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To those who were silenced,
to those who found the courage to speak,
and to those who stood beside them when fear tried to win.
May these pages remind you that no wall is strong enough,
no gate is high enough,
to imprison the truth forever.
With respect, hope, and unwavering belief in the power of voices united.
 
— Mbida Mbida Camille
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Prologue
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Each morning, the gate burst open with a clash of metal, swallowing the students into the school grounds like the jaws of iron. Behind those lime-washed walls, people said discipline reigned through prayer, the reassuring scent of incense, and the promise of a future forged by faith and study.
In the eyes of parents, it was a sanctuary. In the eyes of students, a fortress. A place where everything seemed immutable: the regular ringing of bells, immaculate uniforms, the stern gazes of teachers, and the enforced silence in the corridors.
Yet behind this spotless façade, invisible shadows crept in—stifled murmurs, unspoken secrets that no rosary could absolve. What no one dared to say, what everyone chose to keep silent, hid behind that gate believed to be protective.
For sometimes hell is not found far away, in the flames promised by sermons. Sometimes it begins here, at the very heart of a sacred place, in full view of all.
— Mbida Mbida Camille
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Chapter 1 – A Gate Closed to the World

[image: ]


Élise’s first day at Saint Gabriel’s confessional school began with a metallic shock. The great black gate slammed shut behind her with a sharp clang, as if to remind every student that the outside world now lay behind bars.
Tall white walls encircled the campus with an austere coldness. At the center of the courtyard stood a statue of an angel, arms outstretched, seemingly blessing the place. But as Élise fixed her eyes on that stone face, she felt watched rather than protected.
The other students, dressed in uniforms identical to hers—crisp white shirts, navy-blue skirts, polished shoes—walked briskly toward their classrooms, disciplined by habit. Order appeared perfect, almost military.
A supervisor stood planted near the stairs, alert to the slightest misstep. His authoritative voice rang out as he reprimanded a student:
“Your shirt must be tucked into your skirt. Do you think this is a marketplace?”
Élise lowered her eyes to her own uniform, checking that she had nothing to reproach herself for. She wanted to melt into the silent mass, to make herself small, invisible.
Yet despite her effort to focus on her brand-new notebook and her still-stiff schoolbag, a feeling crept over her: here, everything seemed regulated, calculated, watched. As though every smile, every word, every gesture had to pass through an unseen filter.
Saint Gabriel’s, she thought, was not merely a place of learning. It was a closed world. A world behind a gate... shut against the rest of the world.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2 – Lingering Eyes
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On the second day of classes, Élise rose even before the dormitory bell rang. The night had been short. Heavy eyelids betrayed her insomnia, yet her heart beat with a mix of excitement and apprehension: she wanted to do well, to make a good impression in this new school where everyone seemed to look at her like a stranger.
The large study hall echoed with the hurried footsteps of students. Silence, imposed from the moment one entered, hung thick as a veil. Every movement, every restrained word, was dictated by tacit rules Élise was only beginning to grasp. She took her seat, pulled out her notebooks, aligned her pens as if to reassure herself.
Before long, she felt a weight at her back. Not a hand, not a word—but a gaze. An insistent gaze. Slowly, she raised her eyes.
At the back of the room, near the door, stood the supervisor. Tall, in his thirties, wearing a blue shirt stretched too tight across broad shoulders. His bunch of keys jingled with every movement, a constant reminder of his authority. His dark eyes roamed from one student to another. Yet Élise had the uneasy sense that they lingered on her longer than necessary.
She quickly looked away, her cheeks burning. Perhaps it was only her imagination, she told herself. She was new; maybe he was simply looking at her because he had never seen her before. But her heart refused to calm.
During break, in the sunlit courtyard, Élise sat beneath a mango tree with Amina, a classmate who had been the first to speak to her.
“You look tired,” Amina observed, biting into her fritter.
“It’s nothing,” Élise replied. “The night was long.”
They laughed softly, already conspirators, when a deep voice cut them short.
“Young ladies, you don’t sit here during break. The courtyard is not a living room.”
It was him. The supervisor. He stood rigid, arms crossed, his shadow falling over the notebooks spread on the ground.
“Sorry, sir,” Élise stammered, jumping to her feet.
He stared at her for a few seconds too long. Not a simple look of reproach, but something heavier, more insistent. His eyes scanned her uniform as if measuring every detail. Amina noticed it too—the strange silence, the gaze that lingered. She straightened, tense.
“We’ll go to the library,” she said, grabbing Élise’s arm.
They hurried away without daring to look back.
That evening, in the dormitory, Élise replayed the moment in her mind. Her stomach tightened as she recalled the supervisor’s gaze. There had been something in his eyes that deeply unsettled her—neither the neutrality of an educator nor the firmness of authority. It was something else: a mix of unhealthy curiosity and misplaced confidence.
She tossed and turned in her bed, her heart pounding. Maybe she was exaggerating. Maybe she had misread it. But a small voice inside her whispered: no, this wasn’t normal.
The days that followed confirmed her unease. The supervisor seemed always to appear within her field of vision. After classes, he often lingered near the corridor she had to pass through. When she walked by, his eyes clung to hers a few seconds too long.
One morning, as she was putting her notebooks into her locker, she felt a presence behind her.
“You’re Élise, right?” a deep voice murmured.
She spun around abruptly. He was there, so close that she stepped back.
“Yes, sir,” she replied softly.
He nodded, sketched a smile.
“Keep working the way you do. You’re serious—it shows. Serious girls go far.”
Then he placed his hand on the locker beside hers, as if marking his territory, before walking away whistling.
Élise remained frozen, breathless. The compliment sounded ordinary, almost kind. But the tone, the gaze, the closeness carried another meaning. A cold sweat ran down her back.
In the cafeteria, she tried to speak to Amina about it.
“Don’t you think he’s... strange, the supervisor?”
Amina looked at her wide-eyed, then lowered her voice.
“You noticed it too?”
Élise frowned.
“What? You mean that...?”
Amina nodded quickly.
“He’s done the same with other girls. Nothing big, but looks, words... No one talks about it. We prefer to avoid him.”
Élise felt her stomach knot. So it wasn’t in her head. Others had felt the same unease. But if everyone kept quiet, perhaps it was safer for her to do the same.
Yet that night, in her bed, she could not chase away the image of that gaze—like two eyes following her even in the dark. She clutched her pillow, closed her eyes, but a conviction grew ever clearer: she had just crossed an invisible boundary.
The school gate she had believed to be protective concealed far more than iron discipline. It hid a darker truth, lurking behind the lingering eyes of a supervisor who was not there merely to supervise.
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