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I normally do not accept invitations to do oral book reviews. I have written book reviews in my academic past. I suppose that given my professional background, every book to me represents the end product of a Ph.D dissertation to be subjected to the full scope of a rigorous and critical analysis. Of course, most books are just by authors who feel that they have stories to tell, and quite interesting stories at that. And when I listen to critical reviews, I often feel that it is unfair. I often feel that a critical reviewer should just decline to do the job.

This is the second public book review that I will undertake. The first one was a review of a book on the late Kabiyesi, Oba Adesoji Aderemi, a much beloved Oni of Ife, whom I grew up to admire as the epitome of the dignity of royalty. Accepting to review that book was more an act of dedication than anything else.

This will be the second book and I almost did not make it. If I had received a telephone call or just a letter inviting me to review this book, I would have said no.  But the letter inviting me to undertake this review was accompanied by a copy of the book. Now a famous adage has it that it is curiosity that kills the cat. Putting a book before a scholar is like putting a gun before a soldier or a drink before a drunkard. One is tempted to read it in the case of the scholar, examine it in the case of the soldier, and taste it in the case of the drunkard.

The fact that the title of the book, which is “DELE GIWA; THE UNANSWERED QUESTIONS”, is provocative, on one of the great unsolved mysteries in Nigerian history, was sufficient to catch my attention. And so I picked up the book, made a mental note to give a negative reply to the letter, and settled down to read the book. On almost every page, I got into an argument with the author and every page is marked by my side comments. For example, on p. 12, there was a remark by the author beside which I scribbled “evidence”. To another sentence on p. 14, I scribbled “when systems break down, all egos are bruised”. On p.16, I had put a one word remark, “evidence”. On p. 17, I had three remarks: “lack of coordination”, “evidence” and “priviledges? ??”. In case you think that my remarks were restricted to just “one-word” remarks, consider my comments on p. 19, where I wrote “Kennedy type relations; but with FBI. Though in a democracy, more than journalism!”. Or look at my comments on p. 33 where I wrote “was Govt. so impotent not to have access to medical institutions?”  I have just cited these few examples to show the intensity with which I read the book. By the time I had finished reading the book, my soul was really troubled.

First things first, I never ran into the author, Brigadier-General Kunle Togun, during his service years. My ministry, the Ministry of External Affairs, had nothing to do with the State Security Service, where Colonel Togun was the Deputy Director General. Or perhaps, it is more accurate to say that I was not aware of any official relationship. In the murky world of intelligence, you are never sure of who is talking to whom behind your back. In fact, apart from the National Intelligence Agency with which the Ministry had some tenuous relationship, the only intelligence official I dealt with during this period was Colonel Akilu, who was the Director of Military Intelligence. The relationship was not official as the Ministry had nothing to do with Military Intelligence, again as far as I was aware. But when it was time for the spider-web of military intelligence to net a Major Akinyemi, I had cause to meet Colonel Akilu. But that is a story to await another day as this book is not by Colonel Akilu or about Colonel Akilu.

In fact, the first time I would meet General Togun was sometime in 2001 when he had left the army and I had returned from exile. We sat next to one another at a meeting and introduced ourselves. When he mentioned his name, my jaw literarily dropped, as I was not expecting such a young and self-effacing gentleman. Come to think about it, I should not have been surprised as it has always been my experience that people in the intelligence field seldom look the type—you know—“hello, I am Bond, James Bond” or the dark glasses and raincoat type.

Let me share four experiences with you. Shortly before the civil war broke out, I had cause to be in Enugu. One early evening, I was at the bar of the hotel where I was staying when two menacing looking fellows walked up and as if I was Mr Akinyemi. I confirmed that it sounded like me. What was I doing in Enugu? Was I aware that I was not supposed to be in the East at all? Nothing personal, mind you. I brought out a permit personally signed by Colonel Emeka Ojukwu. I had used the old Oxford connection to secure the permit. The leader of the team looked at it and pretended not to be impressed: “Hmn, well, good luck but I will not tolerate any sabos” he growled. Innocently I asked “what is a sabo” since I had never heard the term before. “A saboteur” he spat out. I assured him that if I found one, I would let him know if he would give me his telephone number. He left without further ado. That is the dark glasses type.

My second experience was in 1975 when I assumed duty as the Director-General, Nigerian Institute of International Affairs. South Africa, Angola, Mozambique and Zimbabwe (known then as Southern Rhodesia) were boiling. The Institute was often involved in activities that involved some of the liberation fighters. Each time, we had a public lecture, or a seminar or a conference, lots of people from all walks of life filled the venue. There was this particular young lady whom I could not place. Not the journalist type, not the university type. I put her down as probably from one of the ministries. One day, after about two months, she asked to see me and introduced herself. She said she was from the special branch of the police, which later became the NSO. She said she was the case officer for the Institute. I suppose she was asked to reveal her status to me after her superiors had decided that I was not a terrible revolutionary after all. She looked like your ordinary lady that there was no way that I could have guessed in a million years that she was in intelligence.

My third experience was in the NADECO days when I was invited by the Deputy Inspector General of Police for a polite chat. Sitting beside his desk when I entered his office was a plumb lady in her forties or so, in Buba and wrapper with a casual head gear. He introduced her as the Commissioner of Police, Political Intelligence. Believe me, if I had met her on the road, I would have put her down as a well dressed trader or mama put. She did not look like a Police officer to me at all.

My fourth, although not the last, experience was again in NADECO days when the British MI5 invited me to tea, not to talk about the merits of English tea, but to talk about NADECO activities in Britain. The three ladies who interviewed me would not have stood out on a London bus or train. They looked like ordinary business women or civil servants.

So if you think you will be able to spot the intelligence chaps in the room, whether serving or retired, forget it. The usual suspects are usually the innocent ones.

I am sure that there is no one in this room today who does not wish he were somewhere else. You see, we are here to be part of the launching of a book on Dele Giwa’s death. If Dele Giwa had not died, there would have been no cause for a book about his death. And that is why I said that I am sure that there is no one in this room today who would not have preferred to be somewhere else. I am sure in my heart that there is no one in this room who would have wished Dele Giwa Dead.

This is a book on Dele Giwa’s Death by one of those against whom suspicious fingers have been pointed, not by the state, but by some private individuals, of being involved in his death. As would be expected, this book is Brigadier- General Kunle Togun’s own version of his innocence, couched in the form of questions and leads which should have been asked and followed but were not asked and followed. This book is made up of the first fifteen pre-content pages which is devoted to Dedication, Acknowledgement, Preface, and Foreword. Then follows 149 pages of issues raised by Togun dealing with the leads and questions which should have been pursued but which were not pursued. Finally, we have 39 pages of appendixes and finally five pages of index.

Dele Giwa death was a tragedy of national importance. If it was part of  a Shakespeare’s tragic play, we would be provided with a detailed exposition of the political and national background within which this tragedy occurred. And the author, within the narrow focus of the event and the dramatis personae, did this.

And this will be my take off point, and will seek to explain why I have titled my review-commentary, A LAMENTATION ON NIGERIA. Dele Giwa’s death was, properly viewed, not an isolated event, just as Dele was not an isolated star operating in the national milieu. Dele burst unto the Nigerian scene and consciousness in the late 1970s as a young man in his 30s. That was a wonderful time to be young and alive in Nigeria. Nigeria was pulsating with greatness and vibrancy. Nigeria was alive and living. It was not a question of hope. Hope is wishing for the uncertain. No, it was a time of certainty that Nigeria had arrived and there was no stopping her. It was a time of courage. As William Wordsworth put it so long ago, “Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive, But to be young was very heaven”. Dele was not alone. He was one of the brightest and the best of that glorious period; he was one of the shooting stars. Every profession produced its own shooting stars. In journalism, you had Dele Giwa, Dele Cole, Stanley Macebuh, Haroun Adamu, Turi Mohammed; in the military, you had Muritala Mohammed, T. Y. Danjuma, the best Chief of Army Staff, Nigeria had ever had, Ibrahim Babangida the youngest member of the Supreme Military Council who faced down Dimka, Alani Akinrinade who as General Officer Commanding telephoned his command in Kaduna from Lagos to tell them to disown the Dimka coup, Joe Garba the charismatic colonel in charge of foreign affairs, in academia, you had Bala Yusuf Usman, Bolaji Akinyemi, Ayo Awojobi, Ken Saro-Wiwa, J. Pepper Clark, Wole Soyinka, and in music you had the one and only Fela Anikulapo-Kuti. We were more than these. These are just names representative of that class who were in their 30s and who had the opportunity to move and shake and mould Nigeria in the late 1970s to mid-1980s. We had this incredible faith in our ability to move mountains and fill valleys.

Where have we all gone? Where has Nigeria on which we all lavished our youth gone? Some like Dele Giwa, Murtala Mohammed, and Ken Saro-Wiwa, died under tragic circumstances, some like Ayo Awojobi, Joe Garba and Fela have also passed on. The rest are still around. Is there anyone of us dead or alive who will assert that this present day Nigeria represents the Nigeria of his dreams? I am not referring to any particular administration or regime. There is collective quilt and collective responsibility for the present state of affairs.

I am not even too sure that the dead are not luckier than those of us alive. At least they are spared the broken hearts that go with broken dreams.

It is in this environment of we can reach the stars that Dele Giwa flourished and perished. As I have indicated earlier, this book is divided into four parts, but conceptually, it is really in three parts. The first part which covers chapters 1-7, chapter 9 and chapter 11. It deals with the botched investigations into the murder of Giwa. The second part which is chapter 8 deals with the human rights core of the author and the third part which is chapter 10 is the letter written by the author to Madam Eleki Giwa, the mother of Dele Giwa.

I am not going to review this book in the order in which it is written. I am going to review it in reverse order. You may find this strange and unusual. Well, this is a strange and unusual book. How do you explain a book in which on p. vii, titled “DEDICATION” in the third paragraph, the author writes “Finally, I dedicate this book to Mama Eleki Giwa, Dele Giwa’s mother who was deprived of the joy of being buried by her son”? And yet the author is one of those suspected by Gani Fawehinmi of being one of the perpetrators of the crime.

I will start with the third part of the book, the letter to Dele Giwa’s mother. I am touched by this chapter. I was moved emotionally. Normally, soldiers like to present a macho image, larger than life, no milk of human emotion in them, no smiling, no laughing, no crying, etc. I once read a biography of General George Paton, one of the toughest and best generals in human history. In it, I read that Paton used to stand in front of a mirror and practise his General’s face: tough and unsmiling. Yet in this letter to Mama Giwa, Togun writes openly about his love for his own father, the extra ordinary steps he took to keep his father alive just so that his father would perform what he Togun regarded as the most sacred of all filial duties: that a son should bury his mother. Hear his own very words: “Daddy, I will lock you up for as long as I deem necessary. I will shout at you, inconvenience you and do anything I feel like doing to you for only one reason: I do not want you to die before your mother. If your mother dies today and you die one minute after her, you will make me the happiest being in the world”. Togun wrote openly about the way he cried at the funeral of his father in 1980, when incidentally Papa Togun’s mother was still alive. All these written at the very beginning of the letter to Mama Giwa was to let her know that knowing the value he attached to that sacred filial duty of son burying mother, he would never be a willing party to knowingly killing Dele Giwa.

In the same letter, Togun produced another card: his Christianity. I do not know whether he is a born-again Christian. What he calls himself is a “practising Christian” (p139). Hear him “I swear to you in the name of the Living God that I knew nothing and have no hand in the death of your dear son, Dele. What is hidden to man is well known to God. It is the same God who says that he is the God of vengeance.” Togun continued, “In Deuteronomy Chapter 32, verse 35, the Holy Bible says of God ‘To me belongeth vengeance and recompense; their foot shall slide in due time for the day of their calamity is at hand, and the things that shall come upon them make haste.’ So let it be with the killer or killers of your son” This is a curse on the murderers of Dele Giwa. But Togun goes beyond that by invoking a curse on the children, grandchildren and great grandchildren of the murderers of Dele. Hear his own words “Also in Exodus Chapter 20, verse 5, my God said ‘For I, the Lord thy God, am a jealous God, visiting the sin of the fathers upon the children unto the third and fourth generation of them that hate me’. He reinforces this curse by quoting Exodus Chapter 34, versus 7, ‘KEEPING MERCY FOR THOUSANDS, FORGIVING INIQUITY AND TRANSGRESSION AND SIN, AND THAT WILL BY NO MEANS CLEAR THE QUILTY: VISITING THE INIQUITY OF THE FATHERS UPON THE CHILDREN’S CHILDREN, UNTO THE THIRD AND THE FOURTH GENERATION.’ So let it be with the killer or killers of your son, Dele.” (pp. 139-140).

Togun father was a Reverend gentleman. My father was a Reverend gentleman and in addition, I come from a large family of Reverend gentlemen and pastors. If I were even remotely connected with a crime, there is no way I would invoke these terrible curses on my self. His use of that special phraseology “my God” is reserved for those who believe that they have a special and intimate relationship with God, and they will not use that name of God in vain. This is the most emotional part of the book. It removes the starched khaki shroud with which we wrap our military officers and reveal the sensitive and fragile human beings that some of them are. In the inimitable words of that irrepressible Fela, through this chapter, we really come to see that “uniform na cloth, na tailor dey make am”. 

The second part of the book is chapter 8, titled HUMAN RIGHTS, pp.117-124. Here Togun writes about his commitment to human rights. This commitment is not just declaratory. He illustrates his commitment and adherence to human rights by actual cases cited. He names such names as Chief Bola Ige, Dr. Omololu Olunloyo, Chief Lateef Jakande, Chief Jim Nwobodo, Chief C. C. Onoh, Alhaji Balarabe Musa as among those who passed through his hand at Bonny Camp as the Commander of the Security Group of the DMI. While some of these people are dead, most are still alive. To that extent, his challenge to anyone to step forward and complain about any form of ill-treatment under his command is not an empty challenge. Those who call the dead to be their witnesses often have things to hide. But those who call on the living to controvert them often have clean hands. He also mentions how after the 1985 IBB coup, he secured the releases of leaders like Dr. Olusola Saraki, from Ikoyi prison, Professor Isaya Audu, and Nene Archibong from Kirikiri prison and Senator Gbenga Ogunniya from the NSO cell. He provided details of his role in securing the release of detainees from the infamous Ita-Oko detention camp and the transfer of the rest to regular prisons, a move that led to his being “blackmailed to the Presidency”. He mentioned other names that he handled including Chief M C K Ajuluchukwu, Dr. Alex Fom, Dr. Wahab Dosumu, Mr. Maduka Hart and affirmed “None of them can complain of any maltreatment, torture, humiliation or abuse of their rights while with me.” Femi Falana and Folu Olamiti also received mention among those he released from NSO cells. Pa Abraham Adesanya also received a honourable mention on p.123. He concluded the chapter by making this proclamation: “I was involved in the investigation of four coups – Dimka Coup, 1976; Senior NCOs Coup in 1978 (first time I am hearing about this); Vatsa coup, 1985; and another coup attempt in 1986 (again, first time that I am hearing about this). Many of those investigated and interrogated on these coups are alive today. None can complain of torture, maltreatment, humiliation or any form of abuse of their human rights unlike what was being alleged in the 1995 and 1997 coups”. 

This is an incredible exercise in self-justification and righteousness. It exposes the author to damaging counter-punches if he is wrong. If he is right and there are no counter-revelations about these coup episodes which he mentioned, and the Orkar coup which he did not mention, then Brigadier-General Kunle Togun has laid a very solid foundation of a personality devoted to the observance of human rights and human dignity in dealing with people who found themselves under his control in one of those cycles of life when human beings find themselves exercising the power of life and death over fellow human beings. The risk in calling as witnesses people who are still alive and whom he interrogated reinforce my judgement that he is a truthful author.

These two parts are the most useful and most touching parts of the book because they bare the personality and the soul of the author to the scrutiny of the public for judgement. I wish that these two parts could have been expanded to provide more insight into the values and beliefs of General Togun. These are the parts where he tells you and me who he is, what motivates him and what life means to him. He is not raising any questions here, he is not writing about other people or other institutions here. He is writing about himself. He is exposing himself. As Alexander Pope put it in Essay on man, “know then thyself, presume not God to scan; the proper study of mankind is man”. Plato writing as far back as the 3rd century B.C. was even more blunt, “Trees and fields tell me nothing: men are my teachers”. 
The first part of the book, to which the book owes its title, deals with questions not asked and leads not followed and this covers pp. 1-116, and pp.125-136. There are some questions which he raised to which Sherlock Holmes would have replied tartly “elementary, my dear Watson”. An example of such questions are the four which he raised at the top of p. 33, dealing with why Kayode Soyinka did not go to the police. Quite elementary, really. If the Kayode camp were accusing the government of being involved in the murder, why would Soyinka trust the police which was part of the government? The same answer would be given to the questions he also raised about the cool conduct of the Newswatch management towards the police authorities.

The second issue revolves around the questions he raised based on inconsistencies in the press reports. In raising these questions, he treats some press reports as facts and other press reports as fantasies. It is extremely dangerous to treat press reports as facts unless these reports are corroborated by subsequent events. Quite recently, the Canadian pathologist who carried out the post mortem examination on the Ogoni nine who were hanged by the Abacha regime had some interesting findings to reveal. Firstly, acid was not poured on the bodies as we had been led to believe. Secondly, they were buried in individual coffins whereas we had been led to believe that their bodies were just dumped into open graves. Thirdly, they were buried in individual graves and not in mass graves. Fourthly, the only injuries on the bodies were consistent with hanging whereas we had been led to believe that they had been tortured before they were hanged. This phenomenon of publishing unsubstantiated stories had to do with the pressure of meeting press deadlines and who is ready to cooperate by being available to be interviewed. It is not unique to Nigeria. Quite recently, in the United States, a journalist asked President Bush for his comments on the death of President Yasser Arafat. Bush replied by asking for peaceful rest for his soul. The fact, however, was that Arafat was still officially alive. His death was not announced until two days later. It is therefore not safe to use “facts” in some papers to question “facts” in other papers.

In any case, mistakes can be innocent, just as the author himself fell victim to on pp.48-49. There is a picture of the Seal of the President inscribed with words “PRESIDENT, COMMANDER-IN-CHIEF OF THE ARMED FORCES OF NIGERIA”. But the author wrote under it as caption, “Seal of the President and Commander in Chief”. There are four errors here. A detective might have wasted valuable time making a mountain out of this before realising that it was just typographical errors. 

Another set of questions which are pertinent and relevant nevertheless expose the inefficiency of the intelligence agencies. Such questions revolve around what stories Dele Giwa was or was not working on (pp. 52-53) and what documents were or were not in Dele’s office. Americans up till today believe that under J. Edgar Hoover, the Federal Bureau of Investigation (FBI) had informants among migratory birds flying between Cuba, Soviet Union and the United States, and among the fish swimming between the United States and communist countries. And if a shark found in Los Angeles were unfortunate to have a cousin who recently swam in Chinese waters, that shark was in for wahala. And so, are we being asked to believe that the SSS, the Police and the DMI did not have informants in press rooms? Are we being asked to believe that the SSS, the Police and the DMI did not or could not tap the telephones of someone who had been interrogated for allegations on gun running? I am very much aware that the telephones of a serving minister were tapped when his military brother was suspected of planning a coup?

One by-product of the questions raised by the author also showed lack of coordination among the intelligence agencies. On p.17, General Togun wrote “on the third issue, Dele Giwa was told that there was a rumour milling around that he was heard discussing arms and ammunition. He admitted having a discussion with the DMI on the phone on this matter the previous day and that he was waiting for me to open up on the issue. I was taken aback. I then told him that if we had known that he had already discussed with DMI, we would not have bothered in any way to invite him again for discussions”. I must point out that this lack of coordination is not unique to Nigeria. Anyone who has followed the series of inquiries in the United States after 9/11 would also have noticed how each individual agency hoarded information available to it.

There is also a group of questions which I will characterise as making distinctions where the distinctions are minute. Two examples you will find on pp. 24-25. Kayode was supposed to have told an interviewer that Dele Giwa held the brown envelope “directly on top of his thighs” and the author inferred that Kayode was sitting beside Dele to have seeing the envelope on his thighs. Well, if I am in the same room with someone sitting at the table and I cannot see what he is holding, my assumption will be that he is holding it between the bottom of the tabletop and his thighs. Most people will not be that precise and will simply refer to his thighs whether they actually saw the parcel on his thighs or not. Another example was the author trying to make a distinction between “had not opened the parcel” and “was about to open the parcel”. I submit that most of us will not make that kind of distinction.

There is a hilarious issue raised on p.44: according to the author “it was not normal for a gateman to leave his duty post and cross the road to collect a message”. The comment I scribbled beside that is “maybe not in the military. It is done all the time in civil life”.

There is a series of questions centred around the leads not followed by the police and the uncooperative attitude of several people named in the book. These questions are among the most important raised in the book. In fact, these questions are so striking that they form the core of the FOREWARD to the book written by Lt-General Alani Akinrinade, the chairman of this occasion: “Is it a result of incompetence or a limitation imposed by the law? Or, how come the scene of a ghastly murder and arson was unsecured for days by the police for physical and forensic evidence gathering? The book claims that a citizen had better access or in fact took over the scene of the crime and excluded the police. It further points out the importance (impotence?) of the police or the law to question material witnesses. What happened to the power of the court to subpoena witnesses? Was it sought for?” (p. xvi). I could not have put it better myself. There is no country that I know in the world where the police would have been defied the way the Nigerian police was defied on the Dele Giwa case. The question is for the police to answer. Even after Soyinka returned to England, did the Nigerian police seek the assistance of Interpol and the British police? During NADECO days, I was invited by the Deputy Inspector General of Police for a chat. In fairness to him, he offered to come to my house to see me. I was the one who insisted on going to his office. I was struck by the last thing he said to me, as I was leaving his office: “Sir, I am sorry. A lot of people respect you. You are a national hero. But if I am asked to pick you up, I will have to do my duty.” I told him that I understood but he should not send his boys at 2am to pick me up. I promised that if he let me know, I would turn myself in after a good dinner and a goodnight sleep. He agreed. I am not sure though that he would have kept the agreement. On p. 41, the author raised the issue as regards the nature of Soyinka’s injuries. Are we to believe that the police could not or did not get a court’s supoena to require the hospital to turn over the records? Enough said. I believe that if the institutions of state had functioned the way they are supposed to function, we would not have had so many unanswered questions.

Another set of critical questions was focused on the nature of the injuries of Kayode Soyinka and the devastation of the scene of the explosion. This is the most revealing and intriguing part of this book. The mystery is further compounded by the fact that Funmi, Dele Giwa’s wife who was not even in the room suffered lacerations that were very obvious. The author feels so strongly about the strength of this evidence that he stuck his neck out to come to two explosive conclusions which were that “Kayode was not in the study when the blast took place”(p.36) and “then the theory of Soyinka leaving the room to activate the bomb by remote control is appearing more suggestive.” (p. 66). If not that he had assured us on p. ix that Chief FRA Williams had vetted the legal aspects of the book, I would have feared for his legal position. Will this mystery ever be solved?

It would be a glaring omission if the book did not deal with the involvement of Chief Gani Fawehinmi and the courts. This is dealt with in sufficient detail and the facts are informative. The only glaring omission was the failure of the author to mention that the law as regards private prosecution was changed in Lagos state in the midst of the legal battles. This was an ill-advised move that government should not have undertaken. It gave the impression that government was seeking an undue advantage.  

In spite of the critical comments that I have made, I can still understand why this book was written. There is nothing as terrible as being accused of doing something that you have not done. Even now, nothing reduces me to tears as to be falsely accused especially when I cannot prove my innocence. This is a deeply emotional book written from the agony of a man who believes he has been unfairly accused of a heinous crime. I have read this book carefully. The only evidence against him is that he interrogated Dele Giwa some days before his death. When I consider my own Christian background, and I recall the terrible curses that Togun had invoked on the perpetrators of this crime and their generations still unborn, I believe that Brigadier-General A. Kunle Togun is innocent of this crime.  

The Dele Giwa mystery reminds me all the time about the mystery surrounding the assassination of President John F. Kennedy. I have read all the books written on that tragedy. I have watched hours and hours of television documentaries about it. 75% of Americans now believe that their government was involved, not in the assassination, but in the cover-up that followed. I agree with the Americans. I believe that the American government knew who killed Kennedy, but that if the information were to be made public, the United States would have had to do terrible things publicly that it probably did secretly to avenge his death.

Did our government know who killed Dele Giwa? Are there reasons of state why this information was not shared with the public? The author believes that the truth will come out one day. I doubt it. One of the advantages of reading a lot and watching the Discovery and History channels is the awareness that human history is full of mysteries and unsolved riddles. What and Who really killed Napoleon, Alexander, the two Royal Princes in the London Tower, Diana, Princess of Wales, Bola Ige, Dokubo etc. The list is endless.

In conclusion, I might ask what happened to that generation of which Dele Giwa was a part? What happened to the dreams? I am reminded of the words of a protest song from the late 1960s:

Where have all the young men gone

Long time passing

Where have all the young men gone

Long time ago

Where have all the young men gone

Gone to grave yards, everyone

Oh, when will they ever learn?

Oh, when will they ever learn?

