
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Testimony of a life

Johnn A. Escobar

––––––––

Translated by Debarati Dutta 


“Testimony of a life”

Written By Johnn A. Escobar

Copyright © 2023 Johnn A. Escobar

All rights reserved

Distributed by Babelcube, Inc. 

www.babelcube.com 

Translated by Debarati Dutta

“Babelcube Books” and “Babelcube” are trademarks of Babelcube Inc.


TESTIMONY OF A LIFE 

JOHNN A. ESCOBAR

––––––––

Copyright © 2015 Johnn A. Escobar

All rights reserved

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the express written permission of the publisher.

To the one who gives a hug when it is needed the most.

"Now I was beginning to realize how much happier this life was, with all its miseries than the sordid, cursed, abominable existence I had led in the past.”

Daniel Defoe.


I

Childhood

Like many people in this world, or rather absolutely everyone, I have a story to tell; certainly memory plays tricks on us and it often happens that we exaggerate some aspects of our lives, but I will do my best to avoid them and share the facts from my perspective.

Having said that, I will begin the narration of my first years on this earth.

I was born on the thirteenth of August of the year 1956, in Buenos Aires - Argentina, into a family composed of my eight brothers and sisters, as well as my mother.

As far as my father is concerned, well, if I have to be a frank person, he was not a family man, at least not with us. It was about a military man, married with children, who preferred to find the perfect escape from his everyday life in my mother, a widow with three children from her only marriage. Whose husband worked at a construction site and died when he fell from a scaffold, although there was always the suspicion that he was thrown by his co-workers, since he had a reputation as a traitor among his colleagues, that is, he told the bosses about those who were less efficient or made mistakes causing them to lose their job, looking for a better job position for himself.

My brothers and sisters were called Antonio, Carlos, Andrés, they were three children of my mother's deceased husband, Cristina was born from the bond between her and our father, then there was me Rosa, Estela and finally my younger sister, Alicia.

Life, since I have the use of reason, has not been easy for me. 

But first of all it is necessary to create a portrait of my mother, she was not a kind and understanding woman, much less affectionate. She had been raised as a lady-in-waiting by a landowning family in the province of Tucumán, from an early age she was told that she was not related to any of the members of that lineage. 

However, she was accustomed to luxury, the absence of needs and above all she believed that she should never work, the latter marked an important point in her life since she could not understand that in reality she was always working for that family as an escort lady.

She could have had a good future, in other words a future devoid of economic worries, the latter in view of the fact that the lady who kept her under her care told her that if she married after she turned twenty-one years of age she would include her in her will. My mother did not want to wait and ended up getting married when she was nineteen years old, with the approval of that lady but she did not receive any financial help and emigrating to Buenos Aires.

Having established that, I must now continue to focus the narrative on my life. My mother always harbored a resentment towards me and did not hesitate to let me know, the first time I asked her, where was she born? She simply replied to me, you were born in a chicken coop!

As I said, she was not a proper mother but someone who was there and nothing more, always ready to throw some lewd comment or a vile and cruel insult.

I remember a special event, my mother did not want to do anything at all, all the daily tasks had to be transferred to my brothers and sisters, obviously also to me.

And here comes the event, she counting on some money sent me with barely five years of age to buy bread. In my innocence I let myself be carried away by the landscape, a huge field with trees and tall grasslands. 

I started walking but didn't stop, completely forgot what I had to do and overlooked the business where they sold bread. I am not sure how long I was walking and would have continued if I had not seen a dog standing at a considerably close distance, which instilled a great fear in me. 

I remained static and apparently I had already delayed too long because I heard the voice of my mother who came for me, although she did not do it with affection and understanding. He held me by the arm and told me I was useless and useless, then he took me home again and beat me. I don't know if it was the first time she verbally and physically abused me, although it's the first time I remember it.

Now I have to return to the figure of my father, he had a good economic position thanks to his job in the navy, born in the province of Santa Fe, he was a peasant until he was thirty years old, then he was offered to join the armed forces and accepted, arriving in Buenos Aires.

Despite the excellent economic position he was able to achieve, my father only shared his money and benefits with those who were his legitimate family.

For our part we were plunged into almost total misery, I could summarize everything in the following, the beginning of each day we drank a bitter wild herbal tea and that was our food.

My father paid us a visit staying the weekend, although his interest was solely and exclusively to enjoy the company of his lover, that is, my mother. He was a man with an insurmountable arrogance, arrogant in excess and did not give in to anyone only respecting his superiors, besides with every one of the actions that he executed he showed us the constant contempt towards us and our well-being. 

When he arrived he bought a lot of food, but of course, arranged in the right measure to be finished before he left and for no reason he gave us some money to survive in those five days until the next weekend.

From those years, I always keep present a memory that fills me with joy and that is the taste of bread. It was something that my father used to buy and every time I tried it I swear I felt like it was the best delicacy in the world. I guess it will be very difficult to understand, although for me the bread was an incomparable dessert.

And if bread gave me that special feeling, by now you must be wondering, how did you survive then? Well, in the land where we lived since my use of reason, there were abundant fruit trees and plants, orange trees, grapefruits, medlars, tangerines, figs, grapes and peaches, being in each season the main source of our livelihood.

There were also many chances, their memories always accompany me without exception because they managed to give me a certain peace, just like the peach blossoms when spring arrived.

During that stage I had what could be called happiness even despite some verbal abuse from my mother. However, when I turned six years old I had to go to school for the first time in my life.

When I was in primary school, there was no physical abuse by my classmates, instead they ignored me and that made me feel like a ghost, someone who was there but they couldn't see, they didn't play with me and they didn't talk to me either.

Perhaps one of the worst memories I have from my first school year was Nilda who was the classroom teacher.

Before continuing, I must make an important clarification, I never raised my voice in class, I did not argue, much less I exercised some kind of violence. My main characteristic was shyness, something that overcame me in every class and I didn't have the courage to ask the questions that should be asked when we don't understand something, the fact is that I didn't know how to write very well and at the age of six I was doing what I could.

Teacher Nilda had a basic procedure, first she asked the students to give her the notebooks and at the end we had to return to the desks. After reading my notebook and not understanding my handwriting at all, she would make me pass in front of the whole class to twist my ears and immediately proceeded to hold me by the hair to shake and shake me.

After suffering this kind of violence at school, I returned home believing that I could find comfort and understanding in my mother's arms, but I was wrong. My mother justified the actions of the teacher, arguing that for her Miss Nilda was right to mistreat me and later my own mother proceeded to beat me.

I could never understand his hatred of me, it completely baffled me. For my part I learned to feel loneliness and abandonment, I guess it was always like that but I hadn't noticed it until then. After those attacks I would end up running under a fig tree and there I would cry until my eyes no longer had tears.

Corresponding to the mistreatment at school by the teacher Nilda, everything ended when in one of her demonstrations of anger she tore a lock of hair from one of my classmates, the next day the mother of the minor came to school and without a word attacked the teacher Nilda with an uncontrollable fury.

Obviously the matter had its investigation and the authorities of the school establishment decided to dismiss the teacher. Thanks to the mother of that girl I was no longer afraid to go to school, because the new teacher was a kind lady who treated me well, so much so that I came to wish in my dreams that she was my mother.

I suppose that such an absurd illusion arose when I noticed the absence of affection in my house. For even my brothers and sisters pushed me aside most of the time, with a few exceptions.

On one of those strange times when my brothers and sisters included me in the games, we were in the yard, that's when a couple came to our home and they wanted to talk to my mother.

My mother came to receive them, they were direct and explained that they wanted to adopt a girl for this they offered her an important sum of money, making it clear that both were in a good economic position and having no children of their own that girl they adopted would never go through any harm since she would be their only heir.

She asked them, without hesitation, which of their daughters they wanted and they replied as follows, the little blonde! Pointing at me. By the look in my mother's eyes, I was thinking of giving myself to that couple, but being a Saturday day at that moment my father arrived on a visit, he was furious as always and after learning about the situation he flatly refused kicking the couple out.

He did not think about my well-being or my future, he showed once again the little or no love he had for me since he was aware of the mistreatment that my mother exercised with me and I longed with all my soul to go with that couple.

Although my childish mind quickly forgot about the matter and I continued playing, not thinking about all the possible evils that fate had in store for me.

In that way the years went by, I was growing up but nothing changed, at school I continued to be a ghost without friends and without affection, at home it was exactly the same.

When I turned nine years old, I was in the third grade of my primary studies; at that time all public schools had state support, therefore they organized trips during the holidays for students without the need for parents to provide money.

The trip would take my classmates and me to the beach, but I wasn't the only member of my family to have the same destination assigned, my older sister Cristina also came along with me. Our father signed the authorizations from both of us to make the bus journey and settle us in a hotel.

The stay would have a duration of fifteen days, the trip was not too extensive and as soon as I got into the vehicle I fell asleep.
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