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

Dare stared at the school dashboard for the third time with red blurry eyes. The "withdrawal" stood out like a mountain amongst valleys. A blinding headache struck repeatedly at his temple, and he kept wiping his runny nose as he stared with a tears-filled gaze at the screen in front of him.

He was on withdrawal! He was no longer a student of UNICAL! In fact, he was no longer a medical student! The reality hit hard and a harsh laughter tore from his belly, but it remained stuck in his throat. He swallowed! Pain.

The next day Dare took the first bus to Lagos after confirming from his Head of department that nothing could be done. He barely made a 1.0 cumulative grade point average. That was laughable! The words of his academic advisor played repeatedly in his head.

𝑇𝑒𝑙𝑙 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑝𝑎𝑟𝑒𝑛𝑡𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑡𝑟𝑢𝑡ℎ. 𝑌𝑜𝑢 𝑑𝑜𝑛'𝑡 𝑤𝑎𝑛𝑡 𝑚𝑒𝑑𝑖𝑐𝑖𝑛𝑒, 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑐𝑎𝑛'𝑡 𝑠𝑡𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡 𝑜𝑓 𝑏𝑙𝑜𝑜𝑑, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑏𝑎𝑟𝑒𝑙𝑦 𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑟𝑠𝑡𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑤ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑙𝑒𝑐𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑒𝑟𝑠 𝑒𝑥𝑝𝑙𝑎𝑖𝑛. 𝐵𝑢𝑡 𝑓𝑖𝑟𝑠𝑡, 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑛𝑘 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑚 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑝𝑢𝑠ℎ𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑡ℎ𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑔ℎ 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑠𝑒 𝑦𝑒𝑎𝑟𝑠. 𝑇ℎ𝑒𝑛, 𝑚𝑎𝑘𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑚 𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑟𝑠𝑡𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑦'𝑟𝑒 𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑝𝑢𝑠ℎ𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑜𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑟𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡 𝑝𝑎𝑡ℎ. 𝐼 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑛𝑘 𝐺𝑜𝑑 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑐𝑎𝑚𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑚𝑒. 𝑌𝑜𝑢 𝑠ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑙𝑑 𝑙𝑒𝑎𝑣𝑒 𝑖𝑚𝑚𝑒𝑑𝑖𝑎𝑡𝑒𝑙𝑦. 𝐷𝑜𝑛'𝑡 𝑔𝑖𝑣𝑒 𝑟𝑜𝑜𝑚 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑔ℎ𝑡𝑠 𝑡𝑜 𝑑𝑒𝑝𝑟𝑒𝑠𝑠 𝑦𝑜𝑢. 𝐼𝑡'𝑠 𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑒𝑛𝑑 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑜𝑟𝑙𝑑. 𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑙𝑎𝑠𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑦𝑜𝑢'𝑑 𝑤𝑎𝑛𝑡 𝑖𝑠 𝑡𝑜 𝑑𝑒𝑐𝑒𝑖𝑣𝑒 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑝𝑎𝑟𝑒𝑛𝑡𝑠. 𝑌𝑒𝑠, 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑦'𝑣𝑒 𝑡𝑜𝑙𝑑 𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑟𝑦𝑜𝑛𝑒 𝑦𝑜𝑢'𝑟𝑒 𝑠𝑡𝑢𝑑𝑦𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑚𝑒𝑑𝑖𝑐𝑖𝑛𝑒. 𝐵𝑢𝑡, 𝑖𝑡'𝑠 𝑏𝑒𝑡𝑡𝑒𝑟 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑦 𝑓𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑑 𝑜𝑢𝑡 𝑛𝑜𝑤 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑛 6 𝑦𝑒𝑎𝑟𝑠 𝑙𝑎𝑡𝑒𝑟. 𝐼𝑡 𝑐𝑎𝑛 𝑘𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑚 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑘𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝑦𝑜𝑢. 𝑌𝑜𝑢'𝑙𝑙 𝑙𝑜𝑠𝑒 𝑜𝑢𝑡 𝑖𝑛 𝑚𝑎𝑛𝑦 𝑤𝑎𝑦𝑠. 𝑌𝑜𝑢 𝑠ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑙𝑑 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑣𝑖𝑛𝑐𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑚 𝑡𝑜 𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑜𝑤 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑡𝑜 𝑒𝑛𝑟𝑜𝑙𝑙 𝑖𝑛 𝑎
𝐹𝑎𝑠ℎ𝑖𝑜𝑛 𝑑𝑒𝑠𝑖𝑔𝑛𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑠𝑐ℎ𝑜𝑜𝑙. 𝐼𝑓 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑠𝑒 𝑓𝑎𝑖𝑙, 𝐼'𝑙𝑙 𝑐𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑚 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑠𝑝𝑒𝑎𝑘 𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑚.

That night Dare spoke with his parents. The tears and the hiccups made the talk last an hour more. But, the tightness in his belly relaxed when his father replied calmly. He could hear the pain in his voice.

"I can't believe I have paid your way through secondary school up into the University, yet I refused to accept the reality that you kept failing in science courses. Wow! So, I'd have raised a doctor that would end up killing people. I'm so sorry son, I'm proud of you. I'm glad you still have the morals to come back and the trust to talk to us. I will enroll you in the best fashion school tomorrow. If you don't want it in Lagos, I'll get you to where you want it. You are coming out stronger. You're like the phoenix my son, I'll help fix your wings and you'll fly again."

𝟔 𝐘𝐞𝐚𝐫𝐬 𝐋𝐚𝐭𝐞𝐫
Dare smiled as he stared at the business card in his hand. He'd design the outfits for the biggest fashion show in New York. He stood by the hotel's window that faced the city, and let his gaze stray from his hand to the scenery before him. He took a very deep breath of New York Air, it was a breath of fresh air.
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