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Chapter 1

The Void!
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“That year, summer arrived like a gentle reset. The evening rains swept across the sky, their soft applause soothing my spirit as they tapped against the roof. The scent of moist earth drifted through open windows, mingling with his presence and drawing my heart deeper into the moment. It felt like a perfect, stolen slice of time—the very summit of love, a taste of forever meant just for me. He sang along to my favourite song, and though I hummed out of tune, I didn’t want to stop. The rain kept falling, my heart kept tumbling, and he sang that song still. We sang until we fell in love, so deeply that, for a moment, it felt like we were strumming the strings of eternity.”

As she shared her story, I noticed her eyes glisten with tears, and I couldn’t tell if they were born of sadness or joy. In a gentle voice, she continued, “He came into my life, calm and radiant, gentle as a river. He moved with grace and purity, and for the first time, I found someone I could truly trust. His quiet confidence and enchanting stories drew me in, wrapping me in a spell I couldn't escape. The more I tried to resist, the deeper I fell. With him, I began to heal, the heavy weight I had carried for so long finally lifting. He was my Prince Charming but, in his presence, my flaws were exposed though he seemed enchanted by my free and outgoing nature. 

There was a wildness in me, a nature that many might have mistaken for promiscuity. I often entertained several admirers at once, turning what was once an innocent, beautiful mind into a den of tricks and mischief. The lessons my mother and the church had taught me seemed long forgotten. I roamed freely, pockets full of clever schemes, offering advice to friends on how to win hearts and play the game. My heart was always on my sleeve, guiding me wherever it wished. I felt as free as the wind, a bird that belonged only to the open sky, believing myself envied by those who had never known such freedom.

I remember Jay, my partner in crime. Together, we were weekend wanderers, queens of the wind, daring and untouchable. We lived for the thrill, intoxicated by the excitement we chased, digging our own graves with every reckless choice. Now, the ghosts of our past haunt us, and we struggle to steady ourselves in the storm we created. The old temptations still call out, and sometimes, in secret, we wish we had never learned to fly.

When Prince Charming came along, He was everything I had been searching for. His presence and charm were magnetic, drawing me in with a force that was both thrilling and frightening. In him, I saw the hope of a future built on love and companionship. Our courtship was intense, sweeping me away with its promise. But loving him was not simple; it was a complicated dance, full of shifting expectations and a confusing mix of kindness and distance. The chemistry between us was undeniable, and I was eager to see where it could lead. Yet, I soon realized he was not easily won. The path to his heart was winding and unpredictable, filled with challenges I hadn’t expected. Friends and family warned me, sensing trouble beneath his charm, but I ignored their concerns, believing that love would be enough to see us through.

For months, our relationship played out like a game of cat and mouse. He would draw me in with warmth and affection, only to pull away suddenly, leaving me confused and longing for more. Every time I felt I was making progress, he would change the rules, setting new challenges for me to overcome. It seemed as if he thrived on the chase, enjoying the power he held by keeping me off balance.

Sometimes, he showed genuine interest, letting me into his world with moments of vulnerability that made my heart ache. We would talk for hours about our dreams and share stories, creating a bond deeper than any I had known before. In those moments, I was sure we were meant for something special. But just as often, he would become distant and cold, hiding behind a wall of indifference. My attempts to reach him were met with silence or cryptic replies, leaving me questioning everything. The cycle of hope and disappointment became endless, each high followed by a crushing low.

Despite the emotional rollercoaster, I was determined to win him over. I believed that if I could just prove myself worthy, he would finally let me into his heart. I showered him with attention, tried to anticipate his needs, and adjusted myself to suit his ever-changing moods. He was a master at using both punishment and reward to keep me close—a kind word or glance would lift my spirits, while a cold shoulder or harsh comment would send me spiralling into self-doubt. I found myself constantly striving for his approval, convinced that if I could just get it right, he would finally commit.

When we finally started dating officially, I expected to feel happy, but instead, I was still caught in the same chase. The dynamic between us didn’t change; the promise of a real relationship always seemed just out of reach. Our time together was filled with moments of true connection, but also with long stretches of distance and uncertainty that left me questioning my place in his life.

I began to see that what he really craved was the thrill of pursuit and the power he held over me. The relationship felt like a never-ending test, with rules that changed whenever I got close to passing. His arrogance was obvious—he carried himself with an air of superiority, dismissing any grievance as foolish. This arrogance often turned into meanness, both blatant and subtle. He used his words as weapons, hiding sharp criticisms behind jokes, and his actions often undermined my confidence and independence. He would make decisions without me, then belittle me for not taking initiative, leaving me in a constant state of uncertainty.

Manipulation was his sharpest tool. He could twist any situation to his advantage, making me doubt my own perceptions and instincts. Gaslighting became common—he would deny things he had said or done, insisting I was imagining things. His emotional manipulation kept me tethered, with affection and kindness always followed by coldness and criticism. I was left walking on eggshells, always trying to anticipate his moods and needs, desperate to maintain a fragile sense of harmony.

By now, her clothes were soaked with tears. I wasn’t good at comforting, so I just sat there, silent and helpless, as she continued her story. “In the middle of all the tension and imbalance, I clung to the rare moments of love, fun, and peace. Those brief flashes gave me hope, tiny glimpses of what our relationship could have been. I remember one early autumn day at a friend’s place. The air was crisp; the trees painted with red and gold leaves. We spent the day walking local trails, hand in hand, laughing and sharing stories as we wandered through the woods. For a while, it felt like the world had fallen away, leaving just us, wrapped in warmth and connection. His smile was genuine, his laughter contagious, and I let myself believe it was the start of something beautiful.

Another memory that stands out is the evening we cooked dinner together at his place. It was a simple meal, but working side by side brought a rare sense of joy and togetherness. We danced around the kitchen to our favourite songs, the smell of food mingling with our laughter. When we sat down to eat by candlelight, I felt a peace and contentment that lingered long after the plates were cleared.

There were also quiet, intimate moments, lazy Sunday afternoons with soft light filtering through the curtains. In those still hours, we shared whispered dreams and gentle touches, a silent understanding passing between us. I felt closest to him then, as if we were truly partners facing the world together.

But those moments were few and far between, overshadowed by the constant problems in our relationship. They were like oases in a desert, precious, but never enough to sustain us. Each time, I clung to the hope that things would change, that these good moments meant a new beginning. But as time passed, I had to face the truth: they were only exceptions. The real issues, feeling devalued, the lack of give-and-take, and emotional manipulation, never went away and always cast a shadow over our happiness.

The imbalance was always there, gnawing at me and leaving me unfulfilled. From the very beginning, I was the one reaching out, planning, and making sure we stayed connected. While he sometimes showed interest, it was rare. Most of the time, my efforts were met with indifference, and I often wondered if my feelings were truly returned.

As our relationship went on, this pattern only grew stronger. I poured my energy into making him happy, introducing him to my world, but he was reluctant to do the same. Emotionally, I was open and vulnerable, hoping to build a deeper bond, but he stayed guarded, only sharing what he chose and always keeping me at a distance.

When I needed support, I found none. During tough times, I longed for his understanding but was met with apathy. I felt alone, carrying the weight of the relationship by myself. The imbalance touched every part of our lives, from making decisions to resolving conflicts. Compromises were rare, and my perspective was often dismissed. I kept bending, sacrificing my own needs for the sake of peace, hoping things would improve if I just tried harder. But eventually, I realized the lack of reciprocity wasn’t just a phase it was a fundamental flaw in our relationship. Over time, the vibrant, social woman I once was slowly faded and was replaced by a shadow of my former self. 

Growing up, I was the fun-loving, social one in my family. Laughter and warmth filled my childhood, thanks to a close-knit home where I thrived in the company of others. I drew energy from people, loved sharing stories, and was always the life of the party, eager to make everyone feel welcome. This love for connection stayed with me into adulthood. Building relationships and making memories with friends and family brought me joy, and I carried the lessons of my upbringing—valuing God, connection, and community—into every stage of my life.

Yet beneath all that happiness, I felt a longing for something deeper: a partner to share my life with. That yearning made me vulnerable, especially after the pain of past relationships and the fleeting nature of some connections.

My mother was the foundation of our family. She was always there—responsible, hardworking, and loving without conditions. Watching her juggle work and family taught me resilience and gave me a strong work ethic. She was the glue that held us together, making sure my brothers and I never felt my father’s absence too deeply. Her sacrifices shaped my values and gave me a sense of security and self-worth. She celebrated our achievements and was our comfort during hard times, teaching me the importance of empathy and kindness.

But as I grew older, my mother’s involvement became more intense, sometimes blurring the line between support and control. She checked in often, offered advice even when I didn’t ask, and sometimes inserted herself into parts of my life that I wanted to keep private. Her intentions were always loving, but it sometimes felt suffocating, making it hard for me to carve out my own identity. I valued our close family ties, but I also developed a fear of disappointing her, which led me to seek her approval over my own needs. In my relationships, I found myself drawn to partners who were nurturing like her, but I also became too dependent on their validation.

Growing up, my father’s charm and humour made him the center of attention wherever he went. As a child, I looked up to him, always eager to earn his praise and soak in the warmth of his approval. When he was around, he could be incredibly encouraging, making me feel special and valued. Those moments were rare but precious, and they inspired me to develop my own charisma and connect with people.

But his presence in my life was unpredictable. He was often away for work or personal reasons, leaving a gap that I longed to fill. His absence taught me to be independent, but it also left me with a fear of being abandoned and a habit of seeking validation from others. When he was home, his mood could shift quickly from joyful to angry, and his temper kept me on edge. I learned to tread carefully, to be diplomatic, and to hide my own feelings for fear of triggering his anger. This caution helped me in professional settings but made it hard for me to express myself openly.

Despite these challenges, my father’s influence wasn’t all negative. His charm encouraged me to build strong social skills, and his rare moments of encouragement taught me to celebrate achievements, mine and others’. He introduced me to music, which became my escape and comfort. I remember long drives at night with Luther Vandross playing, his smooth voice filling the car and soothing my spirit. Over time, music became my way of coping with bad days, heartbreaks, or family fights. The lyrics and melodies shaped how I understood love, and when life felt right, it was like living inside a perfect song.

Still, my father’s absence and unpredictable anger left me with unresolved issues that showed up in my adult relationships. I found myself drawn to people who were charming but distant, loving but unpredictable. I kept chasing their approval, often putting their needs ahead of my own. In a way, I suppose I had “daddy issues.”

Through all of this, my brothers were my constant support. Our bond was unbreakable, built on years of shared experiences and mutual encouragement. We were each other’s confidants and cheerleaders, filling our home with laughter and honest conversations. Knowing I could always count on them gave me a deep sense of security. Our connection taught me empathy, resilience, and the value of really listening, qualities that have helped me build relationships beyond my family. Even in my toughest moments, my brothers lifted me up and reminded me of my strength, helping me face whatever challenges came my way.

The close relationship I had with my brothers shaped how I approached friendships and romantic relationships. The trust and openness we shared set a high standard for what I expected from others—I valued honesty, loyalty, and genuine understanding over superficial connections. I sought out friendships and partners who reflected these values. But our closeness also had its challenges. Sometimes, our desire to protect and support each other led to over-involvement, and it wasn’t always easy to draw the line between helpful advice and intrusion.

When my half-sister entered my life at a young age, everything became more complicated. At first, I was excited by the idea of having a sister and looked forward to building a new bond. We made some good memories together, especially around music, we spent hours singing, mimicking artists, and laughing at our shared jokes. In those moments, I felt a real connection with her.

But underneath, our relationship was troubled. In social settings, my half-sister often put me down, making jokes at my expense and pointing out my flaws in front of others. Her words stung, and the laughter that followed didn’t take away the hurt. Over time, these comments chipped away at my confidence. Our disagreements sometimes turned physical, as her temper could flare up quickly and our fights became intense. She often tried to assert her dominance, and I struggled with the mix of anger and frustration that came with it.

Despite all the conflict, there was still a bond between us, a complicated love-hate relationship. I resented the way she tried to control and belittle me, but I couldn’t ignore the moments when she showed real vulnerability or supported me in unexpected ways. This duality made our relationship hard to navigate. I found myself torn between wanting to distance myself from her toxic behaviour and hoping for the kind of sisterly connection I’d always imagined. Eventually, after a major falling out, I decided to put the relationship on hold, needing space to protect my own well-being.

Prince Charming and I got married, but the abuse didn’t stop. Admitting I was in an abusive relationship was hard. I became withdrawn, my world shrinking as anxiety and despair took over. The laughter and joy that once defined me faded, replaced by constant worry and sadness.

The abuse worsened with time. He found fault in everything I did, making me feel like I could never measure up. If I made a mistake or disagreed with him, he would punish me with days of silence or cutting remarks. His anger was unpredictable, and I became hyper-vigilant, always trying to avoid setting him off, but nothing was ever good enough. The silent treatment was the worst—he would ignore me completely, making me feel invisible and insignificant. I replayed our interactions, searching for what I’d done wrong, filling the silence with my own fears.

All of this left me emotionally drained and full of self-doubt. I tried to confront him, hoping things would change, but he always turned the blame back on me, making me feel unreasonable. Arguments would escalate, and sometimes I lashed out in anger, reacting in ways I didn’t recognize. Afterwards, I felt guilty and ashamed, trapped in a cycle where I was both victim and, at times, reactive.

The cycle repeated: tension, an explosion, then a brief calm where he’d be kind and attentive, giving me hope things might change. But the abuse was always leaving me more exhausted and confused each time. I lost myself, struggling to find a way out.

The psychological toll of my marriage was heavy. My confidence slowly disappeared, replaced by a constant feeling that I wasn’t good enough. I second-guessed every choice, always afraid that one wrong move would set him off. In the middle of this chaos, I lost my way and ended up in an affair, searching for the comfort and affection I was missing at home.

The affair didn’t start with intention. I felt empty and alone from the endless cycle of criticism, unmet expectations, and silent treatment. One day, I met someone by chance at an event. We sat next to each other, and the conversation came easily. He listened, made me laugh, and for the first time in a long while, I felt seen and understood. As we spent more time together, sharing meals and stories, our friendship grew into something deeper. There was a spark between us, and I found myself drawn to him, craving the connection and validation he gave me.

The first time our friendship crossed the line, it was both exciting and frightening. After a long evening of laughter and honest conversation, he reached for my hand, and that simple touch reignited a part of me I thought was gone. For the first time in years, I felt wanted and cherished. But even in those moments, I knew what I was doing was wrong. The guilt and shame weighed on me, even as I clung to the relief and happiness the affair brought.

The affair became my escape from the pain at home, but it couldn’t last. The lies and fear of being found out became too much. I realized that staying on this path would only bring more hurt—to myself and others. In the end, I knew I had to end the affair and face the consequences, no matter how hard it was.

When I finally confessed to him, the fallout was immediate and harsh. His anger and pain were intense, and he made sure I paid for my betrayal. The affair became another weapon for him to use against me, something he brought up to further control and belittle me. Instead of helping, it only made everything worse, adding guilt and regret to an already difficult situation. I was left to face the mess I had created and forced to see how I had become part of the problem in our relationship.

Even as I struggled, I held on to my faith and my principles. I had accepted Christ and was active in my church, hoping to find comfort and guidance. But the church I grew up in had a strong, cult-like influence on me. From a young age, I was taught that God was strict and demanding, and that His love depended on perfect obedience.

The sermons always focused on sin and punishment, making me feel like God was always watching and ready to punish any mistake. This filled me with guilt and shame and left little room for forgiveness. As a child, I believed I was only worthy if I followed all the church’s rules. This made me anxious, always checking myself for any sign of failure.

The pressure to fit in was huge. If I didn’t meet the church’s expectations, I felt judged and alone. I learned that love and approval had to be earned, not freely given. I saw myself as a constant sinner, always falling short because of the focus on obedience and performance. Questioning these rules was seen as rebelling against God, which made it hard for me to trust my own instincts or make my own decisions.

As I grew older, I began to see how the church’s teachings clashed with the kindness and empathy my mother had taught me. The image of a punishing God did not fit with the compassion I believed in. Still, it was hard to break free from this way of thinking. The fear of punishment was always there, making it difficult to let go of the church’s hold on my life.

The internal conflict I carried made me vulnerable to relationships that felt all too familiar. The patterns of devaluation, manipulation, and punishment in my relationship echoed the conditional love I had been taught to accept as normal. I kept believing that if I just tried harder, things would get better.

Raising three young girls amid this turmoil made everything more complicated. The daily demands of caring for them—feeding, playing, supporting, and providing—required all my energy. Balancing their needs with the stress and unpredictability of an abusive relationship left me exhausted and stretched thin. The constant cycle of caregiving and managing the household, while dealing with tension and emotional pain, created a high-stress environment that felt impossible to escape.

My desire to protect and nurture my children made me question myself even more. I worried constantly about whether I was doing enough to shield them from the negativity at home and feared the long-term effects on their well-being. The criticism and devaluation I faced eroded my confidence, making me second-guess every parenting decision. This added another layer of emotional strain, as I struggled with the fear of failing my children.

Yet, despite all these challenges, my daughters were also my greatest motivation and comfort. Their innocence and vulnerability reminded me of the importance of creating a safe, loving environment, free from the toxicity of abuse. The love and responsibility I felt for them gave me the strength to keep going, even when the path forward seemed overwhelming. In the middle of the chaos, the moments of joy and connection with my girls—hearing their laughter, seeing their curiosity, feeling their unconditional love—offered hope and resilience. These experiences reminded me that positive change was possible, and that there was still beauty and potential in life, even during the darkest times.

Some of my friendships were supportive, but others left me feeling confused and overwhelmed. These demanding friendships needed so much attention, energy, and sometimes even money. I often found myself giving more than I could handle, especially when I was already struggling with the stress of an abusive relationship. Friends who always needed validation or support drained me emotionally, making it hard to take care of myself. The pressure to always be available wore me down, and I started to feel burnt out and exhausted.

There were times when friends expected me to pay for outings or lend them money, even when I knew I wouldn’t get it back. This added to my financial worries and made me feel used, just like I did in my relationship at home. Some friends also encouraged me to join in bad habits—drinking too much, using substances, or making risky choices. These things gave me a short break from my pain, but they always left me feeling worse in the end, guilty and ashamed, and even less in control of my life.

The patterns in these friendships were all too familiar. I noticed the same cycles of manipulation, guilt, and obligation that I faced at home. Friends who were unpredictable or ignored my boundaries made me feel trapped, just like my partner did. This made me believe I didn’t deserve healthy, supportive relationships, and it was hard to break away from these toxic connections. I started to doubt myself, wondering if I was even capable of having real, meaningful friendships. The constant demands and lack of appreciation made me feel unworthy, echoing the negative messages I heard in my abusive relationship. This cycle of self-doubt made it hard to trust others or look for better relationships.

On top of everything, I had to deal with smear campaigns from my Husband and judgment from friends and people around me. Lies and rumours about me spread, damaging my reputation and making me feel even more alone. It was painful to know that others saw me through a distorted lens, and I felt powerless to defend myself. All these pressures together made the impact of the abuse even worse, leaving me isolated, ashamed, and full of self-doubt.

As the smear campaign against me grew, I felt increasingly alone. Friends and people I once trusted started to pull away, either believing the lies or not wanting to be seen with someone who was being talked about so negatively. This made me feel even more isolated and convinced me that I didn’t deserve love or connection. The constant anxiety and fear of what might be said next weighed heavily on me. I worried about how these rumours would affect my relationships and any future opportunities. Trying to handle the fallout while still dealing with abuse at home left me completely drained and vulnerable.

Being judged and condemned by friends and society made it hard for me to trust anyone. It hurt to see people I cared about accept negative stories about me without ever asking for my side or trying to understand what was really happening. This loss of trust made it difficult to open up to new people or seek help, because I was afraid of being betrayed or rejected again. The judgment I faced often turned into shame, making me question my own worth and the choices I had made. 

The criticism from others echoed what I had already heard in my abusive relationship, making me feel even more like a failure. This shame became a wall that kept me from healing, making it hard to move forward and grow. The combination of smear campaigns and judgment from others made it hard for me to see who I really was. I struggled to separate myself from the negative labels people put on me, which led to confusion and self-doubt. This made it difficult to stand up for myself and set boundaries, both with people in my personal life and at work.

Eventually, I filed for divorce. The process was long and exhausting, stretching over years that felt endless. Every step was filled with tension and conflict, and it took a huge toll on my mind, emotions, body, and finances. It felt like I was trapped in a nightmare with no way out. My mind was always busy with thoughts about the next court date, the next negotiation, or the next argument. The legal language and endless paperwork were overwhelming, and each document was a painful reminder of the life we were tearing apart. I spent countless hours going over forms and statements, trying to make sense of everything while carrying the heavy emotional burden of it all.

Emotionally, I was a wreck. The divorce forced me to face the reality of my failed marriage, bringing up memories and feelings I had tried to bury. Every meeting with him and his attorney, every court appearance, felt like reopening old wounds and creating new ones. The person I once loved had become a stranger, cold and determined to make the process as painful as possible. His words were sharp and calculated, and the constant stress wore me down. My energy levels dropped, leaving me exhausted and unable to focus on even the simplest tasks. Headaches became a regular part of my life, and I found myself getting sick more often, my body weakened by the relentless pressure.

Financially, the divorce was devastating. Legal fees piled up quickly, draining my savings and leaving me scrambling to cover basic expenses. Every negotiation felt like a battle, with the division of assets turning into long, difficult discussions. I watched helplessly as the financial stability I had worked so hard for crumbled. The drawn-out nature of the proceedings only made things worse. Each delay and rescheduled hearing felt like another blow, keeping me stuck in limbo and unable to move forward. The lack of closure was suffocating, a constant reminder of the life I was trying to leave behind.

Through it all, I tried to keep some sense of normalcy. Work became both a refuge and a challenge—a place to escape the chaos, but also a source of stress as I tried to balance my job with my personal turmoil. The pressures at work were relentless, with harsh conditions, demanding clients, and unstable income adding to my emotional strain. The work environment was intense, with long hours and tight deadlines. Projects often required late nights and weekends, leaving little time for rest or personal pursuits. The constant need to meet client expectations and deliver high-quality results under pressure took a toll on my mental and physical health. I was always exhausted, running on fumes as I tried to balance everything.

Clients, while essential, could be especially demanding. Each project brought new challenges, with clients often having high expectations and little understanding of the complexities involved. Navigating these relationships required patience and diplomacy, which was hard to muster when I was already stretched thin. The fear of losing a client or failing to meet their standards added to my anxiety.

The fashion industry is unpredictable, with periods of feast and famine depending on the economy and market demand. This uncertainty made it hard to plan, both personally and professionally. Sometimes, projects dried up, leaving me scrambling to find new work and keep a steady income. The financial strain added to the pressure to succeed, making every decision feel critical. The lack of control I felt at work mirrored the dynamics in my relationship, reinforcing the belief that I was always fighting an uphill battle. It became harder to find joy in my work, as the passion that once drove me was overshadowed by constant demands and stress.

The world itself, with all its demands and uncertainties, made everything worse. The need to maintain a career in a competitive environment added significant stress. Meeting deadlines, satisfying clients, and achieving professional success required constant focus and energy, leaving little room for self-care. This pressure was made worse by unstable income and the fear of failure, which echoed the unpredictability and criticism I faced in my relationship.

Society’s expectations about success, relationships, and personal achievements added even more pressure. The need to appear stable and happy, even when I was struggling inside, was exhausting. Trying to conform to these norms often left me feeling inadequate and isolated, reinforcing the negative messages I had received from the abuse. Managing financial responsibilities in an uncertain economy was daunting, especially with the added strain of demanding friendships and an unstable career. This financial insecurity made me feel even more vulnerable and helpless.

The uncertainties of the world—political unrest, pandemics, economic ups and downs, and worries about climate change—added a heavy layer of anxiety to my life. These global problems were always in the background, making my personal struggles feel even more overwhelming. The abuse I had experienced had already chipped away at my self-esteem and confidence, making it hard to trust my own instincts or believe in myself. The constant news of instability and crisis only made these insecurities worse, trapping me in a cycle of self-doubt and hesitation whenever I had to make decisions, whether in my personal life or at work.

Life’s unpredictability made the idea of change feel terrifying. The thought of leaving the abusive relationship, switching careers, or trying something new filled me with fear. I worried that any change might make things even more unstable or disappointing. The stress from the world and the pain from the abuse seemed to feed off each other, making everything feel more intense. I was always juggling outside pressures and my own inner turmoil, and it left me feeling completely drained, struggling to find any sense of balance or peace.

Going through abuse changed how I saw people, relationships, work, and the world. Even as I tried to heal, the shadows of what I’d been through shaped how I moved through life. One of the biggest impacts was losing my ability to trust. I became more guarded and cautious, always questioning the intentions of new people I met. It was hard to form new connections because I was afraid of being hurt or manipulated again. The unpredictability of my past made me hyper-aware in every interaction, always looking for warning signs. This constant vigilance was exhausting and made it hard to relax, even around people who meant well. Sometimes, when someone was being kind or affectionate, I felt suspicious, wondering if there was a hidden motive. This made it difficult to accept support and love, even from those who genuinely cared.

The emotional scars from abuse made being vulnerable feel dangerous. This fear got in the way of building deep, meaningful relationships. I often questioned whether I deserved love or respect, which sometimes led me to seek validation from others or stay in unhealthy situations longer than I should have. Seeing the darker side of people made me cynical about romantic relationships, and I sometimes doubted whether I could ever find a partnership built on real respect and understanding. This made it hard to feel hopeful about the future.

To make up for feeling inadequate, I pushed myself to be perfect at work. I set impossibly high standards for myself, which only led to more stress and burnout. Because I had been criticized so harshly in the past, I became very sensitive to feedback, even when it was meant to help. I often took critiques as personal attacks, which made me defensive or anxious at work. The trouble I had setting boundaries in my personal life spilled over into my job, too. I found it hard to stand up for myself or say no to unreasonable demands, so I ended up taking on too much and feeling overwhelmed.

Experiencing abuse changed the way I saw the world. What once felt safe and predictable now seemed threatening and uncertain. I started to approach new situations with a heavy sense of pessimism, always expecting the worst instead of hoping for the best. To protect myself, I pulled away from social activities and community events, choosing isolation over the risk of being hurt again. This withdrawal only made me feel lonelier and more disconnected from others.

At times, my sensitivity to the suffering of others became overwhelming. I felt deeply affected by the pain in the world, and it left me feeling helpless and full of despair. The weight of my own struggles, combined with the sadness I saw around me, made it hard to find hope or joy in anything.

There were moments when I found myself thinking about death because I longed for an escape, a way to find peace from the constant turmoil inside me. It was a quiet wish, a gentle longing for rest from the battles I faced every day. The emptiness inside me felt endless, swallowing any spark of hope or happiness. I felt like a shell of myself, just going through the motions, pretending everything was fine when inside I was falling apart.

Nights were the hardest. I would lie awake, staring at the ceiling, my mind racing with thoughts of what could have been. The idea of slipping away into a deep, peaceful sleep—never to wake up—sometimes felt comforting. It wasn’t about wanting to harm myself, but about being so tired of fighting, so tired of giving everything for so little in return. The thought of finally finding peace, of being able to rest without fear or anxiety, was deeply appealing.

I was spiralling down into a deep, dark void, feeling completely helpless and hopeless. It was as if I had fallen into a place without form or life, where nothing made sense and everything felt empty. The darkness pressed in from all sides, swallowing any trace of hope or light, leaving me lost and unable to find a way out. Inside that void, I felt invisible and weightless, as if I no longer existed in the world I once knew. Every thought echoed in the emptiness, and the sense of isolation grew deeper with each passing moment. It was a place where time seemed to stand still, and all I could do was drift, waiting for something—anything—to pull me back to life.
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Chapter 2

Light
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Tears of Mother Nature

I watched her walk away and disappear into the night. Her presence fading like a dimming light—the Woman of Sorrow. I wondered if our paths would ever cross again. The unease her story left behind lingered with me, especially as I realized that many aspects of her experience resonate with many. Over time, our World has become a place marked by abuse, shaped by centuries of manipulation. The image of God feels distant, and evil seems to be running the show. What was created for good has been misused and what is destructive and causing harm to humanity is being promoted.

Reflecting on her account of abuse, I recognized how the world has been twisted through endless cycles of adversity, deception, manipulation, and being undervalued—forces that ultimately lead to destruction. Humanity bears deep scars from manipulation and abuse. Our perception has grown distorted, to the point where we sometimes see darkness as light because our minds have long been corrupted. We've been led to desire things that are not good for us, simply because they're made to seem attractive.

Life today is saturated with products and services that promise convenience, yet damage the environment and diminish nature’s beauty—nature that reflects the image of God. In the pursuit of comfort, humanity often ends up supporting its own undoing. For most, memories of a life before the supposed promises of “civilization” have faded. When we observe indigenous tribes or the poor people living in rural communities, we cannot truly relate to their lifestyles. We pity them, believing they lack what we prize as luxuries, even though these so-called luxuries cost us dearly, impacting our health, peace, and sometimes our very lives.

Our system conditions us to conform, to adopt routines and rules that hold out the promise of glory or success. Yet in seeking such glory, we injure ourselves and the environment that sustains us. This is at the root of the lie that robbed humanity of its birthright on earth. We are trained to behave like workers on a slave farm, obeying instructions even when it means compromising our authentic selves.

Hardships come at us relentlessly, disrupting our sense of peace, normalcy, and security. Frequently, we find ourselves isolated, thrust into unfamiliar situations where our weaknesses stand exposed and our freedom is restricted. We’re pressured to fit in, even if that means betraying our own values. This can cause us to doubt our own thoughts and feelings, worsening confusion and making it easier to accept what is demanded of us. At times, small rewards reinforce our dependency on validation and push us toward even greater submission. Under such pressure, survival seems to rely on conformity, often at the cost of our own needs.

We are conditioned to believe that survival depends solely on our efforts, that hard work and speaking out will bring safety. But reality often contradicts this message. Attempts to advocate for ourselves or resist conformity are frequently met with fear or punishment. Gradually, this compels us to suppress our true desires and comply with the world’s demands. Such manipulative dynamics create a trauma bond with the very systems that control and harm us, trapping us in cycles much like those found in abusive relationships.

A stark illustration of this is the history of chattel slavery in America, where African Americans were taken from their homelands and forced into a relentless system that reduced them to property. In this environment, conformity was enforced through fear and severe punishment, serving the interests of those in power. Similar patterns appear in other adversities, such as war, which uproots lives and compels people to either adapt or suffer harsh consequences. Pandemics, illnesses, new regulations, and shifts in economy or climate all force us to adjust, often paying a significant personal price.

Even small shifts—like beginning a new job, relocating to a different place, or starting a new relationship—can activate this same cycle. We are pressured to adapt, and failure to do so often results in punishment or exclusion. While the intensity of the experience may vary, the underlying pattern stays the same. This is how the world operates—shaping us through cycles of hardship, forced conformity, and survival.

Picture a movie where the villain is a serial killer—someone who takes pleasure in causing suffering. This killer doesn’t just end lives quickly; instead, they toy with their victims, setting traps and wearing them down like a cat playing with a mouse before the final blow. The fear and torment of the victims fuel the killer’s twisted sense of control—they feed on that anguish.

Eventually, the serial killer is captured and imprisoned. But the nightmare does not end there. A new wave of proxy-killers, inspired by the original, emerge. These copycats continue the destruction, sometimes even visiting the imprisoned killer to learn from him and gain his approval. These imitators are everywhere, hidden in plain sight. They replicate his methods, extending the harm even further.

In this story, the original serial killer represents the ultimate enemy, Satan and the copycats symbolize powerful people and organizations in authority. Outwardly, they appear harmless, even likable, but behind their pleasant façades lies darkness and harmful intent. They constantly shift their behaviour to suit the moment. They stand for nothing truthful, always seeking personal gain. They persecute those who attempt to do good and blame others for the wrongs they themselves commit.

The enemy and his proxies rely on three primary weapons against humanity: famine, pestilence, and the sword. Famine represents a lack of essentials for survival. Those in control manufacture this lack by creating restrictive rules, stealing, and hoarding resources. They make life harder by inflating costs and forcing competition for scarce necessities. Even naturally available resources are restricted under the guise of protection, leaving people desperate—and sometimes punished—for simply trying to survive. Starved long enough, people become obedient, turning against one another for scraps to stay alive.

To maintain control, those in power use fear as a tool, showcasing the punishment of nonconformists. Reports of abuse and devastation are circulated broadly—not to offer help, but to justify stricter rules and heighten fear. The system demands more labour for fewer returns, while the wealth flows upward through taxes and market structures. When the masses voice concerns or ask for relief, they are met with disdain. Any gesture from those in power to “help” is often a method of surveillance or control, or a tactic to give false hope and maintain compliance.

In this framework, the cycle of suffering and control thrives. The enemy and his copycats grow stronger from the torment they inflict—constantly innovating new ways to keep people divided, burdened, and barely surviving.

Rationalization is a way people cope with difficult situations, tricking themselves into comfort. It’s like creating a story that softens reality, even if it’s false. For example, someone who fails a test might say, “I didn’t want to pass anyway,” just to dull the disappointment. It’s a common habit, often unconscious. This defence mechanism can help us avoid pain or guilt temporarily, but if used too often, it distorts our perception of truth. It’s like wearing rose-coloured glasses that make everything look better than it really is. While this can ease emotional distress, too much rationalization causes us to lose touch with reality and stay stuck in unhealthy situations.
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“Never before had anyone won a battle by dying.’

9





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





