[bookmark: _GoBack]‘The Phoenix: A tale of reinvention and rebirth (Fiction)
How do I start? Where do I begin? 
Why don't you start from the beginning?
Alright then.
(My dad's office)
We are running out of time. We need to get the scandal down and out or else... We might lose all our sponsors and... The company will fold up.
My father's eyes were teary his faced etched with pain. The company had been his first child. Nothing could have the capacity to break my stone-hearted father except this terrible news. I know you might be curious. What scandal. Apparently, my father had gotten drunk, sexually harassed his assistant and killed her, now the media is all over with the news.
"Leave us David. I want to be alone." I turned to leave with my father's adviser. "Not you, Uriela. Sit.". Spinning in his chair, with tension thick as meat. I could only imagine what could be going through my father's mind. Have you ever wondered why I named you Uriela?" "No, I thought mother named me." I picked the name, because, you were the light of God in my life... I know you understand that, there is almost nothing I can do to avoid a death sentence. But I want to tell you something. You can start again. I deposited some money to a secret account, you can use that to get by with your siblings. Never forget that, I love you.
He was still talking when the officer came in  handcuffed him and led him out. I sat there quiet. Too quiet. Then I cried. 
Uriela, your father had some documents he wanted me to give you. Let me take you home so I could talk with your mother.
Alright, Thank you.
We went home, and found out we had $48,000 to our name. David advised that we sell our house and live somewhere affordable, after the big move and the heavy depression on my family. We had to pick up the pieces of our lives. Friends and loved ones vanished. My finance ended our wedding with a text. 
"It is unfortunate we can't be together, my mother said, you could spoil our family image. I won't want that. I love you."
Steve.
Retarded bastard.
We moved to a small part of capetown in South Africa, in hiding until the storm of life passed. We started again. Right from scratch. My little sister Eliora loved baking and sold snacks in the street every day. Using social media she built a page talking about our story. It gave a lot of pity but it brought sales. I worked as a web designer and wrote on the side.  I don't know how my dad knew but we started again. 
Four years later, I was able to build business around it called The Now Business. I make millions of dollars from business consultancy, business development, marketing and advertising for businesses nationally and internationally.
From ashes to palace, what can I say? We did started again.
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