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On a chilly December afternoon in 2012, a
new life began as Clara was born at exactly 4:45
PM. Her parents looked at her with
overwhelming joy, feeling as though she was the
greatest blessing they had ever received in their

lives.

December 24, 2010: Welcome, Clara.
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Clara’s early years were filled with the

warmth of a shared home where laughter

echoed through the hallways. She was the

center of her parents' world, growing up

surrounded by love and the simple, peaceful

comforts of a young family.
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As time passed, Clara and her mother
became inseparable, often spending their days
exploring the world outside together. They
shared countless adventures and small joys,
creating a bond that grew stronger with every

walk in the park and every shared secret.
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Meanwhile, Clara’s father found himself

increasingly distant, often buried under the
weight of work and daily responsibilities. The
moments he had to spend with Clara were rare,
and when he was home, she was often already
busy with her mother, leaving him feeling like a

stranger.
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A shadow began to fall over the household
as resentment grew in the father's heart. He felt
excluded from the tight-knit circle of mother
and daughter, and his frustration simmered
beneath the surface, waiting for a breaking
point that neither Clara nor her mother saw

coming.
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By the time Clara turned six years old, the
atmosphere in the house had become heavy
and unpredictable. The joy of her early years felt
like a distant memory, replaced by a tense
silence that filled the rooms they once laughed

In together.
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One afternoon, the tension finally snapped,

Y& e and the house was suddenly filled with the

sound of tearing fabric and breaking porcelain.

Clara’s father, overwhelmed by a sudden wave of

; \.J | anger, tore down the curtains and shattered the

a-
a‘

dishes while her mother stood frozen in fear.
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In the middle of the chaos, little Clara sat
quietly on her favorite pink stool, watching the
scene unfold with wide, uncomprehending eyes.
At only six years old, she couldn't understand
the storm of adult emotions, but the image of

that moment burned itself into her mind forever.
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For many years afterward, the memory of
that day remained vivid and haunting, a silent
shadow that followed Clara as she grew older.
The sight of the pink stool and the sound of
breaking glass became a part of her story that
she could never quite forget, no matter how

much time passed.
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NEW BEGINNINGS

Seeking a fresh start and a life of peace,

Clara and her mother eventually packed their
belongings and moved to a new city together.
Though the past remained a part of her, Clara
looked toward the horizon with her mother by
her side, ready to build a new future filled with

quiet strength.
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