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Reflection 

 

Journal Entry 

Today, I looked back—and I smiled. 

Not in bitterness. Not in longing. But in awe. 

For the girl who was once cast aside is now standing, fully awake 

in her becoming. 

My heart sings not because life is perfect, but because I’ve learned 

to hold joy in one hand and pain in the other—and still rise. 

My son, my songs, my strength... they are the fruit of fire and faith. 

I now live each day with a quiet courage— 

and that is my true triumph. 

—Emily  
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To the silent prayers, the late-night tears, and the unspoken hope. 

To those who chose kindness, who extended a hand, and who 

believed before the light broke through— 

This book is for you. 

And to her son— 

May he always find strength in his truth, joy in his journey, and 

flames of happiness in the life that he is living. 
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Emily’s Quotes 

"Hope is the Spark" 

 

It wasn’t just that things had changed—she had changed. 

The happiness she now carried wasn’t loud. It was steady. Rooted 

in growth. Nurtured by discipline. Lit by the fire of purpose. 

Her days no longer slipped away in silent sorrow but moved 

forward with intention. There was music in her laughter now, 

gentleness in her strength, and wisdom in her silence. The trials 

had taught her not just how to survive but how to build—how to 

sustain her joy, moment by moment. 

Each morning, she woke with renewed determination. Each night, 

she rested, not just from exhaustion but from accomplishment. 

She understood now: happiness was never found in perfection. It 

lived in movement, in honest effort, in holding on to hope even 

when the winds blew hard. 

> "Amidst the darkest shadows, the rising flames ignite the path to 

triumph." 

And indeed, her path had been lit—not by certainty but by the 

spark of something greater. 

> "Hope is the spark that ignites the flames of possibilities and 

lights our paths through the darkest of times." 

Hope had carried her across ravines of despair. Purpose had 

pushed her when her knees trembled. And passion kept the fire 

burning in her soul, even on quiet days when no one was 

watching. 
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She had become a woman of her own making—fueled by fire, 

refined by pain, lifted by grace. 

And as the flame of happiness flickered steadily in her heart, she 

sat down to write:  
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Chapter One 

The First Cry  

mily’s first breath came with a wail — not just the instinctual 

cry of a newborn, but the silent ache of a world she didn’t yet 

understand. As her tiny lungs filled with air, the room fell 

into a hush that no one spoke of, but everyone felt. Her mother 

reached out with trembling arms to cradle her daughter. But her 

father… turned away.  

He had waited nine months for a son. A name had already been 

chosen. A boy’s future, imagined and hung with hope, had been 

painted on the walls of his mind. When the nurse announced, “It’s a 

girl,” something in him cracked, then sealed over with cold 

disappointment.  

That day, Emily’s cry echoed into a silence that would follow her 

into childhood — not from her mother, who wept both joy and 

sorrow, but from the man whose presence loomed but rarely 

embraced. She did not know it yet, but the sound of that first cry 

would mark the beginning of her greatest challenge: to rise from the 

ashes of rejection and become a flame no one could extinguish.  

E 
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As the days turned into years, the shadow of that rejection grew 

quietly in corners of her life. Not always spoken, but always sensed 

— in the way he glanced past her, in how her laughter never called 

him near, in the way her dreams went unacknowledged. And still, 

something deeper in her spirit stirred. A whisper. A light not yet 

seen, but alive.  

Long before she understood the world’s expectations or the stories 

written into her culture, Emily understood one thing: she would 

have to fight to be seen. Not with force, but with faith. Not in 

bitterness, but through a quiet fire that would one day become her 

greatest gift.  

She did not yet know the name of that flame. But it had already 

begun to burn.  

Emily’s earliest memories were not of toys or lullabies but of quiet 

departures. Her father’s absence was not loud — it came in missed 

milestones, unanswered questions, and the look in her mother’s 

eyes when his name was mentioned. The house held an emptiness 

she could feel but not name. Her mother, once full of hope, grew 

tired from shouldering a weight that was never meant to be hers 

alone.  

When Emily was just four years old, her mother packed a small bag, 

wrapped her daughter in a thin shawl, and took her to her 

grandparents’ rural home. The air there was different — heavier 

with silence and colder despite the sun. “This is for your schooling,” 

her mother said, but Emily felt what wasn’t spoken. It was also a 

place of refuge and of surrender. Her mother needed help. Her 

father had made no effort to be a part of Emily’s world.  

Life at her grandparents’ home should have been gentler, but 

rejection has a way of finding its way into familiar spaces. Emily was 

not quite one of their own. A burden, they sometimes whispered. A 
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girl with too many questions, too much sensitivity, and eyes that 

saw what people tried to hide.  

Her cousins were allowed more — more food, more warmth, more 

affection. Emily learned early to keep quiet. To sit with her thoughts. 

To dream in silence. And yet, deep inside, the same ember that had 

been lit at her birth flickered on. Even when she was blamed 

unfairly or told to do more than her share of the chores, she 

imagined a different life. A life where her voice would be heard and 

her heart held safely.  

At night, she’d whisper songs to herself. Not learned from anyone 

— they came to her like wind through leaves. Words she barely 

understood. Melodies like soft prayers. In them, she found a strange 

kind of company. A place where her pain could breathe without 

punishment.  

Rejection had followed her, yes. But so had something else. 

Something she couldn’t yet name — but it felt like light.  

As Emily grew into a young girl, the quiet struggles at her 

grandmother’s house began to harden into something sharper. The 

small injustices grew louder — fewer meals, harsher words, colder 

stares. Her questions about belonging were never answered, only 

met with silence or sighs. She learned how to exist without being 

seen and how to work hard enough not to be scolded but not so 

hard as to be noticed.  

Then, one afternoon, her mother returned.  

There was no fanfare, just a quick conversation behind closed doors 

and the rustling of a small suitcase. “Pack your things,” her mother 

said, without explanation. Emily didn’t ask questions. She had 

learned by then that questions led to pain. She folded her few 

clothes, tucked her little diary book — where she scribbled every 
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word that got stuck in her mind and dreams — into the side, and 

followed her mother down the path, away from the place that had 

held more silence than comfort.  

But this time, her mother did not take her home.  

Instead, they travelled a distance to a town Emily didn’t know. At 

the edge of a market place, near house where she saw other kids of 

her age group playing outside the house, her mother handed her 

over to a man — a young man. “This is your brother,” she said. “You 

share a father.”  

Emily had heard of him. A half-brother, older by several years. He 

greeted her with a nod, not smiling but kind. Her mother gave her a 

quick embrace, something between guilt and urgency in her eyes. 

“Be good,” she said. And then she left again.  

Emily stood on the doorstep of another unknown, clutching her 

suitcase and diary book, trying to understand what it meant to 

belong when your roots were scattered in the wind.  

This house was different. Her brother left Emily’s care into his 

mother's hands. Still, it was clear she was again more guest than 

family. Another corner of someone else’s life. But Emily had learned 

how to find space within herself. How to keep singing silently. How 

to listen for the whisper of hope, even in unfamiliar walls.  

Each move left a bruise, but each bruise deepened her resilience. 

And each silent goodbye became the breath behind her future 

melodies.  

A few hours after settling in, a woman came home — her brother’s 

mother. She arrived with a warmth that startled Emily. The woman 

smiled often, asked Emily if she’d eaten, and patted her shoulder 

with unfamiliar ease. There was no harshness in her voice, at least 
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not at first. Emily, starved for tenderness, clung silently to those 

first gestures. It was the first time in a long time that someone 

seemed pleased she was there.  

Soon after, they enrolled her in a new school. A fresh uniform was 

found, a secondhand bag, and a pair of shoes just a little too tight. 

Emily hoped — quietly, fiercely — that maybe this time would be 

different. Maybe this would be the place she could belong.  

But as the days turned, the old shadows followed her.  

At school, she was the outsider once again — the girl from another 

place, with a different surname and silent eyes. She kept her head 

down and worked hard, but ridicule found her anyway. Some 

teachers praised her discipline, but others saw her as a burden. At 

home, the warmth of her brother’s mother began to dim. Smiles 

grew rare, kindness strained. Emily tried not to cause trouble, not 

to speak unless spoken to. But somehow, her very presence seemed 

to stir quiet tension.  

It became clear — she was tolerated, not loved.  

The place that once held the promise of safety became another 

arena of quiet aches. Emily found herself navigating between cold 

glances and whispered blame, learning to survive without drawing 

attention. Her songbook became her only confidante. When no one 

was watching, she would write — scribbled words, quiet prayers, 

invisible tears inked into melodies.  

It was like jumping out of the frying pan into the fire. But she had 

already learned how to walk through flames — even if they 

scorched her silently.  
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The embers of rejection that had followed her from birth still 

glowed in the corners of her heart. But deep inside, something else 

flickered too — something not yet broken.  

A whisper.  

A voice.  

A beginning.  

Emily woke early, often before dawn. The chores were many — 

sweeping the compound, fetching water from the rusted tank down 

the slope, lighting the firewood stove before anyone else stirred. By 

the time she took her first sip of tea, her uniform was already 

smudged, her hands scratched from firewood, and her eyelids 

heavy. But she never complained.  

In school, she sat near the front, chin raised just enough to follow 

the lesson, but low enough to avoid notice. She was in Class Eight 

now — the final year. The national exams loomed like a mountain 

before her, but she was determined. Her books bore silent 

testimony to the war she was waging — highlighted pages, margins 

filled with notes, corners worn soft from handling. At break time, 

while others laughed and ran, Emily stayed behind, rereading, 

rewriting, and remembering.  

At home, her steps grew cautious. The brother who had taken her 

in tried his best — he saw her effort, bought her revision materials, 

and even asked teachers to guide her. But each act of support drew 

new resentment from his mother. The woman who once smiled now 

moved with tight lips and loud silences.  

"You think you’re special?" she muttered one evening, eyes fixed on 

Emily as she scrubbed utensils. "This house is not yours. Don’t 

forget that."  
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Emily didn’t answer. She had learned the cost of speaking. Instead, 

she tucked the sting into her heart and returned to her books later 

that night, studying by dim candlelight when everyone else had 

gone to bed.  

When exam results were released, Emily passed well. Her brother 

was proud — he promised to do everything he could to get her into 

high school.  

But joy didn’t reach the kitchen. Her stepmother's silence turned 

colder. Bitterness simmered in the corners of their home like smoke 

without fire. Emily, still only a girl, bore it all with quiet resolve.  

She didn’t yet have the words for what was happening, but she knew 

what it felt like: to strive for light in places that chose shadows. Yet 

in her silence, her inner world deepened. Her songs began to 

change — no longer just laments but declarations. She would hum 

them quietly as she worked, lyrics born from pain but shaped by 

hope.  

Her love for music, still private, became her prayer.  

High school began with simple shoes and a sweater. Emily held her 

head high anyway. It felt like a dream, walking through iron gates as 

a secondary school student — a step closer to all she had imagined 

as a little girl with dusty feet and heavy buckets. She wanted to 

learn. She wanted to become.  

But barely a term in, the dream began to unravel.  

The fees didn’t come. Her brother tried, but the weight of 

responsibilities outpaced his intentions. The school bursar became 

a regular voice in her life. The letters home grew stern. The 

warnings from the principal no longer came with encouragement. 

One Monday, she was told not to return without payment.  
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Emily left the school compound with her books clutched tightly — 

like something she could still hold onto even as it was being taken 

away. She walked home slowly, swallowing tears.  

Back in the house, her presence became a burden. No longer a 

student, she was now expected to earn her keep. The work was 

harder, the treatment colder. Some nights she was sent out — no 

explanation, just silence and locked doors. She would curl up at a 

neighbour’s veranda, waiting for dawn.  

Still, she didn’t collapse. Somewhere within her, a flame remained. 

She spoke less and listened more. When she wasn’t working, she 

would scribble in old exercise books — fragments of dreams, title 

of her favourite songs she heard about.  

One day, her sister came to visit their aunt, who lived nearby. She 

found Emily thin, withdrawn, and strangely calm — the kind of calm 

that comes from being stretched too far.  

"You’ll come with me," she said, simply. And Emily did.  

That evening, as she packed her few belongings into a small plastic 

bag, Emily didn't know what the future held. But she knew she was 

leaving something behind — not just a place, but the chains that 

came with it.  

She wasn’t just running away. She was walking toward something.  

Life with her sister had offered a breath of stillness — meals that 

came on time, the comfort of shared laughter, the safety of being 

seen. Emily settled into the rhythm of it. For a moment, she almost 

believed the worst was behind her.  

But when they returned to stay with her mother, that calm began to 

slip. Something had shifted. Her sister’s demeanour changed — 

colder, more distant, as though Emily’s presence was an 
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inconvenience. Then came the setup — subtle, calculated, and 

deeply wounding.  

Emily never saw it coming.  

She was young, trusting, still recovering from the quiet ache of 

everything she had lost. And in the blink of months, she was 

carrying a child — confused, frightened, and alone in the weight of 

it.  

Her mother’s anger was fierce. Words rained down on her like 

stones — accusations, shame, and rejection all over again. There 

was no room for compassion, no pause for explanation. Her mother 

pointed to the door.  

At five months pregnant, Emily stepped out once more. This time 

not just as a child who had been cast out, but as a girl carrying 

another life inside her — unsure of what she could offer, unsure of 

who she was becoming.  

She walked with no clear direction, only a determination not to 

break. She would survive, for herself and for the child she now 

carried. This pain, too, would shape her — and perhaps, one day, it 

would sing.  

The room was quiet — too quiet for the storm about to unfold.  

Emily had returned to the abandoned house, holding onto a fragile 

hope that her mother’s heart might soften, that somehow the door 

would open again. But the silence from home was louder than any 

scream. Days passed. Hunger knocked, loneliness sat with her at 

night, and the child within her grew.  

Then, one day, the door opened.  

It was her sister.  
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She walked in without a greeting, her eyes sharp, her hands full. 

Emily barely had time to process the sight of the capsules — reds, 

whites, yellows — that were shoved into her palm. Her sister’s voice 

was cold, commanding.  

“This is your only way out.”  

Emily stared, her heart racing. Words tangled in her throat. She 

searched her sister’s face for some sign of mercy, but there was 

none. The room held no witness but fear.  

With trembling hands and a will crushed by weariness, she 

swallowed.  

Her sister left without a word, closing the door behind her like 

sealing a grave.  

Alone in that dim silence, Emily curled into herself. The minutes 

dragged, each breath a war between survival and surrender. Pain 

began to whisper through her body, sharp, relentless. She pressed 

her hands over her stomach. A quiet prayer — not even formed in 

words — rose from somewhere deep inside her.  

But something within her refused to let go.  

She stayed in that room until the sun shifted low. Hours turned to 

days. And yet — she lived. The child lived. Life, inexplicably, 

persisted.  

She would carry that moment — that dark, shattering silence — as 

a wound and as a vow: to rise, no matter how many times the world 

tried to bury her.  

Emily didn’t remember when her body gave out — only that the 

silence was different when she woke. Not heavy, but hollow. Her 



11 

head throbbed, her clothes were soaked in sweat, and beside her, 

the floor was stained — the remains of what her body had rejected.  

All the capsules. Vomited. Scattered like remnants of a battle she 

hadn’t chosen.  

Her stomach twisted, not just in pain but in realization. She had 

survived. The child had survived. And her cry — raw, aching, more 

spirit than voice — rose and filled the room.  

That cry brought footsteps.  

A soft knock.  

Then the door creaked open.  

It was a neighbour, an older woman who had seen too many storms 

to ignore this one. She found Emily collapsed, half-conscious, 

trembling. She didn’t ask many questions. She simply knelt beside 

her, wiped her face, and whispered, “Pole mtoto… hush. You’re not 

alone now.”  

With gentle arms, she lifted Emily as best as she could and called 

out for help. That day, in that broken little house, something shifted. 

Emily would remember the neighbour’s shawl — worn but warm 

— wrapped around her like a blessing. The kindness didn’t erase 

the pain, but it steadied the flame inside her that refused to die.  

The days that followed were quiet, almost too quiet for the chaos 

she'd come from.  

Emily lay on a simple mat in the neighbour’s home, wrapped in a 

clean leso, her body resting, her spirit still catching up. But 

strangely, she felt no pain. No cramping, no bleeding, no aftermath 

of what could have been fatal. Her hands moved slowly over her 

belly — still firm, still carrying life.  
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The neighbor, Mama Rukia, watched over her like a silent guardian. 

She brought porridge in the mornings, warm soup in the evenings, 

and in between, soft prayers murmured as she folded laundry or 

tended her small garden. She never asked Emily what had 

happened. She simply stayed.  

One afternoon, as sunlight filtered through the tin roof, Mama Rukia 

sat by Emily's side and whispered, “God has covered you, child. That 

child in your womb — they are meant to be here. You are meant to 

be here.”  

Emily said nothing, but tears filled her eyes. Not from fear — but 

from the unexplainable peace that settled over her. For the first time 

in months, her breath deepened. Her shoulders relaxed. She wasn’t 

safe in the world’s eyes, but she was safe in God’s hands.  

Her recovery was quiet, steady. And though she had nothing — no 

belongings, no place of her own, no one to run to — she had life. 

Hers. And the one growing inside her.  

One month to her due date, as Emily sat quietly folding the tiny baby 

clothes a neighbour had helped her find from the market, a soft but 

firm knock echoed on the wooden door. Her heart skipped.  

She opened it slowly — and there, standing in the evening light, was 

her mother.  

There were no grand speeches. No explanations. Just a pause, a 

long, searching look — then her mother opened her arms and said, 

“I’ve come for you. I will be with you through this. I will nurse you 

and my grandchild.”  

Tears welled in Emily’s eyes. She hadn’t expected this. She hadn’t 

prayed for it. And yet, here it was — mercy dressed as a mother, at 

her door.  



13 

Wordlessly, she stepped into the embrace. For the first time in a long 

time, she felt the warmth of home not as a place but as a promise.  

They packed her small bag, folded the few clothes, and walked 

slowly back together — the dusk sky stretching above them like a 

soft covering. Her mother said nothing more, and Emily didn’t ask. 

Her sister had disappeared from sight, from talk, from memory. The 

silence around her was enough for Emily to know some bridges 

were not worth rebuilding. Back at her mother’s, there was a clean 

room waiting. And in it, a new kind of beginning.  

In the stillness that followed that tiny, defiant cry, something deep 

within Emily shifted. She had been born into rejection, grown 

through hardship, and arrived—through pain and resilience—at 

the beginning of something unspoken. A new chapter had opened, 

not just in her life, but in her soul.  

She held her baby closer, resting her cheek against his soft head, and 

let her breath rise with the quiet sunrise beyond the window. It was 

more than morning—it was a promise.   
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Chapter Two 

The Dawn of a New Day  

he first light broke gently over the horizon, brushing the 

rooftops with gold and setting the clouds aglow like embers 

from a distant flame. In that light, Emily stood—no longer a 

frightened girl, but a young mother awakening to purpose. The air 

smelled of newness. Of hope. Of quiet strength.  

It was the dawn of a new day.  

God had given her a new name.  

Not one spoken aloud, not one written in any book—but etched 

quietly in her spirit like a whispered promise. Where once she had 

been called “unwanted,” “burden,” “too much,” now she began to feel 

the weight of a name shaped by grace: Beloved. Chosen. Strong.  

The cries of her child were no longer echoes of pain but a rhythm of 

life—marking the new beat of her days. Emily, now a single mother 

at fifteen, stood in the middle of her life not as one defeated but as 

one crowned by survival. She no longer looked back to plead with 

the past to change its course. She had walked through fire, and 

T 
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though the flames had threatened to consume her, they had only 

refined her.  

In moments of quiet, she would often whisper to herself:  

"I am not who they said I was. I am who God says I am."  

Her faith became her anchor. She read scriptures not for comfort 

but for identity. The words in Isaiah 62 rang deep in her chest: “You 

shall be called by a new name that the mouth of the Lord will give... 

You shall no longer be termed Forsaken.”  

And in the small daily routines of mothering—a bath, a lullaby, a pot 

cooking on the fire— she felt herself being made new. In her child’s 

eyes, she saw a future untouched by the pain she had known. In her 

own heart, she began to dream—not just of survival, but of 

becoming.  

This was the beginning. A day unlike any before. A dawn that did 

not just rise on the horizon but within her.  

A Quiet Becoming  

The days were not always easy, but they were different. In this new 

season, Emily wasn’t just raising a child—she was growing into 

herself. The silence of early mornings, the warmth of her baby 

resting against her chest, the soft hums she sang as lullabies—all 

became part of her quiet becoming.  

She noticed the small ways she had changed. She no longer sought 

love through approval. She no longer waited to be chosen. She had 

been broken, yes—but in her breaking, something deeper had 

awakened. It wasn’t the kind of strength that shouted. It was the 

kind that endured.  
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Each sunrise brought with it a decision: to choose joy, even in 

weariness; to choose hope, even in uncertainty. When her child 

smiled, something unspoken healed in her. And when she looked 

into the mirror, she began to see a young woman whose worth was 

not defined by rejection or hardship but by the quiet fire that 

refused to go out.  

Emily began writing again. In a small notebook hidden under her 

pillow, she scribbled lines of prayer, of poetry, of dreams not yet 

born. She didn’t share them with anyone—not yet. But in every 

word was a seed. One day, she believed those seeds would bloom.  

This difference she carried—it wasn’t loud, but it was unshakable. 

It was the beginning of something sacred. A light slowly rises within 

her.  

In the Quiet of Holding On  

There were evenings when the stillness stretched long—when the 

baby's gentle breathing was the only rhythm in the house. Emily 

would sit by the window, wrapped in an old shawl, staring out at 

the shadows of the street. The world outside moved on, unaware of 

the quiet storm she was learning to navigate.  

But she was still here.  

She had no blueprint, no mentor to guide her through the weight of 

young motherhood and the echoes of rejection. Yet deep inside, a 

small, defiant hope took root. She didn’t know what the future held, 

but she believed in something greater than what she had known. In 

whispered prayers, she found strength. In verses remembered from 

church songs, she found breath.  

One night, she opened her notebook again. This time, not to write 

lyrics, but to pen down a declaration—a vow to herself.  
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"I will not be my wounds. I will not be my abandonment. I will be 

my healing, my rising, and my own light in the dark."  

It was the first time she truly believed that her life could carry 

meaning beyond the pain. That her faith was not just for survival—

but for transformation. The tears that came afterward were not 

bitter—they were released, they were surrender, and they were 

sacred.  

In that moment, she was not just holding on.  

She was becoming whole.  

The Quiet Rebuild  

Emily began to rebuild not with grand gestures but with quiet 

decisions. Each morning, she chose to rise. Each evening, she chose 

not to give up. She understood now that healing wasn't loud—it was 

often unnoticed, like a seed breaking open underground.  

She believed—deeply—that everything would unfold in its time. 

The right place. The right people. The right moment. She didn’t need 

to force anything anymore. Life had taught her to release control 

and lean into faith.  

Some days were harder than others. But even in the struggle, she 

carried a new kind of endurance. Not born of pride, but of trust.  

The baby grew. So did she.  

Every small victory—finding work, learning to budget, and praying 

through sleepless nights—became part of her silent symphony. 

Though the world didn’t see the rebuilding, heaven did. And Emily 

knew her life was being knit into something beautiful. Something 

with purpose.  
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When she opened her notebook again, the words flowed differently. 

They weren’t cries for help anymore. They were reflections. Seeds 

of songs. Testimonies in waiting.  

A new rhythm was rising within her. Not just as a mother. But as a 

woman marked by grace. Anchored by truth. Ready to begin again—

not in spite of what she’d lost, but because of what she was 

becoming.  

The Pages Between Her Prayers  

Emily’s focus was simple now: to create a good life for her child. Her 

days were shaped by necessity—feeding, nurturing, and protecting. 

But her nights… her nights belonged to the quiet fire still alive in 

her.  

When the child slept and the world grew still, she would sit by her 

window, notebook in hand, pen moving slowly. Sometimes, the 

words flowed like rivers; other times, they came in soft fragments—

verses caught between memory and hope.  

Each lyric she wrote was a conversation with God. A way of saying, 

“I’m still here. I haven’t forgotten. And I know You haven’t either.”  

Though life was still hard, she found unexpected solace in those 

moments. Her writing didn’t erase the pain, but it transformed it. 

Her pages became prayers. Her melodies, offerings.  

She didn’t know if the world would ever hear them. That wasn’t the 

point. She was preparing a harvest of praise—one she hoped to sing 

someday. Not just for herself, but for the One who kept her standing. 

For the child who gave her new reason. For the flame that hadn’t 

gone out.  

Emily was igniting her journey with intention, even if she was still 

walking through shadows. The songs would come. The light would 
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rise. And one day, she would stand to thank God not only for what 

she had survived—but for what she had become.  

A Quiet Resolve  

The weight of survival pressed on Emily’s shoulders. Bills piled up. 

The baby needed care. Her dreams felt distant—like stars glimpsed 

between clouds—but she clung to them, even as life demanded 

everything from her.  

Some night, she lay awake, her thoughts racing. How long could she 

keep going like this? Would she always be one decision away from 

breaking?  

But in her heart, a quiet voice whispered: You mustn’t fail him. You 

won’t.  

It wasn’t just motherhood that changed her—it was the way it 

redefined strength. She no longer chased dreams just for herself. 

Her music, her resilience, and her choices, and they all had a new 

meaning now. Her child deserved a future shaped by more than 

survival.  

She didn’t have the means yet. No studio, no stage, no spotlight. But 

she had faith. And faith, she believed, was a kind of seed—waiting 

for the right soil, the right moment, to rise. She would keep going. 

Because what she was building wasn’t only for now. It was for 

legacy. For light. For the flame she was passing on.  

The Guiding Star  

There were days when Emily felt worn thin—where the silence of 

lack rang louder than any promise. But then she'd hear the soft 

shuffle of little feet, the sound of laughter echoing in the small room 

they now called home, and everything in her would steady.  
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Her son was too young to understand the weight of what she 

carried. Yet in his smile, in the way he looked at her as if she could 

do anything, Emily found the strength to rise again.  

Every time she saw him dreamlessly asleep beside her, she 

whispered prayers into the night sky—quiet affirmations that this 

love, this bond, would not be wasted.  

He was her guiding star, lighting the unseen path ahead. Not in 

grand gestures, but in the daily miracles: a kind neighbor’s gift of 

groceries, a stranger’s offer to watch him while she ran an errand, 

the notebook where she scribbled song lines when hope returned 

like breath after a deep plunge.  

Emily began to trust this unseen rhythm—this faith. It wasn’t loud 

or perfect. But it was real. And as she rebuilt herself—layer by layer, 

verse by verse—she knew her new beginning had already begun.  

Lines of Redemption  

Each lyric Emily wrote down was more than just a song—it was a 

prayer, a promise, a piece of the future she longed to build. Late into 

the night, while her son slept peacefully beside her, she would write. 

Quietly. Faithfully. Scribbling lines on scraps of paper, humming soft 

melodies that only heaven heard.  

In those quiet hours, Emily remembered her dream—not of stages 

or applause—but of giving her son the childhood he deserved. One 

filled with love, safety, wonder, and belonging. A life unlike hers.  

She poured forgiveness into every verse—not just for those who 

had wronged her, but for herself too. For the girl who had once been 

lost. For the woman learning to rise. Her redemption wasn’t loud, 

but it was real. It lived in every lullaby she whispered in every meal 

she stretched in every effort that didn’t die.  
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She was building something sacred: not just a life but a legacy. One 

lyric at a time.  

A Shelter in Her Song  

Emily had kept her lyrics journal close like a sacred thread woven 

through the tapestry of her healing. Though the world had not yet 

heard her melodies, she believed that one day— at the right time—

they would rise like incense. Each word, each line, carried the 

weight of prayer and the lightness of hope.  

Now, in the stillness of her unfolding purpose, she turned its pages 

slowly, tracing her own handwriting with reverence. She paused at 

a fresh page, then looked up and whispered the scripture that had 

rooted itself deep within her soul:  

“A father to the fatherless, a defender of widows, is God in His holy 

dwelling.” — Psalm 68:5  

Tears welled up—not of sorrow, but of recognition. She was not 

alone. Not then, not now. Her lyrics were not just her offering. They 

were her testimony, her survival, her rising.  

And as she pondered, something stirred in her heart. Maybe it was 

time to begin sharing. Not because she had arrived, but because she 

had endured—and - and someone somewhere, might need to hear 

the song she was yet to release. But will she ever get the 

opportunity to go to the recording studio?  

Stepping Into the Light  

With her son thriving in school, Emily felt something shift inside 

her—a quiet but firm resolve to step up and show up for life in fuller 

ways. It wasn’t just about survival anymore. It was about meaning. 

Purpose. Giving back.  
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She had once thought her struggles were singular, unique to her 

pain. But now, as she looked around—at neighbours, at quiet 

mothers in church, at students walking home barefoot, at singers 

afraid to sing—she recognized the same silent battles etched in 

other faces. Each one carrying a different weight, yet all woven into 

the same human thread.  

She was not alone.  

And if her journey through rejection, hardship, early motherhood, 

and silent healing had taught her anything, it was that hidden 

within pain was a power to rise—not just for oneself, but for others 

too.  

Emily began to see herself not just as a survivor but as a mirror for 

the unseen. A flame that could light another without burning out. 

She wasn’t just writing for herself anymore. She was writing for the 

girl walking home with tear-stained cheeks, for the boy doubting 

his worth, for the mother who still hadn’t found her song.  

She was stepping into the light—not as someone who had all the 

answers, but as someone who had seen enough night to honour the 

dawn.     
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Chapter Three 

What Do Happy People Know?  

he question kept circling in her mind like a whisper riding 

the morning wind—what do happy people know?  

It came quietly, not from a place of envy but from wonder. As 

she watched children laugh on the dusty paths, as she passed by 

women whose eyes sparkled despite their worn shoes, as she stood 

in the stillness of her own small victories—Emily longed to 

understand the silent wisdom behind genuine joy.  

Not the loud, temporary kind that crumbles when life gets hard—

but the deep, unwavering joy that shines through the cracks. The 

kind that still shows up when there’s no applause. The kind that 

forgives when no one says sorry. The kind that sings when no one is 

listening.  

She had known sorrow. She had lived through days when all she 

carried was a song and a prayer—and even those felt heavy. But 

now, something was shifting. Not everything had changed outside, 

but inside her, a new space was forming—space for light, for 

gratitude, for hope.  

T 
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In that space, she began to write again.  

Not just to process pain but to explore joy.  

To discover—perhaps even share—what happy people know.  

She thought about the spark—that hidden flicker in the soul that 

refuses to be snuffed out. The kind of hope that doesn't need 

permission to exist. It was there even when she didn’t recognize it: 

in the songs she scribbled on the back of torn notebooks, in the 

tears she wiped before anyone could see, in the way she still stood 

up and cooked a meal when her heart was heavy.  

What do happy people know?  

Maybe they know that joy is not the absence of struggle but the 

presence of meaning.  

Emily began to see tools—not in the physical sense, but inner 

instruments that had helped her survive:  

Gratitude opened her eyes to small wonders.  

Faith kept her grounded when everything else shook.  

Forgiveness loosened the chains others had left on her spirit.  

Creativity gave voice to what her lips could not say.  

These were her igniters—tools not handed down but discovered in 

the furnace of life. And with each one, she felt closer to answering 

that lingering question.  

She returned to her journal, flipping past pages of sorrow, arriving 

at a fresh sheet.  

She wrote:  
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Happy people know how to keep lighting the spark, even when all 

they have is one match and a storm outside.  

This chapter was not just an answer—it was an unfolding.  

Through the quiet pages of her journal, Emily began to trace the 

invisible thread that wove her life together. The more she wrote, the 

more she saw how the power of habits had anchored her—daily 

prayers whispered in faith, simple routines of care, the act of 

writing one line of music even when the world felt silent.  

She explored the importance of meaningful connections—not 

many, but the few souls who had shown her kindness without 

condition. And even where trust had been fractured, she no longer 

viewed herself as broken, but simply as someone learning to 

discern.  

She reflected on the mind and body connection, how emotional 

wounds had often left her physically drained, yet how moments of 

joy—like dancing with her son, or singing into an open field—had 

revived her.  

She acknowledged coping with setbacks not as weakness but as 

strength. Falling wasn’t a failure; staying down was. And she hadn’t 

stayed down. She had gotten up—again and again.  

Joy wasn’t a destination. It was in the small things—a morning ray 

across her face, her son’s laughter after school, the soft scent of a 

notebook page, the echo of a lyric sung from the soul.  

With this clarity, Emily began to rearrange her songs. Not just as 

music, but as testimonies.  

Some she rewrote entirely, letting go of verses born of pain and 

infusing them with hope. Others she simply reordered, letting the 

story of her resilience rise.  
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She smiled as she looked at her growing collection—pages of 

melodies that had carried her, now standing strong in the light.  

She was not a failure.  

She was becoming.  

With her lyrics slowly coming together like pieces of a long-

forgotten puzzle, Emily felt something shift inside her. It wasn’t just 

about putting her past behind—it was about understanding it, 

retrieving what had been buried under pain, shame, and silence, 

and turning it into strength.  

She began reading more, listening to talks, searching scriptures, and 

even scribbling quotes she found about healing and inner strength. 

Her journal now had a new section: “Unveiling the Hidden.” It 

became a quiet research project—part prayer, part excavation. The 

more she leaned in, the more she uncovered—memories once 

clouded by fear now reframed as lessons. She remembered the 

night she’d cried alone with nothing but hope in her womb. She 

remembered the small moments of laughter with her son, the 

strangers who gave her kindness without knowing her story, the 

broken places where light had eventually found a way in.  

Each memory she unveiled was like uncovering a buried flame, still 

burning.  

Through this clarity, she started outlining a new life plan, not 

rushed, not borrowed, not based on comparison—but rooted in her 

truth. The strength she sought wasn’t somewhere far ahead. It had 

been within her all along.  

She whispered a prayer over her notebook:  

“Thank you for every hidden thing brought to light. Let it be the 

ground on which I now rise.”  
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And in that quiet space, she knew—this was no longer just survival.  

This was the rebuilding of her life, brick by brick, lyric by lyric, 

memory by memory.   

It came on an ordinary afternoon. The kind where the sun hung 

quietly in the sky, and the world seemed still. Emily was seated at 

her small table, notebook open, pen resting between fingers still 

stained with ink and hope. Then her phone buzzed.  

At first, she thought it might be another message about her music—

an encouraging comment or a new listener sharing how a song had 

touched them. But this time, it was different. It was a message from 

someone she'd met during a church community workshop months 

earlier. A quiet conversation back then about passion, about 

resilience. She hadn’t thought it would linger in anyone’s memory.  

“Emily, a position just opened up. I thought of you. It’s project-based 

and pays well. I know you’re doing music, but this could help 

stabilize things while you build. Let me know if you’re interested.”  

She read the message twice. Then again.  

It wasn’t just the job—it was the timing. Her son was growing, 

school fees looming, and while her music was beginning to breathe 

in the world, she needed the stability to keep it alive, to protect its 

roots.  

She whispered, “Thank you,” again to the One who sees all.  

Because this too—this opportunity—was an answer wrapped in 

grace.  

She replied with care, accepted the offer, and added a line to her 

journal that night:  
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“My music is my testimony, but I will not despise the bread that 

fuels the journey.”  

It was a new step, one she didn’t expect, but it was her flame of 

happiness—burning quietly in the background—now warming the 

path forward. One day I shall speak to the whole world about God 

through my lyrics, she thought.  

She sat alone in her tiny room one evening, watching her son 

complete his homework beside her. The quiet hum of life outside 

the window wrapped around them like a lullaby. Her notebook lay 

open beside her tea mug, a half-written lyric shimmering beneath 

the dim bulb light: “You carried me when I could not stand...”  

Emily knew music was the fire of her soul—but she also knew the 

world didn’t run on fire alone. She needed surviving skills—tools to 

build, mend, and multiply. Whether the music sold or not, her 

testimony would never go silent. She would tell the world of God’s 

goodness in every way possible—with lyrics, yes—but also with the 

story of how she learned to thrive through self-sufficiency.  

So she enrolled in evening classes. Quietly. Boldly. Picking up from 

where life had forced her to drop the thread. She chose not to let the 

years of missed education become her ending. Instead, they became 

the opening lines to her next verse.  

By day, she worked her job with gratitude. By evening, she studied, 

sometimes exhausted, sometimes uncertain, but always pushing 

forward. And in the still of night, she'd return to her music notebook 

and write—because the fire never went out. It just danced to the 

rhythm of growth.  

“The yearning to learn is my prayer in motion,” she once wrote in 

her journal.  
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And it was true—her hunger to grow, to rise, to build something 

solid—was not separate from her faith. It was rooted in it.  

Evening classes became her new altar—where wisdom met 

sacrifice. The clock ticked differently now; every hour felt borrowed 

from something else: from her job, from her rest, from the music 

she still carried within, and most of all, from motherhood. Yet, she 

embraced it all.  

Her son was now in boarding school, growing well, his letters full of 

innocent joy and school adventures. His well-being gave her 

courage. He was safe—and that gave her the space to stretch her 

wings.  

But with every decision, she prayed. She didn’t just want 

knowledge. She wanted wisdom— the kind that helped her walk 

with grace, balance, and clarity. Her education wasn’t just about 

grades—it was about understanding her worth, reclaiming what 

she had once been denied, and becoming the mother, woman, and 

minister her calling required.  

By day, she worked. By evening, she learned. And by heart, she sang.  

Her music was not separate from any of this. It was ministry.  

It was how she testified.  

It was how she healed. It was how she prayed aloud.  

“Lord, grant me balance and boldness. Teach me to lead from a place 

of love, not fear,” she often whispered before class.  

She no longer rushed her journey. She was building something holy, 

something lasting— layer by layer, verse by verse.  

Faith, like a steady flame, had always been her silent compass. 

Through the chaos, the rejections, the loneliness, and the long 
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nights of unfinished lyrics and whispered prayers, it had never left 

her side. Now, it began to shine not just within her—but through 

her.  

She no longer searched for validation from those who once denied 

her. No longer waited for applause from crowds who had once 

silenced her voice. Her joy was no longer borrowed— it was built.  

Faith had become her guiding light.  

Purpose, her path.  

Freedom—financial, emotional, and spiritual—her reward.  

She began to see money not as an escape from suffering but as a tool 

to support her son, fuel her music, and build the quiet life she once 

only dreamed of. Her decisions were no longer driven by 

desperation but by vision. She planned intentionally, saved 

diligently, and gave generously.  

And atop all these pillars stood something even deeper—happiness.  

Not the fleeting kind.  

But the kind carved out of healing, forged in resilience, and 

sustained by meaning.  

She was no longer chasing approval. She was walking in purpose.  

Journal Entry  

Evening Light,  

A quiet place,  

The echo of a soft song in my heart.  

Today, I sat still enough to hear my life breathe.  
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What a journey it’s been—from my first cry to now, where I stand 

with the strength to smile even when no one is watching.  

I don’t write for recognition anymore. I write because it’s how I 

pray, how I live, how I heal.  

My music isn’t just a sound—it’s my story, my ministry, my offering.  

I see now:  

Happiness isn’t found at the end of the journey.  

It’s scattered all through the path—in the tears, in the rising, in the 

learning.  

And faith...  

Faith is what gathers it all into something beautiful.  

I am building a future for my son.  

But I’m also honouring the girl who once cried in silence, the young 

mother who was almost broken.  

She survived.  

She sings.  

She believes.  

And so, I write again tonight…  

Not because I must,  

But because I can.  

—Emily  
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Chapter Four 

The Path Unfolds  

he air was different—not lighter, not heavier, but full. As if 

the atmosphere itself held space for Emily’s quiet becoming. 

She was no longer searching for the way forward; she was 

walking it.  

It wasn’t a grand announcement or a dramatic turn. It was subtle—

found in the way she stood taller, the steadiness in her voice, the joy 

that lingered even in stillness. Her life, once torn at the seams, now 

mended itself with threads of resilience, wisdom, and sacred grace.  

Opportunities began to find her, not because she chased them, but 

because she had become ready.  

One morning, while preparing for her evening class, a message 

came through—an invitation to speak at a community gathering for 

young single mothers. It wasn’t a concert. It wasn’t even about her 

music. It was about her story.  

For the first time, she saw it: her path wasn't just hers. It was a light 

for others. Her flames of happiness had grown into a torch she could 

carry forward.  

T 
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She stood at the kitchen sink, hands in soapy water, mind drifting 

beyond the window where the sky broke into the golden hue of late 

afternoon. The hum of the city was distant, but inside her, the thrum 

of decisions pressed close. This was not the same kind of survival 

she had once known—this was choosing to thrive, even when the 

cost was steep.  

Gone were the days she swallowed her pain in silence, folding it into 

herself like an unwanted memory. She had a voice now—not just in 

song, but in the quiet choices she made daily: to rise, to work, to 

believe.  

Still, it wasn’t easy. The rent was due. School fees were waiting. Her 

own evening classes pressed hard against her schedule, and every 

coin spent was a conscious prayer.  

Yet something had shifted.  

The road ahead wasn’t smooth—it held risks, unknowns, moments 

that might undo her— but it shimmered with promise. She could 

almost feel it underfoot. This new road paved not with certainty but 

with faith. And isn’t that what real beginnings are built on?  

She stood at the edge of something again.  

Another turning point.  

Another quiet leap.  

She looked at a photo of her son on the shelf, his smile bright, eyes 

full of hope she could never bear to disappoint. This wasn't just her 

story. It was theirs.  

Should she be afraid?  

Yes, maybe.  



34 

But fear had long stopped being her master.  

She whispered aloud, “I am not what I have lost. I am what I have 

become through it.”  

Then, drying her hands, she picked up her journal and wrote down 

the scripture that steadied her: “For I know the plans I have for you,” 

declares the Lord, “plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans 

to give you hope and a future.”  

—Jeremiah 29:11  

She let the words settle. Then, he closed the book.  

It was time.  

They say it's easier to fall than to rise.  

But Emily often found herself wrestling with that truth. Not because 

she disagreed—but because she knew another kind of pain: the 

ache of never having fallen... because you were never lifted in the 

first place.  

There was no pedestal from which she tumbled. She started at the 

ground—sometimes even beneath it—crawling through rejection, 

scraping through silence, and clawing her way up in the dark.  

The world assumed she had “risen” when they saw her smile in the 

crowd, heard her voice on stage, or watched her move with grace. 

But Emily knew better. She hadn’t just risen— she had built every 

step with tears and faith.  

The journey was far from over. But something had shifted.  

She no longer wore her pain like a scarlet letter. She carried it like 

firewood—fuel for warmth, fuel for light, fuel for a testimony she 
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refused to keep hidden. In the quiet, she whispered to herself, “It 

wasn’t falling. I feared—it was never learning how to rise.”  

Now she was rising.  

Not for applause.  

Not for recognition.  

But because there were stories to tell and lives that might be waiting 

on her song to breathe again.  

She turned the page of her journal and wrote:  

“What tried to bury me taught me how to grow. I am not the fall—I 

am the flame that rose.” With her journal still open, Emily closed 

her eyes.  

No more tugging at doors that never opened. No more trying to fit 

into spaces that diminished her light. No more holding onto people 

or memories that didn’t hold her.  

She was done breaking herself to be understood.  

This season—this flame—was hers.  

Her energy now turned inward, not in isolation but in intention. To 

herself. To her son, whose laughter still filled the room like morning 

light. To the job that was more than survival—it was her step into 

dignity. And to her music in her heart, the heartbeat of her healing, 

the echo of her prayers.  

She was done explaining her worth.  

In the quiet hum of her soul, she whispered one last prayer that 

night—not to erase the past, but to sanctify the future.  

“He heals the brokenhearted and binds up their wounds.”  
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—Psalm 147:3  

She folded the page, placed her pen down gently, and leaned back.  

A soft ray of hope cut through the window blinds, touching her 

shoulder. It was faint—but enough.  

Faith in the storm.  

Resilience through adversity.  

Emily was not just surviving anymore.  

She was rising—whole.  

     



37 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Five 

 The Rising Flames  

he morning sun painted a quiet gold across her kitchen 

wall.  

Emily stood by the window, her hands wrapped around 

a cup of warm tea, her gaze lifted— not into the past, but 

toward the rising sky that seemed to echo her name. This 

was not the same woman who once questioned if she could survive. 

This was a woman who had.  

Each flame in her life—each heartbreak, each fall, each rising—had 

left behind embers of truth, now reigniting as guiding light. The 

heaviness of shame, the grip of rejection, and the silence of pain—

none held her anymore.  

This chapter was no longer about escape. It was about becoming.  

She moved through her morning routine with purpose: ironing her 

clothes for work, checking her son’s school list, and organizing 

music drafts on her desk. These ordinary actions now shimmered 

with meaning. They were her acts of faith.  

T 
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Every note she sang, every word she wrote, every tear she no longer 

cried became a symbol of forward motion—a quiet victory.  

The world may not have changed. But she had.  

And that was enough to change everything.  

Emily no longer ran to prove herself. She moved steadily, grounded, 

not to escape the past but to honour the journey that had shaped 

her.  

Her job—once a mere survival tactic—had become a space where 

she contributed with dignity. The rhythm of her workday reflected 

a newfound peace. There was power in showing up, in being 

present, in knowing she was providing not just for herself but for 

her son’s dreams.  

Evenings were sacred.  

Sometimes, she sat in her room, with her journal open, her heart 

quiet, her spirit full. Lyrics still found her—softly, unexpectedly—

whenever she allowed herself to feel deeply. They came like prayers 

wrapped in melody. Each one, a rising flame. One day, I will tell the 

world my story while standing on the foundation of this lyrics. She 

thought.   

Her son’s laughter had become her favourite song.  

In moments when fear tried to sneak back in, she held onto what 

could not be taken—faith, grace, or purpose. She no longer chased 

people’s approval. She had learned that peace was not found in 

applause but in alignment.  

And so, she moved gently but with intention.  
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Like the sun that rises after the longest night, she was proof that 

light returns—not all at once, but slowly, beautifully.  

Things were changing rapidly—but for once, not to break her, but 

to build her.  

She stood tall.  

Not just as a survivor, but as a woman who had turned ashes into 

light and light into fire.  

Her journey was no longer defined by what she had endured but by 

what she had become.  

She could feel it now—the rhythm of her life no longer a cry for 

rescue, but a song of victory.  

The skies, once dim and uncertain, now burned with clarity. The 

same flame that once nearly consumed her now lit her path. She 

walked through its warmth, clothed in peace, guided by grace. And 

the joy—true joy—wasn’t a fleeting spark, but a steady fire kindled 

within.  

She could finally see it: the flames of happiness.  

They had always been with her—in every lyric, every tear, every 

whispered prayer. The power of positivity, of holding onto hope 

when the world offered none, had transformed her from within.  

And in that moment, as the burning skies stretched wide and the 

future stood open before her, Emily knew:  

She was ready.  

It wasn’t just that things had changed—she had changed.  

The happiness she now carried wasn’t loud. It was steady. Rooted 

in growth. Nurtured by discipline. Lit by the fire of purpose.  
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Her days no longer slipped away in silent sorrow but moved 

forward with intention. There was music in her laughter now, 

gentleness in her strength, and wisdom in her silence. The trials had 

taught her not just how to survive but how to build—how to sustain 

her joy, moment by moment.  

Each morning, she woke with renewed determination. Each night, 

she rested, not just from exhaustion but from accomplishment.  

She understood now: happiness was never found in perfection. It 

lived in movement, in honest effort, in holding on to hope even 

when the winds blew hard.  

"Amidst the darkest shadows, the rising flames ignite the path to 

triumph."  

And indeed, her path had been lit—not by certainty but by the spark 

of something greater.  

"Hope is the spark that ignites the flames of possibilities and lights 

our paths through the darkest of times."  

Hope had carried her across ravines of despair. Purpose had pushed 

her when her knees trembled. And passion kept the fire burning in 

her soul, even on quiet days when no one was watching.  

She had become a woman of her own making—fueled by fire, 

refined by pain, lifted by grace.  

And as the flame of happiness flickered steadily in her heart, she sat 

down to write:  

Journal Entry  

Today, I looked back—and I smiled.  
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Not in bitterness. Not in longing. But in awe. For the girl who was 

once cast aside is now standing, fully awake in her becoming. My 

heart sings not because life is perfect, but because I’ve learned to 

hold joy in one hand and pain in the other—and still rise.  

My son, my songs, my strength... they are 

the fruit of fire and faith. I now live each 

day with a quiet courage— and that is my 

true triumph.  

—Emily     
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Chapter Six  

The Hard Work of Love 

mily had come to understand a profound truth: love was not 

just something one felt—it was something one did. It was a 

daily choice, a sacred commitment, an enduring promise to 

show up with an open heart, especially when it felt most difficult to 

do so.  

Through the many twists and storms of her life, she now recognized 

that real love was a tapestry woven with threads of patience, 

endurance, humility, forgiveness, and truth. It was not passive or 

easy—it was work. And that work, Emily had come to embrace with 

full heart and intention.  

She was no longer searching for a fleeting emotion or a perfect 

moment; she was actively building a relationship grounded in 

honesty, mutual growth, and resilience. The love she now sought—

and gave—wasn't afraid of discomfort. It was not fragile. It was 

forged in the fire of experience, disappointment, and healing.  

The true test of her love, she knew, would not be found in the 

beautiful, easy days, but in how she would navigate the difficult 

E 
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ones—how she would stay rooted and present when 

misunderstandings arose, when disappointments threatened to 

cast shadows over joy. She had learned that true love is not proven 

by never falling but by always rising together after the fall.  

This love she nurtured was beginning to rebuild her trust—in 

others, in life, and in herself. For the first time, she felt emotionally 

safe, seen, and understood. This trust was not given lightly; it was 

the result of showing up, over and over, through vulnerability and 

transparency.  

Her journey had demanded sacrifices—of pride, of fear, of the 

tendency to isolate herself— but it was paying off. This pursuit of 

happiness through connection, though costly in many ways, had 

become a sacred reward. It was not about perfection; it was about 

the willingness to grow, to listen, to evolve.  

Emily discovered the power of communication—not just talking, 

but truly listening. Listening not to reply, but to understand. She had 

learned to speak with intention, to express her needs and hopes 

without shame, and to open her heart in ways she once thought 

impossible.  

She also made space for gratitude. Gratitude for the people who 

stood by her, for the support she received when she didn’t have 

words, and for the small moments that stitched joy into her daily 

life. She celebrated others' victories as her own and showed up not 

only to receive but to give—whether it was a listening ear, a 

thoughtful word, or a presence that said, “I’m here.”  

To love deeply, she realized, was to honour the individuality of 

others—to admire their strengths, respect their values, give space 

to their journey, and still walk beside them. She did not need to 

control or change anyone. Love, in its truest form, created room for 

both unity and uniqueness.  
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Emily now saw forgiveness and empathy as cornerstones of love—

not because people always deserved them, but because she 

deserved the peace that came with letting go. And in choosing that 

peace, she could embrace a love that was whole, real, and healing.  

In this love—tested and true—her embers glowed warmer, 

brighter, steadier. She wasn’t just surviving; she was building a life 

that radiated connection, meaning, and joy. The hard work of love 

had become the holy work of becoming.  

And so, with every act of patience, every conscious choice to forgive, 

and every moment she chose presence over withdrawal, Emily was 

not just healing—she was evolving. The embers within her now 

glowed with a steady warmth, no longer flickering from old pain but 

illuminated by the quiet strength of love, faith, and self-respect. She 

knew there would still be challenges ahead, but she had already 

passed the hardest test: choosing to love fully in a world that once 

told her she was unworthy of it. Her heart, now tender yet 

unbreakable, was finally aligned with her purpose. This was not just 

the beginning of a new chapter—this was a new life written in 

grace, wisdom, and devotion.  

With her heart tempered by the trials she had faced, Emily found 

herself walking not as the woman who had been broken—but as the 

woman who had been remade. Her voice, once silenced by fear and 

rejection, now stirred with clarity. It no longer whispered questions 

about worth or belonging; it spoke truths forged through fire. She 

began to feel a quiet, powerful call rising within her—a pull toward 

something greater than healing. A purpose.  

It was no longer enough to survive. Emily was ready to serve.  

Every step she took now was guided by the wisdom she had earned 

and the love she had reclaimed. Her days became acts of conscious 

alignment—choosing peace, speaking kindness, embracing 



45 

responsibility, and listening deeply not only to others but to the 

quiet voice of God within.  

She knew: the world would never be the same again—because she 

was no longer the same.  

Emily had entered a new realm of self-awareness—a place where 

truth was no longer a concept outside of herself but a living 

presence within her. This voice, quiet yet unshakably firm, had 

always been there—whispering in times of doubt, anchoring her in 

moments of chaos. But now, she was finally still enough to hear it 

clearly, deeply. It was her compass.  

Living from the centre of truth meant no longer bending herself to 

fit others' expectations or diminishing her light to avoid discomfort. 

Emily had come to understand that authenticity was not arrogance 

but alignment. It was not rebellion, but reverence—for herself, for 

the divine, and for the sacred journey she was on.  

She realized that listening to the voice within demanded courage. It 

asked her to say no when others expected yes, to walk away from 

what no longer resonated, to embrace what truly made her soul 

come alive—even if it made no sense to the world. It was in these 

moments that Emily began to feel whole, complete, and divinely 

guided.  

Her truth didn’t need validation. It needed embodiment.  

Each morning, she began her day in silence, not just to quiet the 

noise around her but to tune into the wisdom within. In that 

stillness, she would ask: What do I need to honour today? What do 

I need to release? Where is my joy calling me?  

The answers were never loud, but they were always clear. Her 

centre had become her sanctuary—a place where pain was 
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processed, where old beliefs were dismantled, and where love was 

rebuilt from the inside out.  

Living from this inner centre also meant taking radical 

responsibility for her emotional life. No longer would she wait for 

others to make her happy, apologize for the past, or offer closure. 

Emily was the one she had been waiting for. She learned to soothe 

herself with compassion, affirm her worth with gentleness, and 

stand up for herself with unwavering integrity.  

This was the voice that led her through fear. The voice that 

reminded her of who she was beneath the wounds, beneath the 

doubts, beneath the masks she once wore. It reminded her that 

power was not in control but in clarity. That peace was not the 

absence of struggle but the presence of alignment.  

As she walked this new path, people began to notice the change. 

There was a serenity about her now—an unspoken strength that 

didn’t come from pride, but from presence. Her life was no longer a 

reaction to pain; it was a response to purpose.  

Emily knew she was only just beginning. The voice within her still 

had more to say, more to reveal, and more to heal. And as long as 

she continued to live from this sacred centre, there was no limit to 

the joy, freedom, and light that awaited her.  

One of the first tests of Emily's newfound alignment came through 

someone from her past— a person whose presence once brought 

confusion and silence to her voice. In this relationship, she had 

often shrunk herself to maintain peace, sacrificing her own 

boundaries and needs in the name of harmony. But harmony, she 

now knew, could not exist without truth.  

When they reconnected unexpectedly, the old emotional patterns 

stirred within her. She felt the familiar pull—the impulse to please, 
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to avoid conflict, to ignore the uncomfortable truth that her needs 

had never been met in that space. But now, something has changed. 

She paused. She breathed. She listened.  

“This time, I will not abandon myself,” Emily whispered to her soul.  

Instead of responding from old wounds, she responded from her 

centre. Her words were clear, kind, and firm. She didn’t try to fix the 

other person, nor did she try to win them over.  

She simply expressed what was true for her—what she needed, 

what she could give, and what she could no longer tolerate.  

It was not easy. Her voice trembled, but it did not break.  

And in that moment, Emily realized something extraordinary: truth 

does not have to be loud to be powerful. It simply has to be rooted.  

This relationship, once a space of pain, had become an altar of 

transformation. Not because the other person had changed, but 

because she had. She no longer needed their approval to feel 

worthy. She no longer needed their affection to feel loved. Her 

love—anchored in her own truth—was enough.  

This encounter became a mirror, reflecting just how far she had 

come. And more than that, it confirmed that living from the voice 

within was not a theory, not a wish—it was a daily practice. A 

choice. A path.  

It didn’t mean she no longer felt fear or vulnerability. It meant she 

chose to honour herself in the midst of them. It meant listening to 

the whisper of her intuition when the world around her roared. It 

meant giving herself permission to evolve, even if it meant 

disappointing others.  
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Each time Emily lived from this sacred centre, she felt her flame 

grow brighter—not the wild, consuming flame of performance or 

perfection, but the steady, glowing flame of authenticity. The 

embers of her transformation burned with clarity, purpose, and 

deep self-respect.  

Perhaps the most beautiful part of all—she began to attract 

relationships that mirrored this new truth. People who listened as 

she listened. Who honoured as she honoured. Who loved not just 

the idea of her but the truth of her.  

Emily knew that this was the heart of real connection—not 

performance, not control, but shared truth.  

With every step Emily took in alignment with her inner truth, a 

subtle shift began to unfold around her. People noticed—not 

necessarily because she was louder or more visible - but because 

her presence had changed. It was as though something deeper, 

more rooted, more radiant, had taken residence within her.  

She was no longer seeking permission to speak her truth. She was 

no longer bending herself to fit in. In doing so, she gave others an 

unspoken invitation to do the same.  

The community around her, once marked by shallow connections 

and surface-level exchanges, slowly began to shift. Women who had 

once held back their voices started reaching out to her—not for 

advice, but for presence. They sensed something in her that made 

them feel safe. Seen. Heard.  

Emily didn’t try to become a leader. She simply lived her truth. And 

that was leadership enough.  

She hosted quiet gatherings—circles of honest conversation where 

masks could be set down - and real stories could be shared. There 
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were no roles to perform, no status to uphold. It was just a space 

where the voice within was honoured.  

It wasn’t always comfortable. Truth never is. Tears were shed. Old 

traumas surfaced. But there was healing in the honesty. There was 

power in the presence. And every time someone found their voice 

in that circle, Emily’s flame glowed brighter.  

She realized then that the voice within was never meant to serve 

just one life. It was meant to echo—to awaken the voices of others. 

Her journey inward had made her a vessel for greater collective 

healing.  

It wasn’t about having all the answers. It was about becoming a safe 

space where questions could live without fear. It was about listening 

deeply. Holding space without judgment. Encouraging without 

fixing. Loving without controlling.  

The more she gave voice to her own truth, the more others began to 

uncover theirs. And slowly, a community of quiet power began to 

rise—people who were no longer willing to live disconnected from 

their hearts. People who were choosing depth over performance, 

courage over comfort, truth over silence.  

Emily no longer feared rejection or misunderstanding. She knew 

now that her voice didn’t need to be accepted to be valid. It only 

needed to be true.  

And in that truth, she had found her place—not just in her own life, 

but in the lives of others. Not as a saviour. Not as a fixer. But as a 

living example of what it means to live from the centre of truth.  

Her embers had become a flame. And that flame, steady and 

luminous, was lighting the way home for others.  
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One quiet afternoon, the scent of herbal tea lingered in Emily’s 

living room as soft sunlight filtered through the curtains. The room 

held a comforting silence, the kind that invites reflection. Then 

came the knock—soft, hesitant, like someone unsure if they truly 

wanted to be heard.  

It was Miriam.  

She was one of the women who had attended Emily’s gatherings a 

few times but always stayed silent, her eyes full of questions she 

never voiced. That day, she came alone, her shoulders curled inward 

as though protecting something fragile. “Can I sit?” Miriam asked, 

her voice barely a whisper.  

Emily nodded, motioning to the space on the cushion across from 

her. There is no need for small talk. Just space.  

For a moment, there was only the sound of the clock ticking and the 

wind brushing against the windowpane. Then, Miriam broke the 

silence.  

“I don’t know who I am anymore,” she said, her hands trembling 

slightly. “I’ve lived so much of my life being what everyone else 

needed me to be. I don’t know how to hear myself... let alone speak 

from that place.”  

Emily didn’t respond right away. She just breathed slowly, steadily, 

her presence creating a stillness that felt like safety. Then, she 

gently reached out and placed her hand over Miriam’s.  

“You don’t have to know everything right now,” Emily said. “You only 

have to begin listening.”  

Tears welled up in Miriam’s eyes. “But what if I listen and I hear... 

nothing?”  
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“You won’t,” Emily said softly. “There is a voice within you. It might 

be quiet right now, maybe even buried under years of silence and 

fear, but it’s there. And it’s wise. It knows who you are beneath all 

the roles and masks.”  

Miriam looked away, her eyes fixed on a spot on the rug. “What if I 

disappoint people by changing?”  

“You might,” Emily said honestly. “But you’ll disappoint yourself far 

more if you don’t.”  

Something in that truth unlocked something inside Miriam. Her 

shoulders softened. Her breath deepened. A tear rolled down her 

cheek—not from sadness, but from relief.  

“What did you do when you realized you had been living someone 

else’s story?” she asked.  

“I rewrote it,” Emily said. “Word by word, truth by truth. Some days, 

I was terrified. But I made a promise to myself—I would never 

abandon my own voice again.”   

For a long while, they sat in silence. And in that silence, something 

shifted. Not loudly. Not suddenly. But undeniably. Miriam’s embers 

stirred.  

Before leaving, Miriam paused at the door. “Thank you,” she said, 

her voice steadier now. “Not just for today... but for being someone 

who lives what she speaks. You made it seem possible.”  

As the door closed behind her, Emily smiled—not a wide, boastful 

smile, but one of quiet confirmation. She wasn’t trying to save the 

world. She was simply being who she was meant to be. In doing so, 

she was lighting a path for others to find their way back to 

themselves.  
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This was the voice within—no longer just hers, but shared. And it 

was only the beginning.  

Emily’s Reflection  

After Miriam left, Emily remained still. The house had grown quiet 

again, but something inside her was glowing—softly, steadily, like 

those familiar embers that had never truly gone out.  

She closed her eyes and breathed in deeply, feeling the warmth in 

her chest, not from pride, but from purpose. Helping Miriam wasn’t 

about being needed. It was about being aligned— with truth, with 

presence, with the sacred responsibility of being human alongside 

other humans.  

This, she thought, is what the voice within leads to—not just healing 

for the self, but healing that ripples outward.  

She had once begged for someone to help her the way she had just 

helped Miriam. And when no one came, she became that someone. 

In that becoming, she had found her way back home—to herself, to 

God, to peace.  

It hadn’t come through shouting or striving. It had come through 

surrender, through the quiet courage to listen. To feel. To act. To stay 

when things got hard, and speak when silence was the easier 

escape.  

Emily knew now that the voice within was never loud. It didn’t need 

to be. Its strength was not in its volume but in its clarity.  

She picked up her journal and wrote:  

"I am the keeper of a flame—not just for myself, but for others who 

are walking through darkness, unsure of their way. I will not always 

have the answers, but I will have the light. And that is enough."  
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Her hand rested on the page. She let the words settle into her. There 

was nothing else to prove.  

The voice within wasn’t just a whisper anymore. It was a 

presence—a quiet knowing, a faithful guide. And as long as she 

remained true to it, she would never be lost again. Emily looked out 

the window as dusk softened the sky. A subtle hush moved across 

the earth, the kind that made everything seem sacred for a 

moment—trees, rooftops, even the silence. The kind of hush that 

echoed the stillness she had learned to trust within herself.   

She thought of Miriam and of the many Miriams the world held—

hearts bruised by life, trying to find their way back to meaning. The 

voice within had led her to one of them today.  

Tomorrow, it might lead her to another, or perhaps inward again.  

She didn’t need to know.  

The truth she had embraced was that love begins at the centre and 

then extends—quietly, steadily—through presence, through 

choices, through the ordinary courage of showing up.  

But love also asks more. It tests. It shapes. It stretches us into the 

deepest corners of our being.  

And so, as night descended gently upon her little world, Emily 

closed her eyes with one last thought, not of completion, but of 

readiness.  

There is more to love than listening. There is the courage to be 

transformed by it.   
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Chapter Seven 

The Fire that Refines – Becoming Through Love  

ove, Emily had come to understand, is not always soft. 

Sometimes, it burns.  

Not with destruction, but with a refining fire—the kind that 

doesn’t consume but purifies. The kind that asks not merely for 

presence but for transformation.  

She was learning that love wasn’t always about comfort. It was just 

as often about discomfort—the kind that calls you out of old 

patterns, strips away illusions, and leaves only what is real. Real 

love asks you to become.  

In the stillness of early morning, Emily sat with her hands wrapped 

around a cup of tea, her breath steady, her mind awake. The 

memory of her conversation with Miriam lingered—not just the 

words, but the weight of connection. She had seen herself in 

Miriam’s pain, and by stepping into that moment of compassion, she 

had crossed a threshold in her own becoming.  

L 
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Love had tested her—through silence, rejection, and 

misunderstanding—and now it was asking for something more: for 

her to rise. To let go of the version of herself that only loved when it 

was safe, when it was easy. And to step into a deeper space where 

love became a way of being, not just something she gave or received.  

She began to see how every hardship, every heartbreak, had been 

shaping her capacity to hold love—not in fleeting emotions, but in 

the enduring strength of the soul. Her embers were no longer just 

glowing—they were beginning to refine her.  

There was power in that fire. A power that could no longer be 

contained.  

A Painful Test  

It came unexpectedly, as most real tests do—not in grand betrayals 

or dramatic storms, but in the quiet unravelling of something she 

thought was solid.  

It was her younger sister, Alana.  

They hadn’t spoken in over a year. Not since that last family 

gathering where harsh words, old wounds, and buried resentments 

surfaced like smoke through the cracks. Alana had always been the 

golden child in their family’s eyes. Emily, even after all her work, 

still carried the sting of being misunderstood—cast as the one who 

chose “the wrong path,” as if healing, solitude, and faithfulness to 

self were wrong.  

Now Alana was standing at Emily’s door. Eyes red. Voice shaking.  

“I didn’t know where else to go,” she whispered.  

Emily froze.  
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Everything in her—old memories, deeply buried hurt, echoes of 

comparison, and years of silence—rose like a tide. She could feel the 

heat in her chest. The burning of injustice. Of pain never 

acknowledged.  

But there, in the fire, was the choice: defend her pain or choose love.  

She breathed.  

One long inhale. One quiet prayer.  

And then—without a word—she stepped aside and opened the 

door wider.  

Alana broke down in her arms.  

It wasn’t dramatic. It wasn’t loud. It was soft. A quiet weeping. Emily 

held her, not as a sister returning home, but as a soul that had lost 

its way and come back needing warmth.  

As the sun streamed through the window, casting long shadows on 

the floor, Emily felt the old version of herself burn away—the one 

that needed to be right, the one that needed recognition or apology 

first. What remained was strength. Spacious, tender strength. The 

kind that doesn’t need to defend its worth to love fully.  

Love had tested her.  

And she had answered with grace.  

Emily’s Reflection: The Quiet Victory  

Later that evening, after Alana had fallen asleep on the couch, her 

breathing finally steady, Emily sat alone by the window, wrapped in 

a shawl, her tea untouched. The house was quiet, but inside her, 

something sacred stirred—like the earth shifting beneath her roots.  
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She gazed out at the night sky, the stars blinking gently above the 

dark horizon.  

“I never knew love could feel like this,” she thought. “Not loud, not 

demanding. Just… "quiet.  

Strong. Free.”  

She remembered all the times she had longed for an apology. For 

someone to say, “I see you. I understand now.” But tonight, 

something deeper had taken its place. Understanding hadn’t come 

in words. It had come in presence. In choosing to be love, even when 

she had every reason to guard her heart.  

“This is the kind of love that changes things,” she whispered to 

herself. “Not just in others… but in me.”  

She no longer felt like the one who had to prove herself. She felt… 

anchored. Not in anyone’s opinion, but in the truth, she had 

cultivated in the quiet hours of prayer, solitude, and self-honesty.  

The pain hadn’t disappeared. But it had transformed.  

Her heart still ached, but now it ached with tenderness, not 

resentment.  

She touched her chest, right where it hurt most, and smiled. “Even 

this is love,” she murmured. “Even this.”  

As Emily sat in that silence, something shifted—not around her, but 

within her. In choosing compassion, she had touched a deeper 

wellspring. Not just of love, but of truth. Her truth.  

She realized that what had moved her heart wasn’t just the act of 

helping her sister—it was the clarity that had come with it. She had 

heard something that wasn't spoken aloud. A voice within her had 
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quietly said, "You are safe now. You are whole. You are living your 

truth."  

It wasn’t the loud voice of fear or pain. It was the steady, unwavering 

whisper that had always been there beneath the noise. The voice 

that had led her through the darkness. The one she had learned to 

trust.  

This, she understood now, was what it meant to live from the centre 

of truth. To choose love, not out of obligation or performance, but 

from alignment with something sacred inside her. To speak, act, and 

move in the world from that steady place—no matter what storms 

raged around her. She exhaled slowly, peacefully. A knowing settled 

deep in her bones.  

“My life is not built on the hurt,” she thought. “It’s built on the truth 

I carry. The voice I’ve learned to hear. The one I now have the 

courage to follow.”  

The truth doesn’t always arrive like a thunderclap. Sometimes, it 

comes as a quiet unfolding—a moment so still, so simple, that it 

takes time to recognize it as the compass it is.  

For Emily, truth had never been easy to reach. It had been buried 

beneath years of people-pleasing, self-doubt, and the need to be 

accepted. But now, a shift was happening. She no longer chased 

validation from others. She had started listening to the subtle but 

steady voice within—the voice of her own knowing.  

It spoke not in fear or judgment but in clarity. In love. In alignment.  

She began noticing the difference between the stories she told 

herself out of habit and the truths that lived quietly beneath them. 

Sometimes, truth was uncomfortable. It revealed how often she had 

said “yes” when she meant “no.” How often she had smiled when 
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she wanted to cry. But it also reminded her that she was not broken. 

She was simply unlearning who she had been told to be.  

In the early mornings, Emily made it a ritual to sit in silence, hand 

to heart, eyes closed, asking one gentle question: What is true for 

me right now? No performance. No expectations. Just honesty.  

Some days, the voice within said, “Rest.”  

Other days, it said, “Speak up.”  

And occasionally, it simply said, “You’re okay. Keep going.”  

This practice of listening became her sanctuary. Her inner compass. 

The centre she returned to whenever the noise of the world grew 

too loud.  

She began choosing her words more mindfully, pausing before 

responding, honouring her truth even if it made her uncomfortable. 

She noticed how peaceful it felt to no longer betray herself in small, 

invisible ways.  

Living from the centre of truth didn’t mean she stopped making 

mistakes. But it did mean she stopped abandoning herself. Her 

choices became more aligned with who she was becoming—not 

who she used to be.  

And as she followed that voice more consistently, something 

unexpected happened—she felt lighter. Freer. Braver.  

Because living from her centre wasn’t just a path to peace—it was a 

return to power.  

Later that week, Emily received a call from someone she hadn’t 

heard from in years— someone who had once played a central role 

in her life but had also been a source of deep pain. The voice on the 
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other end was pleasant, even nostalgic, as if time had softened all 

the edges of the past. There was an invitation: a family gathering, 

an olive branch cloaked in sentimentality.  

A part of her longed to say yes. To smooth things over. To show that 

she could be gracious and forgiving. But another part—the quieter, 

wiser part—asked her to pause. To breathe. And to listen.  

That still voice within whispered, “Is this invitation about healing—

or about keeping the peace at the cost of your own?”  

Emily sat with the question.  

She thought of how many times she had silenced herself to be the 

“bigger person.” How many times she had ignored her intuition to 

avoid conflict. She knew what was expected of her. But she also 

knew what was right for her.  

This was one of those moments. A sacred crossroads.  

She didn’t respond immediately. Instead, she took a walk by the 

river, letting the rhythm of her footsteps guide her back to herself. 

The wind played gently with her hair, and the sun fell in golden 

ribbons across her face. Nature had a way of reflecting back on what 

her heart already knew.  

She returned home and picked up the phone—not with fear, but 

with clarity.  

“Thank you for the invitation,” she said softly, “but I won’t be 

attending. I’m taking space right now to honour where I truly am—

and that means choosing peace, even if it’s misunderstood.”  

There was silence on the other end. And then, a dismissive sigh. But 

Emily stayed grounded, unaffected.  
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Because she knew—this choice wasn’t rejection. It was a 

realignment.  

She didn’t owe anyone a version of herself that no longer existed. 

And as she hung up, a strange thing happened. She didn’t feel guilt. 

She felt relief. She felt power. She felt free.  

That evening, Emily sat curled beneath her favourite shawl, the one 

her grandmother had woven long ago. She held a warm cup of tea 

close to her chest and gazed out the window as dusk settled across 

the sky. A quiet stillness filled the room, but inside her, something 

radiant stirred.  

She whispered to herself, “Today, I chose me.”  

And not in a selfish way—but in a deeply sacred one.  

She realized that for much of her life, love had meant sacrifice. It 

meant bending, softening, yielding to keep others comfortable—

even when her spirit was quietly breaking. She had always been the 

peacemaker, the bridge, the quiet strength in the background. But 

this time, peace didn’t mean keeping silent. It meant speaking her 

truth and trusting that her healing was worth protecting.  

Emily thought about how far she had come. Not just in the miles she 

had walked, but in the walls, she had torn down within herself. She 

had begun to understand that real love—true, grounded, resilient 

love—begins with her. It’s the kind of love that doesn’t demand 

constant proving or enduring. It’s the kind that nurtures, affirms, 

and honours.  

Choosing not to return to places that once hurt her wasn’t 

weakness. It was wisdom.  

“I forgive,” she said into the soft shadows of her room. “But I also 

remember. And I grow. I walk forward.”  
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A single tear slid down her cheek—not of sadness, but of release.  

She was not the same woman she had once been. She was softer 

now but stronger. More discerning, more rooted. The pain had 

shaped her, but it had not destroyed her. In fact, it had opened her 

up to a new way of being—a way where she no longer had to 

abandon herself to be loved.  

And in that quiet, reflective hour, Emily knew: the hard work of love 

wasn’t just about loving others through their flaws. It was also 

about learning to love herself through her own unfolding. Even 

when that meant saying no. Even when that meant standing alone 

for a little while longer.   

Because love—real love—wasn’t just about staying. Sometimes, it 

was about choosing to walk away, with your head held high and 

your heart finally whole.  

As the stars began to blink into the night sky, Emily stood by the 

window, watching the stillness outside mirror the peace settling 

within her. The hardest love—the truest love— had not come from 

someone else. It had come from herself. From the choice to keep 

going. From the strength to say no without guilt. From the grace to 

let go with compassion.  

She had walked through fire, not once but many times. She had been 

burned and buried, misunderstood, and dismissed. But here she 

was, glowing with a deeper warmth—a quiet confidence born not 

from perfection but from perseverance.  

She now understood that love wasn't always loud or romantic or 

dazzling. Sometimes, love was steady. Silent. It was setting 

boundaries. It was standing tall after saying goodbye. It was 

choosing peace over chaos, clarity over confusion.  
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The hard work of love wasn’t behind her. It was something she 

would carry with her forever—refined, redefined, and ever 

unfolding. But for the first time, Emily wasn’t afraid of the work. She 

was ready for it.  

And with that readiness came a new sense of purpose. A voice 

within her whispering, “You have passed through the testing flame. 

Now step into the truth.”  

A calm smile played on her lips as she turned from the window.  

Tomorrow, she would wake up to a new chapter—not just in her 

story, but in her spirit.  

It was time to live from the centre of her truth.  
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Chapter Eight 

The Dance of Becoming – Embracing Wholeness and 

Flow  

he morning light spilt softly across Emily’s room, not just 

through the window, but into the quiet corners of her heart. 

There was a stillness now that hadn’t always been there—a 

gentle hum of peace that came from no longer needing to prove, 

escape, or even search. It wasn’t that she had arrived, but rather 

that she was learning to move with life rather than against it. This 

was not a finish line. This was the rhythm of becoming.  

She stood at the mirror not with judgment but with curiosity. The 

woman looking back at her was no longer just the survivor, the 

seeker, or the one who had carried a weight of rejection and sorrow. 

She was all of those things—and something more. Something 

whole. Something flowing. There was a softness in her gaze, but also 

strength; a knowing that came from having met herself in fire and 

in silence, in tears, and in laughter.  

Emily now recognized that healing wasn’t about never feeling pain 

again but about no longer being ruled by it. Wholeness wasn’t about 

T 
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perfection, but about integration— allowing every version of 

herself a seat at the table without shame. She had learned to dance 

with her wounds instead of hiding them, and in doing so, they no 

longer defined her.  

More and more, she moved in sync with her inner rhythms—

pausing her to see when she needed rest, speaking when her voice 

rose with clarity, stepping away when her peace was threatened. It 

was not always graceful, but it was hers. And she honoured that.  

It became clear to her that the dance of becoming wasn’t about 

force—it was about flow. Flowing with intuition. Flowing with 

seasons. Flowing with the wisdom of knowing when to hold on and 

when to let go.  

She had stopped searching for signs and had started trusting the 

voice within—the whisper that gently guided her not with fear but 

with quiet confidence. Life, she now saw, was a conversation 

between the soul and the universe, and she had finally learned how 

to listen.  

That afternoon, Emily walked through the village path lined with 

jacaranda blossoms. The breeze carried the scent of rain-drenched 

earth and a quiet kind of hope. She was on her way to visit an elderly 

neighbour, Mama Agnetta, who had once watched Emily from afar 

with a mixture of curiosity and scepticism. Now, they shared a kind 

of unspoken respect—a bond formed not through words but 

through presence.  

Mama Agnetta was known for her silence more than her speech, for 

her herbs and teas, and for having lived long enough to outlive many 

of her fears. She had once been a midwife, a healer of sorts, and 

Emily often felt like she was stepping into sacred space when she 

visited her.  
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Today, the old woman seemed more tired than usual. Her hands 

trembled slightly as she reached for a kettle.  

"Let me help," Emily offered, gently taking over.  

As they sat sipping warm hibiscus tea, Mama Agnetta looked at 

Emily and said quietly, “I’ve seen how you’ve changed. You’re softer 

now, but not weak. You carry something different.”  

Emily smiled and nodded, but her eyes glistened. “I still feel the old 

parts sometimes... the ache, the fear. They visit me like shadows. But 

I don’t run anymore.”  

Mama Agnetta gave a small laugh. “That’s how you know you're 

growing. When you let the shadows visit, you don’t let them unpack 

their bags.”  

They sat in silence, and it was a silence rich with understanding.  

Then, unexpectedly, Mama Agnetta asked, “Would you speak with 

my daughter? She's come back after years away. She’s angry... and 

broken. Like you once were.”  

Emily hesitated. Not from fear, but from reverence. She knew the 

weight of holding another’s pain. She knew what it was to walk the 

sharp edges of grief and estrangement. But she also knew the path 

back to the heart.  

“I will,” Emily said softly. “If she’s willing.”  

Mama Agnetta’s eyes filled with gratitude. “You don’t have to fix her. 

Just meet her where she is.”  

Emily nodded, feeling the truth of that settle into her bones. Meeting 

people where they were—that was the real work. That was the 

dance.  
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She walked home under a sky that had turned a soft rose gold, her 

heart full but light. This was it—the flow of life asking her to offer 

what she had learned, not in grand gestures, but in quiet, sacred 

ways.  

The dance of becoming wasn’t just about her anymore. It was about 

showing up—for herself and for others. With love. With truth. With 

grace.  

That evening, Emily sat quietly by the window, candlelight casting 

soft shadows on the walls. The day’s encounter had settled deep 

within her spirit, not heavy but full. There was something sacred 

about being seen—not for what she had survived, but for who she 

had become through it all.  

She thought about the journey so far. How the voice within had 

grown from a whisper to a steady rhythm in her chest. It no longer 

asked for permission to exist. It simply was. And she had learned to 

listen to it not with fear but with reverence.  

The old Emily might have rushed to prove something—to be right, 

to be healed, to be free. But now, she was learning that there was 

wisdom in stillness, that not everything needed to be conquered; 

some things simply needed to be embraced, gently and slowly.  

Her mind wandered to Mama Agnetta’s words: "You don’t have to 

fix her. Just meet her where she is." That struck her deeply because 

once upon a time, she too needed someone to meet her—not as a 

broken thing, but as a whole soul in process. And wasn’t that what 

they all were? Souls in process. Becoming.  

In that moment, she felt a soft welling up of compassion—not just 

for the world around her, but for herself. For the girl who had 

stumbled. For the woman who had fought. For the heart that had 

dared to love again. She saw it all now as sacred.  
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A small voice rose up from within. Not loud, not demanding. Just 

present.  

You are not here to be perfect. You are here to be whole.  

Emily took a long breath, letting the truth of that settle. Wholeness, 

she realized, wasn’t a destination. It was a way of being. A returning. 

A remembering.  

As the night deepened, she sat there in silence—grateful, soft, 

strong. Something within her had shifted again, not loudly, but 

certainly. The dance of becoming was still unfolding, and she was 

finally learning to trust the music within.  

Living the Wholeness: A Quiet Revolution  

The days that followed were not marked by grand changes or 

dramatic turns. Instead, they were woven with quiet revolutions—

small, sacred choices that reflected a new inner alignment.  

Emily woke earlier now, not because she had to, but because she 

wanted to. There was a stillness in the early morning that matched 

her soul—a gentle space to listen, to breathe, to feel her life 

unfolding moment by moment.  

She began tending to the little things with more intention. Her 

morning tea became a ritual of gratitude. Her journaling, once a 

space of turmoil, was now a place of clarity and wonder.  

Her words were not just filled with questions anymore, but with 

presence. She was here. She was whole. And she was listening.  

In her interactions, she slowed down. She truly saw people—not 

just what they said, but what they meant. Not just their actions, but 

the heart behind them. Conversations that once drained her were 

now held with openness. She was no longer rushing to fix or to be 
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understood. She was simply showing up—with kindness, truth, and 

peace.  

At work, she found herself speaking up—not louder, but clearer. She 

was no longer afraid of her own wisdom. She didn't seek validation 

or applause. What she had inside was real. And that was enough.  

In friendships, she drew boundaries—not from bitterness, but from 

love. She honoured her energy. She allowed herself rest. She 

stopped apologizing for needing space. And she no longer mistook 

silence for weakness or stillness for being stuck.  

Her relationship with herself had changed everything. She no 

longer saw her past as a pit to escape from, but as a sacred had risen 

from. Her wounds had taught her compassion. Her trials had forged 

her strength. Her voice, once buried beneath years of pain, now 

spoke with quiet confidence.  

And in all of this, Emily realized something simple yet powerful:  

Wholeness isn’t about having it all together. It’s about being present 

with what is. It’s about choosing to live from love, even when life is 

uncertain.  

She was living the wholeness now—not perfectly, but authentically. 

And every breath, every smile, every decision rooted in truth, was a 

quiet declaration:  

I am here. I am healing. I am whole.  

A Shared Light  

It was a rainy afternoon when she saw Aisha again—a woman she 

had once shared a Bible study group with years ago. Aisha had 

always been spirited, vibrant, and the kind who could fill a room 
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with laughter. But today, she looked dimmed, her eyes heavy with 

something unspoken.  

They sat together beneath the canopy of the cafe ’s awning, the rain 

falling steady, soft like a blessing. At first, their conversation danced 

around safe topics—weather, work, the price of bread. But Emily 

had learned to listen beyond words.  

“You’re tired,” she said gently, watching Aisha flinch at how true it 

felt.  

Aisha sighed, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’m lost, Emily. 

Everything I thought would hold me together… it’s falling apart.”  

She spoke then of a crumbling marriage, of loneliness so loud it 

echoed through every room in her home. Of a faith that felt more 

like memory than reality. Emily didn’t interrupt. She held space 

with her presence, allowing silence to do what words sometimes 

could not.  

“I don’t know who I am anymore,” Aisha admitted.  

Emily reached across the table and touched her hand. “You don’t 

have to know all at once.  

You just need to remember there’s still light in you. Even if right 

now, it’s only embers.”  

Aisha’s eyes filled with tears. “But it feels like I’ve lost everything.”  

Emily smiled softly. “That’s when the real work begins. When 

everything falls apart, you’re invited to rebuild from the centre of 

truth. And I promise you—what you rebuild from there will not 

crumble.”  

She shared parts of her own story—not to draw attention to herself, 

but to show Aisha she wasn’t alone. The pain, the questions, the 
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silent battles. How she’d walked through the fire and found not just 

healing but a deeper version of herself.  

And in that moment, something shifted. Not in the grand, cinematic 

way. But in a quiet, sacred way that only souls can feel.  

Aisha reached for her tea with steadier hands. “I think I want to 

start again. Not in the big ways… just small ones. Like breathing 

again without feeling guilty.”  

Emily nodded. “That’s where it starts. Breath. Truth. And love—first 

for yourself.”  

They sat in silence, watching the rain soften into a drizzle. It was a 

beginning.  

The Gathering Flame  

What began as silent healing in the solitude of Emily’s heart began 

to echo gently into the community around her.  

It started with a small circle—five women in the church basement 

who met every Thursday evening, calling themselves “The 

Rekindled.” Some were grieving losses too deep for words. Others 

were just tired of pretending to be okay. But each of them showed 

up, and slowly, they began to take off their masks.  

Emily didn’t preach. She listened. She lit candles. She read poetry 

and passages from scripture. She asked questions that helped them 

hear their own voices again.  

“What do you need that you’ve been too afraid to ask for?”  

“What would it mean to live honestly, even just for a day?”  

“What is the truth your silence has been protecting?”  
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These gatherings grew not because Emily tried to lead but because 

she was simply present—living from the centre of her truth, 

allowing others to find theirs. Her courage to be vulnerable gave 

others permission to open up, too.  

One night, a woman named Grace stood up with tears in her eyes 

and said, “This is the first place I’ve spoken aloud the truth about 

my life. I haven’t done that in over a decade.”  

Emily’s voice was steady but soft: “Then this is holy ground.”  

Word spread. More people came. Not for answers, but for space—

for safety, for honesty. A few men joined, too, hungry for real 

connection, weary of the pressure to be invulnerable. They shared 

stories of fatherhood, failure, shame, and longing.  

Eventually, the basement circle turned into a monthly community 

gathering held in the local library’s event room. It had no name. It 

didn’t need one. It was a space where people came  

to listen and be heard, to cry and to laugh, to find healing—not in a 

miracle, but in presence and shared humanity.  

What had once been a life barely lit by embers was now kindling fire 

in others.  

And Emily, with her quiet strength, knew this wasn’t about her at 

all. It was about love. It was about truth. It was about the sacred act 

of showing up.  

Cracks in the Circle  

It was an early winter evening, the kind that wrapped the town in 

silence and frost. Inside the community library room, the usual 

warmth of flickering candles and quiet conversation filled the 

space. Emily arranged chairs in a loose circle, placing a small 
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ceramic bowl of river stones in the center—a symbol of stillness 

and grounding.  

The circle was growing. Tonight, over twenty people came. Among 

them was a new face— Daniel, a sharply dressed man with a 

commanding voice and an air of guardedness. He introduced 

himself with practised charm but didn’t quite settle into the rhythm 

of the group.  

As the conversation opened, a woman named Lila shared with 

trembling honesty about her struggle with depression after a 

divorce. She spoke slowly, eyes fixed on her hands.  

“I used to think my sadness made me weak,” she said. “Now I’m 

trying to believe that naming it is a kind of strength.”  

Before anyone could respond, Daniel interjected.  

“Well, maybe instead of wallowing, it’s time to move on. Everyone 

has pain. What matters is what you do about it. Talking like this 

keeps people stuck.”  

The air in the room shifted.  

Lila’s face fell. Her lips parted as if to respond, but she closed them 

again, swallowing her words. Others looked around nervously. The 

silence was suddenly brittle.  

Emily took a deep breath. She had felt this before—the unravelling, 

the clash of truths. Her own past flashed before her moments when 

her pain had been dismissed or misunderstood. The voice within 

her stirred, calm and steady.  

She leaned forward slightly, her tone firm but gentle. “Daniel,” she 

said, “I hear your point, and I respect your belief in action. But here, 

we practice something different. We listen. We let people speak 
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without needing to fix or evaluate them. Lila was brave enough to 

share her truth. We honour that courage.”  

Daniel shifted in his seat, crossing his arms. “So no one can 

challenge anything here?”  

Emily met his gaze without flinching. “You can ask questions. You 

can share your story. But this circle isn’t a debate. It’s a space for 

compassion—and compassion doesn’t interrupt pain to correct it.”  

Silence again—but this time, it was grounding, not sharp.  

Lila looked up, eyes glassy. “Thank you,” she whispered.  

The rest of the group nodded, some murmuring quiet affirmations.  

Daniel didn’t speak again that night, but he stayed. At the end, he 

approached Emily quietly and said, “You’re doing something rare 

here.”  

She smiled softly. “It’s not me. It’s all of us—when we choose to 

listen from the heart.” After the Circle  

Later that night, after the last chair had been tucked back into place 

and the candles extinguished, Emily walked slowly home beneath a 

sky pricked with stars. The air was crisp against her skin, but inside, 

she carried warmth—though not without a heaviness.  

She entered her home and sat by the window, wrapping herself in 

her old shawl. With a steaming cup of herbal tea cradled in her 

hands, she stared out at the moonlit quiet. Her thoughts drifted 

back to the tension in the circle, to Daniel’s voice slicing through 

vulnerability, to Lila’s silence.  

She sighed.  
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Why does it hurt so much to witness pain dismissed? she asked 

herself.  

Why did his words feel like an echo from my past?  

She knew the answer.  

Because she had once been Lila.  

She had once dared to speak her truth—hesitant, raw and tender—

only to be met with dismissal, with that same swift judgment 

masked as pragmatism. And each time it happened, she learned to 

close a little more, to speak a little less, to armour up.  

Until one day, her silence became her suffering.  

But tonight had been different. She hadn’t been the silenced one. 

She had stood. Calm, rooted, and unwavering.  

That’s what it means to live from the centre of truth, she realized. 

To protect the tender places, not just in myself but in others. To be 

the voice that would have comforted the younger version of me.  

She felt a surge of quiet pride—not boastful but solid and affirming. 

The journey had not been easy. She had failed many times, lost her 

way, and doubted her strength. But moments like this—where 

grace had met firmness, where love had spoken up for truth—made 

the path worth every step. The moonlight caught the edge of the 

teacup as she raised it to her lips. A breeze tapped gently at the 

windowpane, and within her chest, something softened. She wasn’t 

just healing herself anymore. She was holding space for others to 

do the same.  

And that… that was sacred work.  

Wholeness Woven: The Gathering of All Parts  
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The following morning, the hush of dawn cradled Emily in its quiet 

wisdom. She stood before the mirror, not to adjust her appearance, 

but to look into her own eyes—really look. There was a steadiness 

there now, something settled. Not because her journey was 

finished, but because she had finally stopped running from any part 

of herself.  

She thought back to the girl who once held shame like a shadow 

behind her smile, to the young woman who tried to be good enough 

for people who never really saw her. She remembered the one who 

fawned, the one who fought, the one who fled—and now, the one 

who stood.  

“I gather all of you here,” she whispered to her reflection. “Not to 

judge, but to honour. You carried me.”  

Integration, she realized, wasn’t about pretending the past didn’t 

happen. It wasn’t about being endlessly positive or erasing the parts 

of herself that had struggled. It was about welcoming every chapter 

of her story into the sacred now. Not one version of herself needed 

to be thrown away. They were each piece of the same divine 

mosaic—flawed, bruised, powerful, beautiful.  

And as she sat down with her journal, her pen moved as if her soul 

had been waiting for this invitation:  

Today, I stopped trying to be one thing. I let myself be many. Strong 

and soft. Brave and broken. Healing and whole. I am learning that 

true strength is not in perfection but in integration. I am honouring 

every version of myself that survived and still dares to love. I am not 

a finished product. I am a living poem. Every line matters.  

Emily closed her journal and breathed deeply, her hand over her 

heart.  
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There was no need to rush. Wholeness was not a race—it was a 

reunion. And she had finally come home to herself.  

Scene: A Mirror for Another  

Later that week, Emily found herself sitting on a bench outside the 

community centre, the soft rustle of leaves whispering above. It had 

become a quiet place of gathering, of healing, where she often met 

others who were on journeys of their own. This afternoon, it was 

Maya—a young woman in her early twenties, with tired eyes and 

tightly crossed arms, who sat across from her.  

Maya had been coming to the centre for a while now, always 

lingering at the edges, reluctant to speak. But today, something had 

shifted. She sat down beside Emily without a word, and after a long 

silence, she finally murmured, “I don’t know who I am anymore. I 

feel like I’ve lost all my pieces.”  

Emily turned toward her, calm and attentive. “Maybe you haven’t 

lost them,” she said softly.  

“Maybe they’re waiting for you to pick them up.”  

Maya looked away, blinking hard. “I’ve done things I’m not proud of. 

I’ve been someone I don’t even recognize. I keep trying to be better, 

but it’s like I’m pretending.”  

Emily nodded gently. “I know what that feels like. The pretending. 

The pushing. The shame.”  

Maya glanced at her with quiet surprise. “I used to think healing 

meant becoming someone new,” Emily continued. “But what I’ve 

learned is that healing means becoming all of who you are—

truthfully. Even the parts that hurt, even the ones you want to hide. 

You gather them. You listen to them. You learn what they were 

trying to protect.”  
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The young woman’s eyes welled up. “What if people only love me 

when I’m pretending?”  

“Then they’re not seeing the real you,” Emily said. “And the real you 

is worthy of love. Not because you’re perfect, but because you’re 

whole. You’re enough, even in process.”  

Maya looked down, her voice barely a whisper. “Do you think I’ll 

ever feel like I belong to myself again?”  

Emily reached over, placing a gentle hand over hers. “You already 

do. This moment, sitting here, choosing honesty—that’s a 

homecoming. And I see you. All of you.”  

Maya’s breath hitched, and for the first time in a long time, she let 

her shoulders drop. The beginning of trust flickered in her eyes—

like a match struck in the dark.  

In that moment, Emily realized this was what her journey had 

prepared her for—not just to heal herself, but to hold space for 

others to find their own embers. Her truth had become a light for 

someone else. And that, too, was love.  

Scene: A Quiet Calling  

The days passed gently, but beneath their quiet rhythm, something 

in Emily was stirring. It wasn’t loud or urgent, but steady—like the 

distant pull of a tide.  

In the mornings, she found herself waking with thoughts that 

wouldn’t let her go: a new support circle for young women, a safe 

space for healing conversations, a shared garden project to 

reconnect people with the land and with one another. Ideas, once 

fleeting, were now insistent visitors in her mind. Not just dreams—

but direction.  
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One afternoon, she stood at the window of the community centre, 

watching a few of the women laughing over tea. Maya was among 

them, lighter now, slowly opening. It filled Emily with quiet joy—

but also something more. A sense of responsibility. Not the kind that 

weighed her down, but the kind that whispered, you’re ready.  

Later, during a small reflection circle, someone asked, “What’s one 

thing you wish you had when you were in your darkest place?”  

The room was still. And then Emily said, without hesitation, “A voice 

that could hold space for me. Not to fix me, not to rush me—but just 

to help me hear my own.”  

After the session, several women approached her, one by one, 

saying the same thing: You’re that voice now.  

It took her breath for a moment. She hadn’t realized how much 

others had been watching her transformation. And now, they 

weren’t just witnessing it—they were asking her to guide them 

through their own.  

That night, as she sat in her small room with her journal open, she 

wrote:  

Maybe I didn’t come through the fire just for myself.  

Maybe it was so I could walk beside others without fear.  

Maybe my healing is the root, but my 

purpose is the fruit. She closed her eyes, 

handed over her heart, and simply said, 

“Yes.”  

It wasn’t ambition. It was alignment.  

She was being called.  
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Chapter Nine 

 Rooted and Rising – The Courage to Lead  

he room was quiet yet full of anticipation. Folding chairs 

arranged in a wide circle, the scent of herbal tea mingling 

with sandalwood from a burning incense stick in the corner. 

A hand-painted sign hung on the wall: “The Listening Circle — A 

Space for Honest Hearts.”  

Emily stood at the centre of it all, her hands lightly clasped, heart 

steady. She wasn’t here to impress or instruct. She was here to open 

space. To offer what she had always longed for—a sanctuary of 

truth.  

This was her first time hosting the gathering. It wasn’t advertised 

widely. Just word of mouth. Yet, the room slowly filled—faces new 

and familiar, drawn by a quiet trust in her presence.  

She began not with teaching but with a breath. Then words came—

gently, from the centre of her being.  

T 
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“We’re not here to fix one another. We’re here to be present to one 

another’s truths and to listen—not just to the words, but to the 

silences, the trembling, the strength.”  

Heads nodded. Shoulders softened. Someone exhaled for the first 

time that day.  

Each person shared a little—tentative truths, guarded pain, and 

glimpses of joy. Emily didn’t rush. She let it flow like water, finding 

its level. She spoke only when necessary and always with warmth.  

Afterwards, a young mother approached her. “I haven’t spoken like 

that in years,” she whispered. “I didn’t know how much I was 

holding.”  

Emily smiled, placing a hand gently on hers. “You don’t have to hold 

it all alone anymore.”  

As they tidied up, one of the older women—who had once looked 

at Emily with suspicion— placed a candle in her hand. “This is for 

next time,” she said. “You’ve lit something real here.”  

That night, Emily didn’t sleep. Not from worry—but from a fire 

within. Not wild and chaotic, but deep and rooted. Purpose had 

found her. And now, she would carry it forward—with humility, 

clarity, and the strength of a woman who had come through the 

storm.  

Gathering the Flame: Building Together  

In the days that followed, Emily sensed the shift. What began as a 

whisper within her had grown into something communal—like 

embers catching fire in dry wood. It was no longer just about her 

healing. It was about creating space for others to rise with her.  
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She started with quiet conversations. Over tea. On long walks. After 

community gatherings.  

She listened more than she spoke, watching for the ones whose 

hearts beat with similar rhythms—those who carried pain but also 

hope, those who longed not only to speak but to serve.  

She invited them gently.  

“I don’t have a perfect plan,” she said with open honesty. “But I have 

a vision. A space where people can grow, heal, learn to speak their 

truth, and hear the truth of others. I can’t do it alone. I don’t want 

to.”  

One by one, they came. Maya, the quiet artist who had battled 

depression and now used colours to tell stories no one else could 

see.  

Jordan, the retired nurse who still wanted to tend to wounds, but 

now of the spirit.  

Ayo, a teenage boy with a soft voice but fierce heart, who had seen 

too much silence in his home and wanted to change what love 

looked like in his generation.  

They met in Emily’s small living room at first, seated cross-legged 

with notepads and cups of ginger tea. They dreamed aloud, 

scribbled ideas, and dared to imagine what healing could look like 

when done in the community. They shared stories. They laughed. 

They cried. They held space for each other’s “not-yet” selves.  

It wasn’t about perfection. It was about presence.  

“This isn’t a mission,” Emily said one evening as dusk fell outside. 

“It’s a movement of becoming—together.”  
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There was silence then, but it was full—of agreement, of gratitude, 

of beginnings.  

And in that moment, Emily understood something deeper: she 

wasn’t the only one called.  

She was simply the one who answered first  

The Circle of Becoming: Their First Workshop  

The sun filtered softly through the old community centre windows 

as chairs were arranged in a wide circle. There was no stage, no 

podium—only an open space, welcoming and unassuming. Emily 

stood quietly for a moment, breathing in the stillness before the 

arrival. This was the first step into something they had dreamed 

together.  

A handwritten sign on the door read: "The Circle of Becoming: A 

Space to Heal, Speak, and Grow."  

One by one, they came. Some with hesitant eyes. Others with the 

look of long-held silence finally seek release. There were mothers, 

students, elders, and young adults—all carrying their own invisible 

stories. The room slowly filled with the scent of tea, the gentle hum 

of anticipation, and the weight of unspoken hopes.  

Emily began the session not with instruction but with an invitation.  

“You don’t have to be healed to belong here,” she said. “You don’t 

even need to know what to say. Just come as you are. This space is 

sacred because it’s honest.”  

They opened with silence—a collective breath—and then Jordan 

offered a grounding meditation. Maya passed around small pieces 

of clay and invited participants to shape how they felt without using 

words. Ayo led a reflection on what courage looked like in small, 
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daily moments. Emily, in her quiet strength, shared her own story—

not as a teacher above them, but as a fellow traveller among them.  

The room softened.  

People cried. People laughed. One woman whispered, “I didn’t 

know I was allowed to speak.” A man in his sixties said, “I thought I 

was too late to change.”  

And at the centre of it all, Emily watched the flame of healing pass 

from one person to another—not with force, but with permission.  

“We’re not here to fix each other,” she reminded them. “We’re here 

to see each other.”  

That first workshop ended with a circle of candlelight. Everyone lit 

a candle from the central flame and shared one word of what they 

were stepping into: Hope. Trust. Surrender. Voice. Joy. Belonging.  

It was only the beginning. But it was enough.  

As the last candle flickered low and the final goodbye was 

whispered, Emily lingered in the room, stacking chairs in silence. 

The space still held the warmth of vulnerability, like incense after a 

ceremony. She was grateful—but also tired in that sacred, soul-

stretched way that only honest connection brings.  

She turned to find one woman still sitting in her chair. Her name 

was Alia—early thirties, eyes deep and searching, someone who 

had spoken only once during the session but whose silence had 

been charged with meaning.  

Emily approached gently. “Would you like to stay a while?”  

Alia nodded slowly, her voice soft. “I didn’t think I’d talk at all today. 

But something in this space... it softened me.”  
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Emily sat beside her. They didn’t speak for a moment. They just let 

the quiet be a balm between them.  

“You spoke of finding your voice,” Alia said. “I don’t know if I’ve ever 

really had one. I’ve always been the strong one. The one people lean 

on. And inside, I’m... I'm just trying to hold it together.” Emily 

nodded, the recognition immediate. “Strength isn’t silence, Alia. It’s 

knowing when it’s safe to be soft. And you were strong today just 

by showing up.”  

Tears welled in Alia’s eyes. “But what if the world outside this room 

doesn’t know how to hold me like this?”  

“That’s the gift you build here,” Emily replied. “You carry this space 

within you. You become it. And over time, you’ll find those who 

recognize it in you—who know how to hold it, too.”  

Alia looked down, twisting a bracelet around her wrist. “I used to 

dream of helping others… but somewhere along the way, I forgot 

how to help myself.”  

Emily reached over and gently placed her hand over Alia’s. “Start 

again. From here. You don’t have to be fully healed to be helpful. You 

only have to be honest. That’s where your true voice lives.”  

Alia exhaled, a tremor in her breath giving way to something 

steadier. “Thank you... for seeing me.”  

“We don’t heal alone,” Emily said quietly. “And we don’t walk 

forward by pretending we’re not still limping sometimes. But we do 

walk. Together.”  

As they left the centre that night, their steps echoed in unison on 

the pavement outside. The streetlights hummed. The moon 

watched. And somewhere in the invisible threads between two 

women, a new bond—a healing bond—was being woven.  
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As Emily walked home beneath the silver hush of the night sky, the 

weight of the evening settled gently across her shoulders—not as a 

burden, but as a quiet cloak of meaning. The conversation with Alia 

echoed in her heart like a soft drumbeat, steady and low. There was 

something sacred about the way two strangers could meet in a 

moment of truth and recognize the divine within one another.  

She let the silence stretch as she walked, allowing her inner voice to 

rise—not the loud, anxious one shaped by fear or memory, but the 

deeper, steadier one that had been slowly awakening inside her.  

“You don’t have to be fully healed to be helpful.”  

The words she had offered to Alia returned to her like a mirror.  

And she saw herself again.  

She remembered all the times she had held herself back, thinking 

she wasn’t ready to lead, not wise enough to guide, not perfect 

enough to be a voice for others. But tonight had proven otherwise. 

Healing wasn’t a destination; it was a way of being. It was the choice 

to stay open even when it hurt, to be honest even when it felt risky, 

and to walk in alignment with love, even when the path was unclear.  

There, in the solitude of her journey home, Emily reflected on how 

far she had come. Her voice had once been buried beneath years of 

rejection, silenced by self-doubt and external judgment. Now, it 

moved through her with quiet confidence, no longer asking for 

permission to exist.  

“I’m no longer trying to fix who I am,” she thought. “I’m learning to 

listen to who I’ve always been.” There was still fear, still moments of 

uncertainty. But the embers inside her glowed brighter now. Not 

because she had conquered every shadow, but because she had 

stopped being afraid of the dark.  
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She paused at her doorstep, looking up at the sky one more time. 

The stars didn’t shine any less brightly for the night. They belonged 

there—in the dark. Just like she did.  

And with that, she stepped inside. Back into her space. Back into 

herself.  

Back into the truth that was no longer hidden.  

"Whispers of the Horizon: When the Soul Begins to Lead"  

In the days that followed her conversation with Alia, a stillness 

settled within Emily. It wasn’t silence—no, not quite. It was more 

like a gathering of voices from within, speaking not in words but in 

impressions, in feelings, in inner pullings that gently tugged at the 

edges of her awareness. Something was shifting again.  

She went about her daily rhythms—tending to the garden, writing 

in her journal, making meals, and smiling at neighbors—but under 

the surface, something sacred stirred. A quiet whisper was forming 

in the centre of her being, asking questions not out of anxiety but 

from an awakened place of curiosity and readiness.  

“What if there’s more?”  

Not more in the sense of doing, achieving, or proving. But more in 

the sense of service, of purpose, of alignment. Emily had healed 

much and was still healing. She had reclaimed her voice, found a 

sense of belonging within herself, and had begun building 

meaningful connections again. But now it felt as though life was 

asking her to widen the circle. To take what she had learned—not 

as an end—but as a beginning.  

She began to notice things she hadn’t before. The way the young 

women in the community gathered but rarely shared their true 

stories. The way some elders walked with wisdom but also with 
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loneliness. The quiet suffering beneath polished smiles. The hunger 

for truth, presence, and love seemed to sit beneath so many 

everyday conversations.  

Emily didn’t yet know what she was being called into. But she knew 

this: the voice within her wasn’t content to remain silent any longer. 

It was forming not just into language—but into intention.  

And intention, once acknowledged, becomes sacred.  

One evening, as she sat with her journal under the fading light, she 

wrote simply:  

“I feel I am being asked to rise—not above others, but beside them. 

To hold space. To offer what I can. Not because I am more—but 

because I am ready.”  

And somewhere deep in her chest, something answered back:  

“Yes. Begin.”  

Scene: A Conversation on the Porch  

The sky was painted in soft amber and lavender as the sun settled 

low beyond the hills. Emily sat on the porch steps of her cottage, a 

blanket wrapped around her shoulders and a cup of tea cradled 

between her palms. The air carried that kind of stillness that only 

comes when something is about to change.  

Miriam, her longtime neighbour and quiet companion through 

many seasons, came to join her. She didn't knock. She never had to. 

The friendship between them had long since moved past the need 

for formalities.  

They sat in silence for a while, both staring out toward the fading 

horizon.  
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“I’ve been feeling something,” Emily said softly, her voice almost 

carried off by the breeze.  

Miriam looked at her gently, sensing the weight beneath the words. 

“Go on.”  

Emily took a breath. “It’s like… a quiet call. Not loud or dramatic. 

Just steady. Like something is waiting to be lived. Something I’m 

supposed to offer. I don’t know what it is exactly. I only know it 

won’t let me rest.”  

Miriam smiled, her eyes kind but knowing. “That’s how purpose 

often begins—soft, like a whisper. But persistent. And holy.”  

“I keep thinking,” Emily continued, “what if everything I’ve lived—

everything I’ve healed from—was never just about me? What if it 

was preparing me to walk with others to help them see themselves 

again?”  

Miriam reached for Emily’s hand, her grip warm and grounding. 

“That sounds like truth, Emily. Not everyone hears that kind of 

whisper. But you do. And if it’s stirring in you, it’s because it’s time.”  

Emily nodded slowly. She didn’t need a plan yet. She just needed the 

courage to say it aloud—to name it. And she had.  

“I think I’m ready,” she whispered. “I don’t know how it’ll unfold, but 

I’m ready to begin.”  

The sun finally slipped below the hills, but the light between them 

remained.  

Scene: The First Gathering  

The small community centre had once been an unused room in the 

back of the library—a place people passed by but rarely entered. 
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Emily had asked for the key, unsure of what she would do with the 

space, only knowing that it had to begin somewhere.  

She lit a few candles, placed chairs in a circle, and left the door open. 

No posters. No flyers. Just quiet trust.  

By six o’clock, a few people wandered in—one young woman 

clutching a journal, an older man with tired eyes, a mother who 

carried more worry than she let show. Emily greeted each one with 

a soft smile, offering tea and space without explanation or pressure.  

When they had all settled, she stood for a moment, uncertain 

whether to speak or simply let the circle hold them.  

“I’ve called this space,” she began gently, “not because I have 

answers—but because I know what it feels like to carry things 

silently. Pain. Questions. Change. I know the ache of searching for 

peace and the fear of speaking from the heart.”  

She paused. No one moved to leave. A few nodded. One woman 

wiped her cheek.  

“This isn’t a therapy group,” Emily continued. “It’s a remembering 

space. A place to come home to yourself. We won’t fix each other 

here, but we will witness each other. And sometimes, that’s where 

healing begins.”  

The silence that followed was tender and sacred.  

And then, quietly, one voice spoke. Then another. And another.  

By the end of the hour, something unspoken had shifted. The room 

felt warmer, not from the candles, but from the courage that had 

begun to rise.  

Emily sat back and exhaled. It had begun. Not perfectly. But 

truthfully.  
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Scene: Embers Becoming Flame  

What began as a quiet gathering of a few voices soon grew into 

something more. Week after week, people returned. Some brought 

a friend. Others brought silence, which Emily welcomed just as 

much. They called it The Circle, though no one quite remembered 

who had named it first. The room, once cold and unused, began to 

hold warmth even before the candles were lit.  

People came with stories—raw, unfinished, sacred. A teenage boy 

talked about the shame he felt after losing his temper. A widow in 

her seventies shared how loneliness made her question her 

purpose. A man who had once been incarcerated spoke about 

learning to forgive himself. No one interrupted. No one judged.  

Emily rarely gave advice. She listened with the kind of presence that 

made people feel seen.  

She asked questions that guided people back to themselves. Over 

time, others began doing the same for each other. The circle was no 

longer dependent on Emily—it had grown its own roots.  

There were evenings of laughter when someone’s breakthrough 

brought lightness to the room. There were evenings of tears when 

pain was finally allowed to surface. And sometimes there were 

evenings of stillness when just sitting together in shared humanity 

was enough.  

One evening, after everyone had left, Emily stayed behind. She ran 

her hand over the worn back of a chair and smiled. This was not just 

a gathering. It was a movement. Not loud or grand—but steady and 

real.  

In helping others come home to themselves, Emily was building a 

home for her own spirit, too.  
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Scene: A Disturbance in the Circle  

The warmth of the Circle had become a quiet sanctuary, but even 

sanctuaries are not immune to tension.  

One Thursday evening, the room filled slowly. The regulars took 

their usual places, greeting one another with familiar nods and soft 

smiles. But there was a shift—subtle at first. A new member had 

joined: Caleb, a sharp-eyed man with folded arms and a guarded 

posture. He listened during the opening round of check-ins, but 

when it was his turn to speak, he leaned forward.  

“I hear all of you talking about healing,” Caleb said, his voice steady 

but tight. “But I wonder if sitting around sharing feelings really 

changes anything. What about action? What about fixing what’s 

actually broken in the world?”  

The room quieted. Some looked down. Others glanced toward 

Emily.  

“There’s more to healing than talking,” Caleb added. “It feels like this 

place is too comfortable—too safe.”  

The silence after his words was heavy. Maria, who had once cried 

through an entire evening without judgment, clenched her hands 

together. Jamal shifted in his seat. Emily remained still.  

“I appreciate what you’ve shared, Caleb,” she said gently. “And 

you’re right—healing needs to touch the world beyond these walls. 

But before we can act from a place of strength, we need to be able 

to see and understand ourselves. For many of us, that hasn’t been 

safe until now.”  

“But isn’t staying here too long just... hiding?” Caleb asked.  
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Emily paused. She could feel the questions ripple across the 

group—not just from him, but within others, too. Was the Circle 

enough? Were they changing, or just talking?  

It wasn’t a question she could answer alone.  

“I think you’re naming something important,” she said. “Maybe 

we’re ready to talk about how we carry this healing outward—

without losing what we’ve built here.”  

There were nods. Not all were confident. But they were listening.  

The Circle had been disturbed—but it was not broken. Something 

new was stirring, perhaps necessary. A question had entered the 

room, and though it was uncomfortable, it was honest.  

And so, the Circle expanded—to hold both refuge and challenge, 

safety, and the stirrings of bold movement.  

Scene: Quiet Corners, Honest Voices  

After the formal close of the Circle that evening, people lingered. 

The usual gentle chatter was laced with a hush, as if everyone had 

heard something they couldn’t quite shake off. Emily remained 

seated as people moved around her, her heart aware of the ripple 

Caleb had started.  

Nearby, Jamal and Maria spoke in low tones.  

“I get what he’s saying,” Jamal murmured. “I’ve been thinking the 

same sometimes. We’re healing, yeah... but what are we doing with 

it?”  

Maria nodded slowly. “I used to think healing was enough. Just 

surviving. But lately I’ve felt this itch, like... maybe there’s more.”  

Emily approached, catching their words but not intruding.  
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Maria looked up. “Do you think we’re hiding in here, Emily?”  

Emily sat beside them. “I think we found safety here. But maybe it’s 

time we explore what safety allows us to do next.”  

Jamal leaned forward. “You mean... take it outside?”  

“Maybe,” Emily replied. “Not abandon what we have, but share it—

apply it.”  

At the other end of the room, Layla and Caleb stood in conversation.  

“You shook something tonight,” Layla said plainly. “People aren’t 

used to being challenged like that.” Caleb sighed. “I didn’t mean to 

offend. But I’ve spent years in places where people are hurting in 

real ways. I just... I want us to do something.”  

Layla smiled. “You challenged the waters. Maybe that’s what they 

needed. Just be patient with the ripples.”  

Meanwhile, in a quieter corner, Emily and Caleb finally crossed 

paths.  

“I’m glad you came,” she told him.  

“I wasn’t sure I belonged.”  

“You do. And you brought something important. You reminded us 

that healing has legs—it’s meant to walk out into the world.”  

He looked at her, slightly softened. “I didn’t mean to tear it down.”  

“You didn’t,” Emily said, “You held up a mirror. And that’s a form of 

love, too.”  

Scene: Seeds of Vision  
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The following week, Emily invited the group to bring something 

different: a question, not a story.  

As the circle settled, she placed a large sheet of paper in the centre, 

a marker beside it. The heading read: “Where does our healing lead 

us?”  

Silence hovered, thoughtful and expectant. “I think,” Maria began, 

“healing has made me less afraid of people. Maybe that’s the 

point—to reconnect, not just recover.”  

Jamal stood, took the marker, and scribbled: Reconnect.  

Layla added, supporting young people. “There are kids in my 

neighbourhood who don’t know what a safe space feels like. Maybe 

we can be that.”  

Caleb stepped up. “What if we hosted something outside the circle? 

A community talk, an open meal—nothing preachy, just presence.”  

Whispers of energy spread. It wasn’t just talk anymore. It was 

beginning to sound like a plan.  

Emily watched the list grow:  

Art healing workshops  

Listening circles in schools  

Women’s mentorship groups  

Grief support gatherings  

It wasn’t about saving the world in one swoop. It was about offering 

what they had learned, what had saved them, in ways the world 

could receive.  

And something in Emily stirred—an ember catching wind.  
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This was the unfolding.  

This was the voice within becoming a voice among.  

Scene: Planning the First Step  

The Circle met again the next evening, this time with notepads, 

snacks, and a quiet buzz of anticipation. Emily brought a large 

corkboard with sticky notes, and string—visuals helped make 

dreams real.  

"Let’s start with what’s possible now," she said. “Not someday. Now.”  

Layla raised her hand. “The mentorship idea. I’ve been talking to a 

few young girls at the shelter where I volunteer. They’re already 

asking for more connection.”  

“Perfect,” Emily nodded. “Could we co-lead a small session there? 

Even just once?”  

Layla’s eyes sparkled. “Yes.”  

Jamal pointed to art healing workshops on the board. “My brother 

teaches creative arts at the youth centre. If I talk to him, maybe we 

could hold space there?”  

Caleb added, “And I’ve got the kitchen at the co-op for a community 

meal. I’ll handle logistics.”  

The board started to fill—names under each idea, threads of 

responsibility stretching from one corner to another. They weren’t 

just talking anymore. They were becoming a team.  

Emily stood quietly watching, heart full. She didn’t need to lead 

everything. She just needed to hold space, remind them of the why, 

and keep returning them to the center—love, healing, truth.  
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Before they ended, she asked, “One more thing. Who here is afraid?”  

Several hands went up, including her own.  

She smiled. “Good. That means we’re doing something real.”  

Scene: A Quiet Moment After the Meeting  

Later that evening, Emily stood alone in the quiet room after 

everyone else had left. The corkboard remained, covered in color-

coded notes, ideas, and hopes. The room still carried the echo of 

laughter and gentle tension, of people daring to believe in 

something more.  

She slowly walked up to the board and touched one of the notes: 

Mentorship Circle – begin with three girls. Her fingers lingered 

there.  

How far she had come.  

There was a time she would have stood in a room like this and felt 

invisible. Unworthy. Silent. But now she could feel her presence 

anchoring the space—not from ego, but from truth. The voice 

within, once faint and tremulous, had become steady. 

Compassionate. Fierce, even.  

She whispered to the quiet, “This is no longer about proving I 

belong. I know I do.”  

Tears welled in her eyes—not from sadness, but deep gratitude. 

Each step she had taken, each hard night, every silent cry, had led to 

this moment of clarity.  

She knew healing was not a straight line. She knew fear would 

return. But she also knew she had the tools, the community, and the 

truth within to face whatever came next.  
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She exhaled deeply, then whispered a small prayer, “May we never 

forget who we are becoming. And may our love be wide enough to 

carry others too.  

Scene: First Gathering of the Mentorship Circle  

The sun had just begun to dip below the horizon when the girls 

arrived—three of them, each uncertain but curious. They stepped 

into the quiet room Emily had prepared: cushions arranged in a 

circle, a soft lamp casting a golden glow, and a pot of tea steaming 

gently in the corner.  

Emily welcomed them with a calm smile, one that carried both 

warmth and strength.  

“Thank you for coming,” she said as they took their seats, adjusting 

their coats and casting brief glances at one another.  

There was silence at first, the kind that lingered when no one quite 

knew what to expect. Emily let it be. She had learned that silence 

was not something to fear—it was simply space, waiting to be filled 

with truth.  

“I want you to know,” Emily began gently, “this isn’t about fixing 

anyone. This is about listening to the voice inside you that’s been 

waiting to be heard.”  

One of the girls, maybe seventeen, looked up. Her eyes were 

guarded but attentive. “What if that voice is angry?”  

Emily nodded slowly. “Then we begin by honouring that anger. It 

has something to say. Every part of you has value—even the parts 

you’ve been told to hide.”  

The others shifted. A breath of relief, maybe. A crack in the wall. “I 

used to think healing meant erasing the pain,” Emily continued, “but 
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now I know it means walking with it, learning from it, and growing 

stronger because of it.” She reached into a small basket beside her 

and handed each of them a smooth stone. “For tonight, hold onto 

this. When you speak, it’s yours to hold. When you’re done, you can 

pass it. No pressure. No judgment. Just your truth.”  

One by one, they began. Slowly. Tentatively. But real.  

A girl shared about losing her father. Another spoke of hiding who 

she really was at school. The third, barely whispering, admitted she 

didn’t know what love felt like.  

And Emily listened. Not to respond, not to fix—but to hold space.  

By the end of the hour, the room felt different—lighter. The girls 

hadn’t found all the answers, but they had found each other. And 

Emily, quietly, had become something sacred to them: a mirror of 

resilience, a keeper of stories, a living example that healing was 

possible.  

The Tending Flame  

Weeks passed, and what began as a quiet gathering of hesitant souls 

slowly transformed into a circle of mutual strength. The mentorship 

meetings became a sacred rhythm in Emily’s life—each session a 

thread in a growing tapestry of trust and truth.  

There were no grand declarations, no lectures, or rules. Just honest 

conversations, vulnerable silences, and shared reflection. Emily did 

not stand above them; she sat among them. Not as a teacher, but as 

someone who had walked through her own fires and now chose to 

walk beside others through theirs.  

Her presence anchored the group. Her calm steadiness invited 

others to bring forward what they had always tucked away—the 

fear, the shame, the dreams they didn’t dare speak aloud. Each 



100 

week, someone found the courage to name something new. And 

every time they did, it was like lighting another small torch within 

the circle.  

One evening, after a particularly emotional meeting, one of the girls, 

Zara, lingered behind. She was quiet but determined, eyes full of 

questions that had lived too long in the dark.  

“I don’t know who I am without the pain,” she confessed.  

Emily didn’t rush to respond. She looked into Zara’s eyes and said 

softly, “That’s the beginning of the real journey—not losing the 

pain, but discovering that you are more than it.”  

She placed a hand over her heart. “This voice inside you—it’s still 

learning how to speak.  

But the fact that you’re listening? That’s strength.”  

Zara’s eyes filled. “And if I forget?”  

“You will,” Emily smiled. “We all do sometimes. That’s why we 

gather. To remind each other.”  

More girls joined as word spread—not by announcement, but by 

quiet testimony. “You should talk to her,” they whispered to one 

another. “She listens. She understands.”  

The circle widened. It was no longer just a safe space—it became a 

growing movement of young women daring to reclaim their worth, 

their voices, and their stories. And though Emily still had her own 

wounds, she found healing in the way she helped others walk 

through theirs.  

She had become a lighthouse—not without cracks but shining away. 

That evening, the circle gathered under the tall, whispering trees 

behind the community centre. The golden dusk filtered through the 
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leaves like blessings from another realm. Emily noticed how much 

more freely the girls spoke now—voices no longer stiff with caution 

but laced with curiosity, longing, and emerging self-respect.  

They had been discussing boundaries and self-worth when Amara, 

one of the newer and quieter girls, cleared her throat. Her voice was 

barely above a whisper, yet it hushed the entire circle.  

“Can I ask you something, Emily?”  

Emily turned to her, her expression open. “Of course.”  

“You always say we’re enough. That we carry light. That we’re 

strong—even when we feel broken.” Amara’s eyes did not waver. 

“Do you believe that about yourself?”  

The question landed like a stone in the centre of the group. Emily 

blinked, startled not by the boldness but by how true it was that no 

one had asked her that, not in a long time.  

She sat back, drawing in a breath. The girls waited, not impatiently, 

but with a reverent silence that made her feel both seen and gently 

exposed.  

“No,” Emily said softly. “Not always.”  

Her honesty hung in the air like incense.  

“But I believe it more often than I used to,” she added, her voice 

trembling slightly. “And every time I sit with you all and hear your 

truths—every time I witness your courage—I remember a little 

more of mine. You remind me.”  

She looked around the circle, her heart cracking open with awe and 

humility. “You are not the only ones healing here. I am, too.”  
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Amara gave a small nod, her lips curled into something between a 

smile and tears. The rest of the group leaned in—not just physically 

but soulfully.  

That night, the mentorship shifted.  

Emily realized that mentoring wasn’t a one-way flow. It was a sacred 

exchange. The deeper she gave, the more she received. These young 

women, with their fierce questions and fragile hearts, were 

becoming mirrors—reflecting back to her not only her wisdom but 

the very parts of herself she had nearly forgotten.  

The following week, the air in the community centre was electric 

with possibility. Inspired by the deepening connection in their 

circle, the group had decided to host a community event—a 

gathering that would offer space for healing conversations, art, 

music, and shared stories.  

It was Amara who had first suggested it.  

“We talk about healing and truth and strength,” she had said. “But 

what if we made space for others to feel that too? Not just in this 

room, but out there?”  

There was a pause, and then the idea caught fire.  

Everyone wanted to contribute—Rina offered to choreograph a 

dance piece based on personal transformation; Sade, a poet, would 

perform spoken word with Emily opening the event with a short 

reflection. Others would lead creative workshops, set up resource 

tables, or simply hold space for guests.  

Emily stood back during the planning, letting the group take 

ownership. She offered support where needed, but something in 

her knew this was theirs to birth. This was the visible embodiment 
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of all they had been cultivating in the quiet: self-trust, leadership, 

and truth in action.  

As the day of the event approached, Emily walked the perimeter of 

the venue they had chosen—an open courtyard with surrounding 

trees and flowers. She closed her eyes and placed a hand over her 

heart.  

“This is it,” she whispered. “Healing that overflows.”  

She wasn’t leading a movement; she was part of one. It was built not 

on control but on collaboration. Not on perfection, but presence. 

Not on certainty, but courage.  

Later that evening, she watched as the girls practised their roles, 

their laughter echoing like music against the dusk. The power they 

once searched for was now shining boldly from their faces.  

They were ready.  

And so was she.  

The sun poured gently across the courtyard as guests arrived—

mothers with their children, young women curious but cautious, 

elders with knowing eyes, and even a few hesitant men who 

lingered at the edges The scent of incense curled through the air, 

mingling with the hum of soft music and laughter. Hand-painted 

signs pointed to art tables, listening corners, and shaded seats set 

aside for open conversation.  

At the centre stood a small wooden platform adorned with fresh 

flowers and woven fabrics—simple, yet sacred.  

Emily stepped up first.  
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She wasn’t reading from notes. She spoke from her body, her story, 

her silence.  

“I used to believe I had to be strong all the time,” she began, her 

voice calm but steady. “But healing taught me that real strength isn’t 

always loud. Sometimes it’s quiet, sometimes it trembles, but it 

always moves forward. It always tells the truth.”  

Eyes met hers across the crowd—some teary, some closed in silent 

agreement.  

“I once thought I was alone in my pain. But I wasn’t. I was just 

hidden from those who could see me. And now, I want you to 

know—this is a place where you can be seen. Where your story 

matters. Where your healing is welcome.”  

She paused.  

“You don’t have to be perfect to belong. You don’t have to have it all 

figured out to be loved.  

Start where you are. That’s enough.”  

A soft murmur of affirmation rippled through the crowd. Some held 

hands. Some stood a little taller.  

Then came the music.  

The rhythm of drums and the sway of dance began to pull even the 

most guarded participants into the centre of the space. Children 

joined in, twirling in bursts of laughter. One corner held tearful 

reunions. Another rang with poetry about survival, hope, and the 

wild joy of becoming.  

Emily moved quietly between the groups—not as a leader, but as a 

witness. She knelt beside an older woman, painting her story onto 

canvas. She embraced a young girl whose hands shook as she 



105 

offered a song. She sat on the ground with strangers who no longer 

felt like strangers.  

That evening, as the light dimmed and the sky turned violet, the 

courtyard pulsed with something sacred—something unspoken 

but understood.  

Healing had become communal.  

And Emily knew: the voice within her had now become a chorus.  

The sky had turned the colour of cooling embers—soft purples and 

deep rose gold. The courtyard had quieted, the guests trickling 

away, leaving behind faint laughter, shared hugs, and the lingering 

scent of warm spices and flower petals.  

Emily sat beneath the old fig tree at the edge of the garden, the hush 

of dusk wrapping itself around her shoulders like a shawl. Her 

hands rested in her lap, still stained with a smudge of blue paint 

from helping an elder finish her story painting.  

For the first time in hours, she let herself exhale deeply.  

The silence was not empty. It held weight—like a heart, settling 

back into rhythm after a long stretch of dancing. She welcomed it.  

From the small leather-bound notebook she always carried, she 

tore a page and began to write, her pen moving slowly at first, then 

steadily:  

“Today I watched something sacred bloom—not from me, but 

through me. I felt the soft thread of connection between strangers, 

between broken places inside each of us. I saw what happens when 

people feel safe enough to be honest. It is not always beautiful at 

first. It is often raw, awkward, and trembling. But it is real. And real 

is enough. I am learning that I don’t have to carry everything 
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anymore. Sometimes healing comes when we put down the burden 

and just… listen. Witness. Breathe.”  

She paused, staring out at the dimming garden.  

A cricket chirped. Somewhere nearby, someone laughed softly—

maybe two friends walking home, still caught in the warmth of the 

evening.  

“I once thought healing would be like a mountain top moment—a 

single flash of light. But maybe it's more like water carving stone. 

Subtle, faithful. And maybe that’s what I am now: a vessel of water, 

letting love carve its shape through me, one honest moment at a 

time.” She folded the note and tucked it close to her heart.  

This wasn’t the end of her journey. It was simply a still point—a 

breath in the middle of becoming.  

And as the first stars blinked into the sky above her, Emily smiled 

quietly to herself.  

She was home. Within.  
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Chapter Ten 

The Rhythm of Resilience  

here was a time when Emily dared to dream collectively. In 

a world where voices often went unheard, she had gathered 

over forty souls—artists, singers, songwriters, dancers— 

each bringing their own rhythm, fire, and longing for expression. 

With hope in her hands, she registered the group officially, obtained 

a certificate that validated their presence, and called it a movement. 

For a while, it was a sanctuary—alive with purpose, bursting with 

creative energy, driven by a shared belief in the power of art to heal 

and transform.  

But like all things born of fire and passion, the group encountered 

storms. Fractures grew— differences in vision, ego, and silence that 

turned into absence. The unity she once nurtured dissolved, not 

with a bang but a quiet dispersal. The dream they built together 

became one she carried alone.  

Yet Emily did not give up. In the aftermath of loss, she found her solo 

rhythm. She stood tall as a singer, songwriter, and hopping that one 

day she would record and stand on stage as performing artist. She 

crafted songs from her own embers, telling stories only a soul who 

T 
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had walked through fire could tell. And even when the structure of 

the group fell, her spirit remained a bridge. She never turned away 

anyone in need—whether it was money for recording, help 

arranging a song, or simply the encouragement to believe in their 

voice.  

It was in this quiet perseverance that Emily realized something 

profound: leadership was never about control—it was about care. 

The true artistry was not in the certificate they had once celebrated, 

but in the steady heart that kept giving long after applause had 

faded.  

And so, in the rhythm of resilience, Emily’s voice deepened—not 

just in melody, but in meaning.  

That evening, Emily sat at the edge of her bed, guitar resting across 

her knees, the window open to let in the faint rustle of wind through 

jacaranda leaves. Her fingers traced familiar chords, but something 

inside her was no longer content with repetition. The melodies she 

used to reach for felt distant—like echoes of a voice she had already 

outgrown.  

She closed her eyes, let her fingers pause.  

There it was—an ache, not of pain, but of arrival.  

A deep knowing stirred: she had walked through enough endings. It 

was time for a new sound to rise. Not one built on proving herself, 

not one shaped by the expectations of others or the shadows of the 

past, but something raw, stripped down, deeply hers.  

She began to hum—low, slow, tentative.  

It wasn’t polished. It wasn’t loud. But it was real. It was the kind of 

music that came from a deeper layer of self, where the voice of truth 

finally began to emerge, not as performance, but as prayer.  
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“Whispers in the silence,” she sang softly, “turning into light…”  

The lyrics surprised her.  

They weren’t written—they were found.  

And that was the shift. Her music no longer came from the desire to 

be heard but from the still centre of being. It was no longer about 

being seen—it was about seeing. Witnessing. Honouring the 

invisible journey within.  

She leaned into the newness of it—not with fear, but with reverence. 

This was what healing  

sounded like now. Not loud and certain, but quiet, honest, and 

unshakably alive.     
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Chapter Eleven  

When the Song Speaks Back  

t seemed quiet around, but her radio was on, headphones 

resting on her shoulders, the song from the radio “Sioni Haya” 

still vibrating in her chest. It had been months since the such 

songs had been aired— songs woven from pain, longing, faith, and 

quiet defiance. She poured her mind soul and spirit into it, unsure 

if she would really hear it again or maybe meet the singer.  

Then, the call came.  

It was a soft afternoon when a local FM radio host spoke on air. She 

sounded different— gentle, almost reverent.  

Speaking with a woman on air, she sounded very sick, barely able to 

talk clearly, but she sent a message. She asked if she could have the 

song “Sioni Haya” played again for her. She said it gives her strength. 

That it makes her feel seen. That it reminds her she is not alone.”  

Emily was quiet. Her heart seemed to expand and tighten at the 

same time.  

“She said it feels like God is speaking to her through the voice.”  

I 
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Tears welled up in Emily’s eyes. She turned toward the window of 

the modest room where she often sat to write. The light fell gently 

on the wall, shifting as if dancing to the unseen rhythm of the song 

still playing on the airwaves. For a moment, she said nothing.  

In all the years of trying—of building an artists’ collective that 

crumbled under division, of mentoring others without being sure 

her own voice mattered, of climbing out of the wounds of 

rejection—she had never known this kind of affirmation.  

The song was speaking back.  

It was not just a song. It was not about the host. It was something 

holier: a voice reaching another soul in a moment of need. That 

woman’s request was a reminder that art mattered. That voice 

mattered. That everybody, mattered.  

That evening, they played “Sioni Haya” again—Emily felt that not 

aired for everyone, but for her. And this time, she heard it 

differently. It wasn’t just a song. It was a declaration.  

I am not ashamed. Not of where I’ve been. Not of the silence I’ve 

broken. Not of the scars that brought me here.  

Something shifted that day. Not loudly, not with fireworks. But 

deeply. Subtly. A movement, like a quiet breeze turning a page.  

Emily stood, her heart calm yet stronger. It was time to begin 

writing again—not just lyrics, but the next steps of her life. If one 

voice can bring hope to one listener, perhaps it can carry a thousand 

more. Hoping to record and sing someday not because she sought 

attention, but because she finally knew: the voice within her was no 

longer just whispering. It was already singing.  

And the world would listen to her songs in the near future.  
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The next morning, Emily found herself seated beside the radio 

hoping that the song will be aired. The sun filtered softly through 

the trees as if blessing the garden all over with a quiet grace.  

She had been waiting for the song to be aired.  

Other songs were aired but not Sioni Haya. Emily opened her diary, 

her heart filled with light and joy as the wind chime sang softly in 

the breeze. Emily felt a stirring within her, a mix of nerves and deep 

desire to meet the singer someday.  

Inside her heart, she was still and alert, her eyes shining brighter 

than usual. There was peace in the present time—burning, like 

glowing embers refusing to fade.  

“I will sing to the world,” Emily whispered.  

Emily stood up, stepped forward, placed her hand gently on her 

lyrics journal. “I have to sing. Just like the singer of the song I heard 

on radio "Sioni Haya"...she heard her soul respond to herself “Yes I 

will.”  

Then Emily smiled, a single tear rolling down her cheek. “It found 

me when nothing else could. I was giving up. But that voice—her 

voice—kept me here. It gave me permission to believe again.”  

Emily sat down slowly, overwhelmed by the sacredness of the 

moment in her hear. “I am writing my songs when I am feeling 

invisible... when I am thinking my voice doesn’t matter. But maybe 

the songs aren't mine alone. Maybe they are meant for others too”  

The room fell into a gentle silence. The radio played softly in the 

background— other people's songs were aired, once again, but 

Sioni Haya had already found its way home in Emily’s heart.  
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She thought deeply. About love. About loss. About God. About the 

courage to sing even when your voice shakes. And when it was time 

to leave, Emily promised to return to herself — because she had 

found friend in herself.  

As she stepped back outside into the light, something had changed 

again. It was eternity, echoing quietly in her soul who knew how she 

felt But God?  

Emily knew this divine visitation was the opening of a new chapter 

as a Minister of the gospel of Jesus Christ throughout the songs she 

was writing.  

It was a beginning.  

That evening, Emily sat in her small home studio, the air around her 

still touched by the encounter earlier that day. She hadn’t spoken 

much since returning—there were no words quite big enough to 

hold what she had felt in that quiet room. Her hands brushed over 

her notebook, the same one she had carried for years, worn from 

the weight of lyrics and prayers.  

She opened it, not to write a song, but to listen. To remember.  

The singers voice echoed in her memory... “It gave her permission 

to believe in herself again.”  

That sentence. That moment.  

Emily realized her music had shifted. It was no longer just a tool for 

expression—it had become a lifeline, a light in someone’s darkness. 

Her gift was not only artistic—it was spiritual. It was healing.  

She stared at the notebook before her, then slowly began to write. 

Not to impress, not to perfect—but to speak. Soft words. Gentle 

hums. Tears began to fall—not out of sadness, but out of release. For 
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years, she had been singing from pain, singing through survival. 

Now, she would sing into life.  

The song forming in her now wasn’t about shame. It wasn’t about 

proving anything. It was about remembering who she was before 

the wounds and because of them. It was a new song.  

A phrase bubbled up from somewhere deep:  

“I sing, not because I’m healed… but because I’m healing.”  

Emily wrote it down.  

She had a new purpose now. Not to chase recognition—but to offer 

resonance. Not to just record an album—but to create sanctuary in 

sound. To make songs that felt like open doors.  

The embers in her were glowing again—but this time, they weren’t 

just keeping her warm. They were lighting a way forward.  

And in that moment, surrounded by soft melody and sacred quiet, 

Emily made a silent promise:  

To keep singing the truth. To keep showing up for those who would 

listen. To never again underestimate the power of her voice.  

The next morning, Emily woke before dawn. The sky outside still 

held the hush of night, but inside her, something had already 

awakened. Her hands itched with urgency—not out of anxiety, but 

from the quiet fire of inspiration. It was time.  

She set up her phone recorder. Lit a single candle. And then, she sat 

in the stillness.  

" A new song"—The Renewal—the words had come to her in a 

dream, like a whisper woven in light. Now they sat on the page 

before her, asking to be lived into sound.  
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She began with a hum, low and tender, as if summoning the memory 

of something ancient and true. Her voice wove through the first 

notes—fragile at first, then firming with clarity. Chords in her mind 

followed. It's not complex but pure. Every note breathed return, 

restoration, the kind of healing that comes after the breaking.  

She wrote slowly, with reverence. “Umenitoa mbali… Umenirejesha 

upya”—"Umenitendea wema… Mungu wangu uishiye."  

Line by line, her soul poured out:  

“Umeuweka wimbo mpya, kinywani mwangu niimbe...”  

“Roho wako ametulia, ndani yangu nashukuru.”  

This was not a song built on polished perfection. It was raw and 

alive, carrying the scent of smoke and the shimmer of the new 

morning. It was her return—her “Urejesho Upya”.  

By midday, the melody had taken its shape. The lyrics wrapped 

around the rhythm like breath around bone. And Emily, quietly 

amazed, sat back and listened to her own voice— transformed, both 

familiar and new.  

She didn't know who needed to hear this song yet. But she trusted 

that it would find them.  

She didn't think of a grand stage. Just the corner of a small 

community space would do for her—with sunlight filtering through 

gauze curtains, plastic chairs set in a wide circle, the warm hum of 

conversation settling into quiet is all she dreamed of.  

Emily stood with her up, hands steady but heart beating in a rhythm 

that reminded her she was alive and she will one day do it.  
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“I wrote something,” she said, to herself, her voice soft but sure. “It’s 

still new. But I believe it’s ready to be heard. I will send it to the 

world.”  

Emily imagined the group of people leaning in. Some would be 

fellow singers. Others would be neighbours. They have never heard 

her sing before. That moment, there will be no audience—only 

witnesses.  

Standing in front of her mirror, she sang the song Introduction to 

herself. A melody that floated into the silence of her room like a 

prayer. Then her voice joined, and the words of Urejesho Upya 

poured out.  

There was no performance in her delivery. It was a testimony.   

When she sang “Umenitoa mbali…Umeni rejesha upya” She 

imagined some people in the back closing their eyes, hands clasped 

to their chests.  

With “Umenitendea wema, Mungu wangu uishiye...,” again she 

imagined an older man, who had said little all week, nodded slowly, 

eyes wet.  

By the final chorus, in her mind, she saw that the room had changed. 

Something sacred had entered—a collective pause, a recognition 

that this song wasn’t just hers anymore. It belonged to everyone 

who had ever fallen and dared to rise again.  

When the last note faded, she looked at herself in the mirror she 

couldn't lap for herself. Not right away. Instead, she sat in reverent 

silence, holding what she had just felt.  

Then, slowly, she whispered, “Asante Bwana”  

Thank you Lord.  
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And Emily smiled. Not because she liked the song. But because she 

had heard herself —and in doing so, something in her had also been 

heard.  

As the room gently returned to its rhythm—small whispers, 

movement, breath—Emily remained still, her hands resting on the 

guitar strings like they were holding something fragile and sacred 

wasn’t applause she needed. It was presence. And God had given her 

that the presence.  

A quiet tremble passed through her body—not nerves, but a 

release. She hadn’t realized how long she’d been holding her breath, 

not just through the song, but through the months, the years, even. 

Every note of “Urejesho Upya” had been a brick lifted from the 

invisible wall she'd carried on her back.  

For the first time in what felt like forever, she felt whole while 

standing in the middle of her room. She wasn’t hiding her pain 

behind polished perfection. She wasn't shrinking to protect herself. 

She had brought all of it—all of her—into the light.  

Emily again imagining how the group would begin to move toward 

her, offering gentle words, embraces, or just the quiet language of 

tears, in that moment Emily realized something else: this wasn’t 

just a song. It was a threshold. And she will step through.  

Later, as she sat alone packing up her guitar, her hands lingered on 

its wooden frame.  

“This song came through me,” she whispered to herself, “but it’s 

bigger than me.”  

She closed her eyes, imagined for a moment, seeing the face of a 

woman who had once requested the singer’s song “Sioni Haya”—
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the one who had been unwell, but found something in that music 

worth clinging to.  

Now, a new song had been born in her. And just maybe, it would find 

its way to someone else who needed it—someone standing at the 

edge, waiting for a reason to believe again just the same as the 

singer’s song Sioni Haya.  

Emily breathed in deeply. She didn’t yet know all that would come 

next, but she knew this: her voice, her truth, her art—they were no 

longer hidden. And with every word she had written, she was not 

only writing about restoration. She was living it.  

That night, the house was silent, save for the soft humming of night 

creatures through the open window. Emily sat at her small writing 

desk, a single lamp casting warm light over a worn notebook. The 

guitar leaned gently against the wall—still tuned, still humming 

with the echoes of the day. She stared at the blank page for a while, 

then slowly began to write— not lyrics, not poetry. Just thoughts.  

"There is something holy about singing your truth in front of others. 

Not because they affirm it, but because you finally stop denying it 

to yourself."  

She paused, tears welling unexpectedly. They weren’t sad tears. 

They came from somewhere deeper—the same place the song had 

come from. A part of her that had longed for expression, not 

approval. For years, she had poured herself into other people’s 

hoping to be lifted, but today God has quietly lifted her up while 

asking for nothing in return. Her music had done it  

"I always thought helping others was my purpose. And maybe it still 

is. But I see now that I was afraid to ask the same kind of love for 

myself. I was afraid that stepping forward would seem selfish. But 

how can we lead from the shadows?"  
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She set the pen down and looked at her reflection in the window—

soft, tired, glowing with something ancient and alive. “Urejesho 

Upya” wasn’t just a song. It was a reckoning. A remembering. A 

return.  

She whispered the words aloud, tasting their weight in the room:  

“Restoration begins when the truth I am is no longer afraid to sing.”  

Then, with a quiet sigh, she closed the notebook, placed a hand on 

her heart, and simply sat with herself.  

Not fixing. Not planning. Just being.  

And that, too, was enough.  

As Emily sat in the hush of the night, her hand still resting over her 

heart, a warm wave of memory washed over her—uninvited but 

welcomed.  

She was younger again, barefoot on the red dust outside her 

childhood home. The wind carried the scent of smoke from her 

grandmother’s kitchen, and she could hear a distant lullaby—faint, 

yet unmistakable. Her grandmother’s voice—soft, weathered, 

deeply rooted—singing as she stirred the pot, calling the day into 

rest.  

Emily remembered sitting on a rock, humming along, not knowing 

the words yet somehow understanding them. Her small hands 

tapped on her knees in rhythm, mimicking drums she’d only ever 

imagined. Her voice, so fragile then, barely rose above a whisper.  

That was the first time she felt the music call her—not as a hobby 

or pastime, but as something living inside her. Something ancestral. 

Something sacred.  
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Her grandmother had noticed. She'd looked up from the cooking 

fire and said gently, “That voice, child, it doesn’t come from your 

mouth. It comes from your bones.”  

Now, sitting at her desk years later, Emily felt that same truth ripple 

through her like a current. All this time, the songs had been trying 

to bring her back—not to the past, but to herself. To the little girl 

who heard the wind and answered it in melody. To the woman now 

ready to carry that voice with dignity and courage.  

She whispered to the memory, “I remember now.”  

And somehow, in the quiet of that memory, Emily felt held. As if her 

grandmother’s spirit, the dust of her childhood, and the strength of 

all the women who sang before her had wrapped her in a blanket of 

remembrance. Tomorrow will come. There would be more steps, 

more songs, more moments to rise. But for now, Emily rested in that 

memory, letting it cradle her soul like a hymn without words.  

The next day, the sun cast soft gold across the garden where Emily 

sat with Zawadi, one of the younger artists she’d been mentoring. 

They had just finished reviewing lyrics together when Zawadi 

leaned back, her notebook resting on her lap.  

“You always seem so sure of your voice,” she said, almost shyly. “Like 

it has roots deeper than this world.”  

Emily smiled gently. “It does,” she said, her voice quiet but certain. 

“Would you like to hear where it began?”  

Zawadi nodded, eyes wide.  

Emily folded her hands, letting her gaze drift for a moment to the 

swaying branches beyond them. “I must have been six or seven. I 

remember the red earth, the scent of firewood smoke, and my 
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grandmother’s voice rising in a lullaby. I didn’t know the words, but 

I remember singing with her—just humming, really. But something 

happened that day.” She paused, her eyes glistening, but not with 

sorrow—only reverence.  

“She looked at me from the cooking fire and said, ‘That voice, child, 

it doesn’t come from your mouth. It comes from your bones.’ I’ve 

never forgotten it. That was the first time I felt like I belonged to 

music. Not just singing to sound good, but singing from somewhere 

ancient. Sacred.”  

Zawadi sat silently, her expression soft, deeply moved.  

Emily continued, “When I get lost in doubt or feel afraid to be seen, 

I remember her voice, and the dust under my feet, and that 

feeling—like the wind was waiting for me to answer it.”  

Zawadi wiped a tear from the corner of her eye. “That’s the kind of 

voice I want. One with roots.”  

“You have it,” Emily said warmly. “It’s not about technique. It’s about 

remembering who you are beneath everything. That’s where the 

real song lives.”  

For a moment, the world felt still. Two women, generations apart, 

holding space for something timeless—an echo passed down, not 

just in melody, but in truth.  

That evening, as twilight folded its soft indigo over the sky, Emily 

stood in the quiet of her music room. The memory she had shared 

with Zawadi still lingered in her chest, pulsing like a drumbeat from 

long ago. It had opened something in her—not a wound, but a 

threshold. A knowing.  
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She pulled out her journal and sat by the window, the pen trembling 

slightly between her fingers. There were songs still waiting inside 

her. Not polished performances or chartworthy hits—but raw, 

unfiltered truth. Songs that could only be born from this stage of her 

life.  

“Urejesho Upya” was already growing, whispering through her in 

moments of stillness. A song not just about renewal, but about the 

return—the sacred return to self after loss, after disappointment, 

after disillusionment. Her spirit, bruised but not broken, was 

reclaiming its sound.  

She reached for her guitar and let her fingers trace a few gentle 

chords. Her voice rose— unforced, unguarded. And as it did, Emily 

felt it: a new beginning, not of fame or applause, but of alignment. 

The voice within her no longer needed to prove or perform. It only 

needed to be heard.  

That night, she sent a message to an old friend—a quiet producer 

who understood soul more than spectacle. Someone she trusted.  

“Would you like to listen to my voice singing? May be when I will be 

ready financially, I will come,” she wrote. “Not to come to the 

spotlight. But to find the way.”  

It was the first time she had spoken that aloud.  

And it was enough.  

The air inside the room was still heavy with the quiet reverence of 

creation. Emily stepped out slowly, pausing just beyond the 

threshold. She had been in this room for hours —the intimate space 

where sound and silence meet, where breath became melody, and 

emotion, rhythm.  
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The walls without lining, instruments and even the soft blinking 

equipment. Emily looked up from behind, her notebook and pen 

and gave her a gentle nod—no words - just thank you.  

She set her mind on that day when she will be recording her first 

song.   

Her mind set on her favourite instrument - the guitar. Not thinking 

of a large commercial space but just a smaller, humbler, and sacred 

place.   

And that felt right.  

Emily closed her eyes. The words to “Urejesho Upya” floated to her 

mind, all the time rehearsed and remembered—like a prayer. She 

took a slow breath, letting the silence wrap around her. Then, with 

a soft strum, she began to sing.  

The first note always carries more than the melody every time she 

sings. It carries years of silence, buried ache, the fire of rebirth, and 

the sweetness of return. Her voice somehow feels cracked but she 

knows she will work on it. She knows her singing is not about 

perfection. It is about truth.  

When she finished, the final chord lingered, vibrating gently in the 

air like smoke rising from embers. She didn’t look up at first. She sat 

there, hand still resting on the strings, listening to the silence that 

followed her song.  

She finally spoke, her voice low with awe. “That... was it. That was 

the song.”  

Emily opened her eyes, and for the first time in a long while, tears 

welled—not from sadness, but from fullness. The kind of fullness 

that comes when the soul returns to its voice.  
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Emily stepped out into the cool evening air, soft. The past could no 

longer contain what she is becoming —something sacred, 

something true. She walked slowly outside and leaned against a 

tree, tilting her face toward the sky.  

The dusk held her gently. Birds sang their final songs of the day, and 

the wind carried a quiet hush across the lot. Her fingers still tingled 

from the strings, and her chest carried the resonance of her own 

voice—still echoing inside her like a bell rung in a cathedral.  

For a long time, she had wondered if her voice still mattered.  

She remembered all those years ago, the group she formed with 

hope, with fire, with the desire to lift others alongside herself. How 

it fell apart. How the silence after had almost convinced her that 

what she carried was not enough. That she was not enough.  

But today proved otherwise. She had returned—not to the same 

place, but to the centre of herself. To her song. To the presence of 

what could not be taken. She was fully focused.   

As she stood under the dimming sky, Emily whispered aloud, “This 

is what resurrection feels like.”  

Not fanfare. Not thunder. Just truth, rising slowly in the bones. A 

quiet homecoming to the self.  

She placed a hand over her heart and smiled—not with certainty, 

but with peace. She was no longer singing expecting to be heard. 

She was singing because the voice within her had something to say. 

She had finally given it space to rise.  

Later that evening, Emily sat across from Maureen, her longtime 

friend and quiet anchor. They hadn’t spoken much in the past few 

weeks—life had pulled them into their separate tides—but when 
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Emily reached out with the simple words, “I’d like you to hear 

something,” Maureen came without hesitation.  

They sat on the small couch in Emily’s apartment, and the recording 

in her phone. Emily hesitated before pressing play. Not because she 

wasn’t proud, but because this one felt more vulnerable—"Urejesho 

Upya” wasn’t just a song. It was a threshold.  

As the song Introduction poured gently into the room, Maureen 

leaned in. Her eyes softened, and her breath stilled. The Swahili 

lyrics wove their way between them like a prayer, like memory 

dressed in new colors. When Emily’s voice entered, full of quiet 

strength and tremble, Maureen reached for her hand.  

By the time the song finished, neither of them had spoken. A holy 

stillness lingered.  

Then, Maureen finally said, “That… that is your voice, Em. It’s not 

just beautiful. It’s healing. It carries what words alone can’t say.”  

Emily’s eyes shimmered, but she didn’t cry. She simply nodded, her 

throat tight with all the things she didn’t need to explain.  

“I didn’t even realize how much I needed this,” Maureen added, 

placing a hand over her heart. “It’s like… the song let something 

soften in me. Like I’m allowed to hope again.”  

That was when Emily knew: “Urejesho Upya” wasn’t just her return. 

It was a call to others, too. A light turned outward.  

The church hall was already filling when Emily arrived. Lanterns 

hung low, casting a warm golden light over the space. It wasn’t a 

concert, not officially—it was an evening of testimonies and praise, 

where people brought what they had: a poem, a story, a prayer. 

Emily had been quietly invited by the pastor’s wife, who had 
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listened to the song in passing and gently urged, “Maybe someone 

needs it even if it is not recorded. Emily was just going to sing”  

She had wrestled with it all week. Performing here meant more than 

singing—it meant surrendering something deeply personal to a 

crowd that might not understand the journey behind it. But 

somewhere between Maureen’s tears and her own quiet prayers, 

Emily had come to a quiet conviction: this song wasn’t hers to keep.  

When her name was called, she stepped to the front slowly, the 

weight of the moment palpable. The hall fell quiet. She gave no long 

introduction—only looked out at the gathering and said, “This song 

is called “Urejesho Upya”—A New Restoration. It’s for anyone who’s 

still waiting for healing… or carrying a silent hope.”  

The first notes from the keyboard filled the hall, followed by the 

stillness of breath being held. And then Emily began to sing.  

Her voice, low and trembling at first, grew steadier with each verse. 

The words wove gently through the room like oil over wounds. 

Some closed their eyes. Others quietly wept. In the back, a young 

woman clutched a handkerchief to her face, trembling. An elderly 

man whispered, “Thank you, Jesus.”  

It was not a performance. It was a release.  

By the final chorus, the room had become a sanctuary of presence. 

Emily felt it deep in her chest—the weight, the power, and the 

peace. When she sang the last note, she stood still for a moment 

longer, not needing applause, only silence. Sacred silence.  

Then, one by one, people stood—not clapping but in reverence. And 

that was enough.  

Afterward, as people came forward with quiet words, tears, or 

simply touched her arm in passing, Emily knew something had 
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shifted—not just in them, but in her. The song had found its place. 

Her voice had found its altar.  

And restoration, indeed, had begun.  

Emily had just stepped down from the small platform when she felt 

a gentle tug on her arm. She turned to find the young woman who 

had been in the back row, the one who clutched a handkerchief 

through the song. Her eyes were red-rimmed, but there was 

something radiant behind the tears—an openness, a breaking 

through.  

“Are you the one who wrote that song?” the girl asked, her voice 

barely more than a  

whisper.  

Emily nodded softly. “Yes. That was from my first album that am yet 

to record in the studio.”  

The young woman blinked rapidly, as if trying to hold back another 

wave. “I would like to listen to that song even in the media. My 

mother would be happy to listen to it too. We hope and pray that 

you go to the studio soon” She paused, swallowing hard. “It has 

helped me believe I still have a life. That I am not forgotten.”  

Emily felt her breath catch. She remembered Maureen. She 

remembered the house. The radio. The fragility of life resting on 

melody and hope.  

“I am happy I have met you,” the girl continued. “And now… this new 

song—"Urejesho Upya”—felt like it was written just for today. For 

me, I’ve just started feeling new again.”  

Emotions surged in Emily’s chest. She took the girl’s hands gently 

in her own, feeling the trembling warmth of someone who had also 

come through fire and was still learning to stand.  
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“What’s your name?” she asked.  

“Asha,” the girl said with a soft smile. “It means hope.”  

Emily smiled back, tears pressing at the corners of her eyes. “Of 

course it does.”  

The two stood there for a quiet moment, hands clasped in a 

connection beyond words—two lives shaped by different storms, 

now meeting under one shared song.  

Later that evening, Emily sat alone on the balcony outside her room. 

The city below had dimmed into a hush, its lights flickering like the 

quiet pulse of something still alive, still moving. She wrapped a 

shawl around her shoulders and stared out at night, letting the 

silence settle in.  

Asha’s face lingered in her mind. The way her voice trembled with 

both fragility and strength. The way her hands had clung to 

Emily’s—not for help, but in deep recognition. Like two mirrors 

seeing each other for the first time.  

Emily thought back to the day she’d visited Maureen. The frailty in 

Maureen’s hands. The whispered request to the radio. The 

unspoken truth that songs, when honest, reached past language 

into something sacred.  

And now here was Asha, years later, a living echo of that moment. 

Emily’s chest ached with something warm and painful all at once. 

She had once questioned whether her voice really mattered—

whether the heartache she poured into songs reached beyond her 

own walls. But now she knew.  

Sometimes, the seeds she scattered bloomed quietly in places she’d 

never see. And sometimes—like today—they grew tall enough to 

walk up to her and speak.  
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Her new song, “Urejesho Upya” wasn’t just about her own 

restoration anymore. It had become a thread connecting stories, 

binding pain, and hope in the same breath.  

She closed her eyes, letting the night hold her.  

"I am still being returned to myself," she whispered.  

"And through every note, I return others, too."  

The next morning, Emily rose before the sun. There was something 

stirring inside her—a quiet insistence, like a gentle knock on the 

door of her spirit. She moved about slowly, making tea, lighting a 

small candle on her windowsill. She didn’t rush. She wanted to 

listen.  

The candle’s flame danced as if in rhythm with something unseen, 

and Emily felt that old, familiar pull—the one that came before a 

new song. But this time, it wasn’t just about melody or words. It was 

about presence.  

She sat at her writing table with a blank page and let the silence 

speak. Not the silence of absence, but of invitation. A soft 

sacredness.  

And then she wrote—not from the mind, but from that inner place 

where soul and sound met.  

It was prayer more than lyrics.  

A breath of gratitude.  

A song of return.  

It flowed out as a call, not just for herself but for others. For those 

who had lost their way. For those standing quietly in pain behind 
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crowded rooms. For anyone waiting to believe again—in love, in 

healing, in the possibility of being whole.  

As she finished the last line, tears welled in her eyes—not from 

sadness, but from clarity.  

This wasn’t just her work anymore. It was a calling.  

She would gather these songs into something more—a spiritual 

offering, an invitation for others to join her in this return to the 

centre, to truth, to voice.  

Emily looked out at the soft light spreading across the sky.  

"I am not just singing anymore," she whispered. "I am answering."  

Emily began to sense that the songs were no longer hers alone—

it was a door opening. So she took the next step.  

She went out on social media searching the singer of “Sioni Haya”. 

She wanted a guider - a mentor even an advisor to be able to reach 

spaces where her music could meet prayer and hearts could rest 

together in song.   

Meanwhile as she still looked for the singer, she met with other 

believers in small halls, under trees, in open-air chapels, in homes 

where the floor was bare but the atmosphere holy. Some came 

unsure, others curious. A few came in silence, carrying invisible 

weights. And yet, in each gathering, something shifted. Emily would 

begin by sharing the story behind her songs—how "Sioni Haya" 

encouraged her, brought comfort to her and others, how the 

encouragement led her into writing "Urejesho Upya" that had been 

birthed out of deep solitude and prayer. Then she would sing, but 

not to perform. She sang with the people.  
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Sometimes, others would join her with drums, or simple claps, or 

just tears. She left room for testimonies for shared stories for 

stillness. It wasn’t structured; it was sacred.  

And what bloomed from those evenings was not just healing—it 

was communion.  

People who hadn’t sung in years found their voices.  

Those who had hidden their wounds opened up to speak.  

Hope began to stitch its way through their gathering like golden 

thread.  

And Emily? She didn’t need applause. She felt it in the shift of the 

air, in the way someone’s shoulders relaxed, in the way someone 

whispered after a song, “I felt seen.”  

The small church hall was filled with a quiet anticipation. The air 

held a kind of hush, as if even the walls were listening.  

Emily had just finished singing "Urejesho Upya." Her voice had 

wavered slightly at the end, not from weakness, but from something 

raw rising inside her. She let the last note fade naturally, then 

stepped back.  

Silence.  

Then, from the back of the room, a young woman stood slowly. Her 

hands trembled slightly, but she didn't sit back down. Emily could 

feel the weight of her silence before she even spoke.  

"I’ve never told anyone this," the woman said softly, "but I tried to 

take my life two months ago."  

A ripple moved through the room. No judgment, just breath held.  
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I am sitting their listening to you as you sig. It is like something 

pierced the dark I was sitting in. I didn’t even understand all the 

words… but I felt known. I felt… found.”  

Emily’s throat tightened. The woman continued, voice steadier now.  

"Tonight, when you sang “Urejesho Upya”, I felt like God was talking 

to me. Telling me I still have breath for a reason. That my restoration 

has already begun."  

By now, tears were gently flowing down Emily's cheeks. She 

stepped forward, arms open, and embraced the woman with no 

words—just presence. Around them, people stood, some moved to 

tears, others in quiet prayer.  

It wasn’t just a moment. It was sacred ground.  

And for Emily, it was confirmation: this was her calling. Not just to 

sing, but to be present for these awakenings—where one life 

touching another became an act of worship.  

Later that evening, Emily sat alone in the quiet stillness of her small 

room, the warmth of the gathering still resting like a gentle light 

upon her spirit. She had barely spoken after the event. Her heart 

was full, overflowing even—but not with noise. With silence. The 

kind of silence that carries weight, meaning, and a depth too sacred 

to name.  

She replayed the young woman’s words again in her mind: “I felt 

known. I felt… found.”  

Tears welled in Emily’s eyes once more, not out of sadness, but 

reverence. That her voice, a song birthed from her pain, her 

survival, her journey through shadows and fire—had become a 

lifeline to someone else in the depths of their own night.  
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She leaned back in the chair, hands folded in her lap, and whispered 

into the hush:  

“Thank you. For giving meaning to my pain. For shaping my wounds 

into instruments of healing. For not wasting anything I’ve walked 

through.”  

Emily realized this was no longer just about her music. It was about 

presence. It was about obedience to the quiet urgings of the Spirit 

that had led her to write, to sing, to show up again and again—even 

when her own soul was weary.  

What had once felt like shattered pieces were now forming a 

mosaic. A radiant one.  

She reached for her journal and wrote, “Today, someone found light 

in the place where I once stood in darkness. If all I ever do is hold 

space for one soul to remember they are loved, then I’ve lived well.”  

And in that soft, holy silence, Emily felt a sacred echo rise from 

within.  

You are exactly where you are meant to be.  
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Chapter Twelve 

A Song, A Flame, A Prayer  

he morning after the revival gathering, Emily sat on her 

porch with a cup of tea, warming her hands. The dew still 

clung to the grass, and a soft light filtered through the clouds. 

Everything felt quieter—not just the world, but her heart. The 

moment from the night before lingered in her bones. Not as an echo, 

but as a steady presence. She was still carrying it.  

That’s when the thought came—not loud, not urgent, but clear.  

“It’s time to pour into others.”  

She had spent years growing, healing, and finding her voice. And 

now, as her music turned up, she wants it into ministry, she knew it 

couldn’t stop with her. Just as she had once needed someone to 

believe in her, to help her find the courage to share her story, there 

were others now—young, unsure, gifted—waiting for someone to 

light the path ahead.  

Later that week, she reached out to a few local artists generally 

seeking personal contact with the “Sioni haya” singer—some she’d 

met through her earlier collective, others through open mic nights 

T 
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and church events. She invited them for tea and conversation, not 

to teach at them, but to sit with them, to listen and also to find out 

about the singer of "Sioni Haya song"  

They met at a small community space near her home. No studio 

setup, no microphones— just cushions, notebooks, and guitars. The 

air carried the scent of chai and fresh bread. Some of them were shy 

at first, unsure of what this was. But Emily welcomed them with 

warmth and honesty.  

“I’m not here to make you famous, because I myself am not famous” 

she said, smiling softly. “I’m here to remind you that your voice 

matters and that what you carry is sacred.” One of the youngest 

among them, a girl named Mariam, spoke up timidly. “Sometimes I 

write songs and then hate them before I finish. I don’t think I’m 

good enough. “Emily nodded slowly. “You don’t have to be perfect. 

You just have to be true. Sometimes, the broken lines carry more 

healing than the polished ones.”  

They began meeting regularly—writing together, sharing stories, 

and praying when needed. Emily would sometimes share her own 

songwriting process, her failures, and the songs that never made it 

onto an album not to mention recording. She told them about the 

time a song she heard on radio—"Sioni Haya”—was the very song 

that reached to her soul.  

She saw the fire flicker in their eyes. She recognized it—it was the 

same flame that had once flickered, trembling and unsure, in her 

own.  

One evening, after a long writing session, she watched the group 

laugh together over shared melodies. Mariam had just shared a 

song that made the room go silent. It was raw, imperfect—and 

deeply beautiful. Emily didn’t interrupt. She simply sat back, 

listening, smiling.  
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The seeds are growing, she thought. And the soil is good.  

The invitations to spiritual gatherings continued, but Emily no 

longer saw them as stages to stand on. Instead, she saw them as 

sacred spaces—places where her flame met the quiet hunger in 

others. Her songs were no longer performances; they were 

offerings. Each lyric she wrote felt like a conversation with the 

Divine, each melody an echo from the hidden corners of her healing.  

One evening, after returning from a gathering where she had sung 

“Urejesho Upya” to a tearful, embracing crowd, Emily sat alone on 

her porch. The stars overhead were scattered like soft lanterns, and 

the night air held a stillness that seemed to listen. She wrapped a 

shawl around her shoulders and let the quiet fill her.  

She no longer sought applause. She sought alignment.  

There was a deeper surrender happening within her—one that 

whispered that her path was not to build monuments of herself but 

to become a vessel. Her joy was not in achievement, but in the quiet 

certainty that her life was becoming the song itself. Not the fame. 

Not the number of followers. But the raw, glowing truth that 

somewhere, someone was able to rise again because her voice had 

reminded them of their own.  

She picked up her journal and wrote slowly, deliberately:  

"I thought I was singing to others. But the truth is, I was always 

singing to the broken pieces of myself. And somewhere in the echo, 

others heard their healing, too. Time will come when the whole 

world will listen to my songs online and on radio too"   

There, under the watchful stars, she made a quiet promise to her 

soul. Not to chase, not to strive, but to burn steadily in her own 

flame of joy, to follow the song wherever it led—even if it was off 
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the stage and into silent prayer, even if it was into one-on-one 

moments of deep listening, even if it was into places where the 

music was wordless but healing still happened.  

Emily’s unfolding path was not loud, but it was holy. It was not for 

crowds, but it was for people. And most of all, it was for her.  

It was a rainy afternoon—the kind where everything slowed down. 

Emily sat by the window in her small recording space, watching the 

raindrops trace soft rivers down the glass. Her guitar rested against 

her leg, but she hadn’t played in over an hour. Instead, her fingers 

idly followed the grain of the wood, as if the silence between notes 

held something sacred.  

She had been reflecting on a letter she received the day before. It 

came from a young woman in a remote village - someone Emily had 

never met. The letter, written in careful Swahili, spoke of despair—

of feeling unseen, unheard, of carrying shame too heavy to speak 

aloud. But it also said this: “There is a song I hear on radio, the voice, 

in the song ‘Sioni Haya,’ made me believe God hadn’t forgotten me.”  

That line had stopped Emily’s breath.  

She pressed the letter to her chest now, letting her eyes close. A 

warmth rose up inside her, not pride, but something softer. A sense 

of being seen by God—not because of her success - but because she 

had dared to show up, to sing through her pain, to let her voice carry 

what words alone could not.  

A tear rolled down her cheek—not from sorrow, but from 

recognition.  

In that moment, something shifted in Emily. The doubts she had 

wrestled with, the quiet comparisons she still sometimes felt, the 

ache of past rejection—they all loosened their grip. Not because 
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they disappeared, but because they no longer held the power to 

define her. Her identity was not rooted in what failed or succeeded. 

It was rooted in the truth that she was already enough. Her healing 

had not made her perfect—it had made her whole.  

She reached for her guitar and played a soft, unfamiliar chord. A 

melody emerged—simple, unadorned, but true. It was as if the rain 

outside had become a part of the song, as if the letter had birthed a 

new layer in her spirit. And as she sang the first line, barely above a 

whisper, her voice trembled—not from fear, but from reverence.  

She was not just singing to God anymore. She was singing with Him.  

This, she realized, was her ministry. This was her call. Not to 

impress. Not to build a legacy. But to keep showing up, broken and 

radiant, and let the Spirit speak through her—one song, one soul at 

a time.  

That evening, Emily stayed in the studio long after the rain had 

stopped. The air smelled of damp earth and jasmine from the 

garden just outside. A candle flickered softly in the corner, casting 

shadows that moved like quiet dancers along the walls. She had 

opened her notebook—a new one, untouched until now—and 

written at the top of the page: “Urejesho Upya” — Restoration Anew.  

She paused, staring at the words, letting them settle like dust on her 

soul. Something about them felt sacred, like they belonged to a 

chapter she hadn’t yet lived but had already begun to breathe.  

Her pen moved slowly, almost hesitantly at first, then picked up 

rhythm as the lyrics flowed:  

From the broken places, light begins to grow,  

In the silence, Your whisper calls me home,  
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You mend what the world left scattered and torn,  

This is my restoration. This is my dawn.  

She paused, overwhelmed by the stillness in the room, the weight 

of something deeply spiritual unfolding. But as she set her pen 

down, a sudden wave of memory swept in— gentle, but piercing.  

Her son.  

It had been months since they last spoke beyond a few short 

messages. He was living in a distant land now, building a life she had 

once only dreamed of for him. Yet, behind that pride was a quiet 

ache—a mother’s yearning for connection. The image of him as a 

small boy flashed in her mind—his laughter echoing through the 

corridors, the way he used to hum her songs under his breath.  

She touched the page again, but this time, not to write. She simply 

held her hand over the words and whispered his name like a prayer.  

She missed him. Not because he had left—but because in some way, 

the distance had made her feel like she was missing parts of his 

journey, missing the small, ordinary things: his favorite meal, his 

tired eyes after a long day, the kind of silence they used to share 

without words.  

Yet, even this ache was folded into her restoration.  

She flipped to the next page and began writing again, this time a 

verse born from that love and longing:  

Even from far away, your heart speaks to mine,  

A mother’s song stretched over space and time,  

No ocean too wide, no silence too deep,  
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For love never sleeps, love always keeps.  

She smiled through her tears, the kind that come not only from pain 

but from the fullness of feeling. It was all a part of her music now. 

Every moment. Every memory. Every prayer.  

The transformation wasn’t loud—it was lived.  

Two days later, Emily stood in the quiet of the recording studio once 

more. The lights were dim, the room empty except for her and the 

sound engineer she had worked with for years—a quiet man named 

David, who understood how to hold space without pressing in.  

She carried her notebook close to her chest as if it were something 

sacred. And in truth, it was. These weren’t just lyrics. They were 

fragments of her soul—of longing, of memory, of love that stretched 

like golden thread through time and distance. David glanced at her 

as she walked in, sensing the shift in her energy.  

“This one’s different, isn’t it?” he asked gently.  

Emily only nodded.  

He didn’t ask more. Instead, he moved to the console, adjusting the 

mic levels and opening the track with a clean slate. Emily slipped on 

the headphones, stepped into the booth, and stood still for a long 

moment. She closed her eyes. She breathed deeply.  

She thought of her son’s laugh. She thought of the quiet spaces 

where they had once sat side by side. She thought of how love could 

travel across continents and still remain alive, blooming even in the 

distance.  

And then, with a voice that carried all the tenderness of a mother’s 

love, she began to sing:  
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Even from far away, your heart speaks to mine,  

A mother’s song stretched over space and time,  

No ocean too wide, no silence too deep,  

For love never sleeps, love always keeps.  

Her voice didn’t need to be loud—it needed only to be true. And it 

was. Every note, every breath, carried the quiet fire of her 

transformation, her healing, and her hope.  

By the time the last line faded, there was silence in the studio. David 

didn’t speak. He simply hit the stop button and gave her a long, 

steady look through the glass.  

Emily took off the headphones slowly, her hands trembling 

slightly—not from fear, but from the weight of having finally sung 

something so intimate, so real.  

“It’s ready,” she said softly, more to herself than anyone else.  

Not ready for the world, maybe. But ready for the next step. For the 

next unfolding.  

That evening, after the recording session, Emily returned home 

wrapped in a quiet calm. The kind that settles in when a deep truth 

has finally been spoken aloud. She made a cup of chamomile tea and 

sat by the window, a notebook still in her lap, her pen resting in 

between lines of unfinished verses. The song lingered in her chest 

like an ember—warm, alive, unfinished in the best way.  

Then, her phone buzzed.  

She glanced at it, not expecting anything urgent. But the name that 

lit up the screen made her breath catch.  
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Caleb.  

Her son. It had been weeks since they last spoke—he was always 

busy, always moving, building his life in another part of the world. 

She hesitated for a moment, her heart pounding. And then she 

opened the message:  

"Hi Mum. I don’t know why, but I felt like I needed to reach out today. 

I was walking home and suddenly remembered your voice—

singing at the kitchen table. I remembered how your music used to 

calm everything down. Just wanted to say thank you for that. I know 

we haven’t talked much lately… but I’m proud of you. I see what 

you’re doing. And I carry it with me. Love you."  

Emily covered her mouth with her hand. The tears came quietly, not 

with sadness but with the overwhelming fullness of connection. As 

if her song had reached him across the distance, as if the flames of 

happiness she had been tending so carefully had finally flickered all 

the way to him—and lit something inside his heart too.  

She pressed the phone to her chest, closed her eyes, and whispered, 

“Thank you.”  

This was it.  

The moment where her inner voice, her calling, and the love she had 

never stopped carrying had met—softly, unexpectedly, powerfully.  

The flames of happiness were no longer a private fire.  

They were beginning to shine outward.  

She remained still by the window, the quiet hum of the night 

surrounding her like a blanket. The message from Caleb stayed 

open on her phone, the words etched into her heart more deeply 

than any lyric she had written. Her eyes gazed beyond the glass, into 
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the velvet sky scattered with stars. A stillness fell over her spirit—

not empty but full. Full of gratitude, memory, and something sacred, 

she couldn’t quite name.  

She slowly stood and walked to her small altar by the corner of the 

room. On it sat a well-worn Bible, a candle, and a smooth river stone 

she had picked up years ago during one of the hardest seasons of 

her life—a symbol then of endurance. Now, it felt like a witness.  

She lit the candle and knelt, holding the phone in her hands, still 

open to the message.  

“Thank you, God,” she whispered, her voice cracking. “Thank you for 

reminding me that love never returns void. That what we plant in 

faith grows—even in places we cannot see.” She opened the Bible, 

and her eyes landed gently on Isaiah 55:11:  

“So is my word that goes out from my mouth: It will not return to 

me empty, but will accomplish what I desire and achieve the 

purpose for which I sent it.”  

A breath left her lips like a prayer released.  

She placed her hand over her heart and spoke slowly:  

“Your Word will not return void. What I’ve sung, what I’ve 

prayed, what I’ve loved—it is bearing fruit. In Caleb. In me. In 

this flame, you have kept burning inside of me.” Tears welled 

again, not from pain, but from the release of long-held hope 

now arriving.  

She whispered blessings into the room, over her son:  
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“May he be rooted and established in love. May he know the depth, 

the width, the length of Your presence, Lord.”  

Over herself:  

“May I continue to walk in the light You have given me, faithful to 

the voice within, guided by truth, strengthened by Your joy.”  

And finally, over the embers of happiness, she now fully claimed:  

“Thank you for these flames. For the fire that did not destroy me but 

purified me. For the heat that softened my heart. For the glow that 

now lights my path.”  

The candle flickered, almost in response.  

And Emily remained there in that sacred silence for a long time, 

letting the moment settle not just in her spirit but in her bones. This 

was no longer just healing. It was transformation. It was divine 

return.  

The next morning carried a softness in the air, as if the skies 

themselves had been quieted by her prayer. Emily moved with a 

grounded sense of peace—her shoulders relaxed, her breath deep. 

She reached for her notebook, scribbling a few new lines inspired 

by the night before. But just before she returned to her work, she 

found herself picking up her phone and scrolling slowly… "Until she 

paused at a name she hadn’t called in a while.  

Nora.  

The thought of her old friend brought warmth. Nora had been one 

of the first to believe in her when everything fell apart—one of the 

few who had seen her at her lowest and didn’t flinch. They hadn’t 

spoken deeply in months, life pulling them in different directions. 
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But this morning, something inside nudged Emily gently toward 

that familiar voice.  

She tapped Call.  

It rang twice before a warm, surprised voice answered.  

“Emily?” Nora sounded half in disbelief, half in joy.  

Emily smiled, already tearful. “Hi… I don’t even know where to 

begin.”  

“Begin with where you are now,” Nora said tenderly. “I’ve missed 

your voice.”  

There was a silence that wasn’t uncomfortable. It felt like home.  

“I just... I’ve been through so many layers, Nora,” Emily said, her 

voice thick with emotion. “And last night… something changed. I 

can’t even explain it fully. It was like my whole soul exhaled.”  

Nora listened, present.  

Emily continued, “I received a message from Caleb. Out of nowhere. 

He’s... doing well. And it reminded me that nothing given in love 

disappears. It just waits for the right time to bloom. I needed 

someone to share that with. You.”  

“Oh, Em,” Nora breathed. “I’m so glad you called. I’ve been thinking 

of you lately. You sound... different. Lighter.”  

“I feel it,” Emily whispered. “Like I’m finally beginning to live from 

the flame inside. Not in spite of the past, but because of it. And I 

know now... I want to keep showing up. For others. For myself. For 

whatever’s next.”  
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There was a pause. Then Nora said, “Maybe it’s time we meet. Really 

meet. Share space again.”  

Emily nodded, even though Nora couldn’t see it. “Yes. Let’s do that.”  

The afternoon sun filtered gently through the canopy of trees, 

casting dappled light on the path beneath their feet. Emily and Nora 

walked slowly, their steps in rhythm, the silence between them full 

of unspoken understanding. The park was quiet, save for the soft 

rustling of leaves and the occasional chirp of a bird overhead.  

Emily inhaled the warm air and smiled faintly. “I didn’t realize how 

much I missed this... just walking, no rush, no masks.”  

Nora glanced at her, a soft grin on her lips. “You always walked like 

you were listening to something deeper. Still do.”  

Emily laughed quietly. “Maybe I was. Maybe I am more now than 

ever.”  

They paused at a bend in the path where a small wooden bench 

waited beneath an old jacaranda tree. They sat without saying 

much, just letting the moment hold them.  

After a while, Nora turned to her. “So… what’s next for you, Emily? 

With all that’s shifting?”  

Emily leaned back, her eyes lifted to the sky. “It’s strange. I don’t 

have a full map, but I feel drawn to create again—from a clearer 

place. Not just to sing, but to share something real. I think the music 

is becoming more of a ministry than performance. A language of 

healing.” Nora reached over, gently squeezing her hand. “That 

sounds like you. The real you. The one who always carried embers 

no one else could see.”  
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Emily looked down at their hands, her voice quiet but certain. “And 

maybe it’s time I stop waiting for the world to catch up with the fire 

I carry. Maybe it’s time I let it burn and light the way.”  

They sat in silence again, the wind picking up slightly, scattering a 

few blossoms onto the ground around them like blessings.  

As they sat beneath the jacaranda tree, the falling petals reminded 

Emily of the seasons that had passed—of all she had lost and all she 

had rebuilt. Nora’s presence beside her was like a gentle breeze: not 

intrusive, not forceful, just there.  

“I’m glad we could walk,” Nora said softly, her voice carrying the 

warmth of shared years. “No expectations. Just… being.”  

Emily nodded, watching a few blossoms settle on her lap. “It’s rare 

these days, you know.  

I'm just sitting with someone and feeling safe without needing to 

explain everything.”  

“You don’t have to,” Nora said simply. “I know you’ve been through 

enough.”  

Emily turned to her, eyes clear but measured. “It’s not that I don’t 

appreciate people. It’s just... I’ve learned that not everyone who 

claps for you wants you to rise. Some only come close to gather your 

sparks—and vanish when the flame burns low.”  

Nora lowered her gaze. “I know. I’ve seen it. And I’ve been one of 

those who stood too far when I should have drawn near.”  

Emily smiled faintly, forgivingly. “You’re here now.”  

That was enough.  

At that moment, she didn’t need to give more than she was ready 

for. She didn’t need to open all her doors. The quiet companionship 
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was its own balm. And as the sky deepened into the hues of early 

evening, Emily felt something subtle but certain: trust, in small 

steps, was returning—not because she forced it - but because she 

allowed it to unfold.  

After Nora left, Emily remained beneath the jacaranda tree, her gaze 

drifting upward to the canopy of soft violet. The hush of the evening 

settled around her like a blanket, and for a long while, she sat in 

stillness, the notebook resting lightly in her lap. Her fingers traced 

the edges of the page where she'd scribbled down the lyrics 

earlier—words written in a moment of quiet yearning, words 

meant for her son.  

She read them again, slowly this time. Each line seemed to breathe 

with memory and prayer:  

“May your steps find light even when I’m not near.  

May your heart remember where love was first clear.  

And if the winds of the world ever pull you astray,  

May you find your way home in the flame of this grace.”  

A sudden ache swelled behind her ribs—not painful but full. Full of 

the love that had never stopped growing, full of questions she never 

got to ask, full of prayers, she whispered into the silence of night 

when he crossed her mind like a tide returning.  

Was he well?  

Did he remember her songs, the soft hums she used to sing while 

braiding his hair or packing his schoolbag?  

Did he know she still lit a candle for him some nights, not out of 

worry, but reverence?  
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She closed her eyes. She could almost hear his laughter again—

small, unfiltered, from a time when the world was simple and their 

little home was full of shared joy and struggle. He was far away now, 

grown into a life of his own, shaped by choices and places she could 

no longer reach with her hands, only with her heart.  

But this song… this song" was a reaching. It was her heart stretched 

across a distance. Her way of reminding him: I see you still. I love 

you still. The door is always open.  

She whispered softly into the quiet:  

“Lord, let these words carry my love where my voice cannot reach. 

Let them find him wherever he is and remind him of who he is—of 

who You are in him.”  

She pressed the page to her chest and sat there, letting the tears 

come, not from sorrow, but from the sacred ache of a mother’s 

enduring love.  

As dusk deepened into night, Emily rose from beneath the 

jacaranda and walked back into the house. The air was still, and 

everything seemed wrapped in a hushed expectancy. On the way to 

her room, her eyes fell on a small, dust-covered box tucked into the 

corner of the shelf. She hadn’t touched it in years.  

Curious, she pulled it down and opened it slowly. Inside were 

scattered remnants of a life lived in love and longing: a crumpled 

ticket from her son's first school performance, a photo of the two of 

them laughing under the sun, a handwritten card with the words, 

“Mum, I’ll sing your songs one day too.”  

She traced the faded handwriting with trembling fingers.  

And then, tucked beneath it all, was a small, hand-carved wooden 

pendant—one her son had made for her during a school art class. It 



150 

was imperfect, a little lopsided, but it held meaning only their bond 

could explain. On one side was a rough sketch of a flame. On the 

other hand, the word “home.” Emily clutched it to her chest.  

How had she forgotten this?  

In that single object, time folded in on itself. Her past—the long, 

hard nights of sacrifice, the loneliness, the courage it took to carry 

on—and her present, full of renewed hope and a calling that burned 

brighter each day, met in quiet reunion. The flame had never gone 

out. It had only changed shape.  

She whispered, almost smiling, “Thank you for reminding me, Lord. 

The embers were never lost.”  

Gently, she slipped the pendant onto a chain and placed it around 

her neck, the weight of it grounding her in love and truth.  

With that, she walked to the corner of the room where her guitar 

rested. Her fingers brushed across the strings, and she began to 

hum—an old melody reborn with new meaning. Not just for her son 

now, but for every soul whose flame needed rekindling. The past 

had become a song.  

And the present? A sacred invitation to sing it forward.  

The studio was quiet when Emily arrived the next morning, a 

softness in the air that made it feel like holy ground. She greeted the 

sound engineer with a nod and settled into her usual spot, placing 

her notebook gently on the stool beside her. But this time, she 

carried something different.  

Around her neck, the carved pendant rested gently against her skin, 

warm now from her touch, like it had absorbed something sacred 

in the night.  
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She closed her eyes as the quiet hum of the studio equipment filled 

the space. The guitar sat across her lap, and with the soft strum of 

the first chord, the melody found her fingers as if it had been 

waiting all along.  

But it wasn’t just a melody.  

It was memory and promise, ache, and hope bound together.  

As she began to sing, the sound came from deeper than before. Each 

note felt like prayer, like testimony. The lyrics—words she had 

written in the stillness of her longing for her son—rose now like 

incense. She sang of fire, of distance, of silent prayers whispered 

into empty rooms. She sang of return—not just of a son to his 

mother, but of a heart back to its centre, to its voice, to its truth.  

The engineer glanced up quietly from the booth, not wanting to 

break the moment.  

Something in the room had shifted. This wasn’t just a song. It was a 

baptism in sound.  

When the final note faded, Emily sat in silence. She didn’t move. She 

let the stillness speak.  

The flame had found form.  

And the studio—this small, soundproof room—had become her 

altar.  

The stage lights were soft but steady, casting a warm glow over the 

outdoor platform set up for the community music event. Emily 

stood quietly behind the curtain, her hands clasped around the mic. 

Her name had been announced—"A voice of resilience and soul, 

Emily returns with something new."  
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She walked forward, not with the boldness of ego, but with the quiet 

assurance of someone who had walked through fire and still chose 

to sing.  

The crowd was mixed—familiar faces, strangers, elders, and young 

artists. There were eyes filled with expectation, ears open with 

curiosity. But Emily didn’t look at the crowd just yet. She closed her 

eyes and took a deep breath, touching the pendant around her neck 

one last time before the music began.  

The first notes of her new song, “Urejesho Upya”, drifted across the 

audience. The instrumentation was simple and intentional. Her 

voice emerged, gentle but unwavering, a voice layered with 

texture—memory, healing, motherhood, and transformation.  

And then the lyrics carried it home.  

People in the audience grew still. Some leaned forward. Others 

closed their eyes, letting the song sink in. It was as though Emily’s 

voice wrapped around each person individually, offering something 

unspoken but deeply needed.  

Halfway through, Emily opened her eyes.  

She met the gaze of a woman in the third row—eyes wide with 

emotion.  

She saw a man standing still at the back, hand to his heart.  

A child dancing softly near the edge of the crowd.  

Her voice lifted stronger.  

She was no longer just singing for herself or even just for her son. 

She was singing for every heart that had ever longed to return 

home—home to themselves, to God, to their centre of truth.  
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As the last note lingered, there was silence before the applause—

thick, sacred silence. The kind that says, we heard you. We felt that. 

We needed it.  

And then the clapping began—waves of it, from every corner of the 

crowd.  

Emily bowed her head quietly. She wasn’t there for the applause.  

She was there because the flame had asked her to show up.  

And she had.  

As Emily stepped down from the stage, a soft breeze met her cheeks, 

cooling the heat that still lingered from the spotlight. People 

approached with gentle smiles and warm nods, but she moved 

slowly, giving herself space.  

One woman, with tear-brimmed eyes and a child at her side, 

reached out and lightly touched Emily's arm.  

“That song… Urejesho Upya… it felt like you were singing straight 

from my own life,” she said. “Thank you. I just… needed to say that.”  

  

Emily met her eyes, softened by sincerity. “Thank you for listening,” 

she replied, her voice low but warm. “May it keep giving you 

strength, even in the quiet.”  

The woman nodded, her grip tightening slightly on her child’s hand 

before walking off into the dispersing crowd.  

Emily turned toward the edge of the venue, walking past the 

vendors and gathering spaces, until she found a small bench 

beneath a jacaranda tree just beginning to bloom. Purple blossoms 
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lay scattered like blessings on the ground. She sat, the hum of 

applause still lingering in her chest—not as noise, but as vibration.  

She pulled out her notebook—the one with worn edges and ink-

smudged pages—and opened to the lyrics she had written for her 

son.  

The words looked different now. Not just words on a page, but a 

bridge between hearts.  

She whispered to herself, “You hem me in, behind and before, and 

lay your hand upon me…” (Psalm 139:5). A scripture that had 

walked with her through many unknowns.  

Tonight, she did not need many words.  

Just the silent knowing that the embers were glowing steadily 

inside her… and the wind, at last, was in her favour.  

As Emily sat beneath the jacaranda tree, the scent of its blooms 

mingled with the evening air, something in her heart began to 

move—gently at first, like the faint tremble of wind across still 

water. It wasn’t a thought she could catch or a decision she had 

made, but a deeper stirring—like something ancient had awakened 

quietly within her.  

The song she had just performed wasn’t just a performance. It had 

been a release. A declaration. A return.  

She found herself holding her breath—not out of fear, but 

reverence. As if the moment itself was sacred. Something had 

shifted. Not loudly, not dramatically, but undeniably. The kind of 

shift that happens when truth settles deeper than it ever has before.  

In that stillness, a new kind of yearning rose. Not for applause or 

validation, but for alignment—for her life, her art, her presence to 
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flow even more honestly from the fire that burned within. It wasn’t 

about chasing dreams anymore. It was about embodying them. 

Living them from the centre of who she was becoming.  

She closed her eyes, her fingers resting lightly on her notebook. She 

could almost feel the next lyric taking shape—not just for a song, 

but for her next step. A new melody was forming, not to please 

others, but to testify to her own becoming.  

The flame within wasn’t flickering anymore. It was steady. Clear. 

And ready.  

Emily opened her notebook slowly, feeling the weight of the 

moment press gently on her chest like a holy hush. The stillness 

around her was not empty—it was filled with presence. With her 

pen resting against the page, she didn’t need to search for the right 

words. They came like breath. Like water. Like truth rising from the 

deepest part of her soul. She whispered softly, almost inaudibly at 

first:  

“Lord, You have searched me, and You know me. You know when I 

sit and when I rise. You perceive my thoughts from afar.”  

—Psalm 139:1–2  

Her voice grew steadier as she prayed:  

“God, I thank You for this quiet fire You’ve lit within me. Thank You 

for the journey that shaped me, the breaking that opened me, and 

the embers that never died even in the coldest nights. Thank you for 

my son, for the gift of life we share even across a distance. I trust 

You are walking with him even when I cannot. I surrender him into 

Your care again today, and I receive Your peace that passes all 

understanding.”  

She paused, her eyes wet, not with sorrow but with deep release.  
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“I ask You to guide my steps from this place of wholeness—not fear, 

not striving, but love. Let my music continue to carry Your light, 

even when I can’t see the full path ahead. Let each note and word 

be a vessel of Your healing and truth. Let me continue to live from 

the flames You’ve kindled inside me.”  

She turned the page and wrote the words slowly, letting them settle:  

“Being confident of this very thing, that He who began a good work 

in me will carry it on to completion until the day of Christ Jesus.”  

—Philippians 1:6  

Closing the notebook, Emily breathed in the quiet and smiled. This 

was not the end of the journey. It was the grounding of her voice. A 

prayer made melody, a life lived as song.  

Emily sat by the window, notebook in her lap, the late afternoon sun 

spilling golden light across the pages where her lyrics rested. Each 

line was a thread woven from joy, loss, healing, and revelation—a 

tapestry of her walk through the fire and into light. These songs 

weren’t just melodies. They were her testimony. The flames of 

happiness ignited within her had formed the very heart of her 

music.  

She gently ran her fingers over the title of her latest song, “Urejesho 

Upya”—The Restoration." The lyrics carried her journey, her 

surrender, her becoming. And now, the quiet fire inside her 

whispered it was time. It's time to let the songs go. Not just into 

private hands or whispered moments, but into the open. A portal, a 

place where hearts could meet her own across the unseen bridge of 

sound and spirit.  

Her mind began to move with practical thoughts: digital 

distribution, public platforms, and visual storytelling. Perhaps even 
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a short documentary sharing her testimony behind each song. But 

more than anything, she wanted to release these songs with 

intention—letting them live not only as art but as a kind of prayer, 

an offering of her embers to those still finding their flame.  

She opened her phone and began jotting notes:  

Upload full album to a public streaming site  

Share “Sioni Haya” as the anchor story—include testimony  

Pair each song with a short message or scripture  

Consider hosting a virtual listening night—invite those who’ve 

supported me  

Maybe call the public release series “Flames of Happiness”  

As she wrote, she felt clarity settle in her chest like a deep breath.  

This wasn’t about seeking fame. It was about giving voice to what 

once had no voice. About standing in her truth, unashamed. The 

lyrics were more than hers—they were echoes of God’s work in 

her. Releasing them was her way of worship. A smile spread across 

her face, soft and sure.  

She whispered aloud to the stillness, “Let the flame speak.”  

Emily sat quietly at the edge of her bed, the soft glow of her phone 

screen lighting up her face in the dim room. The new song had been 

out for just a few hours—she had uploaded it late the night before, 

without a grand announcement or expectation. It's just a quiet 

offering.  

Now, as she scrolled through the online platform, she saw the 

notifications beginning to ripple like gentle waves—comments, 
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shares, and private messages. Some were simple: “This touched me 

deeply.” Others were raw, trembling with vulnerability: “I listened 

to this and cried. Thank you for putting this into words.”  

Her eyes filled with tears—not out of pride, but from a deeper 

recognition. Her voice, her wounds transformed into melody, had 

become a mirror for others. Her testimony wrapped in song, gently 

resting in the hearts of strangers.  

One message caught her breath. “I was about to give up today… and 

then I heard your song. I felt seen. I felt something shift.”  

Emily closed her eyes, laying the phone on her chest, feeling its faint 

warmth. Her heart beat slower, deeper. This was not fame. This was 

ministry. The flames of her happiness were no longer hers alone—

they flickered in the silence of headphones, in long commutes, in 

late night prayers of others she’d never meet.  

She whispered aloud, "Lord, may these songs reach those who need 

them most. Let them find comfort, hope, and the courage to carry 

on." Her fingers gently traced the lyrics she’d scribbled days ago—

each word now finding a life far beyond her own.  

At that moment, she didn’t need applause or stages. Her song was 

already flying.  

Later that evening, as the sky turned a dusky blue and the last rays 

of sunlight stretched across the windowpane, Emily’s phone 

buzzed again. She picked it up, expecting another notification—but 

paused when she saw it was a direct message. The name wasn’t 

familiar.  

“Hello Emily. I hope this isn’t too forward, but I needed to write to 

you. I heard your new song, “Urejesho Upya”, and I don’t think I’ve 

ever wept like that. I’ve been going through something very 
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heavy—something I haven’t shared with anyone. Your lyrics spoke 

directly into it. It was like God used your voice to say what my heart 

couldn’t express.”  

The message continued, each word unravelling with quiet 

desperation and gratitude:  

“I thought I was alone. I thought maybe my faith had failed me. But 

hearing your song reminded me that restoration is real, that healing 

can still happen. Thank you, Emily. I don’t know how to explain it, 

but I think your song saved me today.”  

Emily held the message gently in her gaze, her eyes misted once 

again. She knew what it was to feel lost and then found by grace. To 

be held by words that didn’t come from her strength alone.  

She typed back slowly, with reverence:  

“Thank you for sharing your heart with me. You are not alone. Your 

pain matters. Your healing matters. And yes—restoration is real. 

I'm so humbled that the song could reach you. May the light within 

you keep rising.”  

She sat back, breathing in the moment. This—this was the fire she 

had carried through her darkest nights. And now, it was becoming 

light for someone else.  

Emily set her phone down quietly and drew her knees to her chest, 

wrapping her arms around them as she stared out the window into 

the quiet night. The words from the message still echoed in her 

spirit—not just the gratitude, but the deep, raw ache behind them. 

It stirred something sacred inside her.  

She thought of her own journey—not in abstract memories, but in 

vivid heartbeats. The cold nights when songs were prayers with no 

audience. The lonely walks after rejection. The sting of 



160 

abandonment from those she once trusted. The weary silence after 

pouring her soul into music that went unnoticed. And then—this. A 

single message from a stranger, a soul on the edge, whispering, 

“Your song saved me.”  

It was never just about melodies. It was never just lyrics on paper. 

It had always been something more.  

Her mind drifted to a verse she had clung to through years of quiet 

labour:  

“The Lord is near to the brokenhearted and saves those who are 

crushed in spirit.” —Psalm 34:18.  

She whispered it aloud, letting the words become breath:  

“Lord, you were near to me in every wilderness. Let this be Your 

sound, not mine. Let every flame You lit in me burn as light for 

another.”  

She bowed her head, her heart opening like a book before God.  

“I see now, Lord… this music—it is testimony. These lyrics—my 

altar. My son, my scars, my silence—they’re all part of this offering. 

Use it. Let Your Spirit reach where I cannot.”  

She felt a familiar warmth wrap around her—like embers glowing 

anew. Not fire for destruction, but for light, for comfort, for 

guidance. Her journey had become a quiet fire, and its warmth was 

no longer hers alone.  

And in that sacred stillness, she promised herself:  

She would not dim the flame. Not now. Not ever.  

Emily's Prayer of Gratitude and Blessing  
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Dear Heavenly Father,  

You who see in secret, You who know every tear that has fallen 

unseen—  

Tonight, I come before You with a heart full of wonder and quiet 

praise.  

Not just for what You’ve done in me, but for what You’ve done 

through others.  

For every hand that reached out when I had no strength left—  

For those who did not need to understand me fully to offer me 

kindness— For those who spoke life into me, who whispered 

hope when I forgot my own name—  

Lord, I thank You.  

For the radio host who walked with me to meet the soul touched by 

my song.  

For the silent friend who gave without ever asking for recognition.  

For the mentors, the strangers, the listeners who became vessels of 

Your grace—  

I lift them to You now.  

Lord, bless those who stood in love.  

Bless them for every seed of encouragement they sowed in weary 

soil.  

May they reap peace where they once gave comfort,  
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May their hearts be strengthened just as they once 

strengthened mine. And for those still in their quiet 

battles, still walking through shadows—  

Lord, shine the light of Your face upon them.  

Let the flames of joy ignite even in places of despair.  

Let them know they are not forgotten, that You are near to the 

brokenhearted.  

Heal them. Hold them. Carry them, just as You carried me.  

As you have written a song in me,  

Write songs in them, too—  

Songs of freedom, songs of restoration,  

Songs of rising from ashes with beauty and purpose.  

And for every voice that lifted mine,  

May Heaven return a thousand-fold strength to the strength they 

gave.  

In the name of Jesus,  

Amen.  

Excerpt from Emily’s Journal  

The evening was quiet, golden with the final warmth of sunset. The 

weight of the day softened around her shoulders as she sat by her 

window, journal open, pen in hand. The world outside was still, but 

inside, her heart was glowing with gratitude—not the loud kind, 
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but the gentle, steady hum of thankfulness that grows deeper with 

time.  

She thought about how far she had come. Not just in music or in 

healing, but in faith. And she knew—this path was never walked 

alone.  

She pressed her pen to the page, letting the words rise from that 

sacred place within.  

---  

Dear Heavenly Father,  

You who see in secret, You who know every tear that has fallen 

unseen—  

Tonight, I come before You with a heart full of wonder and quiet 

praise.  

Not just for what You’ve done in me, but for what You’ve done 

through others.  

For every hand that reached out when I had no strength left—  

For those who did not need to understand me fully to offer me 

kindness—  

For those who spoke life into me, who whispered hope when I 

forgot my own name—  

Lord, I thank You.  

For the radio host who walked with me to meet the soul touched by 

my song.  

For the silent friend who gave without ever asking for recognition.  
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For the mentors, the strangers, the listeners who became vessels of 

Your grace—  

I lift them to You now.  

Lord, bless those who stood in love.  

Bless them for every seed of encouragement they sowed in weary 

soil.  

May they reap peace where they once gave comfort,  

May their hearts be strengthened just as they once 

strengthened mine. And for those still in their quiet 

battles, still walking through shadows—  

Lord, shine the light of Your face upon them.  

Let the flames of joy ignite even in places of despair.  

Let them know they are not forgotten, that You are near to the 

brokenhearted.  

Heal them. Hold them. Carry them, just as You carried me.  

As you have written a song in me,  

Write songs in them, too—  

Songs of freedom, songs of restoration,  

Songs of rising from ashes with beauty and purpose.  

And for every voice that lifted mine,  

May Heaven return a thousandfold strength to the strength they 

gave.  
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In the name of Jesus,  

Amen.  

She closed the journal gently, resting her hand over its cover. Her 

heart was quiet, full, and fiercely alive.  

As the evening drew in, Emily felt no need to rush, no pressure to 

perform or explain. There was just this: the quiet presence of God, 

the stillness of gratitude, and the whispered knowledge that 

nothing given in love had been in vain.  

She reached for her journal, not to record events, but to speak 

from her heart. And as she wrote, her words became a prayer—

not just for herself, but for every soul that had walked with her, 

even for a moment. Dear Heavenly Father…  

[full prayer as written previously]  

As she closed the journal, a soft piece of peace settled over her. This 

wasn’t an ending. It was a sealing. A breath before the next 

unfolding. The music, the journey, the flames of happiness—still 

rise, still burning gently.  
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Chapter Thirteen  

Ashes into Light  

he morning was hushed, still carrying the weight of a night 

full of dreams. Emily stood at the edge of her small garden, 

fingers gently grazing the petals of a single white lily that 

had bloomed overnight. Its quiet beauty reminded her of how far 

she had come—of the things that had broken, healed, and bloomed 

within her.  

She whispered a silent prayer, not out of ritual, but from the 

wellspring of gratitude that had grown inside her. The lyrics of her 

latest song stirred softly in her mind, not yet fully formed, but 

already alive. There was something sacred about this new 

composition. It wasn’t just another song—it was a bridge. A bridge 

from her solitude to the hearts still searching, still aching.  

Later that day, an invitation arrived—an opportunity to speak and 

sing at a small gathering in a quiet town church known for hosting 

intimate evenings of testimony through song. It wasn’t a grand 

stage, but it carried the weight of something more: authenticity, 

heart, and raw presence.  

T 
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Emily felt a quiet knowing inside her—the kind that didn’t shout 

but nudged gently. She would go. Not because she was ready, but 

because something greater was asking her to step forward once 

more. This chapter wasn’t about arrival—it was about emergence.  

The quiet in Emily’s spirit had settled like dawn mist—soft, patient, 

sure. Something sacred was taking root, not with noise or applause, 

but with the weight of meaning. She no longer felt the urgency to 

explain herself. Her life—her music, her prayer, her healing—was 

beginning to speak on its own.  

One afternoon, as the soft golden light of day filtered through her 

window, Emily sat beside her journal. She had opened it without 

expectation, but something moved her fingers slowly across the 

page.  

“Lord, You turned my mourning into dancing, You removed my 

sackcloth and clothed me with joy. This joy is not loud. It is steady. 

Not boastful, but burning. It is enough.”  

She paused, then added a line of lyrics beneath her prayer. They had 

come to her in a dream the night before, quiet but persistent. The 

melody had stayed with her all day.  

“Light from the ashes, still warm with grace,  

You wrote a new name over my face…”  

These new lyrics were different—not just poetic, but testifying. Her 

embers had become light, and now they were illuminating 

something more than just her own story. They were guiding others.  

Later that week, someone messaged her online. A young woman 

from another town had listened to the song “Sioni Haya” and wrote, 

“I didn’t know a song could make me feel seen. I am great full for 

not being ashamed.” Emily stared at the message, tears quietly 
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tracing her cheeks. She had also listened to the song. The song that 

seemed to be born in her healing was also becoming a healing for 

someone else.  

She whispered, “Thank you, Lord.”  

The invitation came on a quiet Tuesday—an outreach crusade 

scheduled in the open grounds near a local town centre. The 

message was simple: “We would be honoured if you would come 

and minister in song. Many here have been touched by your 

testimony.”  

Emily hesitated at first, not out of fear, but out of reverence. She no 

longer sang to impress. She sang to speak the truth. Each invitation 

now felt like a sacred trust.  

She chose “Urejesho Upya” New Restoration—the song born from 

her restoration—to share. It still echoed with the fire of new 

beginnings. The night of the crusade, the crowd was large, open-

hearted, and expectant. As her voice rose under the open sky, 

something gentle broke in the air. People wept. Others lifted their 

hands. Emily, singing with both humility and clarity, felt as though 

her spirit was dancing in the flame of her purpose.  

But as she stepped off the stage and stood quietly at the edge of the 

gathering, she knew something was stirring again.  

“There’s another song,” she thought. “A song of victory. A song that 

will speak of standing, not just rising.”  

That night, she lay on her bed with her notebook beside her, staring 

at the ceiling. Words danced just out of reach, but their essence 

pulsed within her. This next piece would be different. Not just a 

reflection, but a declaration. Her life was shifting from survival into 

strength.  
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A single phrase made it onto the page before sleep overtook her:  

“I am the fire that did not burn out…”  

That night, Emily turned the phrase over in her heart like a stone 

worn smooth by time.  

“Song Of My Heart ”  

“Wimbo Wa Moyo Wangu”.   

It had come to her as a whisper, a phrase lit with sunlight. A new 

Restoration. Yes, that was the feeling. But the lyrics—those sacred 

phrases that carried the weight of her journey— had not yet 

arrived.  

She knew she couldn't rush them. This wasn’t just any praise song. 

It had to be honest. It had to carry the weight of her ashes and the 

glory of her transformation.  

As she sat quietly with her journal, she whispered a prayer: “Lord, 

give me words that dance with the truth of what You’ve done in me. 

Not borrowed joy—but the kind that’s risen from sorrow. Let it 

praise You fully.”  

She thought of the woman who had requested “Sioni Haya” to be 

aired on the radio every day. Of her son, reaching across miles with 

unexpected messages. Of the moments when no one saw her but 

God still came close.  

Yes, her feet had stumbled, but now they moved with grace. Her 

voice, once bound by pain, was learning the rhythm of freedom.  

So she waited—not in frustration, but in faith. The lyrics would 

come. When they did, she would dance them into life.  

It happened in the stillness of early morning.  
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The sun had not yet risen, but the sky was shifting—soft light 

pressing gently at the edges of night. Emily sat by her window, 

journal in hand, her spirit wide open. There was no background 

music, no humming, no script—just her breath, and a deep 

listening.  

A question rose from within, clear and bold:  

"Tell me why I should not worship Jesus."  

She paused, startled by the clarity of the words. Then another 

followed, like a wave cresting  

"Yesu umenipigania vita vikali Mungu wa Majeshi"  

Her hand began to move across the page, catching the words before 

they drifted away.  

“Yesu umenipigania vita vikali Mungu wa Majeshi…  

Yesu umeteta nao wanao teta nami Mungu wa Majeshi…  

Bwana umeutawala uwanja wa vita…  

Simba wa Yuda nani kama wewe Bwana"  

Why would I not thank Him? Her eyes welled. She wasn’t just 

writing. She was remembering—every valley, every rescue, every 

undeserved embrace. The pain had not disappeared, but it had 

become a vessel for praise. And now, her heart danced ahead of her 

pen, rushing toward the chorus:  

"Joy of Life joy I'm feeling…  

Joy of life joy I'm feeling…  

Joy of life joy I'm feeling…  
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This is the song of my heart. "  

She leaned back and closed her eyes. The lyrics pulsed with life—

authentic, unfiltered. This was no longer just a song. It was a living 

altar, a praise that had grown through ashes into light.  

Emily didn’t rush to arrange the song. She knew better now. Every 

lyric needed to breathe in her soul first—needed to pass through 

the memories, the healing, the joy that came with surrender. 

“Flames of Happiness” wasn’t just a chapter title anymore. It was 

her lens, her offering, the very altar upon which her music was 

formed.  

As she sat with her journal open, the song resting quietly on the 

page, she began to trace her journey backward—not to dwell in 

sorrow but to draw from it the oil of gladness.  

She remembered the days she walked alone, the betrayals that tried 

to silence her voice, the collapsing of what she had once built… and 

the sacred embers that remained. The laughter in the sick woman’s 

home when “Sioni Haya” played on the radio. The quiet nights when 

only God knew how she felt. The moments on stage where she sang 

not to perform, but to offer her heart.  

Now, these flames were guiding her once again.  

She whispered through tears, almost in prayer:  

“Lord, this joy is not shallow—it is born of fire.  

Let every word I write carry the scent of that burning bush where 

You met me.  

Let this song be my dance of gratitude.”  
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And so, Emily didn’t write just to sing—she waited to feel the weight 

of her journey until every word became worship until the lyrics rose 

not from her mind but from the centre of her truth.  

The joy of completion warmed Emily’s entire being. As she clicked 

“Upload” and watched the progress bar rise steadily, it felt as though 

she were setting a flame into the world—a pure offering born of her 

joy, pain, and restoration. Song Of My Heart was no longer just her 

dance—it was a declaration of victory that others would now hear, 

feel, and hopefully dance with too.  

As the song went live, a sense of quiet gratitude enveloped her. She 

leaned back, eyes closed, and whispered, “Thank you, Lord. This… 

"this is Yours.""  

But just as the moment settled, her phone vibrated beside her. A 

message had arrived.  

She picked it up slowly, expecting nothing more than a casual 

response or a congratulatory note. But it wasn’t that.  

It read:  

“Blessings, Emily. We felt led to invite you to minister in song at our 

two-day crusade this weekend. We believe the Lord has placed a 

message in you for this generation. Will you come?”  

For a moment, she simply stared at the screen. It was unexpected—

but also unmistakably timed.  

A surge of clarity rose in her spirit. Yes, she thought, I am ready.  

This wasn’t just about performing a song. It was about speaking—

speaking from the place of testimony, of truth, of transformation. 

Her journey wasn’t just hers anymore. It was becoming light for 

others.  
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She replied with a calm certainty:  

“Yes. I will come.”  

And as she prepared for the crusade, there was no fear. No 

hesitation. Just a sacred readiness—like someone who had passed 

through fire and emerged holding light.  

The sun was beginning to set as Emily arrived at the open grounds 

where the crusade was already drawing a crowd. The soft hum of 

worship filled the air, punctuated by the sound of people gathering 

in expectant prayer. But beneath the joy, a quiet storm stirred in her 

heart.  

She recognized a few faces in the crowd—faces from her past. Some 

had once stood beside her, and others had walked away. A few, she 

remembered too well, had whispered unkind words and dismissed 

her efforts when she had struggled to hold things together. Now 

they sat in neat rows, waiting to hear her sing. Waiting to see if the 

same Emily they had once looked down on could now rise in the 

grace she claimed.  

She felt her throat tighten, her palms dampening around the 

microphone as she stood backstage.  

“Yesu umenipigania vita vikali Mungu wa Majeshi...”  

The lyrics echoed quietly in her mind like a gentle shield. Tell me 

why I shouldn’t worship Jesus… The question wasn’t just 

rhetorical—it was defiant. It was truth wrapped in melody.  

“Yesu umenipigania vita vikali Mungu wa Majeshi"  

Because even when others turned their backs, even when her name 

was twisted in mouths that knew her only in fragments—Jesus had 

remained.  
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She breathed in deeply, the warmth of her flame steadying her.  

When the host called her name, she walked out slowly—

deliberately—not with arrogance - but with purpose. There was no 

need to defend herself. Her life, her song, was the message.  

Taking the mic, she looked out over the crowd, not searching for 

faces but offering her whole heart to every soul.  

And then she sang.  

“Yesu umenipigania vita vikali Munguwa Majeshi…  

Yesu umeteta nao wanao  teta nami Munguwa Majeshi…  

Bwana umeutawala 
uwanja wa vita… 
Simba wa Yuda nani 
kama wewe Bwana..."   
 
the chorus burst 
forth:  
"Joy of life...  
Joy, I'm feeling…  
Joy of life…  
Joy, I'm feeling...  
Joy of life…  
Joy, I'm feeling   
This is the song of my heart. "  
 
Some wept. Others smiled. A few stayed still, their silence not 

defiant but pierced.  

She didn’t sing to prove anything. She sang because she was free.  

And for those who had once doubted her, her song became a gentle 

fire—melting old judgments and stirring new awe.  
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Later that evening, when the echoes of applause had faded and the 

crowd had scattered, Emily sat alone on a bench near the back of 

the field. The night air was cool against her skin, the stars quiet 

witnesses to the moment.  

She held her phone in one hand, still glowing from the message that 

had summoned her here, and from the one she’d just received—

simple words from a stranger: “Your song broke something in me. I 

can breathe again. Thank you.”  

She closed her eyes and let the message sink in.  

The ground beneath her feet had once felt like a graveyard of broken 

dreams, of voices that dismissed her, doors that had closed too 

soon, and friendships that faltered under the weight of envy and 

misunderstanding. And yet here she was, not just standing but 

singing. Dancing.  

A quiet joy settled in her chest—not the loud joy of crowds or the 

applause of a stage, but the still joy of a soul that has survived the 

fire and found its light.  

Her mind drifted to the chapters of her journey—The Hard Work of 

Love, The Voice Within, A Song, A Flame, A Prayer... Ashes into Light.  

Each one had carved something new in her, burned something old 

away, and taught her to carry her voice like a torch.  

Tonight wasn’t about proving anything. It was about witnessing.  

She whispered softly into the night, “Lord, I see it now. You used 

every wound, every silence, every no. And somehow... somehow, 

you made it a song.”  
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She let her hand rest over her heart and stayed there in the quiet—

beneath the stars, with the joy that didn't shout but glowed, steady 

and real.  

The night before the crusade, Emily sat by the window, her fingers 

brushing gently over her phone screen. The newly recorded song, 

“Song Of My Heart”, had just been uploaded. Joy pulsed through her 

chest as she whispered the lyrics under her breath. It wasn’t just a 

song — it was a declaration. A victory cry. A testimony wrapped in 

melody.  

And then the message came.  

An invitation to minister through music for two days in the very 

place where whispers once bruised her name, where some had 

mocked her beginnings and questioned her rise. She stared at the 

message for a moment. Her heart beat steadily — not from fear, but 

from quiet strength. The flames of happiness were no longer 

flickering. They burned with purpose now.  

The air that night felt still, almost sacred. Emily stood before the 

mirror, not to check her appearance, but to face herself. The woman 

staring back had come a long way. She thought of the ridicule, the 

silent exclusions, the open rejections she’d endured — some by the 

very people she would now sing before. Her heart trembled not 

with fear but with the weight of truth, ready to be sung aloud.  

Her voice whispered softly, “Yesu umenipigania vita vikali Mungu wa 

Majeshi...”  

 The first line of her new song was not just lyrical — it was her 

defence, her courage, her offering. “Tell me,” she murmured, “why I 

shouldn’t worship the One who lifted me out of ashes?”  
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She walked to the edge of her bed and sat with her journal. These 

weren’t just lyrics — they were prayers. They were flames of joy 

rising out of a furnace of pain. She remembered the nights of silent 

tears, the quiet walks through shame, the broken bridges she’d 

chosen not to burn — and now she was returning not in bitterness 

but in praise.  

Lord, she prayed in her heart, You’ve turned my mourning into 

dancing. If I must stand before those who once dismissed me, let it 

be with grace. Let it be with joy. Let the lyrics not condemn, but set 

hearts free.  

Her eyes lifted toward the heavens. She wasn’t going to perform. 

She was going to testify.  

The sun was beginning to dip low as Emily stepped out of the car, 

her guitar slung gently over her back. The air buzzed with soft 

greetings, children’s laughter, and the distant thump of 

microphones being tested. A few familiar faces caught her eye — 

some surprised, others smiling with restrained curiosity. But none 

of that pierced the quiet joy she carried.  

She had come in peace. More than that — she had come in song.  

Her heart beat steadily beneath her dress, the colours of her outfit 

a reflection of her spirit: bold, renewed, and quietly radiant. A 

young girl ran past her, giggling, holding onto her mother’s skirt. 

Emily smiled. There was something healing about this open space, 

this gathering where souls came searching, just as she once had.  

A soft breeze lifted the edge of her scarf as she walked toward the 

stage area. Volunteers were adjusting speakers and draping cloth 

over chairs. The host, who recognized her immediately, waved with 

warmth, “Emily! You made it. We’ve been looking forward to this.”  
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She returned the wave with a grateful nod. “I’m honoured to be 

here,” she said simply, her voice steady with the calm she’d prayed 

for.  

This wasn’t just about being seen. It was about singing from the 

place of truth within her — a song born in silence, now ready to rise 

in praise.  

As the crowd settled, evening lights casting a golden hue over the 

gathering, Emily stood backstage with her guitar in hand. The 

emcee spoke passionately into the microphone, warming up the 

crowd and building anticipation. And then, her name was called — 

softly, but with weight.  

“Tonight, we welcome a daughter of the flame. One who once 

walked through ashes and now returns with a song of joy. Please, 

welcome Emily.”  

Applause followed, some clapping loud and familiar, others more 

reserved. Emily walked to the centre of the platform, her heart calm, 

her soul bright. She stood before them — not as the woman they 

once misunderstood, judged, or doubted — but as the one who had 

survived, transformed, and been set ablaze by grace.  

She took a breath, then gently strummed the first chord.  

"Yesu umenipigania vita vikali Mungu wa Majeshi…”  

Her voice, mellow and certain, flowed over the people like a river at 

dawn. The lyrics rose, verse by verse, a testimony wrapped in 

melody:  

“Yesu umenipigania vita vikali Mungu wa Majeshi… Yesu umeteta nao 

wanao teta nami Mungu wa Majeshi..  
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Bwana umeutawala uwanja wa vita...  

Simba wa Yuda nani kama wewe Bwana..”  

Then came the chorus — rising like a sunrise.  

“Joy of life joy I'm feeling…  

Joy of life joy I'm feeling..  

Joy of life joy I'm feeling...  

This is the song of my heart”  

Hands began to lift, tears formed in eyes, and heads bowed in quiet 

awe. The crowd began to move — some dancing, others swaying, 

many simply listening. Emily was no longer singing to the pain of 

the past — she was singing through it, and it was reaching hearts.  

She smiled between verses, letting the joy move her feet lightly 

across the stage. There was freedom here. The kind that couldn’t be 

given or taken away by people’s opinions — the kind birthed in 

surrender, tested in fire, and released in praise. And for those who 

had once hurt her — her song wasn’t bitter. It was an offering. An 

invitation to witness grace.  

When the final note lingered in the air, silence fell for a moment 

before the crowd erupted in applause, some shouting, "Amina!" and 

"Bwana asifiwe!" — a collective praise, not just for the song, but for 

the unseen journey behind it.  

Emily stepped back from the microphone, her heart swelling with 

something more than pride — something closer to peace.  

Backstage, as the applause still echoed outside, Emily stepped away 

from the lights, her guitar now resting gently against a chair. She 

found a quiet corner beneath the canvas of the tent, sat down, and 
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wrapped her arms around herself—not in fear or shame, but in 

deep reverence for the moment.  

She closed her eyes.  

Lord... she whispered silently in her heart, You really brought me 

here. Through the fire, through rejection, through silence. And now, 

here I am, dancing in victory.  

There was a hush within her spirit. A sacred stillness.  

She thought of the nights she wept alone, doubting if her songs 

would ever find a place to bloom. She remembered the faces of 

those who once dismissed her, their words sharp and cold. Yet 

tonight, her voice had reached even them—not to condemn, but to 

speak of the love that had never left her side.  

The lyrics she had sung still stirred in her chest like soft embers: 

Song Of My Heart… They weren’t just words. They were proof. Of 

survival. Of healing. Of transformation.  

Emily pulled out her journal from her bag, its pages worn and 

tender with prayers and songs, and slowly wrote:  

“This night, I did not sing to prove anything. I sang because the 

flames of happiness are real.  

They burn without destroying. They illuminate the path for others.”  

She paused, tears brimming in her eyes, but they did not fall. She 

was too full of quiet joy.  

Thank You, Lord, she breathed. For turning what they thought was 

my ending into a new beginning. For giving me songs instead of 

silence, praise instead of pain.  
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And as the night wore on, she remained still for a while longer—not 

because she was uncertain, but because she wanted to honour the 

stillness, the silence after the sound, the presence after the praise.  

Emily returned home that night beneath a soft, moonlit sky. The 

streets were quiet, and the hum of the crusade still lingered in her 

ears like a gentle echo. Her footsteps were slow— not from 

weariness, but from a desire to stay in the quiet awe of everything 

that had just unfolded.  

When she stepped into her house, she didn’t turn on the lights right 

away. Instead, she let the dim glow from the window guide her 

through the familiar space. She placed her bag down, removed her 

shoes, and sank into the chair by the window—the same one where 

so many prayers had been whispered.  

Her guitar still sat in the corner, just as she’d left it before the event. 

She looked at it and smiled faintly, remembering how those strings 

had carried her message to people who once silenced her.  

Tonight had felt like more than a performance. It had been a 

homecoming of the spirit. A reclaiming of something stolen. A 

gentle vindication that didn’t demand revenge or resentment—just 

truth, sung in faith.  

Emily picked up her journal again. Her fingers moved slowly over 

the page.  

“There was a time I thought my voice would never rise again. But 

today, my voice carried joy—not anger. Healing—not vengeance. 

God didn’t bring me back to show them who I am… He brought me 

back to remind me of who He is.”  

She closed the journal softly, then leaned back in her chair, hands 

clasped over her heart. "Thank you," she whispered aloud, not to be 
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heard, but to acknowledge. "Thank you for the fire that did not 

consume me… for the flame that turned to light."  

Outside, the wind stirred gently in the trees, and inside, Emily sat in 

stillness—at peace with where she had come from and quietly 

prepared for whatever was to come next.  

The following morning, sunlight filtered gently through Emily’s 

window, casting golden warmth across the quiet room. She stirred 

slowly, not from exhaustion but from a strange peace she hadn’t felt 

in years—like waking from a long, heavy dream only to find the 

dawn still loves her.  

She sat up and wrapped her shawl around her shoulders, the fabric 

holding both comfort and memory. The house was still, yet alive 

with silent echoes—the guitar in the corner, the journal on the 

table, her folded clothes from the crusade. Reminders of a life fully 

lived, not just survived.  

Walking to the kitchen, she poured herself a cup of warm water and 

sat at the small table by the window, her gaze lifting toward the hills 

in the distance. The flames that once threatened to consume her 

were now like glowing embers—alive, not destructive. They had not 

turned her to ash. Instead, they had refined her. What remained was 

not ruin, but radiance.  

She reached for her notebook and flipped to a fresh page. This time, 

the words didn’t come with urgency or pain—they came with quiet 

purpose.  

“I didn’t come out of the fire empty. I came out carrying light. And 

that light has a name. It is joy. It is testimony. It is the voice I once 

buried, now risen.”  
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Just then, a breeze moved through the open window, lifting the 

corner of the page. It felt like grace.  

Emily smiled.  

“Song Of My Heart,” she murmured, testing the chorus on her 

tongue like honey. I dance with joy.  

Today, there was no performance, no applause, and no microphone. 

Only her, her thoughts, and the quiet knowing that she was still 

walking through her flames—but now, they were lighting her path.  

Emily cleared the dishes gently, her motions unhurried, almost 

ceremonial. The quietness of the morning became her companion 

as she moved through the familiar rhythms of her home. There was 

no rush. There is no looming deadline. Just a whisper in her spirit, 

calling her to prepare—though she didn’t fully know for what.  

She returned to her small writing table, where her worn journal lay 

open beside her Bible.  

She slid a fresh page under her pen and wrote a simple heading at 

the top:  

“Offering.”  

She wasn’t sure yet if it would become a song, a poem, a prayer—or 

maybe all three. But something inside her had begun to stir again, 

not from pain this time, but from a deeper calling. Her recent 

performance had not just been an act of courage—it had been a 

release. A quiet exhale of all that had once held her captive.  

Now, with her spirit clearer and her heart lighter, she felt ready to 

give something back. Something deeper. Something sacred.  

Her fingers traced the edge of her notebook as she whispered softly:  
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“Lord, let this next one not just be heard. Let it be felt. Let it become 

healing.”  

She began scribbling lines, half-formed melodies humming in her 

throat. Her eyes flickered occasionally to the scriptures beside her, 

pausing when a verse caught her attention:  

“You turned my mourning into dancing; you removed my sackcloth 

and clothed me with joy.”  

—Psalm 30:11  

She underlined it gently.  

It was a truth she had now lived. A truth she could now sing.  

And so, in the quiet sanctuary of her own home, with no one 

watching, Emily began to prepare—not for performance, but for 

offering.  

There was a knock at the door—soft, hesitant. Emily paused mid-

sentence, her pen hovering above the paper. For a moment, she 

considered ignoring it. These were her sacred hours, and she wasn’t 

ready to be pulled back into the noise of the outside world.  

But something about the knock—its careful rhythm—felt familiar.  

She rose and opened the door to find Ruth standing there, holding 

a small bag of ripe avocados and a slightly nervous smile.  

“I hope I’m not interrupting,” Ruth said gently, eyes scanning 

Emily’s expression. “I was passing by and thought… maybe you 

could use these.”  

Emily blinked, then smiled, motioning her in. “You’re not 

interrupting. Come in.”  
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Ruth stepped in slowly, her presence warm but respectful, aware 

that something fragile hung in the air. She glanced at the open 

journal on the table.  

“Were you writing?” she asked, setting the avocados on the counter.  

Emily nodded. “Just… something new. It’s still forming.”  

Ruth didn’t pry. She simply sat across from Emily and waited, letting 

the silence hold them both.  

Then Emily spoke, her voice quiet but steady, “Do you remember 

the first time I sang in public after everything… fell apart?”  

Ruth nodded. “Yes. You shook the ground under our feet, Emily.”  

“I didn’t do it to shake the ground,” Emily said with a soft laugh. “I 

did it to remember I still had one.”  

They both smiled.  

After a moment, Ruth leaned forward, eyes sincere. “Whatever 

you’re working on now… it feels important. Don’t let anything pull 

you away from it.”  

Emily reached for her pen again, her fingers warmed by those 

words. “I won’t.”  

Ruth stood quietly, sensing the current of unspoken thoughts still 

flowing in Emily’s heart. She rose gently, brushing imaginary 

crumbs from her skirt, and offered a parting smile.  

“I’ll leave you to it then,” she said softly. “But remember—

whatever’s rising in you… let it rise. Don’t hold it back.”  
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Emily nodded, grateful for Ruth’s presence and even more grateful 

for her absence now— because it was a rare gift to be seen and then 

left with one’s own silence.  

As the door closed behind Ruth, Emily exhaled deeply. The room 

was quiet again, but fuller somehow—filled not just with her 

thoughts but with a kind of reassurance. She turned back to her 

journal and looked at the words she had begun.  

They were raw, not yet melody. But they carried fire.  

She picked up her pen and whispered as she began to write:  

“Yesu umenipigania vita vikali Mungu wa Majeshi…”  

This wasn’t just a song anymore. It was a doorway. Her preparation 

had just deepened.  

Emily chose solitude over a crowded room. The old echoes of 

rejection, criticism, and cold stares still lived in the corners of her 

memory. Though healing had taken root, those scars reminded her 

why her safest sanctuary remained within.  

So she stayed home that day, the curtains drawn just enough for the 

morning light to slip through. She arranged her small space with 

care—a stool, her notebook, a recording mic, and a speaker. There 

was no band, no applause, no one watching. Just her voice, her 

breath, and her God.  

She stood barefoot, grounded. Then she began.  

“Yesu umenipigania vita vikali Mungu wa Majeshi…”  

The words flowed gently at first, then lifted like wings, finding wind. 

With each repetition, her voice grew steadier—not because she was 

performing, but because she was remembering. Every word 
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became a thread, sewing back the broken parts of her self-worth, 

repairing old wounds that once told her she wasn’t enough.  

She sang the chorus slowly.  

“Joy of life joy I'm feeling....  

This is the song of my heart...”  

Tears welled up in her eyes. Not of sadness—but of freedom. This 

was not the voice of someone hiding anymore. It was the voice of 

someone becoming.  

As the final note of “Song Of My Heart” lingered in the quiet air, 

Emily lowered her gaze. She let the silence breathe around her. The 

kind of silence that no longer felt like loneliness— but reverence.  

She reached for her journal, hands still trembling slightly from the 

power of what had just moved through her. She opened to a blank 

page and found her pen resting nearby, as though waiting for this 

moment.  

And softly, she began to write:  

The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want…  

Each word of Psalm 23 took on new life. Not just scripture she had 

memorized, but now truth she had lived. Through every valley she 

had walked. Through rejection, loneliness, and rising again from 

ashes that once seemed final.  

He makes me lie down in green pastures…  

He leads me beside still waters…  

He restores my soul.  
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Yes, restores. That word echoed deep. Her flames of happiness had 

not come without pain. They were born through brokenness, 

rebuilt from embers, reignited in solitude and honesty. And here 

she was again, being led to still waters—her voice no longer shaken 

by fear but steadied by grace.  

She paused, pen resting gently over the words, and allowed herself 

to look back—briefly. To the girl who once questioned if her life 

could matter. To the days when tears were her only prayer. To the 

moment, she first whispered, “I will rise again.”  

She had. And not just for herself.  

There was still more unfolding. More steps ahead. More songs 

waiting to be born. But for now, in the hush of this sacred morning, 

Emily leaned back in her chair and smiled.  

Her Shepherd had never left her. Even in the darkest shadows. Even 

in the silence.  

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life…  

And I will dwell in the house of 

the Lord forever. She closed her 

journal gently and whispered, 

“Amen.”  

Emily took a deep breath and gently typed her reply.  

"Thank you. Yes—I will walk with you as others once walked with 

me. You have a voice, and it matters. Let’s begin where you are."  

She placed the phone down and let her eyes close for a moment. Her 

heart was not racing— it was glowing. That warmth, that still 
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strength, was the culmination of every tear, every silenced moment, 

every climb through dark seasons that nearly broke her.  

But they hadn’t.  

Instead, those seasons carved out the well where joy now 

overflowed. The suffering had not vanished, but it had been 

redeemed—transformed into songs, stories, and strength that 

didn’t just heal her but reached beyond her. She could feel it now, 

like the hush that falls after a storm, where every leaf is still 

dripping with the memory of rain, but the sky has turned 

impossibly bright.  

This was her flame of happiness. Not the flicker of fleeting joy, but 

the burning truth of her own resilience.  

She thought back to the silent moments of rejection, to the voices 

that tried to strip her worth. And she thought too of the first time 

her lyrics touched someone else’s pain and gave them hope. The 

woman who asked the radio host to play “Sioni Haya” daily had 

unknowingly become a mirror of God’s affirmation.  

That’s what transformed her: not one grand event, but the steady 

rising of grace through pain. A thousand tiny moments of courage. 

An unwavering determination to keep rising.  

Now, standing here, with her music spreading like light and her 

heart open wide, she was no longer just surviving.  

She was blazing.  

Her life itself had become a song—written not just in melodies and 

lyrics, but in the fierce determination to live from the centre of truth 

and to give back from the overflow of that love.  
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Emily opened the window, letting the soft breeze pass over her face. 

It carried no particular scent, but somehow, it smelled like peace.  

She sat back and looked around her quiet space—not extravagant, 

but filled with meaning. Every corner of the room held fragments of 

her story: a handwritten lyric on the wall, the microphone that 

captured her trembling voice the first time she dared to sing her 

truth, the guitar leaning silently against the wall like a loyal 

companion through the years.  

Her mind moved gently over the obstacles she had overcome. The 

betrayal that left her gasping for air in her own home. The silencing 

of her voice in rooms where she should have been honoured. The 

nights of doubt when her music felt like a whisper against a world 

that shouted her down.  

And yet… she was still here.  

No longer crushed by the weight of those experiences, she had 

woven them into something holy. They had become the fabric of her 

strength. The very stones thrown at her had become stepping 

stones—each one lifting her higher, into fuller expression, into 

deeper truth, into more radiant joy.  

She thought of the critics who once questioned her worth, some of 

whom had heard her perform again recently—this time, in a new 

light they couldn't deny. But this wasn't about proving them wrong 

anymore. It was about living her calling fully, faithfully, and without 

shame.  

Her flame didn’t burn out. It burned through.  

She smiled, letting her shoulders relax as the words of Psalm 23 

began to stir within her again—not as verses she had memorized, 

but as a life she had lived:  
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"Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will 

fear no evil; for You are with me..."  

She had walked that valley.  

Now, she stood on the other side.  

The oil had been poured, the table prepared, the song released—

and her cup, indeed, was overflowing.  

Not just with music.  

But with meaning.  

With ministry.  

With memory that had healed.  

And now—with purpose  

Emily remained seated by the open window, the hush of morning 

still cradling her like a soft garment. In the silence, she no longer 

feared the echoes of the past. They came now not as shadows but 

as softened voices—witnesses to a life transformed.  

She thought of her father. His disappointment had been her first 

wound, etched into her like invisible ink that only revealed itself in 

the heat of her hardest trials. She was just a child when she first 

realized she was not the son he had wanted. That ache had followed 

her like a ghost, shaping how she viewed herself, how she shrank, 

how she learned to hide even her brilliance just to survive.  

But no more.  

Her heart no longer sought his approval like water in a desert. She 

had found a wellspring within herself, one fed not by validation but 
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by truth. The truth that she was enough. That her being—her voice, 

her femininity, her faith, her fire—were not a mistake, but a miracle.  

Every rejection had chiseled out something within her—strength, 

clarity, and compassion. Every no she ever received had nudged her 

closer to the deeper yes of her calling. And the flames that once 

threatened to consume her had become the light that guided her.  

She had turned ashes into light.  

And not only for herself.  

She thought of the young artists who now came to her quietly, 

asking for help writing, arranging, or finding the courage to sing 

their own truth. She thought of the sick woman who asked for her 

song to be played on the radio and how that single request had 

reignited something in her. She thought of her son, whose message 

reminded her that even time and distance couldn’t sever love.  

A soft tear rolled down her cheek—not of pain, but of reverence.  

She had not only survived.  

She had lived into meaning.  

She had turned grief into grace, wounds into wisdom, and rejection 

into redirection.  

And as she rested there, she whispered aloud—not to anyone in 

particular, but as a prayer born from the marrow of her journey:  

"Lord, thank you for trusting me with the fire. Thank you for the 

trials that taught me to rise. Thank you for the voice. You protected 

even when I had none. Let every ember You rekindled in me shine 

as a testimony of Your goodness."  

There was no need to rush forward. There is no urgency to arrive.  
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In this stillness, she realized, was the quiet power of her becoming.  

And for now, that was more than enough  

 Silence held her in a sacred embrace as Emily lingered in that quiet 

space—no longer crushed by the weight of rejection but steady in 

the warmth of her own truth. She remembered how it all began.  

How her father's rejection echoed through the walls of her 

childhood home like a verdict. How the isolation that followed from 

her own family left scars that bled into every corner of her youth. 

How the whispers turned to mockery, the rumours to digital 

daggers. She remembered the cruel cyberbullying—family 

members who joined in the tearing down of her name, believers 

who used scripture as weapons instead of balm, congregations that 

once welcomed her voice now using silence as judgment.  

And yet, through it all—she had stood.  

She had sung through the shame. Prayed through the pain. Written 

songs in the dark that would one day light the way for others. Her 

trust, once broken, had grown slowly—more discerning, yes, but 

still open to divine appointments.  

Emily no longer waited for an apology that would never come. She 

no longer needed anyone’s permission to live her purpose. The very 

flames that were meant to destroy her had become the altar on 

which her joy was kindled.  

She had walked through fire. And now, her life was a testimony that 

not all flames consume—some refine.  

As the sun rose higher, its light spilling across her journal, Emily 

closed its pages gently. Her heart knew: the chapter of ashes was 

closing.  
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The embers of her past had not died out.  

They were glowing—ready to ignite something new.  
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Chapter Fourteen 

Horizon Flame – Wearing the Garment of Meaning  

he morning light filtered softly through Emily’s window, 

painting golden streaks across her small writing desk. There 

was a sense of stillness in the air—one that did not carry 

emptiness but quiet readiness. Her heart, once cluttered with 

questions, disappointments, and the weight of others’ rejection, 

now pulsed with something different. It was subtle but certain—

like the hush before dawn breaks fully open.  

She sat with her journal before her, the one she had carried for 

years, filled with fragments of song lyrics, scriptures, and teardrops 

dried between pages. As she opened it, her hand gently brushed 

against an old entry. It was one she had written on a night she had 

almost given up. Her own words stared back at her like a mirror, but 

this time, she saw not weakness, but strength—how far she had 

come, how many fires she had walked through without burning out.  

Emily closed her eyes and whispered, “My flames were never meant 

to consume me... they were meant to light the way.”  

T 
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A breeze swept through the room as if affirming her thoughts. She 

rose and walked to the window. Beyond the hills, the sky was 

opening wide, a vast horizon blooming in hues of warmth and hope. 

For the first time in a long time, she did not fear the unknown. The 

future no longer felt like a burden she had to survive—but a garden 

she was about to walk into, step by step.  

And she would not walk in silence.  

Music had become more than an expression; it was now a path, a 

ministry, and a calling. Her songs were no longer written just from 

pain but from meaning. They were living embers from her soul—

flames of happiness shaped through perseverance, faith, and the 

quiet courage to keep showing up.  

This chapter of her life wasn’t just about healing anymore.  

It was about fulfilment.  

Emily no longer sought to prove anything. The noise of comparison, 

the ache of rejection, the hunger for validation—they had all been 

laid down at the altar of her becoming. In their place was something 

quieter, but infinitely more enduring: a life dressed in purpose.  

Each day now began with the sacred simplicity of thankfulness. Her 

songs were no longer cries for healing but offerings of wholeness. 

They arose from the still centre of who she had become—a woman 

clothed not in performance but in presence.  

She moved through her days intentionally, meeting people where 

they were, sometimes with music, sometimes with silence, always 

with compassion. Her joy was not loud; it did not demand to be 

seen. It shimmered like morning dew, unnoticed by many, but 

sustaining everything it touched.  
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Her flames no longer flickered wildly from pain or struggle. They 

burned steady now— flames of devotion, peace, and a deep joy that 

did not rely on circumstance. She had finally come home to herself.  

The days no longer rushed at her—they opened like soft petals, 

slow and sure, offering their light. Emily stood at the edge of her 

own horizon, no longer chasing what was ahead but absorbing what 

had come to be. Her flame had not burned out. It had simply 

changed shape—no longer a flare of resistance or a flicker of 

longing, but a steady fire of clarity and peace.  

She wore it now like a garment—not sewn from fame or applause, 

but from threads of resilience, surrender, forgiveness, and sacred 

joy. It draped around her not as an armour but as a presence. Her 

laughter had a different tone these days—lighter, truer, born from 

the full knowledge of what she had overcome.  

Sometimes, she would pause at the window of her small music 

room, sunlight warming her face, and whisper to herself: This is 

enough. More than enough. Not because she had done everything, 

but because she had become someone—someone free.  

The horizon didn’t frighten her anymore. It invited her. Not to rush 

forward, but to meet each moment as sacred as a whole. Her past 

no longer weighed her down. It had become part of her firewood—

what once threatened to consume her had become the fuel for her 

becoming.  

In her quiet rhythm of composing, praying, walking, mentoring, and 

singing, Emily found herself gently weaving her legacy. Not one 

written in loud headlines, but in the hearts of those she touched—

especially those who came to her not for her music but for her light.  

And still, each morning, she returned to the flame—not the one that 

needed tending in desperation, but the one that had settled deep 
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within her soul. The flame of meaning. The flame of presence. The 

flame of joy.  

The horizon no longer marked the edge of what was possible—it 

had become a symbol of what was continually unfolding. For Emily, 

life was no longer about escaping the shadows of rejection or 

proving herself worthy of love. She had transcended those wounds. 

Not by forgetting them, but by transforming them into stepping 

stones, woven into her walk toward wholeness.  

There was a new ease in her stride now, a softness that came not 

from naivety, but from strength seasoned through fire. She 

embraced the unknown with open hands, no longer bracing for 

betrayal or disbelief but looking for beauty in unexpected places. 

Even the silence felt sacred. She could walk through it without fear 

because she had come to trust the flame within.  

She began seeing the world again—really seeing it. The colours 

seemed more vivid, people's stories were more layered, and even 

the pain of others didn't frighten her as it once did. Instead, it called 

forth her compassion, her insight, and her creative spirit.  

Her songs no longer just spoke of survival—they shimmered with 

celebration. There was gratitude in every line, reverence in every 

note. She sang now not just to be heard but to offer hope. The flame 

had become a beacon, quietly shining, reaching places even she 

couldn't see.  

Opportunities came, yes—but not with the rush of striving. They 

came in alignment with who she had become. Invitations to sing, to 

speak, to listen deeply. Spaces where her story met other stories, 

where the embers of her own healing ignited courage in others.  

And with each new dawn, Emily remained rooted in that inner 

sanctuary where joy danced freely. No longer defined by her 
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limitations, she moved freely in the sacred expanse of what was still 

unfolding—alive, aware, and quietly radiant.  

She was no longer waiting for life to begin. She was living it—fully. 

With gratitude. With  

wonder. With the gentle and powerful flames of happiness lighting 

the way.     
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Chapter Fifteen 

The Light We Leave Behind  

mily no longer walked with the same weight that once 

slowed her down. The pain of rejection, the sting of betrayal, 

the ache of being misunderstood—these had been real and 

deep, but so too was the healing. In their place, a new garment had 

been woven: made of strength, compassion, music, and the 

countless invisible threads of love she had sown into other people’s 

lives.  

It was in the small, often unnoticed acts that her legacy took root. A 

girl she had mentored now led others with grace. A boy who once 

sat quietly in the back of a songwriting class now stood boldly on a 

stage. Her lyrics had travelled far beyond her voice—echoing in 

hospital rooms, filling quiet homes, and even whispered through 

headphones of those walking difficult paths of their own.  

Her presence became a reminder that transformation was possible. 

That one voice, even if broken at first, could rise and call others to 

their truth. Emily's journey into the flames of happiness had not 

only warmed her own soul—it had lit lamps along the paths of 

others.  

E 
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At community gatherings, people began sharing their stories—how 

a certain lyric helped them through a sleepless night, how her 

public courage had given them permission to dream again. Children 

danced to her songs, elders nodded with knowing, and peers looked 

at her not just as an artist but as a mirror of possibility.  

Still, Emily remained humble. She knew this was never about 

spotlight or applause. It was about offering what she had—her 

story, her sound, her resilience—as an invitation. An invitation to 

heal, to hope, to rise. Now, standing at the edge of another horizon, 

Emily wasn’t seeking closure. Instead, she welcomed the open-

ended nature of legacy. She understood that her life had become a 

song others would carry, a flame they would tend, and a prayer they 

might one day whisper when words fail.  

The flame that once nearly consumed Emily had become something 

else entirely. What was once pain had burned down into wisdom; 

what was once rejection had been refined into deep compassion. 

Every hardship, every setback, every silent prayer whispered 

through clenched tears had fed the fire—not to destroy her, but to 

purify and awaken something enduring within her.  

Her legacy was not written in grand headlines or immortalized in 

glass halls. It lived instead in the quiet affirmations of those she had 

unknowingly touched: the single mother who, after hearing Emily’s 

testimony, found strength to keep going; the youth who decided to 

sing again, not for fame but for healing; the former skeptic who, 

moved by her resilience, reconsidered what faith and love really 

meant.  

Emily’s music carried the imprint of these flames. The lyrics no 

longer came from a place of needing to prove anything. They 

emerged like soft rivers flowing through her—songs that bore 

testimony of rising from ashes, melodies that remembered where 
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she had been, and choruses that opened into wide skies of freedom. 

Her song "Song Of My Heart" was not just about dancing in joy—it 

was a declaration that joy had been won through valleys of sorrow.  

Those who had once turned their backs, mocked her, or 

underestimated her now watched with quiet respect. She didn’t 

need revenge; her transformation was the answer. The flame they 

tried to extinguish had become a beacon.  

She no longer chased validation. She lived her truth freely, 

embodying the deep lesson that no one else could define her worth. 

Her life itself was a sacred rhythm—one of faith, tenacity, beauty, 

and deep love.  

And as she stood once more to perform—be it in a gathering, on a 

dusty open-air stage, or in a quiet studio—Emily knew that the 

most lasting legacy would not be the records she released or the 

notes she hit. It would be the permission she gave others: to be seen, 

to rise again, to believe they too could dance in their own flame of 

happiness.  

This was the light she would leave behind—not the absence of 

struggle, but the beauty born from it.  

As the sun set on another day, Emily sat beneath a flame tree, its 

scarlet petals scattered like confetti across the earth. The breeze 

was gentle, and in her hands, she held a small, clothbound journal—

the same one she had carried through many seasons. On the inside 

cover, she had written her favourite quote:  

“Do not be afraid of the fire. It will either burn you or refine you. 

Choose to rise, and let it become your light.”  

With a quiet breath, she tore out a page—the final page—and gently 

folded it. On it, she had written:  
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“If my life has taught me anything, it’s that we are not defined by 

our wounds, but by how we tend them. And if I’ve lit even a small 

flame in someone else’s night, then I have lived well.”  

She stood slowly, walked to the base of the tree, and placed the 

folded page beneath the roots, tucking it into the soil like a seed. A 

symbolic gesture—offering her journey back to the earth, not to be 

forgotten, but to grow again in someone else’s season.  

The sky above turned into hues of deep gold and violet. A nearby 

child laughed. A wind chime rang from a porch far off. Life moved.  

And Emily whispered to herself, with a smile soft and sure:  

“The flame is not mine alone. Let it pass on. Let it live on.”  

Then, without fanfare, she turned and walked on—light in her step, 

peace in her heart, the flames of happiness now fully alive within 

her.  
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FINAL PAGE 

She began not with the light, 

but with a question — why wasn’t she enough? 

Born into silence and rejection, 

a flame flickered quietly beneath the ashes of shame. 

 

Each chapter became a turning: 

From the exile of her own family’s scorn 

to the dim alleys of betrayal, 

to the small altar of song where her voice began to rise. 

 

She did not conquer with might — 

she surrendered to the truth. 

She did not lead with pride — 

she listened to the quiet pulse of her soul. 

 

In leaving the world’s applause, 

she found the voice within. 

In risking again to love, 

she healed what fear had fractured. 

 

In every disappointment, 

she gathered, kindling — 

And when the time was right, 

she struck the match herself. 

 

Her journey was not one upward climb, 

but a spiral: descending inward, 

facing the grief, the losses, the lies. 

Emerging, not as she was — but as she chose to be. 
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Through fire and song, 

through silence and stage, 

through solitude and shared prayer, 

she lived the truth she was always meant to be. 

 

Now, she walks, not ahead of the flame, 

but within it — 

A woman is not just restored, 

but ignited. 
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The path beneath the flame: Emily’s heroine's 

journey 
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Petronilla Ayuma's songs are available online for streaming, 

sharing, and spiritual inspiration. 

Official Music Platforms: 

YouTube: 

https://youtube.com/@petronillaayyuma?si=99fl8-HENA9_C3ef 

Spotify: 

https://open.spotify.com/user/31oo3phpxg67sirl3fzryxmhz3o4?

si=_oxO5rjiRrm3XezQTKG80w 

Apple Music:  

https://music.apple.com/ke/artist/petronilla-ayuma/495748057 

Boomplay:  

https://www.boomplay.com/share/shareUser/96896130?srMode

l=COPYLINK&srList=ANDROID 

Follow & Connect: 

Instagram: @Petronillaayumake 

Facebook: Petronilla Ayuma KE  

Email (for bookings/inquiries): ayyumapetmusic@gmail.com 

For Emily, “Each song from Petronilla's albums is a spark—a flame 

of happiness drawn from sorrow, a testimony of healing rising into 

praise.”  

https://youtube.com/@petronillaayyuma?si=99fl8-HENA9_C3ef
https://open.spotify.com/user/31oo3phpxg67sirl3fzryxmhz3o4?si=_oxO5rjiRrm3XezQTKG80w
https://open.spotify.com/user/31oo3phpxg67sirl3fzryxmhz3o4?si=_oxO5rjiRrm3XezQTKG80w
https://music.apple.com/ke/artist/petronilla-ayuma/495748057
https://www.boomplay.com/share/shareUser/96896130?srModel=COPYLINK&srList=ANDROID
https://www.boomplay.com/share/shareUser/96896130?srModel=COPYLINK&srList=ANDROID
mailto:ayyumapetmusic@gmail.com
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