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The first lessons of my childhood rose not from classrooms but from the open air. The village 

square was our library, the sky our shifting roof, the earth our chalkboard. We learned by running 

barefoot through dust, our laughter mixing with the hum of markets and the murmur of prayers. 

Knowledge came in flavors and sounds: the sweetness of sugarcane passed between friends, the 

fire of suya shared after play, the steady drum of folktales told by elders whose words carried more 

authority than paper. Even quarrels became teachers, brief storms that ended in quick 

reconciliations, reminding us that joy is too precious to surrender. Childhood revealed to me that 

learning is not a single voice but a chorus, not a single river but many streams meeting. And in 

that meeting, I found my first education, carried in dust, laughter, hunger, and belonging. It was 

there I began to see religion and culture not as boundaries but as threads in a vast tapestry, weaving 

identity like cloth on a communal loom, drawing me toward the study of religion as the fire where 

meaning, history, and belonging are forged. 

When I arrived at the University of Ibadan, I realized those childhood lessons had prepared me for 

another marketplace of learning. Yoruba culture became both mirror and guide. Greetings carried 

philosophy, festivals unfolded as classrooms, and community itself became theology. There, books 

widened my imagination, but I never read them in isolation: every proverb, every meal echoed in 

their margins. I began weaving stories and poems to translate these living lessons into words others 

could hold. Those years were both garden and furnace, nurturing me gently while also burning 

away the illusion that truth is simple. 

Crossing the ocean to the United States extended this journey into another square, another 

gathering of voices. My accent often arrived before my thoughts, and I sometimes mistook 

kindness for offense or laughter for dismissal. I learned that words, like water, take the shape of 
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their container, and meaning shifts with context. What began as performance--nodding quickly, 

saying “awesome,” echoing endless “thank-yous,” slowly became a practice in empathy. I came 

to see that every culture carries its rhythm, and listening deeply is itself a form of learning. 

International education, I discovered, is not only about mastering facts but about living in 

translation, where missteps can become bridges and difference itself a teacher. 

At Georgia State, I transformed the classroom into a village square. Proverbs became seeds, stories 

became firelight, and laughter, sometimes at my accent, became part of the learning. I even brought 

my heritage to the table, literally, by cooking Nigerian meals for classmates. Around those pots of 

jollof rice and pepper soup, difference was not erased but tasted, swallowed, and remembered. The 

kitchen became both shrine and playground, where serious debate mingled with the joy of spice, 

and where culture was not just studied but savored. In that space, education became not ink on 

paper but salt that preserves, spice that awakens, and sharing that binds, reminding me that wisdom 

dwells in both hunger and abundance. 

Now at Emory, my education has both roots and wings. Professors stretch me like a bow toward 

new questions, while community anchors me. It is both furnace and shelter: burning away 

ignorance while warming fragile dreams. Here, I see how a globally-minded education can do 

more than broaden horizons; it can heal fractures, mend silences, and turn strangers into kin. The 

world struggles with divisions, religious conflict, cultural misunderstanding, and exclusion. My 

own journey convinces me that education shaped by many voices can address these challenges by 

teaching us not to erase contradictions but to live with them as sources of wisdom, resilience, and 

strength. 
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An African proverb says the back of a child is a writing slate. Mine bears marks from Idoma, 

Hausa, Igbo, Yoruba, Bachama, Igala, Fulani, French, and American hands. Some wrote in ink, 

others in fire, some left whispers, others wounds. Yet every mark has become my map. Diversity 

is not chaos but chorus, not fracture but fullness. Every tongue, loud or hushed, pleads the same: I 

am human. I want to be understood. One-World-Many-Voices, then, is not a slogan; it is the 

compass of my life, drawn across homes, worlds, and braided truths, pointing toward a future 

where education is both mirror and window, both wound and healing, both bridge and destination, 

both the silence of longing and the song of arrival. 

 

 


