THEME: THE TALE OF RE-INVENTION AND BIRTH
(POETRY)

TITLE: 

I DRESS MY PAIN IN METAPHORS

I may be the vomit of shattered dreams
Life might be a re-incarnation of Golgotha
Flesh; weary. Spirit; willing. 
I am not the photograph of your imaginations.
Say I have learnt to shape my body into a canvass of hope
Say the air is a disciple I control with my lungs
Say to be alive is to pluck fruits of encouragement from 
treetops of dis-belief –
Find sugarcane inside of bitter leaf – 
Become light, build a tunnel and house a cacophony of revival.

One day, I am a foetus – 
eating from mama’s belly, coiling in the womb of becoming.
Another day, I become a chant
of victory, screaming down the roof tops of a hospital.
This is how I drink faith till she drinks me – we
turn into drunkards determined for newness.

Today, I dress my pain in metaphors
Tomorrow, my exploits would be a tale that seems exaggerated. 

I once asked how a man would suffer until he 
throats out – eli eli lama sabachtani
But I learn that sorrow is the deepest part of Antarctica
and Antarctica is my fear.
To become what my enemies detest, 
I pack my fears into a polythene back; 
set them ablaze, watch them burn
until smoke becomes the end product of my worries.

In the beginning was the tale and the tale was with me and I was the tale – 
Amen? Amen.
