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Dedication

To my daughters,

You have always known that I was not here to make your lives difficult. I was here to guide you, to love you, and to remind you that your future belongs to you.

If these memories teach you anything, let them teach you this: kindness is strength, dignity matters, and home is something we carry inside ourselves.

With all my love,

Your mother.




Letter to My Daughters

My dear girls,

One day, after I am gone, you may open this book searching for answers.

Perhaps you will want to know where you came from.

Perhaps you will want to understand why I worried, why I laughed, why I insisted on education, why I listened to strangers, why I encouraged you to make your own decisions, and why I loved you the way I did.

This book is my attempt to tell you.

I was not born brave.

I was not born wise.

I was not born knowing how to be a mother.

I was simply a little girl.

A little girl who hid behind a bed while her mother prayed and her father shouted.

A little girl who packed a sack full of shoes and walked to a bus station before she understood what leaving meant.

A little girl who discovered that goodness existed on a farm where bread came fresh from the oven, where stars illuminated the night, and where a man on a white mare taught ethics without ever opening a book.

I was the daughter of a woman with a contagious smile.

A woman who took ninety minutes to buy bread because she stopped to ask everyone how they were.

A woman who had little money but an abundance of generosity.

A woman who sang Carlos Gardel while washing clothes.

A woman who believed education could change the destiny of a child.

A woman who told me:

"You know what you should do, because it is your life."

And:

"Nobody will sit on your shoulders."

I inherited many things.

Some painful.

Some beautiful.

Fear.

Resilience.

Responsibility.

Laughter.

Compassion.

The habit of feeding people.

The need to listen.

The certainty that dignity matters.

As I grew older, I understood that inheritance is not destiny.

We do not choose what is placed into our hands.

But we choose what we carry forward.

And this is what I chose for you.

I chose not to control your lives.

I chose to guide you.

I chose to trust you.

I chose to let you become yourselves.

I wanted you to know that home should never be a place of fear.

I wanted you to know that mistakes do not make you unworthy of love.

I wanted you to understand that freedom walks beside responsibility.

I wanted you to believe in education, not because of status, but because knowledge opens doors that poverty cannot lock.

I wanted you to know that kindness is strength.

That ethics matter when no one is watching.

That the people who clean houses and cook soup can be wiser than those with many diplomas.

That laughter is not disrespectful to sorrow.

That grief and joy can sit together at the same table.

Life will disappoint you sometimes.

People you love will leave.

Dreams will change.

There will be moments when you feel lost.

And when those moments come, I hope you remember this:

You come from strong people.

Not perfect people.

Strong people.

People who loved imperfectly and tried again.

People who survived.

People who shared what little they had.

People who laughed loudly.

People who opened their doors to others.

People who chose love over bitterness.

I do not want to leave you wealth.

I do not want to leave you fear.

I want to leave you roots and wings.

Roots that remind you who you are.

Wings that allow you to become who you wish to be.

And if one day you wonder what I hoped for you, the answer is simple.

I hoped you would be kind.

I hoped you would be curious.

I hoped you would respect yourselves.

I hoped you would love deeply without losing yourselves.

I hoped you would continue learning.

I hoped you would know that you never had to earn my love.

You already had it.

From the beginning.

Unconditionally.

I spent many years searching for home.

Then life taught me that home is not a house.

It is not a city.

It is not a country.

Home is what we carry inside us.

It is the values we choose.

The people we love.

The memories we honour.

The kindness we offer.

The courage we gather to continue walking.

And now, as I leave these words for you, I finally understand:

The little girl with the bag full of shoes was never running away.

She was learning how to walk.

And wherever life takes you, my girls, I hope you walk with courage.

I hope you laugh often.

I hope you stop to listen when someone needs to be heard.

I hope you leave food on the table for one more person.

I hope you build homes inside yourselves that no loss can destroy.

And when you think of me, do not remember only my struggles.

Remember my laughter.

Remember that I trusted you.

Remember that I believed in you.

Remember that I loved you.

Always.

With all my heart.

Your mother,




Chapter 1 - The Girl and Her Shoes

The Little Girl at the Bus Station

The woman often thought about the little girl standing alone at the bus station.

She was four years old.

In her hands, she carried a small sack. It was not heavy. Inside, there were no dresses, no toys, no blankets, and no food.

There were only shoes.

Different kinds of shoes.

She spent many years trying to understand why.

Why shoes?

What was that little girl thinking as she carefully chose what to take with her? Why did she believe that shoes were more important than clothes? What road was she preparing herself to walk?

She did not know the answer.

She only knew that she had decided to leave.

Children are not supposed to leave home. They are supposed to play, to ask endless questions, and to fall asleep believing that the adults around them can protect them.

But some children learn very early that home is not always a safe place.

She was the youngest child in her family.

There was her father, her mother, her two brothers, and her.

Her father was a military man. Her mother worked hard cleaning houses and washing clothes for students. She left home early and returned tired, but she never stopped caring for them. Looking back, I realize how much strength she carried in silence.

Her first memory is not of joy.

It is of fear.

She remembered hiding behind a bed with her brothers. she remembered her mother's frightened face as She closed the door and prayed. Outside, her father's voice echoed through the house, loud with anger.

She did not understand everything that was happening.

But children understand fear before they understand words.

That day, something inside her learned that love and fear could live under the same roof.

Perhaps that was the day she began searching for another kind of home.

Not a different house.

A different feeling.

She did not remember exactly how she decided to leave. she only remembered collecting her treasures and placing them carefully inside a sack.

No clothes.

No dolls.

Only shoes.

Then she walked to the bus station.

She did not remember whether she cried.

She did not remember whether she looked back.

She only remembered waiting.

A small girl with a bag full of shoes, sitting among strangers, believing that somewhere there had to be a quieter place in the world.

She was lucky.

Her aunt found her there. She had been returning from her grandfather's farm and recognized her immediately. She took her hand and brought her back before her journey could truly begin.

But she often wondered about that child.

What was she searching for?

Safety?

Peace?

Freedom?

Maybe she could not name it.

Maybe she simply knew that she needed to move.

Years have passed since that morning at the bus station.

She had lived many lives since then.

She had been a daughter, a sister, a wife, a mother, a nurse, a woman carrying responsibilities that little girl could never have imagined.

She had known love and
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