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Preface
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This book is not a history, though it carries the weight of one.

It is not a prophecy, though it glances toward the future.

It is a mirror; fragmented, unfiltered, and sometimes fogged by grief but a mirror nonetheless.

Held up to the face of a Black boy.

These pages were born not from the need to impress, 

but the urge to express.

Here you will not find a single story, but a kaleidoscope of truths:

shimmering joys, unspoken traumas, pride stitched with pain and hope stubborn enough to outlive despair.

Each poem is a pulse.

Each commentary, a breath.

Together they form the lifeblood of a journey, sometimes imagined, 

often lived.

This is for the boy who was told to stand still while the world moved around him.

For the girl who was taught to soften her tongue to make room 

for someone else’s truth.

For the grown man who still carries the boy inside him, 

trying to remember what he was never allowed to become.

This is for all of us, who have worn masks, swallowed our questions, and danced in defiance.

So read these pages not as conclusions, but as invitations.

To feel. To question. To unlearn. To listen again.

J.D.
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Section I: Dismembered

[image: ]




We begin not with birth, but with fracture.

The silence after a scream. The stillness after a taking.

Names forgotten, languages buried under someone else’s flag.

This is the sound of memory clawing its way back.

Here lies the ache of stolen things: land, rhythm, mother-tongue, faith.

But even in the rubble, there is a pulse.

A longing.

The faint beat of something trying to return to itself.

​
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Unmade
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Once bustling with activity

The centre of commerce

The cradle of justice

The home of the tired

And the destination of the wanderer

I was the wine on the lips of travelers

But now, I am a ghost town

The whispers of the dead

Far surpass the sounds of the cannons that lay them to sleep

The blood of the unalive

Have so dyed the sands

A place where eagles soared

Is now the playground of vultures

The colonizer came

We gave him water

When he left

I had become a ghost town

Colonization did not always come with guns. Often, it arrived politely on ships bearing flags and open palms, speaking foreign tongues through translated smiles. First came the trader, then the teacher, then the priest, and finally the soldier. By the time the dust settled, entire civilizations had been turned into shadows of themselves. What began as commerce ended as conquest.

Across Africa, Asia, the Americas and beyond, this pattern played itself out with brutal efficiency. Communities once alive with their own rhythm, governing themselves, trading across borders that didn’t need fences, practicing justice in languages now labeled “dialects” were drained of meaning. The best of the land was extracted: gold, ivory, rubber, cocoa... and people. But just as devastating was the theft of memory. The deconstruction of identity. The careful, systematic remolding of minds to believe that what once was, had never been and what now is, was always meant to be.

Frantz Fanon once wrote, “Imperialism leaves behind germs of rot which we must clinically detect and remove from our land but from our minds as well.” The damage was not just physical. It was psychological, spiritual, and generational.

And yet.

History is not only the story of what was done to us, but of what we refuse to forget. In the ruins of colonized cities and the echoes of silenced tongues, there is also a defiant beauty. The very act of remembering, of telling the truth plainly, without apology is resistance. It is restoration.

To name the past accurately is not bitterness; it is clarity. And clarity is power.

Let this be a reminder: your heritage, your story, your people’s pain and triumph are not things to be diluted for comfort. The world will try to rename your ruins as empty places, your ancestors as savages, your resistance as chaos. Don’t accept it. As Chinua Achebe said, “Until the lions have their own historians, the history of the hunt will always glorify the hunter.”

Be the lion. Be the historian. Reclaim the narrative. And in doing so, you give voice to every ghost town that still waits to be remembered.
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Reembarkation
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Spirits of our forefathers I invoke you

I call on you great warriors of the past

Mighty fighters of ages gone

Kings of our kin

Rulers of our history

Makers of our kind

I call on you wise men of old

We are at the crossroads of our existence again

We are at a point in time

When history threatens to repeat

And our perils struggle to return

I invoke the wisdom to decide

And the will to enforce

Spirits of our ancestors

The slave ships are back

What do we do?

They have come with plenty to eat and enough to drink

They have come with much to wear

And many more to share

The slave ships are back to carry willing workers off to the great plantations

They have come to take our women our pride

Far away to make them their brides

They have refined the gold they took

They have brought them back to buy our hearts

The slave ships are back

This time built to comfort and built to impress

What shall we do?

They come without the cannons

It is we who fight to get aboard

They come to buy and sell

But we give freely so to get onboard

The slave ships are back, better than before

Shall we get on board to pastures green?

Spirits of our ancestors

Grant us wisdom

What is there to lose if we set sail with the ships?

Centuries have passed and we've not advanced past our past

They come bearing gifts

Why not join them back to be modernized

Will there ever come time when we shall again be Lords

Will there ever come time when we shall enjoy our wealth

Will there ever come time when we shall grow our own plantations

Spirits of our ancestors

The slave ships are back

And we don't know what to do

Wisdom of old we invoke you today

Underneath the hum of progress and the rhythm of globalization, Africa stands at another kind of crossroads, one less visible but no less consequential. The continent watches as its children, in growing numbers, step eagerly toward ships that no longer creak with chains but gleam with promise. These are ships of opportunity, of escape, of reinvention. And yet, something about their arrival feels eerily familiar.

What does it mean that so many dream of leaving? Is it simply human to seek greener pastures, or is there something deeper at work, a quiet erosion of faith in home, in heritage, in the possibility of building something lasting on African soil?

It’s not that the ships are inherently bad. Many who board them do so in search of knowledge, of stability, of lives that their homelands have not yet been able to offer. Some return with skills, vision, and hope. Others stay, build lives elsewhere, and still find ways to give back. But still the question lingers: why does the better life so often seem to lie elsewhere?

Centuries ago, the ships came with force and took without asking. Today, they come with offers, and we line up freely, sometimes eagerly. Is this progress, or simply a more palatable form of departure?

What does it cost a people to always be reaching outward? Can a future be fully claimed when it is always tied to someone else’s shores? And if the ships come dressed in generosity, offering wealth, access, and comfort, what do they ask for in return?

There is no easy answer, perhaps because there shouldn’t be one. Perhaps the value lies in sitting with the questions, acknowledging the tension between hope and caution, between the desire to go and the fear of what might be lost in the leaving.

Maybe the challenge isn’t simply to reject or embrace the ships, but to understand them. To ask ourselves what we truly seek when we board them, and whether that longing might one day be met on our own ground, with our own hands.

The ancestors once made choices under duress. We now stand in the rare position to choose freely. The question is: do we truly understand the weight of our choices? Or are we still sailing, only now under smoother skies toward something we haven't fully named?

In moments like these, certainty may be less important than reflection. And perhaps, just perhaps, wisdom begins not with answers, but with the courage to ask the right questions.
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