I lived in a small town in Bangladesh, that was mostly dirt and little shacks and a lot of animals used for agriculture. The weather was hot and muggy, even a trip down to the local shop left you dirty, sweaty, and poorer then you already were. 

I was a 14 year old girl who came from a strict family, that when I’d go to a near by well, I was not to lift my head off the ground. My eyes were to stay glued to the dusty road.

As I was the oldest girl still living at home, it was upon my duty, to carry out the majority of the house hold requirements.

With an elderly father, an ailing Mother and an older sister who was married off at a young age, I was to leave school and take responsibility of my 4 younger siblings. I cooked and cleaned all for a family of seven.

My mother worked as a maid for the rich part of Bangladesh, while my dad had retired due to a previous heart attack. One night my stressed mother sat me down and we discussed our money issues.

As living for tighter, my mother asked to start working for the growing needs of the family.

I applied for the position as a maid, with a rich bachelor. I was overjoyed when I was accepted the position, as I’ve dreamt and fantasized of working for the rich. I thought that one-day, I could be like the, dress like them, even live like them. I’ve always looked up to the rich, while they look down on us, like we were dirt. I didn’t care. I just wanted to be like them.

A few weeks into the job, I found it difficult to work as a maid and still carry out the household duties.

After a short period of time, I was an ultimatum by my wealthy boss to become a live in maid, or to find work elsewhere. I thought about it for a while and left with no option but to accept. 

He came home most nights under the influence of alcohol, as he used alcohol to dull his loneliness. He frightened me sometimes, when he’d touch me without my consent, but he’d usually leave me alone, or be interrupted by a phone call. I had no choice but to put up with it. I just played his little game, because if I didn’t I’d be left on the streets… jobless and with zero chance of getting anywhere near being rich.

As usual as he retuned home drunk, and began to make sexual advances, I slowly moved away from him, I had no choice but to put up with it. After several attempts I was raped. I felt so low and degraded. I was disgusted with myself. But I stayed, hoping that it would all end in marriage, I needed the money.

I thought about marriage all the time, and fantasized about the life I would have if I did marry this wealthy bachelor. 

Every time I tried to bring up marriage, we’d be interrupted by a phone call or the like.

After several attempts, I said it straight out. He laughed in my face, like he wouldn’t want to be seen with me. He then gave me this evil look and walked away.

Most nights I’d cry myself to sleep. It came to my attention that I had skipped several periods. I had a pregnancy test. I was apparent. I was, pregnant. 

Out of desperation I confided in my sister. I told her about all the nights he came home drunk, and that one night he ruined my life and just as I was about to tell her about the pregnancy, I heart a thud. I realised that my father was on the floor gasping for breath. While he looked at me with disgust.

From that moment everything happened in a haze, it all ended in the death of my father.

Burning with fury at the shame I’d bought to the family and the dirty deed that took my father’s life, my brother in low, pleaded revenge.

Feeling ashamed, disgusted and distressed, I ran back to my boss’s house, seeking protection. Without doubt, I knew my brother in law would find me, as I was the most logical place I could be.

He approached me, promising to help me with my problems, as naïve as I was, I didn’t believe him. I hid from him with my eyes tightly shut and my knees close to my chest.

I felt a cold liquid like substance such down my back, all over my face, I looked up, while my brother in law lit a match. That was the last I had seen of him. I awoke in agony, burning all over unable to see clearly.

A nurse told me, dressed in white, that I had been in a coma for 10 months, and that I had given birth to a baby girl.

I asked to hold her, as the brought her in. The pain prevented me from holding her, my blurry sight, unable to see her properly. 

As the tears ran down my face, I feel my face burning just like the fire burning in my heart.

