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Safety at Last?

In Darfur, Sudan the mass killing of thousands of people has been occurring since 2003.  Over 400,000 innocent civilians have died, 90 percent of the villages burned down, a death rate of 6,000 per month, and 2.5 million people displaced including another 250,000 refugees living in Chad.  Although protected by peaceful soil, the refugees in these camps live less than satisfactory lives.  
October 5, 2004

Dear Diary, 


They said she was raped and brutally beaten.  In fact, all the women laid out were raped and beaten.  They all looked exactly the same, so it was hard to tell if it was her, but I knew.  Her nose was twisted to the left and her right eye was so swollen it looked like she only had one.  Her left cheekbone had sunken into her face and the other was twisted into her cheek.  Before, she used to have gorgeous skin that was darker than everyone else’s and glowed with radiance and beauty.  Now, it is almost white, not including the dark blue bruises that cover her entire body.  I was very used to this line of women. In fact, when I went to play with my brother, I didn’t even notice them crying over their dead sister or mother.  It was just an everyday experience.  But today it was different.  Today, it was my mother lying in the line. Today, I was the one crying over her body, hoping it was all a bad dream.  But deep down I know, it’s not a dream, it won’t go away, and I can’t escape it.  My tears splashed her swollen face and her body was so broken I couldn’t touch her.  I couldn’t hug my own mother; cradle her broken body in my arms.  The silence of my mother made me tremble and her arms not wrapped around me when I cried tortured my soul.  

I can’t believe mama’s dead.  I’m so lost.  I’m so scared.
October 7, 2004

Dear Diary,


Today I told Tanjae about mama.  I told him mama collapsed while collecting firewood outside the camp.  I didn’t have the heart to tell him the truth.  I had to tell him something though.  But when I did… I really wish I had said nothing.  Through his eyes, I saw his heart break.  It was like watching someone die…again.  I don’t know how to handle this.  I’m only twelve.  I don’t want the responsibility.  How could I handle my brother’s tears when I can’t even handle my own? I sat there, with Tanjae in my arms.  We both rocked back and forth confused and hurt.  But it was Tanjae’s scent that calmed me.  When I held him in my arms, it reassured me I still had him, we both had each other, and I will make sure that will never die.

December 17, 2004

Dear Diary,


I took Tanjae to the nurse today.  He wouldn’t stop throwing up and he’s getting really skinny. His entire body is drenched in sweat, but he says he’s freezing.  He also says he’s thirsty, but whenever he tries to drink, he gags.  I don’t know what to do.  The nurse said it’s malnutrition and it may be too late.  This afternoon, when he was sleeping, I just watched him breathe.  It was calming but terrifying at the same time.  Seeing him breathe reassured me he was still alive, and he was going to be okay.  But whenever his chest went down, my heart skipped a beat, thinking that he wasn’t going to breathe in again.  The thought of not having my brother scares me.  I feel so selfish.  My brother is in the other room sick, and I’m here writing, saying I will feel so alone if he’s gone.  What about him?  His life may end at four.  


Sorry Diary, I need to go.  I need to nurse my brother back to health, because he is not going to die, I will not allow it.  


Actually, I think this will be my last diary entry.  I will tell you when Tanjae gets better, but after that, I need to stop.  This is taking up too much of my time that I should be using to take care of Tanjae.

December 23, 2004

Dear Diary,


As I promised, I have written again to inform you of Tanjae’s health.  However, unlike my expectations and efforts to keep Tanjae alive, he has died.  I have failed to keep my brother alive.  My life has shattered right in front of me, but I will not cry.  I will not allow myself to do such a thing.  I have learned that in this world, there is pain and suffering, but the world will not stop for it.  In fact the pain will get worse and worse, but the world will not stop for it.  I’ve noticed that this pain and emptiness I feel is not just in me, but in everyone.  Is this how we know we’re alive?  Because we can feel pain?  The dead, they can’t feel pain.  Sometimes I wish that I had died instead of my brother.  But then he would be where I am right now, and I wouldn’t want that for him.  

DON’T CRY! DON’T CRY!


What use will that do?  Show the world that I’m suffering, that I’m alive as well?  Well, quite frankly, I’m not so proud to be alive.  If living requires pain, then life is hell.  In fact, I used to believe there was no such thing as hell, but now, now I’m convinced that there is, and I’m living in it.  Everyday now, I walk by the row of beaten, raped women, and I think to myself, “one more family broken, one more family dead.”


I’m sorry, I cannot write anymore.  This is an act only fit for a child, because they are the ones that have the least sorrow, the least pain.  And I, at twelve years old, am no longer a child.

