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Power of the Written Words
"The written word has the power to communicate that which the mouth cannot find a timeless audience to tell." It is what my grandfather could tell me every time I visited his home. He kept reminding me that oratory skills are essential in life, but unless some records a speech, it has strong but short effects on the listeners. I was young, and the naivety of adolescence whispered to my conscience that older adults talk a lot. At that time, the art of writing was still a riddle to me. I used to think that people who write books are not extraordinary. One day my grandfather and I visited his friend Simon. He was an older man at his sixties but appeared strong. I did not know that it was an already planned meeting which the subject of discussion was me. Simon invited us to his study room. The room was a library like shelves packed with books. His table was untidy with books scattered all over. 
The older man requested me to push aside a huge heavy carton by the table to create a space for a chair. Curiosity seduced my hands to open the carton, but the older man had long noticed the hideous intention. "Hey, do you like reading?" I replied, "Yes, but I hardly pay attention to written texts." He laughed and then rudely hissed at my grandfather's face that smiled, and he remarked, "This boy doesn't know that I'm a great writer, and my blood runs in his veins." Simon narrated me how my father taught him the art of writing, especially letter writing. Just like Malcolm X did not have the correct words to express himself, Simon experienced difficulties in constructing meaningful texts. The older man affirmed that it was through reading that he became aware of the power of the written word. His speech inspired, and I swore to become a writer right at that moment. Simon showed me his current work, a book written in vernacular and was a collection of narrative, riddles, and traditional songs. It took him fifteen years to do research for the right content.
When we went back to my grandfather's place, he showed me bundles of letters packed in a carton. He persuaded me to read through one or two letters. I did not know that my grandfather meant to pass the knowledge of writing to me, especially the use of figurative language. I could go through his old love letters, some which employed seductive style whereas others addressed broken love, in a bitter tone which hid in the rich vocabulary used. My father told me that he was a good writer in his youth, but the culture of reading and writing was still young, and therefore, he could not find a good number of audiences to target. When my grandfather passed on, I missed the opportunity to read through his writings, which built on aesthetic vocabulary. 
I wanted to become the kind of writer my grandfather died craving to have in his family. However, it was not easy for me to find the first word every time I had an idea to put on paper. It was until my friend; Jones invited me for his summer tour to African that I experienced a writing epiphany. Jones could write better than me for his family, embraced the culture reading and writing more than it did mine. Therefore, apart from paying a visit to his relatives in Sierra Leone, he wanted to write about African culture. Also, he offered to coach me on the techniques of writing, and I swore to learn from him within the first month in Sierra Leone. Jones' cousin, Daniel, took us to an ancient shrine in the neighborhood. The shrine is an extension of the valley that connects to a permanent stream which runs across Daniels village. The place has enormous mahogany trees, and there are rocks of different shapes. Daniel narrated to us how older men could offer burnt sacrifices to gods that protected the village. That happened in the past, but still, up to date, people respect the shrine. He described occasions when angry ghosts that guarded the shrine pursued particular people who disrespected the sanctified place. Jones and I like the way Daniel used language to create imagery out of such stories. I felt a strange urge to write, and so was Daniel. I appreciated Daniel's use of flashback and therefore decided to use the style in a different story. I wrote: 
"I was woken up at around 1:00 A. M by the midnight cold which surged deep through my skin; reaching my delicate innermost organs. My skin was numb, and blood was still in the vessels. The whole me but the stomach was frozen. The stomach housed flames. Yes, I could tell the extreme to which the benevolent flames devoured the intestines. I could feel the intestines in their burning chamber move in zigzags. They agonized noisily as the fire consumed them one by one. At that moment, I remembered how my grandmother's African pot was ever full of food. That was a mocking memorial to a starving lady. My jaws vibrated with anger and upper teeth hit against the lower teeth rhythmically. My face shrank and squeezed the watery eyes in their sockets. I wept. I walked feebly to the kitchen but found nothing substantial was edible. I was weak, so I leaned to the door of the kitchen and gave the inside a blank stare.  I stood at the doorway for hours before a flash of thought hit my head. "Why am I starving?" my conscience questioned"
That was the first piece of writing I produced as a result of inspiration from Daniel's stories about the shrine. Jones praised my work and encouraged me to write more texts. I have several other short stories that I wrote since then, but my greatest achievement is a novel that I am due to complete within one year period. The book reminds me of my reading and writing literacy. Today, I read a lot of literary texts in hand and soft copies. The knowledge of the computer helps me greatly to store my work and make the correction. I am determined to become a great writer that my grandfather craved to forge in me.
