
Michael Ojo: Player profile 
Four years ago, Michael Ojo was playing soccer in Nigeria. Now, he is one of Florida State's most promising 
players. 
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Upon meeting Michael Ojo, your hand doesn’t really get shaken, but engulfed.  
 
At 7-foot-1 and 292 lbs., every part of the Florida State center from Lagos, Nigeria seems devised with basketball in 
mind. On the court, in the moment before checking into the game, he stands as a statuesque personification of the 
“big man” archetype. 
 
When the action starts that potential crashes with reality, and the recency that Ojo was introduced to the sport is 
revealed.  
 
“I was playing soccer, like I used to do,” Ojo recalled. “And I met this guy who said ‘Hey tall man, what are you 
doing playing soccer? You don’t realize what basketball can do for you!’” 
 
It was just four years ago that Michael Ojo first found a basketball in his hands. The sport was a known commodity 
in Nigeria; icons like Kobe Bryant and Michael Jordan are labeled as global for a reason. But the game itself, its 
various nuances and intricacies, not to mention its hundreds of rules, was shrouded in ambiguity to the young 
Nigerian.  
 
He began the arduous task of learning the sport on an outside court near Nigeria’s national stadium, playing pick-up 
games with locals. His skills were sub-rudimentary at best, but his physique propagated another story entirely, one 
that levied expectations far outside Ojo’s capacity to fulfill them immediately. 
 
Upon seeing a literal giant show up on the court one day, as if out of the sky, wonder and excitement at the sudden 
appearance soon inspired lofty expectations.  
 
Towering well above his peers, Michael Ojo has a body that seems predisposed for basketball, tailored to the game 
that values size more than anything else. 
 
But pressure to live up to potential his physique inherently possesses, and initial failures to pick up such a complex 
game right away led to understandable frustration. 
 
“They wanted me to know how to play basketball in, like, a month. They were like, this is Michael Jordan. But my 
coach said this is a process, take it one step at a time. It was really frustrating, trust me [...] sometimes you feel like 
you want to quit. [But] my coach [wouldn’t] let me, because he was a good guy, he was always there for me, 
encouraging me every time. He used to say that ‘If basketball was so easy, my grandma would be playing.’” 
 
It was this coach, Lateef Erinfolami, who would end up fostering his development. Erinfolami would not let 
basketball become a means-to-an-end for Ojo, at least not yet. He emphasized school and learning the game above 
all else, and kept his pupil oblivious to both international basketball camps and the dream of parlaying the sport into 
a full-ride scholarship to a college in America. 
 
It was nearly two years before the idea of earning a scholarship entered his consciousness. It was soon after he was 
attending his senior year at Tennessee Temple before enrolling at Florida State.  
 
Going to school in America was always a vague, out-of-reach dream for Ojo. However, it turned into swift reality 
after his brief introduction to basketball. His voyage has carried him far from home, a place he hasn’t returned since 
leaving three years ago.  
 
 



“It’s something I’ve been prepared for, because I knew someday at some point I would have to leave and go fight 
for my future. It was something I was prepared for but it was tough. Trust me.” 
 
College basketball is a year-round endeavor and Ojo believes that he will likely have to wait until graduation to have 
enough free time to make a return visit. His ultimate goal of a college degree is what fuels him apart from 
basketball, a promise that helps ground him so many miles away from home.  
 
“My degree is something I owe my family. I promised my people, because they know American culture can change 
anybody to anything, so I promised them just that I would be the same person I am and get my degree. I won’t let 
anything distract me from school, my degree is something I promised my people and I will get it.”  
 
Well into his sophomore year and already a defensive terror, Michael Ojo is well ahead of the learning curve. Where 
once he was grounded, still afraid to break the only basket they had back home in Nigeria, he now soars and throws 
it down with unrestrained fury. He still sets his screen and lumbers to the basket in the tentative manner of one not 
yet completely confident in what he wants to do, but he now knows where he needs to be. He possesses a 
burgeoning post game and his explosiveness is being allocated and refined.  
 
Michael Ojo began his basketball journey far later than most, and has chased the promise of his professed potential 
from Lagos, Nigeria to Tallahassee, Fla.  
 
Basketball, a sport that always seemed imbued in his DNA, is only but a recent revelation. He has already reaped the 
rewards of all his hard work in the form of an education in the United States he could otherwise not afford. His 
degree will stand as a testament to the fulfillment of his enormous potential, regardless of whatever else happens on 
the court.  
 
And perhaps sometime soon, either in this season or the next, basketball will no longer be a journey fraught with 
trial-and-error, but an endeavor that is finally bearing fruit. 
 


