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I always wished I was born on a Saturday,
Wished that a snap of my fingers could turn back time whenever I wanted.
But I am not Thanos, I am a Nigerian. 

Last night, I tore my skin from my body to become bare,
I laid on the ground to fight death and resume a working life,
But I let my tongue become a tombstone. 

It is not every morning the cockcrow breaks your day–
Sometimes, it is the darkness of uncertainty, 
Other times, it is the blackness of your unwillingness–
But where does the purpose lie?

I have become so good at writing eulogies,
I have forgotten the way of the pen and danced with the sword,
But where is my loyalty to life and purpose?
I have long held unto the clutches of mediocrity like a shamed child,
Denounced hope as my name and wore around my neck something that looked like emptiness,
But again, where is my loyalty to life?

So, here, still laying on the ground, I choose to give my skeleton a body of peace,
To carry life under my wings and air in my lungs,
To hold life by the hand and resume a working life,
To dance with the pen and put the sword where battles are drawn;
To become a Phoenix and rise again. 

I will rise, because I need my dreams to believe in miracles,
I will rise, because I no longer want to paint my sadness in similes or describe it in metaphors that bring smiles to your faces,
I will rise, to give my body a conviction that it can resurrect with a smile and a flight,
I will rise, because someone needs to bear this name. 

I no longer want to lay low–
To be the black young woman stained with red blood and nothing else,
To remain a secret and a dying history,
To remain uncertain and a mediocre–
I no longer want to be the body on the ground. 

Like a Phoenix, like the sun, I will rise again on a Saturday morning–
Without blood stains or a broken body,
Without wanting to snap my fingers or falling into a grave–
And I will no longer be the same. 
