The Phoenix: A Tale of Reinvention and Rebirth (Fiction)

I was a lost cause, a girl abandoned by my own parents, they saw no good in me, and eventually gave up on me because they had lost all hope concerning me. Due to my family’s attitude towards me, I decided that I had to go into the streets. 
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I was born with a rebellious spirit, I always made sure to do the exact opposite of what my parents wanted. I always got what I wanted by any means. I became a drug addict at the age of twelve. You could say that I was the black sheep of the family, but that would be a gross understatement, I was the black wolf of the family, so you wouldn’t really blame my parents if they pushed me out into the streets. 

I had the freedom to live the life I wanted, or the one the devil pushed my way, although I didn’t really believe in him, or God either. So there I was, on the streets, at the age of fifteen! 
I rambled on with life, smoking, drinking and gambling. I earned a living by selling my body, as I had no other thing valuable enough to sell. 
I was on the way to total ruin, I knew this deep within me but I saw no way out of it, in fact, I knew no other life apart from this. I didn’t know that I had a maker out there who had other plans for me. 

One night, after having a round with a new customer who refused to pay me and we got into a fight, I was stabbed in the stomach and I passed out. I don’t know how long I lay in a pool of my own blood totally unconscious, but I felt conscious in another realm, and that was when I saw him. 

Not that I believed in God, but I felt his overwhelming presence, and for the first time in my life, I felt peace. God came to me, he spoke to me with comfort, telling me about how he had been watching all my life, how he had sought to get my attention with each passing moment. He spoke to me of his love for me and I felt it radiating within me, I who had never known love since birth. 

It was two days later when I opened my eyes in a not so pretty room in the local clinic. Right from that moment, I knew I was born into a new life. I couldn’t continue to live as the old me anymore. 
Leaving the clinic when my wound healed, I could never go back to the streets, God had so much in stock for me already, so I walked into a church. It was as if God had specifically prepared the place for me, because from the moment I got to that church, I got a new life, and like a Phoenix, I rose from my ashes, reformed to do exploits, I was reborn.
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