Topic:  The Phoenix: A Tale Of Reinvention and Rebirth.


A wise man once told me, "If there is a man who needs to be transformed, then there would arise a situation that warrants such transformation."


I could never agree more with him. 


My story is one of 'A poisonous antidote', very ironic. 


My name is Godswill, I was born a twin, and my twin brother... He took the fall for me without batting an eyelid. 


I use to be a wayward boy who I  thought no one cared about because I had no good in me while my brother on the other hand was the 'prince born on marble'. 


At 15, I left home and never returned, to find fresh air which I did or so I thought only to show up at my brother's front door ten years later with clothes soaked in blood. Yes, I had just murdered someone who provoked me at a club. 


No, it was not intentional and yes, a strong force pushed me to my brother's place as the police were on my trail. As soon as he opened the door, his words sank deep which I could not understand. 


"Welcome home brother, I have been waiting for you," he said with tears in his eyes. 


Really? Waiting for me? How? 


He drew me inside quickly not minding the confusion on my face and asked me to take off my blood-stained cloth after which he gave me his. "I did it, do you hear me?" he said again. 


"What do you mean?"


"You are me and I am you," he stated more clearly. 


I stood still as the police knocked on the door. How they found me so quickly, I can't tell. As soon as I opened it, a police officer asked, "Where is the murderer?"


Shamelessly, I pointed at my brother who still had tears in his eyes and I could feel him cry, "Father, if you will, let this cup pass from me."


You guessed right... 


The prodigal son returns at the expense of the faithful son. Therefore; the remedy became the poison. One good life for a bad one.
 My only antidote had to die by hanging. He saved me yet he had to die. 


I will prefer to be tagged 'The Prodigal Son who should never have returned'. I  did and it had to be an ultimate sacrifice and a fatal exchange. 

An antidote, yet a poison. 


I had to make it count and like a Phoenix rise from the ashes better and stronger than ever before. 

It was a sacrifice that should never be wasted so I tell you this story as one who has told it to thousands of young people and one who has and is still raising a rejuvenated generation. 


From grass to grace would not be a bad caption. 


The poisonous antidote was my cure!
