The Phoenix: A Tale of Reinvention and Rebirth (Fiction)
Beside me in that old tattered room was an old worn-out cloth. I used it to clean the blood that was dripping out from my head, not minding it could infect the wound. You can't imagine the story behind the wound. It's scary, but I will tell you anyway.

I was sent to the market by my mum to get a few things. I was still bargaining with the fish woman when I heard a voice behind me. "That's the girl, she is a thief". And before I knew it, they started beating me and throwing punches at me. The last thing I remembered was one hefty man hitting me with a log of wood.

A lot occupied my mind amidst the pains I was going through as I regained consciousness.
Just then, I saw something spectacular.

Let me give you a little background of myself.

I am Nmasinachi a fifteen-year-old girl who spends a greater part of her day doing chores for families in exchange for money. I do this to support my mum who hustles every day with the help of my two brothers to see that we make ends meet.

18 months ago we lost my dad and it has not been easy for us. To think that my father's relatives threw my mum out makes me shed tears. They accused her of killing my dad.

Today, my mum was not able to go out because of a little health challenge she has so she sent me to the market.

 Instead of being at home taking care of my mum and younger ones, I am here.
To the spectacle thing I saw, I have never seen that before even though I have heard of it and had casually read about it in a book.

PHOENIX. 

Maybe it was a trance, I can't tell but it felt so real. I Saw It. 

I would later make extensive research on the bird and that would solidify the experience I had. 

In case you want to know the summary of the research;

A Phoenix is an ancient immortal bird. It is considered to be immortal because, at the point of death, it is reborn immediately. The product of the rebirth is a brand-new bird.

I think that was what happened to me. When I saw that bird after I regained consciousness, I had a quickening in my spirit even before I understood what the bird symbolizes. 

I stepped out of that room a new person, walking into a new life. The woman who was robbed stood out there begging to be forgiven and asking for a chance to make right, the wrong they have done to me.

That incident was death for me.

Yes, I died.

And at that same point of death, I was born again to start life afresh.

17 years down the  lane, this is me, grateful to God for that experience.

Would you call me a Phoenix?

Let me leave you to figure that out.
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