The Phoenix: The Tale of Reinvention and Rebirth

The Colours Of Life (Poetry)

Gray
That was the colour her eyes beheld
Life no longer appeared in black and white
What she saw now were gray skies
Gray
The colour of the ashes left from everything
The fire had come, and it had consumed everything in its path

The only world she had ever known lay crumbled at her feet
Daddy's promises to always be with her, now gone like the wind
Mummy's support would have come in on cue
But the only support there was, was the one the nurses offered her, running to and from the ICU

Her days were now a painted picture of the nighttime
Black was the colour hovering over her skies
It was the dry season
But the downpour from her eyes everyday made it seem as though rain had come in full swing
Hers was a life characterized by death and darkness
The only glimpse of light that defied the dark was coloured in red
Red
The colour of the fire that ushered in her nightmares

The tale of 'blue days' was only a story daddy told her
He never mentioned her featuring as a character in the drama
But this was beyond acting
She now lived out its reality

Hers was a story most could not relate with
How could one so little be allowed to experience such grief?
They said it would take a miracle to pull her from the depth
But her life alone was a miracle, right from the days before her birth

Mummy and daddy taught her everything but cowardice
Life would shoot its arrow, it was up to her to decide whether or not to bow to it
Hand-picking the lessons, she decided it was all far from over
All of these would only be a springboard for her beginning

Like a seed planted, she would bury her fears
Daddy and mummy were gone, she would wipe away all tears
The silver liquid dropping from her eyes would not drown her dreams
Rather
She would sail on them, befriend the waves they raised, and they would serve as a launchpad for the flight she would soon take
But she would do one thing first
Write a tribute to her parents
Written on the palm of her hands
She would read it to them from her heart
"My vision may be blurred, but as I look through the tears, I discover it goes beyond what the eyes can see. Rest easy, knowing that the seeds you planted are growing bountifully, learning that the dying process only produces a better harvest. Rest easy, till we meet at the place where goodbye no longer exists".

Life had splashed all of its colours on her
Now it was her turn to take the brush and palette, and rearrange the colours how she deemed fit
Rousing herself
Like a phoenix awakening unto immortality
Her journey to rebirth begins.
