
THE PHOENIX: A TALE OF REINVENTION AND REBIRTH (POETRY)
[bookmark: _GoBack]By
TRESH COBHAMS SEGUN


the mephitic monster lives in me
but it’s weak & shackled now   	
                        *
as you crawled in bogs, growled & shrivelled
like the cube of sugar nestled in
muriatic acid I knew it’s the pain – that bugbear
that almost impaired me
	
everyone espoused the deprecatory conjecture:
the gent wailing in the mire is an inane patriarchy
too weedy to manage grief 

but I was seeing a gutsy fella clinging to love 
& imploring the cupid to revert the spouse
obliterated by death

this battlefield had once absorbed me-
I know lost – I know how it turns man to a Luna moth adhered to the spider web – I know how it’s a buttock dumped on porcupine quills

my thighs carry jagged ballooned streaks 
they are roads I configured for death
as the blade I compassed had drawn every
line I had conjured conflagration to manifest , swoop in & burn me to rubbles

as the pewter had parted my flesh 
I had chanted ‘ovarian cancer, ovarian cancer
Take me to the spectrum you placed my Malandra’ 

this gremlin twirled me to the peak of the mountain
twice taller than mount Everest – guts sapped, faculties gridlocked & suicide hovered like torn kites in the hurricane    

I faded away – i lapsed into the cesspool of inertia 
I parted the catacomb & bobbed into the crux 

but as I died- as I flopped because, abruptly, my love evaporated to terra incognito, I STOPPED DYEING – I Stopped grieving - I stopped tramping & rose like the phoenix to a titanic hulk. 

       hear the stimulus & pivots: 


I inferred that 
 heaven is conscripting;
& why?
 I whirled, cried & shrieked in
quill-bodied
mires wishing the hydra-headed
leviathan –
the ovary cancer- had remained in death-land
& never swooped on her ,
day after day I was longing for her re-
awakening & homecoming – I bleed.
Cringed &
suppurated sepulchral invectives
& tirades on
myself,
but she stayed & watched , mute & just watched – then
I presumed heaven domesticates dead people 
& when people go to heaven a
gulf demarcates them from the earth-ones
so that no matter how we cried
for our loved ones- our voice only hits the void & melt to emptiness
why pop & cuddle suicide for the body already programmed
to be mute, motionless & inattentive

also, I backslided to her platitude
‘lets do everything for our two girls, even if we must forget ourselves’
While I had tucked myself
in the forlorn rift
they had worked alone-
to Axaz schools
tear-faced. thin-bodied & appetite for
glitzy pizzas
they valued as honey – lost,
& they were basically
lost then I resolved I must
forget myself, she & us
& get off the grimy edge

                  *
Her memory still lives in me 
but it’s weak & shackled now

Fella! resurrect as I resurrected from annihilation & live for those who will hurt if you fade away – quench the memory of the catacomb – crack its wing & tuck it in the cleft of torpor…                 














