THE PHOENIX: A TALE OF REINVENTION AND REBIRTH (FICTION)
 
A rebirth is preceded by birth, and a reinvention by an invention, I was born to partners who had no plan for my existence. I am a table egg.
 
My thoughts and visions will never transcend my shell since transformation wasn't an acquaintance, and grit an alien as I was cushioned by my shell�what a comfortable limitation!
 
Two decades passed as I neglected fundamental truths. If only I understood the consequences, I shouldn't have cleaved to my shell. 
 
I was continually nourished by some fixed amount of nutrients, incapable of causing a breakthrough; I still cared less for more, and my deficiencies blossomed.
 
I will remain here; my shell must not be broken, or else I will lose my form. "The world will not accept me the way I am." These were my trite, the best rhyme that suited my self-limitations.
 
For the first time I ever heard the clouds cry and the trees sing, what might be happening? I peeped through the window of life and reality to behold an unavoidable disaster. While others made diverse routes and sophisticated shelters, I still cleaved to my shell.
 
Boom! Then came the sound, and what came next wasn't familiar: I was deposited in a riparian space with an indecisive fate. "If my shell is broken, my albumen will be lost, and my existence will be threatened." Who taught me this? So, I had the ability to think but never utilized it for two decades; my fear was familiar.
 
The unknown is here: my shell was forcefully cracked, with some part of the albumen exposed; safety was no longer guaranteed; and a replacement was an illusion. I moved closer to extinction daily, and my irrelevance reminded me of how relevance could have saved my generation.
 
Here comes another disaster, and I know my end has come. I could feel the heat of a wildfire destroying tree crowns and roasting all animals to death, but the fire never reached my riparian space. This was grace, as the creator gave me a space to run another race. I adapted to the heat.
 
It took another decade to realize the transformation: my cushion was gone and my albumen solidified. I embraced the transformation and resolved never to remain in my comfort zone again.
This is my story, and I am like the mythical bird that burned itself in flames into ashes to gain rebirth and reinvention so it could live for more generations. I am now charged with maximizing my potential; my quest for growth, excellence, and productivity is visible to the blind.

We have ignorantly remained in our comfort zones just like I did and permitted the challenges of life to brush me so hard; therefore, this piece is dedicated to all who choose reinvention and rebirth, become like the mythical Phoenix bird, and
Cheers to a better life!
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