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The reappearance of her jailer,
Was what broke the camel's back.
Memories of nights spent with insomnia
Kicked away her illusions.
Her chains made a mockery of her,
Clanking joyfully!
Heralding the arrival of insanity.
It pricked her to give her existence
A minute of her time.

She wants to be her personal legend.
Not for fame,
Cause no one gave a damn 
For her name.
Nor like the legends in the book
For they were off the hook.
Whereas she is someone clearly
Without a look.

They fought for something noble.
People cheered, their terrors were humbled.
Came home as martyrs
Some retired others tired.
Their stories became war songs
Sung across generations unknown
That has kept them in the know.
But not her, no!

She wouldn't lift a finger for another,
For fear that it might end in her murder.
Nor go a mile with miners
She might end up being mined.
Her captors have echoed not in words,
But in deeds,
That life was every man for himself
And God for us all.

But that isn't what Ubuntu says
That isn't what brotherhood means
Or is it a facade?
Something told to crawling babes?
Preached by those who have it good
And believed by the ones who do good?
Oh well, it doesn't matter now!
Almost dying alone,
Has taught her 
That the gospel of self is the only true gospel.

Her battle wasn't against her keepers,
No, she wasn't one to judge.
Hers is to fight for this life,
Rumored to be free
But has constantly demanded a fee.
Even when there was nothing to give.
Everything was at a price.
And she paid in tears and blood,
As she lives daily in chains
And breathes in pains.

So, she started searching
For what could be her way out.
Night and day she yearned,
For something that wasn't clipped
Like her wings.
Nor chained like her legs.
Something that couldn't be touched,
That the man at the door
Can't put a lock on.

Then, she found her voice.
No one has heard its noise
Though crooked from days of tears
And nights of lamentations
But she could feel it was a force.
Where she could move in chained wings,
Fight without using her fist,
Chant her grievances,
Pull down mountains
And spit at this terrible pit.

She was now as free as a Phoenix,
And this was her awakening.
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