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The Black gown I am wearing used to be the color of my heart.
The storms that raged against my life's boat wrecked it sore, the pieces unable to gather as each flew in divergent directions. 
Alas, the fragments I found to help me stay afloat even betrayed me, as they could no longer support the weight of my battered self. 
I was drowning in the ocean of Pain and Frustration.
Pain from childhood violence and trauma from my forcefully collected innocence which was given to me by nature. My hymen torn by high men I admired, and people that should set my heels on the hills robbed me of the feeling of being a Lassie. 
The wounds cut deeper each day, as even biological processes could not incite the healing.  
As I lay on my bed trying to close my eyes against the world, the rain won't let me, as it grumbled and Instructed the power company to take the light.  
I agree that my soul is dark but I hate the dark.
I reached for the Candle and a matchstick beside my bed.
I lit the candle and begged its tears to drop so I could glue it to the ceramic plating.
Finally, It stood still. 
I watched this candle intently and wondered why a bleeding candle could light up my dark room, with fire literally on top of its head, melting the hot wax down its body yet it didn't give up its shine.
The wax took a downward progression that created molten magma at the root of the stick. The candle gained momentum at the base, and by morning I could not easily pull out the candle I had once begged its tears to stick it to the plate.
You are that candle, I heard a whisper 
Everything you went through wasn't to destroy you, 
Really?  
I questioned the whispers 
Yes!!
They were meant to birth the Greatness hidden in this Frail body, teaching you that you are stronger than you ever thought, and that you got this far should build the realization that you are more. 
Just like the Phoenix and The Lotus flower which can relive and rise again to full potential, despite the adverse situation surrounding their survival. 
Your experiences are your tutors, good or bad, they taught you. 
Just like the candle, give the world your shine, never underestimate the power of your story, they have the potential to change the world. The hot wax dripping from the candle signifies adversities, 
They were there to strengthen, build and give you roots on the sand of time. 
The flames, awakened a realization in me, and I saw things clearly. All I went through was life's refinery to bring out the gold in me.
I had matured through my painful journey. 
The trials, obstacles, and pressure connected me to alignment and purpose. 
And now I emerge, taking away all the expired and insignificant parts leading to the rebirth of a phenomenal me.
My Rebirth.
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