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            Epigraph
"Poverty is not the absence of money.It is the silence of opportunity,the theft of childhood,and the weight carried in the ribs of the forgotten.
But within that silence,a voice survives.Within that weight,A seed grows.
And when the world forgets you,you must remember yourself."
— William Charles
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Foreword
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There are some stories you don’t choose to tell.  They choose you—Because the weight of silence becomes heavier than the pain of memory.

The Poverty Line is not a tale born from imagination.  It is a lived experience.  It is the dirt I walked on barefoot, the ache in my belly that sang louder than my voice,
The darkness that settled in the corners of rooms, and the light I had to find within myself.
This book is about survival—Not just of the body, but of dignity, dreams, and self-worth.  I wrote it to honor the millions of children who wake up every day with no clean water, no breakfast, no bed to call their own, yet still dare to hope.

I wrote it for those who’ve slept on cold floors, who’ve swallowed salt to trick their stomachs into silence, who’ve been told their stories don’t matter because their country isn’t rich in gold or global attention.

I wrote it because I was that boy—The one overlooked, underestimated, and unheard.

Growing up in a place where history was erased and resources were scarce, I learned early on that poverty is more than the absence of money.  It’s the denial of opportunity,
The silencing of potential, the normalization of suffering.  But within that hardship,
There is also incredible strength.  The kind of strength that teaches you how to make one gallon of water last a day.  The kind of strength that shows you how to bathe with a cup and a prayer.  The kind of strength that helps you study the world—Even if the books lie about where you come from.
This book is not meant to shock you.  It’s meant to wake you.  Because somewhere in this story, there is a reminder that hardship is universal, but resilience is a choice.

To those who are still fighting to be seen, heard, and valued—this book is for you.
To the children growing up in forgotten corners of the world—you are not invisible.
And to anyone who has ever felt like life gave them the short end of the stick—may this story help you realize you are holding something powerful.
The Poverty Line is not where life ended for me.  It was where it began.  And if you’re reading this now, I hope you come away knowing—you, too, can rise.

— William Charles
Author of The Poverty Line

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Preface
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Every book has a beginning, but this one started long before words ever touched a page.
It began in the stillness of hunger.  In the long walks for water under a scorching sun.
In the quiet shame of being told I wasn’t worthy of a bed.  In the moments when I looked around and wondered why survival felt like a punishment.
This book did not come from comfort.
It came from necessity.
There were too many memories I had tried to outrun—and too many children still living what I once lived.  I realized silence was no longer a refuge.  It was a betrayal.

So, I began writing.  Not as a way to relive the past, but to make sense of it.  To give voice to the boy I once was—a boy who needed someone to tell him that what he was going through mattered, that he wasn’t invisible, and that one day, his scars would speak for him.

The Poverty Line is not a condemnation of a country.  It is a confrontation with neglect.
It’s a story rooted in a place where power came and went like lightning, where textbooks glorified foreign heroes while silencing our own, where a gallon of water was an act of grace, and where children were raised by struggle more than by structure.  But it is also a story of resilience.  Of the strength that grows in shadows.  Of the determination to learn, even when the school had no windows.  Of the courage to dream, even when every day felt like a battle.
The chapters ahead are layered—raw, honest, at times uncomfortable.  But that’s the truth of it.  This isn’t a book polished for inspiration.  It’s a reflection of the jagged road that led me here.  If you grew up in hardship, you may find echoes of yourself in these pages.  If you’ve never known what it’s like to go to bed hungry or wake up thirsty,
Then let this book serve as an open window—a way for you to see, not from a distance,
But with empathy.
My hope is not that you leave this book feeling sorry.  I hope you leave it feeling aware, feeling connected, and feeling responsible.  Because no child should ever grow up thinking that suffering is normal or that their voice doesn’t matter.  I know this because I once did.  And now, I’m here to say otherwise.

— William Charles
Author of The Poverty Line
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Author’s Note & Acknowledgements
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Certain stories never leave you—no matter how far you travel, how much you grow, or how many years pass. The Poverty Line is one of those stories for me.

This book was written from fragments of memory, real pain, and quiet moments I rarely shared out loud. It is built from the dust of the roads I walked, the voices I remember, and the weight of what it meant to survive without enough. There were no maps for the kind of life I lived—only instincts, hunger, and faith.

Though I am the one who wrote this story, I did not walk this journey alone. For that, I offer deep gratitude.

To my mother—your sacrifices were the unspoken backbone of my survival. You gave me everything, even when there was nothing. I carry your courage in every word.

To my father – You are a man of honor, so thank you for following the vision of the woman in the dream that led you to be at the right place and the right time. 

To those whose names do not appear in headlines, but whose kindness gave me shelter, a piece of bread, or even a moment of dignity, thank you. You may not know what it meant, but I do.

To my brothers and sisters across the world who continue to live beneath the poverty line, your stories matter. You matter. I see you, I believe in your strength, and I pray this book gives you voice and hope.

To my wife, Breanna, and our beautiful children—Jade, Karmyn, Liberty, and Mordecai—thank you for giving me new reasons to keep writing, growing, and believing in change. You are the light I didn’t know I was searching for.

To the readers—thank you for choosing this book. Whether you read it out of curiosity, empathy, or purpose, I invite you not only to read, but to feel. To not just observe the story, but to walk with it. And when you're done, I hope it moves you to action—no matter how big or small.

And finally, to the boy I once was—thank you for not giving up.
Your pain became your power.
Your voice found its page.
And your story is now the beginning of someone else’s hope.
— William Charles
Author of The Poverty Line
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