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To My Beautiful Daughter, Suzan. This book is dedicated to you.

Every page of this book carries a piece of my journey—the victories, the disappointments, the betrayals, the lessons, and the hope that emerged from them. But above all, it carries my deepest desire to leave you a better inheritance than the one I received.

As your father, this is my heart to you.
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A Letter to My Daughter

My dearest Suzan,

From the moment you came into my life, you gave me a new purpose. You became the reason I chose to fight battles that generations before us never faced. I made a promise to myself that the pain, brokenness, and dysfunction passed down through our family would not become your inheritance.

As I write this book, I make that promise to you.

I choose to break every inherited crown of pain, every cycle of dysfunction, every burden of fear, rejection, manipulation, and limitation that has travelled through generations. It ends with me.

You were never created to carry the weight of our family’s past. You were born to build a brighter future.

My prayer is that you will grow into a strong, confident, compassionate, and wise woman who knows your worth. I want you to wear your own crown—not one shaped by pain, but one built on faith, integrity, courage, and love.

No one will define your value. No one will determine your destiny. You will hold your own crown, and with God’s guidance, you will choose your own path. You will write your own story.

As your father, I cannot promise to be perfect, but I promise to stand beside you, protect you, guide you, pray for you, and love you unconditionally. I will do everything within my power to ensure you have the freedom to dream, to grow, and to become the remarkable woman God created you to be.
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May your life be filled with peace instead of chaos, wisdom instead of confusion, confidence instead of fear, and love instead of hurt.

Remember this always: you are not defined by where you come from, you are defined by who you choose to become.

I love you beyond words, and I will spend my life making sure the legacy I leave you is one of hope, strength, and opportunity.

Wear your crown proudly, my princess. Your future is yours to shape, and I pray that you will always walk in God’s purpose, carrying a crown that no one else controls but you.

With all my love, Dad
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​Introduction
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Growing up, I often wondered why my grandmother was protective of me. She kept me close, watched over me carefully, and seemed determined to shield me from certain realities I did not yet understand. To outsiders, it often appeared as though she was my mother rather than my grandmother. As a child, I viewed her protectiveness as simple love. I did not fully understand the sacrifices she made or the burdens she carried to protect me.

For much of my life, my grandmother stood between me and truths I was not yet ready to see. Her presence provided stability, guidance, and a sense of safety. While she was alive, many things remained hidden behind her protection. It was only after her passing that the veil slowly began to lift. Reality started to reveal itself in ways I could no longer ignore. The patterns, behaviours, and contradictions that had once seemed normal became impossible to overlook. With time, my mother’s true character gradually emerged, exposing painful truths that challenged everything I thought I knew about family, love, and sacrifice.

This book is not a mere work of fiction. It is a deeply personal story inspired by my experiences growing up and the difficult truths I uncovered after the death of the woman who had protected me for so long. Through that journey, I came to realise that some of the



[image: ]

greatest emotional wounds are not inflicted by strangers but can originate within the very relationships society teaches us to trust without question.

In many communities, mothers are honoured as symbols of sacrifice, protection, and unconditional love. Their role is regarded as sacred—the emotional foundation of the family and the heartbeat of tradition. Society teaches us to respect and trust them unquestioningly. Yet what happens when that sacred role becomes a shield for manipulation? What happens when sacrifice is used as a currency for control, and cultural expectations are weaponised to silence accountability?

The Crown of Sacrifice explores the hidden side of emotional control within family systems, where victimhood becomes a source of power and public righteousness conceals private dysfunction. Told through the experiences of Tamuka Gwatidzo, the story follows a child who grows into adulthood and slowly uncovers uncomfortable truths about family, loyalty, and the unseen forces that shape identity. It examines a woman who masters the art of appearing selfless while using guilt, emotional dependency, tradition, and public sympathy to dominate her children, isolate their father, and maintain control over the household.

As the protagonist begins to question the beliefs and narratives he inherited, he faces a painful dilemma: Does loyalty to family require silence, or does true healing demand confronting the truth? His journey becomes one of awakening—a struggle to separate respect from fear, culture from dysfunction, and love from control.

At its core, The Crown of Sacrifice is a story about identity, emotional freedom, generational trauma, and the courage required
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to break cycles that have existed for generations. It is also a tribute to a grandmother whose love, wisdom, and protection preserved a child’s ability to one day recognise the truth for himself.

This book challenges readers to confront difficult realities while asking a profound question:

Can a person honour their roots without becoming imprisoned by them?

Because not every sacrifice is love. Not every tradition is healthy

And sometimes the hardest truth a child must face is realising that the people who raised them may also be the source of their emotional captivity.



[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter I
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The Story I Carried

Some of the heaviest burdens a child carries are not his own memories.

They are the stories he inherits.

Growing up, I was told a story so often that it became part of my identity long before I was old enough to question it.

I was told that my father did not want me.

According to the story, when my mother was pregnant with me, my father denied that I was his son. He said I did not look like him. He rejected both me and my mother before I had even taken my first breath.

The story always led back to one unforgettable night.

It was winter in Kwekwe. The cold was unforgiving. My mother told me that she had been forced out of the house and left with nowhere to go. She found herself at the train station, trying to survive the freezing temperatures. The cold was so severe, she said,
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that she removed everything except her bra and petticoat to survive severe cold to place her clothes on me, so I can be warm.

As she told it, while she was fighting for survival, my father had already moved another woman into the home.

As a child, I listened to this story with a broken heart.

Before I knew anything about life, love, or family, I had already been given a role to play. I was the unwanted son. The child whose father had rejected him. The boy who was never chosen.

The story planted questions inside me that followed me for years. Why didn’t my father want me?

What was wrong with me?

How could a man look at his own child and walk away?

Those questions became silent companions throughout my childhood.

Yet as I grew older, something began to trouble me. I started coming across old photographs.

Birthday parties. Family gatherings.

Moments frozen in time.

In those pictures, I saw faces I barely recognised. Men, women, grandparents, aunts, uncles, cousins—people from my father’s side of the family. They stood beside me smiling. Some held me in their
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arms. Others gathered around me as a child celebrating birthdays and family milestones.

The photographs confused me.

They seemed to tell a different story from the one I had been given. If I was unwanted, why were these people around me?

If my father had completely rejected me, why did these moments exist?

If I was never accepted, why did I carry his name? Why did I bear his surname?

The older I became, the more difficult it was to reconcile the pictures with the narrative I had inherited.

I lived between two realities.

One was the story I had been told.

The other was the evidence I could see with my own eyes.

I was also told that my father cared more about his daughters than he cared about me. The explanation was simple: daughters would one day bring bride price when they married, making them more valuable in his eyes. According to the story, I had been pushed aside because I could not offer the same benefit.

Whether those words were true or not, they left their mark. A child does not have the tools to investigate claims.

A child simply believes.
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And what a child believes becomes the foundation upon which he builds his identity.

For years, I saw my mother as the hero of the story. She was the woman who had endured suffering.

The woman who had sacrificed.

The woman who had raised a son without financial support, without stability, and without a partner standing beside her.

She was the single mother who carried the weight alone. At least, that was the version of the story I knew.

And for many years, I never questioned it. How could I?

It was the only story I had.

But life has a way of forcing difficult questions upon us.

As I grew older, I began to realise that stories are powerful things. They can heal. They can inspire. They can protect.

But they can also imprison. Especially when only one side is told.

I began to understand that every family carries multiple versions of the same events. Every wound has more than one witness. Every conflict creates different truths depending on where someone was standing when it happened.

The photographs would not leave me alone.
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Each image challenged what I thought I knew.

Each image whispered questions that I was afraid to ask. What if there was more to the story?
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