THE PHOENIX: A TALE OF REINVENTION AND REBIRTH


What is life?
A mist or a mirage?
Is it my cowrie waist bead
that runs in endless circles?

The pool of water on the road,
Or the butterfly that flies before I can touch, flapping its wings saying,
The more you look, the less you see.


I took a stroll in my world, wondering,
I just can't sit still moping.

This darkness is so thick.
When will the day break?
So I can alas see the light at the end of the tunnel?
Or did I forget to bring torchlight?


Then the voice echoed,
Ugo! Eagles don't move with ducks,
Retreat! Shut the door and be born-again.


But no man is an island.
Light of the world like me,
Without me, darkness will fill the mainland
I can't possibly be another Nicodemus.


I am the sun and moon
In a city set on high.
I give light to the world day and night,
Old soldier never die, I never retired
How did my light die that it gives darkness to my world?


You see, I am no longer a baby.
Even when I was, I sucked my mother's breast,
Walked when I was seven months old.


I was born to go the distance in life. 
With the speed of a gazelle,
Aiming for height like an eagle 
But I never took flight.


Challenges add flavour to life,
But this soup is not sweet
It is not even bitter-sweet
With all my sweat cooking
The soup still turned sour.


As I stroll down my endless night,
I did the math.
One plus one minus one times one
How I moved from point one to zero.


Seventy-seven times down 
Yet, not even a seven-up
From jackpot to rock bottom.
The handwriting is clear,
My end has come, my end is now!





Rise and shine sunshine
Out of ashes, rise, beautiful edifice.


Every beginning has an end 
and to every end births a new beginning. 


This is life! 
A circle of immortality,
A life that ends to begin.
This new life of mine is timeless and endless.


Just like the sunsets to rise again
I am the undying light of the world.
Though, cut up in the dusk of the dark.
Still, I am the new dawn, I rise


This resurrection of mine is a miracle not a mirage. 
So, I have no interest in a marathon bound to stress me like a cook-a-thon.


But when I poured my sour soup, washed my pot and cooked again,
This time, jackpot.


Unless a seed falls to the ground and dies, it can not blossom to bear fruit.


So, I ate of the tree, life. 
How delightful and tasteful is my death.
My end brings joy to my world,
For my end does not end but begins.
So I make merry at the foot of my death, for in it I find fresh breath. 


This life is bliss and even more bliss at death_ The life of the Phoenix.






