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My eyes took a quick scan through the hall, it was my sign out, the day my course mates and I would get to scribble down our names on each other's white shirt— a goodbye and farewell. Finally, the stress had come to an end, and I would soon be gone away from ridiculous lecturers, early morning classes and draining night reading.
My course mates all had markers on their desk, the energy in the hall was on the highest level but above that, one thing was on my mind like a continuous tap on the back and that was my older sister's matriculation, the Ada(first daughter) of my family.
The one who had held my hands a year ago as tears flowed from her eyes, "Tessa, I will go back to school" she promised. My  watered eyes had searched through her to spot the lies but those words came  from a place of reinvention and rebirth.
My family was a large one; we were eleven, and  just survived everyday without the comforts.
So when my sister had come home with a protruding stomach  from college, after spending three successful failed years, my parents had washed their hands off her. 
The news of her  pregnancy had made my mother sink into the old wooden chair in our living room, it hit her hard and it was a slap on her face, my father gritted his teeth like one with a heart ache.
It was a hard decision but my parents still took her in, she's family after all, though this time she would live as a stranger amongst her own.

The atmosphere was tense, bittered eyes glared at her at every turn but she had no choice than to endure it, the coals  in her bossom were indeed hot.

My sister had sailed through the pregnancy journey all alone, often times staring into the empty space and going days with no appetite for food.

Time flew and her baby got due for delivery. The doctors had tried their best but unfortunately the baby came as a still birth. She came home empty handed and in pain. A sad moment for all but a part of me was happy, I didn't want the baby—maybe we all didn't.

All that now an old story, I finished up my examination questions with speed, signed on the shirts of few course mates who were done with their papers and made my way to the polytechnic she got admitted and beautiful enough it wasn't far from my own school.
As I stepped into the matriculation ground, my eyes darted around in search of her, the only one I wanted to see, when I heard "Hey kiddo" behind me and turned.

Standing tall in all her glory, the oversized matriculation gown not in anyway intimidating, was my older sister fulfilling her promise, rising through the  ashes, a reinvention and a rebirth.
