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1. One Among Us is of a Different Tribe
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We must believe in the power of existence. We must elevate the quality of our thoughts and cultivate a higher state of consciousness and emotion. Until then, no action should be taken. Yet, from a young age, we are driven into schools to be trained as 9-to-6 laborers. Looking back, I wonder what great significance there was in excelling at studies; it only made a fool of me. However, to escape the clutches of zombie-like parents disconnected from their own inner selves, I had to obsess over meaningless grades and project the image of a child with a bright, hopeful future. Once I finally escaped that house, everything in the world became nothing but a chore.

​

Studies driven by the wrong motives from the very start only made me increasingly scattered. After enduring twenty to thirty years of such a life, ADHD and depression arrived like old friends, finally setting me free. That diagnosis became my permission to stop—to walk away from professional life and the constant demand to fit into organizations. That cessation was my salvation. People who could have been pleasant neighbors in another life became enemies simply because we met as bosses and colleagues. How much better it would have been had we never met at all.

––––––––
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I DID EVERYTHING I was told to do in this world, but I always felt like an outsider. Even while living life, I felt like I didn't belong here. I lost myself in religion, praying hard every day and doing what the church wanted, but it was only for a moment. I wondered, 'Why is my heart still so heavy the second I turn away?' I realized that the salvation in Christianity was not for me. I wanted to hand my salvation over to someone else, because facing the truth was too painful. To find the strength to finally look at it, I spent years running away, circling the edges of the world, thinking that I wasn't really living yet—and that when the time came, I would finally start my real life.

​

I had to go inward, deeper and deeper. I had to stop running and finally face exactly what was causing me so much pain. I had to summon every last ounce of my courage. By facing the terrifying truths of my life, I came to realize that my family was not truly family, my parents were not truly parents, and my friends were not truly friends. I had to accept that I must endure this time, which felt like a never-ending horror movie.

​

After facing everything, I was left completely alone in a vast, silent world. I was once so terrified of being alone. That is why I tried so hard to fit in, constantly people-pleasing those who pushed me away, excluded me, and alienated me. But the moment I decided I would rather starve to death than lose myself to others, the fear vanished. I found work I could do on my own, and spent five years in solitude, slowly building what is mine. I have finally proven to myself that I can work, survive, and thrive entirely on my own.

––––––––
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​

Though I was a child abandoned by my biological mother, I was born with a high level of consciousness. I spent years helping my zombie-like parents and siblings, only to endure the endless frustration of being emotionally drained and exploited. Now, I feel that my calling to be a light for them has come to an end. They must now face their own darkness and stand on their own. Perhaps I was born into that family for the sake of my younger half-siblings. I had to be their light and hope so that their young souls would not be consumed by our parents' lifeless nature. I remember the nights when my stepmother would intentionally provoke and needle my father’s temper and then run away to hide. I was left behind to face the full hit of his rage, creating a space where my terrified siblings could breathe. No matter how hard I tried, my stepmother never saw me as a daughter; she saw me as a rival for her husband's affection. I always offered my help with a good heart, yet I always felt as though I was being slapped in the face in return.

––––––––
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​

After surviving my suffocating teens and twenties, a day came when I was thirty—the year my grandmother passed away. I quit my job, lay still on my pillow all day, and finally woke up. I realized I could no longer live being drained of my lifeblood. I had suffered enough. I could no longer allow them to stay attached to me, sucking the very life out of me. Because I was raised to achieve through fear and oppression, my emotional development had been severely delayed. I couldn't understand everything then, but I knew something was deeply wrong. After over a decade of studying the psychology of my parents and siblings, I concluded that they were people driven by delusions, distortions, and a groundless sense of entitlement. In their failure, pain, and inferiority, they desperately needed a scapegoat to fill the void within them—and that target happened to be my brother and me, who had no one to protect us. My stepmother pushed us to the front to shield her own children, specifically targeting me because I was capable. She resented me for being exceptionally bright and warm-hearted.

​

I know that mediocre people use fear to exploit others and survive through manipulation. Lacking both charm and talent, they spread fear and anxiety to control those around them. My parents and siblings were exactly like that. But when my husband appeared—a man of substance, strength, and capability—their constant criticism, demands, and exploitation suddenly went silent. The insane demands they once made of me in my twenties—telling me to hand over a hundred million won, to buy my brother a house before I could marry, or to fund his medical school education—all vanished into thin air, never to be heard from again.

––––––––
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​

Marriage became my gateway to finally parting ways with my parents and siblings. For a long time, they enjoyed a lifestyle far beyond their means by leaning on my abilities and energy. I had offered my help out of compassion, pity, love, and consideration, yet they treated me like a 'pushover'—someone to be ignored and mocked. Now, they have returned to the level of consciousness where they belong. They have become poor and miserable once again, and I am certain they are back to fighting among themselves, desperately searching for their next scapegoat.

​

​

I once heard that Korea is home to many souls with divine nature, and their presence protects the nation and brightens its destiny. Adding to that, some say that souls who already completed their journey at 'Earth School' thousands of years ago volunteered to come here from the Big Dipper. They came as a group to help humanity, which is still lost in lower consciousness, during this time of global spiritual awakening. I wonder if I was one of them. I spent so much time exhausting my light and energy among people, only to revive myself over and over through solitary prayer and the Word. My parents and siblings took my endless spring of energy, talent, and financial capability for granted. Did they think I possessed a magic well that they didn't have? Perhaps they did. For I had the power of prayer. I had the ability to create something out of nothing.

––––––––
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THOSE SOULS, WITH THEIR high level of consciousness, raise the vibration of the world simply by existing. They protect others, see intuitively what most cannot, and know exactly how to act and what the outcome will be. This feels so familiar. It feels incredibly familiar. They are the souls who do not easily blend in with the crowd; they spend their time alone, possessing deep intuitive insights and a high consciousness, learning and growing on their own. It is so familiar. It feels so familiar.

​

My father, a mere ordinary soul who struggled to even manage his own life, taught me that I must always work hard at everything. But God teaches me that 'there is nothing to do.' Rather than doing, He taught me to 'be.' He taught me that when I act from a heart of joy, love, peace, contentment, and gratitude, I can achieve great things with very little effort. That man, my father, knew nothing. Especially when it came to the soul.

​

​

I absorbed and purified my parents’ negative energy, providing my half-siblings with a place to stay and the opportunity to study in Seoul. Yet, my family only criticized and resented me, always claiming I hadn't done enough. My stepmother, to whom I sent money and gifts for every holiday, birthday, and Parents' Day, insisted she had never received anything from me. My younger half-brother, for whom I prayed and whom I treated with constant patience and respect, would always stretch out his hand for more, glaring at me and demanding, 'What good is prayer alone?' Just how far apart is their consciousness from mine? How distant are their hearts from God?

​

I grew up as if I had sprung from the earth itself, all alone. From a young age, my father forced me into his role, shifting his responsibilities onto my shoulders and demanding great achievements while providing only the barest essentials. My stepmother, meanwhile, spent those years envying and mistreating me, and my half-siblings simply followed in their spiritual footsteps. Then there is my brother, nearly fifty now, yet still unhealed from the wound of losing our mother. I feel a deep pity for them all. However, I recognize that this is their level and their life. Some people learn very slowly; they are exceptionally slow to grasp life's lessons. Unfortunately, my biological family was composed of such people. They will move forward, but painfully and at a glacial pace. Unlike them, I was a different species from the start—one who could simply see and know. Even if they move slowly, I must respect their pace. But I cannot fulfill their wish for me to carry them on my back as I run. I cannot live their lives for them. I only hope they stop envying my progress and instead walk their own paths, one steady step at a time, however late it may be. Yet, they were always more interested in shortcuts. I hope they finally wake up.

​

It is said that as human consciousness evolves, we will no longer define family by blood, but by a shared level of consciousness. We will gather with those who resonate with our own spirit, just as like-minded souls naturally find one another in the spiritual realm. I truly hope such a world arrives soon.
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2. Biological Mother and Stepmother
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I was born in the year of Gyeong-sin (White Monkey), under the day of Gye-sa (Black Snake). My elemental nature is Gye-su, which signifies misty rain or flowing water. My birth chart is already overflowing with water. In the study of destiny, one’s chart also reflects the state of their parents; for me, the characters 'Gyeong' (庚) and 'Sin' (申) in my birth year represent my mother. In the cycle of elements, these Metal signs—Gyeong-geum and Sin-geum—are the forces that generate more water. Since I am already saturated with water, their presence only adds to the flood, offering no practical help. Furthermore, I was told that these specific Metal characters are exceptionally formidable, typically found in the charts of great generals. It is true. In my memory, both of my mothers were incredibly powerful, overwhelming women.

​

I had two mothers. My biological mother divorced my father and fled that house before I even turned one, leaving my brother and me behind. Perhaps, for a woman so young, the burden of raising two children, running a business, and managing a household while living with a patriarchal, abusive, and exploitative man was simply too much to bear. She wanted to escape, and she was a woman powerful enough to act on that desire. Having given birth to me at twenty-one, she was young and desperate to flee; she left us without a single backward glance. I heard she was exceptionally beautiful, unlike me. When she unexpectedly visited my grandmother when I was eleven, I was struck by her height and her striking appearance. She looked at me—I, who took after my father—and asked, 'Are you (Name)?' It is likely she didn't even recognize me, given how different we looked. They say that perhaps because she was so aware of her own charms, she soon found a gentle man who followed her every word. Together, they ran a coffee shop to make a living. Why she would live that way while having a husband is beyond understanding. He was likely nothing more than a shallow man living off her.

––––––––
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AFTER MY FATHER AND biological mother parted ways, a woman called my 'stepmother' entered the house when I was about four years old. People told me she was my 'mother.' Being so young—what could a four-year-old possibly know?—I thought the woman whom the village women used to curse for abandoning us had finally come to her senses and returned. However, this stepmother was also worlds apart from me. Unlike the biological mother I saw later, she was short, barely 153cm, with a face that seemed too large for her body, disproportionately high cheekbones, and a stubborn, heavy jawline. Her eyes were large with double eyelids, but her face was covered in repulsive acne scars that looked like pits. Having never seen such marks on other adults' faces, I felt a sense of revulsion. Yet, having developed a survival instinct to read and adapt to my surroundings from an early age, I recognized her 'vanity as a woman.' I tried to win her favor by flattering her, saying, 'Mom, you’re so pretty.' It was written all over her face that she believed herself to be 'young, beautiful, superior, and fit.' To my eyes, she was none of those things.

​

True to my birth chart, the faces of both my biological mother and stepmother reflected an extraordinary strength of will. Both were incredibly stubborn women: one had the audacity to act on her desire to flee after realizing she had married the wrong man, and the other, at only twenty-three, chose to marry a widower with two children for her own reasons. My encounters with these women cast a long shadow over my life, causing me over thirty years of suffering. Far from being helpful, these women—my 'mothers'—only added to my burdens, fulfilling the prophecy of the elements in my destiny.

––––––––
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SINCE MY BIOLOGICAL mother exited my life so early, I have no feelings left for her. She raised my brother until he was three, but abandoned me before I was even a year old. When she suddenly vanished, my father—who had never participated in childcare and saw the children he created as a mere nuisance—could not bear the sound of my hungry cries. Fifteen years later, I heard from his own lips how he treated me back then. He boasted to my younger half-brother, as if it were a grand tale, how he had silenced me by slapping me across the face with all his might. I was so stunned by his words that tears began to fall. Seeing me cry while he was so high-spirited, he asked my brother in confusion, 'Why is she crying?' I could never forgive such a man. My misfortune did not stop at having no luck with mothers. In one's birth chart, the first cycle of destiny can reveal who our enemies are in this life and what our karma might be. For me, it was 'Jae' (Wealth), which for a woman signifies her father. I was born as the daughter of my own enemy—a cruel and violent father—and raised among such fierce, selfish women. It was then that I found myself uttering the words everyone says at least once in their life: 'Such is my fate.'

––––––––
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THROUGH LATER EVENTS, I completely folded any lingering attachment I had to my biological mother. Word had reached her that I was exceptionally bright and excelled in school. At that time, my brother, who had been drifting from house to house, visited her. She asked him to confirm if I was 'really that good at studying.' My brother always observed me as if I were a research subject, playing the role of announcing my gifted traits to my father and those around us. He would often tell people, like a town crier, how shocked he was by my extraordinary memory and reasoning skills. He likely told her exactly what he saw—that I never forgot anything I heard and always received perfect scores. To my biological mother, I probably felt like a valuable object, despite her never having raised me. She saw me as a goose that lays golden eggs, or a deep well from which she could endlessly pump water after adding just a little priming water—someone she could entrust her old age to. Since I was already nearly ten, she must have thought that with just a few more years of effort, she could shift her life's burdens onto me. She had my brother ask if I wanted to live with her, and I, who was then suffering under my stepmother’s hatred, bullying, and exploitation, answered 'Yes.' But my brother reported that answer to my stepmother instead of my biological mother, branding me a traitor in my stepmother’s eyes. Such was my brother’s character. He was a presence who constantly watched me, compared himself to me, envied my excellence, and sabotaged my life.

​

I had a clear reason to believe my biological mother was a woman of such cold calculation. My father had suddenly become a father of four without any real plan. With his limited education, his only solution was the extreme and delusional idea of working as a coal miner in Taebaek to raise us. After about a year of grueling labor in the mines, he found it too difficult to raise my brother and me and tried to 'hand us over' to my biological mother. This was before anyone knew I excelled in school. At that time, in 1988, that woman told my father she would only take us if he paid her ten million won for each child. She was a woman who bargained over her own children for money. It was a stroke of divine luck that I grew up under the warmth of my grandmother rather than in that woman's arms. Though we lived in abject poverty, I was able to preserve a warm and compassionate heart.

––––––––
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MY STEPMOTHER WAS CRUEL, but I wouldn't have grown up sane under my biological mother either. While raising children, she ran a coffee shop for a living and even forced my brother—who had visited her out of loneliness—to clean the shop to 'earn his keep.' He was only eleven years old then. What a wretched woman. In my late twenties, while undergoing psychotherapy for the first time, I considered contacting her to examine my roots. But I couldn't bring myself to do it. A woman only twenty-one years older than me, a woman who reached fifty with nothing to her name, a woman who once bargained over her own children—how bitterly must she have aged? Facing me now, a woman who graduated from a prestigious university and married a good man, she might want to claim the 'grace of giving birth.' Yet, she might not even dare to approach me, sensing the terrifying coldness I would show. I would likely just ask, 'Who are you?' She abandoned me when I truly needed a mother, and now that I have survived that war-like struggle to build a peaceful home, if she ever appeared to stretch out her hand, I would simply recall my birth chart: 'A mother who is not only unhelpful but only adds to the burden.' My connection with her was brief. And that was the end of it.
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3. The Legal Status of the Stepmother
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My stepmother is exactly that—a stepmother. While she is my father’s spouse through their marriage, there is no biological bond between us, and thus, no parent-child relationship is formed. Legally, she should be identified as a stepmother rather than a 'mother.' Although the Civil Act does not explicitly use the term 'stepmother,' the Supreme Court has employed the expression in numerous rulings. A stepmother can be defined as 'one who is the legal spouse of the father but has no biological relation to the children, yet holds the maternal status and is expected to perform a protective role within the household.' (Supreme Court Ruling 2003Meu2210)

​

Strictly speaking, a stepmother is my father’s spouse and may act as a guardian, but a true mother-daughter relationship is never formed. Therefore, she is not my mother. Yet, when I was first introduced to her, people called her my 'mother,' and that word became embedded in my mind, dominating me for a lifetime. Subconsciously, I believed she was my mother. While my intellect knew she was not my biological parent, my heart believed otherwise, making it impossible for me to suspect the hostility behind her actions. That very innocence acted as a fracture, an opening through which she could torment me my entire life.

––––––––
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​

I was firmly convinced that she was my mother, but one day, my brother informed me, 'The stepmother is not our real mother.' I believed he was lying and exposed what he had said in front of my aunt, uncle, grandmother, and my brother himself. I was only five or six years old at the time. Infuriated by my exposure, my brother beat me until his anger was spent. If it were true that she wasn't our real mother, why was he hitting me? I couldn't understand. To my brother, my innocent belief in her as our biological mother made me look 'idiotic'—a term he used to belittle me throughout my life. Despite his revelation, my subconscious conviction remained unbroken

––––––––
[image: ]


AFTER THE STEPMOTHER I believed to be my biological mother arrived, I expected her to love, care for, understand, and embrace me, just as other children's mothers did. However, her nature was fundamentally cold and arrogant. She lacked even a shred of the warmth I saw in my grandmother or the other mothers in the neighborhood. Instead, she was obsessed with an almost performative cleanliness, fixated on constantly washing herself and scrubbing her skin. Her devotion to sweeping, wiping, and cleaning the floors was absolute. Even though my father and stepmother were not financially independent, they held a wedding, set up a household, and went on to have two more children. I still cannot understand why my father, who had already abandoned and neglected my brother and me, chose to have two more children without even a stable job. Unable to come to his senses, he lived an unstable life, even borrowing money to gamble during those years.

​

My stepmother would accompany my father in that lifestyle, often laughing as she recounted stories from those days. She would casually mention things like, 'When they refused to pay back the money, I took out the blankets in their master bedroom and slept there until they gave in.' At the time, I was too young to understand the implications of such stories. But looking back as an adult, I realize how profoundly immature she was, even for someone in her early twenties—acting with a complete lack of social propriety.

​

The extended family’s house where I stayed was in such a remote area that the bus only ran twice a day. For a while, my father and stepmother lived in a renovated vacant house in the village below. It seemed as though a summer and a winter had passed there, and I moved back and forth between the two houses. This was before my half-siblings were born, so my stepmother would wash me and prepare snacks, like tomatoes sprinkled with sugar. For the first time, I was able to escape the layer of grime that had covered me. However, on one bitterly cold winter day, my father and stepmother had a violent confrontation. I watched the scene from a corner of the house, trembling in fear, unable to even comprehend what was happening. My father was a man utterly incapable of emotional regulation; he would let misunderstandings fester until his anger reached a breaking point, at which he would unleash a terrifying streak of violence. He would smash everything in the house and turn on anyone who tried to stop him, regardless of whether they were involved in the conflict.

––––––––
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​

I later learned that my father had beaten her even before their marriage, leading her to flee to her parents' home and return repeatedly. If she knew of his violence, why? Why did a woman of only twenty-three choose to marry a man with such a terrifying streak of aggression? It seems she simply had nowhere else to go. Her family home was in an area even more remote than my uncle's, nestled in the foothills of Mount Deokyu. It was an intensely patriarchal household where six children were born in a desperate attempt to produce a son. My stepmother was the fourth daughter, and her name was Pil-su—meaning 'Essential.' One can infer its meaning: it was 'essential' that she be followed by a younger brother. Perhaps that yearning was so potent that her immediate younger sibling, born shortly after her, was indeed a son. Being born a daughter already made her an outcast, but after the son arrived, she likely became even more marginalized. She grew up following her eldest sister as a mother figure, and even as she aged, she continued to lean on her as such.

––––––––
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MY STEPMOTHER POSSESSED a fierce rebelliousness and an unyielding stubbornness. She seemed to harbor deep-seated resentment toward parents who favored her younger brother, and she appeared to have struggled immensely to prove her own worth. Yet, effort alone does not guarantee a life well-lived. She had met a man and given birth, but found herself in a position where she couldn't raise the child; I later overheard—during one of the explosive arguments where she and my father exposed each other’s darkest secrets—that she had left a son behind. She immediately denied it, and I never learned the truth. However, driven by parents who practically forced her into the arms of a violent man, she likely felt she had no choice but to enter this marriage as a last resort. In such a situation, I would have sought a way to stand on my own without bringing children into the world, but she harbored the delusion that children would reform my father’s behavior. Even after the birth of a son and another daughter, he showed no signs of change. Once I reached school age, leaving him with the inescapable responsibility of four children including my brother, he began to vent that stress through domestic violence.

––––––––
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I FIRST BORE FULL WITNESS to that domestic violence when I was in the first grade. My father and stepmother, who had spent years shifting the burden of my care onto others, finally took me in as a last resort when they could no longer push me away. We lived in company housing provided to my father, who was working as a miner in a place called Taebaek. Though the housing was newly built, the quality of these working-class apartments was abysmal. Having finally become a formal member of a household for the first time, I lived more like a nanny than a daughter—caring for a half-sister I hadn't even known existed, washing diapers, and running endless errands for my stepmother. I attended school by walking long distances, knowing little more than my own name; I was so far behind that I required remedial lessons just to grasp basic literacy and multiplication tables.

​

One day, my father returned from work and engaged in a confrontation with my stepmother so extreme that it was paralyzing. I sat in the room, trembling as I clutched the bag my grandmother had bought me. The next morning, I woke to find my father already gone to the mines at dawn. My stepmother was left in her torn undergarments, with clumps of her jet-black hair torn out and scattered across the floor. I was struck with pure horror at the sight. This was my father's true nature. My biological mother likely fled, abandoning my brother and me, because she too was appalled by this level of violence. But she had a place to go. My stepmother did not. Moreover, it wasn't the first time she had faced the prospect of leaving children behind; she couldn't bring herself to abandon two more. She began to change gradually, as my father’s immense capacity for violence returned predictably—day after day, month after month
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4. A Child Under a Venomous Eyes
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Sometimes, a first memory defines the entire trajectory of a relationship. Before I moved into my father and stepmother’s house for school, there were a few incidents involving her. One happened back at our house in the countryside. My father used to get around on a motorcycle. That day, he mentioned he was going to a friend’s house, and I was skipping around him, trying to win his favor. I was about four, before my half-brother was born. My father looked at me and asked, 'Do you want to come along?' to which I answered with an affectionate 'Yes!' I went out with him that day, though I don’t recall exactly where we went. The problem arose after we returned. From the moment I stepped off the motorcycle, my stepmother began to watch me with a sideways glance, casting a pall over me. Avoiding my father’s gaze, she persistently gave me dirty looks, staring me down with cold, resentful eyes.

I can never forget that incident because, from then on, the way she looked at me was almost always like that. She had stumbled upon the power to control me with a single glance and spent the next thirty years sharpening that technique to a razor edge. When she wanted to shift a burden onto me, frame me, or demand something, she didn't need many words. She would persistently pressure me with that gaze, and then, like knocking down the final pin, she would add just one more word—and the burden would instantly become mine to carry. I once read in a novel about someone 'dying from an infection of venomous eyes,' and I thought, this is it. That woman ruled over me by smearing poison on her very gaze. She cast that venomous eye upon my words, actions, and choices to exert control, believing all the while that she possessed both the talent and the right to do so.

​

In truth, there was a vast disparity between her qualities and mine. Having only a middle school education and having worked in a factory, she ended up in a marriage with my much older father—a man who already had children—after a reckless mistake of her own. Despite her predicament being the result of her poor judgment and lack of foresight, she would constantly blame others, throwing tantrums like a helpless child. During the years she fought hellish battles with my father, she would wail in front of her eldest sister, stomping her feet and crying, 'Sister, are you going to leave me here?' Her sister would only soothe her, saying, 'You must endure.' As she gradually accepted the resignation that there was no one to rescue her and nowhere else to go, she began to perform the domestic labor of cooking, cleaning, and laundry with a face twisted by sheer spite.

​

In contrast, I was a gifted child, even while enduring years of abuse and neglect. Despite those grueling circumstances, my IQ was nearly 140, and I was always a self-directed learner. I would help my parents with their small shop in the community center, doing my homework while simultaneously swiping at flies. The neighborhood women looked down on my stepmother for various reasons, yet I treated her with respect. In fact, some who witnessed her animosity and my father’s violence even offered to take me in, noting that I was 'kind and exceptionally bright.' My stepmother, unable to comprehend a child sitting alone for hours to study, would spy on me through the crack of the door and demand to know what I was doing. She simply couldn't fathom an eleven or twelve-year-old taking the initiative to review lessons, read, and write. By the fifth grade, I began earning perfect scores in every subject. My parents, who had nothing else to boast about, exaggerated my academic prowess to everyone, and my reputation reached ears I didn't even know. When I went to the post office, the postmaster would recognize me and offer praise. Eventually, missing only two questions out of two hundred, I entered a residential high school in another province, and then a university in Seoul. I went on to work for a company she could only dream of, and married a thoughtful, capable man who truly loves me.

Throughout all those achievements, she viewed me as a rival, perpetually glaring at me with those 'venomous eyes.' She showed no joy when I got into high school, nor when I moved on to university. I was the one who mediated their fights, whose academic success allowed my parents to receive unearned praise, and who endured their emotional outbursts like a human punching bag without ever resenting them. Yet, the moment I left that house, it collapsed—at least until they could find another scapegoat. The day before I left for high school, realizing I was finally 'escaping,' she cornered me and asked, 'Are you leaving just to save yourself?' I said nothing. When I was admitted to university, she spitefully remarked, 'All those homeless people in front of Seoul Station are university graduates.' Of course, she was incapable of such words when her own children ended up at mediocre provincial colleges.

––––––––
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SHE VIEWED ME AS A rival, keeping me in check with those venomous eyes. Though I was never her competitor, she insisted on seeing me as one. She was the young wife of my much older father. Despite being only eighteen years my senior, she was strictly an adult while I was a mere child. Had she simply acted with maturity, she could have been cherished as a young wife; my father's love for me was that of a parent for a daughter—a different kind of affection altogether—yet she was incapable of making that distinction. Believing I was stealing the love meant for her, she struck me. One day, while we were fleeing from another of my father’s violent outbursts, she suddenly turned around in front of the neighbors and slapped me across the face with a full swing of her arm. I was only thirteen. She screamed at me, 'Your father adores you, so go back to him!' A neighbor intervened, asking, 'Why are you taking it out on the child?' but her rage was beyond control. Subconsciously, she was likely projecting onto me the resentment she felt toward her own younger brother—the one who had taken the love she never received from her father. Just as she had with her own fearsome father, she didn't know how to stand up to mine. She probably saw how I, even as a child, was saving myself by excelling in my duties, and it must have reminded her of how she had failed to save herself, only to be rejected when she clung to her sister. In the end, there was only one thing she felt she could do: trample me without mercy.

––––––––
[image: ]


SHE POSSESSED AN INNATE instinct for trampling upon me. It was as if she had practiced crushing my spirit in a past life, or perhaps the one before that; she held my weaknesses over me, silencing me and psychologically manipulating me so that I could never speak of her abuse to others. She was not merely a pitiable woman. She was a woman with a calculated and intentional capacity for cruelty. Consider the psychological toll of being stared at with those venomous eyes for an entire lifetime, starting from the age of four. I only realized the true extent of how that gaze had dominated me much later, during my long career. I found myself unable to assert my own will or even recognize my own emotions. I lived under the manipulation of others, constantly wondering, 'Why am I like this?'

​

Another incident that occurred before I began living with my stepmother was the first time she subjected me to physical abuse. Her emotional cruelty had already begun with those venomous eyes, and the physical violence started around the same time—again, before my half-brother was born. On a sweltering day, she took me on a long walk, likely to run an errand. We were near a school, under the shade of some trees in front of a small stationery store. She sent me, a mere four-year-old, to buy two ice cream bars. As I ran back with them, I couldn't help but compare their sizes. To be clear, I had grown up without ever tasting such treats; I was so exhilarated that I simply wanted to pick the slightly larger one. Seeing me compare them as I walked back, she suddenly flew into a rage for no apparent reason, striking me on the head with all her might and screaming, 'Why are you comparing them?' Even now, I wonder if that was truly something that warranted such a beating. It seems she was simply disgruntled and looking for a pretext to vent her frustration. Oblivious to her shifting mood, I became her defenseless target.

​

My reaction back then established a lifelong pattern. I couldn't protest or wail in perceived injustice. Had it been my half-brother, he would have flared his nostrils, sobbing and rolling on the ground in a dramatic display of grief. Instead, I feigned indifference, eating my ice cream as if nothing had happened. Having been raised under my grandmother’s care after my mother vanished—neglected to a degree that would move even a beggar to pity—I lacked the psychological foundation to even recognize my own emotions. An unconscious mechanism had already taken root: the belief that the safest way to survive any injustice was to act as though nothing were wrong. As she struck me out of pure animosity, my refusal to acknowledge that hatred—absorbed in my ice cream as if unaffected—must have made me appear all the more loathsome to her, fueling her resentment further.

––––––––
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​

That attitude—refusing to acknowledge the hatred directed at me and acting as if nothing were wrong—followed me throughout my life, governing all my relationships. Usually, when someone hates you, if you simply accept and recognize that animosity, the tension finds its resolution. But I neither knew how to receive that hatred nor how to admit its existence. I carried an aura of being hated for so long that even the grandmother who raised me would compare me to my half-sister and say, 'I hate you.' Even at church, people would bluntly tell me, 'Your sister is lovely, but you are hateful.' After decades of being the object of such loathing, my face became, in the eyes of others, sullen and unattractive. Fortunately, after meeting my husband and being truly loved, that hardened expression finally softened, and my features brightened. Through that one incident, my stepmother molded me into a hated child. In that house, I wasn't just the motherless girl; I was known as the ugly one. The girl who was 'unattractive but brilliant.

––––––––
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​

She dominated me by secretly wielding both emotional and physical abuse, infusing me with her venomous gaze as if to ensure that no matter how much I achieved, I would never surpass her. I was wide-eyed with shock at such treatment from the woman I believed to be my biological mother; I simply couldn't comprehend it. I had believed that having a mother meant being held, bathed, and loved. I never imagined she would despise and abuse me even more than my aunt—the wife of my father’s eldest brother—had done. She seemed most alive when she was crushing me emotionally or striking me. It was as if she found her truest self in the act of tormenting me. She wasn't just a wicked woman; she was a sadist who took genuine pleasure in her cruelty.
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5. Patriarchal Exploitation Rooted in Infantile Delusions
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Another event took place before I moved into the house of my stepmother and my father. It was when my stepmother first conveyed my father's intentions to me. Until I was nearly four years old, my father had never visited the main family house where I was living. Though there were many ancestral rites and opportunities for him to visit, I have no memory of him before that time; it was only around age four that I first heard the words, "Your father is coming." Perhaps I was simply too young for earlier memories to remain.

When my father finally saw me, he showed no expression. He simply stood there, blinking his eyes, and did not come near. Usually, when people saw a child like me—growing up pitiably without parents—they would reach out, speak kindly, or offer a sympathetic smile. But my father did neither. Having grown up in the main family house without proper food or clothing, I expected that now that he had appeared, he would finally act like a father, just as others did. Yet, he did nothing. He didn't say a word to me, nor did he draw near. I felt awkward and out of place. So, I too pretended to be indifferent and kept my distance.

––––––––
[image: ]


LATER, WHEN MY STEPMOTHER moved in after marrying my father, the first thing she said to me was, "Why didn’t you greet your father?" No one had ever taught me to greet him, and I didn
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