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    Dedicated to everyone who has ever suffered in silence but refused to break.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Behind every smile, there may be a story the world has never heard."
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Chapter 1 – The Day My World Changed
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The morning of November 2014 started like any other, yet I had no idea my life would be forever altered by the day’s events. The sun crept slowly over the rooftops, but for me, there was no light only a heavy, inexplicable feeling pressing down on my chest. I was twelve years old, in Standard Eight at Nanjati Primary School, a young girl with dreams, hopes, and a heart still untested by the harshness of life.

Our family had always been close-knit. My father was the heartbeat of our home, a man whose laughter could fill every room and whose hands, though rough from hard work, were always warm and reassuring. My mother, gentle and wise, complemented him in every way. We were not rich, but we were happy — enough love to fill every corner of our small house, enough food to keep our stomachs and hearts full.

That morning, my mother’s phone rang. I remember the tension that immediately gripped her face. I didn’t understand at first, but the sound of her voice trembling and the way she sank onto the wooden chair sent shivers down my spine. My younger siblings clung to her skirt, sensing, somehow, that something terrible had happened.

And then I heard the words I never wanted to hear: “Your father... he has passed away.”

Time seemed to stop. The room spun, the walls closed in, and my knees buckled. I couldn’t breathe. My father — gone? How could life be so cruel? I pressed my hands to my mouth, holding back a scream that threatened to escape, my little brother’s cries mixing with my sister’s sobs in a chorus of heartbreak.

For days after, life felt unreal. The house that once smelled of warm food and faint perfume now carried the heavy scent of grief. Shadows lingered in every corner, and the silence was deafening. My father’s room, once a place of comfort, became a painful reminder of everything we had lost. I would sit there at night, tears flowing silently, whispering prayers into the dark, asking God to guide us, to make the pain bearable, and to somehow keep us together.

After his passing, we moved in with my father’s siblings, a house that was supposed to be a sanctuary. But it wasn’t. Their smiles were rare, their words often sharp and cold. I watched my cousin and me, once inseparable, slowly drift apart. People whispered that we were twins, though they didn’t know the truth. My cousin was chosen for boarding school while I stayed behind. I could feel the sting of jealousy and resentment from some relatives — they whispered that I was “less capable” and questioned whether I even belonged. At twelve, I could barely understand the depth of their cruelty, but I felt it in every glance, every word.

Even at school, life did not become easier. I carried my grief silently while trying to focus on lessons and exams. My friends were few, and the corridors echoed with whispers, some cruel, some questioning, some simply curious about the girl whose father had just died.

Yet, in this darkness, I began to learn resilience. I learned to pray when words failed, to hope when all seemed lost, and to rely on the warmth of my mother’s embrace when fear threatened to overwhelm me. I made silent promises — promises to survive, to help my siblings, and to never let life break me.

Little did I know, this was only the beginning. The storms of life were coming, and I would have to face them with courage, faith, and an unyielding heart. But for that moment, all I could do was cry, cling to my mother, and whisper to God, “Please help us. Don’t let us fall.”
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Chapter 2 – Life Without My Father
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After my father’s death, the world felt like a cold, empty place. I had never known life without him, and suddenly, I was forced to navigate a reality that felt unfair, heavy, and unkind.

We moved into my father’s siblings’ house, a place that was supposed to be welcoming, but instead, it was full of tension and whispered accusations. My cousin and I, who had shared every joy and every secret, were now treated differently. People whispered that we were “twins,” a rumor born from how my mother had cared for us both, but no one knew the truth.

The first morning in that house, I felt eyes on me — judging, measuring, and questioning whether I belonged. Some relatives told me outright that I was not intelligent enough, that I did not deserve the love and care my cousin received. I didn’t understand why they would say such things. I was just a child, trying to survive, trying to keep my small family together.

At school, the pain followed me. I struggled to focus on lessons, my heart heavy with grief and fear. Teachers and classmates noticed the change in me, some offering sympathy, others cruelty. I began to hear whispers — that I had caused my father’s death, that I was cursed or unlucky. I could not defend myself; I was too young, too frightened, and too full of sorrow.

Even so, I found small moments of hope. My mother, despite her own heartbreak, continued to care for us. She found a tiny house for us to live in, though it had no electricity, cracked walls, and leaky windows. She worked tirelessly to ensure we had food, to send us to school, and to give us the emotional support we desperately needed. Her resilience became my anchor. I learned from her that even when the world seems harsh, you can choose to keep moving forward.

During these early days, I also began to feel the sting of separation. My cousin, chosen for boarding school, was no longer by my side. The bond we had shared since infancy seemed to fray, and I missed her presence deeply. I longed for the days when we laughed together, shared secrets, and leaned on each other. But life had decided otherwise.

At night, I would sit alone in the small house, listening to the wind whistle through the cracks, and cry silently. My prayers were whispered into the darkness: “God, give me strength. Help me to survive. Protect my family. Let us be okay.”

And slowly, amidst the fear and sadness, a quiet fire began to grow inside me — a determination to protect my siblings, to honor my father’s memory, and to someday carve a path of hope for myself and those I loved.

Even as the days passed and the world seemed cold, I began to understand something important: loss is painful, but it also teaches resilience. Life without my father was not easy, but it was shaping
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