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> "Some wounds never disappear — they just learn how to breathe."
— Jean Paul Mbarga Mbarga
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DEDICATION
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To the memory of my mother, whose absence taught me the value of support.

To my grandmother, who carried my burdens and gave me shelter when everything seemed to crumble.

To all the children wounded by injustice, abandonment, or violence, to remind them that they are not alone.

And to you, reader, who perhaps silently bear your own burden: may you find in these pages a light, a strength, a path.

—-
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PREFACE
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Writing this book was for me an ordeal, but also deliverance.

Each word, each sentence, is a witness of what I went through and what I chose to share.

This story is not only mine: it is also that of many children who, in silence and pain, carry burdens too heavy for their age.

By setting down these lines, I did not seek to move anyone, but to bear witness.

Because to bear witness is already to break a chain; it is to refuse that silence continues to protect injustice.

If my words find an echo in you, reader, then this book will have fulfilled its purpose.

Jean Paul Mbarga Mbarga

THE BIRTH

The night of November 17, 1995, the rain had settled over Ekombitie like a long breath.

Since the end of the afternoon, the sky had been covered with a thick and heavy gray. The first drops had struck the red earth, raising a smell of wet clay that mingled with that of crushed leaves.

The tin roofs, scattered among the banana and mango trees, gave back to the rain a metallic echo that seemed to run through the whole village.

On the path leading to the small health center of Nkolmevah, the mud swallowed the steps of the last passers-by. Farther on, a few scattered huts let through the flickering light of a kerosene lamp, immediately erased by the gusts. As the night went on, it seemed as if the wind wanted to tear the village away from its sleep.

A gigantic tree, no doubt a century-old mango tree, leaned dangerously over the roof of the center. At each gust, its branches creaked; its leaves whipped the sheet metal, and produced a rumbling that covered human noises.

The struggle of an adolescent

In this din, my mother struggled. Fifteen years old only, still an adolescent.

For a week, the contractions had appeared, disappeared, and then returned. That Friday, they had become harder, faster, as if the body had reached its limit.

The delivery room was a small space whitewashed with lime. The neon light reflected on the damp walls, giving everything an icy glow.

The air stung the nostrils: Betadine, alcohol, that smell of medicine that she said was nauseating.

In the corridor, a wounded woman screamed intermittently. Each cry mingled with the rumble of the tree striking the roof.

My grandmother, standing near the door, asked endless questions, as if to keep her anxiety at a distance:

— “Is it going well? Is it soon?”

She paced back and forth, her eyes fixed on the shadow of her daughter.

A nurse, around forty, stood near the bed. His deep and regular voice pierced through the noise of the rain:

— “Miss, a little courage... it’s almost over.”

Those words came back like a refrain. My mother clung to them between two waves of pain, as one clings to a branch in a flood.

THE CRY

Outside, the village had fallen asleep under the downpour. The dogs no longer barked. From time to time, one could hear, far away, the splashing of a swollen stream.

At ten o’clock in the evening, a new cry tore through the night.

Mine.

For an instant, everything seemed suspended. Even the wind held its breath. The nurse smiled. My grandmother let out a sob — a mixture of deliverance and relief. In the white light, my mother saw that tiny body which was laid against her chest. A shiver ran through her. Happiness and fear blended into one same wave. Fifteen years old barely, and already the life of another being rested in her arms.

She told me later that, as she caressed my damp cheek, she had felt the vertigo of a sudden responsibility: an immense joy, but an immediate question — Will I be capable?

The rain continued to strike the sheet metal, relentless. The great mango tree still creaked, as if it were saluting a birth. In the little lime-washed room, a story had just begun — mine — carried by the courage of a young girl who became a mother in the storm.

—-
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At dawn, the village still ignored that a new life had come into the world. Ekombitie awoke slowly under a fine drizzle. The houses, spaced between the groves, remained half-hidden. The clay paths, swollen with water, reflected here and there the gray of an uncertain sky.

Nothing, from the outside, betrayed the event. Only a few neighbors noticed the strange silence of my mother’s house.

In a village where every absence is guessed, where every step raises questions, hypotheses were already circulating. Some understood immediately: a house where lives a pregnant woman, suddenly silent, can hide only one mystery.

The youngest brother of my mother, still a child, had found refuge with neighbors. This unusual flight awakened further suspicions. The shrewdest, a discreet smile at the corner of their lips, had already guessed: something had happened.

The weight of a secret

In the lime-washed room, my mother, lying on a mat, was discovering her upheavals. Her body vibrated with fatigue, with dull pains, and with a joy she dared not name. Fifteen years old only, and already the sharp awareness of an immense responsibility.

Yet, behind the pride, a shadow clung to her heart: that of my father.

A student with dreams of a future, he had refused to take responsibility:

— “It’s not me,” he had said, fleeing the idea of a child come to disturb his path.

For my mother, the affront was double: to hide the wound while carrying mine. Her only comfort came from a teenage friend, a discreet confidante, who tried to calm the storm with a word or a gesture.

PARENTHESIS OF LIGHT

The rainy season was coming to its end. The Nyong River swelled, feeding the forest with a green exuberance, but also attracting swarms of voracious mosquitoes. The air, saturated with humidity, carried the smell of soaked earth and decomposing wood.

A young nurse showed a discreet kindness. His calm smile
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