Topic: 

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

The perpetual dread that consumed me stemmed from the fact that I had an Igbo father and a mother from Togo.

From my earliest memories, my mother endured both physical and emotional abuse until her last breath. Similarly, my father's other wives, who hailed from different parts of Africa, all met their demise due to abuse, with some even losing their lives during pregnancy. As the sole child, I too became a victim of my father's mistreatment.

The lonely existence of being an only child intensified the torment that resided within me. Women were merely seen as objects or commodities, worthy of being traded rather than married. This was precisely how my father acquired all of his wives.

Our pleas for help went unheard, with no one stepping up to fight on our behalf or even launching an inquiry into the sudden deaths of women who bore the visible marks and wounds of abuse.

In his relentless pursuit of financial gain, my father made a deal to sell me off. Thankfully, I became aware of his intentions and managed to escape via train. 

My reason for leaving was to seek a better life for myself. Remarkably, this marked the first stroke of luck in my life. It was during this period that I encountered Mrs. Ashanti, who became the catalyst for my personal growth. 

Mrs. Ashanti provided me shelter at her home and personally facilitated my basic education. Little did I know that she, too, was a survivor of sexual abuse, enduring it from the age of 10 until she was 47. However, she concealed her own experiences so adeptly that one would never have guessed.

Mrs. Ashanti orchestrated my journey to London. Despite the challenges I faced, I persevered to make her proud.

I discovering that media outlets were unwelcoming towards women, with some even expressing disbelief at my ability to overcome adversity and graduate as a journalist.

I began writing articles from the comfort of my own home, in multiple languages, and publishing them online. These pieces shed light on the plight of women, ultimately leading to the first-ever women's protest to British authorities. Additionally, other African countries began to follow suit, demanding greater rights for women and an end to gender-based violence. 

Before we could get to the British office, we were ambushed and gun shot filled the whole street.

The land had it eat like a horse.

I was dead to be forgotten, but my dream wasn't dead nor forgotten. 

The cries and death of hundreds of women weren't closed. 

Nobody knew that out of our death, a Phoenix was rising , one who had nothing to do with our world. 

The mother killed and the sister mad because of Abuse;Made him forward all my Article to the British council secretly. 

It was reviewed and immediate action were taken and African women gain freedom into a new era of reinvention and rebirth 

A Phoenix brought the change at the expense of our blood and cries. 

Thanks. 

