: that is, the spermatozoa and the ovum. A spermatozoon 

and another don’t fuse in Nature; an ovum and another don’t. There is no fertility 

therewith. 

Going all the way sexual, 6 & 9, again, is a sex position that can bring real fun and 

excitement into foreplay for couples. Lying 6 & 9, the couples find to stimulate each other 

at the genitals and with the hand – simultaneously; and so heightening the pleasure of love 

making and increasing the chances of reaching orgasm mutually. 

Of course, each symbol and motif in the picture can be more and more deconstructed and 

unknotted that it yields even more meanings than the director of photography ever had in 

mind or intended. 
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♦ Heart Vase 

(Ceramics: Tola Adegbite) 

Heart. Red. Love. Vase. Concave. PSYCHOSEX. Words like these may keep surfacing randomly at the 

psychoanalytic description of the image. 

HEART. Heart is used for the seat of human emotions, affections and tender or romantic feelings. One 

wonders why it is the term “heart” that is used when the literal heart does not have anything to do with 

feelings after all – just ribs-enclosed organ pumping oxygenated life blood and refining deoxygenated blood 

for reuse. So how come, heart is the word used for the seat of affections? 

Then RED is chosen for love. A red heart? How do we come by red? Maybe since the literal heart pumps red 

blood, LOVE then is better symbolized with red! But the heart-shape love is also not the same shape for the 

literal heart, the circulatory organ. 

But a VASE—a heart-shaped, red, love vase may look another thing to the psychoanalytical critic with as crazy 

and strange associations as the deeply psychotic dwelling in worlds of distorted realities themselves. So for the 

psychoanalysts, a vase is simply not a vase it is CONCAVE. Yes…? So…? 

Concave, they say, like a hollow, the inside of a cone, a cave, and – to go the ultimately and inferentially 

psychoanalytical – the female sex organ that is the recipient in love-making and the gateway in childbearing: 

the vagina. Such seems a psychological dimension of sexuality, the PSYCHOSEX.  ♦ 
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Best I Ever Had | Continues from page 12 

 

We  may not be friends again 

To avoid the past pain 

But please let me see you again 

To feel the comfort your presence gives like rain 

 

I will keep living in your memory 

That I will remember when I’m to write our story 

That you were my best and very friend 

And my love for you never ends 

 
 
 

’Guess we are not meant to be together 

But does that mean I shouldn’t see you forever? 

Your disappearance makes me sad 

Cos you are the best I ever had. ♦ 

 

The Trial | Continues from page 8 
 

“Ah, I for fear,” Desmond breathed. 

“God save una. I dey think say una don dey kolo 

for dis Vicky girl,” Chima put in. 

“Haba guys!” laughed Felix. “Una no trust ya 

man again? I still get dey sharp, no go think am—

I still dey plan am well like school days, trust 

now?’ 

“So how you go take wash am when you don nail 

am one time, chairman?” Desmond questioned. 

“Trust me, the girl just dey give una signal,” he 

put in—“im no fit dey tough like that. Na da 

right button you go just press. She no go doll, 

take am from me! Na just una im dey wait for—

no come doll yaself sha o!” 

Felix laughed. “Haba, I no go gock mysef nah! 

Wetten una think I be?” 

“Guy!” called Desmond. “Wetten you go take use 
jirate for us after, uh? Na Dubic you go order for 
guys this time, Felix—no be so?’ 

‘No wahala—Dubic,’ Felix had promised. 

 

And now, this time of Susan’s silence, the prison 

cell’s killing silence—this time now, he yearned 

addictively to drink himself up and numb this soul’s 

pain. But those were the days he was free outside. 

And now that he was remanded in custody, he was 

faced with himself. His imprisoned outward and 

inward selves. 

He jolted up. 

He had heard an obvious click on his metal lock. 

And there the jailer was, standing at the door on the 

outside. 

And the jailer said, “Come up, someone visiting you. 

Sandra—your fiancée, right?” 

“Good Lord!” he exclaimed. “Yes sir—my fiancée,” 

he replied and rushed up to the door. That was the 

first time Sandra was seeing him since he had been 

awaiting trial. 

He stretched his hands out to receive the cuffs 

around his wrists. 

And then the metal door clicked open. And he 

began to walk the longest distance in his life 

through the hallways to meet Sandra—like a 

defendant going to answer the jury. And he could 
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hear the thuds of his steps and the jailer’s in his 

ears. And the jangles of his handcuffs. 

◊ 

Sandra broke into tears. 

She had wanted to ask him one thing for about a 

minute they had sat down in front of each other. 

But she could not say a word. She just broke out 

crying. 

Felix hung his head and felt sorry. He mumbled 

at last, “Please don’t cry, dear.” 

“Why shouldn’t I?” she retorted—“Why 

wouldn’t I?” The last question came much slow-

paced. 

Felix breathed a heavy sigh. 

“Felix—” Sandra started. “I… wanted to ask 

you,” she continued—“Ah, goodness! Felix… 

why—did you do it?” 

Felix sighed heavily again. 

“Huh? Answer me, Felix—I want to know.” She 

was close to tears now and her voice quivered 

slightly. 

“I am sorry,” he moaned. 

It does not seem like an answer to her and she 

could not stop wondering why exactly. “Have I 

been—Goodness! What do I say again?—Have I 

been unattractive to you?” she wondered. “Good 

Lord, have I been less caring or insensitive to 

you? Ah, please Felix, what did I do wrong? Why 

in the world will you go right ahead to rape a 

lady? And when you were arrested a penknife was 

found in your jeans—Felix, why on earth?! And 

that is why you are remanded in custody, Felix. 

How could the bruises and wounds on that Vicky’s 

body not be related to the penknife in your 

possession? Ah Felix, why did you do this to 

me?—Why?! Why?!” 

Felix stretched a hand to her and touched her arm. 

“Please, Sandra…” he attempted. 

“Don’t touch me!” she snapped immediately and 

took away her hand. 

“Ah Felix, you are wicked; God knows you are 

wicked!” she blurted. 

“But tell me, Felix, why did you rape Vicky, uh?” 

she requested again. 

Felix sighed. This was to be like asking a question 

that does not have an answer. Or at least a logical 

answer, he thought. Why do men cheat? 

 

For this man, he thought, it may be 

disillusionment, boredom with work, or even life. 

It is a looking for something—someone—to help 

unwind pent-up emotions of the macho soul in its 

own shell of killing silence and withdrawal already. 
Or for another man, he reasoned in himself, it may 

 

 

 

be the looking for a challenge of his masculinity, 

something different perhaps, something tough, 

crazy. Like a transposition of the erotica into real 

life. Like the exotica—like all things not yours 

always are: inviting. And the pasture is always 

greener from the other side of the fence, he 

reminisced. But only until the bull jumps over. And 

it would be another man’s land for real—and not 

yours, he lamented. 

 

It does not seem like an answer to her and she could not stop wondering why exactly. 

“Have I been—Goodness! What do I say again?—Have I been unattractive to you?” 

she wondered. “Good Lord, have I been less caring or insensitive to you? Ah, please 

Felix, what did I do wrong? 
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                                                              Yet,   he   reasoned,  
                                                  for another man 
                                                       it may be his 
                                                            outgoing 
                                                             w a s  a n 
                                                              anasthe- 
                                                               s i a  to 
                                                              numb or 
                                                              keep  on 
                                                             numbing 
                                                          the  emot- 
                                                      ional  pain or 
                                          frustration of a crum- 
bling love life.  But then, it will only complicate 

both his love life and emotional stability even 

more eventually, he said to himself. And it will 

add more idols to his soul’s image screens, or fuel 

up more and more unending, insatiable yen in his 

groins. And in the end it would never have healed 

his frustration and obsession, he added. 

Ah these are the times that face men; these are the 

trials that face them, he said to himself. 

These are the times; these are the times! These are 

the times that try men’s souls, he lamented. 

“Felix, tell me why!” Sandra interrupted his 

thoughts, in a determined low voice. 

He buried his face in his hands and he felt like 

shaking with tears before her, frustrated. He 

didn’t want to say there was no real reason—no 

sensible reason. He didn’t think to say, maybe. 

He pressed his face deep in his palms before him 

and said, “Her evening dress that night turned me 

on.” 

He had finished the statement before he realized 

the foolishness of saying. And he bit down his 

lower lip. 

 

 

 

“Ah! So you were even taking her out on a date!” 

she gasped, close to tears. 

“Aw, I am sorry, baby! Please—!” It didn’t occur to 

him to turn it around, the evening dress thing. 

“You’ve even started to date her, Felix!” she 

interposed. 

“Aw… n—no, not that—it was actually…” he just 

fluttered and saw no point justifying. He just 

moaned, “Ah please, Sandra—!” 

She burst into tears. 

“Ah Felix, what did I do wrong?!” she cried. “Why 

the hell did you choose to cheat on me? Not to talk 

of raping another lady! God, you’re callous, Felix! 

You’re so unfair to me! I hate this… I hate this! I 

hate your changed self; I hate this!” 

She stood up, took her handbag, and turned 

around. 

Felix stretched a hand, half-standing, and moaned, 

“Ah baby, don’t go—please!” 

She wiped her tears and turned around again, and 

she put her bag on the table, still holding the hand. 

Felix sat down. 

And Sandra’s voice came out subdued and more 
decided this time. “Do you love her?” she asked. 

“I love you.” Felix’s rejoinder came with an 
emphatic stress on the last word. 

“You did not answer my question,” she said, took 
her bag and turned around. 

“God knows I answered your question, baby! Please, 
I am really sorry!” he groaned, getting up on his feet 
to hold her back by the hand.  ǁ Continues in page 25 

 

 

He pressed his face deep in 

his palms before him and 

said, “Her evening dress that 

night turned me on.” He had 

finished the statement before 

he realized the foolishness of 

saying. And he bit down his 

lower lip. 
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♦ Babajide Michael 

your eyes hurriedly doze off 

while busy with the slippery skin of your apple tab 

your fingers suddenly become free 

obviously the eyes are winking, partial blindness 

you just start clicking: you your fingers 

and pam click pam pam click pam 

pam param-pampam click pam 

you slide and swipe and scroll into apps 

one of them  is full of albums… porn 

another one’s a storehouse of strippers’ solos  

and many others: showcasing scenes of horny 

strumpets 

with soldiers struggling with excited spears in 

between their shields; dock and dog. 

◊ 

you are now in erotic estopia 

everything that whispers now is dick lick suck 

all you see is a torch with a tongue of fire 

while Diana and Helen undo their virgin veil 

and you, Eros, blinded like cupid, continue to 

release 

on nothing but some mere animations 

playing to the industry of your inseminated mind, 

your apple tab, the incubator of erotica 

continue to ooze into your frenzy eyes: 

images, rays, tracks, moans, beats, 

cries, phonemes, pictures, syllabi 

scenes, act-shouts… 

escaping from superego's id to id's ego ♦ 

 

 

Release 
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♦ Tola Adegbite 

In three poems of three titles, 

Sip from my dream kettle 

It is a story of a lady beautiful like flower 

Who sits at the bank of a river 

Lady at the bank 

Lady at the bank 

 

Lady at the bank 

Almost at the burial of day 

I resolved to search for clay 

For approaching is the month of May 

The month in which my skill will stay 

  

In search of clay, I walked miles 

I wasn’t in a hurry so I walked in styles 

Until the sun bade me bye 

I waved back and heaved a sigh 

  

Not far from the bank, at a river bank 

I saw a lady, a product of clay 

Lost in thought, she sat at the bank 

Oh Christ! Her appearance bade me stay 

  

I stood in awe: oh, what a creature! 

Product of Creation, daughter of Nature 

Lips coloured like fresh stew 

Body fresh like the morning dew 

  

Oh! She was beautiful 

Her beauty works my tool 

And so for her I write 

With my pen of light 

  

At her sight, my heart pulses raced 

She stole her beauty from all races 

She had sipped from the sea of tribes 

Adorned with beads like a royal bride 

 

Curled and long hair like the Indians of Asia 

Balanced like the monument of Persia 

African woman in feature, curved figure eight 

Nose pointed, pointed and straight 

 

 

Lady at the Bank Lady at the Bank 
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Like the sky, she accommodated all mystery 

Her beauty told millions of stories 

The mystery of beauty 

And the secret of divinity 

 

Closer I drew to take a sip of grace 

Her natural seat of earth 

Awakened my heart of art 

Lady at the bank let no one take her place 

 

And as I moved closer 

I wondered and pondered 

Could she be thinking? 

Or is she sleeping? 

 

Seconds had passed into minutes 

And minutes mounted the tower of hours 

Yet she was as still as a monument 

Seemed she awaited the evening shower 

 

Lady at the bank 

Lady at the bank 

Please speak 

Your voice I seek 

 

And then in the silence of my thought 

Came an intruder 

In the mincing of words 

He tells the reason behind her silence 

The lady at the bank 

Has a heart of steel 

Heart of steel 

 

Heart of steel 

Don’t bother to steal 

It’s a heart of steel 

Don’t bother to break it 

It’s been oven-ed by heat 

 

It’s a heart of steel 

Her heart of steel 

It’s been fired by the heat of betrayal 

Don’t cajole her by being loyal 

 

She has swam through the ocean of deceit 

Don’t pretend like you can lick her feet 

Cos she has reached the peak of love 

Give her a love sum and she will solve 
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She has reached the pinnacle of lust 

Be careful with her you might get lost 

From her wound, blood gushed like flood 

Do not peep; you won’t see her blood 

 

Once, her robe of silk was clean 

Then she was in her teens 

Her orange was then unpeeled 

Her cup of milk was filled 

 

She once walked with dignity 

Was once treated like a celebrity 

In fact, she was being prepared to be a bride 

Until suddenly someone plucked her pride 

 

She once wore shoes 

Until she was being fooled 

She once spoke in words 

Until she was pierced with sword 

 

She once looked into eyes 

Until she was made to cry 

And if you can 

If you will not be banned 

 

 

Touch her earthly chair 

Feel her flowing tears 

You will feel and see 

The sorrow in her tears 

  

You will hear 

The noise in her air 

The reason she is dead to feelings 

Why in the school of love she is missing 

  

Look to her and seek 

Hear from her as she speaks 

Her heart of love is sealed 

She has a heart of steel 

 

 

And so, she woke from her slumber of thought 

And gave the answer to my question 

She told the story of a trusted friend 

Who showed her the ‘End’ in ‘Friend’ 

Who robbed her of her pride 

Who buried her dignity and pride 

She says: ‘He robbed me 

He robbed me.’ 
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He robbed me 
 

With deceit he laced my drink 

With lies he painted me pink 

With his sweat he watered my plant 

With force he removed my pant 

He robbed me 

 

He emptied my mug of milk 

Tore my robe of silk 

He rapped my lips in a kiss 

Robbed my heart of its peace 

He robbed me 

 

He forced his pen on my notes 

In lust he tore my clothes 

He stripped my body to cold 

Rust my heart of gold 

He robbed me 

 

He buried my dignity in a casket 

Turned my bucket to a basket 

He stripped me, he emptied me, 

He robed me, he raped me 

He robbed me 

At the revelation of the secret 

I remember my mission 

I’m still in search of clay 

To mould a flower vase, not a broken heart 

I left the scene, the river bank 

I left her alone, 

The lady at the bank. ♦ 
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The Trial ǁ Continues from page 19 

“Don’t touch me!” she snapped. “No you don’t 

need me again, Felix. You don’t need me,” she 

said amid tears now. “Do whatever you want, 

Felix; you don’t need me again; you don’t need 

me again!” she said, drawing her handbag to her, 

and walking out, sniffing. 

Felix moved to run after her, but the jailer 

intercepted him and blocked him off. And then  

he cried really hard. It was his first time he did. 

“Please, Sandra! Ah Sandra, please don’t do this! 

Don’t do this! Please—! Sandra—! Sandra—!” 

 

And everything went silent again. And he could 

only hear in his head the click-clack of her 

retreating heels on the long hallway floor. And the 

jangles of his struggling metal cuffs. ♦ 

 

 

 

♦ Tola Adegbite 

He 

 Hot like hell 

 Bold like death 

 Known like the air 

 He got it all. 

 

She 

 Confides in fear 

 Walks beneath the nose of the world 

 She is his foil. 

 

They 

 It began with the flame 

 His fame masked her shame 

 Like a spell 

          His scent ensnared her emotion 

 Like a bell 

 His voice aroused her attention 

          They were new 

 New on the pew 

          He was new to her church 

 She was new to his touch 

  

          He couldn't tell 

 When he fell for her entirely  

 She couldn't say 

 How he got her completely 

 

◊ 

 

Then: 

 Like a storm, like thunder 

 Like a current, like fire 

 It ensnared their souls 

 She shivered, he quivered 

 It dominated his flesh 

 Heightened her temperature like fever 

 Pressure for its pleasure 

 Sweat for its sweetness 

 Like the end of life 

 He groaned, she moaned 

 She screamed, he gasped for breath 

 They climax-ed … ♦ 

 

  

The Climax The Climax 
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♦ Atinke Popoola 

Work is my default mode. Meetings are ever 

persistent. I’m a lover of action. Activities crowd 

my days. All of these claw at me ruthlessly. “It’s 

called living”, I tell myself. Another bright day yet 

again. Not that I noticed, just a fact lurking in my 

mind…if the sun rises every morning, everyday 

must be bright. I zoomed off to work, greeted by 

same loads of paperwork on my desk. I spoke to 

them like they could hear ‘How did you manage 

to stay put after all the hours I put in?’ But no one 

heard that…even the desk. I signed up for this 

and I enjoy what I do, but sometimes, the crazy 

kicks in. Alright, I take that back. Most times. 

 

After a long blur, I got back to my precious four 

walls. My gracious abode. Starving for an overdue 

rest when I heard the knocks. Great music to my 

ears, coming from a mob I’m sure. I opened the 

door, and they trooped in. Not a mob after all, 

they look like my friends. Their relentless chatter 

stole the last nerve. And then…Quiet. Silence. I’m 

alone. Left to hear my thoughts, listen to my own 

voice, and ponder on life bombardments. 

Musings. Draw my creative strength. Stare at 

nothing without making a freak show. Meditate, 

read  a book, take a walk, grab the paint, sing a 

song…and even imagine myself deliberately soil 

the whole paperwork back at the office with paint 

 

 

(of course that’s one imagination that ends in my 

head)…and then I close my eyes. Solitude keeps me 

sane. 

 

True friendship is a gift. A wonderful treasure 

wrapped with ceaseless wonder. Companionship is 

great. The presence of people make us feel alive. But 

you have to enjoy solitude to cherish 

companionship and friendship. Alone, but not 

lonely. There is a thin line between solitude and 

loneliness. Thin and fragile. But a saying goes ‘you 

cannot be lonely if you like the person you are 

with’. It’s important to slow down and simply 

be…before the real world and after the real work. 

He who knows how to be quiet is close to God. In 

solitude, God whispers in a loud world. ♦ 

 

  

Solitude 
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Art Segment II 

The following pages of the Art Segment II are 

drawings with psychological interpretations – from 

infant expression, to adult emotion, and to a 

perspective drawing on the bizarre facial appearance 

(where you get to see, only upon a long, close look, 

two pictures in a bizarre single one – one, of two 

wild animals on their toes, kissing; another, of a 

weird human face. 

We present to you Atinuke Popoola’s art. 

—Editors 

♦ 

Commentaries by the Artist 
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♦ A Blissful Smile 

Few people remember what it felt like to be an infant. Few is a stretch. No one remembers. But 

picture this: a serene expression borne out of pure joy! When did we forget how to smile? 
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♦ The Colour of Passion 

What does it look like? / How does it feel? / Passion is a relentless pursuit / A fierce wave of ardour 

/ Fleeting and endless / A sensation so deep / Moves the core of the soul / Now, passion dines 

with love / If love is passionate / How deep is your love? / How much of it spills over in worship / 

To look like passion? / Where my love runs deep, / My worship soars high /The colour of passion 

is love. 
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♦ Illusion 

There are two sides to every coin. Perspectives are endless in life as much as looking differs from 

seeing. Sometimes you have to ignore the moon to gaze at the stars. Illusion makes the invisible 

visible. ♦ 
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Bravearts Magazine (now to be called Bravearts Africa Magazine) is calling for submission for the next issue (mag 

#6) of its e-magazine releases, to be published March 2016. The issue will be focused on Travel Narratives (i.e. 

travel writings) and will simply be tagged TRAVEL. 

We solicit for works of short fiction, creative nonfiction and poetry that either engage Travel (or its associations 

like Wandering, Itinerancy, Journey, Flight, Tour, Denotative/Connotative Pilgrimage, Diaspora, etc.) as theme or 

motif, or that are products of some actual travel in the writer’s life activities As such, we also welcome creative 

diaries and contemplative nonfiction that border around Travel as much as we welcome entirely imaginative 

narratives and verses. In addition, we welcome works of painting, photography, drawings and graphics that explore 

the concept and/or associations of Travel. 

Submission is open to any writer or artist regardless of age, location or race, or experience in the arts. ar Our desire 

is to weave a collage of voices on this subject; we would love you to freely respond. Submission for the TRAVEL 

Issue (mag #6) of Bravearts Africa in PDF is, therefore, open to all from DECEMBER 20, 2015 to FEBRUARY 

15, 2016. 

Kindly send submissions as email attachment – alongside a brief biography of about 50 or 60 words in length or 

less and written in the third person – to bravearts.africa@gmail.com, and with the subject line ‘SUBMISSION’. 

Until then again, we say: Do keep the pen writing! ♦ 

—KAYODE, TOLA & JOHN 
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♦ ATINUKE POPOOLA is an artist and a creative writer. She is a graduate of Psychology from the 

University of Ibadan. She keeps an art blog at www.itunupopoola.blogspot.com. 

♦ JOHN ODEYEMI is poet, writer, columnist and teacher of the word of God. His works have featured in 

different online and print magazines. He won the Jury Press Short Story Competition in Obafemi 

Awolowo University, Ile-Ife, and was also selected as one of the best six in the NYSC/BSN National 

Essay Competition in Nigeria during his National Youth Service in 2014. He is a graduate of English 

language from Obafemi Awolowo University. John is the Managing Editor/Nonfiction Editor of 

Bravearts Magazine. 

♦ KAYODE TAIWO OLLA is a lecturer of English at The Federal Polytechnic, Ede, Nigeria. He is also 

currently a master’s student of Literature at the University of Ibadan. He is the author of Sprouting 

Again, a novel (2011) and Softlie, a collection of love poems spun into a story (2013). He keeps a 

profile blog at www.kayodeolla.wordpress.com. Kayode is Co-Founder/Administrative Director of 

Bravearts Africa and Editor-in-Chief/Fiction Editor of Bravearts Magazine. 

♦ MICHAEL BABAJIDE is a poet and spoken word performer. He is a graduate of Literature in English 

from Obafemi Awolowo University, Ile-I. He was long-listed for the Uganda-based BN Poetry Prize 

2015 with his entry ‘Diz Poetry’. He is Poetry Editor of Bravearts Magazine. 

♦ TAE KAE is nom de guerre of Kayode Taiwo Olla in graphic art. 

♦ TOLA ADEGBITE is a graduate of Literature in English from Obafemi Awolowo University, Ile-Ife, 

Nigeria. She is a lover of words and art. She presently manages her pottery studio Geovana Pottery, 

where she makes and sells ceramic wares. She is Co-founder of Bravarts Africa and Editor-in-Chief/Art 

Editor of Bravearts Magazine. 
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