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On the Bird of myth and wonder
Of blazing wings slowing turning cinder
It's mysterious shriek, eerie without blunder
Flying with leaden wings to turn ashes and powder.

On a Bird who glides with fiery wings
Searching for a cool well for a drink
On a Bird, Oh! how mystical and sleek
Living and si.nning and gathering his twigs

On the bird who roams the sky with freedom
Perching on dust and stepping on debris
Even with all thy power and all thy kingdom
A new lease of life, the Phoenix we.arily seeks.

A Phoenix will live from birth to de.ath
Grazing the soil and swimming in health
Swaying and preying but knowing what's next
The need for renewal heaving on its chest

Like Christ, it gives up its life
For renewal, a nest for a cross
The Arabian Bird does not need a knife
With wings ablaze, its life will be lost

A bird of mystery brought down to ashes
A bird so mighty turned into soot
Will the mighty Phoenix ever gather its branches?
Or will its bones and cinders be a wanderer's loot?

A Phoenix will rise from de.ath to birth
A reborn mystery with all features anew
Reinvention of a whole mystical tool
Giving up its treasure for a new phase of life.

With gleaming feathers, the Phoenix glides
A new life, a new hope, a new phase to fleet
Risen from the ashes, gathered from the piles
Leaving behind all di.rt and fil.thy feet

The earth has space for a Phoenix at a time
One to d.ie for a new one reborn
And you, mere mortal want a life of holiness and cr.ime?
One has to go for a new life's turn.

The Phoenix, a tale of life in de.ath
Of second chances and after after
Giving up its majesty and taking last breath
To emerge and soar even higher than the rafters

The Phoenix tells a story of renewal
Of gold and silver at your disposal
Of all that is deemed as life's pleasures
Given up for higher treasures

This is a tale of lessons filled
Where splendor is termed as v.ile
And after parade with all earth's treasure
Like the Phoenix, a new cloak is worn

And then you wonder 'Oh, salvation doth far!
When will I, a new body get?'
Maybe like the Phoenix, all treasures will be laid down
Then a room for reinvention and rebirth.
    
