THE PHOENIX; A Tale of reinvention and Rebirth (Poetry)

Dingy, dingy, out of the stinky ashes my beauty radiates,
And Patrons posing for despise my dowry with repulse,
But verily, verily, vigor in my wings' furious it propagates,
My tail's surely rare of a kind adding me a sauce,
Crinkum-crankum my arts ask for succor to elevate,
Still, my brawny trials dangle in realm of applause.

This season my wings cease the poses for a while,
The one-kind hero that suffers a one-kind acclaim
Further, the lust for reinvention begins to weigh a pile,
Because my unusual art ditched to rot in a shame,
Perhaps the wrongs will reprove when glancing a new style,
Then I burn, and revive to bypass bearing a lame.

Decades I can't utter flying within my custom territory,
Glitters that live thither flashes the bruise on my wing,
Humdrum lingers farther mocking the sweat of my dowry,
Villain that keeps bigger blurring my eyes during a swing,
Though my glowing wings brighten only at my colony,
But my yearning efforts dangles in the hope of big ping.

Then I hear another end calmly whispering in my ear,
So my eyeballs welcome the regular guest not afar,
I ponder the grief ramping up to my final years,
Gently the flames stir the air like waves of a cigar,
Now the unknown flaws weigh on my wings so rare,
The crescendo pulls me to burning like the black star.

This time my beauty sloughs forging the worst deposition,
Again, so I rise to the mourning of my last twist,
The extinct roars as the world averse me in isolation,
My revolution begins to wave like the morning mist,
A glimpse of smirk owes me a cuddle as brief consolation,
Even if gloom offers coldness in the dawn of my last feast. 

This time my wings so heavy to raise from the ground,
My rest years to oblivion wallowing beneath the hollow,
The deserting world offers my terror another round,
The final end yawning replenish the woes to flow,
My shivers aggravates, reaches another point in abound,
Then the final rites await, been craving to follow.

Then slowly I hear a strange but sweet melodious call,
The first, of course the promising smile out of doubt,
My dowry is dared to flaunt it's best out one and all,
Oh! my longing limelight arises in style it turns out,
Then I fly out in my rarest style answering the call,
The one-kind hero awaits the crown at the rollout.

If the crown thwarts and rebukes to fit my head,
If my crave resumes to chasten and offer a spill,
But a rare truth always will be my profound med,
The oldest odd of course worth healing like a pill,
                       Never I say, burning no longer will be my thread,
I'm a one-kind legend, last rebirth was just a drill.
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