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This book is dedicated to:

• The child I once was, who ran barefoot and unafraid. 

• The woman I became, who learned to rise while carrying invisible weight. 

• My parents, whose love, labor, and faith shaped my becoming. 

• My children, who are the living proof that chains can be broken. 

• And to every soul who has ever felt confined by pain, loss, fear, or expectation—may you find yourself within these pages and discover the courage to be free.
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Manisha Munilall is a reflective writer, speaker, and advocate for spiritual resilience and purposeful living.

Drawing from lived experience, faith, and memory, her work explores the unseen chains that shape human lives—and the courage required to transcend them.

Life in Chains reflects her belief that no past is too heavy, no wound too deep, and no soul beyond restoration

Life in Chains is her debut memoir.
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Preface

This memoir was not written to impress, but to release.

Life in Chains was born in moments of remembrance—some tender, some painful, some sacred. It is the story of how innocence slowly gives way to responsibility, how freedom can quietly become captivity, and how faith, love, and courage can restore what life attempts to take.

This is not a linear story of perfection or triumph. It is a testimony of becoming. Of falling, healing, questioning, forgiving, and choosing—again and again—to rise.

If these words find you at a place of struggle, know this: you are not behind, you are not broken beyond repair, and you are not alone. The chains you carry may yet become the very tools that shape your freedom.

Read gently. Reflect deeply. Take what serves you, and leave the rest with grace.
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Foreword
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Some stories are written not to be read, but to be felt. Life in Chains is one such story.

This is a journey through memory, loss, faith, courage, love, and renewal. It is not merely a recollection of events, but a testimony to the invisible chains that bind us—and the quiet strength required to loosen them. Within these pages, Manisha Munilall traces her life from the fertile soil of Stockville Valley to the complex landscapes of adulthood, revealing how freedom, once instinctive in childhood, becomes something we must consciously reclaim.

Each chapter reflects a different kind of chain: some forged by society, some by circumstance, and some by love, loss, or expectation. Yet woven through every reflection is a steady thread of hope—anchored in faith, nourished by memory, and strengthened through resilience. This is a story of falling and rising, of breaking and healing, and of discovering that even chains can become instruments of growth when placed in the hands of God.

Life in Chains invites the reader to pause, to remember, and to reflect on their own journey. It reminds us that freedom is not the absence of hardship, but the presence of purpose; not the denial of pain, but the courage to transform it.

May this story encourage you to confront your own chains, honor your scars, and walk boldly toward the light that has always been waiting.
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“She has a bookshelf for a heart, and ink runs through her veins.

She will write you into her story, with the typewriter in her brain.

Her bookshelf is getting crowded, with all the stories that she penned.

Of the people that flicked through her pages, but closed the book before the end.

In addition, there’s one pushed to the very back that sits collecting dust.

With its title in her finest writing;

THE ONE WHO LOST MY TRUST

There is a book she is scared to open, and books she does not close.

Stories of every person she has met stretched out in endless rows.

Some people have only a sentence, while others once held a main part.

Thousands of inky footprints that they have left across her heart.

You might wonder why she does this, why write of people she once knew?

But she hopes one day she’ll mean enough for someone to write about her too”
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Birth Place: (Introduction)
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In the quaint suburbs of Gillitts, where the hills exhale mist at dawn, a little farm known as the “Valley of Roses” unfurled its quiet magic. Marigolds and roses swayed like drifting gold dust scattered by the hands of angels, their blooms threading color through the vast acres of farmland. The earth and sky met in soft communion, the rainbow bending low as though blessing the fields with its gentle arc.

Sunlight wandered tenderly across the land, kissing the lips of every crop and awakening a secret shimmer beneath the leaves. Cabbages stretched across the soil like rows of tourmaline timepieces measuring the heartbeats of the day, while between their orderly paths, roses peeped like forgotten jewels—ruby, amber, and blush—turning the fields into a living tapestry woven from heritage, memory, and color.

Yet the true beauty of this little farm was never confined to what the eye could gather. It lived in the life it folded me into—one of harmony with nature, of simplicity, of learning to thrive with only what the earth willingly offered. In this quiet world, my own becoming was gently unearthed, like a hidden seed finally breaking free toward the sun.
Here, gratitude took root. Here, appreciation blossomed. And the lessons whispered to me by soil, leaf, and light became some of the most treasured truths that would guide me through all the days that followed. The “Valley of Roses,” charted plainly on maps as Stockville Valley, lived in quiet anonymity—an unassuming stretch of earth that never sought praise for the legacy it etched into the hearts of the few who wandered her fields. Yet to me, she was no ordinary valley. She was the place where reality softened into something dreamlike, a fleeting chapter of life that felt borrowed from a forgotten fairy tale.
Within her gentle folds of land, my childhood unfurled like a story written in light. It was here that the first seeds of my most treasured memories were sown—moments blooming with wonder, innocence, and the unspoken magic that only her earliest inhabitants could truly feel. Every adventure, every breath of wind, every sunlit afternoon became part of a tapestry of beginnings that still glows within me.
In that sacred valley, the best parts of my early life were born—and they remain, undimmed, echoing softly through the years.
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