PHOENIX: A TALE OF REINVENTION AND REBIRTH (POETRY)
Good hearted sojourner, mould thy spirit a portion acclaimed at dawn.

Passed the multitudes of great in groans,

Wanderers at the uppermost abroad,

After their shadows a tale about some surviving stripes;

When will it please the mourning souls,

Provided the scars we are, in all good styles?

Mount the sky and paddle as soon and afar; 

Mantle as heavier, sweeter when lifted in the cold morning of ice,

By the little among the fearless,

Own a tongue as fair and fierce,

Reward the dead in now your strives,

Listen to the answers that tarry longer; 

Thy sleep has won a pride,

Never a sleep but a longing dream.

Àbíkú! Where art thou hide your gift?

Where in the generations of the sapiens?

Shall a man be hopeful of the previous earthling?

Mechanism; ancient graphics from all planets,

Dispense your needs since us in troubles.

Never shall a gift die but the worms rotten.

Ogbanje!  burrowed in a body in time borrowed,

Take years to discover himself down on earth.

Awake! Thy spirit here has founded a destination.

Foreigners, the earth awaited your touch entrusted,

Free our worries more often than expected.

Babájídé; what shall we offer a sojourner,

Whom his thought shall not be known, 

Until a voice that's missed?

I knew a cat blessed with fur and whiskers; 

But it died a crier.

Who wants to bear a cat with what all that pained?

Callings; called markers of the maker,

Merchants; what trade have you brought,

Once for dozens, exhibited by crafting?

The minds are bitter, as well as the vision, 

Invisible to the earthly causes of unlikely fate.

We shall not but wait, 

Till now you come in another skin; same bravery.

Dear Creator, what is our part in the felony that passed us?

Bashir; it is your turn as ours.

Tribe or lingua, confused your thought, 

As you doubt the flutes of the nature?

Rinse your heart twice and shine once,

How long shall our shadows  appear in this realm?

Human, your light has taken phases, 

Ought not hidden brightness.

To every breath tensed;

Hopeful of another coat, 

In the summer heaven's grant.

To this spirit in another realm,

There shall be found, a suitor,

Ready to sojourn in service to humanity, 

And the appraisals to the gods of the callings.

When the sunset; Then the rise of vanity, 

Upon thy earthly being.

To those of the past I salute,

Given their sweat and leathers prospecting.

For many a groan, as it costs survived all creative conveyers.

Till now a continuous kindness in bodies,

Grave thou burdens alive.

So, the souls and the spirit begone,

Reborn the likeness of their shadows.

