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Dedication 
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To every one  who has carried the weight of the world on their shoulders —may you find your strength, your peace, and your story told with grace. 

And to the daughters who follow, may you rise higher because of those who walked before you. 

-—
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CHAPTER ONE: THE BEGINNING 
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Tiffes came into the world on a quiet morning, the kind where the wind held its breath and the sun rose like it wasn’t in a hurry. She was born in a small rural village where the rooster’s crow set the day in motion and people lived close—close enough to hear the laughter and grief of your neighbors. 

Her mother, Wanja, was gentle-voiced and strong-handed, always humming softly while shelling maize or stirring porridge over the fire. Her presence filled their tiny home with a kind of peace that made even the roughest days bearable. Her father, Mburu, was another kind of presence altogether—loud, rough-edged, and too often smelling of cheap liquor and late nights. But even in his worst states, he never forgot his daughters. Never. 

Mburu came home drunk more nights than sober, but he always came home. No matter how far he staggered or how loud the village whispers got, he returned with something in his hands—a small bag of flour, a matchbox, sugar wrapped in newspaper, or simply himself. That counted for more than many realized. To the girls, especially Tiffes, his presence meant something. Something solid. 

When Tiffes turned five, life gave her a cruel initiation. Her mother fell sick suddenly—feverish, silent, and eventually still. It was the first time Tiffes heard the village wail. She would never forget it. The cries that came from the women, the prayers that rumbled from men’s throats, the cold water splashed over her mother's face to try and bring her back. But nothing worked. 
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