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“At times, the Lord will allow you to suffer, so 

that He may test your heart, and that He may use 

you as a living proof of His grace…” 

J.S. 

 



The Covenant 

I 

CHILDHOOD AND THE INNATE ILLNESS 

“Why is my pain unceasing, my wound incurable, refusing to be healed?  

Will you be to me like a deceitful brook, like waters that fail?” (Jeremiah 15:18) 

 

CHAPTER 1 

Nameh 

 

It is unusual, indeed, and quite pitiable in nature, that a person in 

his childhood days could not run a hundred meter dash. This, 

however, matters not to some, and surely there were many who failed 

to see that it mattered to me.  

In the year 1999 I was first grader in a small school within a small 

village, bearing the age of seven while ninety-five percent of the class 

was a five year old. Having started my elementary days, I began to see 

the joyous blinking eyes of the children, the erratic bouncing of their 

hairs, wet by their own perspiration. And then my eyes, though wide 

and innocent to the sight of those around me, bore the rampant 

jealousy hidden behind the ever present facial masquerade.  

Every day at school, at seven o’clock in the morning, while 

students lined up in front of the pole for the usual school ceremony, I 

on the other hand, was hiding behind the feeble windows of our 

classroom. I listened to their upsetting tone as they sung the country’s 

hymn, and I peeked at them as they exercised merrily to the beat of 

music. During those times our homeroom teacher would say to me, 

“Make sure you don’t expose yourself, the principal is making a 

classroom check.”  

In my childhood years, I have witnessed the fresh outpouring of 

smiles and blinks from the morning, until the odorous smell of the 
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pupils blended in with the air, and to finally see the tired faces of them 

glowing from the setting of the sun. Each day, I always see the 

enduring walks of the children on their bare feet, some with their poor 

slippers, while I have my pair of shoes and yet I was still riding with 

my father’s Honda Wave. But there was something on these children’s 

faces that I could not compete with – the joy of simplicity. 

My grandmother, Josephine, was a known teacher in our school, 

and she always had it said to whomever my teacher be, that the latter 

should exempt me in the flag ceremony. I gained lots of favor from my 

teachers because I was her granddaughter, but, ironically, I also 

started to gain low self-esteem. Too exposure from the sun was said to 

be bad for my health, and it was not good for me to sweat much; even 

the slightly polluted air triggers my death.  

Whenever the bell rang for recess my classmates would go into 

chaos rushing out the room. I was one of the students who never had 

to stand up. I was thinking that a minute by now, or some seconds 

somehow, a pupil from the other class would stand at the classroom’s 

door and would call my name, in his hands would be the snack which 

my grandmother had deemed fit to be my snack.  

One day, while waiting for that nameless kid, a classmate tapped 

my shoulder and asked, her eyes were narrowing a little concern, 

“Aren’t you going to have some snacks?”  

I shrugged my shoulders and she added, “I’ll treat you.”  

“No, thanks. I brought with me my food”.  I muttered. 

I grabbed my bag and opened it. I brought out my lacquer box full of 

fresh carrots, sliced into bitable size, with a ketchup and mayonnaise 

mixed together as my dip sauce.  

 “My mom said it’s good for the health.” 
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“Oh. Okay.” She said and turned away.  

“Nameh,” I looked up at the voice that called me. “Someone is 

calling you.” Armina, the smartest in our class, and she is very pretty 

and cute by the way, used her mouth to point the kid who was 

standing at the door. I thanked her and approached the kid I was 

waiting for. Just as I had thought, he was a kid from my grandma’s 

class. I don’t know his name.  

“You’re grandma sent me here to give you this,” he said as he 

handed me the bottle, a bottle containing white liquid that gives me a 

ghastly, sometimes sickening feeling deep down my throat. I took it 

anyway. 

“Thank you. I was waiting for this. I couldn’t start eating my 

carrots without this,” I cheerfully said. Of course it was a lie.  

Honestly, I hate milk.  

 I was about to turn around when I realized that he wasn’t moving 

away, so I told him, “You can go actually.” 

“Teacher said I must make sure that you finish drinking the milk. 

So I cannot go back, unless you drink all of it.” I rolled my eyes in 

dismay before I sat back to my desk. Most often than not, it was 

sickening and tiring this way, knowing that someone was always 

watching over my  every move, even with trivial activities , such as 

drinking my milk.  

I ate my carrots, and I saw some of my classmates who were back 

from the school canteen, I saw their eyes fixed on me and then to the 

food before me, they all appeared to be skeptical than curious.  After I 

swallowed the last bite and hurriedly drunk the bottle of milk, then 

without wasting a second I went back to nameless kid and said, 

“Thank you very much.” 
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“You’re welcome.” He replied before he walked away.  I hate milk. 

But I hated the feeling of being stared at even more.  

 

In the afternoon, when classes were no more, a lot of students 

were to gather around the small center field of the school; they play 

games, but some were just eager to go home. Whenever my father was 

late in fetching us, I often joined the other students in the field and 

mingled in with the few who were playing games. One afternoon they 

were playing “Chinese garter game”, a famous game at that time - one 

of those games that would somehow disquiet my emotion. 

“Can I join in?” I said eagerly. They all looked at me, their eyes 

were small, some were big, wide and scary, and all of them have this 

scrutinizing stare. Just like the usual, I became hesitant for a bit. My 

fragile hands clasped at my back, conquering the quavering of my 

body as I’ve waited for their response.  

“Sure.” One of my childhood friends replied.  

My eyes widened as I opened my mouth for a big Yehey. 

“You can be the flower,” I paused when she added.  

“…then you’ll be everybody’s teammate.”  

A forced smile then curved upon my lips. Had I not been expecting 

this kind of treatment? Surely as I can remember, things like this were 

not new to me. I was always their flower player. Because I looked 

small and fragile, no one would want me in their team. So eventually, 

I always ended up being the flower. When one is tagged as the flower 

in a game, it would literally mean you are invincible – you are a 

member of both opposing teams. It sounds great but it actually means 

I could play with them as long as I want, however,  it would not 
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amount to anything.  As for me, of course, this kind of treatment 

literally means I have no team at all.  

There were times when they eagerly welcomes me, but most of the 

time there was always someone who would frown upon  my inclusion. 

Such like, when someone from my class would say, “If you start to 

sweat too much then you must stop, Nameh.” 

“Yeah, right. Your grandmother might get angry with us for 

allowing you to join in”, another would agree.  

“I believe, though, no one would tell grandma. Am I right?” I 

replied with a sarcastic tone and they would just shrug their 

shoulders.  

In our school my name was kind of famous.  

“Nameh?” One would ask. 

“Yes, Josephine’s granddaughter.”  

“Oh yes, the asthmatic one!” 

Sometimes, they would even talk about me even when I am 

around. My mother, Melia, have many friends and colleagues, and 

when they visit our house, they would say, “Where is your child? The 

one who was a crybaby and weak?” I could not tell whether they had 

not noticed my obvious presence, or if they couldn’t just remember 

my face at all. Even as a child, it was kind of disheartening to be 

known as the weak and sickly one, much more when you often hear 

that firsthand. 

 

I was always the oldest among the girls in the class, sometimes 

even older than most boys. A year older or sometimes even two or 

three. Not that I care, anyway. But since I was a sickly child who did 

nothing but get sick, my parents had delayed my schooling. While 



The Covenant 

most of the children those days were getting schooled between the 

ages of 5 and 6, I had waited until I was seven.  

None of my classmates could not NOT know about my condition. 

All of them knew. If they did not know about my illness then they 

would not be my classmate. 

I had a chronic lung disease which most of us knows as asthma. 

My mother said it was innate, inherited from my father’s side. The 

kind of sickness that I have was not the same with the others. Though 

it wasn’t contagious, it’s actually deadly and especially of course when 

catching another illness would complicate it for me. A simple fever, 

headache, cough, and pneumonia, just to name a few would be 

alarming. What more could I add? Ah, my lungs were weak. 

Having asthma was like having a tail - an irritating tail that I 

couldn’t get rid of, always following and pestering me in whatever I 

do. This had caused me to do limited things and ate limited food. I 

lived a life with lots of harsh limitations. It wasn’t a good life for me. 

Surely, no one would like to trade places with me.  

 

The way my parents raised me was different from my other 

siblings. And I don’t know if they had completely understood this kind 

of treatment since I wasn’t very close to them. There were days I 

thought they hated me. They said I was spoiled and demanding, 

something that was not arguable though.  

When my family talks about who is brilliant and who is not, who 

misbehaves or well-mannered, I always got the highest vote for 

misconduct behaviors, but I just see myself as someone who loved to 

dominate among my siblings. I was considering the case that I 

couldn’t do this at school.  
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I also think that my siblings hated me because they thought I 

would always use my sickness as an excuse for everything. But during 

this kind of days, I didn’t actually care. Because I had my own 

struggle, a struggle that was so unbearable that I couldn’t care about 

other the things aside from it. It was a self-condemnation. 

I preferred playing alone at home than playing with my brothers 

and sister. And well, they don’t want to have me as their playmate 

anyway, they always got scolded because of me.  

When I get sick, I always had the feeling of dying. My medications 

cost too high. And because of this I felt ashamed towards my parents. 

My condition always gave me the feeling of being the biggest burden 

in our family. I even had three inhalers that I use alternately every 

day. But some months later after using it, my mother had then 

stopped me from using this kind of treatment. For she had known a 

friend whose daughter died because of too much dependence with her 

medications. 

During nights, while hearing the twittering goodnights of the 

birds, it was really difficult for me to sleep. I got insomnia at such a 

young age. I acquired this when I started to feel scared every night, 

scared to close my eyes. Why? Because I was afraid that I might not be 

able to wake up in the morning. I was afraid because I dreamed 

dreams, and in my dreams they were full of scary thoughts and beasts. 

Some of them I couldn’t remember, and I wouldn’t want to remember. 

It all started when once when I slept, I saw a lady wearing a red 

dress, and she was the subject of my unwanted dream, a dream that 

was the scariest among the rest. She had a black hair and it was long 

and straight down to her shoulders, her forehead hair covered her 

eyes. She was tall and had a slender body. In my dream I was walking 
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along the dark street. Then she was there at the end of the road…as if 

waiting for me. It was eerie and frightening. Her dress was brilliant 

red and it was painful to the eyes. I didn’t move yet she was drawing 

nearer and nearer to me, and when she was able to reach my hand I 

then woke up. Though I knew it was a dream, I felt like it was real.  

Ever since then, I hated dreaming.  

 

End of Chapter 1 

Want to read more? Subscribe to our site and be the first to get the 

latest update about this novel! Or tweet with the author herself: 

@ninesilos  or follow us at: 

@WriteForACause 
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