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DEDICATION

…. For the Ajilete Woman who birthed a god, Mother.
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Testimonials
          O'Pelumi's carefully placed words are guides to what is to come. The silhouettes 
are the end of depth; figurative and creative. This can’t be offered more as a first offer-
ing, it's the beginning of what is to come, truly.

Adedayo Adeyemi Agarau,
Creative Photographer, Award winning Poet, and Author, "For Boys Who Went".

          Salako, via his beautiful images and imageries, artistically decodes the puzzles of 
life and its embers. His is a voice beaming hope and unity in Speaking Shadows. 

Wale Ayinla,
Poet, Photographer, and Author of "White Rose" and "The Other Side of Other Rooms".

          Speaking Shadows is inspiring. A thought-provoking book with images speaking 
in depth for itself. Start with the first line and you won't stop until the last. Brilliant 
work 

Abah John,
Artist, Eljaypress

          The silhouettes speak profound truths about the human state, with great insights 
from the author. 

Chester Tubbor,
Celebrity Photographer, Chicago, USA.

          Speaking Shadows expresses the shades of innocence, an overlapping collage of 
violence, the frustration of broken dreams and the bleakness of death… Salako dispels 
the specters of fear with a glimmer of hope. Speaking Shadows takes you on a journey 
through the eyes of the shutter and the mouth of a poet...deep, dark and gripping!

Jide Badmus,
Poet, and Author of "There is a Storm in My Head".

A masterpiece this is, with each stroke being exactly where it belongs… Not only is 
the style unique, the messages embedded are also cardinal. Here is a blissful marriage 
of lines and images solemnized by nature’s design. Here is a journey into the deepest 
recesses of human emotion and the vastest realms of human occupation. Here is the 
work of a man who not only has his way with words, but also with hunting down 



priceless slices of natural splendor with nothing but a camera.
Kunle Adebajo, 

Award-winning Writer, Poet, and Polemicist.

 



Foreword
          Art is not restricted to textual representation of ideas and ideals. Sometimes, 
we find other forms of expressions to relate pertinent ideas and issues. These forms 
could be visual, dramatic, graphic, photographic or even computer-generated imag-
es. The goal has always been to find the best avenue to express the artist’s vision and 
interpretation of the world. It is, however, rare to find a beautiful fusion of many arts 
combined into one space to share the author’s sentiments. It is this rarity that O’Pelumi 
Francis Salako has excelled.

          It is true that an image is more than a thousand words. However, sometimes, an 
image, left to itself may be dumb; thus, betraying the unique vision the artist hopes 
to share. Salako is not willing to leave the reader confused about his intent. Through 
the power of the camera, he has captured the silences, nuances and moods of life and 
living – yes, shadows! Shadows offer mythological, mystical and philosophical inter-
pretations of our common existence. And, often, shadows don’t lie. Our shadows are 
the extension of our realities, absurdities and extra-realities.

          Speaking Shadows is more than a collection of photographs, poems and prose. 
The author is not carelessly aiming his lens at expanse of nothingness, he is focused. 
He is telling a story, through the shadows of his life, our lives. He has been generous to 
interpret some shadows in poetic lines, while others are reflections conveyed in prose 
with a hue of philosophical edge. I am awed by how he has handled sensitive issues 
such as hope, anger, faith, and religion. His mind is rich and evolving.

          In Speaking Shadows, Salako invites us to look deep within ourselves, and within 
others. He is asking us to redefine our values and embrace the best in humanity. He 
does not pretend to have an answer to all; but like we, sometimes, need some quiet 
time to hear our shadow speaks to us, this author is asking us to learn of the insights 
our shadow can offer us. This book is a rare gift, a beautiful work of art!

Thank you.

Funso Oris,
Poet, Anthologist, and Co-Author of State of the State: Sordid Beatification, Chicago, 
USA.
 



          There are t imes that we begin the greatest journey of l i fe by 
looking within for answers to questions that keep coming at us. Those 
t imes, we f ind strength in God; or a Higher Being or Energy as some 
ca l l it . 

          Yes, there are moments that we just need some quiet t ime to 
meditate and look at issues dif ferent ly. In doing this, we get answers to 
our questions. We learn more about ourselves and understand the world 
around us better.

          Meditation is an important source of strength. And when we 
explore our faith in God during those quiet moments, we have the 
strength to face l i fe’s chal lenges.

MEDITATION

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



FACING the  FUTURE

I saw dried bones 
Align beyond Hades 

And dead souls of morta ls 
Af loat six-feet 

Their tongues intertwined 
In an odd triskele

They sang sonorous dirge 
For their mournful dest inies 

(Dead with them) 

The grave domici les, 
Shiniest of the glories 
Very rich, and fat in 

Abundance of young boys 
And men who were to sit 

In the high places 

I wasn’t dead, l ike them clothed in plain 
But I was a replica of their state

Looking a l l clogged, hit t ing my aspirations 
The dead, even thirsted fulf i l lment

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



CHILDHOOD

          Our characters and behaviors offer a glimpse of our childhood. 
Those days build and mold us into whom we are. And they mar us too. 
The days of innocence, when all we knew was happiness, while sadness 
that we couldn’t decipher.

          Today, I lay down on bare f loor in the passage, the chilly f loor 
welcoming my body with the soothing sensation I felt,  and reminisced 
my infant days. The days I crave to relive, sometimes.

          As a kid, I would gather nails I found lying around in the neigh-
borhood, then took them to mother. “Keep these nails, let’s roof our 
house with them”, I’d say to her.

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



          As a kid, I would gather nails I found lying around in the neigh-
borhood, then took them to mother. “Keep these nails, let’s roof our 
house with them”, I’d say to her. I was young and I didn’t understand 
the things needed actually for building a house (except the sand house I 
built with my friends). But I knew people were building houses of their 
own, moved into them and became landlords. And I wanted same. I stil l 
have my collection of nails. May be one day, I’d roof my own house with 
them.

          I recall that I wanted mother to buy a car then. Seeing other 
kids in the school being dropped off in their parents’ cars incited this: 
“Mother, when are we buying a car?” I remember to have asked on a 
school day afternoon. She told me we’d have to save money if it would 
happen soon. I gladly began to save money for this cause.

Looking at the shadow of these three boys, I felt it was me, f lanked by 
two childhood friends who held special places in my heart.

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



          Nigeria, is the biggest African nation in the world, the giant of 
Africa and a pacesetter to many African countries. But we are not far 
from topping the l ist of the most corrupt nations in the world.

          Every form of crime and socia l v ice is perpetrated in my country. 
Corruption (a canker-worm that has eaten deep into the polit ica l and 
economic system of the nation) sounds l ike an ordinary word.

          Thieves and cabals are celebrated, while the honest few are treat-
ed as fools. People run from the shores of the country in search for 
greener pastures on dai ly basis. But, unlike mil l ions of people, I have 
not given up on this nation.

          Every morning, I say a wish for this country. I believe she shal l 
blossom and rise again. I believe in her potentia ls. She shal l return to 
her glory days.

ARISE, O GIANT!

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



Motherland, Naijiria, 
You weep and cry 

In the secret places of the house 
Like a f irst wife whose barrenness 

Projects as a tattered kite 
Tossed around by the violent 

Mockery of the society

You wipe your tears with the fold of 
Your impoverished wrapper 

Your hair, gray from years of sorrows and struggle 
And your frame crook and bent

Your Bosom, haggard and def lated 
From years of unbridled pi l lage

MOTHERLAND

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



You sit and remember 
Your aesthetic Boyo

Before the white man’s voyage 
long when your regions 

Were empires 
And their monarch, gods

Today, I whisper hope
To your geriatric discernment 
You shal l never have to morn 

And wal low in penury

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



          Many a t ime, I wonder what my demise would look l ike. If I’d be 
able to feel my st if f cheek f lesh. If my legs would ever k ick footbal l af-
ter then. If I’ l l  ever be able to read or write poetry, or capture images.

          Man’s l i fe is an admixture of sadness, fai lure and heartbreak, 
sometimes spiced up with loss. We keep f inding reasons for our exis-
tence. We f ind happiness in dif ferent places. We seek love and accep-
tance. Man wants to love and be loved.

          But sadly, we can’t have the things we crave, the things we ca l l 
accomplishments in l i fe. We wander and wander in the wilderness of 
l i fe. We forget the true def init ion of l i fe. We get desperate and thread 
extreme paths that lead to destruction and tota l annihi lat ion.

DEATH

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



          If only man knows the true essence of his l i fe. If only man could 
sit and draw lessons from nature. If man would only look around him 
and take lessons from his shadow - an inherent part of him which, even 
in the darkest days of his l i fe, st icks to him through darkness t i l l  he 
f inds l ight.

          Our days are numbered and death is a blessing to every-man’s 
l i fe. It gives us a sense of purpose, a reason to l ive right. A reason to 
accomplish things and make things happen in our l i fe t ime. The subject 
of Hades and af terl ife is not for me to discuss - every man to his opin-
ion (theists, atheists and agnostics).

“ Death, oh you
Who strikes and takes 
   -at wi l l
Truly you’re more blessing 
Than curse!”

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



FACELESS
For Adepoju Paul,
Whose cock crowed
Before dawn.

Silent, emotionless and cold
The echoes of doom 

Weight less 
Like the air, 

Which keeps the universe a live

The prints of yesterday 
As though it were 
A path threaded 

By ghosts

The dark shades 
Of the mind

Like the inside 
Of a graveyard, 

Garrote and dreadful

The past 's ef f igy 
Mournful 

And uncertain 
Like man's shadow 

My shadow!

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



Somewhere,
My old man is sit t ing 

In the scattered ancient town
of brown roofs

Surrounded by hi l ls and mountains,
Engulfed in the nosta lgic reminisces 

Of his youth

His f igure, old and crooked, 
The wrink led face I f ind on every man

Wearing a khaki shirt 
Or tracksuits and a basebal l cap to match

The one which sight 
of splattered ‘milkose’ sweets 

I remember 
The smell of cologne 

In their varieties 
Like an attar col lage

NO-STAL-GIA
For Funsho Orimoloye,
Whom I call father.

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



He speaks of his 
Long gone youth 

In Gold Coast; his abecedarian
His anamnesis of Accra

A sanctum to his decrepit musing
Ardor for Dokunu and Ebentie

Recal ls in continual, 
The days he peeks to relive 

Those eluding epochs 
That are gone now.

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



“Anger is an acid that can do more harm to the vessel in which it is 
stored than to anything on which it is poured.”

-Mark Twain

          Anger k i l ls us from within. It blinds us from seeing things clear-
ly. It triggers us to behave abnormally and irrational ly such that af ter 
that f it of rage, we question our sanity in those moments of fury.

          I get angry a lot, so easi ly too, l ike the l id covering my anger bot-
t le was loosely knotted (I wonder a t imes). But in these moments of ire, 
I try so much to lay a f inger on no one.

          But once, I fai led to keep to this rule. A teammate had insulted 
the coach and the other teammates in the local footbal l team I trained 
with. It was in the closing days of the year 2015.

ANGER

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



          I got l iv id, brimmed to the neck with anger. I took it personal. I 
confronted him and asked him to apologize. He didn’t, but insulted me 
more. And I landed him a slap, that he staggered backwards.

          Then af ter a few more blows to his face, I felt gui lty suddenly. I 
went home heav y-hearted. The next day I made up with him but it reg-
istered as a permanent stamp. I st i l l  feel that t ing of gui lt ,  even now.

          I’ve learned to tame and put my anger to check since then.

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



“Life is a pot of beans”.
-Victor Daniel

          As funny as this quote may be, it has many lessons embedded 
therein to learn. Our l ives are l itera l ly a pot of beans. Hot from the f ire 
set beneath it .  This f ire are our l i fe’s chal lenges. Sometimes, we serve 
our beans hot, and we end up burning our tongue, and purge in some 
cases. These t imes are when we approach our dif f iculty rashly without 
guide, we end up hurting ourselves.

          

POT of  BEANS

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



          I sat and ref lected on some decisions I had taken in my l ife. I ca l l 
some of them foolish now. Many were taken from moments of youthful 
exuberance. And Some out of sheer impatience.

          On one occasion, I resorted to dealing with an issue with force, 
thinking I would gain satisfaction, revenge...  But I was wrong. I ended 
up gett ing more hurt and burnt.

          Some of these decisions cost me valuable friendships. However, 
while I have learned from them, I don’t have regrets. There’s no room 
for regrets.

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



          On nights l ike this, I feel l ike I was one of the boys who went and 
never returned in Agarau's poem. Truly so, I have grown from the shy, 
clueless teenager I used to be. I 've grown mental ly and emotional ly and 
physica l ly - that I thought I was some macho, maybe not so macho, or a 
l it t le less. I now handle responsibi l it ies with l it t le or no sk irmishes.

          A naive, black l it t le boy I was, who'd happily conform to the di-
rections of others. Those days are gone now and I don't rue them.

          Sometimes, I miss those days of naivety, I wish they could be re-
l ived. The innocence and tota l obliv iousness from the terrors and wick-
edness of the heart of men.

          Those days are long gone as I had early written, I evolved. I went 
and never returned.

EVOLVED

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



STANDING TALL

          On some days, I get drowned in pride, I defy the rules of fai lure 
and defeat. In such t imes, I hold my head high and vow to not remain 
grounded.

          On one occasion, I had come second in the church Boys Organi-
zation Unit Bible examinations, hence putting an end to my seven years’ 
monopoly. The guy who toppled me was a younger fel low, one whose 
brother was my friend. A number of friends had laughed at this, a good 
laugh they thought it was. But they were never going to get to me, I 
wasn't going to be grounded because I was a champion- a god.

          And on one other occasion, while I was in high school, I wasn't 
so good with arithmetic assignments and tests. I was the assistant head 
boy and was pretty good with the other courses. I had fai led a maths 
exam in the second term of my second year in the senior class. I was 
placed 18 of 32 students.

          Some of my classmates were gossiped about me fai l ing. But this 
act wouldn't get to me, I learned to develop a thick sk in against issues 
l ike these, big or smal l or large.

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



          I sat in solitude accompanied in si lence on this veranda and I 
watched a f lock of 12 birds f ly together in the sky. It 's 1800 hours and 
they obviously were just ret iring from their day hust le. Then not long, 
two birds f lew into the direction the f irst group had f lown.

          I v iewed myself as the lone bird which came af ter these two 
batches. Like I was a l l a lone in the struggle of this l i fe, l ike no one was 
there to hold my arm and pat my back when I grew weary and t ired., 
someone to make me smile. In those days, a smile was a stranger to my 
face. And I wondered if I 'd have survived this long.

          Many t imes, nature, animals and many uncountable things sur-
rounding us are parables and proverbs. Parables which we could only 
deduce in solitude of mind, state of soberness debar of disturbance.

          

REBIRTH

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



          These moments make us, they help us review our l iv ing stan-
dards. You meditate on the past, the present and future in these t imes. 
You sharpen and re-strategize your l i fe plans.

          Every team game has a tactic discussion session, where play-
ers and team coaches discuss dif ferent tactics for every match against 
dif ferent teams. Such is this moment to yo; it 's undoubtedly crucia l and 
essentia l to your progress

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



          In those days when I was st i l l  very weak in the mind, when I was 
t ired of every thing around me. The days I slept and it was no dif ferent 
from being on a faraway farm, split t ing wood on a sunny harmattan 
af ternoon.

          Those days when I was slowly sl iding into depression And no one 
noticed, poetry and photography of fered me sa lvation.

          That I could create magic with words in form of verses, that I 
could freeze pictures of streets and strangers with my phone camera 
gave me hope. It bore out some phenomenon that I st i l l  have not found 
the right words to qualify.

            

DARE!

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



          These art ist ic way, give me expression, reasons, purpose, to wake 
up every day and chase my dreams. To l ive and love l i fe, to love and be 
loved.

          There is more to poetry than words, poetry is magic, poetry is 
extraordinary, poetry gives l i fe.

          

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



Broken Dreams 
Are the dried bones 

Of young boys 
Lying inhumed 
Six-feet beneath

They are the lof ty i l lusions 
Of blooming f lowers

Of a scavenger
Who was thrown out of col lege

For daring to confront his professor

They are the hot tears
That trick led

Down the cheeks 
of the dead girl 's mother

- She wanted to be a lawyer

BROKEN DREAM
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Broken dreams are the epitaphs 
Which watch f lowers grow

On the tombs
Of school chi ldren 

And Youths

They are the t iny pieces 
Of broken bott les 

Which pose menace 
To the soles 

Of the Society's feet 

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



Why do people smoke? 

          I 've found myself asking this question so many t imes. I 'm yet 
to deduce how you'd continue eating things you know could pose l i fe 
threatening risks to you. Things that could bring you painful ai lments 
and would later lead to your grave.

          A few people I know who smoke told me they do it to 'get High ' 
or to escape from their worries. Some think it to be sa lvation. Others 
draw inspiration to work from it.

          When I was st i l l  very much a chi ld, a certain uncle in the neigh-
borhood whom every parent respected and could entrust their chi ldren 
to his care without worries sent me to buy him cigarettes. He gave me 
grounded pepper every t ime he sent me on errands to disguise, should 
someone ask me. 

INFLUENCE
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          Then as I continued to buy him cigarettes, the curiosity to try it 
grew every day. The day I was to try it ,  I remembered Mother had told 
me "every thing a man does in secret is evi l." I dropped it and never re-
turned to him.

          As I looked upon this picture, I envisioned the shadow of this 
smoking boy to be me. It might be me if hadn't dropped that st ick that 
day.
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I am a spirit 
I am no ghost 

I l ive freely 
Like a butterf ly 

And the bird
The numerous ones of the sky

Saddle me not
With the worries of the future 

The fear of uncertainty 
And the dread of fai lure 

I cannot get trapped in the snares of men 
For I am an Arole 
In a world beyond.

FREEDOM

S p e a k i n g  S h a d o w s



          At t imes, we fai l to achieve our targets. We miss out on our goals 
and we lose focus. We lose and never retry. We retire from aspiring 
hence pegging our aspirations.

          Our burning desire begins to die from the setbacks we encounter. 
We draw quick conclusions on our l i fe. We don't persevere and endeav-
or.

          Many t imes, I 've fai led, but I keep going, I keep moving because I 
can't fai l,  I don't want to fai l,  my name can't be associated with fai lure. 
I rise and drag myself a long. I stumble and I st i l l  arise.

          In these t imes, I write about, I have my family f ighting with me. 
I have loyal friends and a l l ies. I 'm grateful for the gif t of wonderful 
people.

          Be true to yourself and keep hitt ing!

            

WINNING
Spir i t
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On the 14th day 
Of the egungun month 

In one year 
During my infancy

Bioku 's temper overran 
Like the holocaust 

Bel l icose and bestia l, 
He blew unvarying 

Like a perpetual glum

A Cuckoo for his standard 
Had asked him to a contest 

Of eke 
A game for the strong 

A champion he was

Bal lyhoo we woke to
the boxcar was seen 

Smacked down 
He Fel l and never rose

VANITY
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          Sometimes, you just need to be yourself.  The wind of l i fe shal l 
shake you. It might just be you, you might not have shoulders to lean 
upon, there might be no one to tel l you it 's going to be f ine.

          But you've got to pul l yourself a long through l i fe's thorny high-
way. You might have to sleep and wake up on bed of stones. You might 
have to walk a lone.

          You are your self ’s best friend. You are your cheerleader. You are 
you own team.

          Mockeries shal l come in the form of missi les, some shal l hit you, 
but you should keep strong, you should keep going. “When the going 
gets tough, the tough gets going.”

            

KEEP
Going
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          Our religious dif ferences and dif ferent moral standards are our 
greatest undoing as humans. We segregate and cast stones because 
certain people are not from our religion or denomination. Sadly, we 
don't get to choose our religion ourselves, they are obviously accident of 
birth. So, we hate fel low humans because of a religion they didn't get to 
choose

          Many of the crises ongoing in the world are religious. Why 
people can't tolerate folks from other doctrines, believes and races is 
something I st i l l  can't place. And every day, I say wishes for this rea-
son, for this cause, that people may see and recognize that our religions 
shouldn’t make us inhuman.

          I make friends with people from dif ferent walks of l i fe - Mus-
lims, Buddhists, Christ ians, African tradit ionalists, atheists, agnostics. 
And I have come to deduce these guys are unique in their specia l ways; 
people with a very good heart. And a l l the t imes I've known and made 
friends with many of these folks, I 've not had a reason to regret.

Make friends with people from other castes, not everyone is a terrorist. 
I 'm a f irsthand test imony.

            

REEL-HILL-GION
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