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To all those who rise before dawn
to face an unjust road.
To those who work without contracts, without protection,
yet with their dignity intact.
To all the anonymous Victors,
whose dreams have been slowed, battered,
but never entirely brought to a halt.
This book is for you—
who drive, who walk, who struggle to survive,
and who prove each day
that misery does not erase our humanity.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "It is not the road that is dangerous,
but the injustice that forces some to take it
without brakes, without rest, and without choice."
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Prologue – The Road Before Dawn
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The engine coughed before finally starting, like an old man dragged out of sleep. Victor placed both hands on the worn steering wheel, smoothed by years of being held by others before him. He took a deep breath. The smell of fuel mixed with the cold dust of dawn filled his lungs. The day had not yet begun, and yet it already weighed heavily.

It was four in the morning. The city was still asleep, except for the poor and those who lived off their exhaustion. Victor belonged to both.

He cast a quick glance at the vehicle. The body bore the scars of the road: old dents, peeling paint, yellowed headlights. The opep was not merely a means of transport; it was survival on wheels—a sick body forced to move forward every day, in defiance of the law, of safety, and sometimes of life itself.

Victor turned the key a second time. This time, the engine answered. A rough, unstable sound, like a promise one is not sure can be kept.

Even before taking on passengers, he had already taken on something else: the daily earnings owed to the boss, the policemen to placate, the fuel to pay for, the breakdowns to fear, and the mouths of his family to feed.

The road stretched out before him, long and unpredictable. On that road, Victor was not a driver; he was a tightrope walker. Every kilometer was a fragile balance between what he owed and what he could manage.

He thought of his diploma, stored away in some drawer, yellowed by waiting. A university degree that knew neither how to start an engine nor how to bribe a policeman. A silent piece of paper, useless in the face of the brutality of reality.

The first passengers arrived, silent, drawn-faced, each carrying their own misery. Victor opened the door without a word. Here, questions were not asked. One got in, one paid, one hoped to arrive alive.

As the opep left the parking lot, the sky began to pale. Victor pressed gently on the accelerator. He knew one thing: that day, like all the others, he was not driving in order to move forward.

He was driving to survive.
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Part One: Born Poor, Forced to Grow Up Fast
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Chapter 1 – A Family That Counts the Days
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In the house where Victor was born, time was not measured in years but in days that could be endured. People did not say, next year will be better; they said instead, today, we will hold on. Days were counted the way one counts coins in a torn pocket—with caution and anxiety, afraid there might be none left before the end.

The house stood at the end of a narrow alley, far from paved roads and the promises of the state. A rough assembly of badly aligned concrete blocks, topped with a sheet-metal roof that sang in the rain and burned under the sun. When the wind blew hard, the walls seemed to breathe, like a weary body refusing to collapse.

Victor grew up there, surrounded by voices, silences, and renunciations.

His father was a man of few words. He left early in the morning and returned late in the evening, his shoulders bent by days of labor that left no lasting trace—except for pain in his back and a settled weariness in his eyes. He did a bit of everything and a lot of nothing: day laborer on construction sites, occasional helper in shops, porter at the market when luck allowed. His income changed with the seasons, the mood of employers, and the weather. But one thing never changed: it was never enough.

His mother carried the house on her back. She rose before everyone else, rekindled the embers from the night before, prepared a thin porridge when there was something to use, or simply hot water when there was nothing. She knew hunger without naming it. She knew how to stretch a meal, to turn little into almost enough, and to make the children believe that eating less was a choice.

Victor was the eldest. That meant a great deal in that house. It meant looking before asking, understanding before complaining, and giving up even before desiring. Very early on, he learned to read his parents’ faces. A furrowed brow meant: not today. A silence that lingered meant: don’t insist.

And yet Victor was a curious child. He asked questions—many of them. Why did some children have new shoes and not him? Why did his father work so much without ever getting ahead? Why did school promise a future that no one around him seemed to reach?

His mother often answered with vague phrases, wrapped in popular wisdom:
— God knows.
— Everyone has their destiny.
— Work hard at school; it’s your only chance.
That last sentence returned like a prayer. School was the refuge, the shared illusion, the last card of a family that had almost none left. Victor clung to it.

Every morning, he walked a long distance to reach the school. His schoolbag was light—sometimes too light. He often lacked notebooks, sometimes pens, but never willpower. He sat in the front row, listened attentively, took notes when he could, memorized when he could not write.

At home, he studied in the evening by the light of a fragile lamp, when there was electricity. Otherwise, he read in a low voice, in the darkness, repeating his lessons like incantations against poverty. His younger brothers and sisters watched him with a mix of admiration and incomprehension. For them, school was important, but Victor seemed to believe in it the way one believes in a miracle.

The end of the month was always the hardest. You could feel it coming even before it arrived. Conversations grew shorter, meals quieter. Victor’s mother counted and recounted the money, sometimes several times a day, as if the numbers might change under the sheer force of her gaze. His father avoided the house when he had nothing to bring back. He preferred to walk for a long time, to return late, to postpone the moment when he would have to explain the absence.

Victor watched all this without saying a word. He already understood that poverty was not only the lack of money, but a constant presence—an invisible pressure that dictated gestures, words, and dreams. It decided when one ate, when one kept silent, when one hoped.

Despite everything, there were moments of warmth. Evenings when people laughed for no reason, when a simple dish became a celebration, when the crackling radio played an old song his mother hummed along to. These moments were rare, but precious. They gave the illusion that life could be something other than a permanent struggle.

Victor grew up fast. Too
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