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Dedication
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To the mothers of Tigray—the silent strength behind the Tigray Defense Forces (TDF);

To those who gave their sons and daughters, to those who carried the burden of war in their hearts, to those who cooked, nursed, prayed, and wept in silence, yet never surrendered their courage—This book is for you.

Your sacrifice, your resilience, and your unshakable love are the foundation of Tigray’s survival and hope.
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Introduction
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This book is inspired by the true stories of the people of Tigray.

Though the characters and events are woven into a single narrative, they are drawn from the lived experiences of countless women, children, and families who endured the unimaginable during the recent war.

The story of Mihret, the brave girl of Tigray, is not just fiction—it is a reflection of the courage, suffering, and hope of a people caught in the shadows of conflict. Every page is meant to highlight the strength of those who faced hunger, displacement, loss, and violence, yet still carried with them the seed of resilience.

This book does not aim to recount every tragedy or every act of survival. Instead, it gathers the fragments of real lives and arranges them into a story that honors the dignity of survivors and remembers those who did not make it. It is both a tribute and a testimony—a way of saying that their voices, though often silenced, will not be forgotten.

Above all, this book is a call to see the human side of war. It is a reminder that behind every statistic, there is a child like Mihret, a family like hers, and a community striving for peace.
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​Chapter 1: Shadows over Tigray
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The sun dipped below the rugged mountains of Tigray, painting the sky in hues of fiery orange and soft lavender. Fourteen-year-old Mihret sat on a woven mat outside their traditional stone home, her nimble fingers braiding her younger brother Dewitt’s soft, dark hair. Dewitt, a whirlwind of boundless energy, was unusually still, his eyes wide with innocent wonder as he watched a flock of birds dance across the fading light. Life in their village, nestled among ancient acacia trees, was a rhythm of laughter, communal meals, and the comforting hum of daily tasks. Mihret loved these quiet evenings, the air cool and fragrant with the scent of wood smoke and blooming jasmine. Her mother, Lemlem, hummed a gentle tune as she prepared injera inside, while her father, Haile, was still out in the fields, his strong hands tending to their precious crops. It was a life of simple joys, woven into the very fabric of the earth beneath their feet; a peace Mihret had always known, and believed would last forever.
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But tonight, a subtle shift disturbed the familiar melody of their village. The usual evening chorus of crickets and distant animal calls seemed muted, replaced by an unsettling quiet. Mihret paused her braiding, her brow furrowed slightly. "Did you hear that, Dawit?" she whispered, but her brother, now distracted by a stray kitten, merely giggled. A faint, low rumble vibrated through the ground, barely perceptible, like a distant storm. Mihret glanced towards the family's open doorway, where her mother, Lemlem, stood, her humming ceased. Lemlem’s eyes, usually bright with warmth, were now clouded with a nascent worry, fixed on the horizon where the last vestiges of sunset bled into deepening twilight. The distant smoke, which Mihret had dismissed earlier, seemed to have thickened, a smudge against the darkening sky that now held a hint of something more sinister than just cooking fires.
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