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“ALL I NEED IS A MIRACLE” Is dedicated to anyone out there that has lost hope, faith and is at the urge of giving up. This book is a reminder that whatever you are going through, whatever challenge you are facing, no matter how big or small it is, you are not facing it alone. A reminder that God sees all even when you feel like he is not seeing the pain you are going through. A reminder that there is no prayer too big or too small that God can not answer.

Introduction

We all have stories. Stories we cannot explain, stories that haunt us every day wondering, repeatedly when they will leave us alone. Why can’t they leave us alone? They follow us like shadows. We cannot run away

from them no matter how much we try. In kindergarten, we always used erasers as our magic rods. They could make those little drawings of witches vanish from our scrap book and be replaced by little princesses. Joke on us, we cannot do that to our stories. We cannot use those erasers to make those stories disappear from our memories, those stories that give us nightmares wherever we go. We cannot let them vanish.

I am Grace Darwin and here are my stories
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I was six years old when I was raped. Even today, I still have a vivid picture from the incident as though it happened yesterday. I can still hear the yells of my mother when she found her six-year-old daughter with blood all over her bedding and the perpetrator. The only man that was supposed to be a father figure to me. The only man that became part of my life after my dad crashed in a plane and died. I still remember the screams of my mom after the so-called stepfather dug a hole on my mother’s face with his giant fist to keep her from screaming for help. Eventually my mom’s screams and the cries of her bleeding child were heard by the people in our small neighbourhood. The Police were called and he was arrested before having the chance to escape. Either way, where would he have run away to without people finding out who he truly was; a monster. Sometimes, I would blame my mother for the rape. 

WHY?

Well for starters, if she had not invited him over for dinner he would have not come to the house. Yes, I understand, it was very inconsiderate of me to blame my mother for it was not entirely her fault that the man she chose to love was a girl child molester. How would she have known that he was a wolf in sheep’s clothing? It had been years since my father died before I was raped. I did not have any grandparents left to call my own. I never knew my paternal grandparents. According to my mom, they disowned dad for getting mom pregnant before marriage. Dad was made to choose between mom and his parents. He wouldn’t have left mom pregnant with me. He loved so dearly to let us go. As for my maternal grandparents, they died in a car accident on their way to visit us just after my birth. Mom always blamed herself for their deaths, while for some minutes of being told the story of their death made me realise that it was to some extent my fault. Had it not been for my birth they could still be alive, right? However, mom always warned me against blaming myself, noting it was never my fault. I do not remember my father that much, something that is more depressing for me. I always wonder; why would God allow me to forget the memories that would make the pain go away and replace them with memories I would kill to erase from my memory? All that I know is my dad was my superhero; he was our superhero. My mom loved him with every tissue of her body. I know that I was more than his little daughter, I was his pride, joy and his lucky charm. Mom always told me that before I came out of her womb, dad had already began talking to me. I know this sounds crazy but from the insides of her womb, I could hear all my dad would whisper to me. “I love you, Grace. I will never allow anything to happen to you. You are my world. My pride and joy,” he would say. However, mom never mentioned the endless nights of torture that my dad had put her through. She did not mention how he would beat her up and leave bruises all over her body. Maybe she did not want their only daughter to know that although she found her dad as a superhero, he had his bad side. As I said before, I was too young to understand why my parents fought at times and till now, I still do not want to understand. I am just grateful that no matter how much they fought, dad still loved us. Being raped at a tender age has left a mental scar in my life. Not only did it cause me to mistrust men, but it also changed the way I perceived my self; I started to feel ugly, worthless, and vulnerable. I felt like I could never be loved or appreciated because all that people could see were the hidden scars, the dark shadows of my past. I was raped by my mother’s “so-called boyfriend”. A man that promised to be the key to keeping mom and I safe. He said he would be the father that I have never known. He said he would make sure nothing ever happened to us.

What happened to all those promises?

What happened to “All I want is to see you and your mom happy?”

What happened to “I will never leave your side?”

What happened to “I will take you anywhere you want just to see you smile?”

WHAT HAPPENED?! WHAT HAPPENED?! WHAT HAPPENED?!

“Memories do not often soften with time; some grow edges like knives.” Barbara Kingsolver
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Growing up, I did not have any friends. Not because I could not make friends but because I had trust issues towards people. Albert Einstein rightfully puts it as, “Whoever is careless with the truth in small matters cannot be trusted with important matters.”

And that’s where it all began...

I had friends long ago until they found out about my rape case and labelled me as a slut. They said it was my fault that I was raped as if I was the one who invited him into my room and asked to be raped. They spoke of my background. I was not as rich as all the other kids, I lived in a small neighbourhood, in a small two roomed house with a kitchen, small enough to fit a little table with just one plastic chair, mini fridge, a sink at the corner and a stove. The living room was there as well, not big enough to hold at least five people. Straight through the corridor was my room, which was near my mom’s. Mom worked three jobs; she was a 24-hour janitor in three restaurants. She was not paid much but she worked hard to take me to a good school and still put bread on the table. It was not like we were always like that. At one point we lived in a modern house with a lovely garden and a little swing set for me. My room was my favourite, pink with Disney
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