'THE PHOENIX: A tale of reinvention and rebirth (Poetry)'.

I have an anecdote to explode,
The puzzle saga of secrets unknown,
To the world that unfolds,
Deeper mysteries in their fold. 

A portrayal of transformation;
Shoving my history into extinction,
Rebirthing my soul for the naked beings;
The downtrodden and the fragile kin. 

It all ignited like a trance;
In the puddle of grief and misery,
With fear and panic, I sickly dance;
To the tune of gloom and sorcery. 

From a trance, it evolved palpable,
Finding myself on that dreadful table;
Injected with hoaxes and strategies;
Used in razing Adam's and Eve's glories. 

Swimming in the surge of confusion;
Gasping for a urging clarity, 
Occurred is that beautiful demon;
Garnished with startling glory. 

With fear, they arise;
Hailing the ghoul of the ghouls,
Trembling at his growling brawl;
Shoved with destruction and soothing cries.

I fell as a weakened vessel;
By the sight of the fiendish deity,
His eerie palm caresses my tussle;
Inflicting extra panic than empathy. 

Overwhelmed by his tricks;
Coupled with terror and despair,
I succumb to his snare;
Hoping in discomfort is an awful prick. 

Grabbed my hands to the hearth;
Full of evil allures and swearing deaths,
Moulding my lethal nature;
As of his adherents and as of his stature. 

My former good self was altered;
Into the spirit of the immortal,
Heeding all instructions;
Given by the monarch of demolition. 

Dispatched into the mortal realm;
As a lion in the shape of an eagle,
Abolishing the work of righteousness,
Engulfing the men of holiness. 

While they whimper, we rejoice;
With anguish in the realm of wreckage,
Grabbing dreadfully our choices;
The glories of the human age. 

One, two, three and four,
Uncountable it turns out to be;
The gems of men that are being transported;
Into the coven of the Beelzebub beings. 

The righteous blood is my water,
Their holy bodies are my meat,
Savouring as that of the last supper;
Garnished with equity and feat. 

Commotion occurs;
After refusing to succumb;
To the aphorisms of the head-ghoul;
Wanting to ruin my all. 

War arises;
In the coven of the ogres,
Clashing with the ages of ages;
The ones who transform 

Eliminate your being, they say,
I want to remain, I mumble,
In disagreement, they laid;
Fire upon my undying being, and I crumbled. 

Journeying to the Heavenly domain;
To be judged by the Holy Creator,
Encountering the Almighty;
Pleading for extreme mercy. 

Compassion conversed;
Reinvented and rebirthed was my soul;
Delivered back to the earthly abode;
To destroy the devil and his folks. 

As a Phoenix, I rise;
From the dust of gloom into piousness,
To stand as a saviour to the oppressed;
Making the devil and his crew pay the price. 

Reinvented and recreated;
To stand as a bird of saintliness,
Established and transformed;
To tour as the eagle for righteousness.

#ChinanzaWorital
#ThePhoenixWritingChallenge
#ChinanzaFavoursWritingChallenge2023
