
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


​PROLOGUE

In the depths of darkness, a light flickered within me. A spark of creativity, a flame of determination, and a beacon of hope. From the ashes of my past, I rose, ready to write my own story. A story of triumph, of resilience, and of the power of the human spirit.
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​ESCAPE AND NEW BEGINNINGS
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I was only three years old, sitting beside my one-year-old sister on the couch, our wide eyes fixed on the horror unfolding before us. Our parents' argument had escalated into a violent fight, with my dad's anger directed at my mom. We sat frozen, tiny witnesses to the chaos, as our mom tried to defend herself against his blows.

In a desperate attempt to protect my mom, I found my voice and shouted at my dad, "Stop! Don't beat Mom!" But my words were met with a stinging slap across my face. My sister and I cowered together, our small bodies trembling with fear, as our mom's cries and our dad's rage filled the room.

The next morning, my mom made a bold decision. She couldn't take the beatings anymore, and she knew she had to protect my sister and me from witnessing such violence. With a determined look on her face, she packed a few belongings and woke us up early. "We're leaving," she whispered, her voice firm but laced with fear.

I don't remember the journey, but I recall arriving in a small town. The town was humble, with dirt roads where cars occasionally passed by, sending clouds of dust into the air. We settled into a bustling saloon, the smell of food and drinks filling the air. My mom's friend, a relative who worked there, greeted us warmly and offered my mom a job. With a roof over our heads and a steady income, my mom finally felt a sense of freedom. She rented a small house nearby, and we started anew.

Some time later, my big sister, from a different father, came to live with us. I don't recall the circumstances of her arrival, but I remember her presence brought a new dynamic to our small family.

Life in the small town was simple, yet challenging. The dirt roads were a constant reminder of the town's humble nature, and the dust that filled the air made it hard to keep our small house clean. But despite the challenges, my mom worked hard to provide for us, and my big sister helped with household chores and took care of my little sister and me.

I remember spending hours playing outside, exploring the surrounding countryside, and making friends with the local children. We didn't have much, but we made do with what we had, and our imaginations ran wild.

As time passed, my mom's hard work at her new job started to pay off. She would leave us with a babysitter at the salon during the day and come back home at night, exhausted but smiling. We were poor, but she was determined to provide for us.

Eventually, she saved up enough money to rent a small house in the same town. It was a big step for us, and we were excited to have a new place to call home. The house was modest, but it was ours, and we felt a sense of pride and accomplishment.

Despite the struggles, things started getting a bit better. We had food on the table, and our mom was able to buy us new clothes and shoes occasionally. The babysitter at the salon became like a family member, taking care of us and making sure we were safe.

I remember feeling happy and content, despite our poverty. My big sister, little sister, and I would play together, making our own games and fun. Our mom's hard work and determination inspired us to be strong and resilient.

Years passed as I reached six years old, and life had changed significantly since we moved into the small house. Since Mom had left the salon years ago and was now working a steady job, providing for our needs. Our big sister Rema had gone back to live with our Aunt, leaving me and my little sister Grace to navigate school and childhood together.

We attended Green Hill Primary School, a vibrant and bustling place filled with the sounds of laughter and learning. I remember walking to school with Grace, hand in hand, feeling excited and nervous about what the day would bring. Our teachers were kind and supportive, encouraging us to learn and grow.

Despite the challenges we faced, our mom's hard work and dedication had created a sense of stability and normalcy in our lives.

At school as I sat in Ms. Lilian's class, I felt a sense of belonging and comfort. She made learning fun, and her kindness inspired me to work hard. I was in Primary One, and my little sister Grace was even younger, still in nursery school. I felt proud to be in "big school" now, and I enjoyed learning new things every day.

As I settled into the routine, I started making friends with some of my classmates. There was a boy who sat next to me, and a girl who shared her crayons with me during art time. I don't remember their names now, but I remember the laughter and fun we had together. We would play together during recess, chasing each other around the playground and making up games.

As I moved on to Primary Two, I was greeted by a new teacher, Ms. Maria. She was a complex figure - loving and caring, yet firm and strict. I remember her warm smile and encouraging words, but also the sting of her cane when I failed to meet her expectations.
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