
 

KOLTURE 
I once asked my African mother why she doesn't cry  
Her lips turned upwards as she let her tongue dance to the beat of the slang of our 
ancestors ...  
“Anyi bu ndi Africans. Africans si ke, anyi naghi ba kawa.” 
“We are African.” 
“Africans are strong, we don’t cry.” 
 
I wanted to ask her what that meant  
Wanted to tell I wasn’t sure I was African  
And how foreign I felt in the country I was meant to call home  
Wanted to tell her how much I wished my tongue could dance to the ancient beats 
that hers does  
  
But the chances of her understanding me were almost non existent  
Only people who have walked in my shoes could see me 
People who cover their shame with hashtags and dashikis  
And fill their void with afrobeats  
 
Don’t get me wrong, I know my history ... I love my culture 
I’ve heard the stories of the masquerades that helped us win our wars  
And the ones that celebrated with us during our festivals 



 

 
I’ve heard of the New Yam Festival 
And a garment of joy washes over me  
Every time my nne-nne tells me about the folks dances and colorful parades  
I watch as her hips sway back and forth as she sings the beautiful tunes from her 
youth... 
  
“Do you hear them?” she says 
“Do you hear beating drums?” her eyes are closed  
“Can you feel it , can you feel as they move faster and faster?”  
And when she opens them ... her smile is wider than ocean  
“That is who we are." she says 
"Be proud of it." 
  
But grandma, 
How can be proud of a culture I barely know  
How can I love a culture I’ve only heard stories about  
I am like a guest in a museum  
Allowed  to look but not touch . . . not to be part of  
  
Tell me, 
Is it possible to long for something you already have  
To be bliss to something that runs through your veins . . . 



 

No, 
Then why do I feel that way. 
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