The Phoenix: A tale of reinvention and rebirth, (Fiction).
The memory that lingered is one of darkness followed by a haze. I questioned my surroundings, pondering on the enigmatic realm I found myself in. As I tried to steady myself, I became aware of something soft beneath me. It is a Bezus, an ethereal creature of the skies. Fear gripped my heart, and that was my last recollection.

Startled by a resounding roar, I awaken to the sound of various creatures growling, their vocalizations resembling speech. A grand gathering at the council of realms was taking place. They exchanged cryptic words, yet somehow I understood each utterance as if they held the key to a melody. In this realm, life thrives.

Lost in contemplation, a sudden hush fell over the hall. The Morak creatures, known for their inscrutable symbols, materialized in a formless state. As they engaged in conversation with the assembly. I sensed a melancholy presence. It permeated my being. One of the moraks noticed my existence, and once again, I was paralyzed.

Swiftly, it stood in front of me. This time, assuming a human-like form. Relief washed over me. "You are feeble," it remarked. The symbol-bearer had control over my speech. It was amusing, but also disconcerting.

Awakening for the third time, an Akuannum stood before me. These water creatures resembled slimes and seem indifferent to their surroundings. My ability to articulate wanes further, causing me to mutter in their presence. Thus begins our journey through the crystalline depths.

Colors became audible, and sounds manifested as visual spectacles. My past lives flashed before my eyes. This hall concealed no secrets. I was gravely ashamed, for I was a mortal with an unclean lips. I scoffed before lower like-beings, ignoring the cries of orphans and the bellows that echoed in their bellies which roared like the mournings of dark seas. My sins had found me out. For I was infirmed, and lost. Even my own shadow deserted me.

Drawing closer to what appeared to be a portal, the realms of no return awaits. Solemnity overtook me, until a sabak cried out my name. I marveled at how this sightless creature, with its roughened form, could vocalize. Choking on the dust they stir, I struggle for breath as I engage in a profound battle. My skin turned pallid, for I was nearing the end. Exchanging a mortal existence for a decaying civilization, my memory faded after my final breath. Now I soar as a mortal among phoenixes.
