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PUBLISHER’S NOTE 

Twogether is a collection of love poems initially exchanged between the authors (both essentially literary 

writers) in their love relationship from July 2012. As they make final preparations for their wedding, and 

while a friendly interest on the drama of their love story significantly broods among their friends and 

their readers, the authors consider it an interesting venture to publish their love journeys in lines. It is 

to be an alternative reality-based set of diary poems to their regular professionally impersonal and 

usually fictive poems and narratives they share with their readers from time to time. 

 
EDITOR’S NOTE 

In order to not compromise, as much as is reasonably possible, the raw and natural feel that this 

collection’s individual poems may hold as personal diaries that they are when they were originally 

written and presumably without the immediate intent of being made public – in order not to 

compromise this, the editor has simply edited the collection loosely; that is, only in terms of deviations 

that are possibly not significant for meaning as well as obvious incongruities in grammar and 

graphology. The editor has therefore only proofed and copyedited the collection. 

 

The cover cropped photograph as well as the photograph in page 5 are of the authors – taken by 
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₰ 

Whatever stuff souls are made of, yours and mine are the same 

Whatever stuff pairs are made from, yours and mine have the same 

—modeled on a line from a character in Emily Brontë’s Wuthering Heights 
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Preface 

WE HAVE KEPT DIARIES OF our love relationships in the poems we exchanged. We have hoped 

to preserve our fast-paced momentous love story in the bodies of poetic expressions. This 

chapbook is a collection of actual exchanges between us authors in our love relationship and 

which we have decided to publish (while we prepare towards our wedding event) for the 

curious reading delight of our readers, fans and friends. 

Our dramatic relationship has generated a lot of excited comments, talk and interest generally 

among our circles of friends and acquaintances – most especially in our literary circles of fellow 

writers and some other lovers of our works and writings. We had anticipated this at the 

beginning of our relationship when our marked compatibilities have aroused love and 

admiration for our togetherness. 

We had found fulfillment when friends and colleagues had severally found inspiration from our 

love story to get it right in their relationships and find happiness, too. We had actually nursed 

an ultimate desire for our relationship – that we should so find it right that it is an inspiration 

for others to believe true love and happiness does exist and to go on to find and experience it in 

their relationships; and it has remained our truest desire for all others who never yet knows or 

finds this to be true. 

This collection of love poems, therefore, is our way of preserving in black and white and on the 

sands of time what some perfect little pair has experienced through four years of a love 

relationship from July 2012. Through these years, we have grown; have developed; have advanced 

– but have remained essentially what we saw in ourselves that attracted us. 

Consequently, too, through the poems, you will also notice a progression, advancement or a 

build-up both in the style of     writing as well as in thematic content. So, while, for instance, 

the collection develops from elementary stylization sto more profound or complex trends of 

styling, the intensity of the poems in terms of mood and overall feeling also develops 

accordingly. What has happened is that the poets have advanced over time and same as the 

lover in them have equally advanced. Pardon and permit, therefore, some very elementary set of 

styles along the collection’s progression – the collection was initially intended as a set of private 

poem diaries. 

Welcome, then, to our world… twogether! 

 

—KAYODE TAIWO OLLA & TOLA ADEGBITE 

May 2016 
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Priceless 

Kayode Taiwo Olla 

 

I saw someone; hey, someone! 

I found someone. Whatever stuff souls are made of  

Hers and mine are the same. 

 

Are there no words  

To say the feelings of my heart?  

Are there no lines  

To sing the passion in my voice?  

What butterflies fly in my stomach so! 

Is there no voice  

To hint the thoughts in her mind?  

Is there no trick 

To voice the feelings of her heart?  

What sweet modesty restrains her too! 

 

I saw someone; found someone  

Tell Mother I brought someone 

Whatever stuff pairs are made from –  

Whatever stuff pairs are made from,  

Hers and mine have the same. 
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How can you pretend when you love  

Someone this way? Hey, for two years, one month, and one day,  

I called her friend, I called her friend 

And Today I call her my  

Priceless 

 

O, I call you friend; I call you friend 

God bless the day I found the  

Future in my friend! 

 

Ha-ha! Two years, one month, one day!  

Yeah! Jane teased we are lovebirds. Jude swore  

We are soul mates. We said yes, we said no;  

We said yes and no. 

 

I told Kenneth I love you, but not you 

You said the same, only not to me 

I knew; you knew – we knew 

We only didn’t admit we do! 

 

Hey! You were my lovely judge in whatever  

Beauty queen stole my heart 

I was yours in whatever prince charming came  

One of mine you well approved; and one of yours  
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I didn’t oppose. Oh priceless princess, I wonder  

Why we didn’t go with them after all! 

 

Oh, recall the walks that we had  

Endless time we shared  

Activities we did together  

And the pulses from our hearts that throb! 

The dreams that we share 

The gifts we engage 

And the destinies that bring us together  

And see ahead, my dear… 

 

Recall the rivers that we cried?  

Oh… and the tears that we dried! 

The storms that we braved  

And, the passions in our hearts that beat!  

The many interests we share  

The potentials we have  

And the destinies that keep us together  

And see, see my dear –  

The future is bright,  

You and me together! 

 

And so, I called you sister; now let me call  
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You my sweetheart.  

I called you lady; let me please  

Call you my baby!  

They call us soul mates, but let me  

Find in you a helpmate… 

 

I called her friend, I called her friend:  

And today I call her my  

Priceless! 
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My Highbrow 

Tola Adegbite 

 

You got me raise my eyebrow in amazement 

At the exhibition of your wit, my Highbrow 

I am more than impressed 

At your style of speech and art 

With no broom you sweep me off my feet 

With no wheel you ride in my will 

Like my eyebrow, well arranged and natural 

So are you, my Highbrow 

Well composed and natural 

 

Captain our ship and lead the way 

That we will not fade with seasons 

Be the driver and drive the bus 

In this ship of love be my boss 

If intelligence intoxicates 

Then with no hesitation I will be drunk in it 

I will be drunk in you, my Highbrow 

 

Before you came 

I was a thread with no knowledge of treading 

I trod with words but have no world 
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And when you came 

Like a needle, you gave my thread a hole 

And together we weave clothes of words 

 

Your voice erases my fears 

Your smile dries my tears 

Your presence gives me cheer 

Love, for you I really care! 

 

Like the 0 in 10 you balance me 

Like the z in the alphabet you complete me 

Like the sky to the earth you shield me 

My highbrow, 

You really complete me. 
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New news 

Tola Adegbite 

 

I have new news 

Of a feeling beyond words 

In a heart of blood and flesh 

I have a feeling 

Of a flame that shadows my being 

Of a feeling that reigns in my heart 

 

I'm going to sing it to the world 

I'm going to write it in words 

Let ears be filled with its air 

Let me make it known to lives 

Let souls be informed 

Let minds be aware of it 

That I'm in love! 

 

Yes I will tell 

Of this feeling that keeps me awake 

Of this sight that arouses my emotion 

Of this water that quenches my thirst 

Of this robe that masks my nakedness 

I will tell the world of our word 
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The story we pen and live 

The life we live 

And the lives we left for us 

 

So let me tell these all to the world 

The news that is new 

That I'm in love 

With my best friend 
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Twogether I 

Kayode Taiwo Olla 

 

You are 20—plus x. 

Baby, I’ll be 30 minus 4x 

This October, if you remember. 

And you are younger; and I am older: 

But what does it matter? 

Oh, the difference is in years! 

Okay, y is the difference. 

 

You are 20—plus x. 

I’ll be 30 minus 4x 

This October, if you remember. 

And you are younger; and I am older: 

But what does it matter? 

y is the difference. It does not matter! 

 

And still people just want to know, 

As always, why—and what is—the two unknowns! 

Why ex and why?! What’s why and ex? 

But what does it matter? 

x is a number, 

And y the difference! 
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No, I don’t know mathematics 

Don’t want to know the problems 

Of the why and the ex; 

And the ‚plus-or-minus‛ thing— 

Sweetheart, this world of differentiation! 

 

You are 20—plus x. I’ll be 30 minus 4x 

This October, if you remember. 

What does it matter? 

x is a number, 

And y the difference! 

 

So grow old with me, Priceless. 

Step along with me, sweetheart. 

Place your hand in mine 

And look to my eye 

Like to a dancing partner. 

Go with me; come with me. 

Walk it all straight by my side. 

I’ll put my arm strong around you 

And you can look up at me 

Like to a big brother, 

Like to a strong father. 
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And with Christ as my Head and ours, 

I’ll lead the steps; and twogether 

We’ll walk—twogether. 

 

July 2012 
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Twogether II 

Tola Adegbite 

 

I love the thought of us 

The memories we made together 

I love the illusion of the climax  

The emotions we couldn't express 

I love the feelings 

The feelings we hide for coyness 

I love us twogether 

 

Search deep in my heart 

Walk through my thought 

You will see the precious secret 

That you reign in me 

That you rule in my world 

Perceive my words 

You will see it all smell of your world 

Listen to my heartbeat 

You will see it beats to your rhythm 

I love you 

Everything about you 

I love us twogether 
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I love the thought 

The thought of us twogether 

The story we pen twogether 

The pictures we paint twogether 

I love us—I love us 

Twogether 
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Waiting to hear from you 

Kayode Taiwo Olla 

 

Waiting to hear from you, baby 

I finally know time has got the laziest feet! 

Today I know—when that minute hand drags slower 

and slower to that time and the hour hand 

seems never to move at all, I remember they say 

time is not a friend! Nobody’s friend! 

Ugh! But I missed you! 

 

You know something? I thought of you so much I used up 

all of my manful absorber for pining torments 

by the time the minute hand finally drags past the hour! 

And then I was worried about you, 

with the tick of the clock, too, sending 

rhythm to my heart throbbing lots of thoughts! 

And no call rings, no text beeps, no line goes through 

tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock! 

Silence!! 

 

Now, when I love you I miss you; and when I miss you, 

I won’t stay silent; and you won’t, too, I know. 

So, that sluggish time dragged feet while both of us 
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on both ends raced to hear from ourselves, ugh! 

So I know, no call rings, no text beeps only because no line goes through! 

When we love, we won’t stay silent—I know. 

I love you. 

 

So, for all those forlorn torments, baby, I sentence 

Time, and not you! Cos when the line was at last clear  

and I heard your voice, my, it was (as I expected)  

the sweetest thing, that I forgot at once  

all the torments of the forlorn moments!! 

 

Waiting to hear from you, baby 

I finally know time has got the laziest feet! 

Today I know. 
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Waiting for you 

Tola Adegbite 

 

Waiting for your presence 

Looking anxiously at my watch 

Staring impatiently at the stars 

Waiting for the emergence of you 

Longing for the appearance of you 

 

I look to the thickness of the night 

Where darkness shadows lives 

With a doubtless heart 

That your light will emerge from there  

After all, the black pot begets the white pap 

I know you will come to erase my fears 

I know you will come 

 

▫ ▫ ▫ 

 

And now 

Just at the peak of the thought of you 

You appear from afar in the darkness 

Standing tall above walls 

Breaking through the fence of distance 
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With the construction of the bridge of love 

You pair me in my loneliness 

You quench my thirst of expectation 

You erase my fears. You are 

The son of your father: 

You came. 
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Black and beautiful 

Kayode Taiwo Olla 

 

Had it been you were big and busty 

Maybe I’d have thought 

I tripped for your breasts and hips. 

And let’s say you were very fair 

I could have reasoned 

It was just that. But… oh my, my! What spell, 

What powerful spell it is that has completely 

Charmed me in your black hair! 

What powerful spell it is that has utterly 

Captivated me in your beautiful heart! 

 

Goodness me, when I look, 

Just gaze at those natural curls— 

Oh baby, you can’t be real! 

Black-and-Beautiful, please tell me what spell 

you’ve won my heart with! O Cute-and-Lovely! 

 

When I steal a glance at you, 

I see cuteness like a girl’s; 

I see goodness like a goddess’; 

I see beauty, beauty like an African queen’s! 
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When I steal a glance at you, 

I see thrice of you at once! 

 

Now look back in my eyes, 

And see you in them! 

O rest your ear against my heartbeats, 

And hear me in them! 

And now that I look in your eyes 

And stroke through your hairs 

I still feel the power in them, 

In your beauty, and your character 

That have so drawn 

My eyes and my heart after you … 

And to you! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



29 
 

When did I first love you? 

Kayode Taiwo Olla 

 

When did I first love you, 

My beautiful love? I can’t tell! 

Long, long before my lips opened 

With the three-word sentence they’ve 

Wanted to voice to you all day! 

Long before I admitted to Kennie 

That I really like you—very much! 

Long, even, before I finally said to myself 

That I love you—I have loved you! 

When I close my eyes, it is you I see; 

When I think of you, a smile lights up my face— 

And I love you and love you and love you! 

But when you first love me, my love— 

Oh my! That, I cannot fathom! 
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When I know you 

Tola Adegbite 

 

When I get to know your source 

The pot that begets your pap 

The origin of your stream 

The flesh that formed you 

The blood from which your blood is sourced 

When I get to know your family 

The stars that surrounds your moon 

The trees that makes your forest 

When I get to know you 

To know the roots from which you stand 

The tree that bears your leaves 

When I get to know you 

I love you more 

The simplicity in your style 

The modesty in your life 

The humility that clothes your being 

The heart that beats in you 

I love you more 

When I get to know you 

I love you more 
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II. Soul 
—SECOND MOVEMENT— 
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Remember, please remember 

Kayode Taiwo Olla 

 

The days are finally here, my dear 

That we’ve talked about for long, 

When distance will hide our faces 

We enjoy seeing every day. 

 

And this distance, yet not Distance, 

Is a sweet sorrow for real! 

This parting, yet not Parting, 

Is painful, and still pleasurable. 

 

And the feeling—I can sense it deep down! 

 

The days are finally here for real 

That you’ve known should come, baby, 

When distance—not its Detachment— 

Will hide my face you love to see always. 

 

But distance is no real wall, jewel, 

Where hearts that love don’t grow distant. 

 

And may we never know real parting! 
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And so, as I go, remember, please remember; 

Till we see again, my Priceless, remember— 

 

Remember the nights we’ve gone out on dinners; 

And the times out at the snack bar and the museum. 

 

Remember the gifts we gave to each other; 

And the poems we wrote for each other. 

 

Remember the first dinner we went together 

And even there were awarded the best couple. 

 

And oh, remember the days I went with you to mass 

And the days you came to my home, too. 

 

And what is more? How I have been to you 

Your lover, and friend, and pastor, and flame. 

 

And remember, please remember 

That I love you. 

 

  



34 
 

When you leave… 

Tola Adegbite 

 

When you leave 

When your leaves leave my tree 

I will have to live alone 

And speak to you through the phone 

I will miss you 

 

January 2013 

 

 

  



35 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

III. The Blues 

—THIRD MOVEMENT— 
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Blue Memory
*
 

Kayode Taiwo Olla 

 

…  

I tried to be free; she tried to be free. 

We tried to take it off our minds. 

But we could not stay apart, no; 

We could not stay apart happy. 

 

She could not find a guy 

That understands her the way I do. 

Deep down she wished I come back; 

Deep down. But she’d let it be. 

 

She tried to go for other guys; 

And each time, I was secretly jealous. 

Deep down I wished she comes back; 

Deep down. But I’d let it be. 

 

No, I was angry, I was hurt; 

I was offended, I was jealous. 

But I guess I missed her; guess I loved her. 

                                                           
*
 The beginning part of this poem is regrettably lost 
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I guess I wanted her back so badly! 

 

I told Mike how deeply she had hurt me. 

He said I could’ve cried the way I talked. 

What were we fighting for? 

Why were we fighting wars? 

 

He passed my deep pain across to her. 

But she told him how I had deeply hurt her. 

And he said she talked amidst painful tears. 

And he said all this was altogether stupid. 

 

What are you fighting for? 

Why are you fighting wars? 

Stop all this madness, he said; 

You two were the best pair! 

 

And like the power of waves over flames, 

She called me; she called me to talk. 

It was with anger and ego I answered her call. 

But damn it, I sat down beside her limp. 

 

It was beside my friend I sat; my soul mate! 

And my, that gaze that once soothes me in distress! 
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This was not a stranger or foe; my ego was stifled! 

I sat weak and listened to a pained voice. 

 

What were we fighting for? 

Why were we fighting wars? 

It was nothing in the end! 

Only complicated assumptions! 

 

I wanted to hit myself real hard. 

I wanted to wash off this pain with tears. 

‘I am sorry. Please, let it be like before again!’ 

‘I am sorry!’ she replied. ‘It can never be!’ 

 

It was pain I could not voice. 

It was ache I could not tell. 

It was pain, it was pain I felt. 

No two loved like us! 

 

Please come back to me, dear! 

I missed you when you left me! 

You missed me too, you know, you know! 

Please, come right back, please! 

 

To say the truth I missed you! 
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Damn ego, damn male pride— 

All I want back is you! 

Is you, is you, my best friend! 

 

Love me again, love me again! 

No two loved like us! 

What will we do if we love?— 

What did we do? 

 

And she accepted me and decided to come back; 

But she promised it will never be like before! 

God, O God! (I cried in quiet solitude.) 

Please God, bring back the times again! 

 

Bring back the days; bring back the days 

When it used to be two lovebirds walking 

Two confidants talking, two souls loving— 

Oh, bring back the good times again! 

 

Can’t it be like yesterday? No, don’t leave me 

With only a memory of the sweet days! 

I’ll just have to travel back in memory to those times 

And live there; live there for as long as I can! 
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It could be better, it could be sweeter; 

Only give God the chance; give love the chance, 

Give me the chance—and no two 

Would ever love like we do! 
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IV. Rhythm and Blues 
—INTERLUDE— 
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You’re the only girl… 

Kayode Taiwo Olla 

 

You’re the only girl 

I can forgo my male pride for 

and really talk. You’re the only girl 

that’s won my heart all over! You’re the only girl 

I can bury my face in her hands 

and shed a tear. You’re the only girl! 

 

On the stage or the page, 

we’re just simply a name 

celebrated. And when I get down 

from the stage, baby, it is with you 

I’m not just that big name on stage, 

but your own man! 

 

Babe, you’re the only girl 

I can look in her eyes and 

see me! You’re the only girl 

I’m falling for! You’re the only girl 

I can throw myself in her arms 

and simply trust: and this is where I belong! 
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You’re just unique! So peerless. 

That’s why I call you Priceless! 

You ain’t just any girl! Wow, I’m speechless! 

And that is why you are Priceless! 

 

peerless, priceless— 

that’s what I think of you: 

and you’re so pure, you’re so pretty 

that nothing matters more! 

And that is why I am speechless. 

 

Cast away your fears, sweetie. 

Hold me in your hands, baby. 

I’m back to stay. 
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These feelings… 

Kayode Taiwo Olla 

 

These feelings are keen  

on my mind – these feelings;  

but they just won’t flow  

into words. 

 

These words are heavy  

on my lips – these words;  

but they just won’t go  

into voice. 

 

How do I say them, hey; how do  

I tell them – how do I birth  

worlds that are beyond words  

kicking in my belly? 

 

These feelings are raw; these feelings  

are powerful; these feelings  

are too strong to be put  

in words! 
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But put your ear to my h’art, babe,  

and I will paint them whole –  

art-to-heart: 

 

And I will paint in colours of art 

the keen and intense caress of the  

radiant son on the outer folds of  

your blooming morning glory! 

 

I will paint with gentle strokes the  

tender brushing of my butterfly-lips  

against your flushing rosy cheeks, and  

their passionate sucking on the  

nectar in your tongue! 

 

Oh indeed, I will paint the peering twilight  

sun blush altogether scarlet at the exciting  

sight of a seeming one-man silhouette  

of you and me twogether! 

 

Ah if I can, if I can, I will preserve  

for you these feelings on the living  

canvas of timeless art, and till the  

dawn of your world in mine yet unborn!  
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Wrap me in your arms 

Kayode Taiwo Olla 

 

Wrap me in your arms, 

In the quiet warmth of your embrace, 

Sweetest dame I’ve ever met, 

Rich in beauty and in virtue! 

Press my head gently against your soft bosom, 

Where I may find refreshing safety 

Away from the stony gaze of the staring world. 

Such softness, such sweetness, 

Such happiness I’ll never know in another! 

 My friend, my heart, my flame, 

My lover, my baby, hey, my girl— 

And your gentle touch stroking through my hair 

Springs rapturous gleam down 

From the tranquil depths of my inside! 

Let me feel the power, the feminine power, 

In the voice of your whisper, baby, 

Plucking my ear-strings to tingle! 

Quiet, quiet this suppressed fear of man, 

This always strangled cry of need within; 

This manfully muffled yearning 

For an wholesome feminine acceptance, 
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Feminine reception, feminine love. 

Whisper to my ear 

That you’ll be there; 

That I’m your man, my dear. 

And wrap me in your arms, baby. 

Bury me between your tender, un-spoilt hips 

And in the healthy warmth of your love. 

Let me recline with pleasant safety 

Between your succulent breasts; 

Your breasts like twin berries, 

Fresh and round in their season! 

Oh, kiss me tender on my both cheeks 

And stroke through my bearded chin. 

Your kiss—with what will I liken the power, baby? 

Kiss me tender, kiss me tight. 

Come, baby; hug me tight. 

Stir the fire; still desire! 

Cos I love you! Love you to bits, 

My baby—my own baby! 
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i will hasten to come see you 

Kayode Taiwo Olla 

 

each night we talk in chat messages 

i could hear your voice like you are near 

each day i call to hear your voice 

i could see your face like you are here 

i will hasten to come see you 

i must hasten to come to you 

and i will ask how your work has been 

and bring you gifts you haven’t seen 

i will hasten to come see you 

cos your face, my baby, i have really missed 

i know i will hasten to come to you 

even when only now there’s not the means 
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Love poem 

Kayode Taiwo Olla 

 

1. 

I love the colour 

of roses, of longing lips, 

of cheeks blushing. 

 

I love the sounds 

of hushed whispers, of lips 

smacking, of silent admiration: 

 

and the voices of wordless passion. 

 

I love the sounds 

of bubbles in water— 

like chuckles in your cheeks, 

like tingles in my belly, the sounds 

of eruptions under. 

 

I love the colour, I love the sounds, 

I love the voices—of wordless passion, 

when my heart is close to yours! 
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2. 

I love the way words go, 

words flow, on a night date 

wi’ you: 

 

it is not the words I mark, 

when I read your lips; it is 

the sound of your voice. 

 

I love the way words go, 

words flow, on a night date 

wi’ you: 

 

and it is not what I say, what 

you say, what is said— 

 

what lingers is the sound we hear; 

the sounds, which we voice. 

 

3. 

Love is poetry: you are my poetry! 

I love you!—and here is 

the masculine tenor 

voicing my quiet whisper! 
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If love is the very heart 

of poetry, you are my lines! 

 

If love is the very soul 

of music, you are my lyrics! 

 

 

If love is the hard core 

of the heart, then you are my pulse, 

you are my beat, you are my rhythm, baby!— 

 

like the sounds of jazz rhythm in my blood; 

like the sounds of rock music in my head! 

 

February 13, 2014 
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sometimes i fear how much i love you! 

Kayode Taiwo Olla 

 

words get lost in a chase to capture 

how deeply i feel towards you! 

  

really it frightens me how much i like you! 

  

sometimes, i am lost for words; 

sometimes, i am lost to the world 

just thinking, thinking about you! 

  

and time and time again, i am lost in love! 

  

you know what it feels like—do you? 

like having your dreaming heart’s fancied gemstones 

happen finely, exquisitely—and entrusting— 

in the quiet warmth of your chest! 

  

and you wanna hold it, and hug it, 

and cuddle, caress it, and kiss it… 

and just—and just—love it all! 

  

and yet, you don’t wanna crush it! 
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ah, i am feeling just what that feels like now, baby! 

for, you are my throbbing heart’s real desire 

happening charmingly, keenly—and entrusting yet— 

oh boy, in the very core of my heart and soul! 

  

and then i wanna hold you and fold you, 

cuddle and fondle you, care and caress, 

and seize you, kiss you… and just pour— 

just pour my heart’s love on you! 

 

…and sometimes, sometimes i fear 

how real much i love you! 

  

goodness me! i love you! 

 

 

  



54 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

V. Solo 

—ENDING— 
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Near you 

Tola Adegbite 

 

Near you I want to be 

Where your heart gives the lyrical beat of love 

At the source of your stream of feelings I want to be 

Close to the origin of your emotions 

Near you I want to be 

To awake your heart with just a smile 

To hear your voice even without you speak 

To see you even without you standing 

To air your ears with my voice  

To ring in your watch as alarm 

Near you 

Near you I want to be. 

 

Cos when we stick together 

when I stand close to you 

like stars in the sky, we will twinkle twogether 

like a bunch of broom, we will be strong twogether 

near you 

near you I want to be. 
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Coming Out Soon 

PHOTOGRAPHY CHAPBOOK OF ESTHER MBABAZI—June 2016  

 

POETRY/LITERATURE 

 

Esther Ruth Mbabazi is a Ugandan, based in Kampala. She is a self-made 

award-winning photographer who has worked with different organisations in 

Kampala. While she has covered events, captured stunning landscapes and made 

storytelling photographies, Esther is presently more on documentary 

photograpy and photo-journalism. Her blog is esthermbabazi.wordpress.com 

and she is on Instagram as @esther_mbabazi. 

 

Bravearts Africa will release a photography chapbook of Esther’s works in June 

2016 under its SANAFRITA Imprint on www.BraveartsAfrica.com as well as 

release an interview session with Esther on the website in May 2016. 
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