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For the boy who loved school. 

 

Who showed up almost every single day. 

Who wanted a notebook and a pen. 

Who asked his mother not to cry. 

 

He was here. He mattered. He always will.

 

 

And for all children

whose hope outlasted

what the world could give

 

 




A Note on Names and Places 

 

To protect the privacy and dignity of the family at the centre of this story, the author has chosen not to reveal the real names of the boy, his mother, or his grandmother. The specific village and country have also been withheld. All events described are based on verified media reporting. The boy’s letter is reproduced exactly as he wrote it, in translation, because his words belong to him and must not be changed. 

FOREWORD 
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This book was not easy to write. 

It was not easy because the story it tells is real. Because somewhere in a small village in a country in Southeast Asia, there is an old clove tree still standing beside a garden hut. Because somewhere a grandmother tends her sweet potato garden and carries a silence that did not used to be so heavy. Because somewhere a mother goes to work before dawn — not because she wants to, but because fifty thousand units of her country’s currency is the price the world has placed on a full day of her life — and she carries, in the part of herself she cannot speak about, the memory of the last night she saw her son. 

He had asked her for money to buy a notebook and pen. 
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