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For my family and friends—whose love, faith, and kindness shaped every step of my path.

For every moment of support, every quiet prayer, and every warm smile.

And for the unseen forces that guided me when I needed it most.

This story is, and always will be, for you.
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Chapter 1 – Childhood 

When Momo was very young—barely six years old—he experienced one of the scariest moments of his early life. One afternoon, he was eating a peach, enjoying its sweetness the way only children do. But without realizing it, he swallowed the large, hard seed hidden inside.

No one saw it.

A few minutes later, his breathing changed.

His chest tightened.

His face darkened, turning a frightening shade as if life were draining out of him.

His father panicked and rushed him to the hospital, carrying him in his arms.

But even after tests and examinations, the doctors simply shook their heads.

“There is nothing wrong. We don’t know what happened.”

Confused and terrified, the family took Momo back home. His father sat beside him, gently tapping his back—soft, rhythmic pats meant to comfort a frightened child.

Then suddenly...

Momo coughed hard, and the peach seed burst out of his mouth, clattering onto the floor.

In an instant, he stood up and ran around the house, breathing normally again, full of energy as if nothing had happened. His family stared at him in pure shock. He had swallowed something so big—something that could have killed him—yet somehow, he survived.

There was another moment from his childhood burned into memory—literally.

One evening, his mother prepared hot tea and placed the steaming teapot on the table. Momo, small and playful, ran around touching everything within reach.

It happened in a split second.

His hand hit the table—

the teapot tipped—

and boiling tea spilled over his legs.

Momo screamed in pain.

His mother panicked.

His father lifted him immediately, pouring cool water over the burns before driving him straight to the hospital.

The marks stayed for months... a reminder of how fragile he once was.

⸻

These two moments—the choking peach seed and the burning teapot—became silent scars in Momo’s past.

Even as a child, danger seemed to find him.

And yet, every time... he survived.

When Momo was nine years old, he stood by the window on a quiet afternoon, lost in his own small world. Then, without warning, everything around him froze.

The breeze stopped.

The distant sounds vanished.

Even the dust in the air hung motionless.

Before his eyes, a dark, shadowy gate began to open—slowly, silently—almost as if reality itself were tearing apart.

From within the gate stepped a tall, dark figure. Its body was black like smoke, but its face... its face was pale, unnaturally white, glowing faintly in the stillness. The figure walked toward Momo with slow, deliberate steps, its presence heavy and unreal. Momo could not move, could not breathe—he felt as if the whole universe were holding its breath.

And then, in an instant, the figure vanished.

The gate closed.

Time snapped back into place.

The world returned to normal, leaving Momo staring at the window, unsure if he had just witnessed a dream, a vision, or the beginning of something far greater.

One day, Momo was talking with his brothers about angels and demons. He wasn’t saying much—just listening—when suddenly he closed his eyes, and a sharp white beam of light struck straight into his soul. In that instant, he felt himself being pulled upward, drawn toward the light as if a force beyond this world were calling him.

The sensation was powerful, warm, and frightening all at once.

Then, as suddenly as it began, he was back.

His brothers were still talking and laughing, unaware that anything had happened. To Momo, it felt like only a few seconds... but something inside him whispered that he had been gone far longer—maybe even an hour.

The world looked the same, yet somehow everything felt different.

One of Momo’s closest childhood friends was a girl named Sarah. She had a warm laugh, bright eyes, and a fearless way of climbing trees that always impressed him. They spent countless afternoons together—running through dusty neighborhood streets, inventing silly games, and sharing secrets only children could keep. With Sarah, everything felt easy and magical. She understood his strange imagination, and he felt safe being himself around her. Their friendship became one of the softest, happiest parts of his early life.

Momo loved watching cartoons and anime. They weren’t just shows to him—they were entire worlds, alive and breathing. Sometimes, as he sat in front of the glowing screen, he felt a strange connection to the characters, as if their emotions were reaching out to him.

To everyone else, it was just animation.

But to Momo, it felt real—like a hidden universe only he could touch.

He also loved playing soccer, usually as a goalkeeper or defender. There were moments—rare and sudden—where he would perform impossible tackles or unbelievable saves that left everyone stunned. It felt like something inside him switched on, guiding him perfectly.

But whenever he tried to repeat those moves, they never worked the same way.

His brilliance came only in flashes—unpredictable bursts that felt like glitches in reality. Beautiful, mysterious moments he could never fully control.

Momo had a best friend named Mejo. They had known each other since first grade, but it wasn’t until third grade—while the two of them were running away from teachers during break, laughing and dodging trouble—that they truly became close.

There was one moment Momo never forgot, a moment that made him admire Mejo more than anyone else.

One day, their strict teacher was testing students on memorizing a chapter from the book. Anyone who made even a single mistake received a hit on the hand with a wooden stick. Momo, of course, got the stick—hard—and went back to his seat, shaking his hand and laughing quietly.

But then it was Mejo’s turn.

Mejo had memorized everything perfectly. He was 100% ready. But the teacher, for no reason, said:

“You didn’t memorize it well. You have mistakes. Show me your hand.”

Mejo’s eyes hardened.

“I didn’t make a mistake,” he said firmly.

The whole class froze. No one had ever seen a student talk back to that teacher.

“Open your hand!” the teacher demanded.

Mejo refused. Again and again.

Finally, instead of obeying, he walked straight out of the classroom and headed to the school principal to complain. And because he stood his ground, he never received the beating.

Momo watched the whole thing, shocked and proud.

Even as a kid, Mejo had the courage to stand up for himself—and Momo admired him deeply for it.

One day, while Momo was running through the school halls, he accidentally crashed into someone and bounced backward, hitting the sharp edge of the skirting board. The right side of his head slammed hard against it. The pain shot through him instantly, but he didn’t cry. He just held his head and kept walking.

A moment later, a student pointed and said:

“Is that blood on your clothes?”

Momo looked down. Drops of blood were falling onto his shirt, sliding down from the side of his head.

He rushed straight to the principal’s office. The principal quickly called his father, telling him Momo needed to go to the hospital. While waiting, Momo overheard the principal speaking casually with another teacher in the hallway.

His young mind misunderstood.

He thought they were discussing kicking him out of the school.

Fear rushed through him, and he broke into tears.

He walked to the principal and cried, “Please... don’t kick me out. I want to stay in the school.”

The principal stared at him, shocked.

“My son, who said anything like that? No one is kicking you out. Don’t worry.”

A few minutes later, Momo’s father arrived and rushed him to the hospital, where the doctor cleaned the wound and gave him several stitches on the side of his head.

Sometimes Momo heard whispers calling his name—soft voices behind him, faint words floating from somewhere nearby. But every time he turned around, no one was there. It felt strange, but he didn’t worry about it.

One night, when Momo was staying at his cousin’s house, something even stranger happened. Around midnight—close to 12 or 1 a.m.—he suddenly heard the mosque calling for prayer. The sound was clear—too clear to ignore. He asked his cousin, confused:

“Why is there prayer at this time?”

His cousin frowned. “There’s no prayer now. No one prays at this hour.”

But Momo kept hearing it... for hours. The call continued softly, echoing through the night, until he eventually fell asleep—still not knowing where the mysterious prayer had come from, or why only he could hear it.

There was a day in Momo’s childhood he would never forget—a day that felt like a warning from the universe.

That morning, Momo woke with a heavy feeling in his chest. Something was wrong. He couldn’t explain it, but a quiet fear kept pulling his eyes toward his younger brother.

By the afternoon, the feeling grew stronger. Momo watched his brother playing outside, tense and unable to relax.

And then it happened.

A large metal ladder leaned against the wall suddenly slipped. Momo shouted his brother’s name and ran, but he was too far. The ladder crashed onto his brother’s legs, and the boy screamed in pain.

Their father rushed out, lifted him, and drove to the hospital. Momo sat beside him in the car, holding his hand and whispering, “I’m here... I’m here.”

The X-ray showed a fracture.

While the doctors worked, Momo stood in the hallway, staring at his shaking hands. The warning he felt that morning... had been real.

His father placed a hand on his shoulder. “It’s not your fault.”

But deep inside, Momo couldn’t say anything.

He stayed quiet, holding the guilt alone. From that day on, he took care of his younger brother with everything he had—helping him move, helping him sit, carrying things for him, staying by his side every day until the boy finally walked again.

Momo had a huge imagination. He invented entire worlds out of simple things—turning playing cards into heroes and villains, giving toy cars personalities and missions only he understood. Other times, he drew battles on paper: two strange figures facing each other, not humans or monsters, but symbols brought to life. They fired rockets and beams of energy across the page, their power exploding in colorful scribbles only Momo could translate.
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