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    Dedicated to the women whose strength is stitched into silence, whose scars are hidden beneath dignity, and whose resilience reshapes generations - this story is for you. To my beloved wife, my darling daughter, and to my dearest mother, the first strong woman I ever knew. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Strength is not born in the light; it is carved in the dark, where no one sees you standing."
Alusine Mansaray
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It was a Saturday morning, filled with anticipation, as we gathered in the school compound to receive our National Primary School Examination (NPSE) report cards. At the time, all public exam results were distributed at the schools, turning the event into a significant occasion. Ansarul Islamic Primary School, affectionately called "Ansarul Tuba," was the pride of the Sendeh section and surrounding villages. The name was chosen carefully to distinguish it from a similar school in Bendu. Renowned for its academic excellence, Islamic teachings, and well-behaved students, the school boasts an impressive campus and excels in various sports, making it the preferred choice for children in the area.

Students of Ansarul Islamic Primary School stood out, especially in the NPSE. The school’s academic prowess was no secret. When results were released, people from all the surrounding villages would flock to witness the distribution. It was an event that no one wanted to miss – a moment often recalled as one of the greatest in their lives. In our communities, education was regarded as the key to escaping poverty, and so it was cherished deeply.

Our school was undoubtedly the best in the entire Sendeh section and beyond. Known simply as “Ansarul Tuba,” it was celebrated for its academic achievements, Islamic values, and the impeccable moral conduct of its students. For those of us who had been there since class one, being part of such a prestigious institution filled us with pride and a sense of belonging.

Ansarul was the school every child in the Sendeh Section aspired to attend, excelling not just academically but also in extracurricular activities. Getting admission to the school was a badge of honor for students and a source of pride for parents across Tuba and surrounding communities. During my time, students came from villages like Bendu, Maanowo, Kpakuma, Suleihun, Majehun, Tawoveihun, Taninihun, Nyandeyama, Mamboima, Magbema, Buma, and a few others just to attend Ansarul Tuba.

The school’s greatness was not just in academics but also in its remarkable architecture and stellar performances in inter-community and inter-town sports competitions, including athletics, soccer, basketball, and volleyball. Stories of Ansarul Tuba’s extraordinary success at the previous year’s inter-school sports competition in Tikonko Chiefdom, held in Bendu, where it took first place in almost every event, only added to its reputation as the best primary school in the region.

Ansarul was more than just a school; it was a vibrant community that shaped the lives of everyone who passed through its gates. Nestled in a picturesque setting, Ansarul was an Islamic school that followed a unique schedule, reflecting the values and traditions of the community it served. Unlike other schools, we didn't attend classes on Fridays. Our week began on Sunday and ended on Thursday, with Fridays reserved for worship, rest, and reflection. This schedule gave us a rhythm that felt both disciplined and refreshing, a balance between learning and spiritual growth.

Thursdays were special. The school day was shorter, with classes ending at noon, but the learning didn't stop there. Instead, the second half of the day was dedicated to extracurricular activities that brought the entire school to life. The moment the final bell rang, the playgrounds would burst into action. Football games would kick off on the main field, a vast expanse of naturally carpeted grass where teams of boys would chase the ball with unbridled energy. The shouts of encouragement and the sound of feet pounding the earth echoed across the campus, filling the air with a sense of camaraderie and competition.

Nearby, the girls would gather for their games, showing off their skills in balance ball, volleyball, and the ever-popular "six pan" and "gboskidi." The sandy areas of the compound, slightly sloping and densely packed, provided the perfect terrain for these activities. There was a sense of pride in the way the girls played, their laughter and cheers blending with the rustle of the trees and the distant murmur of the streams that flanked our school.

Ansarul was blessed with a large and beautiful compound, a true oasis of learning and play. To the east, the Mogbity stream meandered gracefully, its waters glistening under the sunlight, while to the south, the Kpaku River flowed steadily, a constant reminder of the natural beauty that surrounded us. The school was dotted with a variety of beautiful fruit trees – orange, guava, mango, and coconut that not only provided shade but also added to the lush, green scenery. These trees were more than just part of the landscape; they were a part of our lives, offering a respite from the heat and a taste of nature's bounty during breaks.

On the western edge of the compound lay an expanse of swampland, a place of quiet purpose and diligent effort. Here, we grew rice for our school feeding program, a project launched by our visionary headmaster. The rice fields were a testament to our community's self-reliance and commitment to sustainability. Every Thursday, the school would come together to prepare a feast, cooking large pots of food for all the students. It was a time of celebration, a moment to sit together, share a meal, and enjoy the fruits of our labor. The air would be filled with the aroma of cooking, the laughter of friends, and the sense of unity that made Ansarul more than just a place of education.

While many students immersed themselves in sports and games, others found joy in different pursuits. Some boys would head down to the Mogbity Stream or the Kpaku River for fishing trips, their laughter mingling with the sound of water as they cast their lines into the current. Others preferred to stay close to the school, tending to the gardens and perfecting their agricultural practicals. These students were the future farmers, the ones who would carry the lessons learned in the classroom into the fields and orchards of Sierra Leone.

Yet, amidst all this activity, there were always those who preferred to watch from the sidelines, their eyes following the action with quiet interest. These spectators, though not actively participating, were just as much a part of the school’s fabric. They observed, learned, and absorbed the energy of the day, content to be part of the vibrant life that unfolded around them.

Among all the students at Ansarul, one stood out – Battu Bockarie. Battu was unlike anyone I had ever met, a girl whose brilliance shone in every aspect of her life. She wasn't just intelligent; she was extraordinary, a genius whose mind seemed to grasp complex concepts with ease. In the classroom, she dominated every subject, outshining her peers with her quick wit, sharp intellect, and insatiable curiosity. Teachers marvelled at her abilities, often remarking that she was destined for greatness.

But Battu wasn't just a star in academics. She excelled in every sport she tried, whether it was volleyball, football, basketball, balance ball, or relay racing. Her athleticism was matched only by her competitive spirit, and she quickly became a fixture in every team and competition. Watching her play was like witnessing poetry in motion – graceful, precise, and utterly captivating.

Despite her many talents, what truly set Battu apart was her character. Before the tragic death of her father, Mr. Amadu Bockarie, Battu was known for her impeccable neatness. She took great pride in her appearance and her work, winning the award for the neatest student three years in a row. Her uniform was always spotless, her books meticulously organized, and her assignments were completed with
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Battu may not have become the doctor she once

dreamed of, but her life has become a beacon of hope

for others who walk the same path she once did.

ALUSINE MANSARAY
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