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In the  traverse of reinvention and rebirth,
A surreal unveils of transmogrication and worth.
From trenches, a survivor  blossoms anew,             
 Like an alluring morning dew, 
With vim  and vigour, he sojourns to pursue.
Once gripped by warp threads of past experience, 
Bound by hitches, shadows of resilience,
With a crave for change, renaissance summons restitution,
The unrest triggers the apparition in joy and felicitation. 

In the  traverse of reinvention and rebirth, 
Joyously sharing the verisimilitude of his quest,
Like a bee surfacing fiercely from its honeycomb like a guest. 
Releasing wings, agile to take an inaugural flight, 
Casting off the old, beckons the unknown height. 
Glimpsed so little, dim of hope so high,
Belched in agony, strives for potentials yet to try. 

In the  traverse of reinvention and rebirth, 
A fighter booms afresh like a nocturnal emission, 
Cheering a toddler up in wait for transmission. 
The  rile venture begins, revel in swirl and twirl,
Overwhelmed in gory, the soul shines like pearl.
But thrilled by every spot, a lesson shapes an anecdote, 
Bloom in wisdom, the mind connects and dotes.

In the  traverse of reinvention and rebirth, 
Unbroken, inquisitive and intractable, 
Grazing in sagacity, his steps become untraceable,
  As he savours the lingering love cheers amids,
 Each trial, becomes reasonable. 
Awakening the strength inward, ready for the taunting vagaries, 
 Reincarnating himself, shredding the past embargoes,
 Erect for a path  where dream goes.

In the  traverse of reinvention and rebirth, 
A caged bird becomes free like a bee,
Like a ship docked with on a quay, he slowly flees,
To his awaken soul, the mind free.

In the  traverse of reinvention and rebirth, 
He sees the true beauty of life, 
Religion, tribe, race and colour, submit in rife, 
With chuckling and  spread of binges, 
Spurning others, the  gaiety he brings.
Rebirth streams from choice,
A wake that dances in rejoice,
 a voice that surges  to evolve,
To learn, relearn and unlearn, resolve.
To balance the story, 
Trace the undiluted history,
To stiffen the balance of the glory. 
Learn from the shriveled hand, 
Dance to the baby's lullaby band. 
Withdrawing from the depression, impression brings, 
He upholds the joyous tune the bell brings. 
So, let the retrospective trail his reinvention spur,
Pummel the vices that can fur .

In the  traverse of reinvention and rebirth, 
Let inward lacuna embrace craving dote,
Let's reconfigure our lives, in successive rote.
With clean and unbiased mind , we strive,
Reinvention and renaissance thrive. 
 Conquering the oblivious with valour,
Shine in victory strong and might in galore. 
Even the smallest soul could swim
In a world where all can rim and trim.  
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