The Phoenix: A Tale Of Reinvention And Rebirth (Non-fiction).

       "We rise from our ashes"

    The phoenix is a mythical bird. It is associated with the Greek mythology (with counterparts in various cultures such as Persian and Egyptian).

According to legend, only one phoenix lived at a time, and had a lifespan of 500 years. 

The beauty of the phoenix is seen not just in it's rarity, but in it's power to be renewed after death. On the funeral pile of its own, it burns to ashes to die. A new one then emerges from the ashes. 

There is death and rebirth!

     In the contemporary world, the phoenix has served as a metaphor of rebirth, 

reinvention, new beginnings, and

many more. It has also served as a symbol for positive aspects, such as; 

resilience, determination, and numerous more.

Figuratively, the phoenix is anything reborn after apparently being destroyed.

I would describe the numerous items or locations that underwent reconstruction after destruction as "The phoenix."

Places like Lisbon, Berlin, Jerusalem, Africa, and South Africa are some examples.

Lisbon, some years ago was rocked by a huge earthquake, followed by a tsunami which lasted five days destroying libraries, monastic buildings, churches etc. Today the once destroyed city is now fortified. 

South Africa cleansed of horrible pasts, moving from apartheid to a 

transitional democracy, and Africa cleansed from a horrible past of slave trade are both phoenixes.

       The phoenix represents the idea that the end is only the beginning. Often when 

you seem to come to the end of the road, you turn back. The world is circular, and the end of a road is the beginning of another. You either keep going or you stop moving. 

To be like the phoenix, you must act like one. You must keep going no matter how long it 

takes because there's a beauty you possess. You are exceptional, and you will rise after a fall.

I recall when I was just little, about the age of five. Then, I had known 

nothing in the world yet.  I had lived not even half as long as the 

time frame of a phoenix. Then, I had no issues in life, just a simple life with no worries and troubles. However, as I grew older,I had come to comprehend turbulences I had never known. I would cry knowing that there was no turning back. It took so long, but one day I decided to make my funeral pile, and burn my turmoils to a better life. On my way to greatness, I would have to die!

And if after another five hundred years, I should get prepared to die again, It is because I will come again in a new and better form. 

The phoenix is you and I. We are all paragons of rebirth. From mistakes and tragedies to successes and humours, etc. In one way or the other, we all have a story of rebirth to tell.

