
through the journey i rode behind the jolting bus and reminisced. 

soon... 

soon... 

and my heart smiled. 

soon i would glimpse Keta, 

the jewel of the ocean that sired me and many. 

 

i could barely wait to see gleeful children in tattered clothes rush to greet me, 

mouths wide with grins of anticipation, 

old arms of aunties around me. 

to smell fish, baking in the sun, smoking on fires, sizzling deep in hot oil. 

to stub my foot on forgotten fish bones in the sand. 

to laugh with Enyonam about my adventures in the city. 

 

but when i alighted from the bus, 

i found rubble and stone buried beneath huge waves of water... 

in the stead of our house. 

where is our family house? 

no one to greet me. 

only a cradling fire in the distance and an echo of bewilderment in the 

stillness of the night. 

 

where went our land? 

after the bare bottomed children have swam and played, to where will they 

retire? 

shall day and night be spent in the embrace of foreign soil? 

 

where went our land? 

the tide came and went. 

when it was gone, so was our house and land, 

sucked into the hungry, roaring belly of the sea. 

 

i drop my bag and begin to walk. 

to where? 

i don't know. 
where does a girl without roots go?  
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