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About the Author
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Omotayo D. Alabi, born in Lagos, Nigeria, is a poet whose work is about the spirit of resilience. Through his writing, he invites us to confront the truths we whisper in silence and debate in the open. He tells the stories that bind us, challenge us, and call us to rise. A visionary at heart, Omotayo sees the rebirth of Africa not as a distant hope, but as a living mission.
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Foreword

Black Friday is a journey, a reckoning, and a call to heartbeat of a people who refuse to be forgotten…

This book is a reflection, a meditation, and a manifesto for the African renaissance. The author, Tayo Alabi told me how he once hesitated in the journey of putting this collection together, believing that the world was evolving, that humanity would progress, and that our people would finally radiate in dignity.

He imagined a future where the scars of slavery, colonialism, and neocolonialism would fade into irrelevance. Then the present reality shattered that hope. The systems remain oppressive, the headlines still bleed, and the African spirit continues to wrestle with inherited struggle.

For this reason, Black Friday returns, not as a lament, but as a living testament. From the very first page, the author insists that our wounds must not be buried in silence. We are called to abhor hatred, even toward those who have wronged us over the years. Instead, we must transform those painful experiences into fuel for change.

The scars, etched into our collective memory, become symbols not of defeat, but of resilience and rebirth. Must ignite a fire to reclaim, rebuild, and reimagine Africa, not as a victim of history, but as a creator of destiny.

This is not a book of blame, it does not point fingers or seek vengeance. Instead, it invites reflection, it immerses itself in the past, peers into the future, and bridges the gap with resolve.

The author understands that guilt stagnates, but responsibility empowers it is through that lens that this outstanding work unfolds. Black Friday is original, it is a poetic immersion into memory. It channels the voices of ancestors, the rhythm of drums, the wisdom of forgotten tongues, it mourns stolen names and buried dreams, but it also celebrates resilience, the brilliance that endured, the kingdoms that thrived, the philosophies that guided.

This book is a call to action, it urges us to reclaim our narratives, to educate our children using the wisdom of our heritage, and to innovate with the spirit of Ubuntu, I am because we are. It challenges us to build institutions rooted in our values and to rise with purpose.

The author calls upon the youth to dream boldly, to wear their heritage with pride, and to shape the future with courage. He calls upon the elders to guide with wisdom, the artists to sing freedom’s song, and the leaders to govern with justice. He calls upon the diaspora to reconnect, not just physically, but spiritually. Black Friday is the blueprint for a continent that refuses to be broken. It begins not in palaces or parliaments, but in the hearts of ordinary people who dare to dream.

Africa is not a continent of loss, it is the cradle of civilisation, a fountain of creativity, a beacon of possibility. Black Friday reminds us of what the day once was, the celebration it has become, and the promise it holds. It is the day we bounce forth, the day we recommit, the day we rise.

Femi Ayo-Famola

A veteran journalist






Protégé

Thousands of years, and still it burns,

The weight of wrongs left unatoned,

Where the young, strong, and able were bound,

Traded like trinkets, fed like dogs.

Dreams drowned, futures denied,

Choked in chains, frozen by hate

We ran to the coast, waves crashing,

Only to meet the waiting ships.

We fled north, sandstorms rising,

Only to meet the caravans of greed.

And they know its undisputed,

Yet they tell their children nothing,

Silence wrapped in comfort, in wealth.

They may not have swung the whip,

Not that they cast the chains,

But still, they feast upon the spoils,

Still, they walk in stolen light.

Luther fell,

Malcolm bled,

Nkrumah buried.

And countless beings ferried across the oceans and seas,

George gasped, daring to breathe,

To sell, eek a living does not beg to question, to seek to exist.

We must tell the tale again, and again,

For silence is not only a surrender,

It is cowardice.

No balm can erase what was done.

No coin or green back can repay what was lost.

To offer to pay is a big joke, an insult.

How do you price a stolen life?

Lost tribes, languages and cultures?

How do you price stolen laughter?

We do not beg for apology,

We demand reckoning—an atonement of reflection,

We must learn to resist, create to inspire.

We must teach to mobilise.

All of which is to propel ourselves forward,

To advance on all fronts through the process.

We must not and never hate the invaders,

Nor hate ourselves for the evil.

To do so is to be weak, feeble and a failure.

Love ourselves, our roots, our breath in obedience,

Yet rage enough to never kneel.

Fuel the fire of advance and growth, not of grief,

Do so with power, in movement, in rise and leadership.

The chains were forced upon us,

The fields ploughed with hands we dared not feed.

They castrated us as eunuchs,

They silenced and buried us in the seas,

They robbed us bare, and the world stood still.

We must never hate,

But our children must know and be told,

They must never forget.

These are not just stories,

This is history and prompt for a better future.

[image: An image of a persons hand with a hand holding it from top and bottom just like a gesture of comfort]






Steppings and Fragrance

The aroma of spices, mingled with love,

Makes life flourish in every corner of the earth.

So let us labour with skilful hands and open hearts,

Crafting beauty, sowing kindness, building peace.

Love everyone and love yourself.

As a mother cradles her child,

So Eledumare our God holds us close.

His love is boundless, deep, eternal.

He teaches us not to hate,

Nor to dwell in bitterness or revenge.

Let not our thirst for liberation be mistaken for malice.

Keep the fire of wisdom burning bright.

Let justice be your light,

For if it dims, vengeance will become your burden.

Never trade your desire for justice,

For the poison of hate.

Let it propel you toward greater accomplishments.

Hate is the anthem of the defeated.

Stay far from those consumed by it.

Beware of those who see themselves as gods,

Claiming only their tongue is heard in Heaven,

That they alone are known by the Almighty,

That they are superior by race or birth.

It is the cloak of deceit they wear.

Be no fool, they are bigots, delusional and lost.

If our creator had meant for us to speak one tongue,

To be of one colour, one shape,

He would have made us all the same,

Without breaking a sweat.

But He delights in diversity.

He painted the rainbow,

He gave flight to birds and butterflies,

He adorned trees with fruits,

Filled forests with crawling snakes,

And scattered corals in the seas as proof.

The universe is vibrant because
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