‘The Phoenix: A tale of reinvention and rebirth (POETRY)
A crack of light
Is just what we need 
And sometimes some beautiful nosegays
Sent to us in our graves!
And letting the rays climb through the calm holes
Sweeping our feet and 
hitting our rotten faces

To be born again
In hopes and in fall
We must deceive our destiny 
By refusing to let our days die in the hand of pain, rejection and swells
“All in life can be bargained but death alone!
The death of time
The death of our tomorrows
And that of the sun

So much
So little!
We must feed her with holy lies
With blown hopes
And a little sprinkle of love


So much 
So little, we all want to live again and again
after the long battle of survival

Many Mornings have died
and a few Tomorrow's would be buried 
Or drugged with life uncertainties

Symbolically, we are like the Phoenix that die and die again but death is never the end of their journey 
We live and live until we finally fall deeply asleep. 
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