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UNIVERSITY OF IBADAN'S RECENT RANKING 

AS BEST IN NIGERIA: JUSTIFIED? 

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA

OF COURSE!

'Ti omo eni ba dara kawi' – Yoruba Proverb

The above saying loosely translates to 'a good child deserves commendation'. It is not 

exactly breaking news to state that the University of Ibadan was recently placed in its 

right position at the apical level among Nigerian universities, courtesy of a thorough 

evaluation conducted by Journals Consortium. This has since given some due credence 

to the nearly official name which the university is often referred to as: the First and the 

Best. Predictably, this has drawn the support and ire of the public in equal measure. 

Despite this, it is only ignorance of facts that would make anyone disagree with the 

perfectly defensible list.

To start with, no evidence could be more empirical than the ones presented by Journals 

Consortium. Failure to carefully examine the basis upon which this list was drawn up 

would result in mere speculation and blind judgment. A lot of factors including research 

success rate, web popularity and academic output serve as the fulcrum for crowning this 

prestigious university. This is not an opinionated stance but a scientifically calculated and 

objectively justified conclusion. My lords, one may be tempted to state that this 

information is just abstract paperwork and that, in practice, we are far from being the 

best. But I disagree. Data analysis does not exist in a vacuum, but mirrors reality. A 

university which has conscientiously striven to achieve relevance on the internet and in 

the physical world is indeed deserving of whatever accolade may come knocking on its 

door.

The University of Ibadan has always been the quintessential Nigerian university, with its 

superb structure that other universities are modeled after. It has spearheaded a lot of 

novel ventures that other universities are yet to get into. Even those steps which other 

universities had taken and failed at, the great UI, with its ever-effective Midas touch, 

found a way to improve upon it. When it seemed as though the standard of UI had 

dropped, the institution stealthily underwent a crescendo that ensured its status is carved 

in gold as the creme de la creme of Nigerian schools. For instance, the Post-graduate 

program in the University of Ibadan is one of a kind. With a promise of possible 

scholarship to graduates, it has increasingly inspired interests in post-graduate studies 

in Nigeria.
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Also, the university is known globally for churning out graduates with admirable 

chutzpah, erudition and intellect who take the world by storm. The academic air on 

campus is, admittedly, quite challenging but that is the beauty of it. Students are kept on 

their toes and consistently motivated to make their studies the utmost priority. The back-

breaking pressure which we are subjected to only makes us stronger and prepares us for 

the much more difficult world out there. It serves as the boat of experience to keep us 

afloat on the tempestuous waters of life. After all, a university education is supposed to 

arm one with the weapons of victory for the never-ending battles of the future.

Last year, the fertile womb of this university gave birth to an impressive total of 222 and 

6,032 graduates, with first-class and second-class birthmarks respectively. This is in spite 

of the fact that UI is seen as one of the toughest schools in terms of bagging first-class 

honours. What this shows is that as the school authority raises the bar higher, it triggers 

the determination of the students to surpass that new standard. Consequently, academic 

performance both within and outside campus is now at its peak. If that does not qualify as 

a sign of excellence, I don't know what does.

My lords, it is not at all a long shot to say that the University of Ibadan is every bit 

worth the ranking as the best school in Nigeria.



DEFINITELY NOT JUSTIFIED!

KUNLE ADEBAJO
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'The person who has not travelled widely thinks his mother is the best cook' – 

Ganda  proverb

MeLords, may I swiftly refresh your minds (or bring you up to date as the case may be) 

respecting the background to this court session. Just last month, news nay fantasy, went 

viral on the internet stating that our dear university is Nigeria's best and the eight best in 

Africa. This is according to 'the Journals Consortium' which appears to be new at the job 

of academic king-making. The ranking was based on performance between 2010 and 

2014 even though the said platform was only launched in 2012. Hopefully this is not a 

case of won ti je dodo gbagbe ododo (meaning they have consumed so much plantain 

that they forget the truth).  However, that is not my destination. Neither is my target the 

unravelling of the accident caused by the head-on collision of the ranking with the close 

abdication of the university's Vice Chancellor. Rather, my aim is simply to refute the 

headlines, and by implication the dubious ranking too.

MeLords, let me first establish that if the U.I. of 1960 were so placed, it would be no 

moot point. But the U.I. of 2015? Where the toilets are as bad as the excrements they 

channel? And when their pictures are shown to the world, the school prefers to fund 

propaganda than fund the repair? A U.I. where rooms meant to accommodate one or 

two students when the hostels were built are now housing four or five students with a 

large contingent of squatters (J.D. Ojo: 1995)? A U.I. where students receive lectures in 

their hundreds stuffed up like sardine, yet there is neither ventilation nor any vocal 

amplification system to ease the situation? Oh no! Not this one.

Journals Consortium claims that its ranking is based on research publications as well as 

visibility on the internet. But while trying to confirm how we have fared in this, my 

disappointment skyrocketed even more. The U.I. online Journal System houses only a 

meagre 12 journals. Even more disappointing is the fact that these 12 are just cabins in 

the Potemkin village. Open each one and you get welcomed with the message: (Sorry) 

this journal has not published any issues. On the other hand, one visit to the website of 

Nigeria's U.I. 2.0 (located in the North) is enough to overwhelm you with an avalanche 

of academic resources.
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Of recent, I was handed a questionnaire to fill which intends to gather data about the 

university's use of ICT. I kept ticking 'Strongly Disagree' knowing how much we underuse our 

website. It was honestly a no-brainer. As it stands, students only visit the oft-forsaken webpage 

for three things and three things only – to get admission updates, register for courses and apply 

for accommodation. Except of course you use the hotspot often and you inevitably get referred 

to it. All these make me wonder if there is another website whence Journals Consortium gets its 

information.

There are persons who are so fanatical about this university you would think they were 

birthed in Jaja clinic. You see them all the time lurking around the Union page looking 

for OAU students to lock horns with. They prefer to totally shut eyes and play deaf to the 

facts and then assert that U.I. is the best simply because it is the first university and 

because it is their place of study. This, my philosophy-friends may quickly discover, is 

nothing but a quintessential example of the fallacy of antiquity. I mean, the mere fact 

that Uncle Jonah was the “Commander-in-Chief of the Armed Forces” does not mean 

he actually did or could command the armed forces. His darling first lady also was not 

necessarily a lady first, let alone the first of all ladies. And again, many an eldest son is 

quickly disillusioned on discovering that he is left to savour the three-sitter at home and 

attend JAMB tutorial lessons while his siblings are all sauntering the Ivory Tower.

MeLords, the Ashanti people have a saying that 'rain may beat a leopard's skin, but it 

does not wash out the spots'. Hundreds of organisations may come and place U.I. in 

cloud nine, they can come and gbe wa gun eesin ayan (i.e. make us ride on roaches 

thinking them horses), but they can never alter the incontrovertible truth of the time. U.I's 

recent ranking as first in Nigeria and eight in the continent amounts to a summersault of 

justice; any conflicting contention is an outright lie and a perjury to boot – I so submit!



JUNGLE JUSTICE ON CAMPUS: AN 
INDISPENSABLE NECESSITY? CERTAINLY NOT!

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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"An eye for an eye only makes the world blind" - Mahatma Gandhi 

The idea of jungle justice has never been an uncommon phenomenon in human history. 

Even if the term is not familiar, its practical instances do not evade one's attention. Prior 

to the era of enlightenment, before man built a modern world with the bricks of 

civilisation, it was the norm to take law into one's own hands. After all, in a state of 

lawlessness, anything goes. But as time went on and the intelligence of humanity 

developed, jungle justice was increasingly seen through the lens of negativity. Despite 

this, it is still prevalent in Africa. There have been efforts to curb this and reduce the 

occurrence by well-meaning individuals to almost no avail. 

Sadly, the University of Ibadan, supposedly Nigeria's leading institution in terms of 

grooming law-abiding youths, has fallen prey to this too, albeit on a smaller scale. 

Repeatedly, we have had cases of students meting out punishment to other students as 

they see fit. The reason is quite understandable, though not necessarily justified. Distrust 

in the existing legal system and thirst for vengeance motivate actions that constitute 

jungle justice on campus. A rather disturbing video, which is still fresh in our memories, 

was released in 2012. It featured four students of the University of Port-Harcourt being 

stoned and scorched by their colleagues. As the blood flowed out of their body, fresh 

with the glow of death's call, we saw as life drained away from them. Anyone with a soul 

would be emotionally affected by that traumatising clip. 
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Now, it is clear that this campus has not done anything that extreme. Yet. But that is how it 

starts: the rage, the adrenaline, the irrational urge to administer unconstitutional justice 

that transforms intellectuals into beasts of emotion. The line that has been drawn 

between "normal" jungle justice and the extreme sort grows fainter day by day. Let us not 

even get into the case of the student that was stripped and paraded all around this 

campus as a perverted form of justice. My lords, if we do not caution ourselves now, we 

will soon cross that line and before we know it, the mentality that permitted the situation 

in Uniport may creep past our unsuspecting guard! One must admit, it can be annoying 

when a thief, for example, is set free from the shackles of punishment by the school 

administration. Naturally, one feels the impulse to hurt the criminal. But if this is to be the 

order of the day, there will be chaos. If we are truly the future of tomorrow, where is the 

sense in being vigilantes? As official students of this institution, we have given up a lot of 

our rights to ensure peace - including the right to deal with criminals as we personally 

wish. The philosopher, Immanuel Kant once said, " Act that your principle of action may 

safely be made a law for the whole world." Why should we encourage this to go on? If the 

whole society were to be run this way, no one would be safe. We are supposed to be role 

models. 

Here's a scenario: someone steals my money and I catch a suspect. Instead of handing 

him over to the authorities and demanding the return of my money, I beat him blue-black 

and invite others, who have nothing to do with the issue at all, to join in beating him to 

stupor. This scenario leads to an unspoken endorsement of jungle justice on my part. 

Others will most likely emulate me and then, everyone sees this as the right thing to do. 

I hope you can see where this is going. This will enthrone anti-intellectualism in the 

palace of our minds and plunge us into a world of anarchy. An argument might be that 

the culprit deserves to be severely brutalised. It could be incredibly painful to lose a 

possession of yours. Trust me, I've been there. However, we must all remember that 

anger has no IQ. If we do not let the authorities deal with the issue and trust them to 

judge the case appropriately, then of what usefulness is our education? What makes us 

different from barbaric illiterates? My lords, jungle justice is never a good thing in an 



YES, YES AND YES!
KUNLE ADEBAJO
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[Sometimes] it may be necessary to use methods other than constitutional ones ~ 

Robert Mugabe 

It gives me great pleasure to once again make an appearance before you MeLords. 

Today, I feel compelled to come to the defence of an unpopular, and often abused, client 

– immediate retribution (alias jungle justice or 'maximum shi shi') especially as it applies 

to campus life. I am sure the incident that transpired on the 20th of July is still as fresh in 

our memory as the book of life. Then, a 200L student from the Nnamdi Azikiwe Hall was 

caught stealing around 02:30am when his mates had their head buried either in pillows 

or books. In reaction to this, the ever-vibrant Zikites stripped him naked to the skin and 

paraded him, with his dangling personhood, around campus. Many, under the influence 

of intellectual intoxication, seized their browsing devices and posted in protest to the 

treatment. MeLords, I beg to disagree with their bias as I pitch my tent with the contention 

that jungle justice is not all devoid of efficacy.

First, it must be noted that in a land where there exists no city justice, the people of the 

jungle must inevitably bear the responsibility of administering justice in the manner they 

best deem fit. In other words, when the ideal is not available, the available becomes 

ideal. The ideal situation is for all criminal suspects to be arraigned before a court of 

competent jurisdiction and then given their due as may be commensurate with the 

apparent facts. However, this is far from what is obtainable in our dear country, and by 

implication, university too. When students go on break, they come back to discover their 

properties undiscoverable. Who even knows whether it is these same porters and khaki-

donning pensioners who connive to orchestrate the looting. If that is not the case, it is at 

least happening under their salaried watch. They can't be trusted and we must seek 

viable alternatives if the criminal justice system is not ready to give justice to criminals in 

the system. An orphaned calf, the Kenyans say, has no choice but to lick its own back. 
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In addendum, permit me to quickly borrow from the proverbial Wisdom of Solomon who 

may have written in the book of Ecclesiastes that whenever a sentence for a crime is not 

carried out swiftly, the human mind becomes determined to commit evil (ISV). This tells 

us that punishment will only be effective if meted out with alacrity, adequacy and in 

sincerity. If God were to strike men with thunder as soon as they steal, they would rather 

go without limbs. In fact make party nomination forms free of charge; you will still need 

to beg people before they get them. Thus, if we always have to wait for the over-

protective school management, the morally-flexible Nigerian police and the technically 

pedantic trial courts, then we are sending a message to potential robbers that they have 

enough time to get off the hook of karma. I hope my adversary is not seeing this matter 

from the same prism as our home-grown politicians who will not repair a road until their 

family encounters misfortune from the developmental lacuna. And that's why if 

Nigerians desire the instant repair of a road, all they need do is pray that a Senator's kin 

should die or be seriously injured from an accident there the next day. And whoala! If 

their prayer is answered, magical and radical transformation is bound to ensue. 

Similarly, the man who hitherto shouts NO TO CAPITAL PUNISHMENT will think twice if 

he finds his darling wife being raped with a rifle within reach. Also, an opponent of 

jungle justice will easily forget there is due process when his laptop is lifted with the only 

copy of his just-completed final year project. Put yourself in the victim's shoes and you 

will find that they are tighter than they seem. 

MeLords, please do not get me wrong. I am in no way advocating for lawlessness and 

arbitrary infringements on human rights. I am not saying we should hunt for petrol and 

tyre every time we hear the cry of ole, ole, ole (thief, thief, thief)! I am only saying it is in 

the best interest of the people, at this point in time, not to always leave the city justice 

system to the business of curbing anti-social conducts. Sometimes it is necessary to 

immediately show a person, caught in flagrante delicto in the commission of a felony, 



ARE TODAY'S YOUTHS READY FOR 
LEADERSHIP POSITIONS? YES, THEY ARE

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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The flood of time has swept the Students' Union elections unto the shores of distant 

memory. The fortnight-long period has now become another chapter in the history book 

of our great university. Fortunately, it escaped the predatory claws of controversy unlike 

last year's edition. While it has not left questions about its credibility, the entire process 

has led this court to ponder upon the youths and their readiness to take up the mantle of 

leadership at the national level. 

A youth, according to the UN, is anyone between the ages of fifteen and twenty-four. 

However, for the sake of contextual focus, let us employ the more appropriate 18-35 

age bracket approved by the Federal Government. In most developed countries of the 

world, the youth are a privileged lot who benefit from the success of their nations' past 

heroes. Talk about Nigeria and you have a very different story entirely. Nigerian youths 

are an endangered species who atone for the sins of their fathers. They suffer for the 

mistakes made repeatedly by the aged kleptomaniacs whose buttocks seem to be in 

perpetual romance with seats of power. Rather than be dominated by these woes, the 

youth have refused to back down. Their revolutionary spirits have been awakened and 

have come to challenge the status quo. Nigerian youth have learnt to take their destinies 

into their hands, striving to make their world better than they met it. Increasingly, we 

now see Nigerian youth get involved in matters of national concern. 

We need to look no further to find instances of youths making progress in their societies. 

In this great university, Olawuni Mustapha recently championed a motion for the 

counting of votes publicly in halls. This is a bold-faced step to chop off the intruding 

fingers of the school administration. This mirrors the resilience of the youths and their 

unease with the way things are being run. Political figures like President Muhammadu 

Buhari and Chief Olusegun Obasanjo have been involved in running the affairs of the 

nation for decades, starting from the days when they were youths themselves. We 

cannot continue to let octogenarians control our lives. They have been there for too long 

and it seems, under their rule, the country does not have enough fuel to power its vehicle 

of progress. What Nigeria truly needs now is people with intellectual legerity and 

soundness - the youths. 
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The tertiary educational sector is swarming with youths who are thirsting for education. Year 

after year, in their hundreds of thousands, they seek admission. Their ambition steadily swells 

like the rifle of an aphrodisiac teenage boy. They are dedicated to the development of their 

minds and, in recent history, Nigerians like Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie and Phillip Emegwali 

have used their education to make their country proud in the days of their youth. 

Just when the country was in peril and on the verge of being disgraced by the notorious Boko 

Haram sect, brave Nigerian youths enlisted for the army and punctured the pride of the 

terrorists with steamy bullets and grenades. To now say there are no patriotic Nigerian youths 

would be to be to unfairly myopic towards their hard work and dedication. 

My opponent may feel compelled to argue that the youths are just as corrupt as those currently 

in power and are therefore unfit to rule. But to do that would be to further the agenda of the sit-

tight Old People's Club in government offices. It is the kind of fallacious sentiment encouraged 

by the pot-bellied democratic tyrants who seek to keep the mutiny against them to a minimum. 

Simply because some of them might not be saints does not in any way negate the fitness of the 

entirety of youths. After all, it takes only a handful of right-thinking youths, given enough 

influence, to change the world for good. The example laid down by Olawuni Mustapha will 

forever affect this campus and that is a glimpse into the power of the youths. Even Obasanjo 

himself once said, "Youth constitute Nigeria's only hope for a real future". So, instead of 

butchering the confidence of the youths on the altar of hypocrisy, our energy should be directed 

towards encouraging the youths and aiming to see the good they have to offer. 

If you are anything like me, you would be tired of the phrase "leaders of tomorrow". My dearest 

lords, this "tomorrow" does not exist in an otherworldly realm, neither is it light years away. It is 

here and now! The current rulers have done their part and failed, it is time to look elsewhere - in 

the youths!



NOPE, SAYS WHO?

KUNLE ADEBAJO
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Let him that would move the world, first move himself ~ Socrates 

PRELUDE: On Wednesday the 9th of September, something ordinary but nonetheless 

momentous happened in the University of Ibadan. The so-called Council of Kingmakers 

finally shattered the long silence by officially declaring Professor Abel Idowu Olayinka as 

the 12th Vice Chancellor of the university. It is on this note that I shall start off by cheering 

the geologist for trumping 12 others to rise to the Vice-Chancellery. I do not believe 12 is 

a lucky number, so I would ascribe no propitiousness of the numerical circumstances that 

surround the whole exercise. However, I hope that he will put his profession to use while 

aiming at extracting the diamond long buried in the lumpy ore called University of 

Ibadan. I hope he will turn out to be an ABLE ABEL bailing us out of our hostile but labile 

label; an ABEL who, true to his name, will be willing to sacrifice for the welfare of staff 

and students though some persons may dislike it. It is sad however that his initials give 

little room for the creation of a resounding, earth-shaking acronym like that of the 

incumbent. So I'll just call him Able Abel, one in whose hands lies our fate for the next 5 

years. You are able, please be agreeable too. 

MeLords, I apologise for arriving late to the day's session. I was inescapably caught up in 

traffic along the V.C.'s lodge. Not to further waste time, I am today saying that no frank 

observer of the just-determined Students Union elections would conclude at the end of 

the whole saga that we the educated youth of Nigeria are ready for leadership positions. 

And by leadership positions I do not mean offices such as 'floor representative', 'class 

governor' or 'group leader'. I mean real positions where real matters of great 

significance are tackled. 

I accept. I accept the truism that states that the youth of today are the leaders of 

tomorrow. But I accept only because of the obvious fact that life is in a state of flux and a 

donor of breast milk today was once a donee of same. I do not accept with the conviction 

that the present youth are, in point of fact, ready to assume any real mantle of 

leadership. That is not so. I have as testimony the Students' Union election which will be 

ushering in the Illuminating Changes Team. 
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I may not have had sufficient contact with most of the aspirants to give a sweeping 

generalisation. But be that as it may, the platforms provided by the press and manifesto nights 

are more than enough for anyone to weigh the worth of the aspirants. Take for instance; one 

who was not pre-informed would have innocently mistaken the Trenchard hall for a 

battleground during the press night. This is due to the grammatical homicides arbitrary 

launching of ballistic blunders. At large, the audience simply enjoyed a free entrance into a 

quasi-stand-up comedy. Imagine an aspirant for the Public Relations Office, solidly backed by 

his hall of residence, saying; 'now in Idia hall, even the Block I is not exist!' And that is just a tip of 

the iceberg. Another one, when asked how she is going to stand her ground in case of non-

cooperation, she gleefully replied with the words; 'I dunno!' I'm glad none of these two turned 

out victorious in the end. Many of the candidates were so directionless you'd think they applied 

to contest while under duress. Ask them what solution they have to proffer to some snag, and it 

is committee this, committee that. Who has the time for that? 

Moving on, several other gaffes were committed also at the manifesto night. We found leading 

aspirants not keeping to time. Perhaps they intended to run the students union as though it 

were their personal kitchenette. Aside from this, many also came and embarrassed themselves 

in public due to their rock bottom confidence and poor grasp of rhetoric. I wonder how such 

persons can stand tall before the 'almighty' Vice Chancellor in representation of student 

interests. They simply can't. A person whose diction is nowhere near that of the professors at 

the steering wheel will no doubt turn out as a docile yes man. 

Furthermore and as a final point, I would like to draw attention to an incident that transpired 

not quite long ago in Sultan Bello hall. We heard of a certain White-Blood Cell who rather than 

protect the body from infections ironically was the one wreaking havoc everywhere. He was 

apprehended for stealing. And those close to him said such operations were habitual for him. 

Despite that, he had all effrontery to raise his filthy hand to show interest for the office of the 

Assistant General Secretary. How will our treasury not go astray since it is kakistocrats such as 

him who show interest in governance? 

In closing, I shall call the Yorubas to the witness dock. They do say in their ever-profound 

sagacity that 'okere ti yoo gun igi ogede, eekanna re yoo mu sasa' (i.e. a squirrel that would 

climb the plantain stem must have sharp paw nails). MeLords, it is as clear as day that the youth 

of the day, ably represented by student political figures, do not have nails at all let alone sharp 

ones. How then can they climb the stem to leadership?



THE ROLE OF PORTERS IN THE UNIVERSITY: 

PRAISEWORTHY OR BLAMEWORTHY?

DEFINITELY BLAMEWORTHY!

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA

“He who forgets his duty falls off the tree of prestige” – African Proverb

 A lot has happened on campus this past week but perhaps the most notable is the incident that occurred in 

Queen Elizabeth II Hall. Reportedly, porters went all around the rooms to fish out the illegal occupants of 

the hostel (those also referred to as "squatters") at midnight. As one would expect, it has led to debates 

over the role of porters in the university. This conversation has caught the ever-wandering eyes of this 

court. Is it praiseworthy or blameworthy? I beg to argue, without fear of self-contradiction, that the latter is 

the case. 

First of all, one has to attempt to define the purpose of porters on campus. I do not speak of 

the statutory duties engraved on the leaves of documentation, but the practical actions that show their 

resolution towards us. The issue of their actual constitutional obligations has become more and more 

vague, reduced to the testimony of word of mouth and empty speculation. Gone are the days when all 

porters acted primarily in the interests of the students, helping with luggage and other forms of assistance. 

Now, we have in that stead, the case of porters using their position to frustrate the students. They seem 

more eager to slap heavy fines on erring students than to actually cater for their needs. Imagine a 

hypothetical-yet-realistic case where a particular student's complaint over a faulty kitchenette is held with 

levity but when that same student is caught cooking in his room, he is forced to part with his hotplate. Do we 

now have porters who are for or against us? 

Apart from this, we hear of cases where they go into clandestine dealings with some students to get them 

accommodation in halls, without passing through the legitimate process. While I cannot possibly produce 

any form of proof at this point or list out names for obvious reasons, this is a phenomenon that we all hear 

about around us; legal students being deprived of rooms for the sake of their colleagues with deeper 

pockets and more desperate hearts. It is an ugly situation, really. It should not be encouraged and I urge 

anyone with genuine evidence to come forward with this. That is the ethical and legal thing to do. We 

cannot afford to allow ourselves to be tossed around like supple words in the hands of an ambitious poet. 

The spirit of unionism starts from little but significant things such as this. 
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The most irritating aspect has to be the bias and favouritism; punishing a Uite for a certain offence and 

conveniently turning a blind eye when another does the same. Even if at a minimal level, this breeds the 

feeling of inferiority and superiority in the minds of such Uites. Some are made to feel more important, 

more likely to get away with misdeeds than others. My lords, is this the kind of attitude we are to praise? If 

so, perhaps the world has turned on its head and words like "praise" have taken on new meanings of their 

own. 

Also, in the discharge of their duties, albeit with well-meaning intentions, they discomfort the students 

who they are supposed to support. As in the instance in Queens' Hall, our beautiful ladies, while snoring 

the tune of a restless day, were attacked like thieves in the night. Their sleep was interrupted and they were 

subsequently locked in the following morning for questionable reasons. 

While it would be foolish to state that all porters are corrupt, it is not a long shot to argue that a 

considerable percentage do not act with our best interests at heart. Their role has been that of the 

oppressor rather than the helper. The conduct of some porters paints them as the embodiment of 

opprobrium and distasteful demeanour. My lords, I hereby conclude that they are definitely, for the most 

part, blameworthy. 
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THEY DESERVE ALL THE PRAISE! 

KUNLE ADEBAJO

When the labourer is praised, his cutlass begins to cut more keenly ~ 

Nigerian proverb

 

Our grandfathers in their tremendous wisdom used to warn us about the chicken and its 

unworthy habit. The chicken, they said, eats corn, drinks water, swallows pebbles, yet 

she complains of having no teeth. If she had teeth, they'd add, would she go ahead and 

eat gold? My ever sagacious Lords, most UItes aren't any different from this proverbial 

chicken. We get so much, enjoy a lot; still we are constant and unrepentant critics who 

rarely appreciate the good things that cross our path. 

Every single day for four, five or six years (if not more); from admission to graduation, 

from matriculation to convocation, students of University of Ibadan live in perpetual risk 

of danger. We live in the reasonable fear of several hazards such as theft, burglary, rape 

and even murder. We walk the streets of UI not knowing whether we're the next victim of 

electrocution from some stray live wire. Or whether asphyxiation awaits us whether by 

virtue of our overpopulated rooms or our occasionally chock-full lecture theatres 

wherein thrown pins may not even find their way down. And to assuage these risks, men 

and women of worth have sacrificed their time, a large chunk of their life, just to make 

sure that students on this campus have rest of mind to go about their business. These 

men and women are generally known by the name 'porters'. 

Milords, let me not bore you with unnecessary innuendo. I do not understand why 

porters are viewed with so much scorn almost everywhere they find themselves. They 

sacrifice their all for all; still they get little in return. Porters, in every hall, are the actors 

and soldiers in the epicentre of the storm. For 24 hours, or close, they keep watch over 

the students with nothing except perhaps a puny baton to keep them safe. For the sake 

of students, they succumb to a state of quasi-imprisonment, having their cherished 

freedom of movement stifled. And for our sake too, they have nothing save BCOS and 

NTA to watch all day from a dull old-generation idiot-box. Yet the same students, for 

whose sake they sacrifice the comfort of their beds and family-time, see them as 

worthless. 
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Lexically, a porter's work entails mere assistance with the carriage of luggage. But it is as 

clear as tropical sunshine that our porters carry a whole lot more than that. They assist in 

hall registration, they make sure damaged facilities are swiftly repaired; they ensure 

water is pumped and made available at all times, they prevent the nuisance caused by 

squatting and illegal occupation of reading rooms, they act as law enforcement agents 

who diligently attempt the impossible task of bridling ever-impatient UI students. And the 

list goes on without end Milords. 

Many porters I know are both skilled and vibrant. In fact, there is one in Mellanby hall 

who can tell a room's number just through a distant back view. Hurl water from your 

balcony and you'd hear – 'A56, well done o'. This same person, only after meeting me 

once or twice in my room, would remind me of the number whenever he saw me 

afterwards. Other porters in other jurisdictions also have their peculiar superpowers 

borne out of commitment to duty. 

As a matter of fact, to further corroborate my point on the praiseworthiness of porters, we 

all are witnesses to what transpired in Queen Elizabeth II Hall. There we saw the virtue of 

self-sacrifice at its zenith. Most time, we find porters inevitably sleeping exactly by 

midnight or thereabout. However recently (for the sake of our Queens), they kept vigil till 

around 2:00/3:00am just to make sure no unscrupulous elements with intent to wreak 

havoc are lurking around. 

Do not think that I have come to romanticise our dear porters beyond proportion. For I 

agree that they are not perfect. But then, I take solace in the Yoruba saying that 'ko si bi a 

se maa rin ki ori ma mi' i.e. there is no way we'd walk and our head will not waver. Also we 

must take into account these words of Theodore Roosevelt – the only man who never 

makes a mistake is the man who never does anything. And so, though we may worry 

about occasional amplified blunders, about delay in rescue missions, and perhaps little 

megalomaniac manifestations every now and then; we must realise that mistakes are 

bad, but they are still better than inaction. Here, I shall rest!
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YES, ABSOLUTELY! KUNLE ADEBAJO

DEATH PENALTY FOR TREASURY 

LOOTERS: THE WAY OUT?

If you see a thief and you allow him to be stealing, what have you done? You have 

stoned nobody; that is why we are stealing. Who have you stoned? If you don't 

take your destiny in your hands, we will go and other leaders will come and 

continue stealing ~ Chibuike Rotimi Amaechi, Former Rivers State Governor and 

potential Minister of the FRN (December 12, 2013) 

For decades upon decades, Nigerians have engaged in a roller coaster struggle with 

suffering. So much so that our local dialects depict this experience in the most graphic 

and metaphoric way imaginable. The Yorubas for instance would say that 'iya nje wa' 

(meaning: we are eating misery). Bad enough but they don't stop there. In a more 

extreme situation, they would adjust this statement and say 'paapaa, aa nje iya' (in fact, 

misery is consuming us). However, when it seems that all hope is lost and that the pit of 

hell is leaking atop our bald heads; there is no better way to put it than 'aa nje iya, iya 

naa tu nje wa' (we're both eating misery and serving as food to same). As a matter of fact, 

a witty musician once claimed that what Nigeria (or Naijiria) truly connotes is 'ibi ti a tii 

nji rii iya' (a place where we wake up to the sight of misery). 

Not to drag the tale beyond repair, we have grappled with the agonous reality of 

suffering for donkey's years – from the days of the dinosaurs, through the era of slavery, 

the period of apartheid and colonialism, up till this day – though we may delude 

ourselves with independence and celebrate a 55-year old toddler disguising as Africa's 

big brother. 

When asked what the problem is, the average Nigerian would exert no brain cell to 

answer that it is corruption. It is our leaders who have conspired to milk us dry of our 

shadowy wealth. It is those immortal goats who are continuously having a roundtable 

discussion on how to slice our yam. To the average Nigerian, this plague of insatiable 

goats is what causes all of our problems, in fact including over-delayed marriages if you 

think about it. And so, it becomes the collective responsibility of all yam farmers and 

rightful owners to see to the exile of the goats. It is their job to assist the process of de-

goatification. Every well-meaning Nigerian must think of this and work towards it. 
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And so Milords, as the well-meaning Nigerian that I am and after hours of musing, I 

have come with a solution. And that is: death to all the goats found to have yam or its 

by-product on their lips, in their bellies or inside their foreign barns. Only God can 

forgive them, hence we should assist them by arranging a meeting with Him. Have no 

pity for them for they deserve none whatsoever! 

Firstly, I think this is the way out because, come to think of it, the mere fact that our 

legislators and presidency are willing to pass the Bill condemning looters to eternal 

sleep to law strongly signifies the rebirth of sanity in our public sector. Any lawmaker 

willing to consent to it, in my view, can be trusted with a nation's destiny. And so, we 

should work not just towards promulgating the law but achieving a fertile ambience for 

such promulgation. 

Furthermore, the death penalty has proven an efficacious antidote for corruption in 

places as South Korea, Singapore and China where it applies only after exceedance of 

a limit (this I support!). The wonders it is working in those countries today cannot be 

gainsaid. Also logic demands that we punish severe crimes severely and petty crimes 

pettily. Why then should a man be sentenced to death for robbing another of ?5000 

with a table knife and another be fined or even acquitted for stealing millions and 

plunging hundreds of souls into untold hardship if not death? This is double standard at 

its best. 

For those that think the death sentence is not befitting for the present era or that some 

countries are doing fine without it, I only have for them this Hausa proverb – when the 

music changes, so does the dance. Nigeria's skin is quite tough and thus only tough 

medicines will have any effect. Besides, didn't Albert Einstein call them insane? Those 

who do the same thing over and over again and still expect different results? Nigeria, 

for more than five decades, has stuck to one daily tablet of paracetamol. I want to 

believe it's high time we changed it to two or three. And for some who say the penalty of 

life imprisonment is enough, the tale of Diepreye Alamieyeseigha, set free by Uncle 

Jonah in early 2013, is enough as confutation. 

Milords, for lack of time, I shall rest my pen at this point. 
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NO! UNLESS WE ARE NOT THINKING! 

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA

"Do not be eager to deal out death in judgement." - JRR Tolkien 

From the onset, through this court, I would like to belatedly congratulate fellow 

Nigerians on the celebration of Independence Day. It has indeed been an interesting 

run, engendered by a mix of wonders and absurdity. Speaking of the absurd, earlier 

this year, pressure groups such as the Nigerian Labour Congress advocated the 

establishment of capital punishment, or death sentence, as the major form of 

punishment to those convicted for embezzling public funds. 

This ridiculous movement stemmed from the belief that taking the life of a supposed 

criminal is justifiable on fallacious grounds. Thankfully, the government was wise 

enough not to embrace such an idea. Let us examine the purpose of the Law in the first 

place. Is it meant to improve the society or become a willing weapon in the hands of 

powerful politicians with a personal vicious vendetta? I ask, what good does it do us to 

end the life of a man for being greedy? When did greed become punishable by death? 

When did we begin to play the role of God? When did it become moral to take the life of 

a man who has not killed another man? 

Punishment should be a form of deterrence, to force future criminals to rethink their 

evil intentions. But, I ask you My Lords, do you think, in the most humane depths of your 

hearts, that the only effective way to eradicate corruption is to become butchers 

wearing the cloak of the Law? I refuse to believe so. There are other options and it is our 

duty - as sane individuals - to explore punishments that fit the crime and 

simultaneously preserve the dignity of human life. 
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We should also remember the controversies that rocked former President Olusegun 

Obasanjo's employment of the Economic and Financial Crimes Commission (EFCC) as a 

way to primarily cage treasury looters. Accusations were flying here and there. Critics 

argued that he selfishly used the agency to settle scores and cast those that were not in 

his good books to hell. The truth about the accusations could be debated forever but that 

is beside the point. The lesson here is that there is always the possibility of politicians 

with access to the judicial system to manipulate it for their own gain. Then, on a weekly 

basis, we will hear of politicians being hanged to death on a daily basis until our 

government offices are empty. Our criminal law system becomes a game of chess and 

democracy becomes a joke in the country. According to Victor Hugo, "Vengeance comes 

from [men], punishment comes from God." All we would be doing if we endorse the 

death penalty is to contribute to the cycle of injustice. 

Do not be deceived that killing these dishonest politicians is our golden ticket to our El-

Dorado. Rather, millions will die because the beautiful ones are not yet born. We live in a 

society where corruption and crime are praised and paraded as the normalcy. Nearly 

everyone is corrupt in their own way. Even our youths are not saints either, and at the 

university level, we have saddening scenarios whereby student union leaders cart away 

the money paid by their fellow students. Should they be killed too? You surely don't think 

so. Today's pot-bellied politicians who drain our national purse are products of our 

dysfunctional society. I beg to argue, My Lords, that a majority of Nigerians will embezzle 

more money than their minds could fathom should they taste power for a single day. 

Well then, it is crystal-clear that it is not only cruel, but hypocritical to say that treasury 

looters should be put to death. 

My esteemed Lords, it would be rather unfair to deny the problem with my opponent's 

stance. It is quite illogical and once again, downright hypocritical to state that corrupt 

politicians should be killed when we are, ourselves, members of a society in which even 

the new-borns breathe the air of corruption. Kanyinsola Olorunnisola is my name and I 

am not a hypocrite! Are you?
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HAS THE STUDENT CULTURE OF ARO CAUSED 

MORE GOOD THAN HARM?

 YES, NO DOUBT! 

KUNLE ADEBAJO

Enjoy when you can, and endure when you must ~ Johann Wolfgang Von Goethe 

Say, have you heard about the tragic tale of King Sisyphus? …No? Well not a problem, I'll 

tell you all about it. Sisyphus was the King of Ephyra known to be very crafty and 

avaricious. He committed a lot of misdeeds including an attempted overthrow, homicides 

and a ghostly escape from the underworld after his death. To top it all, this cunning King 

even once deceived Thanatos (death) and tied him up, thus preventing anyone on Earth 

from dying for a long time. And so for his trickery, Zeus condemned King Sisyphus to 

endlessly roll a huge boulder up a steep hill. To link it with the issue at hand, I shall assert 

that a world of scholarship where all you do is wake up, rush for lectures, bury your head 

in homework and get hypertensive about one book of life is simply boring. It may be 

likened to the travail of Sisyphus. And the best antidote for this zombifying jogtrot 

remains an occasional dose of Aro. This drug, by the way, comes in varying shapes and 

colour but the distinguishing feature is always that tinge of seeming eccentricity 

manifesting in conduct. 

Milords, as I stated earlier, aro is indeed a potent and natural anti-depressant. As a 

matter of fact, I'm pretty sure if a psychological study were to be conducted, the suburbia 

of U.I. would be found to be generally happier than the campus metropolitans simply 

because they appreciate and apply the Aro custom religiously. If all students live a 

bibliomaniac life devoid of comic reliefs (effectively provided by aro), then we will simply 

end up like Chinese students who, due to their great suicidal obsession, are prevented 

from diving into the spirit world via anti-suicide barriers. What is more, aro gives a sense 

of relief which is witty and natural. And unlike other means of relaxation like watching 

soccer matches, drinking chilled zobo and attending AWO101 nocturnal tutorials, it 

causes no demonstrable side-effect. To top it all, it is absolutely free! All you need to 

benefit is a little creativity, some courage and on occasion a loud voice. 
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To further substantiate my point, permit me to call to the witness box, Mr Adelaja Ajayi, 

the Chairman of UNILAG's Mariere Hall in 2013. After catching a glimpse of 'aroism' in 

U.I. during that year's Clash of the Sages, Mr Ajayi said thus: to the Ife boys, your 

display was nice. But you cannot do this in UNILAG and go scot-free. They would think 

you want to do aluta. Campus has been turned into a graveyard forgetting that one 

needs to rest after academic stress. I hope to bring this culture into our school.

Moreover, I must mention that engaging in aro is a good way to transform a cowardly 

snail into a roaring lion, discarding its shell of timidity and skin of hypersensitivity. A 

momma's boy who spends a year in Nnamdi Azikiwe Hall for instance will never 

remain the same thereafter. He will feel a gradual surge in self-esteem and bodacious 

audacity. He will feel capable of challenging any worldly authority. If afforded the 

opportunity, he might even walk up to Queen Elizabeth II so as to ignite a relationship. 

Milords, that is how powerful the spirit of aro is. When it enters upon a man, no matter 

how unripe, his tongue will be liberated, his wit will be sharpened and his chest 

expanded.

 If anyone claims that aroists are often ne'er do wells who do not excel academically, 

then I urge you, please hear what Aristotle has to say: there is no great genius without 

some touch of madness. I'm not saying all aroists are geniuses thought, or that you can 

be super-brilliant simply by flinging sarcasms at passers-by. I'm only saying that that 

touch of madness which Aristotle referred to may well find demonstration in aro. Ms. 

Rahmat Oseni, from Obafemi Awolowo University, nailed it more succinctly when she 

said – male graduates that come out with good grades are usually residents of Awo 

Hall. More interestingly, they are the ones who lead the fun/aro … they're always at the 

forefront of fun and merrymaking and they're usually the most brilliant. 
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Asides the aforementioned, aro also makes any event which features it lively and 

memorable. Several decades after, you find that you can still flash back to it in clear 

pixels. Additionally, we must not lose sight of the fact that it also curbs the excessive 

migration of females to male halls of residence (and its concomitant ills) through verbal 

discouragement. It is thus evident from the foregoing that the good in aro far outweighs 

the bad (if any) just as the rays from the Sun far outweigh anything a torch can offer. I 

mean, even the supposed victims benefit. Finally milords, old men in the days of yore 

used to tell us that all work and no play makes Jack a dull boy. But they forgot to add that 

it may equally jerk Jack to Jaja. And you know what they say about Jaja – o lewu o (it is 

risky o)! 
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"What is bad is bad. It has no other name." – Yoruba adage. 

Any bonafide resident of this campus would be as familiar with the Aro culture as the 

back of his hand. For the uninitiated, it is that tradition which encourages the verbal 

desecration of our shrines of dignity and respect for (wo)men. Ladies are often the 

victims of this harmful culture and it presents this campus as a microcosm of the larger 

misogynist Nigerian society. 

The most obvious demerit to me has to be the barbaric objectification of women and 

sexual harassment that it symbolises. Beholding the act of "aroism", a keen eye would 

notice that girls when passing by are no longer seen as human beings worth being 

respected, but as objects of unfounded insults and gross sexual advances. The Merriam-

Webster Dictionary defines sexual harassment as "uninvited and unwelcome verbal or 

physical behaviour of a sexual nature." Are we now going to say this is not present in our 

Aro culture? Are we now going to say that this is not a degenerative act? Are we going to 

pretend it is not harmful to the intellectual health of the future leaders of Nigeria? 

My Lords, some may argue that it is nothing but an avenue to catch fun and that those 

girls, the ones on the receiving end, do enjoy it too. But this is a very dangerous view to 

hold. Even rapists use that as the justification of their deeds. Now, I'm definitely not 

comparing "aroists" to rapists. That would be ridiculous. But my Yoruba forefathers used 

to pray, "Olorun maje ki oun buruku mo wa lara," meaning, "May we not become 

familiar with bad things." Forgive the layman interpretation but to become overly 

ambitious with the translation would sterilise the point I aim to pass across. The Boko 

Haram bomb blasts used to cause terror and extreme sorrow all over the country in the 

early days of their occurrences when thousands of dead bodies were fused into five-

word newspaper headlines. But today, the emotions it elicits is not as strong anymore. In 

fact, it no longer feels like news. Why? Because people have become used to the evil 

happenings and are consequently less intolerant. But does that now mean the Boko 

Haram bombings have become less inhumane because they have generated less public 

outcry nowadays? Definitely not! The same goes for the Aro culture. Just because these 

ladies have become weary of being averse towards it does not in any way validate the 

culture. 

NO, IT HASN'T! - KANYINSOLA 

OLORUNNISOLA

24



Furthermore, we need to put into consideration those ladies who have refused to 

embrace it with open arms. There are ladies who still feel disgusted by the unnecessary 

vulgarity that spews from the mouths of these perpetrators and lands on the ears of 

anyone passing by. We need to mind their feelings too and not rob them of their rights 

just because we want to have "fun". What does that fun mean anyway? When did 

students of the University of Ibadan -I repeat, student of the University of Ibadan- 

become thuggish ghetto hood rats whose only conception of fun is the primitive 

utterance of unedifying words? I have been a first-hand witness to scenarios in which 

ladies are addressed with loud voices about their private parts. To borrow from Niyi 

Osundare's words, they litter the streets of our ears with their dungs of abuse! It is like 

using curse words in a family-rated TV show. It is not only offensive, but irresponsible! 

No matter the good sides my adversary may present before you, my esteemed Lords, it 

does not cater for the destruction of the self-confidence of ladies. By making the Aro 

culture the standard for measuring the attention ladies get, it makes the ladies that go 

unnoticed feel really bad about themselves. Because of the Aro culture, ladies especially 

now leave their sense of self-worth at the mercy of random strangers. Sometimes, mild 

cases become the harshest threats to self-confidence. Here is a representative picture: 

two ladies were walking by in a male hall last semester. A guy called at them, "pretty girl, 

how are you?" One turned around and replied, "I'm fine." The guy said, "Aunty, not you o. 

I said pretty girl. It's not you naa." I saw the girl's face drop. She had just been indirectly 

told she was not pretty. If this is not a harmful effect of Aro, I don't know what is. 

The Aro culture, if to be maintained at all, needs to be reformed. The characteristics that 

engender it: sexism, harassment, vulgarity, anti-intellectualism and verbal bullying, 

should be eradicated if it is to be continued. We need not act like touts. Aro culture is not 

positive in anyway and we should not let it corrupt our society.
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CASE BACKGROUND: This year's Jaw Wars contest has now reached the final stage. Tension is 

heightened, blood pressures are rising and the rate of interest has sky-rocketed. With 

preparations for the end going on, it becomes mandatory to assess it so far. It has had its ups 

and downs, many would agree. While some praise it, others have harshly criticised its 

shortcomings. Our in-house scribes are here to present cases from extreme ends.

JAW WAR 2015: SO FAR SO 
GOOD? 
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"For a mind that knows is a mind that is free" – University of Ibadan anthem 

Anyone that claims this year's Jaw War has been perfect so far is a liar. But whoever claims 

it has been anything short of impressive is something much worse. With Jaw War-related 

twitter hash tags and Facebook posts tyrannically dominating the web like a fat lady on a 

two-man seat, its success is a fact wearing the garment of clarity and unmistakability. 

The theme of this edition, "Debating Solutions to Africa's Problems", has been manifested 

in the intellectual brawl of wits and words that has characterised the competition so far. It 

has spurred debates even beyond the walls of the Faculty of Science Lecture Theatre. 

Through the thought-provoking nature of the topics, students - both the debaters and 

onlookers - have begun to ponder upon matters which are of extreme importance to 

Nigeria and the black continent at large. Issues such as China's effect on our economy, 

morality of the legal system, existence of neo-colonialism and black identity are now 

objects of chitchat on campus. It has opened up our minds and gives us freedom of 

erudition. That is definitely a sign of intellectual development and the Jaw War is to be 

thanked for it. 

An indisputable truism is that it has been tasking for the competitors. Being a member of 

my hall's Literary and Debating Society, I can testify to the level of hard work this year's 

edition has inspired. Due to the intense but friendly rivalry among the warring sides, it has 

led to an incredible amount of research work and training like never before. It has 

broadened the scope of the students in invaluable ways. This is cannot be mistaken for 

anything but a good thing. 

YES, SO FAR!

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA 
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Unlike some past editions that were effective cures for insomnia, the debates in the 

2015 Jaw Wars have been well-cooked in the pot of entertainment, garnished with 

drama, gusto, humour and exciting "punch lines". It was obvious that many students 

went to the events primarily for the sake of having fun, and they got that and much 

more. Rather than come to the podium to regurgitate facts like mindless machines, the 

debaters made it a very lively affair that educated and entertained with equal measure. 

More so, the nature of the competition has drawn students of the University of Ibadan 

from every part to witness the much talked about phenomenon. It has unquestionably 

fostered unity in the school, albeit in less noble ways. Either in the instance of a science 

and an art student bonding over their shared disdain for the Faculty of Law or a Zikite 

and a Katangite uniting in support of a common hall, there are crystal-clear examples 

of this. Every single day 

an event held, you would see the Faculty of Science Lecture Theatre packed full, with 

the number of seats ending up being inconsequential in comparison to the swarm of 

students present. 

Perhaps it has had its shortcomings. Perhaps. But to say that, because of these 

shortcomings, we now have the right to crucify it on the cross of defamation is to swim in 

the fallacious waters of ignorance. Indeed, my ancestors had been stung by the bee of 

wisdom when they said, "no man cuts off his own head simply because of a headache." 

Minor faults should not be the basis for criticising the entirety of the prestigious and 

insanely successful oratory battle. 

In conclusion, I believe any contest that encourages the exercise of the freedom of the 

mind and simultaneously manages to be a source of entertainment is worthy of true 

commendation. To say it is undeserving of the common word "good" is to be insensitive 

to the amount of money and time the organisers and participant spent in preparation 

for it. 
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One man's word is no man's word, we should quietly hear both sides ~ 

Johann Wolfgang Von Goethe 

Just last session, many of us witnessed the historic resuscitation of the Inter-Faculty and 

Inter-Hall debate tournament tagged Jaw War. For some, it was the right amount of 

spark they needed to shine in public speaking. While for others, it was a perfect escape 

from the daily déjà vus of campus life. This year again, the Central Literary and Debating 

Society is bubbling with energy and has successfully shown that it is not like the honey 

bee which administers one powerful string and then dies thereafter with no hope of 

future charges. 

I am not however here to commend the Central LnD for sustaining the programme. 

Milords, I am rather here to evaluate whether from the first rounds through the 

quarterfinal to the semi-final, the battle has been commendable; to see whether 

progress has been satisfactory. And on this, I can confidently say a CAPITAL NO! NO, the 

contest has not been commendable and NO, the progress hasn't been satisfactory. 

Surprised? Well I pray thee, follow Von Geothe's admonition and hear me out first. 

First off, though we may in isolation consider the Science FLT a large venue. By the time 

we factor the huge number of spectators who religiously and relentlessly flock to the 

place every time there is a contest, Milords you will agree with me that it is far from being 

large enough. Through all the rounds, tens of people always have no choice but to stand 

at the back getting only blurred and myopic images of the event. If you say, like our 

lecturers, that it is their reward for coming late; then please remember that the school 

management never declared the periods lecture-free. Definitely, the University of 

Ibadan can do better than this. 

NOT AT ALL!

KUNLE ADEBAJO 
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Flowing from my first observation, the hall was also not well ventilated even though 

huge air conditioners stood gallantly at strategic points. But just like many other things in 

U.I, they possess a merely ornamental value. Every Tomisin, Dickson and Harrison in the 

hall perspired like they just devoured 10 wraps of amala from Bodija. To make matters 

worse, the speakers showed no mercy as they nevertheless still hurled verbal punches 

and uppercuts at them. In fact, all the time I attended and was outside the arena, a keen 

observer would have thought I was there for a 60-minute impromptu speech. Despite 

the fact that I consistently sat beside a window, I still got soaked wet in sweat. Milords, I'm 

sure we can do better. 

In addendum, I also noticed (with my koro-koro eyes mind you) that some of the 

apparatus used for the event were full of faults. And the most obvious of these is the 

public address system. Anyone who actually graced the occasion would find that both 

the primary, 'Maintenance'-dependent P.A. system and the secondary one were not up to 

scratch. While the former was stammering like Goodluck Jonathan on CNN, the other 

sounded like Patience Jonathan after a long day of electioneering. 

Moving on, I would say it is not within the province of doubt that the reason why the 

world knows about debating societies in other universities such as that of Harvard (which 

by the way recently got thrashed in a contest with prisoners) and the Oxford Union is due 

to their solid internet presence. Here, nobody knows about our excellent speakers 

because we do not harness the same instrument. While the debates may have been 

fantastic, videos of them are still not on YouTube and we are yet to see any media house 

around to cover them. This is simply an underutilisation of potentials and we sure can do 

better. 

Milords, I must say I feel vindicated already even though I have not even caressed areas 

such as the puzzling absenteeism of 'item 7' for the debaters at least, the series of results 

mired in controversy and the ever-constant late beginnings. Let us not count the number 

of gladiators, check the long file of judges, measure the regiment of spectators or even 

get lost in the gulf of punch lines in a bid to give Jaw War a pass mark for wise Seneca 

said it is quality rather than quantity that matters. The facts as to quality already have 

stood up; they have spoken up and have also shut up – hear them! 
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Though I cannot tell what surprises the final round has got in the cards, what more do 

we need to convince us that thus far, Jaw War has not been good enough? What else 

can show us that it has not been up to par? Besides milords, if this is not mediocrity … 

then tell me: what is?
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CASE BACKGROUND: According to the Students' Union Constitution, as reviewed in 

the 1998/1999 Session, the Public Relations Officer "shall be the Chairman of the 

Press Club of the Union." Repeatedly, different PROs of the Union have all tried in the 

past to sustain or revive the Students' Union Press Club to varying degrees of success. 

Today, the Press Club is nothing but an object of fantasy whose existence is relegated 

to a mere abstract entity wearing the coat of black ink on paper. But the current PRO, 

Alayande Ayantola is determined to bring it back to life with big names in the world of 

campus journalism. UCJ Political Editor, Ojo Aderemi is rumoured to be at the helm 

of affairs. 

 THE S.U. PRESS CLUB REVIVAL: A 

NECESSARY PHENOMENON OR FRIVOLITY? 
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"Only a wicked man frowns at the cry of a new-born baby" – African Aphorism. 

The issue of the Students' Union Press Club is one which has already begun to create 

some form of bad blood between the Students' Union executives and the Union of 

Campus Journalists. To a layman, the dispute seems unfounded. After all, the UCJ and 

the SU Press Club should not be at odds. This is one of those cases when the layman is 

indeed right. 

Journalism is all about truth and free speech. These two things are generally seen as 

the most important virtues in any given society. Consequently, press organisations all 

over campus get their due reverence and respect for upholding those crucial values. If 

this is so, we can conclude that it is a good thing -in fact it is very necessary- for the 

campus to have as many press organisations as possible. The more the merrier! What 

better motive is there than to encourage the resurrection of a club whose being is not 

only laudable but fully backed by the constitution? 

I know, My Lords, one might shrug at the thought of the Students' Union executive arm 

having its own press club, which seems to contradict the very idea of the press as "the 

fourth estate of the realm." But, we all know of the Nigerian Television Authority (NTA), 

Broadcasting Corporation of Oyo State (BCOS) and British Broadcasting Corporation 

(BBC), which all have strong affiliations with the Federal Government, Oyo State 

Government and the Crown respectively. Does it now mean that the existence of these 

three media houses is a threat to the whole conception of the press? No! Why then 

should we become guilty of double standard and claim that the SU Press Club is 

frivolous.

 Before you are fed with lies about how the SU executives intend to use the club to their 

advantage, let me enlighten you, My Lords. The constitution does not give any 

executive member besides the PRO the direct power to influence the SU Press Club. 

Even then, Alayande Ayantola (the PRO) personally vowed during an informal meeting 

in which I was present, that he had no intention of exercising carte blanche power over 

the club and Ojo Aderemi would in fact be the one to call the shots most of the time. 

IT IS NECESSARY, AS LONG AS... 

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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Trust me when I tell you that this is not a man to go back on his word, especially not 

when he has said that to a pressman with unlimited access to the student-populace. If 

this is not democracy at its best, what is? 

While the SU Press Club's existence is necessary, it also needs to be registered under 

the Union of Campus Journalists. Since the UCJ already exists to perform the same 

duties the SU Press Club sets out to do, it should at least be registered under it. If not, 

establishing an official affiliation will go a long way to ensure its continued existence. 

This would surely eliminate the problem of inconsistency with its publications and so 

on. If this is in place, I see no reason whatsoever as to why it should not be allowed to 

thrive. 

As long as it works beneath the caring auspices of the PRO and UCJ, I am blind to how it 

is not to be welcomed with open arms. No one fears the birth of a child unless it is a 

threat to him or something he holds dear. No one with good will frown when a new 

baby is born. If we do not feel inadequate, why should we oppose the Students' Union 

Press Club? I rest my case! 
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“We shall act with good intentions, but at times we will be wrong. When we are, 

let us admit it and try to right the situation” – Joe Paterno 

As conflicts and proximate contradictions are what make life lively and worthy of living, 

it follows that oxymora are naturally a funny thing. Back in high school, it was no doubt 

my favourite figurative device and it still is. In fact, if you want to get a people to laugh, 

perhaps as a Master of Ceremony, simply throw them some morsels of it like 'detailed 

summary', 'only choice', 'pretty ugly', 'found missing', 'original copies' or 'happily 

married'. It is because of my fondness for this device that the news which recently made 

my week was one which informed us of Julius Agwu's plan to open a CHRISTIAN 

NIGHTCLUB at Lekki. “The Believer's Lounge” will be the name he said. This reminded 

me of the so-called 'Church of Satan', and it has saturated me with hope that perhaps 

one day, we can even have virgin prostitutes, honest legislators and reverend cultists. 

Milords, forgive me if I have digressed too much. However, that prelude is necessary if 

we must understand the amount of farcicality and silliness inherent in today's subject 

matter – the Students' Union Press Club. In my view, this is nothing but a commendable 

and novel addition to the long list of oxymora already in existence. As a matter of fact, 

the Students' Union University of Ibadan should get a Nobel Prize in Literature for this 

mind-blowing invention. 

Sarcasm asides, it is common knowledge that the concepts of 'press' and 'politics' (which 

the Students' Union stands for) are like the yin and yang, oil and water and perhaps truth 

and manifestos. They can never mix. We cannot have politicians working under the 

same bedcover as journalists and vice versa. And similarly, we cannot have a person 

acting in both capacities at a single point in time. This is why we have the principles of 

separation of powers and checks and balances. It is why a senator must resign if he 

accepts appointment as a Minister. And it is why the Students' Union Press Club is not 

only frivolous but legally ridiculous.

IF IT IS NOT FRIVOLITY, WHAT IS?

KUNLE ADEBAJO 
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 The Students' Union, for me, is allowed to have media agents, information ministers or 

even propaganda warriors who are charged to tell its sides of stories. There's absolutely 

no problem with that. But pressmen? Or the aforementioned disguised in journalistic fur? 

No way! Let us a spade a spade Milords. 

Moreover, we must also avert our consciousness to the fact that there is nothing the press 

club is claiming to provide which the Union of Campus Journalist, through her many local 

bodies, is not providing already on a much larger scale. In the circulated broadcast, 

applicants are promised improved writing skills, sharpened intellects and knowledge of 

how to articulate views on contemporary issues. For those who know how the UCJ 

operates and the programmes it organises, this is just a quintessential case of going to 

Sokoto (a far-flung place) to find what is in ones sokoto (pocket). Even if it is argued that 

the UCJ is a shadow of her former self, there is nothing wrong if the Students' Union 

explores ways to correct this anomaly if they are truly sincere. 

Also, it must be noted the present P.R. Officer of the Students' Union presented grand 

plans during the electioneering not excluding the introduction of a Students Union 

Debate inter alia. Programmes need not just money but also time and will to survive. If as 

a Students Union leader, you plug your tentacles into too many things, you will either end 

up flopping in them or spilling over (in other words, getting dashed more time for aluta). 

We all know the story of Late Musa Yar'adua and his 7 cardinal points. Sadly today, both 

the agent and the agenda are no more. And so it is more than necessary that every office 

focuses on key issues while ignoring time-wasting and money-blowing frivolities. 

Finally milords, I would like to quote from Albert Camus – the evil that is in the world 

almost always comes of ignorance, and good intentions may do as much harm as 

malevolence if they lack understanding. The Public Relations Office, under whose 

jurisdiction the Press Club is, may have revived it in good faith and with honesty of 

intention. But then again you know what they say about the road to hell being paved, 

walled and roofed with grand intentions. I'm sure the literary titans in the Students' Union 

know better than to take my words literally.
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“Certainly in taking revenge, a man is but even with his enemy, but in passing it 

over, he is superior; for it is a prince's part to pardon” ~ Francis Bacon 

So much had been spent – some said 1.5 million Naira. So much preparation, 

anticipation and salivation had preceded it. So many young, delightful and innocent 

ladies had trooped out on this God-given day to enjoy a once-in-a-year banquet and 

take a break from the sporadic supply of light and water which characterises their side 

of the campus. But then, little did they know that some 'beasts of prey' had gathered and 

decided to turn the evening of glee to one of gloom for them. And then, after their pitiful 

predicament at the hands of the beasts, we still have those who boldly suggest that 

pepper be carefully rubbed into their sore wound. 

Milords, with what mouth may I conceivably argue in support of the unspeakable 

atrocities committed by supposed men of intellect on Saturday, the 7th day of 

November, 2015? Definitely not this one which is used to objectivity. Regardless of what 

lens you use to examine the series of events, culpability must still rest upon the Zikites. 

As our elders say, no matter how much Shaolin you deploy in throwing a hand fan, it will 

certainly still end up on its plane. Zik hall has been known to harbour sick persons even 

more than some 'institutions', but no one thought it would degenerate into shameless 

malevolence. The hall has been the heartbeat of U.I, but sadly latest happenings show 

it only to be the heartbreak of U.I. 

Zikites must take the flak and be made to dance energetically to the stern reggae of the 

law. And my foremost reason for this submission is that in the chain of causations and 

stream of provocations, Zikites are recorded to have thrown the first punch. On the 1st 

of November, they embarrassed and harassed the ladies of Idia during their rally (done 

in collaboration with Mellanby hall) for no just cause other than the fact that they 

deemed them to be their birthright and felt betrayed seeing them with the Mellanbites. 

Did they expect that that moment would be allowed to pass without reciprocal gestures 

from the victims? Have they not heard that nemo supra lex (nobody is above the law)?

 SHOULD DISCIPLINARY ACTION BE TAKEN AGAINST 

ZIKITES OR IDIATES? 

NEEDLESS TO SAY, ZIKITES 

KUNLE ADEBAJO
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 Aside from the harassment of that day, they still went ahead to hurl objects at Idiates, 

inflaming them even more. Milords, though a man may be left to revel in his sickness, 

no one should be allowed to suffer a dangerous admixture of both superiority complex 

and rash megalomania. Whatever the Idiates did to retaliate was clearly an act of 

heroism and self-defence. An orphaned calf, it is said, has to lick its own back. 

Furthermore, even if we assume for the sake of argument that the retaliatory act of 

bathing another person in a 95%-hydrous substance is truly provocative, this defence 

cannot stand the weight of both law and reason. This is because firstly, enough time had 

elapsed for passion to cool and for a bruised ego to heal. Zikites cannot possibly claim 

they acted in annoyance and under emotional pressure since they summoned a 

congress and rubbed minds for long on what to do. This provided more than enough 

time to regain consciousness and recognise the foolhardiness inherent in the counter-

attack. And then again, the crime committed by the Zikites evidently transcended the 

measuring tape of proportionality. Milords, no amount of sophistry can establish a 

balance in the actions of the two parties. While one allegedly sprinkled urine on the 

other, the other decided to raid it, ruin its expensive affair, squander its sustenance, 

batter its people and cause many to land in the hospital. Even the blindfolded effigy of 

justice would quiver at such unevenness. 

Moreover, a similar incident is said to have transpired during the regime of Abiose 

Olajide (an ex-chairman of Zik hall) who wisely trod the path of patience and 

gentlemanliness, rather than that of barbarism and bullying. This did not make him less 

of a Zikite, and neither did it cause Azikiwe to rise to reprimand him for ridiculing the 

spirit of Zikism. A good precedent exists and passivity has been shown to be a gracious 

possibility. Anything which contravenes this and which stabs law and order in the chest 

must not be left to go unpunished. If not, posterity will one day point to us as excuses for 

their savagery. 
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Milords, let us call a spade a spade and pee culpability into the right hole. Zikites had 

no right whatsoever to do what they did and the guilty ones deserve neither pity nor 

impunity. A man who demonstrates his might by taking on a weaker person exhibits not 

just immaturity but cowardice. Oliver Wendell Holmes once remarked that your right to 

swing your arms ends where another person's nose begins. Zikites this time have 

chewed more than they can swallow and they have sacrificed our collective repute on 

the altar of egotism. Hence they must be disciplined not only to curb further 

disturbances and teach other crazed students a lesson but to say loudly to the world 

that University of Ibadan is truly a citadel of intellectualism which lends no hand to 

barbarians. 
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"For whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also reap." - Galatians 6: 7b 

Living under a rock is not enough excuse for being oblivious towards the infamous 

clashes between Queen Idia Hall and Nnamdi Azikiwe Hall on Saturday this past 

week. As expected, students of the University of Ibadan, with their muses charged back 

to life by the intoxicating wine of creativity, have fabricated rumours and succeeded in 

driving these questionable hearsays with the vehicle of the internet to the bus-stops of 

uninformed ears. Sifting through the myriad of entertaining stories, it is now clear that 

the real culprits here, contrary to what some emotion-manipulating advocates might 

tell you, are residents of Queen Idia Hall. Do not be misled. 

After the numerous half-hearted pleas on Facebook by concerned students to let piss 

rain...err...let peace reign (forgive my sloppy pen, My Lords), it is necessary to point 

accusing fingers at whoever deserves it. First of all, what conception of sanity 

accommodates the pouring of stale water and bodily waste on fellow human beings? 

When did it become justifiable to attack other people with close to no meaningful 

justification? Lord knows what sort of diseases Zik Hall students could have contracted 

already! Call me oddly old-fashioned but how are we sure there are no spiritual 

consequences to the showers of messes they were subjected to? It is incomprehensible 

as to how the perpetuators could be left to go scot-free. My Lords, do not be misled. 

When you vote in immature and incompetent leaders, what you get is a pitiful scenario 

of competent and mature minds becoming weapons of stupidity and barbaric wisdom. 

The Idia Hall Chairperson, knowing that her hall would be having a lavish dinner later 

that day, did not deem it fit to caution her fellow "Idiates" against the violent way they 

welcomed their brothers from Zik Hall who only wanted to felicitate with them. In the 

wee-hours of the saga (yes, pun intended) a lot could have been avoided if she had 

seen it as her responsibility to completely contain the situation. She could have tried 

her best, maybe. But if her best had been enough, there would be no need for my 

pressed pen to pee ink on paper now. 

IDIATES, OF COURSE! 

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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We all know what they say about poking the bear, don't we? What do you expect when 

supposed queens become ruffians? The Idiates started a fight they could not finish and 

now, they are crying foul. Ten strokes of the cane to the hypocrite! Can you possibly 

imagine being bathed with fluids that escaped from menstural bossoms? My Lords, 

even the most rational of men would act out in the face of such circumstances. 

It is of course convenient to side with the Idiates as the victim of this case. After all, they 

are only ladies. Anyone could claim it is a case of gender discrimination and 

hooliganism on the part of the "Zikites" and therefore, the Idiates are blameless. But 

that is to oversimplify the situation and overlook certain facts. Yes, they are the weaker 

sex (at least, physically). But then, even the weaker sex could be the wicked sex, if we 

think critically. When we fault the Zikites, it is over the fact that they went too far in their 

vengeance. However, we cannot even begin to speak of vengeance as a motive for the 

actions of the residents of "Queen" Idia Hall, because the supposed cause of 

provocation is a blurry affair. It is a well-known truism that during the Idia-Mellanby 

Hall rally, it was in the Great Independence Hall that the issue of wetting people 

occurred and not in Zik Hall. All Zikites did was to characteristically make jest of them, 

all in the spirit of harmless fun. But Idiates somehow believed that raining down urine 

was an acceptable equivalent reaction to this. Yet, we call the Idiates blameless. 

Please, do not be misled. 

Though the Nnamdi Azikiwe Hall Chairman deserves some really serious spanking for 

his demeanour, it is still debatable whether or not disrupting a party was on the same 

level as being publicly humiliated by Idia residents. But, trust me, no one is asking if the 

Idiates were right to have acted in a manner my grandmother would call iwa obun 

(dirty behaviour). Is it not disturbing that our future wives do not only lack hygiene skills 

but also proper etiquettes? I thought part of being "worthy in character and learning" 

was knowing that when your bladder is full, you empty it into toilets and not on the 

heads of your husbands. 

When the actions of people create a pee-pool in the heart of our dear campus, let us 

punish those unruly folks, even if they are the "weaker" sex. The baseline is this: if the 

residents of Idia had not been pissful in the first place, the campus would currently be 

peaceful.
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 My Lords, I believe I should rest my pen here before this becomes a full-fledged pun-

ographic argument. 

SIDE NOTE: To start with, my condolences to Idiates who have been hurt and 

hospitalised. I deeply feel wounded by that. This is not to chastise the entirety of 

Idiates. Let me not be misunderstood. My primary targets are the erring residents of 

the hall.
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ARE NASU MEMBERS JUSTIFIED TO HAVE FLOGGED 

STUDENTS OF UI? 

YES, I'M AFRAID 

KUNLE ADEBAJO

Aja ti yoo sonu, kii gbo fere olode (a dog that is bound to get lost will not hear the 

hunter's whistle) ~ Yoruba proverb 

My delight knows no bounds as I make my appearance again before you Milords. Four 

months away from your keen eyes and acute intellect is four months too many. I humbly 

welcome you all from the long recess hoping you put it to great use by increasing in 

sagacity, enough sagacity to tackle the unending sagas in this university. I welcome you 

to the warm hands of vagrancy, drought, darkness, Anopheles and most importantly, 

Aluta. 

On Wednesday, the 9th of March, we heard stories of various marches – the march of 

fresh students to Trenchard hall, their second pilgrimage to ICC and the counter-march 

of NASU members aimed at dislodging the students. Today, in a funny twist of event, the 

students are wailing and lamenting their misfortune. Some who were not even within 

10 miles of the drama are crying more than the bereaved. They say members of NASU 

have committed a felonious crime. They call for their heads as though a new thing has 

been unveiled by the sunlight. They paint NASU as a frenzied aggressor and the 

students as innocent martyrs, just as some do in relation to Buhari and Dasuki. However 

milords, I stand before you today to trumpet the fall of this spurious Wall of Jericho. 

To start with, those who argue for the student-plaintiffs do so vehemently only in 

reliance upon half-baked narratives. They make sure they share only the chapter of the 

novel which favours them while leaving out details which are debilitating to their claim. 

Milords, these are the kinds of persons who eagerly tell their lovers in another campus 

that they have the CGPA of 3.5, while conveniently blotting out the fact that UI uses (at 

least for their set) the 7.0 scale. 
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Some parts of the tale which are not so common include those which reveal the folly of 

the Vice Chancellor and the outright stupidity of some freshmen. The Vice Chancellor 

was reliably reported to have arrogantly told the students that the approaching 

unionists posed no threat, and so they should sit tight and fear not. What a wise thing to 

do, isn't it? As wise as how Prophet Daniel Abodunrin jumped into the lions' den at UI 

zoo in 1991. Even our elders say in their characteristic wisdom that the day you beat 

your creditor is the day you must pay his debt. 

Furthermore milords, the emergency human activists will surely conveniently forget to 

tell you how some of the students, male especially, rolled up their sleeves in preparation 

for battle against the disgruntled unionists. They obviously had been drunk from the 

palm wine of aluta shared at the congress ground the previous weekend. They thought 

their gang of teenage muscles was any match against the ancestral, overfed sticks 

wielded by the unionists. Little did they know that khaki pass leather. Milords, from these 

facts, it is not out of place to deduce that the sticks were even applied in self-defence or 

due to provocation. Even if that is not the case, let us be objective and make no pretence 

about it. Some of the students actually deserved it. And you know what they say: folly is 

bound up in the heart of a child, but the rod of discipline will drive it far away (i.e. aya 

omode ni were di si, egba ni ao fi tuka). 

We must also not lose sight of the egregious fact of double standards. On the 7th of May 

last year, students in the university protested the unfortunate death of Mayowa Alaran. 

In the thick of this brouhaha, we witnessed students flogging their colleagues because 

they decided to obey their lecturers and not incompetent union leaders. We saw 

students battering fellow students and, if you may, dogs eating dogs. If we saw this and 

did not raise any eyebrow, why do we do so now? If this is not brazen hypocrisy, milords 

what it is? 
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For those who are quick to cry human rights! Constitution! Right to the dignity of 

human person! Please remember that the first violator of rights in this case is none but 

the school management which denied NASU members their basic source of 

livelihood. The second are the students who stood in support of the school in their rule 

of tyranny. And the few members of NASU only come third (for a good reason too). 

Remember also that in a time of war, the law is silent (inter arma enim silent leges). I 

am not a lover of schadenfreude and neither are my parents members of NASU but 

milords, the students in issue here are no victims. They had it coming. 
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“You don't lead by hitting people- that's assault not leadership” – Dwight D. 

Eisenhower. 

The travails and hardship of the Non-Academic Staff Union has not gone unnoticed. 

Even the eyes of a blind man could not possibly refuse to be pierced by the light of their 

plight. Their cries of foul have been animated through the magic of the media and these 

cries have grown wings and flown to every corner of the earth. They have succeeded in 

drawing empathetic pity from the rest of the public over their issues with the school 

management. But this is not to argue whether or not NASU is justified in their perceived 

war with the management.

According to a news article penned by UI alumnus, Seyi Awojulugbe for The Cable, 

published on the 9th of March, 2016, some unidentified NASU officials disrupted the 

school's freshmen orientation ceremony. Initially, the students had attempted to settle in 

the Trenchard Hall before being directed to the International Conference Centre. There, 

as reported, NASU members barged into the venue and chased the students out, even to 

the extent of flogging them. 

There have been numerous debates as to whether or not it was right to have harassed 

the students like that. Of course, it is arguable that the NASU officials were aggrieved 

and embittered. It is arguable that they had felt their integrity being torn away from 

them by the management. It is arguable that they had no choice but to revolt. Those are 

still up for argument. But it would require brash bravery and incessant insensitivity to 

defend their show of violence towards the students. 

The freshmen, God bless their tender hearts, had been looking forward to the 

orientation ceremony with zealous zest. They day turned out to be full of horror for them. 

It almost seemed as if they had been thrust into an impromptu scene of a bad Quentin 

Tarantino movie. Innocence. That is the word here, My Lords. The innocent kids were 

thrown into the middle of the exchange of blows between both warring parties. 

DEFINITELY NOT! 

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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The sad part is that it was almost literal. They were hurt and victimised for absolutely no 

reason. What a way to welcome them, right? Perhaps the orientation they got is the 

lesson that one must always get ready to fight because a bunch of angry people could 

attack you at any time. When has it ever been right to direct your anger at someone 

else, no matter the provocation? I believe no one has the right to defend them for this 

offence. Why? Had it been a student, he/she would have been visited with the dreaded 

Student Disciplinary Committee letter, if not immediately bundled and thrown into the 

back of an abefele patrol vehicle like a first-rate criminal. But for some reason, the 

defendant thinks we are just supposed to ignore justify this act? 

According to the same “The Cable” article, students have bashed and condemned this. 

As if we need any more evidence that this is injustice at its best, here is a quote from an 

unnamed student: “I was present at the venue because of my kid sister and I just 

managed to run out of that place with her and one of her friends had a broken arm and 

now she's somewhere taking treatment.” 

Imagine yourself in their shoes. You are someone's child. You had been obedient 

enough to arrive at the venue on time and even complied when you were later moved to 

another venue. You waited, anticipating the official pseudo-induction ceremony into 

the campus community. And instead of the rain of celebration sending shivers of joy 

down your freshman spine, what you got instead was a shower of fiery blows that 

exploded all over your body and burned your bones till they emitted smokes of 

desolation. Those who were supposed to be your role models and guardians had 

betrayed your naivety and flogged you with whips of menace. You cried for help. For 

safety. For meaning. For strength. For justice. None ever came and at that point, you 

were sure the whole world was against you. Tell me, is it possible on God's earth for you 

to rule the culprits as justified, if you were in those shoes? 
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I hereby implore the jury to conclude that those certain unknown NASU officials who 

committed this atrocity be found guilty and the verdict be: NOT JUSTIFIED. When the 

elders of the land choose to treat the younger ones as battle foes, we have a land 

heading for destruction. Let us place the blame on whom it is due, so that this does 

not repeat itself. I rest my case.
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CASE BACKGROUND: Once upon a time in recent weeks, the Dean of Students in a 

meeting with the Hall Wardens Committee instructed that every Hall Student Executives 

must open an account with the UI Microfinance Bank and Assistant Hall Wardens must 

be signatories to such accounts. This instruction has already taken effect in the female 

halls of residence and Sultan Bello hall. On March 10, 2016, residents of Bello hall 

protested the cancellation of their gyration night as the Assistant Hall Warden refused 

to approve the budget submitted to him. This week, Courtroom seeks to examine the 

soundness of this controversial policy. 

 SHOULD ASSISTANT HALL-WARDENS BE ALLOWED 

AS CO-SIGNATORIES TO THE ACCOUNTS OF HALL 

EXECUTIVES?
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 For the sake of peace, tough decisions must be made ~ Tanzanian Aphorism 

It was a great day. Indeed, it was a glorious spectacle. It was a day gaily coloured with 

optimism and joy. It was a day that seemed like feathery fantasy and stone-hard reality 

had converged to create a most unlikely magnitude of blessings. It was a day when 

history crowned the future. 

What day do I speak of, you ask? Pardon my parrot-like pampering of wild weightless 

words in this matter of severe seriousness. I speak, My Lords, of the coronation 

ceremony during which student unionism gained its rightful place on the throne of 

freedom, away from the Evil Eye of the Big Bad Beast - the school authority. Hearts lit up 

with hope. The youths now had the chance to bask in the light of self-rule and have a 

taste of heavenly wine, fresh-flowing from the golden goblet of independence. I want 

you to picture that scene, let it be animated in the imagination of your minds. All is well. 

The students will finally be free. Pause! Let us fast-forward to a familiar year called 

2016. What do you see? A deserted palace. An unhappy people. A burning city. A 

broken dream. An island of dashed hopes. An amalgamation of failed leaderships! 

Just last year, the school was rocked by a series of corruption scandals which made the 

national scene seem like the holiest of holies. We heard of student-leaders suddenly 

buying cars and getting fatter. Money grew wings and flew out of accounts. Dinner 

parties flopped harder than an Adam Sandler movie. Packages well paid for began to 

look like left-overs at a charity event for beggars. To put it very subtly, in the most polite 

manner, OUR LEADERS BECAME THIEVES! They put the name of student unionism on a 

leash and dragged it helplessly in the mud. And the school administration, unwilling to 

watch these student-leaders continue to rob their fellow students in plain sight, chose 

to have a hand in the affairs. I write in a story form because I believe the justification for 

my stance resides within the narrative. It is only sane to agree that the intervention of 

the school management was very necessary and should stay, at least for now.

 

THEY HAVE ALL THE RIGHT IN THE WORLD

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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The rights which were given to the students have been misused and it is indeed 

paramount for extreme measures to be taken. After all, it is not like the school 

management is asking to be the ones choosing the leaders or dealing with other 

cogent student-centred matters. All they ask is to be included in the financial goings-

on in order to ensure that these opprobrious situations do not arise again. It is for the 

good of you and me. They have abused their sovereignty and they must learn what the 

consequences are. To hell with total freedom! What good is a freedom that only leaves 

you feeling cheated by those you elected into office? When we fight for the right of the 

hall executives to solely own the authority over the finances, what we are really 

fighting for is unlimited, unchecked power for these individuals. I don't know about 

you, but the thought of that scares me. 

Some may argue that the legislative arm is there to play oversight function, but where 

were they when problems arose in halls such as The Great Independence Hall and 

Kenneth Mellanby Hall? Where were they when we cried foul and it seemed no one 

was ready to fight for us against these embezzlers? I ask; where were they when the 

problems became so bad that the topic became a national affair and the management 

had to step in? Had they been effective enough, there would be no need for this 

debate. 

Without boring you with excessive “water is wet” analogies, I urge you to do the right 

thing and rule in favour of the right of the Assistant Hall Wardens to be co-signatories 

to the hall accounts. God bless you.
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“The irrationality of a thing is no argument against its existence, rather a 

condition of it” ~ Friedrich Wilhelm Nietzche 

On the 4th Saturday of March around 11pm, students of the university in their tens 

trooped to the Department of Maintenance and Works to demand for a resurrection of 

light which had selectively forsaken their halls of residence for some time (Tedder and 

Mellanby i.e.). On getting to the most handicapped unit in the university, they were 

greeted with verses of tragedy straight from the day of Sophocles. Men who man the 

maintenance claimed, almost with tears in the eyes, that light could not be restored 

until Wednesday as the cables were faulty (yep – same ol' story) and they could not 

work overtime. The students however gave them until the midday of Saturday to do 

something.

To cut short the long story, I was strolling across the UI Main Road on the said Saturday 

when Mellanby Hall reverberated with shouts of jubilation. They had successfully 

reunited the halls with power supply exactly 01:20pm. Yet, listening to them on Friday, 

one would have thought even if heaven threatened to fall, this feat could not have 

been pulled off until Wednesday. But the verses of tragedy from the university staff 

turned out to be fictional too. Is it then persons who cannot be trusted with the simple 

truth that should be trusted with the common wealth of students? 

Milords, our forebears in the African continent have warned us that if the owner of a 

calabash calls it worthless, others will join him to use it to pack rubbish. Our wardens 

have indirectly called our legislative councils worthless; shall we then join them in 

packing rubbish with the hallowed chambers? I ask – in a situation where hall 

executives have to explain to hall wardens, or whosoever, why they need money 

before they can withdraw; what then is the use of duly elected hall legislators? Why do 

they sit for long hours when others are in the capital of dreamland just to ensure there 

is no wastage in spending? Are we planning to establish a bicameral legislature  

whereby the upper house may decide to upturn in a minute what the lower house took 

days to arrive at? What sense does that make milords? None since I'm asked. 

NO WAY! 

KUNLE ADEBAJO
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It has been argued that this tyrannical policy is a great way to reinforce check and 

balance, and that it would prevent student leaders from defalcating funds. But, as 

George Washington would have put it, it is better to offer no excuse than a bad one. Are 

we saying hall wardens are not capable of corruption? Or have we forgotten, amongst 

others, the 2006 scandal in the Department of Educational Management where 

university lecturers were seen devising all forms of skulduggery to deny fellow lecturers 

their deserved promotion? How would lecturers who refuse freedom for their kind 

allow it for 'bloody students'? By the way, I even suspect that the real motive behind this 

decision is for the school to expand her IGR. It is perhaps a case of 'when the moon is 

shining, the cripple becomes hungry for a walk'. They have seen the huge sums students 

are capable of making from a single programme and want a share of the cake. They 

probably have forgotten that you do not get Domino's Pizza by dominating. You rather 

get it by sacrificing. 

Milords, let us think deeply about it. If this anomaly is normalised, in no time it would 

mutate and perhaps beget unimaginable abominations. Soon, we would be asked to 

key into the introduction of a Treasury Single Account for student associations. They 

may even require that the Bursar's consent be sought before a toothpick is bought for 

student programmes. In point of fact, I think rather than give in to this nightmare, we 

should even just pay our hall and faculty dues as part of the school fee so that the 

management can include dinners and packages as part of its budgets. We might all 

even 'kuku' open accounts in the university's Microfinance Bank because the 

management thinks we are too juvenile to handle money. If we allow this milords, then 

we would have substituted unionism for 'minion-ism'. We would have defenestrated 

student leadership and welcomed student dealership. Our wardens will turn prison 

warders and we will forever be mere vassals to them, our feudal lords. 
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Not to waste time on a matter already as settled as the P-Square rift, I would say that 

allowing hall wardens or any of their agents to hold sway upon our treasuries is 

analogous to having two foxes and a sheep vote on what to have for dinner. As a matter 

of fact, I am so enraged by the mere thought that I find no better way to capture my 

feelings than with the resounding cry of Hon. Patrick Obahiagbon – this is no more than 

a veritable bugaboo that must be poo-poohed by all compos mentis Homo sapiens. 

Milords, I have spoken!
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 CASE BACKGROUND: It was learnt that some individuals from the Department of 

Computer Science recently approached the Students' Union Electoral Commission 

proposing to assist with the conduct of the forthcoming election electronically. 

Fortunately or unfortunately however, the Commission unanimously ruled against it. Is 

this decision the rash impulse of a few or does it reflect the ineluctable reality before 

us? It is to this that Courtroom directs its searchlight this week.

 IS THE UI STUDENTS' UNION 

READY FOR ELECTRONIC VOTING?
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“The great aim of education is not knowledge but action” ~ Herbert Spencer 

I know of an old man, eldest son in his family, heir to the legendary white wisdom – 

wisdom which manifests through plenty grey matter and countless wobbly bones. I 

know of an old man who tasted from the boring ways of the past and the breath-taking 

ways of the new but who, while donning himself in fashionable clothes, has still not 

recovered from the handcuffs of history and the shameful seke-sekes of antiquity. I 

know of an old man whose view of the future is astigmatic and whose legs are still 

drenched in the quicksand of the Stone Age. I know of an old man who knows too much 

but applies just little. I know of the University of Ibadan. 

Milords, asking if the Students' Union is ready to adopt electronic voting is like asking if 

humans are ready to start wearing clothes or if, after the 7th week, a stalite is ready for 

accommodation. These are all questions meant for yesterday. Questions which should 

have been answered positively and forgotten in the trashcans of memory. Questions 

that ought to have decomposed beneath the sands of time. Today, rather than doubting 

if we are ready for the things of yesterday, we should be seeking to know how to build 

on the things of today in a bid to stride majestically into the future. 

No doubt, the premier Students' Union in Nigeria is ready for electronic-voting. It is in 

fact long overdue. The reasons for this are overwhelming. Firstly, it should be noted 

that e-voting, just like every other progeny of technology, makes sure that time and cost 

are put to judicious use. We do not have to wait for several hours before results of an 

election are read out. Candidates, with the e-voting system, will be saved several hours 

of worry and high blood pressure. Some minutes after all votes are cast, everyone 

hears the result and everyone moves on with their lives. It is high time we stopped 

reducing the sacred issue of election to melodramatised histrionics. Suspense is not 

needed and should be dispensed with. 

 AS READY AS THE BOYSCOUT 

KUNLE ADEBAJO
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Also, e-voting if triggered into action will obliterate cases of void voting. The paper-

based system has not only been disenfranchising unsuspecting victims, it has also 

granted electoral officers the liberty to abuse the window left open by the concept of 

'void votes'. I am pretty sure if I were put in charge of a polling centre, I would be inclined 

to forgive apparently void votes and condemn a wavering vote to scarcity from the book 

of life depending on whether it is in my anointed's camp. This may not necessarily be 

intentional. The sub-conscious mind, I tell you milords, works in miraculous ways. 

Joseph Stalin once remarked that, 'the people who cast the votes don't decide an 

election; the people who count the votes do.' Why should we then place the destiny of 

the union into the fragile hands and unreliable memories of a few? Why should we 

depend on the Deputy Registrar in king-making when we can have computers act as 

efficient, impartial and incorruptible arbiters? It should further be noted that this idea is 

not even entirely strange in the University of Ibadan. Entities such as the Department of 

Computer Science, Faculty of the Social Sciences, Faculty of Technology, Ransome-Kuti 

hall, Sultan Bello hall and Queen Elizabeth II hall have all used it successfully in the 

recent past. So why can't the Students' Union? Or is sauce for the goose now pus for the 

gander? 

It may interest you milords to learn that in 2013, the election that ushered in Oluwaseyi 

Oyaniyi as the Mayor of Sultan Bello hall was not only done electronically, it also wound 

up favouring the party which thitherto took objection to the idea. They had promised to 

unzip the ozone layer if the other aspirant won the election. Amusingly, that did not 

happen and a dubious process instantly became squeaky clean. 

Moreover, introducing e- or i-voting will also jack UI further from the cesspool of 

theoretical complacency into the seventh heaven of practicality. Students of Computer 

Science will be able to boast of a demonstrable, sustainable project. They will be 

enabled to think outside the 'ballot' box to come up with 21st century-compliant 

solutions to hydra-headed problems. They will be able to beat their chests like geeky 

King-kongs and proclaim to the world that their four years in the ivory tower isn't a total 

waste. 
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Finally, we should also take into consideration the fact that the United States has been 

operating this system since 1964. One wonders then why it still scares our leaders like 

an alien ogre. Heading back home – even University of Ilorin, a neonate when UI 

already gathered 5 years' experience in the labour market, has already gotten used to 

using e-voting. And it is a notorious fact that their ICT is truly BETTER than ours BY FAR 

in many other respects too. Milords even Adeyemi College of Education, a school I 

heard of only of recent, has used this technology. And in the words of Seneca; 'to strive 

with an equal is dangerous, with a superior mad, with an inferior degrading.' At the 

moment, UI is not striving with an inferior. She is not even striving to strive with an 

inferior. So I am forced to submit, milords, that even if we are not ready, we must find 

no mouth to announce it. We should in fact force readiness upon ourselves. 
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“The best argument against democracy is a five-minute speech with the 

average voter” – Winston Churchill 

My Lords, I am indeed a breathing epitome of joy for the opportunity to be here on this 

blessed day. The curtains of darkness with which the night had clouded me have been 

pierced by blades of sunlight and no one is happier to see a newer day than I am. I do 

not speak these words to imitate the fashion of church testimonies, but it would be 

incredibly ungrateful of me to not express my intense gratitude to the heavens. Prequel 

to this day was the Presidential Debate event which was supposed to showcase the true 

nature of the candidates but turned out to be a day of syntactic genocides and extreme 

terrorist attacks on grammar. “Are you a Bello?” and “what question does she asking?” 

became metaphorical gunshots that chased me out of the venue. Anyway, one has to 

thank the stars even more, because if not for them I would not have survived to confute 

my adversary's gravely misguided argument that endorsement of candidates is not 

within the vast demesne of rightness. 

Principal among the reasons for my confident stance is the fact that endorsement of 

candidates is done by hall and faculty leaders, whose heads have been dipped in the 

miraculous waters of experience within the realm of politics. They are familiar with the 

candidates and know what they really stand for, because, in the end, that is all that 

matters. They are the voices of the entire populace. The average student knows close 

to nothing about these candidates and only votes through certain emotions that end 

up being frivolous and even dangerous. He only looks at the poster or listens to the 

jingles or at best, gets swayed by mere rhetoric. But the leaders decide what is best for 

their various constituencies and, upon that consideration, choose who to endorse. As 

we all know, a certain aspirant for one of the major posts in this Students' Union 

elections failed to get endorsement from their hall and eventually stepped down. The 

hall leaders collectively made the informed choice. Since the entirety of the student-

body cannot come together to resolve who is worth endorsing as in Ancient Greece, it 

becomes paramount for the experienced leaders of the hall to rise to the occasion. 

 

THE WAY, THE TRUTH AND THE LIGHT 

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA 

ENDORSEMENT OF ASPIRANTS BY HALLS AND 

FACULTIES: THE WAY TO GO? 
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Moreover, it helps to sieve out unwanted elements. Easily, greenhorns rise from the 

shadows of anonymity and decide to contest, confounding the entire process of 

election. It makes it so much harder to decide who to vote for. With no fore-knowledge 

of the ins-and-outs of the governing process, no-do-goods pour out in liquid measure 

and plaster their doctored faces all over campus with high-level posts written next to 

their unknown names. Regular students cannot really tell the difference, so when 

endorsement comes in, the wheat is separated from the chaff and the coast is much 

clearer. Is it not easier to have two strong candidates than to have eight candidates for 

one post? When you hear that the Student Representative Council Speaker has 

recommended an aspirant, you certainly know there is something about him or her that 

makes the person special. You cannot expect the hall or faculty to approve a candidate 

that will be detrimental to their cause. 

The opposing counsel might argue that it is not all democratic to allow a handful of 

people to decide for the entirety of halls and faculties. Well, yes. I'd agree with him a 

hundred and one percent. It is definitely against the ethos of democracy. But is that not 

the point? Democracy has its flaws and this is surely a perfect example of the reason. 

The opinion of the whole is so overrated that we delude ourselves into thinking students 

that know nothing about the candidates can choose the best for themselves. The quote 

that preluded the scribbling of these words is a true word of wisdom from the old sage of 

England. As Padraig Deignan opines, “Democracy is the counting of heads, not what's 

in them.” I am not going to play on your emotions and perform the infamous whining. 

No! The truth remains: the majority does not have enough knowledge resources about 

the candidates to collectively choose who to approve of. The ultimate say still resides 

with the entire student-populace but it is much wiser to allow the endorsers, so to speak, 

to voice their well-educated opinions. 

I choose to not pretend we have all day. I hereby conclude that it is a necessary necessity 

which is necessitated by the need to make sure we choose well, despite my tautologous 

tautology, that the principle of endorsement be allowed to stay. God bless you. 
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“The oppressed are allowed once every few years to decide which particular 

representatives of the oppressing class are to represent and repress them” ~ 

Karl Marx 

Milords, the moot-point of the moment is one that can be categorically categorised as a 

res judicata (i.e. an issue already decided upon) for how can we live with it for so long 

without entertaining thoughts as to its validity? The student body has been enduring a 

not-too-blissful matrimony with it for a pretty long time. We have romanced its 

unsavoury contours for donkey's years. And this is why I wrote thus as far back as May 4 

2015; 'we can be Mellanbists or Zikists all we want. But when the fate of the union is at 

stake; our individual halls must not be factored in decision-making and action-taking. 

In a nutshell, we must first be unionists before we are hall-lodgers – for one is by choice 

while the other is perforce.'

Last Tuesday, I decided to accompany a friend to a lecture of Dr Oladoyin Odebowale 

(popularly known as High Priest) about whom I had heard much about enough to pique 

my attention. During the class, one thing he said which I shall ever hold tightly to is his 

opinion of ethnicity. He said the only use tribal identities ought to serve is the 

distribution of economic resources and the conduct of festivals. This is similar to the 

remark of George Bernard Shaw who said: patriotism is a pernicious, psychopathic 

form of idiocy. And I concur. When a person treats his homeland like paradise (where 

no blemish exists) and his countrymen like Napoleon (who is always right), we can 

confidently say his intellectual budget has been 'mutilated' and 'Sarakified'. 

Faculties and halls of residence have no right whatsoever to endorse candidates. They 

have no right to tell the electorate who to vote for. And most particularly, they have no 

right to induce an aspirant to 'step down' because the stakeholders so-said. Milords, is it 

not ironical that the same students who are first to complain about the stagnancy of 

Nigeria's polity are foremost in polishing and formalising crimes committed by that 

polity? 

NO, ONLY A WAY INTO TROUBLE 

KUNLE ADEBAJO
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The same students who occupy their Facebook walls and Twitter handles against the 

concepts of tribal chauvinism, federal character and zoning are the ones who suddenly 

lose their voice at the sight of similar tragedies under their nose. Are we truly the future 

of the nation or a mere annex of the present? 

Union leadership is not like the throne of Olubadan which rotates generously among 

autonomous units like the Dasuki booty. It is a cap for competent heads and a shoe for 

deserving legs, regardless of which place the head rests at night and in whose belly the 

legs kicked at the outset. It is for the competent and not the prominent. And so I am 

dumbstruck to hear some quarters suggest that a person should be given mandate to 

rule simply because Bello or Tedder hall hasn't served for a long time. Let us at least 

allow them a bite at the union cake too, they wail. What nonsense, milords! I ask – are 

the aspirants representing the interest of the hall or that of all? And is it the number of 

comrades in the leadership that matters or the level of leadership in our comrades? 

It may be argued that the process of endorsement is no different from that of the 

Electoral College under a democracy. But nothing can be as undemocratic as having a 

gang of unpopular, unelected “elders” draw the roadmap for hundreds of mentally fine 

ladies or gentlemen. It is an affront on all our IQs milords. Even if we are to accept 

anything close to an endorsement, it should be done not in the dark hours of the night, 

but in the glare of the day with trusted hands on deck. All inhabitants of a hall, or worst 

case scenario, all the floor representatives should be the ones to decide. It may even 

take the shape of press nights wherein non-partisan individuals declare superiority in 

accordance with the dictates of their conscience. 
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To wrap things up, it has been said milords that the mind is like a parachute. It functions 

only when it is open. So let us be open-minded, for only with that can we have not just a 

functioning intellect but a functioning union. A system which rewards a person with 

endorsement just because he was not endorsed the previous year will only engender a 

union of nonentities and mediocrities. Let us, without restriction, grant everyone the 

right to vote and be voted for; and let variety reign. The endorsement by a few is 

nothing but the enthronement of trouble. We must end it before it ends us.
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My father used to say, „Don?t raise your voice. Improve your argument? ~ 

Archbishop Desmond Tutu 

Last week, the canvas of history received a new stroke as students of the university 

ushered in a new crop of individuals to pilot their union. A new stroke because it would 

mark the first time 'a noble man' would become President-elect of the Students' Union 

after its resurrection. And though many might not have noticed, we currently still have 

a Bellite as the Speaker of the SRC. And as a matter of fact, another statesman from the 

breed is the Vice Chancellor himself – Professor Idowu Olayinka. This formation of 

nobility may be a hotcake for conspiracy theorists and career propagandists, but to me 

it means nothing. 

Away from this milords, I must share with you a more crucial and germane observation. 

Different persons have different explanations for the outcome of the presidential 

election. Some propose the 'Twin Fall Theory' saying Uites are averse to the idea of 

'buy-one-get-one-free'. Some say it is because of a candidate's sudden possession by 

the restive spirit of aluta in the space of one year. They prophesied that the spirit would 

soon enough succumb to the law of gravity. This may be drawn from the theory of 

planned behaviour. Others even dare suggest the intellectually-repugnant 'Fine-boy 

Theory'. I'm sure we all know what that implies. However milords, my humble 

submission is this – the age-old rivalry between the wits of intellectualism and the fist of 

radicalism is what again played out before our very eyes on April 16, not just between 

the aspirants but their followers as well. On this, I will say no more. 

Since the time of the ancient Assyrians, unionism has constantly been represented 

through the raised, clenched fist; a symbol of resistance and perhaps revolution. But 

many now erroneously consider this symbol to be a sanction of brutish acts of violence 

no matter whose tooth is sacrificed to the earth god. They think the only way to achieve 

the ideals of justice, freedom and equality is by disrupting peace and shouting choruses 

to the skies. They see things only from one angle but expect perfection in all directions. 

BETTER APPROACH TO UNIONISM: INTELLECTUALISM 

OR RADICALISM? INTELLECTUALISM ALL THE WAY! 

KUNLE ADEBAJO
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Robert Cook once advised thus, 'say and do something positive that will help the 

situation'. He then added that, 'it doesn't take any brains to complain'. What this 

underscores is the superiority of productive action above emotive expression. The 

world is where it is today, in terms of advancement, because someone somewhere 

donned his thinking cap, ditched his comfort zone, relaxed his finger of blame and took 

sincere steps to better the lot of the lot. Imagine if Thomas Edison had devoted his 

intelligence into blaming the government and carrying placards. We would all perhaps 

be having candle nights today even without bereavement. Imagine also if Alexander 

Graham-Bell had cursed long distances and poor transport networks rather than 

invent what he did. There is no telling what hurdles we would still be crossing till this 

day. 

The whole point of intellectualism is to think. To think deeply about what to demand 

from the state and to think about what to give back to the state. To ask for the things you 

deserve and to not ask for the moon. To exert your grey matter in providing solutions 

and not just exercise your lips in raising objections. And in the famous words of JFK, to 

ask not what your country can do for you but what you can do for your country. 

Intellectualism, milords, is the administration of a pill to cure headache. Radicalism, on 

the other hand, is the banging of the head on a wall till it goes on strike. Intellectualism 

is to understand that it takes care to kill a mosquito which has perched on the scrotum, 

while radicalism is attempting to kill a fly with a canon. 

I apologise milords for my many illustrations, but it is only with this that I hope to 

convince you. We have heard of students who start protests because they have nothing 

to do or too much to do (e.g. books to read for imminent tests). They call on others 

under some commonplace pretext, and those too join in knowing absolutely nothing 

about the cause of the uproar. Before you know it, a congress is called, speeches are 

made, lectures are stopped and the school is locked. Before you know it, the police are 

called, lives are lost, students are sent home and days turn to months. Before you know 

it, scholarship grants are forfeited, job opportunities are missed, poor parents are left 

wondering how to provide more allowees and lives are silently wasted. 
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To conclude milords, radicalism has been in vogue since time immemorial and it has 

never worked. In Egypt for instance, radicalism led to the overthrow of the dictator, 

Hosni Mubarak. And amongst other things, the radicalism of the democratically elected 

President equally led to the imposition of another dictator. It is high time we tried 

something different by enthroning common-sense above the intoxicating liquors of 

gira-gira. No wonder the Tanzanians affirm that a roaring lion kills no game. It takes 

patience and intelligence to put food on the table. 
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“Sometimes, anger can be a perfectly reasonable response.” – Roxanne Gay 

In a world where dialogue fails and negotiations fall through, it becomes acutely naïve 

to romance intellectualism as a way out of this ghost town of prejudice. The Students' 

Union, ever since its re-instatement, has been a rottweiler on an iron leash. It growls 

and barks but never bites. Why? It has been caged with the bars of the slave mentality 

and until it is freed, the union will always be known only for creating third-rate 

packages and organising lukewarm Students' Union weeks. In kinder words, the union 

is doomed to remain inconsequential. Who then can free it? My Lords, I present to you, 

a seasoned warrior of earth-shattering vibrancy: Mr. Radicalism. 

Before we delve into the arguments, let us make something clear: the spirit of unionism 

in the University of Ibadan is a hot mess. It is no different from a collection of headboys 

and headgirls, dutifully doing the bidding of the school administration. For too long, we 

have sat upon the throne of injustice, wearing a crown of flames. We must refuse to 

continue down this trajectory and redeem ourselves. We cannot –we must not – 

continue to intellectualise mediocrity. We have done that for too long and the fact that 

one feels the need for this topic proves that it has not worked. At all! The true purpose of 

our being as a union has been misplaced. We need an entire overhaul of our approach 

to unionism. For this reason, we need to stop keeping mute in the face of oppression, all 

in the hypocritical name of intellectualism. Who are we fooling? 

Apart from empowerment, the major responsibility of a union is to serve as a pressure 

group. Unionism is all about fighting for the rights of a certain people. In an era where 

students are repeatedly maltreated and otherised, as in UNILAG and a place called UI 

where the VC explicitly made it clear that the staff are his priority, it is of extreme 

necessity that the Students' Union rises to the occasion and fights for the rights of its 

members. It will amount to nothing but stupidity for one to go to a gunfight with a 

pocket-knife, unless you are Jet Li of course. We cannot hope to battle the school 

management –masters of intellectual manipulation and vast academic resources-

RADICALISM IS THE WORD 

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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 with our own infantine brand of intellectualism. One thing that history has proven to 

always work is anger – positively-channeled anger I mean. We need to be aggressive in 

the way we request demand for our rights. 

Long ago, our Union was a raging beauty whose foxiness burned the loins of on-

lookers. A true sight to behold, so many schools modelled theirs after ours. An 

impeccable role model, we stood high among the stars. Now, we swim with the fishes. It 

is indeed a petrifying affair. Forget the school management for a second; we have 

become a joke to other student unions, a laughing stock only to be respected in 

momentous sifting through the pages of history books. Our halcyon days are way 

behind us with ridiculous alacrity and crystal-clear veracity. We need a serious Project 

Work that will #BringBackOurUnion. Only a blind man will begin to argue that a 

revolution is not needed. 

In humble conclusion, I beg to differ with my opponent's stance. We have been on his 

side for too long. It is time to try another way, not for the sake of it but because, as I have 

argued, is expedient at this this point if we are to save our union from this debilitating 

situation. And I believe my case is hereby rested!
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A kii fina sori orule sun – Anonymous Yoruba Man

 

My revered Lords of venerated status, it is an unspeakable honour to be before you this 

day. I do not warm up to you so as to win this debate even before it starts. Nah! My 

words are coloured with joy because I presently write from home, a place I had not 

been in months. Necessitated by the close-down, I have got the chance to have a long-

overdue taste of mother's amala and gbegiri and see my infant nephew for the very first 

time. Let us keep the congratulatory wishes till after I've won the case. Although, I 

would love to talk about the intense heat wave, reduction in Viju Milk thickness, high 

global cancer rate, Barcelona's Champions' League elimination and other things that 

are clearly Buhari's fault, I've been saddled with an already self-solved case. 

Chants morphed into curses. Intellects crashed into radicalism. Painted fists were 

kissed by animation. Violence mated with youth and birthed a protest of historical 

interests. Classes were stopped. Bodies were flogged. Gates were closed. Plans were 

disrupted. Events were postponed and tests were cancelled. Everything that 

engendered the notion of a university had been crushed by the iron boots of student 

militation. Enraged by the fire of frustration and previously-bottled anger, the students 

would not listen to the voice of reason. Who could blame them after all? Nonetheless, 

at that juncture, what better could the management have done other than to lock down 

the school? 

While no one is gifting the management with accolades for granting students only few 

hours' ultimatum, the argument is not whether or not the time given was ample but 

whether or not the decision to lock down the school was dead-on. In every way you 

look at it, the choice was expedient to the maintenance of peace in the school 

environment. Some of the protesters were being overcome by the spirits of violence 

and irrationality, harassing lecturers and fellow students alike. The community was no 

longer safe and

MANAGEMENT'S DECISION TO LOCK 

DOWN THE SCHOOL: WARRANTED? 

AS JUSTIFIED AS THE “FAN” IN FANTA 

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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 since classes were being hindered anyway, it was only logical to send everyone 

home. Besides, let's face it, most people craved a break. The form in which it came is 

irrelevant. 

Anyone who witnessed the demonstrations would agree that it was a classic case of 

mega-disturbance and a state of emergency needed to be declared. The protesters 

were barging into classes and chasing other students out. It was reported that a 

particularly uncooperative lecturer was drenched by the ire of the unionists. “A kii fi 

ina si ori orule sun” was what my ancestors used to say. No man sleeps while his roof 

is set alight by a furnace. It would have amounted to negligence if all of this was 

ignored and a close-down was not initiated. 

More so, the students' demands could not have been met by the simple wave of a 

magic wand, irrespective of what those silly little Disney films would have you 

believe. The demands: the revocation of Tunji Ekpeti's controversially-tailored 

suspension, stabilization of water and power supply, investigation into the 

victimization of residents by Idia hall management and the unreasonable dishing out 

of the infamous SDC letters to individuals (such as my scholarly opponent here); 

could not have been handled within just a few hours or even days. A series of 

consultations had to be held among the management officials and between the 

management and the student representatives before commencement could even be 

made in respect to meeting these demands. Why then make students stay longer to 

suffer these horrid predicaments? It is unrealistic and even inane to argue that the 

situation could have been dealt with in any other way which would still be as effective 

as this. 
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Able Abel, as one 'Kunle Adebajo once described him, is proving to be true to the 

name. While he has made some pretty terrible faux pas in the past, this is a right step 

on the path of redemption. Whether the staff or the students are his main concern 

could be argued till Armageddon and till we get entwined in the webs of eternity. But 

one thing that is sure is that the interest of the institution is chief among his priorities. 

The situation was a calamitous one which was fouling the name of the school. It was 

crucial to regroup. In order to weaken the resolve of the protesters, thereby saving the 

face of the university (which once again, is and should be his priority), he chose to allow 

everyone the freedom to go to their homes. 

To start arguing for my opponent's side would be to cry over spilt milk. It is rather 

hypocritical to be enjoying this break yourself and then criticize its existence. I mean, 

that's just downright duplicitous. Accuse me of circumstantial ad hominem all you 

want. The fact remains the fact. The close-down was the best course of action and, 

without regard to how you may feel towards the VC, it was an absolutely smart 

pronouncement on his part. Now, if you don't mind, can you just rule in my favour 

speedily so we can all go home? Oh wait, we are home already! Forgive my apparent 

lack of seriousness, elation does that to you sometimes. I hereby, with all severity, rest 

my case. 
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“If you are building a house and a nail breaks, do you stop building or change 

the nail” ~ One of the many sayings in Rwanda 

In the beginning, there was God. And then God created Adam and Eve, placing them 

in the beautiful Garden of Eden. They played, ate and made merry until they 

hearkened to the susurrations of the Serpent. Having been forewarned, the flowers 

and fruits of Eden became forbidden for them and they were both shown the way out. 

Thus was the glorious birth of Mr. Shame (though destined to suffer a premature 

death). And thus emerged the human race along with its countless evils – you know, 

corruption, examinations, politicians, SDC letters and others of the ilk. 

On the 26th of April 2016, Major General Able sought to re-enact this opening 

chapter of humanity through a radio broadcast comparable only to the military 

takeovers of the 20th century. In what appears to be a strange attempt to be equitable, 

by 2pm, he gave all students two hours to leave the school premises. Be you a Ciroma 

from the deserted deserts of the North, a Chukwuma from the troubled waters of the 

East or an Adekunle from the Atlantic coastlines of Lagos, everyone had the exact 

same amount of time to reach their last bus stops. All hail the wisdom of General Able! 

But while we are at it, we must realise that unlike Adam and Eve's case, the students 

paid for their stay on campus and they certainly had not sinned before their abrupt 

exile. 

To say that the management's rash decision to lock down the school was warranted is 

like suggesting a decapitation, and not medication, is the viable solution to headache. 

It reeks of the laughable approach of escapism. The same approach which pushed Dr. 

Goodluck Jonathan to grant an interview session with D'Banj while dodging the 2011 

presidential debate. The one which makes a man take to alcohol not minding that it 

has never been a solution. It only makes him forget the problem, that is if it does not 

even compound it. Milords, it is the same age-old approach which moves the ostrich to 

bury its head in the ground whenever she hears the footsteps of danger, rather than 

confronting it headlong.

NO WARRANT FROM EITHER LAW OR LOGIC 

KUNLE ADEBAJO
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 The approach is like a placebo which offers temporary relief and succeeds only at 

wasting precious time. It no doubt does not befit a community of intellectuals such as 

ours. 

The university has argued that it was compelled to send us packing on such a short 

notice due to “the disturbance of peace on campus” and the threatening of the peace 

and security of innocent students. They claimed that thugs from the National 

Association of Nigerian Students (NANS) caused chaos on campus, but it is a notorious 

fact that students of the university themselves participated actively in the procession 

and no destruction was recorded (except perhaps against poor tree branches used to 

block traffic). 

And then asides the unequivocal rejoinder released by the Mr Abayomi Ahmed, we 

should ask ourselves the following: if truly the school was shut due to student 

disturbance, why did the Vice Chancellor mention at Queens Hall that the god of 

vacations will only be satisfied with at least one month of inactivity? And then this is 

coming in a period of unsettling peace. If the management itself needs some break 

from work, why couldn't they ask politely rather than passing the buck to the students? 

The truth of the matter, if we are to be sincere, is that the school was locked to avoid a 

query from Abuja which we hear is due each time university activities are disrupted for 

up to 72 hours. No other reason is evocable.

Milords, let us not forget that studentship is a contract and accommodation, a form of 

tenancy. As a matter of fact, in its recognition of this, the school required that I sign a 

tenancy agreement before I could secure accommodation the previous session. 

Hence, we have our rights both as students and as tenants. According to the Lagos 

State Tenancy Law, these inalienable rights include the right to privacy (porters in QEH 

take note!), the right to freedom from unreasonable disturbance and that to the 

exclusion possession of properties.

 It also states, inter alia, that the landlord shall not disturb the tenant's quiet and 

peaceable enjoyment of the premises, and shall not interfere with his access to his 

personal property. From the foregoing milords, we can see through the uneducated 

propaganda of our educators and realise that the lockdown was not only morally 

reprehensible but legally indefensible. 
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I will never forgive myself if I quit this battle without due acknowledgement of the ordeal 

which befell some students all because of the VC's diamond decree. Imagine the 

horrors of thoughtless rushing, night travelling, highway robbery, extortion and many 

others. Mothers even had to beg their child's friend to lend them some money just to 

safeguard his/her safety. However, one case which is particularly heartrending is that of 

a student who boarded a Lagos bus only to resort to begging. Good enough, he was 

able to get just enough to pay the fare at that level, but he still needed as much as ?600 

to get to his place. To save face, he deliberately left this latter need out. If only the 

management had exercised more brain power rather than flaunt ego muscles, we 

would today be spared from these stories that touch. 

And so milords, at the risk of waking up the sleeping lions of the SDC, I must say that the 

lockdown was not only unwarranted, it is unacceptable, unbecoming, unconscionable 

and, as a matter of fact, unenforceable (for some like me are still marking attendance at 

Klazz Restaurant, thankfully without having to go to class). 
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CASE BACKGROUND: With the famed Jaw War around the corner, the scribes of The 

Courtroom have decided to begin a non-chronological series of tackling topics 

released for this year's edition of the popular campuswide debating contest. Keeping in 

the spirit of Jaw War, this installation will keep you warmed up for the allimportant 

speaking tournament. 

This week, we bring to you a discussion on a matter of utmost timely relevance. The on-

going NASU and SSANU strikes have hindered a lot of administrative duties. However, 

many are of the opinion that it is for the greater benefit of all. Let our in-house scribes 

scintillate you with logically-sound and pun-fun arguments. 

STRIKE: A PANACEA TO THE 
PROBLEMS OF THE NATION'S 

EDUCATIONAL SECTOR?
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 “The secret to curing a man of a headache is not to behead him” – Yoruba 

Truism

Would I be deserving of an accolade if I pointed out the fact that Nigeria's educational 

sector is a severely sickened entity of countless palsies? Would I be revered for stating 

the obvious that its eccentricities have led to the literal destruction of many lives? Would 

it be a groundbreaking discovery if I announced on this platform that it has created a rot 

in the country, birthing a dearth of much-needed growth? Probably not. But, what if I 

told you that strike action is a weak response - a tethered hound, a sword of rain against 

a rock; that it is synonymous to going to a certain Clinic named after a legend of Opobo 

and being given paracetamol for an ulcerous attack? I'll bet I would get an applause for 

saying what needed to be said. 

That culture of embarking on strike actions has been in place since the early days when 

formal education arrived at our doorstep. It has daggered through our history like knife 

through the neck of an Easter fowl. It has shamed the nation, causing stagnancy in parts 

where growth should be taken for granted. By its very nature, it is the defiant 

obstruction of necessary execution of duties. How does an obstruction of duty ultimately 

lead to its execution? It is the reason Ahmed gains admission into the university as a 

budding young man and graduates as a grey-haired ghost of time. It is the reason idle 

Janet's belly becomes a basketball after wasted months at home. It is the reason our 

finalists rejoice over the completion of first-semester examinations when their 

counterparts in the University of Ilorin are already into the next phase of their lives. Tell 

me, in which of these instances has strike being a panacea to, rather than an 

intensification of, the problems which face Nigerian education? In what way has strike 

served the purpose of the whole system? How have we benefited from this end? I would 

love to be enlightened.  

Additionally, strike action can only be embarked on by workers – providers of services. 

Consequently, it is a phenomenon which occurs only when the interests of these people 

are involved. It is often rampant when payments of salaries are being delayed or other 

intricacies of similar sorts. Never do they “strike” because they nobly feel the system 

needs to be improved and thus they must strike to achieve this. In all ramifications, a 

AND WHY NOT?  

KUNLE ADEBAJO
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strike only serves those embarking on it. If we agree that only a percentage of those 

involved in the sector can engage in strike action, with what logic are we going to 

accept the conclusion that it is the key to the rejuvenation of the entire sector – 

consisting of teachers, students and administrators, all with differing, sometimes 

conflicting, interests? When it is only meant for one party, how does it serve the entire 

parade? It is almost like saying the secession of Biafra will unify Nigeria. How does this 

make any sense? I would love to be enlightened.  No matter how well my opponent 

argues for the affirmation of the topic, it only amounts to theory. Even if you are 

convinced that it is a necessity for the mitigation of the sector's woes, it would be a 

wasted effort. This is because strike actions have been occurring for as long as we can 

remember and in reality, we are still debating the problems of the system. Why? 

Because the problems persist! Saying the mysterious solution to the problems we have 

had for so long is to continue doing what we have been doing for ages is as irrational as 

it gets. The on-going NASU strike has created a huge void in the administration of 

bureaucratic responsibilities and no one would deny that. We all know how it ends, 

don't we? The other party would either bend to their will or frustration forces them to go 

back to work. Then, work resumes where it started. No positive effects, just a trail of 

negatives. This is the scenario played out before our eyes for so long and all we have 

had are decades of decadence, years of yearning and days of gazing towards our stars 

and searching for the fault in them. Now, I would like to know: how does such a 

scenario become a panacea to the troubles with which the educational sector is rife? I 

would love to be enlightened. 

Yes, I would love to be enlightened about a lot of things. The sad twist is: I am not the 

one who needs enlightenment. Neither is it my opponent who has been saddled with a 

rather troubled stance. However, I wish enlightenment upon those whose rational 

bankruptcy and intellectual rickety permits them to actually believe that the panacea to 

a problem is one of the contributing factors. We might as well say Donald Trump is the 

cure for widespread racism and sexism in America. Or that Boko Haram is the key to 

eradication of terrorism. Or Kim Kardashian is the antidote to Instagram nudity. I think I 

have made my point. 
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 The secret to curing a headache is not to behead it – Yoruba Truism

Would I be deserving of an accolade if I pointed out the fact that Nigeria's educational 

sector is a severely sickened entity of countless palsies? Would I be revered for stating 

the obvious that its eccentricities have led to the literal destruction of many lives? Would 

it be a groundbreaking discovery if I announced on this platform that it has created a rot 

in the country, birthing a dearth of much-needed growth? Probably not. But, what if I 

told you that strike action is a weak response - a tethered hound, a sword of rain 

against a rock; that it is synonymous to going to a certain Clinic named after a legend of 

Opobo and being given paracetamol for an ulcerous attack? I'll bet I would get an 

applause for saying what needed to be said.

That culture of embarking on strike actions has been in place since the early days when 

formal education arrived at our doorstep. It has daggered through our history like knife 

through the neck of an Easter fowl. It has shamed the nation, causing stagnancy in 

parts where growth should be taken for granted. By its very nature, it is the defiant 

obstruction of necessary execution of duties. How does an obstruction of duty 

ultimately lead to its execution? It is the reason Ahmed gains admission into the 

university as a budding young man and graduates as a grey-haired ghost of time. It is 

the reason idle Janet's belly becomes a basketball after wasted months at home. It is 

the reason our finalists rejoice over the completion of first-semester examinations 

when their counterparts in the University of Ilorin are already into the next phase of 

their lives. Tell me, in which of these instances has strike being a panacea to, rather 

than an intensification of, the problems which face Nigerian education? In what way 

has strike served the purpose of the whole system? How have we benefited from this 

end? I would love to be enlightened. 

Additionally, strike action can only be embarked on by workers – providers of services. 

Consequently, it is a phenomenon which occurs only when the interests of these people 

are involved. It is often rampant when payments of salaries are being delayed or other 

intricacies of similar sorts. Never do they “strike” because they nobly feel the system 

needs to be improved and thus they must strike to achieve this. In all ramifications, a

REALLY? OF COURSE! NOT!  - 
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 strike only serves those embarking on it. If we agree that only a percentage of those 

involved in the sector can engage in strike action, with what logic are we going to 

accept the conclusion that it is the key to the rejuvenation of the entire sector – 

consisting of teachers, students and administrators, all with differing, sometimes 

conflicting, interests? When it is only meant for one party, how does it serve the entire 

parade? It is almost like saying the secession of Biafra will unify Nigeria. How does this 

make any sense? I would love to be enlightened. 

No matter how well my opponent argues for the affirmation of the topic, it only 

amounts to theory. Even if you are convinced that it is a necessity for the mitigation of 

the sector's woes, it would be a wasted effort. This is because strike actions have been 

occurring for as long as we can remember and in reality, we are still debating the 

problems of the system. Why? Because the problems persist! Saying the mysterious 

solution to the problems we have had for so long is to continue doing what we have 

been doing for ages is as irrational as it gets. The on-going NASU strike has created a 

huge void in the administration of bureaucratic responsibilities and no one would deny 

that. We all know how it ends, don't we? The other party would either bend to their will 

or frustration forces them to go back to work. Then, work resumes where it started. No 

positive effects, just a trail of negatives. This is the scenario played out before our eyes 

for so long and all we have had are decades of decadence, years of yearning and days 

of gazing towards our stars and searching for the fault in them. Now, I would like to 

know: how does such a scenario become a panacea to the troubles with which the 

educational sector is rife? I would love to be enlightened.

Yes, I would love to be enlightened about a lot of things. The sad twist is: I am not the 

one who needs enlightenment. Neither is it my opponent who has been saddled with a 

rather troubled stance. However, I wish enlightenment upon those whose rational 

bankruptcy and intellectual rickety permits them to actually believe that the panacea to 

a problem is one of the contributing factors. We might as well say Donald Trump is the 

cure for widespread racism and sexism in America. Or that Boko Haram is the key to 

eradication of terrorism. Or Kim Kardashian is the antidote to Instagram nudity. I think I 

have made my point.
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“Underlying most arguments against the free market is a lack of belief in 

freedom itself” ~ Milton Friedman 

As the Nigerian economy faces such a recession that can be likened to the Great 

Depression of the post-World War era, it has become a necessity to fish out the rodent 

elements that chew away the remnants of our national dignity, crumb by crumb. So 

many factors can be considered as the cause, such as the election of the 

Septuagenarian of Change, but the presence of foreign companies in Nigeria is not 

one of them. In all facticity, if we are to pull of the cap of hypocrisy, we will agree that it 

is the key to Nigeria's development. 

Despite being an oil-producing nation, Nigeria's economy has always been a big 

wheel so fraught with local friction that it needs to be greased by oil from other 

nations. Do we need statistics to show the unprecedented effect of foreign 

establishments such as Airtel, MTN and Etisalat, the smartphone networks that follow 

us everywhere we go? No? Now, you are talking! They have expanded the girth of our 

capitalist society, which is its own reward. Through their existence, they have ensured 

that Nigerians who need to make crucial calls are not stuck with Oodua Net. Their 

presence gives us a wide range of options, allowing us to exercise our basic human 

right of freedom of choice. How can we, with good conscience, argue that we would be 

better off with just Aba-made shoes than high-quality ones made by foreign 

companies? While it makes sense to encourage the creation of more local companies, 

it does not follow the same vein of logicality to argue that foreign companies should be 

eradicated. After all, there is a reason for their success in our economy. If the local 

companies had been good enough to cater for the needs of Nigerians in the first place, 

there would be no need for my adversary to worry over the effect of the presence of the 

superior foreign companies. 

 THE PRESENCE OF FOREIGN 
COMPANIES IN NIGERIA: 

DEVELOPMENTAL OR SUICIDAL? 

DEVELOPMENTAL, MY LORDS - KANYINSOLA 

OLORUNNISOLA
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While I would not want to bore you with socio-economic parlances, permit me to 

borrow from the economic register. The Foreign Direct Investment (FDI) programme is 

a multi-edged sword, slaying our economic demons with audacious chutzpah. The 

Nigerian government gets considerable Internally-Generated Revenue (IGR) through 

the taxation of these companies. This is one of the reasons our Septuagenarian of 

Change once travelled abroad for what seemed like centuries in search of FDI, 

because even he knows what is good for our economy, as ironic as it sounds. 

Additionally, it helps our countrymen in terms of employment opportunities and human 

capital development. Even if our own local companies aim to reach the level of 

independent economic dominance which my opponent might advocate, experience is 

needed. And what better way to get that than from these companies? According to an 

article by Connect US published in 2015, this development of human capital 

development, while coupled with IGR, ensures the financial-cum-resource growth of 

the country. This exchange of resources in turn leads to development. Development, 

my lords. In the globalised tempo-spatial reality of the 21st century, exchange of 

resources is what catalyses development. All of these stem from FDI. What then are we 

talking about? 

Yes, Nigeria's economy is yet to reach its full potential. Yes, Nigeria's economy has not 

become equal to her Chinese or American counterparts. However, that is not because 

of the presence of these companies, it is despite it. We do not say that because a drug 

has not yet successfully cured an acute disease in its entirety, therefore it is the cause of 

that disease. It might not have crumbled Nigeria's evil towers of underdevelopment, 

but it has at least mitigated it. The truism of this is vested in proven arguments. 

According to a paper released courtesy of European Journal of Business and 

Management, titled “The Impact of Foreign Direct Investment on the Nigerian 

Economy” subjecting the relationship between foreign companies and Nigerian 

economy to the Granger Causality Test shows that Nigeria's economy has developed, 

rather than suffered, from the presence of foreign companies, albeit not at the speed of 

light. 
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Whether we agree or not, the truth remains that these companies are here to stay and 

stay they must! Their multiplication is already in effect. To hold a stance against the 

spiritio-physical presence of these companies, is to say, “Nigerians, suck it up and 

make-do with Noso shoes, Oodua Network and drive through the Lagos-Ibadan 

Expressway with Nigerian-made cars.”Now, that would be suicidal. 
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“If things are going wrong in a country, it's not usually that we don't have 

enough foreigners. It's usually that we have too many” ~ Rory Stewart 

Not too long ago, I had a rare cause to travel down to the famous (or is it infamous) 

Computer Village in Ikeja, Lagos. It was my first time in that world of gadgets. And 

don't you worry milords, I am not about to narrate a tragic story of how I was conned or 

how I found yam flour staring at me instead of a motherboard after I got home. No. 

None of that happened. What I wish to share with you, milords, is quite different. 

While I was examining the series of laptops before me and I was rejecting them for one 

reason or the other, one was brought from a different store. At this juncture, the lady 

with whom I was bargaining passed a remark in Yoruba which I held on to – oh! No way 

this is a UK-used laptop. Rather, it resembles a local second-hand device. I thought to 

myself: whoa! Does this mean that not only are our new made-in-Nigeria products 

irredeemably inferior, even our second-hand (imported) products cannot match those 

of the west? 

A bag of rice has today almost tripled in price, thus effectively making people scared of 

fixing a wedding date. Even tom-tom, I was told, is now ten naira per one. I was 

surprised also to receive a message recently from one '55505'. The text began with the 

words '?250,000 are waiting for you …TODAY!'. Oh yes, that is how bad it has got. A 

quarter of a million naira is now so precious that we must pluralise it to give it its 

semantic due. In a nutshell, our economy is in dire straits and we keep asking ourselves 

why. I mean why not when our soil reeks of the putrid stench of neo-colonialism and 

our skies are filled with foreign airlines? 

 'SUICIDAL' IS THE SURE ANSWER 

KUNLE ADEBAJO
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By inviting foreign businesses to erect flags on our land, we are automatically 

discouraging the growth of local ones which are shorn of ample funds to advance 

expand. Hard-earned money which ought to go into building our nation is gleefully 

gifted to strangers. This is because foreign businesses have the upper hand and are 

more competitive. And worse still, our people seem to be eternally infatuated with 

anything un-Nigerian that they unwittingly patronise them. That is why we – even the 

poorest and most wretched among us – flooded the Shoprite branches in Ibadan and 

Owerri as soon as they flung open their doors. Many of them were in fact caught on 

camera placing shopping baskets on their head. What a tragedy! 

We are not content with the fact that the first destination of funds stolen by our rulers is 

foreign banks, what is left of the booties is still mindlessly channelled by the victims of 

corruption to these same foreign lands through their capitalistic agents. What could be 

more suicidal than this milords? 

The truth is that foreign investments have never enhanced the further development of 

undeveloped countries. They only exist to convert their host countries into dumping 

grounds for their substandard products. They know the government is not resolute 

enough to regulate their activities. And they know full well that the final consumers are 

too consumerist to bother about the salubrity of what they buy. Little wonder why 

imported appliances are often more durable than their locally produced counterparts. 

Indeed, if the owner of a calabash calls it worthless, others will join him to use it to pack 

rubbish. Nigerians are exchanging their money for foreign rubbish only because they 

fail to recognise their worth. 

If it is argued that foreign companies make living easier for citizens and provide them a 

good number of jobs, we must understand that indigenous companies can do exactly 

the same thing if afforded the right amount of succour. Let us fertilise our land for 

businesses, encourage commercial patriotism and provide tax incentives, and then see 

if local businesses will not sprout like the acacia and endure like amaranth. 
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Milords, I make bold to say that the presence of foreign companies in the country is not 

only suicidal; it is in fact homicidal if not outright genocidal. Foreign companies – Asian 

ones especially – have generally been observed to offer worse pay and labour 

conditions. Fresh still in my mind, like the definition of a noun, is the 2002 fire incident 

which killed as many as 45 workers in a Chinese plastics factory. Though the fire 

outbreak was accidental, the death which followed would have been easily prevented 

had the workers not been locked inside like zoo animals by their employers. 

Another prominent case is that of poor Mrs. Alexandra Ossai who lost her pregnancy in 

2013 because her Lebanese boss kicked her in the stomach like a slave's slave. I tell 

you, even more stomach-turning stories abound. So, it is high time we stopped 

deluding ourselves. We cannot reach the promise land with another people's compass. 

And if we have no plan for ourselves, we will only end up as dispensable tools in the 

plan of others. Milords! If Nigeria must grow, then foreign companies must go. 
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“A person who never made a mistake never tried anything new” – Albert Einstein 

As the latest victim of inexplicable public hate, the released list of nominees for the year's Ivory 

Honours event has been hit by a firestorm of controversies. Just like the martyr, Stephen, 

stones of abuse have been hurled at the organisers and they bleed for the sins of these 

naysayers. Some even call for the whole conception to be scrapped. However, if we all were to 

allow our minds to be colonised by the wholesome light of logic, we would realise that it is an 

event of which the entire campus is in dire need. 

While it would delight me to open the scripting of my arguments with a flashy display of 

overwhelming aesthetic beauty, it is best for me to leave such to the relentlessly diligent 

organisers of the event. That is what they are known for. As for me, let me tell you the story of 

an academic prison. It is one in which you and I have been jailed for quite a while. In this 

prison, inmates are shackled with chains of pseudo-intellectualism and forced to place their 

worth solely on the contestable results of tests and examinations. There is close to no avenue 

for natural talents and vocational enterprise to be celebrated. In today's cut-throat human 

resource market, it has become increasingly crucial to develop and recognise certain skills 

beyond the ex nihilo world of the classroom. The sadistically repressive nature of academic 

torture on campus is mitigated by this event. Thanks to Ivory Honours, we can finally award 

Alien Nation for their rambunctious energy on the dance floor, we can reward MC 2Talk for 

repeatedly sending us to Jaja for treatment for cracked ribs and thank Capitol Media for 

immortalising our memories through the magical power of a camera. 

Furthermore, the afire enthusiasm with which it has been accepted in some circles proves its 

ultimate importance. We all forget one very important feature: it is characterised by the culture 

of students honouring themselves, quite true to its name. It is a classic case of students making 

something of their own and defining the paradigms with which to determine their own 

successes, albeit for a second. That, if you ask me, is something that must be encouraged. It 

joins the likes of Junior Chamber International's FOPA as some of the campus' important 

treasures. It gives us something to be excited about. Its controversy is its own virtue. It has 

normalised the idea of students awarding themselves so well that we have learned to own our 

authority over such things, enough to protest when we feel certain people have been 

overlooked. If we did not care, we would not protest. Would we not be hypocrites to ask for it to 

be cancelled just because of a few perceived mistakes in its early days? Einstein would not be 

happy with such logic.

 

 IVORY HONOURS 2016: AN ACCEPTABLE  CONCEPT? 

WHY NOT? 

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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More so, it is another social avenue for students of Unibadan to converge for a cause of 

common interest. Equivalents of this award are countless in other schools and just like over 

there, it will help generate publicity within and outside the campus. It injects life into the 

impotence of our social health on campus. By creating a categorisation that slices through the 

kaleidoscopic walls of our social circles, it births a musicality of interests, thus uniting the 

student-body. And through the publicity of this incredible phenomenon, it helps the world see 

the University of Ibadan become a trending topic in the blogosphere. This is the part where 

some people may bring up the idea of Ivory Awards, not to be confused with Ivory Honours. 

While the latter is concrete, the former is a joke, the kind that fades into thin air, accompanied 

by applause and laughter. One wonders what the Students' Union is doing about that, by the 

way. Or is it part of Mr. President's refusal to “blow horns”? Anyway, Ivory Honours takes its 

place, keeping the flag of the campus flying in the social world. And no one would deny…we 

really do need more social activities on campus. Even if we are not sure the Students' Union 

agrees. 

No one is saying it is not flawed. But no one should be advocating for it to be scrapped either. 

Even our academic procedures on campus are not without embarrassingly erroneous steps. 

All we can do, all we should do, is help contribute to the improvement of the integrity of the 

award by offering opinions on the inclusion of new categories and processes of selection of 

nominees. It is an infant in need of nurturing, not torturing. What makes more sense: asking 

for the entire event to be cancelled or helping to improve the quality of subsequent editions so 

as to serve the students of the campus better? You must permit me to drop my pen at this point, 

My Lords. Let me leave you now to prepare for the event. We would not want to miss it now, 

would we? 
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“In the end it's about the work, not an award you get for the work” ~ Linda Fiorentino 

One of the deepest quotes I have ever read is that which is popularly known as the serenity 

prayer and was authored by American theologian, Reinhold Niebuhr. It goes thus: God, grant 

me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, courage to change the things I can, and 

wisdom to know the difference. But I wish to add as well that: Dear Lord, do not forget to grant 

me the courage to change the things I should and the wisdom to shoo unacceptable nonsense 

whenever it shows up at my doorstep. The Ivory Honours is definitely a thing that not only can 

be changed but MUST be changed if wisdom be our compass and sense be our guide. I have 

never seen a more clap-inducing claptrap. Jeremy Bentham, were he alive today, would have 

generously bestowed upon it his famous title: nonsense upon stilt. 

In the month of April, we saw a lot of fuss about what was then tagged 'The Ivory Awards 

2016'. But for reasons still unknown and to the disappointment of many – the nominees 

especially – the event never took place. Some days ago, exactly on the 24th of August and like 

a wrestler doing a Chinese get-up, another list rose from the waters and was welcomed with 

even more noise. This one is called “Ivory Honours '16: The Rebirth”, but I fail to see what is 

born-again in this rebirth. I really think the organisers should have tagged it “Ivory Honours 

'16: Street Ti Take Over” instead. That would have been more accurate indeed. 

Milords, what is acceptable in a concept which promotes shamelessness, which apotheosises 

frivolities above intellectual ideals? It baffles me beyond reasonable bounds. And it – I mean 

this culture of celebrating trifles –has become commonplace even within such hotbeds of 

conservatism as the faculty of law. Really, if a man wishes to shed tears for my generation, he 

does not have to look far. He only needs to have a look at our award ceremonies. Out of all 

the categories, only 1.4% (and this is rounded up) is cerebral in nature, and that is 'poet of the 

year'. Most of the others are just farcical and downright indefensible. This singular blunder 

speaks volume of what are our priorities. We complain daily that the government is not paying 

attention to education but what is the point of fasting for the sake of one whose lips are never 

dry? 

HECK NO!

KUNLE ADEBAJO
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Categories such as comedian of the year, most sophisticated (whatever that means), streetboy 

of the year (really?), hourglass of the year, couple of the year, most sought after etc. paint us as 

a bunch of confused, jobless lads who are not sure what to do with their time. For the love of 

God, if we are not careful, we will graduate into greater ordure and celebrate even baser 

qualities. Starting like this, we may find ourselves rewarding political thugs, call girls, drug 

addicts of the year and God knows what in the near future. 

We are told the awards are for 'distinguished persons in the school deserving of an award and 

worthy of emulation', a way to 'reward productivity' and 'recognise excellence'. Please wake 

me up. What irony! Are they suggesting that the most excellent among us are the singers, the 

sexy and the sassy? Is this University of Ibadan, the fountain of knowledge, or a mere replica of 

MTN Project Fame? I still wait to see how nominees in categories such as 'hourglass of the year' 

canvass themselves for votes via the social media.

Asides the crimes of moral anaemia and intellectual kwashiorkor, this exercise called Ivory 

Honours has also contravened basic electoral norms – the principle of one-man-one-vote 

particularly. How can it be fair when your victory is not determined by how many persons deem 

you worthy but how many times each person thinks so? It may be argued that the voting 

process is transparent but even this is doubted when one of the nominees happens to be the 

host of the voting webpage. Please pardon my naivety but since when did it become 

acceptable to house the polling booth in one party's headquarters? 

With as many as 73 categories, the award, for me, has lost its taste and prestige. Not only that, 

I also dare submit that it is objectifying and sexist. It is sexist until it not only celebrates the 

female hourglass figure, but also the male six-packs and phallus. Many things are wrong with 

Ivory Honours milord, so many that I understand why they decided to settle for 'ivory' in a world 

ruled by gold medals and diamond rings. I would have recommended that the organisers 

meet with the brains behind JCI's Fifteen Outstanding Persons Awards for proper orientation, 

but I reckon they might be tempted to trail the path of narcissism and Dunning-Kruger effect 

like our 'Right Honourables of the celestial sixth assembly'. Anyway, what's my business?
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“He who loses his culture loses his name” – African aphorism 

Like many other vestiges of colonialism, the use of fork, spoon and knife in the transportation 

of food from plate to stomach has become an unfortunate part of modern African life. The idea 

of cutlery has eaten its way (pun unintended) into the ways of our people. However, a 

commendable limit is to the case of indigenous cuisines.

Some counsels might arrive at your doorstep with fallacious arguments borne out of the 

bosom of neo-colonialist reasoning. However, I beg of you, lend them not your ears. While it 

may be acceptable to do justice to foreign confectionaries using cutlery, it is not within the 

demesne of conventionalism to accrue the same standards upon local dishes. There is a 

reason they are called “local” and the other sorts are termed “foreign”. There is a clear multi-

tiered difference between the two cross-Atlantic plate-fillers. Simply because the white men 

with their ships of bad news had made us to feel disoriented with our traditional ways, we have 

learned to whore up to the demands of the Western ways, in the name of civlilisation. As my 

grandmother would say, iranu. Nonsense! 

Moving on, sifting through the filth-filled proclamations of the opposition, problematic issues 

will be exposed under the scrutiny of critical examination. No one is saying artificial cutlery is a 

bad thing. No. it is quite exquisite, in look, though the metallic taste does not help matters. 

However, who dares argue against the God-given fanciness of natural five-fingered cutlery. 

When it comes to the execution of amala and eba, one should at least give them the dignity of 

being sent to their stomach-graves with natural parts. It is improper to end their local cycle 

with foreign objects. Even common sense shows that not all foreign foods are eaten with 

cutlery. If so, why do we need to force ourselves to use cutlery when we do not want to? Would 

it not be a freak-show to see someone bringing fork and knife for the noble digestion of 

burgers? Reminds me of a girl I saw once eating egg-buns with fork. Height of madness. Iranu. 

Nonsense! 

Did you know, that even Mark Zuckerberg realised that local foods deserve local attention? It 

has been a part of our culture since the dawn of days. It has served our fathers well and it did 

not kill them. Arguments on hygiene are weak. It is of course stupid to eat with hands without 

washing those hands prior to the feeding. So, the misguided thought that the basis of 

 IS IT WRONG TO USE CUTLERY WHEN EATING 

LOCAL DISHES? 

YES! - KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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cleanliness would crumble my stance is exactly that – misguided. As long as measures are 

taken to ensure that poisonous substances are not trapped on fingers, then we can eat away. 

Did you know, that one-third of the world uses hands to eat? According to research, eating with 

hands stimulated faster digestion and proper distribution of nutrients due to its lack of mixture 

with the iron aftertaste present in cutlery. So, it does not only negate the traditional ways of 

Africans, but the health of the whole world. An article on thehealthsite.com proves that eating 

with hands “keeps your vital energies in balance, promotes mindful eating, improves digestion 

and protects against burns.” Why then use cutlery when it will only reduce our digestion level 

and affect one's health? All in the name of civilisation? Seems like a folly to me. 

It is certainly wrong to eat local foods with cutlery because they were just not made that way. 

Each people have a right to decide how the food they have invented is to be eaten. The Italians 

have their pizza, the hamburger to the Texans and spaghetti to the Asians. They have a way 

they eat their own local foods and no one dares tell them they are doing it the wrong way. If 

then, what is wrong with us here? Why have we allowed ourselves to be dictated to? Why have 

we let the darkness of European influence take control of our culinary etiquettes? Seems like a 

folly to me. 

While, in the end, it is still every man's choice, a truism that must never be overlooked is that if 

we do not promote our ways, our ways will promote us. What do I mean? If we do not bask in 

the awesomeness of our traditional ways and we whore up to the half-baked half-conceived 

idealism of foreign cultures, our confused ways will be the representation of us in the outside 

world. Yes, cutlery may be good but it is most certainly not a welcome guest on my plate of 

amala and egusi soup laden with goat meat and cat-fish. I rest my case. 
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“There is nothing more luxurious than eating while you read – unless it be reading 

while you eat” ~ Edith Nesbit 

The previous week, with its flamboyant festive attire, caught me diving skilfully into a pool of 

fufu and tearing apart stubborn armies of Ileya meat with nothing but my long-befriended 

weapons of war – cutlery. And someone says to me that I should shelve this art of war and 

rather face my adversaries bare-handed like the great Samson. I laugh in punch-lines. This 

only reminds me of a conversation I once had with my pharmacist-roommate. He had 

explained that once the blood type of a pregnant mother is incompatible with her foetus', her 

blood cells could develop antibodies to attack the baby's blood cells, thus causing jaundice. 

What we do when we antagonise ways which take their roots from other climes is no different 

from the deleterious tendencies of these blood cells. They decide to fight an entity simply 

because it is foreign or strange to their senses, rather than because it is harmful. In the end, 

both that entity and they wind up hurt. 

Milords, I do not seem to understand people's incredulity at the use of spoons and forks when 

eating amala at Bodija or fufu at Klazz Restaurant. It is often claimed that it shows an inferiority 

and xenophilous complex. Why should a purebred African forsake his God-given hands when 

devouring heaps of local dishes? Is that not how our great forefathers used to do? Besides, 

even Mark Zuckerberg ditched his western sophistication, rolled up his sleeves and cracked his 

knuckles to battle our extraordinary delicacy. Some might even journey as far as arguing that a 

man cannot use prosthetic limbs to eat simply because they are made in China. 

I concede. It is true that when in Rome, you do as the Romans do, but only out of caution and 

courtesy; not necessarily out of conviction. Zuck used is hands just in the same way President 

Buhari wore an Indian outfit to honour his host country in October, last year. And so, the fact 

that a foreigner bowed to our ways does not make those ways superior, it only makes him 

accommodating. The question that should be asked is if there is wisdom in always conforming 

with the norms. 

Using ones hand to eat come with a number of disadvantages. One is that you are prone to 

giving microbes free visa into your intestines. Microbes which come from picking your nose, 

cleaning up after sanitary duties, using the laboratory and a thousand and one other things we 

do not take note of. Though this can only happen if due care is not exercised, to what extent 

can this care really be exercised? 

Not only this. Eating directly with ones hands also makes sure that those hands are rendered 

useless during the pendency of that process. You cannot quickly pick a call except you don't 

mind feeding some egusi soup to your phone too. You cannot flip the pages of a book. You 

cannot chat with your lover on WhatsApp. And worst of all, unless you want to compound the 

problem, you cannot easily rub your eyes if they itch. 

AS WRONG AS IT GETS 

KUNLE ADEBAJO
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I have also discovered milords that some persons, as a result of their skin, find it difficult to eat 

how 'swallow foods' with their bare hands. If they are to eat with their normal friend from the 

same bowl, while their friend has buried five handfuls in the dark tunnel, they are still dancing 

with their fingers and blowing on the first scoop. Of course, the only way this category of 

persons can eat quickly and conveniently is through spoons and forks. 

If the argument is that we should use our hands to show that we are proud of our origin, then 

why don't we have a problem with seats? Yes, why are we not equally clamouring for other 

practices such as sitting on the floor, drinking from gourds and calabashes, and having one 

big, family-size bowl of nourishment serve a dozen persons? Why don't we even altogether do 

a moon walk into the Stone Age?! 

I am not saying everyone should start as though they are performing surgical operations: with 

a napkin on the chest, a knife on the right hand and a fork on the left. But no one should be 

chastised for using modern implements in a modern age for indigenous dishes (especially 

those they call swallow foods). This debate is not about what is right from what is left or what is 

left from what is right. Neither is it about what we work for, be it religion or culture. Rather 

milords, it is about what works for us.
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“Walking away with your head held high is dignity” ~Popular Wisdom

As usual, this year's Jaw War has greeted us mere mortals with an otherworldly taste of 

eccentricities, astonishments and competitiveness fueled by age-long rivalries and thirsts for 

oratory glory. It has reminded us why it is, indeed, the biggest event in the University of Ibadan. 

All of these were quite expected. However, a single occurrence that no one could predict was 

the refusal of speakers from Obafemi Awolowo to appear for their second-round fixture 

against Lord Tedder Hall on Friday. Going beyond the initial shock and befuddlement, one 

would see that the decision was beyond reasonable. 

Before you accuse me of treason for siding with a party that “disrespected” the High Council of 

Jaw War Lords, please hear me out. Some of us just have the pathological need to point out the 

truth, no matter how unpopular it may be. With that established, shall we consider the 

attendant issues that engendered the motivation for the boycott? 

It was a defeat, yes. They had been beaten on stage by the ferociousness of the beasts from the 

lair of Tedder Hall. But the loss was handled with dignity. It is a sport, after all. But what 

followed? A respectable member of the Central Literary and Debating Society and celebrated 

figure from Lord Tedder Hall, commonly known as Temmy Gista, decided that the actual loss 

was not enough but gloating had to join the parade. With the world watching, he used an army 

of reckless nouns and unchecked verbs to crumble the walls of Awo's pride and dignity for no 

meaningful reason whatsoever. This gained enough traction and online traffic to make Awo 

Hall a laughing stock and until it was too late, the appropriate quarters did nothing to shun this 

disgraceful demeanour. This surely did not help rumours that Awo Hall had been feeling 

unfairly marginalised by the Central Literary and Debating Society. While the truth to that is yet 

to be established in absolutism, it does raise eyebrows. So, who would blame them for leaving 

when it seemed the world had turned against them? 

  

DEFINITELY WARRANTED 

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA

AWO HALL'S BOYCOTT OF JAW WAR'S SECOND LEG: WARRANTED?
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Let us be clear. They did not pull out out of fear. But, sometimes, to maintain your integrity as a 

people, you have to show your strength. They might have lost the fixture but they did win the 

day. Nobody is writing an article about Tedder's victory after all. The Awo Hall speakers proved 

that the worth of their hall transcends the petty politics found in the Jaw War proceedings. 

Now, if you ask me, that is definitely a win. They understood that putting your foot on the 

ground is the only way to avoid being swept off-shore by the waves of controversy and tides of 

humiliation.

Yes, we know. When you allow the opinion of one person to affect the decision of an entire 

hall, it does seem pitiable and ridiculous. However, we must note one thing: this was not just 

the opinion of one person. It was a thought echoed by the multiple blended voices of hate and 

sadism that is today known as cyber-bullying. Would it not be rather silly to see them standing 

there on that stage, all suited up, pretending they care about a debate when the anger is 

something that has eaten way beyond the flesh into the veins, leading to bad blood? With 

what positive gusto would they have performed when rage rises in their belly? 

Moreover, the controversy that trailed the announcement of the results of the first fixture cast a 

shadow of doubt on the legitimacy and neutrality of the result-collation process. While the 

idea of the winner is all based on personal opinion, the only perspective that matters here, 

and the only one upon which debate is founded, is that of the foxy women from Awo Hall. They 

cried foul after the first fixture, fearing that favouritism was on the side of the Jaw War 

favourites. They felt, no matter what they did, the ticket to the next round would be given to 

their opponents. No one with a sound mind goes to battle with the thought that the outcome 

of the war has already been decided by the biased gods. 
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However “rude” and “insubordinate” you might think the seemingly impulsive decision, it did 

draw due deserved attention towards Awo Hall. Sometimes, your absence is more visible than 

your presence. That line of thought is what motivated Awo Hall's action or inaction. When your 

boycott gets the whole school talking, keeps the Central LnD on its toes, crashes into the 

Courtroom, steals the actual winners' thunder and vilifies your bully, then, trust me, it was not 

just warranted, it was preordained by God. Have a great week, My Lords. 



“The person who has not travelled widely thinks his mother is the best cook” ~ Ganda 

proverb 

“So also is he who travelled widely but with both eyes shut” ~ „Kunle Adebajo 

It was all glee and merry when, for the third time in a row after its renaissance, we welcomed 

the king of all public speaking events in Nigeria's premier university – Jaw War. Preparations 

had kick-started as soon as the crowd exited Trenchard Hall after the previous year's grand 

finale. Everyone looked forward to the next hunting season, to a time when their constituency 

would clinch that glistering trophy. And sure enough, that season started on the 14th day of 

September 2016. Ever since, the organisers have not disappointed. The spectators have not 

disappointed. And indeed the warriors of words did not disappoint. Err, sorry, except one. 

We know this is Jaw War, but we did not anticipate the jaw-dropping drama enacted for us by 

members of Obafemi Awolowo Hall. They claimed they were unjustly treated by the judges but 

what is injustice which is only visible through the lens of the unjustly treated? I say this because 

I was an eye witness at the Awo-Tedder battle and I still cannot see clearly the logic in their 

argument. All I see is tantrum upon tantrum, the kind of display characteristic of a child whose 

lollipop has just been seized. Though many bashed Mr. Temmy Gista for saying what he did, I 

am quite certain this criticism is borne more out of its harshness than its falsity. In other words, 

it is a truth that is better left in the womb of silence. But it is still the truth. 

As a matter of fact milords, on the day in question, after seeing what speakers from Awo hall 

had to offer, I can remember whispering to the person sitting next to me, “you know I heard 

with one ear that Awo hall was coached for this debate by veterans from Bello hall because 

they are facing Lord Tedder hall. I really can see traces of that coaching because more than 

witty punchlines, what they are doling out are bloody crushlines at every bus stop. Ironically, 

even the speakers from Bello hall are more cautious today.” Their jabs at their opponents – 

what philosophers refer to as argumentum ad hominem – were counterproductive, shining 

more light on their lack of courtesy than on their opponents' weaknesses. For me therefore, it 

would have been easier for a camel to pass through a needle's eye than for them to truly win 

that contest. 

NOT EVEN IN JOSEPH'S DREAMS 

KUNLE ADEBAJO
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Let us even assume for the sake of argument that they were right and the remainder of us – 

including the three judges – are all wrong, their boycott (or is it 'girlcott' now?) still contravenes 

the whole essence of the tournament which is to encourage battles of words against those of 

swords. This is rooted of course in the words of Sir Winston Churchill who said, 'to jaw-jaw is 

always better than to war-war.' Since it is Jaw War and not Raw War, if you have got any 

grievance against anyone, you ought to settle it on stage and not with some ungradable rage. 

If you really think you should have won or that you've got what it takes to win, then you ought 

to come back in the second leg to show everyone who's boss. Kenneth Mellanby and Nnamdi 

Azikiwe halls appear to understand this better (though they both ended up again as runners-

up). 

It is high time we understood that, often times, when you lose though you think the opposite 

should have happened, it probably was because you did not defeat your opponents 

convincingly enough. Once we allow every constituency to turn their backs on the tournament 

simply because they feel they should have won at a point, we will end up having no need for a 

semi-final or final round since most halls would have boycotted before the game even 

commences. They would chicken out based on variety of flimsy excuses, from 'our side of the 

resolution is unarguable' to 'how can you pit us against the defending champions?' 

In a poll conducted by Mr Akinyemi Akindele on the Students' Union Facebook group on the 

17th of September 2016, while 62.5% of respondents said Awo Hall disrespected the student 

body by failing to show up and should be fined, the other 37.5% were indifferent. This is a 

pointer to the fact that the boycott was not only a sign of weakness and an affirmation of Mr 

Gista's allegation of a lack of “mental strength”, it also amounted to slap on all our faces. 

Just last month, the Awo Hall executives blessed us with the “good news” of their rebranding. 

Hurray! They had successfully changed their motto from “for struggle and progress...” to 

“strength and virtue...” But reality seems to be telling a different story as Awo hall is still fixated 

upon the radical ideal of struggle and seems not to have graduated to that of strength. Finally, 

over and over, residents of the hall brag to the world that theirs is the largest hall in the entire 

Sub-Saharan Africa. There is nothing wrong in this and it is indeed a thing of great pride. 

However milords, it is my view that they need to also show us that their hearts are as large. I 

rest.
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“Do not speak ill of a rhinoceros if there is no tree nearby” ~ Zulu proverb

 

In one of the many fables narrated by the great Aesop of Ancient Greece, he spoke of the boy 

who once cried wolf. The boy, a shepherd, watched over a flock of sheep near a village. He 

brought out the villagers three or four times by crying out, 'Wolf! Wolf!' and when his 

neighbours came to the rescue, he would laugh at them for their pains. The wolf, however, did 

truly come at last. The shepherd-boy, now really alarmed, shouted in an agony of terror but no 

one paid any heed to his cries. The Wolf thus destroyed his whole flock. Milords, in this instant 

case, we may liken the boy's call to the bomb scare, the wolf to the terrorists and the 

neighbours to stakeholders in Nigeria's premier university, the University of Ibadan. 

It is true that a similar message to one recently received from the so-called Al-Wilayat Al-

Islamiyya Gharb Afriqiyyah was also forwarded to the university back in 2010. Then, the 

Students' Union under the leadership of Tokunbo Salako declared a strike and the UI Security 

upgraded their equipment and methods. But the fact that no explosion was recorded then 

should not make us think none will be recorded now. Though history has a habit of repeating 

itself, it equally derives pleasure from occasionally surprising us like Jack in the Box. Let us not 

turn deaf ears like the young shepherd's neighbours. Let us pay attention to the howling of the 

predator and the blaring of the alarm clock. The wolf might truly be here now. 

If we are tempted to dismiss the message as another hoax, then I ask why all the big-league 

media houses reported it – ThisDay Live, Vanguard Nigeria. Even Punch carefully placed it on 

their front page on Saturday, the 24th of September 2016. We might also be tempted to say, 

'oh they promised to rain bombs upon us till the 1st of October. Now that we've gained 

independence from Independence Day, all is well with us.' But while bolting through those 

pretty logical thoughts, shouldn't we also pause to consider the possibility of this being a ploy? 

The kind of distraction characteristic of the SDC which unearths your case when you least 

“experrerit” and you can almost hear the footsteps of graduation? Only time has got lips big 

enough to tell. 

 UI BOMB SCARE: A CAUSE FOR ALARM? 

OH YES! - KUNLE ADEBAJO 
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Then again, even if we agree that the scare itself is nothing but a bogus bogey, the cloth in 

which it is cloaked and indeed the condition wherein it meets us is sufficient to frighten our 

souls and draw tears from our eyes. For instance, the message beat the drums of truth when it 

said, 'even your little searches at the gate won't do anything...' Nothing can be more factual. 

And while the university claims to have beefed up security, their efforts I am sure are still 

laughable to the criminally-minded. They hardly use metal detectors on pedestrians and 

bomb detectors on vehicles, they frisk as if Ebola is still in town and they leave the exit gates 

open for the unbridled entry of anything on two legs. Yet, they dare tell us to keep calm and not 

write our wills just yet? 

During the similar occurrence in 2010, as I heard from a reliable source, officers of the Abefele 

who were stationed at the gate at a time accosted someone who they thought shared 

semblance with members of Boko-Haram. They requested that he open his bag but this fella 

refused. They insisted, yet he remained adamant. However, when he eventually made to unzip 

his backpack, the ever-gallant foot soldiers of UI's security unit suddenly took to their heels. 

Yep! But hey, our lives are safe and there is no cause for alarm. 

If these do not alarm us milords, shouldn't we at least stagger at the thought of students of this 

citadel stooping so low as to fabricate messages for unscrupulous reasons? If that message 

was indeed a progeny of imagination, then it would not be out of place to declare 7 days of 

fasting, praying and mourning for the youth of Nigeria. Even if we doubt the authenticity of 

that message, we are in any case certain about the falsity of that which came days later to 

declare a lecture-free day on behalf of the Students' Union, a message which was swiftly 

debunked. 
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Another species of problems masquerading as youth are those who mix the immaterial with 

the material towards very ridiculous ends. Students of UI interviewed by Youths Digest said for 

instance, with respect to the bomb scare, that; “Nothing can happen to me even if the whole of 

UI is bombed, I am safe”, “the Lord is my shepherd, nothing can happen to me” etc. I wonder if 

God is not a shepherd too to the tens of thousands who have been slain under the blood-

thirsty hands of terrorists. 

There are those who may suggest that once we allow the ringtones of alarm penetrate our 

hearts, then the terrorist has achieved his goal. But shall we, at gunpoint, deny the armed 

robber our purse because he must not win? Milords, let us be alarmed for if we are not 

alarmed, we shall not wake up from our slumber to put out the fire threatening our very 

existence. 
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“I'd heard you were dead,” he said."I heard you wear a red lace corset,” I said 

matter-of-factly. “But I don't believe every bit of nonsense that gets rumored about.” -

- Patrick Rothfuss 

Open scene: The Great Independence Hall. Block C, Room 28. It is a quiet day. One blessed 

with serenity and the inner joy of knowing you have a lecture-free day. All is well and blissful. 

You know, like Garden of Eden 2.0. The air is filled with silence and beauty. That is until…the 

antagonist shows up. Wearing the form of my neighbour from the next room, he marches in, 

with fire in his eyes and sweat trickling down his face. He looks like the embodiment of fear. He 

is fear. “Bomb! They said Boko Haram is coming to blow UI.” END OF SCENE. 

Contrary to what you might have assumed, that scenario painted above did not happen 

recently. Not at all. It happened two sessions ago when I was still a greenhorn on this campus. 

The rumours of the deadly sect stopping over at the University of Ibadan as part of their 

nation-wide bomb-gifting tour is nothing unusual. There is nothing new to this “news”. It is the 

same old gobbledygook we have been fed before. It has caused panic before. It has made the 

news before. It has been proven false before. It will be proven false again. Or should I say, it 

has been proven false already. September 30 passed, no bomb. October 1 passed, no bomb. I 

truly wonder what more proof I need to assure us that there is absolutely no cause for alarm. 

Furthermore, what is a cause for alarm anyway? Is it a story that has no merit whatsoever? Is it 

a “truth” that no media platform in the country has been able to carry? I will tell you what a 

cause for alarm is. It is the boredom so rife within the campus community that some idle hands 

have indeed become the devil's workshop. It is the fact that some no-do-goods have taken it 

upon themselves to use their phones to spread fear, like wildfire, among the hearts of their 

fellow students. A cause for alarm is the ridiculousness of our fear when we know just how 

creative our students can be when cooking up stories. Just wait for the October Stories 

anthology to be released and you will understand exactly what I speak of.

Additionally, when we discuss bomb scares, if true, one would expect the appropriate 

authorities to able to ascertain if they are valid enough. The university management has 

already allayed our fears. If they nursed, for a second, the idea that a bombing could actually 

occur, would it not be in their best interests to actually send everyone home? I know our 

security in the University of Ibadan is grossly deficient. Every Tom, Dick and Harry from any 

part of the world can waltz in at will, carrying explosives and what not. Nevertheless, it should 

be had in mind that there is no reason for us to be targets. It just does not make sense, with 

their current pattern of bombings. 

NOPE

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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Let me state the obvious here: if it were going to happen, it would have happened already. 

There would be no need for speculation because it would be spilt milk. The scare is just an 

irrational delay and conflict in planning. It leaves the fear of participating in public events 

radiating in the hearts of Uites. Rather than caution us, it has only crippled our social health 

sown a seed of distrust among us all. 

The only thing that is exploding here is my intolerance for repeating mistakes of the past. You 

know what they say about history repeating itself? Open scene: 2016. The Great 

Independence Hall. Block C, Room 71. It is a quiet evening. One blessed with serenity and the 

inner joy of knowing you are done with lectures for the day. All is well and blissful. You know, 

like Garden of Eden 2.0. The air is filled with silence and beauty. That is until…the antagonist 

shows up. Wearing the form of my roommate, he marches in, with fire in his eyes and sweat 

trickling down his face. He looks like the embodiment of fear. He is fear. “Bomb! They said 

Boko Haram is coming to blow UI.” END OF SCENE. Same old story. If you ask me, this 

laughable recurrence and unintellectual, gullible acceptance of rumours as valid cause for 

panic is actually the real cause for alarm here. Let us call a spade a spade and call baloney by 

its real name. I believe this case is closed.
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“If we have no peace, it is because we have forgotten that we belong to each other” ~

 Mother Teresa

The past couple of days have been drenched in mixed feelings. Many armchair critics, good for 

them, have just found a pinch of inebriating news to get high and while away time on. Yes! 

President Muhammadu Buhari has done it again. He uttered words which many consider a 

diplomatic gaffe, a sexist sin and an national embarrassment all in one. Others who argue that 

it was merely a joke or another of his senior moments were soon shut up by Baba himself after 

he stood by his words only days later. Milords, considering the market noise of the social 

media, you must have difficulty placing the president's remarks within the rightful ambit of 

plausible positivity. But wait while I take you on a tour to the other side.

Back in December 2014, General Buhari (as he then was) declared that “the office of the First 

Lady is not in the constitution, so there's no official role for them.” And since he ascended to the 

peak of Aso Rock, Mrs Aisha Buhari has only been known as Wife to the President. Thus 

officially, she is not even a politician (i.e. a member of government) and Baba was right. He has 

superior knowledge and she should stay out of a field whose depths she can only imagine. She 

should stop heating up the polity. And of course, this is only a sign of a campaign promise kept 

– tucking wives of public officials where they belong.

From the President's bluntness, we just have to realise that the days of impatience patience are 

gone. The days when dames – women who the dictionary says are in charge of the household – 

took charge of the steering wheels of affairs and held an entire nation to ransom. The days 

when all of Lagos stood at attention because Mrs Jonathan had somewhere to go. A time which 

necessitated Chief Olusegun Obasanjo to write thus in his autobiography: “[There are] five 

presidents in Nigeria, these were his wife, Deziani, Oduah, Ngozi, Goodluck Jonathan and 

that he was the weakest of the five.”

Besides milords, why is everyone crying more than the bereaved? Mrs Buhari has never herself 

complained about wife duties. What is more, she has even been reported to excuse herself 

from a programme because “nobody is at home, only my husband. So, I want to go back home 

to be with him and also cook dinner for him.” What then are we saying?

PRESIDENT BUHARI'S REMARKS ABOUT HIS WIFE: 

PLUS OR MINUS?

PLUS! - KUNLE ADEBAJO
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The fact that a thing belongs to a place only means it must long for the place and should, at 

intervals, return thereto. It does not mean it has got no business elsewhere. This is just as the 

fact that a book belongs to the library will not deter the librarian from lending it to users. It is a 

good thing Mr President, despite his incessant globetrotting, has not become lost in the 21st 

century craze of gender dysphoria. I personally thank him for reminding the German 

Chancellor, Angela Merkel, and the growing army of Chimamandesque Amazons, that the 

woman's primary duty is the care of the home. No matter how powerful you are as a man, the 

care of your family and wife is paramount. Ditto for the woman.

There is certainly a reason why the law provides for “spousal testimonial privilege” to protect 

spouses from having to testify against their beloved. President Buhari's utterance was merely 

his own way of telling his wife this. Mrs Buhari of all people should never have come out to 

ridicule her husband. By so doing, she attempted to climb the tree of criticism beyond the 

branches of reasonableness. As the wife of the President, she should be his greatest 

confidante and his most special 'Special Adviser'. Milords, though I may have never been to 

the other room with an 'other person', I know for certain that no better advice may come other 

than from this place. Especially not from BBC. 
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“A leader should always be open to criticism, not silencing dissent” – Suzzy 

Kassem, Seasoned Writer 

When you think about the many sins of President Muhammadu Buhari's 

administration, you perhaps allow your mind to reflect upon the fact that pure water 

was not always ten naira, a dollar did not always equate to half a thousand naira and 

the EFCC has never been an institutionalized tool for hunting down opponents, not so 

undeniably at least. You think of these things but what you never expect is to add poor 

family management skills, lack of diplomacy and absent sense of political 

correctness to the ever-growing list of errings.

Before I go on vilifying the President with secondary allegations, permit me to 

address the elephant in the room – sexism. Just when we were all discussing ways the 

girl-child can be educated and allowed to make something meaningful of herself in 

the society, beyond the strictures of the kitchen, here is our President, with his 

agbada and septuagenerian hair, declaring that the job of his wife – and womenfolk, 

by expansion – is to heat things up in the living-room, kitchen and the “other room”. 

My Lords, do not ask me what that means. I have a clean mind. Apart from the fact 

that this has created a hashtag craze for online fanatics, it has also successfully put 

an obscene middle-finger in the dignified faces of education rights activists the world 

over. Here is the leader of nearly two hundred million people, the quintessential role 

model, (mis)leading by example, telling all husbands to objectify our women as 

housewives and sex machines. Call me a feminist. I would rather be a feminist than a 

misogynistic bigot.

My opposing counsel might go ahead to paint Aisha Buhari in the light of negativity. Truly, she 

is no politician. She has no business dictating what should be done. However, as a citizen of the 

Federal Republic of Nigeria, she possesses the right to express her displeasure with the 

government, even if the head of said government is her husband. That takes bravery. 

Moreover, the debate is not on her comments but Buhari's response. It is particularly ridiculous 

and disheartening that he chose to spew this hate and low regard for women right beside 

DEFINITELY A MINUS

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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Chancellor Angela Merkel, whose ascendancy to the peak echelon in the German 

government has shown that women can be more than dolls to be appreciated only when they 

look sexually attractive. 

Some may argue that Buhari merely expressed his subjective views and a man has the rights to 

his religious or cultural principles. As interesting as this sounds, it is totally irrelevant. If any 

other Taye, Dolapo or Hammed had made such comments, it would not be so opprobrious. 

The man in question is the President. My God, he represents the entirety of a nation! 

Diplomacy should be his language. Whatever makes him or his country appear negative must 

be shunned, even if it contrasts with his own beliefs and accretions. Whatever he says, he does 

as President Buhari and not Mr. Buhari. There is a difference. If we were all given the freedom 

to speak or minds without censoring our words to avoid displeasing a demographic, the 

society would be anarchic.

The whole nation had lost faith in him. Now, even his wife has apparently followed suit. Looks 

like the economy and his tongue are not the only things he cannot keep in order. Perhaps, our 

Octogenarian of Change believes spitting out controversial words will gain him a strong 

followership and increase his dwindling approval ratings. But My Lords and the Nigerian 

populace cannot be swayed by such profligate remarks. I hereby urge you to castigate 

mediocrity and bury sexism. Join me in making it clear that it is not okay for the President to 

reduce any woman to an object. I rest my case. 
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“All for one and one for all, united we stand divided we fall” ? Alexandre Dumas 

If we were to picture our Students' Union as a malaise-ridden body in the theatre awaiting 

surgical operation. If we were to cut through its delicate skin. If we were to sink our tweezers 

into its flesh in search of the cause of its ailment. If we were to dig through its bones and find 

our way into its heart. If we could do all of these, we would realise that the disease of our 

Union lies at its heart – the core of unity. Clogged by tissues of discord, our Union is 

desperately in need of a cure. That cure is what has found its way into our lexicon. We call it 

Congress. 

In any Union, the purpose of a Congress is for all stakeholders – by that, I mean all fee-paying 

members of the Union, not just a handful of egoistic wannabes parading themselves as 

senior men – to converge in oneness to intellectually tackle the Goliath that seeks to dwarf 

them. In the era of head-boys and headline-chasing leaders, calling a Congress has become 

an expediency. A Congress is meant to inform the entitled public about the goings-on in the 

Union and ask for ways it can be moved forward. Therefore, to argue against the call for a 

Congress would be to advocate against the primary purpose of a Congress. I ask, if we do not 

have it now, under what circumstances should it be held? 

My good Lords, debating whether there should be a Congress when the sovereignty and 

integrity of our Union are being threatened is like asking if you should call the fireman when 

your roof has been colonised by fire. When SDC letters have become daily doses of affection, 

ID cards have transmogrified into myths and the SU President has got so frustrated with and 

overwhelmed by the alleged dearth of cooperation from school management as to declare 

that we have no Dean of Students, you know there is a need for an intervention that 

supersedes the demesne of stakeholder meetings and town-hall assemblies. We cannot 

continue to allow our fates to be decided by a few people who have failed woefully in coming 

up with the way forward. 

CONGRESS: TO BE OR NOT TO BE? 

TO BE 

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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Two heads are better than one is no anachronistic thought. The same ratiocination can be 

stretched further to state that 12,000 heads are better than 120. Updates need to be spread to 

all the Union's nooks as well as its crannies. The social media may have grown to become a 

very effective means of passing information, the place of the old-fashioned way cannot be 

overlooked. When people are given a chance to witness decision-making procedures and 

voice their own opinions, the Union experiences a healthy development while simultaneously 

nearing the path to its redemption. 

Congresses are imperfect. They are engendered by certain negative occurrences, admittedly. 

Nevertheless, trying to crush the idea of a Congress based on few and mostly ineffectual 

factors is like trying to wash away a house built on a rock with a bucketful of water. The 

foundation of the necessity of a Congress is too solid to be defeated by mere inconveniences. 

When the long-run benefits of a thing surpass its dire consequences, then its existence is said to 

be desirable. Once, again, I ask, if not now, when should a Congress be called? If we do not 

hold a Congress when the factors for which it was invented have manifested, then it only 

follows that the whole idea of a Congress is a folly. Perhaps, the opposing counsel wants 

congresses to be scrapped altogether. And then, we, My Lords, are doomed! Speak of a 

slippery slope. 
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“Democracy is the pathetic belief in the collective wisdom of individual ignorance” ? 

H.L. Mencken 

“Congress never loses its capacity to disappoint you” -- John Oliver 

Just as the typical Nigerian would be quick to force in two tablets of paracetamol whenever his 

body gives a distress signal and the quack repairman would not hesitate to recommend that 

you flash your phone even if its problem is hardware-related, some students of the university 

have kowtowed to their primal instincts by calling for a congress as a panacea to our present 

predicaments. At the risk of stepping on toes which seem homesick and appear to point 

homeward, I say 'how silly!' 

I think I have been on this campus long enough to know that that which we call a congress is 

just an annual festival for the debut of wannabe politicians. It is a charade often staged by 

union leaders – though without a gate fee – to buy the confidence of their subjects. It is a day 

when you get to see your coursemates go natural, and proudly too. Faces which, the day 

before, took after the style of Domino's Pizzas suddenly stoop to the simplicity and pallidity of 

UI Bread. It is a day of many colours. However milords, none of these colours has the capacity 

to paint our plights with victory. 

Our idea of a congress is not very farfetched from a picture of Bodija market at its worst. Noisy, 

uncoordinated and commotional. Whether or not the required quorum of 500 is formed, no 

one gives a hoot. The megaphone's lifespan is always – and I mean always – as short as a 

lightning's. Nothing can be as un-ideal as the usual setting, the SUB foyer. The strings of 

emotion are pulled with glee. Attendants sit haphazardly if they sit at all, struggling hard to 

follow the trend of discussion. Others wait patiently at the periphery for the hymns of struggle 

to rent the air. Yet out of this chaos, we hope to forge progress. Haba! Have the stripes from 

history's pankere not taught us any lesson? 

The obvious fact is that we do not need a congress to know what to do. Solutions to the puzzles 

that beset us aren't rocket science. Even if they are, rocket science has never been about 

quantity that thrills but quality which fulfils. If our Right Honourables at the SRC are unable to 

chart a way forward and the limbs of our Comrades in the second estate are too weak to 

execute set policies, then what good are they? Of what use are the bedspaces given to them? 

If our union leaders believe we need a protest, all they have to do is convince us that all other 

buttons have been pressed and all options exhausted. They do not need a congress to endorse 

it. The call for a congress signifies nothing but cowardice on the part of the leaders and distrust 

from the followers' end. While it serves as an emergency shield of popularity for the comrades, 

it gives those on the other side a false illusion of control. 

TUT-TUT! NOT TO BE 

KUNLE ADEBAJO
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Rather than have a congress which will not be attended by up to 5% of the studentry, we should 

focus more on the unification of our union. We should focus on how to enshrine a meeting of 

our minds at all times, what my friends in law refer to as 'consensus ad idem.' We should raise 

Mr Babatunde Badmus's catchphrase – uniting Uites – from the platitude of slogans to the 

pedestal of reality; so that even when the Students' Union President orders a boycott of 

lectures, NASU will not bother to open the lecture rooms knowing full well that utmost 

compliance shall follow. 

Milords. To be or not to be: that is the question. While the former may seem formal, the latter 

definitely is much better. Thus, not to be or not to be: that is the answer. I have spoken.
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“A people without the knowledge of their history…are like a tree without roots” – 

Marcus Garvey

My Lords, it is the beginning of another beautiful instalment in The Courtroom series. It is 

obvious that we would not have got this far without your inestimable support and grace, for 

that we thank you for granting us audience once again, allowing us to present to you matters of 

the gravest urgency. The case today is not about the eccentricities of one cartoonish, 

Islamophobic and orange world-leader; as you might expect. Rather, we are bringing the topic 

back home: the issue of Kunle Adepeju's annually celebrated martyrdom. 

The year was 1971. The place was University of Ibadan. Darkness was in its halcyon days. 

Students were the victims of extreme oppression. In response, they staged a protest. As history 

has it, the protests did not sit well with the hounds in the Ivory Tower. Soon, the haven of 

peaceful protests exploded into a loosened hell. Gunshots were fired. Most fled. Many wailed. 

Some stumbled. One died. That one student, who many sources claim was hit by a stray bullet 

while helping up a fellow student who had fallen, was Kunle Adepeju. That singular event 

heightened the nefarious predicament of the Nigerian students as a whole and this birthed a 

resultant intensification of their activism. The death of Kunle Adepeju marked the dearth of 

apathy.

Today, what is celebrated is not the man. No. No one who documented the events really knew 

him. It is the idea behind the man that is being treasured. There is no particular sentimentality 

attached to Kunle Adepeju himself but his name is merely used as a symbolism for something 

much bigger – the soul of unionism, the spirit of Aluta. When we hold a memorial for Kunle 

Adepeju, we do not merely mourn a fellow to whom we have no real connection whatsoever. 

Rather, we give a moment for the reminiscence upon our fate as a union and the trajectory we 

are taking on. And we need that from time to time, don't we? We need a reminder that some 

people have died from this oppression and we must not allow ourselves to continue to be 

toothless bulldogs barking away into the belly of the wind.

KUNLE ADEPEJU MEMORIAL: A NEEDED EXERCISE?

A MILLION YESES

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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Furthermore, it creates an avenue for the radicalisation of students. During this past period of 

the memorial, people were pouring out articles raging with political consciousness so as to 

venerate the iconoclasm. The Union of Campus Journalists urged her members to pen essays 

on the idea of student activism and allied matters to contribute to the widespread culture of 

philosophising upon our ideals. Without this memorial, there would be self-created 

preclusions to the exertion our intellectual energies to the furtherance of this fundamental 

cause. It helps sensitise members of the union of the cogency of their political alertness. It is 

the instrument to birthing a volte face in the students' lackadaisical attitude towards union 

matters.

Of course, what should not to be taken lightly at all is the likelihood of the corrupt elements in 

leadership to use this as a pretext to loot funds. The Students' Union headship has not exactly 

had a history of candour and accountability after all. However, just because we do not trust the 

kleptomaniacs in Aso Rock does not mean we should let October 1 go uncelebrated. To argue 

that the idea of the memorial should be deleted from memory just because we fear the flair of 

our leader at swallowing our wallowing union into further embezzlement crisis misses the 

point. Or does it not? If we ignore our union's sole legacy as the progenitor of student-activism 

in the nation just because of our distrust in the leaders we popularly elected ourselves, is it not 

laughable? Our union is already in shambles. Shambles! Did I say shambles? To remove our 

only strand of connection to past glory will certify our position as one of the hardest-fallen 

student establishments in West Africa. The memorial does not only help us save face, but also 

to keep our status, albeit almost in an illusory manner.

Conclusively, let us not pretend that a painted fist and frail chants are more than the horse-in-

a-book archetype, ineffectual in all ramifications. We need a face, a mascot if you would 

permit. Something concrete to represent our ideals and history is the perfect panacea to the 

deplorability of our union. Let no one say we chose to forget our past just because we fear our 

present. I rest my case.
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“Andrea: Unhappy the land that has no heroes

Galileo: No. Unhappy the land that needs heroes” ~'Leben des Galilei' (1939)

Somewhere along Oduduwa road lie golden words inscribed many years ago – ignored often 

by passers-by and never seen by commuters. On the walkway leading from the gate, at the 

junction digressing to the International School, they rest patiently. These words are 

commonplace, the handwriting is imperfect, but the wisdom is as useful today as it was 

yesterday. “Life is a teacher; the more we live, the more we learn.”

On the very first day of February 1971, a young man named Adekunle Ademuyiwa Adepeju 

was gunned down during an unfortunate set of events about which many – at times 

contradictory – narratives exist. The most prominent has it that Adepeju was shot by the police 

while attempting to assist a fellow whose leg was playing host to one or two bullets. It is said 

that prior to that gloomy historical moment, students had gone on rampage following general 

dissatisfaction with the conduct of Nnamdi Azikiwe Hall's Catering Manageress.

Indeed, in this account we find one of life's countless lesson notes. We learn that, contrary to 

what his name (Adepeju) suggests, the “crown” is not perfect and is not always full of honour. 

We learn that students should be treated with dignity, and their lives with respect. We learn 

that situations of conflict should never be allowed to degenerate into violence. Then again, we 

learn that it is honourable to be a hero, but that with every act of heroism comes a price – 

sometimes as priceless as life itself.

I have not come to echo the argument that 'Kunle Adepeju was not a martyr for I think he in fact 

was. There isn't just one definition of the word 'martyr,' there are at least four. And, dying in the 

course of a cause – worthy or not – Adepeju fits perfectly into at least one of them... My 

contention today is simply that the ceremonious memorial done in his honour every year has 

failed to meet the cut off mark of the faculty of necessity.

Shall we pause to think about it? Who really has the ritual benefited? Is it the school? The 

students? 'Kunle Adepeju himself? Or just so-called unionists and self-appointed comrades 

who play politics with the dead's name and make money from his misfortune. Who does it 

benefit if not the same crop of individuals who recently erected a statue meant to immortalise 

one man but which wound up guaranteeing the immortality of eight others?

NO,

KUNLE ADEBAJO
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What is meant to be a solemn reminder of our past has turned to an unbridled relish of the 

present and a greedy springboard to a future of comfort. February 1 has become a day in 

which we find our union leaders engaging in fisticuffs at the graveyard of one whose life 

bowed to the dictates of violence. It is now a day where stakeholders play politics with an 

apolitical event; and one where the “Father of Intellectual Unionism” widely circulates a 

document concluding with the words, “Anyway, thanks to Governor Abiola Ajimobi, who rose 

to the occasion despite the theatrics of the students.” Milords, it is a day in which students take 

selfies beside a hero's grave to show “solidarity.” Indeed, it has graduated into nothing but a 

day for unmemorable memorials.

To further buttress my points, I call to the witness box Mr Sadik Oluwagbenga, an eyewitness 

at the said event:

The Kunle Adepeju Memorial Day as was 'celebrated' on the 1st of February 2017 

depicts lack of remorse, soberness and self-reflection. Majority of the students present 

that day did not seem to understand the true meaning of a memorial, or what the late 

Kunle Adepeju represents to the union. This makes me wonder if what we really set out 

for was a memorial to honour and remember the late Kunle Adepeju, or another 

opportunity to simply test our 'aluta' skills.

By all means, I share in Mr Sadik's wonder. These memorials have gone too far and are 

needed no more. What we should rather do is to lead our union leaders aright and 

reposition our lost union. We should give a kiss of life to the Adepeju Students' Aid. We 

should stop painting the walls of the 'Kunle Adepeju Building with political sins, and we 

should ensure no other student ever again has to travel down the lane of extrajudicial 

murder. Only with these will the labour of our heroes past not be in vain.

Milords, the question is not whether Adepeju deserves a memorial. Of course, he does. The 

real question is: Do we, the present generation of student leaders and followers, deserve to 

organise one for him? The answer to that, I'm afraid, is no. Let us remember Adepeju in all our 

actions from the second day of the second month to the last day of the first month, not just in 

between; and we would have done justice to his memory. No ancestor needs a ceremony from
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 successors who daily destroy his cherished legacies. No cosmetic is needed for a union lacking 

the slightest flesh of decency.
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“When we judge or criticize another person, it says nothing about that person; it 

merely says something about our own need to be critical” – Unknown 

Recently, the Students' Union administrative arena has been lit up once again by the lamps of 

controversy oiled by the Student Representative Council's trip to the capital city of the 

federation amidst an ongoing SDC case. Many have bared their mouths of knives and spat out 

sharp criticisms against the SRC for being supposedly insensitive and ineffective. However, to 

make such an assertion would merely reveal a lack of knowledge about basic facts, or a 

pretense to be oblivious to such facts so as to find a premise to cripple the integrity of the SRC. 

It is obvious that we are all students of a bad educational system and the only true expertise we 

have is reading books written by men whose great-grandchildren have become rotten 

skeletons feasted on by time's proneness to diminish all things. Every other thing that we do 

can be categorized as extra-curricular. This only means that we do not know the skills with 

which to equip ourselves so as to effectively reproduce the efficiency of mainstream 

professionals. Pressmen on campus are only poor reflections of actual journalists out there. 

The Students' Union president cannot be equated with the Nigerian president (though that is 

debatable considering the latter's recent inactivity). Likewise, the SRC officials are merely just 

students glorified with the titles, “Honourables”. And we do want them to be more, don't we? 

We do want them to arm themselves with intellectual wherewithal to tackle the problems of 

our union, don't we? So why are opposing their trip to the Mecca of law-makers in the country, 

the place where they can see as legislative procedures are being practically acted out, live and 

direct? It baffles me. 

The article which sparked the issue was released by the Union of Campus Journalists on the 

official Facebook group page of the Students' Union. Despite the misconception, it was not an 

editorial written by the UCJ. Rather, it was an op-ed by Haleem Olatunji, Mellanby Hall Press 

Organisation's Editor-in-Chief. The said writing criticised the Speaker of the SRC, Onifade 

Bello for not being available during the SDC's meeting, deeming it unfortunate. Olatunji, 

eschewing the attitude of one bent on critiquing the actions of those perceived to be lacking in 

the diligence of performance of duty, made a grave error. He tried to discredit the worth of the 

travel, which is a long-term investment, based on the fact that the signs of its worth had not 

been showing within 24 hours of their arrival. He faulted it also based on the fact that the 

previous assembly had had an abysmal experience. How does that justify the attack on this 

present assembly's decision to embark on the journey themselves? 

 SHOULD THE SRC HAVE TRAVELLED TO 

ABUJA? 

YES, WHY NOT? 
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While Rt. Honourable Onifade Bello's response was not exactly the strongest, spending more 

time addressing the character of the UCJ than focusing on the matter at hand, he cannot be 

blamed for the outcome. Apart from the fact that not many foresaw Oluwanifemi Ojo, the 

Students' Union president's ban from attending the hearing, the presence of the Speaker 

would not have done much to change the course of the proceedings. In recent times, we have 

seen as the Management has disregarded the presence of the union leaders and gone ahead 

with their decisions anyway. Or were we living under a rock during the saga involving Tunji-

Ekpeti Michael? So, to blame the absence on the reason for the rustications is a fallacy. 

The argument above is a little kind, considering the topic is not about whether the Speaker 

should have gone but over the fact of the SRC's journey. To argue for my opponent's side would 

be to say that the whole SRC should have been present on campus so as to avert some 

supposed tragedy. The presence of the entirety of the SRC would not have caused any 

changes. Things would still be the same. In the end, they are a law-making body at heart 

whose activism is limited in its immediate effectiveness. It takes a process to deal with the case 

of the disciplined students and not just an attendance at a single event. 

Let us not paint the SRC as a bunch of jet-set ignoramuses living in a bubble, though they have 

been in the past, just so we can drive our point home. The point is they needed to go so as to 

acquire experience, especially in the midst of student victimisation from learned academics 

with years of experience and travelling to Abuja to establish camaraderie with the true bosses 

of the land in Nigeria helps to level the playing field, even if only minimally. My Lords, the SRC 

is definitely ignorant of these charges of ineffectiveness brought before you. I rest my case. 
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“Corruption…can only be controlled, if at all, by finding ways to encourage 

legislators to subordinate ambition to principle” ~ James L. Buckley 

Abuja is one place after every Nigerian's heart. When it comes to travel destinations, it is often 

second to none – except of course overseas. Like many others of my countrymen, I myself once 

aspired to step foot on this elite soil before my nineteenth birthday. In the end, there was a 

traffic jam and I was one year behind schedule. But that is light years away from the point. Fact 

is, it is neither a thing of embarrassment nor a cause for reprimand if a man, or a group of 

men, decides to have a nice visit to the Federal Capital Territory. After all, we all crave this 

experience. What we mustn't keep silent about however is if a man, or a group of men, 

embark on this joint journey of jolliness under the guise of representative democracy. 

I have been privileged to gaze upon the argument that “the essence of the visit among other 

reasons is to catalyse the legislative business of our union.” Oh please! How can we catalyse a 

business enterprise with out-dated models, or speed up a vehicle with worn-out tyres? Except 

our Honourables have resolved to master the arts of legislative boxing, jumping of fences or 

padding of budgets, I see no need for their visit to the National Assembly. Even if catalysis is 

achieved, we would only be speeding in the wrong direction. 

What lessons can be learnt from a legislature which itself needs to be tutored in fundamental 

principles and standard practices? If SRC members go there at all, it should be for the purpose 

of speaking truth to power and talking sense to the jokers (not all please) at the National 

Assembly. As much as we would laugh at the Students' Union executives if they claim to visit 

Aso Rock to “garner pragmatic experience,” we should not refrain from pointing out the 

ridiculousness in this legislative version. 

The very definition of the word “excursion,” used severally by SRC members to describe the 

exercise, draws a curtain upon this debate. One (according to Merriam-Webster) is a usually 

brief pleasure trip, and another is a deviation from a direct, definite, or proper course. I 

wonder when the hallowed chamber became a steppingstone to hollow activities. 

The money used for the trip could well have been used for more meaningful things. Besides, if 

truly our Honourables want to learn the intricacies of national legislative practices, what is the 

use of “NTA Parliament” and the recently introduced Senate Facebook Live Streaming? These 

tools can be harnessed easily by all members of the Council at little or no cost. They do not 

have to be flogged mercilessly by the Northern Sun. They do not have to sit at the chamber's 

gallery like any other observer. Ignored. Unrecognised. They do not have to pick litters like 

secondary school kids as they were reported to have done the previous year. 

TO DO WHAT EXACTLY? 
KUNLE ADEBAJO
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Let no one hazard the justification that the excursionists paid for the trip with their own money. 

It is no news that the initial required sum of N5000 was later slashed to N3000 when some 

form of subsidy was secured. Multiplied by the not-less-than 40 Honourables who went for the 

pleasure trip, this amount is enough for one or two significant constituency projects around 

campus. 

In the words of Lao Tzu, as quoted by the Honourable Speaker of the SRC in his rejoinder, “if 

you do not change direction, you may end up where you are heading.” I do not know if Lao Tzu 

was being over-philosophical or it is the translator who wreaks injustice upon his words. But 

from my understanding of natural laws, if you do not change direction, you will – not may – end 

up where you are heading … unless perhaps you are a Yoruba wizard capable of coming and 

going at the same time. Our parliamentarians have shown that their bearing is towards the 

red and green chambers in Abuja. If caution is not withdrawn from the wind therefore, they 

will end up where they are heading. They will end up like our current crop of hideous heads. 

Milords, Right Honourables cannot always be right. Neither can their actions always be 

honourable. And an assembly of men, no matter how celestial, is still subject to the fallibilities 

of men. It is time our Right Honourables realised that, on this one, they cannot be more wrong. 
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“To flee vice is the beginning of virtue, and to have got rid of folly is the beginning of 

wisdom” ~ Horace 

The other day during my LPI 509 class, the lecturer mentioned the name of famous 

victimologist – Andrew Karmen – and the whole lecture room went abuzz. An air of familiarity 

swept through. The lecturer was surprised. She thought we had grown weary of the volume of 

names hurled at us. But this happened not because of our dislike for names. Neither was it 

because many of us had come across the scholar. Rather it is because we were familiar with 

another individual whose name is similarly pronounced – the great Kemen, BBN housemate 

who was reluctantly evicted for sexual harassment. We were like a people who knew Osama 

but not Obama, Nnamdi Kanu but not Nnamdi Azikiwe. We were a people who majored in 

minors and minored in majors. Sad. 

Big Brother Naija easily brings to mind the unique works of Andy Warhol, a man who shot a 

five-hour film of a man having a five-hour sleep, and an eight-hour film entirely shot from only 

one angle of the Empire State Building. If these concepts sound odd, milords, then we have to 

agree that Big Brother Naija is the big brother of oddities. It thus baffles me to hear of a top 

bank official who sought leave from work after several years just so he could devote time to the 

programme: a sumptuous salad of boredom, indecency and mediocrity. 

I know these words cannot be said without some toes recoiling in discomfort, but a doctor 

cannot because of the pain arising from injection refuse to administer it to an ailing patient. Big 

Brother Naija may seem harmless and victimless on the surface, but it promotes a vice, which is 

the bane of our society – laziness. MMM thrived in Nigeria because our people lazily crave a 

shortcut to wealth. For the same reason, BBN is now thriving. Really, who would want to give a 

hoot about skills and hard work when, without any real talent, you can win a whopping 

$100,000? All you need do is to indulge in enough obscenity to appeal to people's carnal thirst. 

BIG BROTHER NAIJA: A SOCIETAL MENACE? 

YES, MILORDS 

KUNLE ADEBAJO
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And yes, the winner ultimately goes home with a huge sum of $100,000 after about two 

months of amusement. Mind you, this is the same amount Abubakar Adam Ibrahim got last 

year for winning the NLNG Prize for Literature. It is also about a third of what Professor Wole 

Soyinka received in 1986 when he won the Nobel Prize for Literature. Milords, even my fingers 

are numb from having to type out this irony.

Winners of essay competitions would be lucky to get up to ? 100,000. Winners of debate 

contests would somersault if given an average laptop. Yet in the same society, people get 

millions upon millions for removing their clothes, performing fellatio and committing adultery 

live on television. How can we think about this and not agree that it is high time we said good 

riddance to this menace ridden with ridiculousness? 

The promoters of Big Brother Naija usually hide under the hazy umbrella of freedom. They say 

the participants have a right to do and undo. They say the viewers are equally entitled to watch 

them undo (their buttons) and “do.” Besides, isn't the programme in fact restricted to persons 

above the age of 17? Yes, it is. But I ask: Do we say old people are immune to the effects of 

smoking since they are too old to “die young?” Oh the things we do in the name of freedom. 

Oh the stupidities we brazenly commit simply because we can. 

Milords, Nigeria will forever remain the Big Brother of Africa only in the name of a TV 

programme if we do not cast our gaze away from the fake lives of others and take ours by the 

horn, if we do not learn to separate priorities from frivolities and if we continue to give honour 

to whom it is not due. 

We all cannot be the same. And, truly, we all cannot think alike. But nothing except tomfoolery 

can stop us from agreeing that Big Brother Naija adds nothing substantial to our individual 

lives. It only takes away from it. And anything upon which we spend so much and which gives 

us nothing in return is a menace. Any activity which promotes undeserved admiration for men 

who are anything but aces is itself a menace. I rest. 
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“What the mass media offers is not popular art, but entertainment which is intended 

to be consumed like food, forgotten, and replaced by a new dish” – W.H. Auden 

As a phenomenon of popular culture, the 24-hour-daily television show, Big Brother Naija has 

become the talk of the town. Nearly every discussion in the informal gathering of youths 

nowadays is related to the goings-on in that famous mansion. However, as expected, some 

have been eager to paint it as the root cause of the country's problems, the reason we have no 

peace in the country, the reason our youths are jobless and other ludicrous insinuations which 

should not even be spoken about out loud. 

While Big Brother Naija may not exactly be the most educative programme, it is not a 

destructive show either. The argument today is whether or not the show has descended so low 

as to be deemed a societal menace and the obvious answer is no. 

Some have argued that the problem with the show is that it fills our youths with degenerative 

mentalities. I laugh at such notions. Big Brother Naija is not some kind of secret weapon used 

by some shady fellows to influence the youths' orientation. Let us quit the conspiracy theorizing 

already. The only reason the show is so popular in the first place is because it is a pitch-perfect 

representation of the youth culture. There is nothing going on in the Big Brother House that 

has not been normalized in the society's conception of accepted behaviour. Nothing becomes 

so celebrated without containing a factor which the general public already identifies with. So, 

rather than being a menace in itself, it only shows us what is the existent order of the day in our 

world. In other words, the society is a menace to itself and Big Brother Naija merely exposes 

that truth. 

In actuality, one can credit the show with satirising the elements of our society which are 

causing the rot. It has been a mirror which made us to confront our own ills. It might not be the 

producers' intent but the show has done more to make us realise the deep moral problems in 

our society, rather than contribute to it. When sexual assault occurred in the house, it was all 

everyone talked about. It became a reference point for an important conversation about the 

extent to which sexual consent can be said to exist. It has brought focus on matters which are

CERTAINLY NOT! 

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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 usually not being discussed. It is not just a show about a handful of youths but the totality of 

Nigerian youths. It is a representation of their lives lived out of the reach of the camera. Now, 

we see the way the housemates act and we are not happy with it, not just because of the 

peculiarity of the acts but due to the realisation that it is a re-enactment of the truth of our 

actions in real life. It is a mirror, much like that in the novel, “Life of Pi”, which shows that we are 

the greatest dangers to ourselves. 

Furthermore, the truth is that the show is the peak of entertainment as we know it. It does not 

get better than this. My opponent may argue that funds should be spent on more “productive” 

programmes which are cerebral in nature, but let us not fool ourselves. Television producers 

care about audience and we all know that shows which promote intellectual ruminations are 

often overlooked by the audience. In such capitalist societies as this, no one will expend his 

resources on endeavours which will not yield public interest in terms of translating into 

financial gain. Our youths have been so conditioned to enjoy a show like Big Brother Naija 

that to take it away will not in any way change the mentality. It will only make them channel it 

into something else. And in this depressing era of relentless recession, my Lords, I see no 

reason why anyone would criticise the existence of such a fun spectacle which makes us all 

forget the political and economic reality which we have all been faced with. 

Conclusively, my Lords, I do not appear in this courtroom today to pretend that all is well, that 

Big Brother Naija is ideal and healthy for our youths. However, as far as menaces go, it is a 

long shot from becoming worthy of such a horrendous tag.

122



“The supreme quality of leadership is unquestionably integrity” 

– Dwight D. Eisenhower 

Do you remember when we were young? Our childhood was coloured with the innocuous 

fragility often associated with younglings. All we cared about were Jackie Chan, WWE, paper-

ball and the savoury goodness of ice-cream. We had no care in the world about anything but 

ourselves and our entertainment. However, despite the bland simplicity of our infantile minds 

growing up, we were all repeatedly told about the value of honesty and the need to set our 

sights on achievement in life. 

There are two kinds of adults: those who grow to live by the lessons they learned when they 

were younger and those who grow out of the warnings which were the soundtrack to their early 

years, becoming wildlings with no reference point for moral behaviour. I stand before you 

today My Lords as a representative of the first category and duly proclaim the scandal trailing 

Dino Melaye's certificate a valid point of controversy. 

How do we begin this story? From where do I start my journey to the planet of words which will 

help express my disgust over the fact that we are even still contesting whether or not this is a big 

deal? 

One, so much is said about the importance of uprightness in leadership. It is the bedrock of any 

successful and corruption-free headship. Here we have a nationally-infamous controversial 

figure coming again to the tabloid scene like a political Kim Kardashian to bare his charismatic 

nakedness to the world, causing another brouhaha. We cannot possibly have a senator being 

accused of forging university certificates and be comfortable with it. When we have students 

slaving away in our godforsaken educational systems, struggling to graduate with strong 

degrees even at the expense of their sanity, it is unacceptable for Senator Melaye's scandal to 

fade away into the negative physical space of nothingness. I say nay, My Lords. Justice bleeds 

even the notion of such ridiculousness. Permit me to call to the witness stand today,

 Former Leader of the Senate, Muhammed Ndume. Here is his response to the question of 

whether or not the issue warrants debate: “*Yes+. We should refer this matter to the 

Committee on Ethics and Privileges.” 

THE DINO MELAYE CERTIFICATE SCANDAL:  A BIG 

DEAL? 

AS BIG AS IT GETS 

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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Two, Senator Melaye has been amassing a wealth of reputation over the past year as a figure 

of much contestable stature. He strongly led the opposition against then Economic and 

Financial Crimes Commission chairmanship candidate, Ibrahim Magu, on the grounds that 

the Department of State Service had declared him an untrustworthy figure mired in alleged 

corruption cases. Senator Melaye stood high and mighty and charged against Magu like the 

saintly crusader he is. Isn't that just peachy? Now, he is the one whose integrity is at stake and 

you want us to shrug it off as no big deal? I laugh in the language of confusion. 

In addition, his attack on Comptroller-General, Hameed Ali, saying the latter is not fit to lead 

the Nigerian Customs Service just for appearing in mufti, is even more amusing in retrospect. 

He cried foul over Colonel Ali's failure to follow basic due process and here he is, finding 

himself at the centre of a major storm – allegedly not graduating from the university he 

claimed to graduate from. When you have spent much time attacking others for perceived 

actions not in accordance with the law, the world needs time to lambast you over perceived 

forgery of certificate. 

Three, his shady affiliation and allegiance towards the Senate President Bukola Saraki also 

makes this a amplified case. Seen in some circles as an illegitimate leader, Saraki has also got 

himself involved in corruption scandals. And at the height of the accusations in 2016 came 

Senator Melaye like a tone-deaf [or otherwise ulterior-motived] individual, swearing to the 

heavens that Saraki has his unwavering support, declaring such loyalty that neared 

deification. Then, for some reason he evaded investigations into their relationship and 

remained in the clear but eventually, the chicken comes home to roost. The certificate scandal 

should and needs to be made a really big deal so it can shine light on grey areas. 

In the end, we deserve to know which of the involved parties is/are lying – Sahara Reporters, 

Ahmadu Bello University and Senator Dino Melaye. Who knows? Just maybe the reports are 

all lies. Whatever is the case, unless we make it a big deal, we will never get to the root of the 

matter. 
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“No matter the number of zeros there are in a sum, it can never equal .1” ~Me 

For close to a week, the eyes of innocent Nigerian netizens have been endlessly poked by 

nothing save arguments and counterarguments orbiting the certificate of one out of 109 

Senators. No matter how many miles I walk through the estate of Facebook, the words 

Dinosaur, Dino, Dino't, Certificate etc. keep trailing my gaze. I jump the fence over to the 

realm of Twitter, but these words still echo like the lyrics of a hit track. Ladies and gentlemen, 

shall we cut it out already?! 

At a time when the nation's economy is still under intensive care, when the instruments of 

terrorism are still not sheathed, when our brothers are perpetually harassed and killed by our 

junior brothers in South Africa, and when jumping inside the lagoon has become the new 

craze, our attention is forcibly arrested by whether or not one Senator graduated from 

Ahmadu Bello University. In this dire period, we find ourselves pointlessly occupied with this 

person's number of credits in WASC. Some have even driven the debate farther into petty 

assertions about which school is “naturally ahead” and which is artificially behind. Can't we 

see that this whole saga is an unhelpful distraction? Is it not obvious milords that we are 

making a mountain out of a molehill? 

I am not saying, indeed, Mr Melaye graduated from Ahmadu Bello University. That is for the 

Senate Investigative Panel and the Court to determine. Neither am I saying facts pointing in 

the other direction should simply be overlooked or treated with flippancy. I am only saying we 

should take to Confucius's advice and not use a canon to kill a fly. 

One, a university degree has never been a legal prerequisite to a seat in the Senate, or even at 

the Aso Villa. Section 65(2) of the 1999 Constitution (as amended) provides that “a person 

shall be qualified for election (into the Senate) if: (a) he has been educated up to at least 

School Certificate level or its equivalent; and (b) he is a member of a political party and is 

sponsored by that party.” 

NO, MILORDS 
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And according to the same document, the expression “school certificate or its equivalent” can 

refer to a Secondary School Certificate or even a Primary Six School Leaving Certificate 

presented alongside other things. If this is the case, then why are we going to the bother of 

proving a legal inconsequentiality? Without the controversial certificate, Mr Melaye could well 

still have become a member of the Red Chamber. And without certificates too, anyone could 

still become a brilliant leader. If you do not believe, kindly ask the biography of America's all-

time greatest president, Abraham Lincoln. 

Let us not forget that the art of academic forgery among political circles is just as common as 

official ages among dear footballers. We need not fish deeply within the vast ocean of history 

before we find similar examples in the cases of Salisu Buhari of the 4th Assembly, Bello Masari 

of the 5th Assembly, Dimeji Bankole of the 6th Assembly among others. 

People who say this scandal is a big deal are the same set of people who would somersault in 

surprise at the sight of the headline, “BREAKING! Dog bites innocent man.” But when they 

read the reverse – “Man bites innocent dog” – their faces shall remain deadpan. I agree with 

the Igbo elders who postulated that when one's goat goes missing, the aroma of a neighbour's 

soup becomes suspicious. The goat, in this case, has not gone missing. Thus, what has 

happened is neither suspicious nor surprising. 

Mr Melaye has always been in the news for the wrong things: assassination of witness, 

assaulting a fellow Senator, criminal intimidation, misrepresentation of facts, embezzlement 

and stealing his association's brand new television while in school … and the list goes on. 

I shall rest my case upon the spot-on juxtaposition of an expert witness, a political analyst and 

social commentator, Eseoghene Al-Faruq Ohwojeheri: 

“It was a non-issue if the President went to secondary school. But it is an issue if a senator went 

to university. That the President could not have gotten into the Army without a secondary 

school certificate was a defence. That the Senator could not have been doing a Masters 

without a BSc is all of a sudden not a defence… Oh, what a shame! The Senator graduated 

with third class. Oh, it does not matter that the President had an F in Mathematics.” 

The facts have spoken, milords. Let us lend our ears.
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“No matter how beautiful and well-crafted a coffin might look, it will not make 

anyone wish for death” ~ African proverb 

Our lawmakers are sleeping. Yes. Rather than pay attention to the reform of the law, they are 

busy chasing after shadows. Yes. The Nigerian Criminal Code has a number of provisions 

which may be considered out of sync with the clime and the present times. Absolutely! As a 

matter of fact, we may separate for lashing sections such as 370 which outlaws bigamy and 

210 which criminalises calling yourself or another a witch. But, milords, no headache is 

needed over section 327 which stipulates that any person who attempts to kill himself is guilty 

of a misdemeanour, and is liable to imprisonment for one year. Why? Let's proceed, shall we? 

We must first understand that the fact that the law recommends imprisonment does not 

necessarily mean it is there as a punishment. The prison system exists chiefly as a place of 

rehabilitation. It is there as a place to furnish not punish, to reform and not deform. Research 

has even shown that most who entertain suicidal thoughts and tendencies are people who 

labour under clinical depression. And once this is established in court, the likely outcome is for 

the defendant to be administered therapy for quick recovery. 

The law on attempted suicide also serves as deterrence. The last thing we want is a world 

where everyone thinks it is okay to kill himself. One where students do not resort to hard work 

after carrying over their courses. They rather resort to a rope, 10-feet long and 2-inches fat. A 

world where people do not only drop out of school or marriages when things are not rosy, they 

also take the grim decision to drop out of existence. It is a world where someone like Adams 

Oshiomole is taken serious whenever he utters, “go and die.” 

In the words of Italian poet and novelist, Cesare Pavese, “No one ever lacks a good reason for 

suicide.” Thus, we all get fed up with life at one point or the other. Who would then be left if 

death is just a couple of pills away at all these periods?

 

SHOULD ATTEMPTED SUICIDE REMAIN 

CRIMINALISED? 

INDEED - KUNLE ADEBAJO
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And how about the person's dependants? If it is a crime for a mother to give birth and then 

abandon her child in the gutters, why should it not be a crime for the same mother to give birth 

and then attempt to end her life? Please, where does she think she's going? Ronald Reagan, 

40th President of the United States, once said he noticed that everyone who is for abortion has 

already been born. In this instance too, it is ironical indeed that those who support the right to 

die were born before their parents exercised this right. Really milords, let us spare a second to 

think it through. Will the proponents of this legal reform be around to advance their arguments 

if, say, their dads grew tired of nuptial rejections and had thrown a final kick at the bucket? 

Besides, whoever is so morally famished to desire an end to his life is only a stone's throw from 

the logic of criminality. This is exactly how sociopaths are born. The thinking goes: If I can take 

my own miserable life, why can't I help others out of their misery too? Or why can't I kill others 

to liberate my own life from misery? 

It might be argued that: It is the state that pushes people to the wall of suicide; therefore the 

state has no right to make criminal a thing which is rendered inevitable because of its actions. 

But I refuse to accept that, because of poverty and recession, the state is responsible for the 

suicidal tendencies in Nigeria. Statistics show that more suicides occur in places like the United 

States where development indices fare better. Moreover, here our worldview as captured by an 

Igbo proverb is, “even if your teeth remain one, you will not stop brushing it.” Let heavens fall 

and let the earth yawn like a hungry crocodile, the words “e go better” will ever remain 

plastered to our lips like Agbalumo juice. 

We must all realise that it is our collective responsibility to rescue this nation from the den of 

corruption and underdevelopment. Nigeria will never become better if the only means 

through which we demonstrate frustration is through suicides and bolting to 'greener pastures' 

– or attempting to but ending up as prey in the Sahara Desert or Mediterranean. Milords, no 

one should swallow phlegm to appease the pangs of hunger. And so we must not (be allowed 

to) run when the solution lies in rolling our sleeves to fight. We must not. 
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“One of the greatest delusions in the world is the hope that the evils in this world are to 

be cured by legislation” – Thomas Reed 

We all laugh alone, don't we? Sometimes you are seated in solitude and you begin cracking 

into a festivity of laughter. If anyone happens to be watching you from afar, they will definitely 

assume the demons of mental illnesses have invaded your mind. That was exactly what was 

happening to me as I prepared my argument before you today. What caused my laughter was 

not madness, of course [the witches from my village are not that potent] but a memory deeply 

buried somewhere in the fibre of my mind. That memory is a joke. That joke is a picture. That 

picture is a newspaper headline. It read: Man Jailed for Committing Suicide. I am sure the 

humour present therein is not lost on you, My Lords. If I am right, then this whole debate has 

been decided already. 

Nigeria is known to be a country with all forms of absurdities. From faulty philosophies to 

laughable legislations, the malady of our country is a product of thoughtless thoughts which 

have birthed a damaged mentality. In the modernized world of 21st century, trust our country 

to still hold on to such out-dated notions as the criminalization of attempted suicide. How that 

does not sound ridiculous to even the dimmest of minds is a mystery to me. 

To start with, the existence of laws is to protect the citizenry. Therefore, for one to label an act a 

crime, it has to serve a purpose which practically benefits the citizens. This is mostly through 

deterrence and interestingly, this is the angle proponents of the criminalization of attempted 

suicide come from. However, in what way does the fear of jail dissuade someone who is so 

frustrated with life that he is ready to die from taking his own life? Who is afraid of prison when 

he is ready to die? If anything at all, the fear of prison [if by any weird reason it does exist in 

such a situation], will only make the person to perform the action in the confines of his own 

room. 

NO. WHAT ON EARTH ARE WE TALKING ABOUT?
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Furthermore, what is the rationale behind jailing a person who is ready to die? I ask; who on 

earth does that serve? I answer: not the citizenry and certainly not the poor “criminals”. From 

what standpoint does one aim to justify cuffing and throwing someone who is so frustrated 

and depressed with the idea of life itself behind bars? What is the correlation? You are broken 

inside, therefore you are a criminal! You are a victim of life's tendency to destroy all it comes 

across, therefore you are a criminal. Oh, you say death seems more palatable to you than 

continuing to exist in this freak-show of a crisis called life, my friend, you are a bloody felon! 

Need I go on? 

I know, My Lords. I am not oblivious to the fact that something needs to be done to tackle the 

prevalence of suicide. But I will never agree that the best measure is to put such people in even 

greater discomfort. We need to understand that people who are ready to commit suicide are 

the most determined beings on earth. Thinking about the criminalization of their failure will 

only push them to strive more to succeed at it. If someone fails at suicide, it should be a sort of 

mild celebration that a life has not been lost. The next step necessarily should be a 

rehabilitation process, where their psychological problems are attended to. And before you 

say that prisons are rehabilitation centres, I suggest you visit the nearest prison site to you and 

see if you will still maintain that such statement is meaningful in the Nigerian context. Believe 

me, if living in relative freedom and breathing fresh air made you want to commit suicide 

before, being stuck in a Nigerian prison [also known in some legal circles as the hot pit of hell] 

will not do anything to change that. 

The truth is the opposing stance is just a sickening dogmatic view of the conservatives, void of 

any liberal or human conviction. To even hold the idea that one's life does not in any way 

belong to him and he should therefore be arrested for attempting to take a life that belongs to 

God is as anachronistic as it gets. There is no plausible logical defence for that. If God has a 

problem with suicide, then I am sure He will punish the offenders himself. He surely does not 

need pretentious bigots feigning godliness. 

I hereby rest my case, believing I have done my best to champion the cause of logicality and 

humanism.
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“Politics is not the art of the possible. It consists in choosing between the disastrous 

and the unpalatable” ~ J.K. Galbraith [1962] 

In our youth, we were all regaled with the tale of the starving monkey which trespassed into a 

farmland through a very tiny hole. It had searched and searched but found no place wherein 

to satisfy its complaining belly until fate brought it to this farmland with plenty of fruits, but also 

a mighty fence. It managed to gain entrance into this farmland through one tiny hole. But, 

greedy as hell, the monkey did not only silence its wailing belly, it went on to stuff it till even its 

oesophagus fattened like an anaconda which just swallowed a pregnant goat. 

Not long after, it heard the footsteps of the farmer approaching his territory. Alarmed, he 

scampered back to the big wall's Achilles heel which had graciously allowed him to enter. 

However, at this point, he was overqualified for admission. His tummy was too large and his 

limbs less agile. In the end, he managed to force his way through, but all what he ingested had 

to be spewed. Thus, as he came, so he returned. 

Sadly, the same story cannot be told of “heroes” past and present within the Students' Union 

who came during electioneering as broomsticks but left offices as pestles. They came, they 

saw and they plundered. Their role model is not Barack Obama whose yearning for change 

manifested even in his hair colour which bowed to the winds of hoariness after his first term. 

No. They rather take after persons like Reuben Abati for whom even the witches and wizards 

in the Aso Villa could not hinder a horizontal transformation agenda of the body. 

It is for this reason that the Students' Representative Council has proposed an end to lavish 

spending during campaigns all in the name of politics. For a long time, we have been under 

financial molestation by those who aspire to the corridors of power. For a long time, our focus 

has been unduly shifted from what a candidate can do to what a candidate can “sow.” For too 

long, and like 'littluns', we debated whose jingle is better, whose poster is finer and whose 

campaign is more flamboyant, leaving issues which indeed matter. The S.R.C. says enough is 

enough and, with them, I stand. 

SRC'S PROPOSED BAN OF CAMPAIGN JINGLES, 

SOUVENIRS AND BANNERS: WELCOME? 

AS WELCOME AS A CREDIT ALERT - KUNLE ADEBAJO
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Pa Einstein was reported to have said that to do the same thing over and over while expecting a 

different result is madness. We must then be mad then to think our union will mysteriously 

develop though no change is effected to its surrounding dynamics. And we must be doubly 

mad to argue against change, regardless of its reasonableness. 

It is does not take a mastery of astrophysics to realise that politicians often religiously obey the 

rule of Garbage In Garbage Out. We know they reap where they have not sown. What then do 

we expect when they actually do plant seeds of monetary sacrifice, some borrowed? Will they 

not find all means – legit or not – to recover the “investment”? Ladies, milords and gentlemen, 

people with a genuine love for the union should be able to stand for elections without having 

to borrow from far and near or spend as though suffering from cancer. If what starts here truly 

changes the world, then what is here must not always reflect the world. 

Some have argued that our Brown Chamber is on a course to rob us of fun. But – my! – is 

politics about fun? Or welfare and service and justice? Have we not had enough fun with 

Made in UI and Jokes Apart? Do we not enjoy ourselves satisfactorily at Ventura and Abe Igi? 

Why then do we seek to trivialise everything including the most pivotal platform provided for 

practical public promotion? 

Whether we like it or not, this recommendation from the S.R.C. favours not only the electorate, 

but the candidates themselves. The ban, if eventually put in place, will be total and the playing 

ground will remain level, only that this time you won't have to surmount Mount Everest to get 

to it. It is only candidates who see campaign funds as investments and seed funds who will see 

the resolution as a hindrance. For others, the ministry of a luta has just been aided. 

Though it is true that the proposal will not totally stop candidates from acting like Santa Claus 

and Sambo Dasuki combined, it is still a commendable starting point. For the union to soar, we 

have to ultimately migrate from the politics of suya and call cards to that of skills and report 

cards. Based on logic, milords and, yes, “based on logistics,” we cannot but welcome the 

proposal with stretched arms. 
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“Let he who has not sinned be the first to cast the stone” – Biblical Aphorism 

How goes the old saying again? Two heads are better than one. The bigger the merrier! We 

allowed ourselves to believe ultimate wisdom comes from the mob. But history has taught us 

differently, hasn't it. Surely, we know that a congregation of wise men and women should 

always birth great ideas. However, when you have a collection of honourable intellectuals 

sandwiched into an enclosed space, racing against time, there will be a higher likelihood of 

really, really terrible ideas creeping into their minds. The recommendation being discussed 

herein is one of those disastrous ideas.

The Council may not realise it, but such recommendations portray them as partisan, with an 

aim to better or worsen the chances of certain candidates. Of course, it is a collection of 

politically-inclined individuals expected to have their leanings, but the entirety of the Council 

should not be found aligning towards a certain candidate. And this recommendation only 

makes it seem so. Such proposals as this cannot have objective effects on all candidates. It only 

equals a naturally-unequal playing field, a necessarily unequal playing field. 

Just because some aspirants do not have enough funds to run flamboyant campaigns does not 

mean that those who have the financial strength should be made to limit themselves to the 

level of their opponents. Political candidacy has always been founded on publicity and image-

building. Money is needed for that. No one has the right to ask someone who has the 

resources to improve his own reputation to dim his own light just so as to not expose the hollow 

darkness present in his opponent's purse. That is the exact definition of injustice. 

In addition, we need to realise that such recommendations are coming way too late into the 

electoral period. So many candidates have already printed posters, banners and recorded 

jingles. You do not suddenly bring up a law that puts all that to waste. Even if it will take effect 

at all – which it definitely should not – it cannot possibly be in this session when the aspirants 

are already set, having fortified themselves with a wealth of souvenirs and posters waiting to 

fly into the public domain once the ban is lifted. This is a practice that has been since the dawn 

of time. It has been normalized and properly so. It only makes sense for a candidate who 

knows how to prepare to have acquired all these souvenirs and whatnot already. Are we now 

punishing them for being proactive? Let us know exactly what we are talking about here. 

Furthermore, such a law is founded on the cynical belief that the aspirants who spend 

“extravagantly” [whatever that means], will only use the office to earn back the money 

expended on their campaigns. But if the electorates think so, why not let them decide for 

themselves if they do not want a big spender for a leader? Or, are we not smart enough to 

decide that for ourselves? More so, who is to say that a candidate with shallow pockets is not 

reaching for the top just to fill up his empty bank accounts? Who needs money more? The 

financially handicapped or the rich? In the end, we need to be more positive about the 

aspirants. Continuing to have such dark convictions towards them only leads to distrust in the 

NO. 

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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Union. If anyone has plans to siphon funds, then we always have the Council to checkmate 

them. Or, are we to say the Council is no longer capable. I think not! 

What's more, permit me to borrow from the sharp-edged rhetoric of a former Public Relations 

Officer of the Union and ask; are these Councilmen not also products of campaigns based on 

posters and souvenirs? Did they not stick posters and post stickers on walls and rails, begging 

for votes? I have more than enough proof in my hall to show many of these honourable 

Councilmen getting involved in the exact same thing they are kicking against. How is hypocrisy 

defined again? 

The Sixth Assembly, ably-led by the formidable Onifade Bello, have been incredibly 

industrious so far. Their exploits have not gone unnoticed. From splendid legislations to 

infallibly-accurate pronouncements, this administration has arguably been the most potent 

since the Students' Union's re-instatement. However, even they have missed this time around. 

As far as grave errors go, this threatens to cripple their pure streak so far. In conclusion, this is 

just a terrible, terrible initiative. Let us not drag back the Union just to satisfy our own political 

ambitions. I rest my case! 
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CASE BACKGROUND: During the April 22 Congress, copies of the Students' Union 

Constitution Amendment Bill were passed around. They contained a number of proposed 

changes. Many stood out but perhaps the most notable, and relevant considering the current 

dispensation, is the motion to disenfranchise first-year students in Students' Union elections. 

The Scribes debate this motion and its acceptability. 

 SHOULD FIRST-YEAR STUDENTS 

BE ALLOWED TO VOTE IN S.U. 

ELECTIONS? 
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“The soul of democracy is the factor of maximum participation” – Anon. 

My Lords, ever since the Presidential Debate held this past week, I have found myself clothed 

in the cloak of deep ponderings. Being the concerned unionist I am, my heart cracks and nears 

an epic breakage over the apathy which has sashayed its way into our Union like a thief in the 

black of the night. With utmost braggadocio, it has personified itself in our candidates and 

revealed the extent to which it has crippled our political lives. Now, we have a disturbing case 

of some aspirants being unable to articulate themselves even in the most minimal of ways. 

And this stems from one evil – apathy. Yet, the S.R.C. wants us to encourage this apathy even 

more. I am confused. 

To disenfranchise first-year students is to take away their rights to determine the destiny of the 

Union of which they will be three-year, four-year or even five-year members. Being fully-

admitted students of the University of Ibadan, they have automatically become stakeholders 

in the Union. This means that decisions such as how they will be represented and who will get 

to manage the resources should be decided by them. 

They should not be shunned just because of some discriminatory belief that they are not 

“experienced” enough to vote for the right candidate. What on earth does that even mean? I 

have been a member of this campus for four years and I still cannot decide which of the 

candidates is deserving of my votes. And believe me, I belong to a very large club of the 

undecided not because of any lack of intellectual strength but because choosing who to vote 

for is not an exact science which requires years of experience. If you do not want them to 

exercise such crucial rights as elections, then do not compel them to pay such crucial dues as 

Students' Union fees. 

Furthermore, it is an eminent fact that the freshmen have the most genuinely pure interests 

when it comes to elections in the University of Ibadan. Luxuriating in the virgin experience of 

campus life, they readily want to participate in the voting process. The bulk of votes come from 

this key demographic. Taking them out translates to the erasure of the most important voter 

base. And that is bad for the political health of our Union. 

YES, MILORDS 

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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The non-first year voters often fall into three categories. First category: they eventually get 

tired of voting when they have seen none of the aspirants rise to the occasion to elevate Union 

from the pit it has found itself in since its re-instatement. So, they never go out to vote. The 

second category is filled with the few intellectuals who try to vote based on their subjective 

views of what constitutes a truly promising candidate. They are painfully few. 

The third category comprises the politically-partisan who for some reason or the other – due to 

hall affiliation, faculty affiliation, club membership, personal economic interests or other 

forms of compulsion – are sworn to some candidates. When they go out to vote, it is not with 

the interests of the Union at heart. This means, the percentage of stale students who do vote 

and do so for objective reasons are so few that we cannot possibly, in good conscience, defend 

their rights to vote as against the first-year students. If anything at all, those whose voting 

rights should be put into question are the final-year students whose contracts with the Union 

will soon be put to an end anyway. 

Moreover, the elections often serve as the political initiation of the freshmen into the Students' 

Union. It is the only avenue for political socialisation available to them. If we were to deny 

them this chance to join, and we delay their participation till when they are “stalites”, it may be 

just too late to rekindle the fire of political interests available to them. For many political 

officeholders and aspirants who we have, their political interests got piqued during their 

freshmen days, owing to interactions with the political candidates leading to the polling booth. 

With these few points of mine, I believe I have been able to convince the S.R.C. to choose the 

right path. 
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“The only source of knowledge is experience” ~ Albert Einstein 

As a final-year student of this “citadel of lessons,” it is only logical that I reside in what is known 

as the finalists' block of my hall. But – whether due to sheer misfortune or remote-controlled 

cruelty from the village – I was instead flung to C Block, a block for no one and a block for 

everyone. As a result, I (a 500 level student) share my room with a 300 level student and a 100 

level student, in other words, a “fresher”. But this is only the beginning of my super story. 

In the eighth week of resumption, a close friend visited. He lamented that his wallet was stolen 

in a room among supposed friends the day before. When he eventually left, my good fresher-

roommate, in his infinite wisdom, suggested that he report to the porters in that hall. I kept 

quiet. Later in the day, my friend visited once more and the same issue reared its head. With 

even greater confidence, my roommate asked why he had not reported. That was when I 

realised that it was not a slip of tongue. It was nothing but an attitudinal carry-over from high 

school, both natural and understandable. 

Milords, how can anyone suggest that a mind as innocent and naïve as the freshman's be 

dipped into the murky waters of campus politics? This is not only unfair to our politics; it is 

equally unfair to that mind. We may shy away from the truth all we want but reality's stare is 

like MTN; it is everywhere you go. Freshmen more often than not cannot distinguish between 

politics and politricks, between sentiments and excellence, and between political bobo and 

correct zobo. Should they then be made to attempt a question they understand little of? 

There are certain things Students' Union aspirants do that bait mostly the fresh mind – 

excessive greeting, generous gifting, fantastic promising, to fetch only a drop. Because they 

have not stayed long enough to know the major needs of the students and means of achieving 

them, they tend to be influenced by such things as the sonorousness of campaign jingles, the 

glamorousness of posters and the attractiveness of faces. And, of course, the quality of 

leadership is not determined by these. It is rather a function of passion, integrity, experience 

and intelligence, qualities which are better-gleaned by an expert mind. 

I THINK NOT, MILORDS - KUNLE 
ADEBAJO
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The 1998/99 Constitution of the Students' Union, Article xvi(i) to be specific, states that 

elections shall be conducted not later than 30 days after resumption in a new session. Milords, 

some people spend 100 days preparing for a GES course and they still fail. Some couples 

spend 100 days together and they still do not understand each other. Some have used the 

same phone for over 100 days and they still do not know its RAM capacity. How then can a 

student spend less than 30 days in a new environment and yet learn the intricacies of a subject 

as maddening as politics – mind you, Students' Union politics – enough to make well-founded 

decisions? 

It is as a matter of fact in the best interest of our dear freshmen to, for that one year, stay off the 

pitch. Let them stick to political abstinence and remain virgins for that year, while patiently 

absorbing all there is around them. They may campaign. They may encourage. But voting is, 

trust me, too big a deal for green hands. This will protect them from being unexpectedly swept 

off their feet by the heavy tide of dirty politics. It will protect them from being exploited. And it 

will save people like me from stories that touch, stories of academic accidents caused by head-

on collision with union politics. 

It is true that the Yoruba say that “omode gbon, agba gbon, ni a fi da Ile-Ife.” But even they will 

have a further explanation for who an “omode” is. They definitely are not implying toddlers. 

Don't get it wrong, I am not comparing our ever-gallant freshmen to toddlers. However, 

milords, there is a reason the word “sophomore” (referring to a second-year student) is derived 

firstly from “sophos”, meaning skilled in a craft, clever or wise.
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“There may be times when we are powerless but there must never be a time we fail 

to stand up for ourselves”? Elie Wiesel

In moments like this, my library becomes a heaven of endless worship to which I dedicate 

endless hours of religious studying. Books of history by such canonical figures as Nelson 

Mandela and Martin Luther King Jr. have been daily doses of spiritual fortification to my 

intellect. What is common to these books is the glorification of youth and its exuberant 

proneness of seditiousness when it comes to rising against the excesses of an establishment. 

They believe strongly in the assertion of one's stance against threats, which is to say that if 

Madiba and MLK were alive today, they would certainly endorse the #OlayinkaMisfit trend.

Though many have argued that the hashtag is a fallacious movement rigged in ad hominem, 

we need to understand that the on-line rave crusade is not exactly to be interpreted as a direct 

personality attack on the Vice Chancellor. To dwell on such would be to ignore the underlying 

factors which birthed the trend. It is so much more than just another twitter treasure 

characterized by bored broods being brutally bratty towards the elderly. It transcends such 

banality. It is an ideological stance which stresses the importance of students' unity and the 

philosophical worth of education in Nigeria. Data acquired from tweets shows that the activists 

are more concerned about the overall implication of suspending a Students' Union much more 

than they want to cast Professor Abel Idowu Olayinka in a negative light. With mentions 

directed at media houses and governmental bodies, the hashtag tries to draw the world's 

attention to the state of students' plight.

Furthermore, it is obvious to whoever is paying attention that the trend is consequent upon 

events which the students feel create enough justification for their agitations. The 

inconsequential, two-session payment of ID card fees; indiscriminate punishment of students; 

ban on hotplates; interruption of undergraduate activities; suspension of Students' Union 

executive and legislative councils and the communication gap between the management and 

the students led to the explosive face-off. And in such face-offs, in which one party has the 

power to dismantle the physical unity of the other by suspending the basis of their association, 

there is a need to equal the playing-field. The heavens must be thanked then, for the invention 

of the internet as it is the free tool of defence the aggrieved have to combat their adversaries.

#OLAYINKAMISFIT: A NECESSARY TREND?

A NECESSITY!

KANYINSOLA OLORUNNISOLA
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Moreover, there is no way you suspend a Students' Union leadership and expect silence. As 

history has shown, the students will always rebel against such decisions. Now, they can choose 

to be rebellious through violence and so can they choose to be rebellious through peace. They 

chose peace, restricting their bite-backs to the online space. Yet, my adversary says the trend 

is uncalled-for? Would it be better then, if the battle was fought on the streets? Would it be 

better if their “dead bodies [were] dropped”? Certainly not. This is the only voice they have 

and to tell them that it is unnecessary to speak, that to express their minds is a crime, that they 

are ghosts shackled by silence, My Lords, is the height of inhumanity. 

In the end, this is not about the Vice Chancellor. This is not about Ojo Aderemi. It is about 

principle. It is a classic scenario: a people disadvantaged by their lack of conventional power 

fighting back with the limited might they've got. The use of a tag invented by a national 

veteran to symbolize the trend is nothing but a move to give it a face.

If you are going to judge the necessity of a hashtag, it is not to be based on what the 

constituent words literally mean but what they represent, in this context being – civil defiance, 

expression of hurt and increase in socio-political consciousness among the youths. If all of 

those are unnecessary, then we might as well be living in a dystopia. 
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“If a man wants to grow a long tooth, he should have the lips to cover it” ~ 

Anonymous African

For a while now, Mother Internet has been having sleepless nights. The whining of a section of 

her children has deprived her of much-needed rest. Dust has still not settled on the highways 

of Twitter. They have been playing host to a set of restless visitors – the kind of restlessness that 

reminds one of Senator Melaye's viral video some weeks back. We see them carrying placards 

of varying sizes and different letterings - #BringBackUISU, #UIVCMustGo, 

#IStandWithThe200LevelStudentWithoutBeards and so on. One which without doubt towers 

highest, however, is #OlayinkaMisfit. It started with a post by UI's former lecturer, Dr 

Oladoyin Odebowale and was fuelled by a story on ThePage NG. Three days and 5000 tweets 

later, and whoala! A trend is born. Milords, is this a step in the right direction? I humbly posit 

not.

You see, just as a mass protest, activism on a platform like Twitter is often more about noise 

than real signal. And just like a physical protest, it is bound to get pretty bloody. Trust me 

milords, a glance will convince you. One of the agitators compared Professor Olayinka to a 

spectre of incompetence, tyranny and autocracy, conspicuous consumption [whatever that 

means], absolutism and an array of other things, each making me regurgitate memories of 

the 1993 Bombings in Bombay and those of Hiroshima and Nagasaki. Armed with just 140 

characters, another student wrote, “#Olayinkamisfit, I'm pretty sure when this man was born, 

he didn't suckle the breasts of a woman but a statue, hence his tyrannical manners.” The same 

user referred to the VC of Nigeria's premier university as “Abacha”, “Lieyinka” and “one 

browless man”. 

Others tweets accused Professor Olayinka, a two-time DVC and father of two, of having 

mental deficit and dementia, of being a corrupt demon, of destroying every legacy in UI and 

of being unfit to even be a primary – sorry nursery – school captain. If this is not microwaving 

the polity, milords, what is? Though we may take a step forward with creating awareness, 

many of these tweets will make us not only moonwalk dreamily backwards but – if we are not 

careful – will totally sweep us off our feet.

I'D SAY NOT, MILORDS

KUNLE ADEBAJO
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Other than further straining the student-management relationship and preventing future 

dialogues under the AC of good faith, #OlayinkaMisfit has even led to a massive “covfefe.” 

According to a tweet by @AfricaFactsZone (with over 96,000 followers) on 3 June 2017, “two 

days after shutting down a university in Nigeria, the VC (Vice Chancellor) attended his son's 

convocation in a university in the US.” Funny how facts can easily be twisted once they are 

tweeted.

There are, besides, a thousand and one other ways students of University of Ibadan could have 

better fanned the embers of their grievances. Okay, maybe that is a bit of an exaggeration, but 

it is the truth nonetheless. Instead of trending on twitter through sheer “copy and paste”, Uites 

could have created an online petition which delivers each signature to the inbox of key 

decision-makers and which gathers the intelligent views of both petitioners and supporters. 

Uites in each state, to show resoluteness and sincerity of purpose, could have organised 

peaceful rallies to the state secretariats on the same day and shared reports online. Uites could 

have thrown their 30,000 ton weight behind the tons of other things like publication of opinion 

articles, penning and dissemination of petitions, lobbying with big wigs within the polity and so 

on.

It is high time we asked ourselves: Really, of what measurable use has the trend been? No 

single response have we seen from @IsaacAdewole, none from @bukolasaraki, none from 

@ProfOsinbajo, neither have we heard from @officialEFCC. Some even went as far as tagging 

@realDonaldTrump, who, though a devoted tweeter himself, cannot afford half a hoot. Do not 

forget so soon how many he gives about Global Climate Change. Zero! Thus, if no reaction has 

been obtained from any of these persons, or anybody else who is a 'somebody' in this country, 

why then are we still in this courtroom?

I am not saying, milords, that we have no right to take over the streets of social media. But when 

taking over the street unwittingly paves way to the street taking over, misfits become more than 

just one. They multiply.
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This column is about you, it presents the two sides of a 
case courtesy of two writers from different schools of 
thought. “Audi alteram partem” means hear the other 

side before passing your judgment. Take the gavel, 
make your decision and slam because you are the 

judge in this courtroom. 
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