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✴️ Part I: The Voice of the Conquered

Surviving the Wound: “He told me to kneel—and said it was mercy.”
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🔥 Chapter 1: The Day the Sky Broke

The Arrival of the Self-Proclaimed Messenger

He called our difference a disease—and named his sword the cure. 



They came from the desert with fire in their eyes

They said he spoke for God.

He brought no scroll, only a sword.

No comfort, only conquest.

He carried a book of verses none of us could read

and spoke of mercy with blood on his hands.

He killed my father at the edge of the field.

Not because he fought—he didn’t.

He was a man of roots and prayer,

a keeper of memory.

But memory was dangerous now.

He raped my mother beneath the tree

where she once told stories of gods

who lived in wind and water.

Now the wind carried foreign prayers,

and the water ran red.

He took my sister.

Twelve summers old.

They said she was a wife now—

a gift from God’s battle.

But I saw her eyes dim,

as if her soul fled her skin.



I was just a boy.

I had no weapons, only wounds.

But I learned quickly—

if I repeated his words, I might survive.

If I bowed like them, I might be spared.

So I recited.

And in time, I obeyed.

And in time, I killed.

Yes—

I killed my own people in the name of his god.

Not because I hated them—

but because I believed I had no choice.

I told myself:

This is judgment, not murder.

This is justice, not betrayal.

They have chosen death by refusing to bow.

I was not wielding the sword—

I was delivering a verdict.

I was not the executioner—

I was only the messenger of mercy,

twisted into something cold.

And when I stood before my brothers,

I pleaded with my eyes.

"Please—submit."

"Just say the words. Live. Let us live together."

But they would not.

One by one, they refused—

and looked at me not with anger,

but with something worse:

pity.

They believed in something stronger than fear.

I didn’t understand it.

How could they choose death for a god

that no longer protected us?

I could not hold their gaze.

I turned away as the sword fell.

Their blood soaked the ground,

and I told myself again:

They chose this.

I only obeyed.

God is great. God is just.

But in the silence after,

I heard the lie echo.



Now they call him Prophet.

Now they say peace be upon him.

Now they teach our children

that this was light conquering darkness,

that our gods were false,

and our pain—necessary.

But I—

I remember the screaming.

And I remember the moment

when my own voice joined in the killing

not out of faith,

but out of fear.

And that is how

a soul disappears

inside survival.

🔥 Chapter 2: When Pain Was Called Holy

The Theology of Conquest - “They called it law. We called it loss.” 



There was no time to grieve.

No funerals.

No weeping aloud.

Only silence—

and scripture recited by those

who once recited our names.

We were taught to forget.

Forget the old gods,

the old prayers,

the old songs.

They burned our ancient scrolls.

They renamed the mountains.

They took the sacred well and renamed it blessing—

even though it now ran with the ashes of our dead.

And we let them.

Not because we believed,

but because disbelief had become too dangerous.

So we bowed.

We fasted.

We prayed.

We said the words they gave us—

not because we understood them,

but because we were told we must.

The language was foreign—

its rhythm sharp, its meanings hidden.

But they said:

“God will not hear you unless you say it in our tongue.”

It didn’t matter that our hearts trembled.

It didn’t matter that our minds were empty.

Only the form mattered—

the shape of the sounds,

the sequence of syllables,

the performance of piety.

Meaning was not important—only the words, as recited.

Understanding was not a requirement—only submission.

So we chanted verses

whose meanings we did not know,

hoping that saying them
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