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To every woman who has endured in silence. May your voice rise louder than your pain.
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This story is based on true events that reflect the unspoken struggles of many women in Cameroonian homes. It is a tale of pain, survival, and transformation. Through the voice of Madam Kuza and the resilience of her children, we honor those who fight daily battles behind closed doors, often unheard. This book is a tribute to their strength, and a call to every reader: listen, believe, and act.
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It was the kind of morning that blurred into the others—humid, thick with the scent of woodsmoke and wet dust. The cries of hawkers echoed through the cracked windowpanes, their voices mingling with the crow of distant cocks. Madam Kuza stirred awake before dawn, as always, the weight of another weary day pressing against her chest.

She turned her head slightly to glance at her husband, sprawled carelessly across the bed, his shirtless body stretched like a conqueror. Mr Kuza snored softly, his chest rising and falling with deceptive calm. He had returned late the previous night, reeking of alcohol and sweat, slamming the door in a drunken haze that had shaken their two-room house awake.

There were no good mornings between them anymore. The greetings had long been replaced with silence, glares, and carefully timed footsteps. Marriage, for Madam Kuza, had become a sentence—one without parole.

She sat up slowly, her joints protesting as she wrapped her thin wrapper around her chest. Her back ached. Not from the mattress—there was barely any—but from years of labour, of carrying burdens that were never hers alone. In the adjoining room, a faint rustle announced that one of the children was awake.

“Jane,” she called softly.

The twelve-year-old appeared in the doorway, her eyes still heavy with sleep, her hair tied in an old scarf. She looked older than her age, shaped by pain and early responsibility.

“Yes, Mummy?”

“Check on Maya. If she’s wet the bed again, change her before the others wake up.”

“Yes, Mummy,” Jane replied, turning around without protest.

Jane had stopped going to school three years ago when things got unbearably hard. There was no money for fees. Mr Kuza had claimed he could not afford it. He was between jobs, always between something. But there had been money—for beer, for cigarettes, and the occasional rendezvous in dingy bars. There had never been money for exercise books, uniforms, or even paracetamol.

Madam Kuza tied a scarf on her head and stepped outside to fetch water. The compound they lived in was crowded. The neighbours talked too much. Too many eyes, too many mouths. Some pitied her; others blamed her. “Na she bring am upon herself,” one woman had whispered once, loudly enough for her to hear. “She no sabi control man.”

She bore the shame in silence.

Back inside, the children were gathered around the table—if one could call the wooden structure with its wobbly legs a table. Paul, aged nine, sat beside Paula, aged seven. Maya, only four, was busy licking the corner of a cup that held no milk. Jane, the quiet overseer, tried to coax them into stillness.

“I have to go and sweep the school yard this morning,” Madam Kuza said, pouring the remaining garri into a bowl. “Drink water after. There’s no more sugar.”

Paula frowned. “But Mummy, I’m still hungry.”

She knelt down and cupped her daughter’s face in her hands. “I know, my baby. Mummy will try harder today, okay?”

Mr Kuza emerged from the bedroom, yawning and stretching as though the chaos around him did not concern him. His eyes scanned the table, then narrowed.

“Na wetin be this one? Garri again? This no be food for man,” he grunted, scratching his belly.

She said nothing.

He walked over to the corner where she had kept the small bag of cassava flour, picked it up and flung it aside.

“Wetin you dey even do with the money wey I send last month?” he asked accusingly.

Madam Kuza’s lips parted in disbelief. “Money? You sent two thousand francs. That can’t feed six mouths, Kuza.”

The children lowered their eyes. They had heard such exchanges before.

“Na because of you and your useless behaviour. You dey disgrace me for this compound,” he spat.

And then, as if a switch had been flipped, he turned to leave, muttering insults under his breath.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
AMBENECK SIMPLICE AWUMA





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
SILENT SCARS
IN EMANA

AMBENECK SIMPLICE
AWUMA





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





