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

Catching my breath finally came with ease as the commercial bus driver drives into the town of Ora. I would prefer to call this event running in my mind a conversation over thoughts, because I desperately needed a response.
 “God why did you bring me here again?... Have I come here to be inflicted with guilt?”. Moving along the area I used to live as an undergraduate in the prestigious university, I remembered how that apartment used to be a den of immorality of all sorts. Men exchanged their money for our bodies to ease their sexual urges. I chuckled as I sighted the church where I got rededicated to God, “thank you Lord” . But well, the relief did not last long as I remembered how the supposed mentor who led me into rededication bamboozled my intelligence. With spiritual aura, tales about prophetic ascensions and descensions, angelic portals, he had sexual advantage of me right there in church premise.
 Well, what was I anyway? A girl who had wasted herself only for God to show her mercy and keep her alive.  The so called ‘mentor’ told me “You only found mercy…come here” then he would press me wherever his hands fumbled on, he eased his manly urges with my body. Soaked in my own tears, he told me he was only helping me to know how to resist men henceforth.
My fingers crossed, clinching on each other like they are dependent on themselves for survival, a drop of tear rolled down my left cheek. I was filled with questions in my mind, and the highlight of it all was if all I am meant for is to be abused. 
As the lady next to me sneezed like she did it for three more persons, I was called back to the present. Immediately a soft voice spoke in my mind “You came here again, but in a right way, for a right purpose as a different person”.
Many years have gone by.  I have made many right decisions to receive knowledge from Truth, which has taken me through highways, downtowns and bridges of exposure. I am not there yet but I see what God sees now, about me and Him. Though the clarity of my sight is gradual, but I now have a renewed orientation, and not that enslavement that makes me feel guilty every moment I think of the salvation God has generously offered me .
 The town of Ora welcomed me because I was invited by an organization to sensitize Secondary school students on how glorious their lives will be only if they guard it with all diligence and purity; this same town where I have recorded a number of scars. 
Wrapping up my mind conversations as the bus driver approaches the garage, I hear so clearly in my spirit- I am not saved out of pity, I am saved and rejuvenated to be the appropriate woman I was made to be by God, even from creation.

