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Amelia the young witch is a true based story of a young girl who suddenly initiated into witchcraft and voodoo. This story is going to shock you while some scenes will be exposing the secrets of the dark kingdom and its impact to the real world. As I know once read the materials of this book it will change your way of thinking, and even your belief way possible.

ENJOY
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CHAPTER ONE
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"Hey you daughter of Florence what kind of behaviour is that?  You want me to vent out my anger on you so that my blood pressure will surge rapidly? Answer me! You child of a prostitute and a bastard Why you still staring at me so hard like you have seen a ghost? "Instead of keep doing your chores, is it a starring competition? Get out of my house now, and follow your mother. I think she’s the right candidate to carry your entire burden.

Lucky, if you will still find her still alive. I think by now she has finished all the bars and clubs in many townships. That one she has the guts to stoop so low to the level of even dating dogs." 

Every day of my life, I was being told such harsh words by my stepmother.  Its true people say words hurt more than death. Definitely; I agree with them on this one. People fear death even more than pain. It's strange that they fear death. Life hurts a lot more than death. At the point of death, the pain is over.” Death is that one thing everyone's afraid of, yet they will themselves to go on with life.  

So although I wish I could swing my body off the top of a building, or walk into the depths of the ocean and stay beneath its waves, or shoot away the pain with the cool metal, I was hurt to the core by my stepmom's words.

Even if you accidentally drop a cup you'll be told what the beginning is, and what the end is.

Some people are in such utter darkness that they will burn you just to see a light. Try to take it personal. 

Her lips: literally were made to spit uncomfortable and disgusting words. Venomous tongue you can't spot the difference between her and a snake.

There are people in life out there, which will make you feel uncomfortable whenever they are around. It's as if they were born to humiliate you, distract you, and get in the way of your success and happiness. I think that's the best way to describe her character. That's my stepmother I am talking about, her name was Stephanie. She was an evil second from the devil, when we talk about ranks of wickedness.

Sometimes I get beaten for no reason at all in front of her children. It was a way to humiliate and try to chase me away from her house.

It's not that I was an orphan no, Daddy was there staying with us at the very same house. My real biological father Instead of defending me, protecting me, or doing something nope, he will be starring, sitting on his big couch watching 14 inch black and white TV. Seemed to be enjoying seeing me in pain Always taking his queen's side and ends up blaming me for something I did not do, everything was my fault. 

You never know how strong you are, until being strong is the only choice you have.

I grew up being called child of a prostitute, terrible names. Just because my mother was impregnated by a married man and denied the pregnancy after separation with daddy. 

Father was having another relationship outside marriage which contributed to their downfall of their twenty one year relationship. Due to the pressure of what the future holds, raising me with the absence of my father. She dumped me at my father's house and went away a couple of days after my birth. I was born one year and nine months old. By this time daddy was staying with that wife, I mean stepmom. My auntie was the one who took care of me until I was 4 years old. She was a beautiful loving soul with a caring golden heart. No beauty shines brighter than that of a good heart. That's when I started understanding the word happiness. 

Oh! There is light at the end of the tunnel right?

My sudden happiness quickly grinded to a halt, when her husband died, this drove me to land back in the hands of my stepmother. I'll call her Stephanie. I encountered all what is called struggle, pain, and torture. Being like an orphan whilst your parents are alive just imagines the pain and depression. 

When I'm feeling triggered by the world and everyone it is behind fifty feet of glass. Loving bonds become inaccessible. In this mode I have to take great care not to damage bonds of love, the relationships and people who are everything to my heart and soul. For in time the glass disappears and my love returns. I wish I could stop the triggering, but if I feel unprotected or left to fend for myself it returns - it is survival mode, cold and indifferent. Yet even in these times I am cognisant of my morality. I still make good choices. I can still imagine what the better version of me would want me to do and then carry that out. I can't undo the trauma I've been through, but I can adapt and overcome it.

This disturbed my childhood. I wasn't like other children at all. With all these questions with no answer spinning in my head when depression sets in. So I am the product of prostitution? What does my mother think about me? I think dumping me she was shy of me, I was an embarrassment to her. So what I'm going to be in life?  Even the poorest or blind people, they take care of their children. So why me I think I'm a real living curse to people. Even my own father doesn't see me as her daughter anymore. I've become a punching bag to his wife and relatives. What exactly wrong I've done to them to deserve this torture? 

Bitterness grew inside me and my heart became weary and heavy. 

I was raised without love and peace, not taught to show grace and forgive... They knew what they were doing. I suffered and they drank it like fine wine, becoming intoxicated on their own power. All I felt was bitterness and with each passing year it grew like a tumour, pushing on the side of me that was serene, enveloping me in toxic darkness.

That's what they call depression and anxiety. Just imagine suffering from depression in early childhood. It explained the whole situation. But you know what? God is watching over us all the time, he can get revenge.  I can say karma. What goes around comes back around.

My father impregnated another woman, and Stephanie finds out. It was a disaster and created a lot of tension between them. All that peace and fairy tale love story Puff!!!

Was gone

Father decided to leave the house for a while. I was doing form- three (grade- eleven) by that time. All the pressure and anger Stephanie has, was offloading it all on me. I was the victim there. 

One day she made it clear to me that I wasn't welcome anymore to stay at her house. The sooner I leave and follow my father the better it will be for both of us. Or else she was going to kill me. Threats: was my only fear. I tried to stay but due to too much pressure I moved out, and went to stay with my father's little brother. I stayed a couple of years until it was too much for him as




d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
RV me[m

The goung

WITCH. -

- paul Ruipa





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





