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ASHES OF GREED

Spain had never been part of Ken’s plans.

Not when he was growing up in Nsukka, running through the red earth barefoot.

Not when he became a banker in Lagos, wearing ironed shirts and dreams of promotion.

And certainly not when he watched life slowly squeeze his dreams until he felt he needed to leave his home soil for a chance at something new.

But destiny has a strange way of bending paths.

And sometimes, the greatest journeys begin with the smallest, most unexpected steps.

When Ken arrived in Spain, the first thing he realised was this:

language is a wall, and he was standing outside of it.

He could count money, balance accounts, and navigate the chaos of Lagos traffic—

but he could barely order a sandwich in Spanish.

So, one chilly autumn morning, he walked into Centro Cultural de Integración y Lenguas, the cultural centre where immigrants learned Spanish and adjusted to life in the city.

He didn’t know it yet, but that building—old, with faded posters and buzzing fluorescent lights—would change his life forever.

The First Meeting

Maria was standing by the noticeboard when Ken first saw her.

She wore a simple white blouse, jeans, and a blue lanyard with the badge Educadora Social – Prácticas. Social educator in training.

Her hair was brown and tied in a loose ponytail, her eyes warm but sharp—the type that observed everything.

At that moment, she was explaining something to a group of migrants about cultural adaptation and community resources. She spoke with confidence, gesturing with her hands, switching between Spanish and slow, clear English for those who struggled.

Ken stared longer than he intended.

She noticed.

Their eyes met.

And for a split second, the noisy corridor faded into silence.

Maria smiled first—polite, curious.

Ken looked away, embarrassed, hugging his Spanish textbooks like a shield.

He took a seat in the beginner’s class, repeating phrases like:

“Me llamo Ken.”

“Soy de Nigeria.”

“No entiendo.”

His tongue felt too heavy for the new words.

Halfway through the lesson, the classroom door opened quietly.

Maria walked in.

She whispered something to the teacher and then turned to the students with a gentle, encouraging expression.

“Hola. I am Maria. I’ll be assisting with today’s practice session.”

Her eyes paused on Ken for half a second—just long enough for his heart to skip.

First Words

During the conversational exercise, Maria approached him.

“Hola...” she said slowly. “¿Cómo te llamas?”

Ken swallowed. “Me... llamo... Ken.”

Her smile widened. “Perfecto.”

Her encouragement felt like sunlight—warm, patient, unhurried.

They practiced simple sentences together.

She corrected him softly.

She laughed when he mixed up verbs.

And when the class ended, Ken felt lighter than he had in months.

Before leaving, Maria said:

“You’re doing well. Really. Keep coming.”

For the first time since arriving in Spain, Ken believed he could belong.

The Slow Blooming of Something

Ken continued attending classes, and Maria was often there—observing, guiding, interacting with students.
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