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It was evening, and my buddies had gathered at our complex as usual to listen to the stories that my grandma, Grandma Fatua, often tells at bedtime.

We all echoed one another, "Good evening, Grandma Fatua."

Grandma Fatua said, "Good evening, my kids."

How are all of you doing today? questioned Grandma Fatua

Grandma Fatua, we said, "We're good. Thank you."

How many of you found yesterday's article to be entertaining? questioned Grandma Fatua.
Our hands all rose in unison.

Okay, that's excellent. Are you all ready to hear today's story, which is both intriguing and original? Said Grandma Fatua.

Our response was, "Yes, we are."
full of eagerness and anticipation.

Grandma Fatua then started speaking.

"The Phoenix" is the subject of this tale.

What is "The Phoenix?" one of my buddies, Kazim, yelled as he raised his hand.

Be patient, my child; I will tell you all what it is. The Phoenix is an immortal bird that cyclically regenerates or rebirths itself through fire. Wow, we exclaimed. Mary, one of my friends, asked How does this bird rebirth itself, Grandma? Grandma answered, A phoenix obtains a new life by rising from the ashes of its predecessor. Some said it simply died and decomposed before being born again. Do you understand my children? Asked Grandma Yes, Grandma Fatua, we replied. Okay, let's continue, said Grandma Fatua.

This Phoenix bird comes from Arabia and brings the parent bird, all plastered over with myrrh. Jude, raising his hands, asked, Grandma,what is myrrh? Myrrh is the Red sap of a tree of the species material, answered Grandma Fatua.

Can we continue? Grandma asked Yes, we can,we replied. So like I said, it comes from Arabia and brings the parent bird, all plastered over with myrrh,to the temple of the Sun, where the body is buried. In order to bring him,they say,he first forms a ball of myrrh as big as he finds that he can carry,then creates a space inside the ball and puts his parent inside,after which he covers over the opening with fresh myrrh,and the ball is then exactly the same weight as at the first.

Really, Grandma,said Rufus,with so much surprise in his face,it doesn't get weightier? No,it doesn't, answered Grandma Fatua. So he brings it to Egypt, continued Grandma Fatua, and deposits it in the temple of the sun; this is said to be what the bird does.

And when it gets close to its 500th year, it is thought to die and then be reborn.

Matriarch Fatua Do you have 500 years on you? James queried.

No, my darling, I'm just a hundred years old, the grandmother scoffed.

Grandma, I get it, he said.

Oh! My kids, it's getting late, and your parents are probably expecting you home right about now. We'll continue tomorrow, Grandma added.

I said good night to Grandma with my buddies.

Grandma wished her adorable children a good night.
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