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I dedicate this book to my beloved wife, Beatrice Agbadzi, whose love, encouragement, and unwavering faith have been a constant source of strength throughout this journey.

To my precious children—Shine, Elizabeth, Caleb, and Mimi—may you always walk in truth, courage, compassion, and faith, knowing that integrity is a treasure no one can take away.

Finally to  Vivian Tanakloe and Florence Sekpey and their respective families. May Jehovah God bless, strengthen all of us  forever 

“Truth may be buried beneath fear, power, and deception, but it can never remain hidden forever. Love remembers what lies try to erase, and faith continues to hope when every visible reason to hope has disappeared.”

— Emmanuel Agbadzi
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Some stories entertain us for a season. Others remain with us long after the final page because they touch something deeply human.

My Baby Didn’t Die – Volume One is one of those stories.

At its heart, this novel is about more than a missing child. It is about the enduring strength of faith when prayers seem unanswered, the resilience of love when hope appears lost, and the relentless pursuit of truth in a world where power sometimes seeks to silence justice.

Across many cultures, children are regarded as blessings entrusted to families. When that sacred trust is violated, the wound reaches beyond one home. It touches entire communities and challenges our shared sense of justice, compassion, and responsibility.

Although this is a work of fiction, it reflects realities that have affected families in different parts of the world. It reminds us that behind every headline may be ordinary people whose lives have been forever changed by extraordinary pain.

Readers will journey with Emmanuel and Beatrice through seasons of joy, disappointment, grief, perseverance, and renewed hope. Along the way, they will meet people whose choices reveal both the worst and the best of humanity. Some will choose silence. Others will discover that truth demands courage.

This first volume begins a larger journey. It invites readers not only to ask what happened, but also to consider what faith, integrity, forgiveness, and justice truly require when everything appears lost.

May this story inspire every reader to value truth above convenience, compassion above indifference, and hope above despair.

Welcome to My Baby Didn’t Die.
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Every story begins with a question.

The question that inspired this novel was simple:

What happens when a parent’s heart refuses to accept a truth that was never true?

That question became the foundation upon which My Baby Didn’t Die was written.

Although this novel is a work of fiction, it was inspired by the universal experiences of love, loss, hope, and the unwavering determination of parents who never stop believing in their children. It also reflects the importance of integrity within our institutions and reminds us that a single act of dishonesty can alter countless lives for generations.

This is not merely a story about tragedy. It is a story about resilience. It is about a husband and wife whose faith is tested beyond anything they imagined, yet who refuse to surrender either their love or their conviction that truth still exists.

Throughout these pages, you will encounter moments of joy, heartbreak, suspense, courage, and redemption. Some chapters may move you to tears. Others may stir your sense of justice. My hope is that every chapter reminds you that even in life’s darkest moments, faith can continue to shine.

As an African writer, I have sought to tell a story that reflects the richness of African family values, community, perseverance, and spiritual conviction while speaking to readers everywhere. Love for a child, the search for truth, and the longing for justice know no borders.

Volume One lays the foundation for a much greater journey. The answers uncovered here will lead to even greater challenges, deeper sacrifices, and extraordinary acts of courage in the volumes that follow.

Thank you for choosing to walk this journey with Emmanuel and Beatrice.

May this story encourage you never to lose hope, never to stop seeking truth, and never to underestimate the enduring power of faith and love.

Emmanuel Agbadzi
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Writing My Baby Didn’t Die – Volume One has been one of the most emotional journeys of my life. This novel is more than a work of fiction; it is a story of faith, love, justice, and the unbreakable bond between a parent and a child. I am deeply grateful to everyone who encouraged, inspired, and supported me throughout this journey.

My deepest gratitude goes to Jehovah God, whose unfailing love, wisdom, and grace sustained me through every chapter. Without His guidance, this story would never have reached its destination. He reminds us that even when truth is hidden for a season, it cannot remain buried forever.

To my beloved wife, Beatrice Agbadzi, thank you for your unwavering love, patience, encouragement, and sacrifices. Your faith and strength continue to inspire both my life and my writing.

To my wonderful children—Shine, Elizabeth, Caleb, and Mimi—thank you for the joy, hope, and inspiration you bring into my life. Every page of this book carries my desire to leave you a legacy of faith, integrity, courage, and compassion.

I sincerely thank my mother, Alice Kukekpor, whose prayers, love, and perseverance laid a strong foundation for my life. I am equally grateful to my siblings—Patrick, Bernice, Happy, Sena, Millicent, and Charles Agudogo—for their constant encouragement and support.

My heartfelt appreciation goes to Collins Baragbor, whose invaluable assistance with account setup and various technical aspects made an important contribution to this publishing journey. I am also grateful to Foster for his creativity and support with graphic design.

I extend my sincere appreciation to my lecturers at Kings University College—Mr. Yooney, Mr. Amegbe, Mr. Snell, and Mr. Michael Augustt, the Registrar—for their guidance, encouragement, and commitment to academic excellence. Your influence has shaped my personal and professional growth in many meaningful ways.

Finally, I dedicate this book to every parent who has endured unimaginable loss, to every family still searching for answers, and to every reader who believes that truth, though delayed, will one day prevail. May this story strengthen your faith, renew your hope, and remind you that love rooted in truth can overcome even the darkest seasons.

Thank you for opening this book and walking this journey with me.

— Emmanuel Agbadzi
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Every child enters the world carrying more than a name.

A child carries the hopes of a family, the dreams of a mother, the quiet strength of a father, and the promise of a future yet to be written. Long before a newborn takes a first breath, love has already prepared a place where that child belongs.

Yet there are moments when human greed attempts to rewrite what love has written.

There are moments when wealth believes it can purchase what only God can give, when power imagines it can bury truth beneath silence, and when innocent lives become the price of another person’s desperate desire.

But truth possesses a remarkable quality.

It may be delayed. It may be hidden. It may even appear defeated for a time.

Yet, like the first light of dawn after the longest night, truth always finds its way back into the open.

My Baby Didn’t Die is the story of two families whose lives become forever connected by one decision made behind closed hospital doors. It is a journey through faith tested by unbearable loss, love that refuses to surrender, and courage that rises when silence becomes too heavy to bear.

This novel asks difficult questions.

Can a mother’s heart recognize the child the world says she has lost?

Can conscience remain silent forever?

Can justice still prevail when power seems untouchable?

Above all, it reminds us that while people may conceal the truth for a season, they can never erase it completely.

As an African proverb wisely says:

“No matter how long a log stays in the river, it never becomes a crocodile.”

In the same way, a lie may live for years, but it never becomes the truth.

Welcome to a story where hope refuses to die, faith refuses to surrender, and love refuses to forget.

The journey begins here.
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Some novels are written to entertain.

Others are written to make us think.

My Baby Didn’t Die – Volume One seeks to do both.

At its heart, this is a story about ordinary people confronted by extraordinary circumstances. Emmanuel and Beatrice are not heroes because they possess unusual strength or influence. They are heroes because they refuse to abandon faith when life becomes unfair, and they refuse to stop seeking truth when everyone else tells them to move on.

Their journey reflects experiences that many families understand in different ways. Waiting. Praying. Hoping. Losing. Questioning. Believing again.

Although this novel is fictional, its emotional landscape is real. Around the world, families have experienced the pain of unanswered questions, misplaced trust, and the long search for justice. This story honors every person who has chosen courage instead of despair and truth instead of silence.

Throughout these pages, you will encounter themes of faith, family, integrity, forgiveness, justice, and redemption. You will meet characters whose choices reveal both the beauty and the brokenness of the human heart. Some will sacrifice everything for love. Others will sacrifice truth for power. Each decision will shape lives for years to come.

This first volume lays the foundation for a much larger story. It begins with love, moves through unimaginable loss, and ends with a revelation that changes everything. The volumes that follow will explore the consequences of that revelation as families, institutions, and consciences are brought face to face with the truth.

There is another African proverb that says:

“However long the night, the dawn will surely break.”

That proverb captures the heart of this novel.

No matter how dark the circumstances become, hope still waits beyond the horizon for those who refuse to surrender.

Thank you for opening this book.

May the story challenge your mind, strengthen your faith, and remind you that while many things can be stolen in this world, truth, love, and hope can never be taken forever.

— Emmanuel Agbadzi
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A Love Rooted in Faith
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The room was small—not the kind of smallness that spoke merely of limited financial means, but the kind that quietly carried the profound weight of a lifetime of sacred memories. Every corner and uneven surface bore silent witness to a home where gratitude had always outweighed earthly possessions, and where simple things were treasured because they had been received with genuinely thankful hearts. There is a timeless proverb that reminds us: “A small house with contentment is better than a grand palace filled with strife.” In this humble dwelling, that truth was not just a comforting saying; it was the very foundation of the walls, woven into the very fabric of their daily existence. It was a space where the noise of the world was shut out, leaving only the gentle rhythm of a life well-lived in the presence of the Creator.

Morning sunlight slipped gently through neatly washed, faded curtains, casting warm, dancing patterns of amber across the worn cement floor. A modest wooden table stood beside the small window, its smooth surface polished by years of faithful use, wiped clean after countless shared moments of vulnerability and hope. Facing one another were two well-worn plastic chairs, faded by the sun but ever ready to welcome another conversation, another shared meal, or another quiet evening of fellowship. Resting carefully upon the table was an open Bible, its pages softened and slightly frayed at the edges by countless readings. Those worn pages testified to a life deliberately shaped by God’s Word rather than merely acquainted with its passages. Beside the scripture stood a kerosene lamp, its glass globe immaculately clean, patiently waiting for those inevitable evenings when darkness arrived before electricity returned to the village. The room held no expensive furniture, no polished marble, and no glittering ornaments. Yet, it possessed something wealth alone has never been able to purchase: an unshakeable, ambient peace. This was not the fragile peace that depends upon comfort, wealth, or circumstance, but the quiet assurance that flows from a life firmly anchored in the Almighty.

It was within the threshold of this sanctuary that Emmanuel first truly saw Beatrice—not merely with his eyes, but with the eyes of his heart. She had no idea he was standing quietly in the doorway, having walked through the unlocked outer gate as was the custom in their close-knit community. Kneeling beside her small bed, with her fingers gently clasped and her head bowed in humble reverence, she was pouring out her soul. Her shoulders moved slightly with the rhythm of her breath, and her posture was one of complete, unforced surrender.

“Father,” she whispered, her voice so soft it blended seamlessly with the rustling morning breeze outside the window, “I do not have much in this world, but I have You. And because I have You, I truly have enough.”

There was nothing rehearsed about her prayer, nothing performed for an audience, and absolutely nothing intended for human ears. Her words rose naturally and fluidly, like incense from an altar, born from a heart that had learned to trust God through seasons of both abundance and crushing need. As the expressive phrase goes, she was wearing her heart on her sleeve before her Creator, completely stripped of pretense, standing spiritually naked and unashamed before the One who knew her name before the world was formed.

Emmanuel remained absolutely motionless, his breath catching in his throat as a strange warmth filled the air. He had come only to return a Bible study booklet she had lent him the previous week—a simple, mundane errand that should have taken no more than a minute of his morning. Instead, he found himself rooted to the spot, entirely unable to move a single muscle, as if an invisible hand held him fast. To interrupt her felt like a transgression, a violation of a sacred space, as though he had unwittingly stepped onto holy ground. There was something profoundly different about the way Beatrice prayed. She was not searching for impressive, lofty vocabulary to sound elegant, nor was she trying to sound especially spiritual to impress an imaginary audience. She simply spoke with the quiet, devastating confidence of someone who truly knew the One to whom she prayed, speaking to Him as an intimate confidant who was present in the room.

As Emmanuel stood there witnessing this private devotion, something profound stirred deep within the hidden recesses of his chest. It was far more than romantic admiration or the
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