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PROLOGUE

 The Gate That Wouldn’t
Open

The introduction here sets the tone and
emotional depth for the story while hinting at the themes of
silence, injustice, and resilience.

There are stories that remain buried deep
within the walls of homes, untold and unheard. These are the
stories of pain, of fear, of survival. Mercy’s story is one such
story—hidden behind the carefully maintained facade of a
picture-perfect family. For years, she lived in silence, bound by
the fear of retribution, the weight of shame, and the false promise
of love.

Mercy never expected to become a victim of
domestic violence. She grew up with dreams of building a loving
home, raising children with a partner who would protect and cherish
them. But life, as it often does, had other plans. Her reality,
over time, shifted from warmth to coldness, from love to control.
And with every passing day, the man she married, Peter, turned from
the person she had trusted into the one who hurt her the most.

This book is a testament to the courage of
breaking silence. It is a story that needs to be told—not only for
Mercy, but for countless others who live in the shadows, too afraid
to speak. Through her journey, we will understand the complexities
of intimate partner violence (IPV) and gender-based violence (GBV),
how it destroys families, and how the road to healing is long but
possible.

Long before the walls of her home began to
echo with silence and fear, Mercy believed in the promise of love.
It was not a fairy-tale romance, but a partnership rooted in hope,
struggle, and faith. Together with Peter, she had planted dreams in
the red soil of the land gifted to them—a patch of earth meant to
symbolize belonging, growth, and permanence.

To the world beyond their gate, they were a
normal family—three children, a modest house, and a life unfolding
slowly in rural simplicity. But behind that gate, truth twisted
into torment. The home became a cage. The soil that once brought
harvest now buried cries no one heard.

Mercy was not just a victim of Peter’s
violence; she was a victim of the culture that told her to endure,
of the church that preached submission, and of the state
institutions that looked the other way. Her cries, when they came,
were quiet at first—pleas for peace, for patience, for time to heal
what she thought was broken love. But love does not raise its hand
in anger. It does not silence your soul with fear. And it does not
seek to erase your existence in the name of dominance.

This story is not just about Mercy and Peter.
It is the story of countless women—some still trapped behind closed
gates, some gone too soon, some emerging into light, trembling but
unbroken. It is also the story of a nation grappling with its
conscience, weighed down by systems that protect those who have and
not the vulnerable, depicting more of a jungle than human
advancement.

May these pages carry the voices that were
once stifled, and may they stir a storm in the hearts of those who
still believe silence is safer than truth.

CHAPTER ONE: A BEAUTIFUL BEGINNING


A Promising Beginning

Mercy was barely twenty when she first met
Peter—a quiet man with a furrowed brow and a sharp mind. He wasn’t
the kind to speak many words, but when he did, his voice carried a
kind of weight that made people listen, not due to authority in the
words spoken, but because of the shrill in the voice. Mercy had not
been drawn to that voice but the desirable hope found in his
farming skills, she believed that it was a sign of maturity thus
confusing business acumen with love, stability, and perhaps a
future that would spare her the chaos she’d seen in other homes.
Her parents’ home was not something to speak of admirably
especially considering that her sister’s marriages was not
something to copy.

They met at a church youth fellowship in
Eldoret, where Peter had come visiting from the village. He told
her about the land his father had set aside for him, how he dreamed
of building a proper home and raising a godly family. He was
persuasive, if not poetic. Mercy, young and hopeful, saw in Peter
the future she had prayed for. She was just 15 years and did not
even care about legal implications, on the other hand, Peter was
oblivious of the country’s legal requirement concerning
marriageable people.

Their courtship was short, punctuated by
quiet conversations and a few clandestine and unchaperoned visits.
By the time they married, Peter’s father had gifted them a piece of
land on the edge of the family estate—prime, fertile land with a
gentle slope and good access to water. It was a generous gesture, a
sign of blessing and trust.

The early years were filled with the smell of
fresh soil, smoke from the kitchen hearth, and the excited cries of
their first child. Mercy was tireless—tending the shamba by day,
caring for the baby by night, and finding time to cook, clean, and
serve with a cheerful heart. Peter seemed content, working
intermittently in the farm and taking time to tend to other hired
lands which were geared towards their Homefront economy.

They built a simple house: two bedrooms, a
sitting room with polished cement floors, and a small kitchen. They
also built a big grain store for their farm produce. Every piece of
furniture, every sack of cement, every chicken in the coop was a
shared investment—an emblem of partnership. To Mercy, it felt like
home. Real home.

The village watched their progress with
admiration. “That Peter is responsible,” the elders would say. “He
is not like these boys who chase town girls and forget where they
come from.” Mercy was proud of her husband’s reputation and worked
even harder to maintain the image of a harmonious household.

But like hairline cracks in a strong
foundation, the signs were there—too subtle at first to name.
Peter’s absences became longer, his temper shorter. He’d brush off
Mercy’s questions, say she was nagging, accuse her of not
appreciating his efforts. Still, she gave him the benefit of the
doubt. After all, didn’t all marriages have hard seasons?

She didn’t know then that the gate to their
compound, lovingly painted sky blue by Peter himself, would one day
be a symbol—not of protection, but of separation. A barrier between
what the world saw and what was lived within.

In those first years, Mercy believed she had
everything she needed. But seeds had been planted—seeds of silence,
pride, and unchecked authority. Seeds that would soon grow thorns
instead of fruit.

A House on Fire

Mercy had always believed that love was
supposed to feel safe, secure, and warm. She had dreamt of building
a family with Peter—someone she thought was her soulmate. But as
the years passed, their home became more of a prison than a
sanctuary. The first signs of trouble were subtle, barely
noticeable at first—small disagreements that escalated into bitter
arguments, whispered threats disguised as “jokes,” and long
silences that spoke volumes.

Peter’s anger, once manageable, began to take
on a life of its own. His jealousy and control became more
suffocating. He questioned every move she made, every conversation
she had. She was no longer allowed to have friends without him
suspiciously hovering, questioning their motives. Even her family
visits became subject to his approval.

Mercy tried to ignore the creeping
discomfort, hoping it was just a phase. But the isolation grew. She
felt herself retreating into a corner, trapped in a house she could
no longer recognize.

The children—Tom, Eva, and Nathan—were young,
and yet they too felt the tension in the air. The house, which
should have been filled with laughter and joy, felt like a powder
keg, always one wrong word away from an explosion.

One evening, the argument escalated in a way
that shook Mercy to her core. Peter had returned home from his
escapades again. He was a teetotaler yet his words were slurred,
but his anger was sharp. He demanded that she hand over her phone
to check her messages. Mercy refused, a simple act of defiance
that, in the past, would have gone unnoticed. But tonight, it
triggered something inside him.

He grabbed her arm, twisting it painfully.
The pressure of his grip burned into her skin, and for the first
time, Mercy realized that this was no longer about arguments. This
was about control. This was about power. And she was losing.

Peter’s anger flared, and with a force she
had never seen before, he shoved her against the wall. Mercy
gasped, the breath knocked out of her. She stumbled, trying to
regain her footing. Her heart raced in terror, but a part of her
felt numb. Was this really happening?

For the first time, Mercy understood what the
word fear truly meant. It was not the fear of losing a fight, or
losing an argument. It was the fear of losing herself. The fear of
becoming someone she did not recognize.

Peter’s voice cut through the silence.
“You’ll never leave me, Mercy. I won’t let you.”

Mercy looked up at him, trembling, but deep
down, she knew something had shifted in her. She was not just
afraid anymore. She was angry. Angry that she had allowed herself
to be manipulated, angry that she had allowed her children to
witness this.

And so, she made a promise to herself—this
would not be the end of her story. No matter what, she would find a
way to reclaim her life. To escape the prison that had become her
home.

CHAPTER TWO: BRUISES YOU CAN’T SEE


Cracks in the Wall

This Chapter continues the narrative with
subtle transitions into emotional and psychological control—key
early signs of abuse often missed or minimized.

The first bruise Mercy received was not
physical, but emotional. It was a cold, cutting comment disguised
as concern. “You look tired, Mercy. Maybe it’s because you’re
always running around with your family and friends instead of
taking care of what really matters—our home.” It stung, but she
dismissed it as just another criticism from Peter.

But the words lingered, echoing in her mind.
Mercy started to second-guess herself. Maybe she was not doing
enough. Maybe she was neglecting her home. Slowly, like a vine
creeping through cracks in the walls, Peter’s words took root in
her self-esteem, and Mercy began to shrink.

As time passed, the emotional abuse became
more intense, more manipulative. Peter would create situations to
make her feel guilty, accusing her of being neglectful, disloyal,
and irresponsible. He took control of the finances, telling Mercy
that she did not understand money, so she shouldn’t be trusted with
it. Then, he isolated her further by pulling strings with his
family and friends, convincing them that Mercy was the one who had
changed. The walls of her world, already closing in, were now
fortified with fear, guilt, and shame.

Also, the first time Peter shouted at Mercy,
it was over something small—a forgotten errand. She had been
tending to their youngest, who had a fever, and in the flurry of
chores, failed to deliver a message to one of his cousins. Peter
returned that evening in a foul mood.

“Why is it so hard for you to do one thing
right?” he barked, slamming the door behind him. Mercy froze, the
child on her lap flinching. It was unlike him. Peter had always
been quiet—stern, yes, but never loud.

She apologized, softly, hoping it would end
there. It did, for a while. But a new tone had entered their
home—sharp, unpredictable, and cold. Like a breeze that slips
through a crack in a closed window, discomfort began seeping into
their everyday moments.

Peter no longer asked, he ordered. If Mercy
delayed his meals by even a few minutes, she’d be met with silence
for hours. When she tried to explain her reasons, he’d raise a
hand—not to strike, but to silence her with a warning gesture that
needed no words.

“You talk too much,” he said one evening.
“Just listen. That’s your place.”

Mercy began walking on eggshells. She
measured her words, double-checked every task, tried to anticipate
Peter’s moods. When he was cheerful, she felt like the sun had
returned. When he was angry, the house darkened—literally and
emotionally. The children, too, learned to be quiet when their
father was home. They shrank in his presence.

To the outside world, everything appeared
fine. Peter was still respected in the village, and Mercy kept her
struggles private. After all, what would she say? That her husband
scolded her? That he refused to let her visit her sister? That he
dismissed her ideas like she was a child? These weren’t beatings,
not yet. They were...adjustments. Sacrifices. Marriage, she
reminded herself, required patience.

When Mercy reached out to her local women’s
fellowship leader, she was told to “submit more” and “not provoke
him.” That’s what Proverbs said, wasn’t it? A wise woman builds her
home.

She tried. Oh, how she tried.

But the cracks deepened. Peter began
controlling the finances. Even though Mercy tended the farm, sold
vegetables at the market, and managed the household with incredible
thrift, she had to beg for money. Every coin had to be accounted
for, every small purchase justified.

He began to monitor her movements. “Why were
you at the neighbor’s house for so long?” “What were
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