THE PHOENIX: A TALE OF REINVENTION AND REBIRTH (FICTION)
Matilda sat facing the mirror as the doctor unwrapped the gauze from her face. In truth, she was not quite sure how she felt about this… newness; she did not know what to expect. Gently, the doctor removed the bandages until she could see her face again, only that it was not the same face she knew so well.

**********
She removed her glasses and studied her puffy eyes; they were still bloodshot, and the skin around them was already getting dark. Rising from her vanity table, she slowly undressed, then turned, twisting her right shoulder forward as she tried to see her back. Since she and Alfred had been married, this was the worst beating yet; he had really outdone himself this time. It was difficult to grasp how Alfred had become this… person. 
Their marriage had been Heaven on Earth until his insane jealousy got in the way. He was jealous of everything, from her job to potential admirers, to their very own children; it was not something that she could rationalize, even to herself. He was obsessed with having her all to himself and refused to accept that that could never be possible. Tonight, he had sent her a flattering red dress and asked her to dress up for dinner with his associates. She tried it on, but the dress was a little revealing; the old marks on her body were not complimentary, so she found something a tad more modest in the same colour.
When she entered the dining room, his eyes flared, a sure sign that she would not get away with her perceived insolence. Gratefully, his guests had begun to arrive; there was no time for him to tip her on the unpleasantness to come. He put on his mask, smiled and took her hand as he walked her to her seat beside him. Dinner was hitch-free until the partner sitting across her at the table began to ogle her. When she realized what the lecherous fellow was doing, she snatched her eyes away quickly, irritated by the attention. If Alfred noticed, tonight would be even longer. She risked a glance in his direction, and he averted his gaze; it was too late.     

**********
Leaving her children to flee for her life was the hardest thing she had ever done, but as the famous saying goes, 'he who fights and runs away lives to fight another day.' 
Finally, another day has come, Matilda. 
She tucked her name away and entered the 'Augusta frame of mind'. As the doctor unveiled her new face, she mentally removed the gauze from her pain; it would forever be before her eyes till she was through with her plans. Alfred would not know what hit him. She had been reborn. 
