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    To the voices that were silenced, and the rhythms that refused to fade.

To my mother, whose quiet strength taught me how to listen.

To every child who dances beneath forgotten skies— may your steps awaken memory, and your songs shape the wind.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "We are not born from silence. We are born from song— even when the world forgets the melody."
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“The sun does not judge. It simply watches. But some days, its silence feels like condemnation.”



The morning light spilled across the village of N’Kari like a slow confession. It was not the kind of light that warmed—it exposed. The cracked clay paths shimmered with heat, and the jacaranda trees stood still, their violet blossoms drooping like tired eyelids. Ayana walked barefoot, her steps deliberate, her thoughts tangled.

She had always felt watched—not by people, but by the sun itself. It hung above her like a witness to things no one dared speak of. Her mother’s disappearance, the silence that followed, the way the elders changed the subject when her name was mentioned. Nia. A name that once meant “purpose” now felt like a wound.

Ayana reached the edge of the school compound, where the children were already gathering. She taught them arithmetic and grammar, but what they really wanted were stories. Not the ones in textbooks—the ones that lived in whispers and shadows.


“Miss Ayana, tell us about the woman who sang to the moon,” little Zuberi asked, tugging at her skirt.



She smiled faintly. “Not today. Today we learn how to divide.”

But her mind was elsewhere. Last night, she had opened her mother’s journal again. The leather was cracked, the pages brittle. Most entries were poems—some unfinished, some crossed out. One stood out:
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