The Phoenix: A Tale of Reinvention and Rebirth (Fiction)

“None but the brave deserve the fair” A phrase easier said than believed. Brave was I when I lost my father and role model. Brave was I when my mother couldn’t curtail the shock and developed Locked-in syndrome. Brave was I when my aunt who despised me because my father wasn’t their parents’ choice, took my mum from me. 
I still didn’t give up when my father’s elder brother took over his properties and left me to die in the streets in a God forsaken hour, no I was still brave. 
That phrase mocks me yet again as I carefully picked up the body of my said to be dead child
“Sunshine” I said her name softly as I rocked her in my arms. She can’t be dead.
Nne walked towards me in tears.
“Nne, see how peaceful she is” I touched the cheeks of my stiff child.
Nne wiped her face, before nodding to the nurse. They can’t take my child, she is the only reason I’m still holding on to life. I screamed in pain as they took my only Sunshine from me.
I was only sixteen when I lost everything; Nne, a woman in her early fifties was a teacher and owned a provision store by the Oba roadside where I was left to die by my uncle. I located her store that night after few minutes of trekking and silent prayers. She was kind enough to take me in, though she had a son who was in the university.
I became part and parcel of her family and few months after I turned seventeen, I became a victim of rape. Yes, I was raped and stabbed brutally that night on my way from the store. I was traumatized and underwent psychotherapy for three months then I discovered I was pregnant. It was horrible for me; I tried committing suicide so many times, but I had Nne and Chinonso her son beside me.
Sunshine was born nine months later, she gave my life a new meaning as I vowed to protect her, but I failed. I failed as a mother and now my three months old sunshine is dead. The doctors said children with sickle cell anemia barely survived the first three months.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Standing on the Bridge head, thinking about ending it all, that phrase kept ringing in my head.
“I’ve been nothing but brave…but show me my fair?” tears flowed down my face.
I remembered my dad. He would want me to be brave once more…

It took months of hard work and nne’s help to raise money for my schooling. I sat for JAMB exam but failed. They encouraged me, i enrolled in a catering school in Lagos, two years later I graduated. It wasn’t easy to start up a business but I did and its results were surprising… I might not have gotten all I deserve but one thing was sure, that’s the fact that I rose from the ashes, just like a Phoenix.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                   
