National Poetry Month/Earth Day 2004

GLENDORA READINGS
A Program organized by the Public Affairs Section of the Consulate General 
in collaboration with the Glendora/Jazzhole

Date: Friday, 30th April 2004. 5 -7p.m
Venue: The Jazzhole, 168, Awolowo Road, Ikoyi


Okunkun suu: Orin Aro

Okunkun suu, biri biri, o su biri bo’le aye

Imole owuro saa, o sa ko lo, o kuro l’awujo awon osika…

A o si n’ile, ile n’d’ahoro

A o si l’odan, awon omo lagido nwo sanyan

A o si l’ebu, l’omo afayafa n’re kende ninu ebu

A i fele tunle se, ile n’wo

A i fele tona se, ile n’ri

Ile n’wo, ile n’ri, awon omo olore njin si koto

Awon aro, won n’leri ogun ere kole kope

Awon aditi, won n’leri paminku ijo

Awon odi, won n’leri p’awon o j’Oba sorosoro

Mo wa wole aye, mo wo wa, mo w’eyin wo

Mo wo le mo w’oke

Mo w’oju inu Olodumare, idagiri otito l’okan osika

Edumare parada, o d’adan, o s’ori kodo, o n’wo se eye 

Edumare parada, o f’owo leran, o n’wo se wa

Bi ere bi ere, alaborun n’ d’ewu, bante n’di sanyan

Itiju wa d’agbada, o d’aso molebi f’omo araye

Ika nsun, ika nji, omo ika ika n’peleke lojojumo

Okunkun suu…o su, biri…biri!

Imole owuro saa…o sa, tefe…tefe!
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Darkness: A Lamentation

(Translation of “Okunkun suu: Orin Aro”)

Darkness gathers like eternal clouds

The morning light runs, it fades, in flight from the wicked 

The house is desolate, and Death’s echo grips the wind

We lose the inheritance of farms, and the monkey struts and rules

In the absence of men, the cursed reptile holds court

We lacked the patience to build with straws of love

The house crumbled

We lacked the persistence of valiant paths above all pain

So the earth rumbled

The house falls, the earth quakes, and kindness is swallowed in the pit
The lame brag of victory in the combat of limbs
The deaf dance to the absent rhythm of compound beats

And the mute dream of speeches that stir celestial souls

I seek the entrails of the world, what is gone and coming

Earth, sea, swamp and sky, I watch

I conquer the mind’s eye of God, the lightning of truth and fear

In splendour and surprise, He wondered what world he has made

Still, He wonders…

Torn and in stitches like the rag

The world goes by, worse than its own nakedness

Shame is fluent in the land, common to kith and kin

And the fingers of the wicked multiply and mushroom in the dark

Darkness gathers…it gathers like eternity

The morning light runs…it runs, and fades, it fades, it fades…
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