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As a queer Ghanaian, I grew up in a society that
constantly told me my identity did not belong to my
culture, that it was foreign, imported, and somehow
un-African. Over time, I came to understand that this
narrative is not only harmful but historically untrue.

Our stories have always existed. Our ancestors have
always existed. Our resistance has always existed.
What has been erased is not our existence, but the
histories that affirm it.

This exhibition is my way of creating the space I once
needed, a space to go back home to. It invites African and
Afro-diasporic LGBTQIA+ people to reconnect with their
heritage without shame, to see themselves reflected in
history, and to remember that we come from a long
lineage of resilience, creativity, spirituality, and love.

For many of us, home is more than a place. It is a memory, a
longing, and a relationship shaped by migration, colonial
violence, and silence. Through these archives, stories, and
histories, I hope we can return to that home together, not as
a place of pain, but as a source of grounding, belonging, and
strength. This is an invitation to remember, reclaim, and
affirm a simple truth: queerness has always been part of
Africa's story.



A display archival materials and present African queer
and trans heritage across time and geography, while
creating space for reflection and dialogue on what has
been remembered, what has been forgotten, and what
has been deliberately erased.
This space is for African and Afro-diasporic LGBTQIA+
people and their allies to reconnect, heal, feel
grounded, and reclaim our histories as something alive
and present, rather than distant or broken fragments
of the past. 
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Marriage bans do not emerge in a vacuum. They emerge when lawmakers
believe something is already happening, or might soon happen. The repeated use
of the word "prohibit" suggests that conversations around same-sex
relationships and marriage had become visible enough to provoke a response.
One sentence stands out: the article references agitation for the legalisation of
same-sex marriage in Nigeria. That matters. It suggests that queer Nigerians
were not only building communities and seeking recognition; some were
beginning to make claims for rights.
Reading this article alongside earlier documents, a pattern starts to emerge.
Organising becomes visibility. Visibility becomes public debate. Public debate
becomes political intervention.
The archive records the growing visibility of people who had already been there.



This article may be the earliest anchor point in this archive. It reveals that an
organised queer community already existed in Nigeria by at least 1989. The
report references a nationwide structure with state and zonal branches and
places Nigeria among the first African countries documented as having a gay
movement.
The article quickly expands beyond Lagos, hints at networks, movement,
communication, and relationships extending across cities. Queer organising
appears here not as an isolated local phenomenon but as part of a broader
social world connected across regions and even beyond Nigeria's borders.
The questions linger. Who built these networks? How did they communicate?
And what traces of their organising survive outside the newspaper record?



This article enters the archive through
violence. It documents the public arrest and
exposure of seven men in Ibadan by
members of the Oodua People's Congress
(OPC). But beneath the language of
accusation and moral panic, we are given
names, ages, occupations,
neighbourhoods, and routes between cities.

One detail stands out: some of the men were described as residents of
Lagos who regularly travelled to Ibadan. The article presents this
movement as suspicious, but in reality, it suggests social networks,
relationships, and forms of community extending beyond a single city.
The article also preserves an unexpected geography. Araromi, Oke-Padre,
St. Mary's Catholic Church, an Agip filling station, Galaxy Television.
Through an attempt at surveillance, the newspaper accidentally maps
queer presence in urban Nigeria.
The archive survives because somebody was trying to expose it.



For journalists to ask whether homosexuals belong in church, queer
Christians must already have been present enough to make the question
unavoidable. The article records Pastor Enoch Adeboye responding to what
it describes as agitation by a gay movement seeking recognition.
That small reference matters. It connects this article to earlier evidence of
organised queer communities and suggests that questions of visibility had
already entered public religious life.
I keep returning to the context of the interview. Why was this question
important enough to ask a prominent religious leader at an airport? What
conversations were already taking place inside churches, universities, homes,
and communities? Long before House of Rainbow became publicly visible,
this article suggests that queer Nigerians were already negotiating faith,
belonging, and recognition within religious spaces.





For a movement to be "losing momentum," it must first have had it. The
article treats the existence of a Nigerian gay movement as a fact. The
debate is not whether it exists, but whether it is succeeding.
What makes this article particularly rich is how many different
communities appear within it. References emerge to Yan Daudu
communities in northern Nigeria, queer life in universities, the Nigerian
film industry, prisons, and a reportedly thriving gay scene on Lagos
Island. These mentions are brief  and sometimes hostile. But they reveal
an archive of presence stretching across regions and social worlds in a
period of intense moral panic.









The headline immediately takes us into the existence of something
remarkable: a church led by a pastor openly affirming gay men and
lesbians. By now, the organised queer movement that first appeared in
the archive in 1992 has become something much larger than a network,
an institution. House of Rainbow, reportedly founded around 2006
during an intense period of backlash against queer visibility, had a
fixed address, regular worship, leadership, and community life. The
article unintentionally preserves a detailed geography of queer Lagos:
Block 145, Jakande Estate in Oke Afa, Isolo; City Mall Studios in
Onikan after Rev. Jide Macaulay's interview on Moments with
Mo; and United Bible University, where he trained. What was
intended as an exposé instead becomes one of  the richest records of
queer institution-building in Nigeria.





The opening paragraphs celebrate what the newspaper presents as the
successful closure of House of Rainbow, as though exposing one
building could erase an entire community. The article accidentally
tells a story about the church itself, its worship, its songs, its
members, and even its ambitions to train future clergy. Rather than
documenting an ending, the article records what seems to be a moment
of adaptation. House of Rainbow did not disappear; it relocated,
evolved, and continues today as an organisation creating safer spaces for
LGBTQ+ people of colour in the UK. Reading this now, the "closure"
feels less like a victory over queer existence than evidence of its
resilience. Institutions built around community rarely disappear as
easily as headlines suggest.



This editorial places Rev. Jide Macaulay alongside pastors accused of
fraud, sexual abuse, and other serious crimes, not because of evidence of
wrongdoing, but because of who his congregation welcomed. It is one of
the clearest examples in this archive of  how newspapers participated
in producing moral panic rather than simply reporting it. Instead of
investigating House of Rainbow, the article attempts to define where it
belongs within Nigeria's moral imagination. But it also reveals something
important: by 2008, queer religious organising had become visible
enough to demand editorial responses, public condemnation, and
calls for collective action. The article tells us less about the House of
Rainbow than about the machinery of stigma that surrounded queer
visibility in this period.



This article shifts the
archive from public
institutions into the
private space of family.
Professor Augustus
Macaulay admits that he
knew his son was gay
long before the
newspaper investigation,
complicating the
common assumption that
queer people were always
immediately rejected by
their families. What
emerges instead is a far
more complicated
relationship, one shaped
by disagreement, ongoing
conversation, invitations,
disappointment, and
care. The article also
quietly confirms that
House of Rainbow was
established enough to
celebrate anniversaries,
rent spaces, and host
public events. For me, this
is one of the most human
documents in the
collection. It reminds us
that queer history is not
only about movements
and organisations, but
also about families
trying, struggling, and
negotiating what love
looks like under immense
social pressure.





One of the striking things about this article is how widely it imagines
lesbian life already existed in Nigeria. Churches, film industries,
elite neighbourhoods, secondary schools, beauty salons,
friendships, and even a club in Enugu all become sites where
lesbian relationships are said to exist. While the article is clearly
written as a warning, it unintentionally preserves traces of worlds that
are rarely documented elsewhere. Paragraph 16 is particularly
revealing: "Lesbianism is not a new thing, it's always been here."
That single sentence undermines one of the most persistent myths
about queer life in Africa: that it is recent or imported. Even while
condemning lesbianism, the writer acknowledges its long-
standing presence. Read archivally, this article becomes evidence of
continuity.
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