The Phoenix: The Tale of Reinvention and Rebirth (Fiction).
“Who would you blame? Is it your poor widowed mother, your late father, the vulnerable landlord’s wife, her philanthropic busy husband, the society, or your Creator?” These were contemplations that Mrs Bassey engaged me with that pulled me out of the mine and gave me a new life and hope. I rose from the ashes back to life; I was regenerated and rebirthed.

I was nine years old and still in primary school. It was a custom for me to stay over; at our landlord’s house after school until my mother returned from the market, where she sold as a petty trader. It wasn’t so initially, but for fear of being corrupted by the children of our co-tenant who gang-raped an eleven-year-old girl, my mum felt our landlord’s house a few metres away from ours was the haven for me. 

The idea of staying at their place was a pleasant one. It was a delight that every day after school, I was sure of chilled kunun-aya and other delicacies, the best I have ever tasted.
One fateful day, I was back from school, and our landlord’s wife served me with a bottle of chilled kunun-aya, and she led me to her bedroom. She showed me herself and asked me to do something with her, but I couldn’t comprehend. 

My spirit died; yes, the real I was dead! Who would understand my predicament? How can I tell my mother what transpired between me and the landlord’s wife? Besides, what would she do? 
The landlord and his wife were so good to us. After my dad died and I was just three, we lived in a rent-free apartment; courtesy of the landlord.

A few years later, I got admission into the Junior Secondary School and left home. Freedom at last! Unfortunately, my affinity for the landlord’s wife developed so strongly. Though our indulgence was becoming gruesome to me, I still couldn’t detach myself from her.
I recoiled into my empty shell and became unusually introverted. My academics were also seriously affected. Yet I couldn’t open up to anyone for fear of victimisation.
I took to writing as it became a therapy. It was writing that got me on a one-on-one interaction with Mrs Bassey. 
Mrs Bassey sent for me one day; she had stumbled upon one of my write-ups. She was so lively and caring that one could hardly conceal anything from her. I was in the Senior Secondary then.
It’s still a mystery to why I effortlessly related my secret and ugly past to Mrs Bassey. That was my freedom and the end of fear, torment, guilt, bitterness, resentment and animosity. 
It’s been a couple of years since I found the purpose for my life. I no longer wallow in self-pity. I’m happily married, built a career, and I am a voice in my sphere of influence.
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