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    To every girl who has ever been silenced,

to every child who has endured more than they should,

and to every soul carrying invisible scars, may you find strength in your survival and courage in your healing.

 

And to my grandmother, whose love is the anchor in my storms,

this book is for you

      

    



  	
        
            
            The past may write its scars upon us, but it cannot silence the voice that rises from them.
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CHAPTER ONE
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The sun dipped low on the horizon, casting long shadows over the dusty compound where Joy sat, her bony knees drawn up to her chest. Her ragged dress clung to her malnourished frame, and her stomach growled faintly, a reminder of the meager scraps she’d eaten that day. She barely noticed the approaching footsteps, too lost in her exhaustion, until a pair of hands soft yet weathered slipped over her eyes. The touch jolted her. It was familiar, like a memory she couldn’t quite place. The texture of those palms, roughened by years of toil yet gentle as a caress, stirred something deep within her. Her heart thudded as she hesitated, afraid to hope.

“Who’s this?” she whispered, her voice hoarse from disuse. No answer came, only the sound of shallow breathing behind her. Slowly, she turned, her neck stiff from hours bent over manual tasks. When her eyes met her grandmother’s, time seemed to stop. The old woman’s face lined with age, eyes glistening with unshed tears was a beacon in Joy’s dark world. “Grandma?” she croaked, and then the dam broke. Tears streamed down her face, hot and unstoppable, as she launched herself into her grandmother’s arms.

Her grandmother’s frail frame trembled as she held Joy tightly, her own sobs mingling with her granddaughter’s. They stood there, locked in an embrace, the world around them fading into insignificance. For Joy, it was a tidal wave of relief crashing over her battered spirit. After a year of separation, of enduring horrors she couldn’t voice, her grandmother had come. She was here to save her. The realization made her cry harder, her thin fingers clutching the faded fabric of her grandmother’s dress as if letting go would plunge her back into the abyss.
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