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ATOASTTO MY WOMEN
by Wana Udobang

Here is a toast to the women

Who sat us around the moon

And gave us the secrets to the galaxy

Who chanted poems to squeeze rain out of the clouds
Invented coding from divination

Distorted the lines between juju and technology
Cooked black magic in cauldrons

and spawned brown girls who could fly

Created calligraphy with cassava paste,

dyed in indigo and sculpted into crowns

They held parliaments in village squares

These women

whose mother tongue was movement
Unstoppable, unquestionable, unquenchable
They remind us that our names are a complete algorithm
Inside is a location tag and birth certificate,

We retrace ancestry in our names

Reclaim homeland in our names

Reverse fortune in our names

Raise the dead in our names

Naming is how we carve ourselves into the earth
They remind us that

We are dark matter
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We are prophecy

We are fire breathing freedom songs

We move like music

Drumming the world to surrender

Horns, strings, percussion

We are a symphony

We are world building

Intergalactic space odyssey, voodoo type shit

Shape shifting, time traveling, miracle making type shit

So here is a toast to the women

Who taught us that we come from a lineage of self-organising
Taught us to bare our chest in protest

Refuse the shards of heartbreak

Women who taught us to stay soft

In a concrete world that tries to grind you to dust

Here is a toast to the women
Who make home for joy and pleasure in the stretched skin of their bellies
The ones who don’t die in the hourglass

The ones whose names don’t make the history books

Here is a toast to our women
Ancestors, Elders, Mothers
Here is a toast to our beautiful women

This is our libation to you



