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    To my late parents, Selinah Khanyelele and Patrick Wekesa — whose love shaped me, whose absence taught me strength. To my family, for every shared tear and every unspoken prayer. And to every soul who has ever felt unseen, unheard, or forgotten — may you find in these pages the courage to rise, the hope to endure, and the truth that you are never truly alone. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            1."Some journeys begin with loss, yet end in finding the strength we never knew we had."

2. "The loudest cries are often the ones the world never hears."

3. "When the walls of home collapse, we learn to build shelter within ourselves."

4. "Grief carves holes in the soul, but through them, the light of hope can enter."

5. "I did not choose the storms, but I chose to keep walking through them."
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CHAPTER ONE: THE QUIET BEFORE THE DARK
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In the village of Mabanda, where the morning mist clung to the red earth like a secret, a boy named Baraka was born. He was the second-last among his father’s children, neither the baby nor the eldest, but somewhere quietly tucked into the fold of the family fabric.

Life, in those early years, felt gentle. His mother, Mama Zawadi, carried the scent of woodsmoke and jasmine in her kitenge wraps. Her laughter lingered even after she had left a room, and her hands—calloused from labor—held a tenderness that made the world seem safe. She was everything: healer, cook, guardian, storyteller.

Baraka often played beneath the mango tree with his younger sister, Amina, a girl with big eyes and a fearless tongue. Though smaller in frame, she had a fire that made even older boys think twice before crossing her. Their days were simple—clay pots, skipping ropes made of banana fibers, and the smell of chapati during festive seasons. It was not a life of wealth, but it was one of warmth.

Their eldest sister, Zuri, lived not far, a mother to two young children—Taji and Mosi—who were often left in Zuri’s absence under Baraka's care. Though Zuri meant well, life had handed her more than she could carry. So, four children, bound by family and misfortune, became their own tribe. When the sun rose, they chased it; when it fell, they huddled beneath its ashes, whispering dreams they barely understood.

Then, everything shifted.

Baraka remembered the morning as eerily still. The birds did not sing; even the chickens pecked in silence. Mama Zawadi had been ill, but they all believed she would recover—because mothers always do, don’t they? But this time, the gods turned their faces away.

When she died, the world did not end. It simply changed. It became colder. Quieter. Less forgiving.

Baraka was too young to understand the full weight of grief, but old enough to feel the void that swallowed the laughter from their home. Amina wept at night when she thought no one could hear her. Taji and Mosi grew restless, agitated by hunger and the unfamiliar ache of abandonment.
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