The Phoenix: A tale of reinvention and rebirth (Fiction).

I looked at the inscription on the door to be sure I was about entering the right office. I opened the door and entered.

In the office was seated a fair, slim woman probably in her mid 30s.

‘Isn't she the one?' I thought to myself. At this point, my pulse had doubled and I was becoming uncomfortable. My fear compounded the moment I sighted the name boldly inscribed on her white coat. 

It read ‘Ninma Michael; Consultant Gynecologist'.

I was shocked and at the same time ashamed.

Still in shock, I called her name ‘Ninma'. At this point I could tell she recognized me and surprised too, she called my name calmly, ‘Kate'.

In shame, I bowed my head and just as I was about to go down on my knees, I felt her hands around me. She hugged me tight. Effortlessly, tears rolled down my cheeks, I poured them all out leaving her shoulder wet.

‘But how did you do it, Ninma?' I asked. ‘I never imagined you could get to this height, what happened?'.

Ninma sighed and began to speak;

‘Resilience Kate, I was resilient. Though broken and shattered, I refused to stop moving. I was determined to not be overwhelmed by challenges and setbacks. 

I laid aside all my past experiences. 

I put off the old identity.

A new me was birthed.'

Tears flowed from my eyes as she kept talking. She recounted how she was raped the very night I sent her packing because she couldn't pay her percentage of the rent. Eventually, it resulted in pregnancy but due to menial jobs she did to survive, she lost the pregnancy. Two years later, she got to know of a scholarship opportunity from a Pastor in her local church. She passed the scholarship examination and was among the few who were sponsored to study medicine abroad.

Today, she is a consultant gynecologist and as fate would have it, she is the one in charge of my medical case.

Despite loosing her parents to the cold hands of death during her university days in Nigeria which led to her dropping out, Ninma still pulled through.

Through the thick and thin, she scaled through.

Whenever I remember what I did to her that night, coupled with the fact that I never found her all these years, guilt grips my heart.

But I've chosen not to live with that guilt anymore.

Just like Ninma, a new me has just been birthed.

I am not evil! The old me has passed away, a new Kate is here to stay!

