
KASALI’S AFRICA: A Novel 

The only difference between Africa and Kasali’s Africa is the man 

Kasali Adebayor, a farmer, a crusader for the traditions of his 
ancestors, sees himself first as a Yoruba man, and then as an African 
and then as a Nigerian. 

Kasali lives on his farm located in the distant end of Akure in South 
West Nigeria; a place of an unending tussle between the ancient and 
the modern. Kasali’s links with Baba Ewejoko, a witch doctor that 
lives on the peak of Idanre hills, makes him a darling of the President 
of Liberia and the President of Nigeria. 

In his farm, in the east end of the city, the farmer is close enough to 
wield his influence in the city but far from the perceived weight of 20th-
century civilisation. He fights to shield his wives – five of them – from 
the prominence of feminists; he is in a bittersweet relationship with 
the press, and he conceals his hatred for the educated elite, even as the 
educated elite despises him. 

Soon Kasali’s abusive treatment of Bola – one of his wives – comes to 
light; Bisola, one of Kasali’s daughters, learns to read and gets 
pregnant, not knowing the father of her child, both acts arouse the 
wrath of her father. 

In Liberia where President Glay grapples with the advance of well-
armed rebels bent on sacking his government, the national crises 
shake Kasali, but not like the shaking of the adventure-turned-tragedy 
of Kasali’s most loved wife.  

  

RELEASE 

Kasali’s Africa is billed to be released officially on Monday 23rd April, 
2018.  

It will be available in paperback and e-book formats in the following 
places: 

 



Akure, Nigeria 

Ceci Plaza, Alagbaka Akure  

Lagos, Nigeria 

Terra Kulture, 1376 Tiamiyu Savage Street, VI. 

 Laterna Ventures, 13 Oko Awo, VI 

 Ebeano Supermarket Plot 9, Northern Business District, Lekki Phase 
1.  

INTERNATIONAL 

Also available online at AMAZON, AMAZON KINDLE, INKTERA, 
OKADA BOOKS, ROVING HEIGHTS, BARNES and NOBLES. 

 

THE WRITING PROCESS 

The first part of Kasali’s Africa was the chapter “A Family Affair” (2013), which was 

inspired by my contact with some conservative residents of Akure and their defiance in 

the face of 21st century savvy ideas that could have been tolerated, if not embraced, in 

cities like Lagos and Johannesburg.  

After writing it I was intrigued by Kasali; I loved him and I hated him, but I got curious 

and couldn’t stop there. Then I wrote the “Kasali’s Love” (2014), which then appeared 

online in “Fiction On the Web”.  

Professor Briggs was inspired by the feminist movement in Nigeria and their friends and 

their opponents; and the typical reaction of the patriarchal society to feminism. 

The parts set in Liberia is inspired by the stories I heard through a friend whose father 

was one of the Nigerian soldiers deployed to Liberia during the first Liberian civil war. As 

childhood friends she would share her fears that her father could soon be brought home 

in a flag-wrapped coffin. 

When her father came back, he came back with stories too. 

It took three months of writing every night on weekdays for three months to finish the 

story. 

 

 



THE WRITER  

Feyisayo Anjorin was born in Akure, Nigeria in 1983.  

He was educated at Damelin Bramley College, Johannesburg; the University of Ibadan; 

and AFDA Johannesburg.  



He started writing poetry and song lyrics at an early age (12) – inspired by the popular 

boybands of the times (Backstreet Boys, Westlife, Nsync, Boyzone) – before graduating to 

short story writing. He has written over 60 short stories, which are works of realist 

fiction, and a few science fiction works.  

He has worked on film and TV productions in the UK, Nigeria, and South Africa.  

As a writer, his works has appeared online in Litro, African Writer, Brittle Paper, Bakwa 

Magazine, Fiction On the Web, Bella Naija, Agbowo and 365 Tomorrows; and in 

anthologies “One Hundred Voices Volume 1 by Centum Press” (2016), and “The Best of 

Fiction on the web” (2018). 

As a public speaker he is known for his TED talks which are available online (TEDxKids 

and TEDxAkure)  

He loves and adores Alice Munro as the best writer in his world; he also loves T C Boyle, 

John Grisham, Ben Okri, C S Lewis, J M Coetzee, Wole Soyinka and Chinua Achebe.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



KASALI’S LOVE 
 
He slapped her buttocks playfully as they walked past the lake near 
the parking lot. She tried to be nice. It was painful, he looked like the 
kind that would have rashes in his pubic region; but fees had to be 
paid and time was running out.  
 
"I have not eaten today. I am very hungry."  
 
"You are a strong woman o. It is past midday already."  
 
"I don't have anything to eat."  
 
"Let's go to my farm."  
 
"Please buy me some food there." She pointed to the Mr Biggs outlet 
near the UBA building. "Your farm is a bit farther than I can afford to 
go without food."  
 
"It is just a twenty minute drive from here. I came with my Toyota."  
 
Sade looked at the car, metallic green, clean and new; it was not the 
latest model. It was as if Kasali hardly ever drove it.  
 
Sade glanced at her watch, folded her arms and kept her eyes on the 
floor. "I have a lecture in two hours, and I am very hungry."  
 
In the restaurant, Kasali sat beside the air conditioner and Sade sat 
opposite her. He wore a clean but faded Ankara and his feet had a 
shine as if he had rubbed Vaseline on them. 
 
She knew he had cleaned himself because the first time she had met 
him and on subsequent occasions after then she had noticed the odour 
that clung to him like an ugly ornament. Until now she had wondered 
whether he took pride in annoying everyone with his dirtiness. It was 
hard to imagine that anyone would feel at home with such shabbiness. 
It could be a step further on the path of eccentricity. He was old 
enough to be her father; but there he was, not bothered by his age.  
 
The waiter came with a smile and a menu card. Kasali asked if they 
had pounded yam and bush meat, the waiter shook no. He asked for 



eba and egusi, the waiter said it was not on the menu; he then asked 
for fufu.  
 
He glared at the waiter. "What sort of restaurant is this? You don't 
have iyan, you don't have eba, no fufu; then what on earth do you sell 
here? Do you ever have customers here?" he turned to Sade. "Who 
comes here? A restaurant in Akure Oyemekun does not have iyan, 
egusi, fufu, eba, ko si ila! What then do you sell here?"  
 
The waiter brought fried rice and chicken, Sade preferred jollof rice 
and chicken.  
 
Kasali loved the spicy fried chicken that seemed pleasantly salty. He 
devoured it as if he had not eaten for days; he did not even notice 
Sade's disapproval at the way he munched the bones and left no grain 
in the plate. His lips were smeared with vegetable oil.  
 
When the waiter brought him a small white sheet he stared at the bill, 
and at the waiter.  
 
"Two thousand three hundred?"  
 
The man looked confused. "Yes sir. That is the bill."  
 
"Are you crazy?"  
 
The customers in the nearby tables turned around with alert eyes, 
Sade noticed this and felt like disappearing.  
 
"That is the bill sir. The prices are on the menu card."  
 
He stood up suddenly as if he would soon slap this man. "This is 
ridiculous! How can I pay two thousand three hundred for this? My 
ten year old can't even have that and say he has eaten something."  
 
He pointed at the empty plate before him, then at Sade's plate. "This is 
what we are to pay two thousand three for?"  
 
Sade feared he may not have enough cash with him and the 
embarrassing situation would soon aggravate.  
 



He turned to Sade, as if to get some support. "Sade, look at this man. 
He wants to cheat me."  
 
A man in a black suit walked to them. "Is there any problem?" he 
asked with a smile.  
 
"And who are you?" Kasali glared at him.  
 
"I am the manager," the man replied calmly as if Kasali's aggression 
was normal.  
 
"Oh, so you own this place? Look at the bill your boy brings here. The 
food is not even filling."  
 
The manager took the piece of paper from him and gave it a brief look.  
 
"That is the bill sir," he said, still calm, still smiling. "Your daughter 
has been here before. She is quite familiar with our services and 
charges."  
 
He turned to Sade. "You've been eating here?"  
 
Sade nodded; wishing once again that she had never had any reason to 
meet this man.  
 
She was relieved when he dipped his hand in his pocket paid the bill 
with crisp clean naira notes.  
 
A flash of light got his attention. He jumped to his feet and his paces 
were quick. Sade turned to see where he was going. A tall, slim man 
with a camera and a red lanyard around his neck lowered his head and 
offered him a frozen smile.  
 
"What is it with you people? Am I your father? Why would you take my 
picture? Why? This is a place where people come to eat! Can't a man 
eat in peace?"  
 
"Sorry sir."  
 
"Look at me very well."  
 



The man held his camera tightly as if he was expecting it to be 
wrenched from him; he eyed Kasali cautiously.  
 
"Don't ever take my picture again." He pointed his hand to his ear. 
"You heard me? It is right to take my picture when I'm with 
government people; but it is going too far if I can't even walk to my 
farm in peace."  
 
She felt better when he came back to her. Better than she would have 
felt if he had beaten the photographer. It was only rational to worry 
about the limits of an extremist. He sat down with a smug expression.  
 
"Do you love me?" she asked.  
 
His answer was quick: "I love you more than I would have loved to."  
 
"And you still have to force me to sleep with you?"  
 
"I am not forcing you to sleep with me."  
 
"Then give me the money. Why do I have to come to your farm before I 
get the money?"  
 
"When I love, I love with my whole being. Call it desperation and I 
would not be bothered. Call it passion and you are right."  
 
"Is it possible to love eight women at the same time? You have one 
heart, but you want to tell me that your heart belongs to eight 
women."  
 
"You cannot simplify things like that."  
 
"It is simple. I ask you to help me, but you won't help me if I don't have 
sex with you."  
 
"Don't you love me? Don't you appreciate my desire for you? Desire 
should tell you that something is precious."  
 
"Igbo and all sort of drugs are also desired by addicts. Are they 
precious? Some desires are not healthy. You see my breasts and the 
roundness of my buttocks and you want some pleasure."  



 
"What is wrong with that? I have seven beautiful women at home. If I 
don't desire a beautiful African woman with a full healthy figure, what 
would I desire?"  
 
"You are selfish. This is selfish desire. It has nothing to do with love."  
 
"It hurts me that you don't believe me when I say that I love you."  
 
Tears flooded her face; she reached for a white handkerchief. Kasali 
pursed his lips and looked away.  
 
"You are treating me like a prostitute and you still want me to believe 
that I am not just one object of fascination. You want to use me."  
 
Kasali touched her shoulder. "I want us to share. You have what I 
need, I have what you need. I need you; it just happens that what you 
need will be given if I see you in my farm on a certain night. You are 
the one talking about deadlines. I am not the desperate one. I am not a 
liar. I love you. If you don't believe me, I can't force you."  
 
Sade decided to let it pass. A teenage boy with an AK47 had slipped his 
finger into her skirt and then into her in one of those stormy days of 
trying to survive the war.  
 
Hiding a diamond in her vagina was equally painful. She was a slave 
working for one of the warlords in the river beds; searching for 
diamonds as gun-clutching, hungry and angry-looking men watched. 
She reminded herself that this Kasali too would pass.  
 
She had heard about Kasali, even before meeting him at the Seme 
refugee camp where his generosity provided more food every month.  
 
"Your farm must be very big. You could afford a truckload of yam 
every month."  
 
"I sell a truck of yam every month; but when I heard about the 
ECOWAS food initiative, I was not bothered about the money. I was 
happy to help, I was happy to give. My barn is full of yams; we have 
more than enough yams at home, to pound and to cook or roast."  
 



"Those men that come with you, are they your labourers?"  
 
Kasali showed his teeth. "They are my sons. I work with my family."  
 
"Everyone on your farm is your son?"  
 
"My sons work with me, my wives are there, six other relatives stay 
with me."  
 
"But not everyone living with you works on the farm."  
 
"Every one of them." He said and got Sade wide-eyed. "It is a lot of 
work and it has been rewarding."  
 
"Is it rewarding for them too? Is everybody there happy to work? Are 
they all there willingly?"  
 
He gaped at her. "I thought you said your great grandparents are 
Yoruba from this side."  
 
"Yes. They are from Ijaiye. Why did you ask?"  
 
"Are you a student nurse or a lawyer?"  
 
"I told you I needed the money for my fees at nursing school."  
 
"Our people say if a woman looks at oro, oro will carry her."  
 
Sade did not want to be threatened by this man and this talk of oro 
made her uneasy. "I don't mean to offend you sir."  
 
He spread his arms. "I am not offended. Your Yoruba is good to hear 
and you speak easily. I am just wondering if the culture is still well 
preserved by our children abroad."  
 
"And you said you are not offended."  
 
"Am I so hard to believe? I said I am not offended. You are a young 
Yoruba girl; I just want to be sure that I know you."  
 
"What does Yoruba have to do with me? Is it not our people that say 



we can't all sleep with our head facing the same side of the world?"  
 
"You are beginning to talk like those white people. This is one thing I 
hate about schools. They don't tell us anything new. They just tell us 
what white people say about things."  
 
She drank from the cup. "The sciences and social sciences are based on 
reality. They are not just oyibo talk."  
 
"We knew reality before they came."  
 
"Superstitions had a firmer grip on our life and culture."  
 
"Are you telling me there are no superstitions in science as it is now?"  
 
She glanced at her watch. "At least it is not based on superstitions. 
Science could explain how twins came about. There was a time we 
thought twins were evil omens and should be killed. "  
 
"What will we ever get done if we are always trying to please the 
sensibilities of everybody? People live with me and I ask them to work 
with me. Why live with me if you cannot work with me?"  
 
Sade looked away but could see him with the corner of her eye. "So 
what would you do if someone tells you he or she does not like farm 
work, and wants to work at the supermarket or go to school?"  
 
"Once in a while someone tells me something like that. But once I tell 
them my mind, they stay."  
 
Sade sniffed and wiped a tear. "Your mind; that is all you tell them?"  
 
"Why are you so suspicious? I tell you something and you question me 
like I'm a liar."  
 
"Someone wants to go to school or take a vocation, but simply chooses 
to change his or her mind after you speak your mind? I'm supposed to 
believe that?"  
 
"How old are you?"  
 



His face was hard as if she had insulted him. She knew where he was 
going with the age thing, so she decided to ignore it.  
 
"Sade, I don't like the way you are treating me. I give you so much 
respect despite your age. I like to be accorded my due respect."  
 
"I'm sorry. I just want to know a lot more about you. I was once a 
happy child but life has taught me to ask questions and face my fears."  
 
"All these questions are to face your fears?"  
 
"I am no longer afraid to speak my mind. Sometimes my thoughts 
make no difference but I should be free to say my mind."  
 
Kasali removed his cap and ran his hand over his hair. "Do you believe 
in freedom?"  
 
"Don't you believe in it?"  
 
He snorted; the questions irritated him, but he decided to keep his 
eyes on the prize. He put the cap back on. "I'm here asking a beautiful 
woman to spend some time with me. Am I free? A president plans to 
contest an election and dies in a plane crash before the elections; is he 
free? A woman gets married to a man she is expected to have sex with 
for the rest of her life. Is that what you mean by freedom? Malaria 
grounds a muscular man and leaves him shivering and sweating and 
panting like a wounded starving animal. And he is supposed to be free. 
Who is not free to speak his mind? You are right. Anybody may say 
anything, some words are good to hear."  
 
"The world is evil," she said, "but when it comes to us we have to try 
and do good. We have to do good without expectations."  
 
"Everything we do will be rewarded. It is about that. For me it is not 
about expectations. Our people say whatever you sow you will reap. I 
act according to my conscience. I have never committed a crime. The 
government knows me and they know where I live, my record with 
them is clean. Freedom is not out there." He pointed at her chest. "It is 
in there. In the heart. In the mind. Just live life. Don't try to explain 
and understand and name everything. Just deal with me like a lover, 
because that is who I am."  



 
"I've heard you."  
 
"And besides, you look like that lovely dark skinned girl in afro on the 
Bata ad."  
 

 

  

  

  

 

 


