THE PHOENIX: A TALE OF REINVENTION AND REBIRTH. (POETRY)

I was once a lad of freedom 

A lad whose success, runs in his vein

Known from coast to coast. 

I SET THE PACE.

But I fell!

I fell on the ground in defeat 

I fell from the highest peak of mastery, into the innermost depths of mediocrity. 

Why?

I failed.

 :failed?

Yes, I failed to listen heed the alarm.

:what alarm?

A siren song of impending doom. 

:doom?

Yes, a doom born of failure.

I thought it was impossible for me to lose a step!

I thought I could dance to the rythms of darkness, without my light extinguishing.

 And so, I was trapped in the dungeon of despondency and was never seen with men.

I cried out for help. 

Crying and drowning in the pool of sorrow. 

Frustrated at no sign of hope. Lying on the bed of destruction when abbruptly I heard a voice. 

A voice full of utterance commanded. 

Get up!

My heart panting, and beating drums of fear. 

My eyeballs oscillating at every angle. 

Terror seized me...

I heard the voice again. 

Louder than the first one, saying...

Come out!

Loudly, shackles broke next to my ankles.

Chains, from the main source, melted. 

Iron doors opened wide for an exit.

I trembled in fear. 

I felt as if being tossed about, by a great wind lifted me up above the ground. 

And set me on a path I'd never seen. 

Let down like a plane about to crash. 

 My eyes fixed on the giant gate in front of me. 

I summoned courage, then I knocked...

Then suddenly, the gates were opened.

Expecting to see a young man, 

Behold a giant stood before me. 

Tall enough to make me feel like an ant. 

I shivered in fear, seeing his rootless smile. 

He pulled me up like a deer on a hunter's shoulder. 

Entering into the castle. 

Contemplating if dreaming or not. 

I saw technology that was light years ahead of my time. 

I witnessed machines dismantled and assembled with breathtaking precision.

Suddenly, I felt something wrapped around my waist firmly, pulling me up.

As soon as I landed, I blacked out, stunned by the force of the impact. 

It was a process.

A process of DECONSTRUCTION and RECONSTRUCTION. 

I felt a powerful shock that sank into my bones and marrow, making them shiver.

I heard metallic bolts rattling. 

A robotic voice boomed out: 'RECONFIGURATION'. 

Pride could not withstand the tide, so it sank. 

Ignorance was no longer blue and blissful. 

Failure was melted down and purified like a gold in fire. 

I felt hollow, like an unplugged wire from a motherboard. 

No pulse. 

A deactivated robot. 

I was in the "Blackout stage". 

 I could feel the current starting to flow. 

It was a current of reawakening. 

A spark of life. 

I felt the universe breathing back into me.

I was reborn, like a Phoenix from the ashes.

Old but now gilded. 

But now I rise again, ready to set the pace once more.
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