
The Annual Şęnrolu Day in Odoşęnlu 

Babafemi A. Badejo, Ph,D 

Upon landing from Addis Ababa on Good Friday, April 19, 2019, I drove from the airport to my roots-

Odoşęnlu. In Nigeria, we wrongly place emphasis on place of origin as opposed to residence. Many civic 

forms demand this information and it used to be the basis for any stake in the larger system. Though the 

relevance of place of origin is reducing, it is still very much there. So, we tend to have attachment to where 

our great, great grandfathers or simply put our lineage is. Hence, Odoşęnlu is where I have my country 

home. It is where I am also a Prince. 

A very peaceful place with quite a lot of lush green vegetation that is gradually disappearing. Many wild 

palm trees that have grown so tall to the height of skyscrapers are dotted all over the place. In my youth, I 

had an Uncle whose live was devoted to harvesting palm fruits as well as palm wine from those trees. His 

wife converted those palm kernels into palm oil for cooking and remnants into other things.  

As a kid, we had tarmac road (thanks to late Engineer Olugbekan) into a town that is made up of Muslims, 

Christians, Agnostics and traditional worshippers. We had pipe borne water, thanks to late Engineer Jubril 

Andu who was our first Oba when the town's status got upgraded from that of a Baalę into a Kingdom. We 

were one of the first to also have electricity in Nigeria. 

The road is still there but unmaintained. Those who led us as a Nation in the beginning during self-rule into 

independence were not thieves as our current leaders. They built infrastructure and provided for the people. 

The free education that was started then allowed me to gain knowledge from a public elementary school 

and subsidized secondary education from the Anglican Church. It was possible to get Federal Government 

Scholarship/State Government Bursary Award in the University. The thieves of today as leaders corner 

millions of dollars, share among themselves and train their children outside Nigeria. Many school children 

trying to enter the University in Nigeria have not touched a computer. Unbelievable in a country that is so 

blessed with many resources and brainy individuals. 

But the main gist is that I had gone home to Chair the annual Şęnrolu Day that is normally the Saturday 

after Good Friday. Prof. Fola Lasisi who had served as Vice-Chancellor of a Federal University as well as 

a Private one had informed me that the community wanted me to be the Chairperson at this year's event. I 

gladly accepted the honour especially with a role model like him being the august messenger. Şęnrolu was 

the ancestral founder of our sub-urban little town. And we have a colourful event annually in his memory.   

I had invited a few of my classmates, and friends I normally hang out with while home to the event. Present 

in this respect were Professors Ade Kukoyi and Funso Akere, Babatunde Oworu, Babasola Jaiyeola who 

generously donated and brought the cheque from Akinola Soname along, Col. Tunde Anthony Awote rtd, 

an Ijebu High Chief also with a cheque and Mr. Ayo Aderinwale who was unavoidably absent but sent a 

cheque and Mr. Kola Banjo. With the state receding in our lives, communities in Nigeria started picking up 

the gaps being left as national resources were being diverted into private pockets. So, Şęnrolu Day is not 

just pomp and pageantry, it normally involves fundraising to support educational and other developmental 

goals. 

The committee that organised these year's event that was led by Barrister Edwards Ayo Odugbesan was 

asked to focus on raising funds towards building a Palace. Our immediate King Oba Sule recently died and 

we have a Regent in the person of Engineer Babasola Osibeluwo. 

I personally did not think a Palace should be priority in a situation in which there is so much poverty. No-

one is climbing the tall palm trees anymore. And we have not been smart enough to approach the 



International Institute for Tropical Agriculture (IITA) that is less than 100 kilometres from us for answer 

to replanting our tall palm trees. IITA was set up long ago at Ibadan-the political capital of the Yorubas.  

The IITA has palm tree species that are stymied to allow a short person to stretch his/her hand and pluck 

the palm fruits as well as get palm wine that many people-Nigerians and visitors alike love to drink when 

available. In fact, it became processed and could be exported. For me, it is greatest when it is freshly being 

brought down from the tall palm trees when fermentation is just beginning. But some prefer it when it is 

full alcohol. Others, especially in the Delta part of Nigerian turn it into powerful gin that the British, as 

colonial overlords, banned as illicit drink in order to boost the sales of their Gordon and Beefeater Gins in 

colonial Nigeria. 

When I was young, I used to accompany my cousin to search for snails whenever we visited Odoşęnlu from 

Ijebu-Ode, 5 miles away. Snails are a delicacy in Nigeria even though I stopped eating them about the end 

of the 1960s. That means they are all over the place in the wild. With little investment, our youths can farm 

them and sell. 

The only industry in town is the bottling of Leolas table water that belonged to the family of our immediate 

past King. And even this can use a lot of brand publicity to compete nation-wide and thereby create jobs. 

So, I decided to use the resources raised from my friends and my family to initiate a Youth Empowerment 

Programme that can help the situation of unemployed youths of my small town. My family and friends 

could do more as we see progress in improving the lots of the unemployed youths of our town. The Regent 

had, at the event, announced a Community Welfare Committee to be chaired by Professor Fola Lasisi. I 

was, among others, selected as a member of this Committee. So, it is reasonable to expect that the initiative 

on Youth Empowerment would receive a boost within the Welfare Committee. 

Under the visible pressure of the Organizing Committee, I chipped into the Palace funds. Importantly, I 

really appreciate Prince Sharafa Sule who, though he dropped reasonable money into the Palace funds, 

made it more than clear that he felt Odoşęnlu should invest in the development of the town and its youths 

and defer on the Palace. He was candidly and correctly blunt. He was far away from my compromise-

oriented UN diplomatic training. 

Another highlight was the donation of 10 laptops meant for University level children of Odoşęnlu. The 

donors were the Chairman of the Palace funds Committee and his wife-Mrs. Odugbesan. But only 3 

University students were in attendance. So, the rest were donated to secondary and two primary schools in 

the town and religious institutions. 

The event was attended by Mr. K.S. Onafuye, the Chairman and Mrs. Bola Onabanjo, the Deputy 

Chairperson of the Local Government to which we blong - Ijebu North East Local Government. 

The entertainment at the event and at my country home was an opportunity for me to dance Apępę music 

that normally makes me feel possessed. 

 

 


