The Phoenix: A Tale of Reinvention and Rebirth (Poetry).

The ancient soul that breathes everlasting air.
Wrapped in the flapping feathers of enchanted wings . 
Soaring high into the skies of other spheres.
The flight of ascension into the higher realms of supremacy.
Bulging black eyes that see all.
Giant feet of a pair of four.
Pecking beak of plumes,
That feeds on the gum of frankincense
And the juices of amomum
The aura around you spells deity
With the ease of great might
The transformation is ignited
Flames like flaring sun
Shining brightly above the ground 
In blazing red; symmetrically feathered 
In gold and azure blue 
Floating on air in the proud gait of triumph 
I am the Phoenix!
Loud and clear, it sounds in every ear that hears.
Coming back is bliss
A joy generously shared
I am the Phoenix!
Doubt not, cling on!
The unveiling begins in a sec.
To toil for the next five centuries.
The healer of ancient time,
Connecting to the soul fire.
Why iron thy foe?
Lost in the woods in search of thee
I find strength, resilience and determination
To face this temporary abode.
Thy existence perspiring hope
In the most infinitesimal creature 
If currency could buy thy potency,
The world would be too poor to pay.
Miss not, cling on!
Be there when the sun touches
the core that creates the ash of pyre.
There will I emerge.
Where past and present meet.
I am the Phoenix!
Sound the gong, for it is time,
To look upward and behold,
the rebirth of a new era.
The emergence of everlasting reincarnation.
Breaking the grounds of infinity cage.
It is I , the Phoenix!
A winged watchwoman mapping surveillance
from the height only I can view.
Shedding of skin may compare
But nothing beats being dead and alive.
I have no semblance, all substance in one orb
My substance is life 
A substance craved by kings
My furnace is a regeneration
Not a burning abyss but a type of cremation 
An inhumation beautifully orchestrated by self
I lay it down yet take it back
Though a winged creature yet having 
A striking feature of The Supreme.
In the lineage of my kin came I.
A rare gem of graceful sight 
Whose role is divine 
Graciously serving a purpose 
Quietly living the life designed for
Eminence.
Reverend by many, spoken by all.
In a subtle tune of a diva and 
In the most melodious manner,
The Pheenix. 
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