THE PHOENIX: A Tale Of Reinvention And Rebirth (POETRY)

Ever since I heard the depth of your pain and the height of your gain,
I never renounce the possibility that rain could Wipe the fearful lines from my acumen terrain,
Estranged from my grassroots
Till my last tooth, 
Bleeding out from the cavity of fate,
Betrayed by my own lot
Who never felt I had worth,
Leaving me incognito yet distinguished,
It was a lot of drugs to finish.
But because you died and gained,
I became a new offspring, a reborn perfection 

Ever since I heard of your perfection,
I never renounced the possibility that my dark past can shine like a new trademark,
That Ill-fated progeny graced like tribal marks,
Hewed in me, made me an easy link.
For those night I stared wide eyed, seeing the unseen as dad threw batters like a baseball legend, 
And mom was the wide receiver, 
It had me linked,
The noisy echoes of 'you are the true daughter of your mother, son of your father'!
Couldn't help but make me think
Their incompleteness was a sure link,
Addictive to the burns, I wasn't afraid to have another
I was only afraid the scar would stick.
But since you exude perfection,
I'm a new offspring, a reborn perfection. 

Ever since I held unto your name
I died to shame! 
Unfazed to desist the sham of life's game,  
I became a player with my own rules, 
Giving unexpected moves
Cause, extra lifeline I've gained
Sure to take me to the endgame,
So it doesn't matter how many boo-boo comes into full bloom, 
I'll still rise beautiful at dawn
For the night just doesn't matter if a new day will come.
Yes, I'm an offspring, a reborn perfection 

You became my phoenix
Ever since I heard that you live forever,
I now believe the tainted girl can have her forever and never say never,
I believe there is an exemption to every rule, even if an apple doesn't fall far from the tree,
I believe my father's land can be green again,
Enough is colour-phyl in our gene to make the green.  

This is my exclusive,
I am not afraid to burn, to spread
I'm not afraid of the scar that sticks, 
in it lies my story's authenticity 
So, I am here to sell my scar to anyone attentive;
It is that ‘through the tempest flame I went,
I died, only to come out golden and tested,
One of a kind, never to be contested’,
I am your rebirth
The phoenix of now.
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