THE PHOENIX: THE TALE OF REINVENTION AND (poetry)
The only beauty I see is depression,

Truth for me is just a pretty misconception,

I have suddenly become a shadow,

Latched in an empty meadow,

No one hears my screams,

For they echo in my dreams,
I thought I had it all and that was it,

Till life prepared a table for me to eat,

A table filled with experience,

Garnished with pain and sadness,

Morning, afternoon, and night,

I feasted on life's table of plight,

I became a prisoner of my dreams,

Words muffled, I could only express my, screams

"Hello," said my empty grave,

"Would you want to rest or remain a slave?",

Gradually my heart slowed before the red light,

"But wait!" I said "It would have been a delight",

 I said,
"I've rewritten the stars,

Although this has left scars.

And there are stories to tell,

And a Jericho wall to repel,"
Wait! 

For I am  most creative in my mind,

A warrior undefeated like Mohammed Ali,

But in reality, I've been shut out like Nelson Mandela,

 Defenseless like uncle Dele Giwa,

My dreams have been menaced to be short-lived like a Murtala Mohammed regime, 

For my future may be at chance,

Let's not hope for a rebirth of Sani Abacha

Rather, let's dream like Martin Luther King Jr.

For I will rise like a Phoenix, for I'm not an alternative,

For no cause will I deny neithealterser my native,

I will rise as an epitome of glorious rebirth,

My voice will resound birthing reinvention,

Soon, there will be a sound of revival that resounds like the gangan,

A symphony in the voice of the early morning cock crow,

Beauty in the melody of the piano and drums,

For I will take the lead without hums.

For I will dance to the rhythm of my culture,

Adamant to the vulture,

Resilience will be my identity,

And with joy, I will maintain my integrity,

For the sound of the drums,

Portend victory after long years of hums,

Early I hear the drums and dance Ikede,

My feet follow the rhythm and do not recede,

The drum beats indicate the polka dance,

And my waist is not weary to daze.

For the world in itself is full of parodies,

So I choose peace even in melodies,

The glimmer of beauty even in my heart visits the symphony,

That keeps my heart away from the m cacophony, 

So, like the Phoenix although forgotten, I'll rise,

It will be the rebirth of my reinvention.

