‘THE PHOENIX: A TALE OF REINVENTION AND REBIRTH (NON FICTION)’.
I had a dream, I had a dream, I screamed aloud waking up from the nightmare, my past.
Beaded sweats on my forehead, tears trickling down my eyes with a grief stricken face, my lips etched in a thin line, I was ready to tell my many tales; 
A replay to the days when my past was on play, I drowned constantly in the sea of hopelessness, swimming hard but losing to the tide of my tears, bound by my fears for all this lonely years “Save me” where the only words ringing in my ears. 
This was the lullaby I vaguely remember from my childhood coming to taunt me every day, a lullaby whose lyrics consisted of my failures and mistakes. Every day the pain consumed what little sanity I had left. I was stocked between the walls that my past had raised, each brick representing a memory I wish I could erase. Trapped for so long, held down by my chains, trying to escape from this jail was like spinning my wheels in the mud, I was stuck,
My past I knew was unavoidable so I began the search for hope. I saw a seed of corn die to bring forth many seeds, I saw Flower petals wilt to bring forth fruit, I saw a tree cut down revived by the scent of water, I’ve read of the legend of the phoenix that sets itself ablaze only to be reborn from the ashes. 
I can’t destroy the past but I can rebuild my life from its dust, Oh Death I laugh at thee for thou art only a pathway to my rebirth. With a strong resolution I screamed again, but this time around it was the beginning of a new dream.
No, I won’t stay here, my heart cried; I refuse to lie dead, like a phoenix I will rise, these were the words that brought me back to life.
Though I had a dream but now I have a dream. And this time around I’ll be the author of its content, I will rewrite my story, each chapter would be on how I rose to greatness
Chapter one would show the world that I rose above the bitter pangs of death, written between the pages of chapter two; Contains where I will be breaking every walls brick by brick. Oh how I love chapter three, because here I will soar to the zenith and there imprint my mark on the sands of time.
The chilly night and wispy breeze, the eerie silence that comes with dawn, soothing me to go deeper in this melody, a reality to which I have begun to conform, I had a dream but now I have a dream; my past was my dream but my future is my dream.



