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I am that ancient bird that lives its life only when it is about to end.

I saw how many began,
And pitifully, how some ended.
Time spanned,
And I in age advanced.
Never saw I face to face with courage.
For over centuries, I slept on the grace of my life's span, mere age.

Natural advantages I possessed, got in to my head.
A constraint on my shoulders, it became, to throw into my world all zeal and zest.

Thus, I lived a life most sterile,
While many basked in life's fertile.

I summoned death's reality
...saw that it only opened up one's earthy legacy.
I perceived this as neither flowers nor tributes.
Only an encompassing plaque of the quality of all earthlings' attributes.

I began to question my existence.
How have I, in my circles of influence, made a difference?

Now, peace eludes my no longer complacent soul.
I seem a snake emerging from its deep hole.
For so long, I revelled in charismatic strength's ego.

I began to approach life strategically...
Replacing complacency with intentionality.

I remembered my strengths once again, and this time, not to rent a home in its shadows.
I got to shine forth in the colours of a rainbow.

A virtuous voyage I embarked on
I soared...
I soared...
Oh yes! How I soared!

'Tis' a migration of destiny
To a land unknown, only where the wise retreat to.
Sorry to mediocrity!

I was fuelled by a desire to become, dutiful determination.
To many, it seemed like I was journeying to meet my soul's creator - a journey of extinction.

Indeed, I burnt my bridges.
I arose from my self imposed ashes.
I dug up resilient ridges.

I couldn't stay being in the dark for long,
I got my ladders positioned, height and rung
...this too, can't be wrong!

These feathers are so skin deep, 
I never realized
Until purpose call beeped.
Now is the time of extraction, they were never organized.

I pulled in pain
...looking towards the gain.

I shivered in growth's cold.
The aftermath would be cherished, a new bold.

Many a time, suicidal thoughts reared up...
I had to shout, stop!
It was a fight for the top.
Potentials had to be unlocked.
Bottles of new wine had to be uncorked.

It was a most crucial time,
I sang sad, unknown rhymes
...couldn't chirp joyfully,
Chirped like I was being slaughtered maliciously.

But I held on to sanity.
It got to a point
I let go of sanity because...
Sane people don't change their world.
I paid my dues. 
Success doesn't shoot out from the blues!

I died so I could be re - birthed.
I had to be destroyed 
So I could be re - invented, regenerated, refined, redefined
To be extolled as renowned.

I am no longer that ancient bird that lives its life only when it is about to end.
I now live the life, that others, mine can mend.
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