NANCY

I was born and grew up in an orphanage until the age of 9 years old. It was a filthy and cold
place. We slept on very uncomfortable beds. I am an orphan as I have seen so many of them.
I have seen women dying in childbirth and leave their little ones abandoned in this bad world.
I met one who, dying, asked me to take care of her baby while she was dying. But how could
I take care of the next little servant despised by all, if I was in the same condition? When I
was nine years old, I was sent to work in a factory. Every morning they woke me up at 5
o’clock with violent kicks and I got up immediately to avoid getting others. Maybe you will
think that later they would have given me something to eat, but they did not!!!

As they didn’t think all those kicks were enough to wake me up, they also started hitting us
with a wooden stick. One stroke for each push-up we didn’t execute in the right way. After
that they sent us to work in the factory, without having breakfast, and they let us have a short
break of about 20 minutes to eat a poor meal, change our clothes, soaked in sweat, and regain
our strength in order to face the rest of the hard day.

After all the efforts they rewarded us with a poor loaf of bread which was often hard and dry.
I hated all those days. I decided to run away from that life. I brought with me the few pounds
that I had gained with that tiring job and that same evening I went away.

Soon after, I went into a tavern and I stole my first sandwich. I was free but what was my
freedom worth? I met Sikes, the man who decided the fate of my life. He took care of me for
many years, I also loved him even though he wasn’t certainly not a charming prince. He
made me live his life of smelly taverns, gangs of thieves and weird games. I became like him
very soon. I hate what I am, but there has never been a different future for me. I tried to find a
different life, I wanted it with all my strength, but I couldn't. He killed me but I did one good
thing. I made it for that child who had been entrusted with me when I was little. I've thought
of him all my life, always feeling guilty for leaving him alone in the world. But the good
Lord put him back on my way. He allowed me to wash away my sins by saving him as I had
not been able to save myself. When Sikes introduced him to our boss to make him one of us I
pretended I didn’t know him, but similar souls cannot ignore each other. He is a smart kid
and he understood that it was better that nobody knew about our friendship. We secretly
prepared our escape, spending hours close together and giving each other that affection that
no one had ever given us.

We planned every move and every breath, we considered every unexpected event.



We had to wait for our boss and the others to be asleep, then climb over the small window of
my room and kump down silently towards our new life together. Me and Oliver linked by our
strong friendship.

The big day arrived. The plan was perfect or so it seemed to us, but something went wrong.
Sikes did not accept my betrayal and killed me without mercy, he kicked my face and
finished me with a stick. I didn't even feel the pain, I just begged God to save Oliver. God
forgave me and listened to me. Now I can see Oliver finally safe and that makes me rest in

peace.



