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THE PHEONIX: A TALE OF REINVENTION AND REBIRTH (NON-FICTION)

Last night, I thought about killing myself. There’s only one difference between falling and rock bottom; Rock bottom holds a sliver of hope, that there’s no other way apart from upward, while falling is an unending abyss, with no foothold to escape, the only destination is down.
So, I ask myself, am I at my rock bottom yet, or there’s still a fate far worse than I am experiencing because last night I thought about killing myself? Not because, I am suicidal, but because the closest I’ve come to having my questions answered is the absence of everything — emptiness. The emptiness I sought was that of unconsciousness, a state devoid of emotions, pain and the echoes of life’s joys and sorrow. In those fleeting moments, the allure of oblivion seemed almost tempting, for what worth do I hold as a mere memory to those I will leave behind?
Just another breathing human, no different from the point-something billion people living aimlessly, so yes, I thought about killing myself; not because I don’t love myself, but because I love myself enough to not dilly dally my existence on planet Earth. It is a ghost town in my city, many are dead but are living, so I wonder, what is my purpose among zombies? How do I reason with them? How do I show them I’m different when I can easily elevate myself from this earthly plane, and that is either by slitting my wrist, or by overdosing, according to research that’s the easiest way to leave, I‘ve gone through enough pain to exit painfully, and since I can’t wait for fate, I have to do it myself.
Today, I realized I can’t leave it up to fate, because it only favours those who take it, and I’m not talking about killing myself. I died already, and it was everything I always wanted, but not anything I needed. Falling endlessly was no longer my path, for I now understand that I hold the power to define my own rock bottom, and the thought of killing myself is mine. The most beautiful lives are mostly the darkest, and if mine is this dark, perhaps it is worth more than I’m yet to accept, and embrace. The fire that flickered out last night now blazed brighter than ever, breathing life into my passions, my drive, my essence. This rekindled flame heralded my rebirth, a metamorphosis of the soul.
Like a phoenix rising from its own ashes, I am brand new, embracing all that defines me. Reinvented with the wisdom of experience and the courage to face the future, my journey continues, and I embrace it with newfound purpose and strength.

