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Mende Nazer lost her childhood at age twelve, when she was sold into slavery. It all began one

horrific night in 1993, when Arab raiders swept through her Nuba village, murdering the adults

and rounding up thirty-one children, including Mende.Mende was sold to a wealthy Arab family

who lived in Sudan's capital city, Khartoum. So began her dark years of enslavement. Her Arab

owners called her "Yebit," or "black slave." She called them "master." She was subjected to

appalling physical, sexual, and mental abuse. She slept in a shed and ate the family leftovers

like a dog. She had no rights, no freedom, and no life of her own.Normally, Mende's story never

would have come to light. But seven years after she was seized and sold into slavery, she was

sent to work for another master-a diplomat working in the United Kingdom. In London, she

managed to make contact with other Sudanese, who took pity on her. In September 2000, she

made a dramatic break for freedom.Slave is a story almost beyond belief. It depicts the

strength and dignity of the Nuba tribe. It recounts the savage way in which the Nuba and their

ancient culture are being destroyed by a secret modern-day trade in slaves. Most of all, it is a

remarkable testimony to one young woman's unbreakable spirit and tremendous courage.

From Publishers WeeklyBorn into the Karko tribe in the Nuba mountains of northern Sudan,

Nazer has written a straightforward, harrowing memoir that's a sobering reminder that slavery

still needs to be stamped out. The first, substantial section of the book concentrates on Nazer's

idyllic childhood, made all the more poignant for the misery readers know is to come. Nazer is

presented as intelligent and headstrong, and her people as peaceful, generous and kind. In

1994, around age 12 (the Nuba do not keep birth records), Nazer was snatched by Arab

raiders, raped and shipped to the nation's capital, Khartoum, where she was installed as a

maid for a wealthy suburban family. (For readers expecting her fate to include a grimy factory or

barren field, the domesticity of her prison comes as a shock.) To Nazer, the modern landscape

of Khartoum could not possibly have been more alien; after all, she had never seen even a

spoon, a mirror or a sink, much less a telephone or television set. Nazer's urbane tormentors-

mostly the pampered housewife-beat her frequently and dehumanized her in dozens of ways.

They were affluent, petty and calculatedly cruel, all in the name of "keeping up appearances."

The contrast between Nazer's pleasant but "primitive" early life and the horrors she

experienced in Khartoum could hardly be more stark; it's an object lesson in the sometimes

dehumanizing power of progress and creature comforts. After seven years, Nazer was sent to

work in the U.K., where she contacted other Sudanese and eventually escaped to freedom.

Her book is a profound meditation on the human ability to survive virtually any

circumstances.Copyright 2003 Reed Business Information, Inc. --This text refers to an

alternate kindle_edition edition.Review"Slave constitutes an act of tremendous courage. A

solitary and profoundly moving voice emerging from the most silenced of quarters." -- Monica

Ali, author of Brick Lane"Harrowing... [Nazer] describes being sold into servitude...a fate

shared by more than 11,000 people each year in Sudan alone." -- People Magazineaaa story

of the triumph of the human spirit against oppressing odds. -- KLIATT, July 2005 --This text

refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Review'Her book is a profound meditation on the

human ability to survive virtually any circumstances' - PUBLISHERS WEEKLY --This text refers

to an alternate kindle_edition edition.About the AuthorMende Nazer is the author of the

international bestselling autobiography Slave that has touched millions of lives and called many



to action. Her story has gone on to inspire the motion picture I Am Slave and the stage

adaptation of her life, Slave - A Question of Freedom.Damien Lewis is a lifelong dog lover and

award-winning writer who spent twenty years reporting from war, disaster, and conflict zones

for the BBC and other global news organizations. He is the bestselling author of more than

twenty books, many of which are being adapted into films or television series, including military

history, thrillers, and several acclaimed memoirs about military working dogs. Lewis lives in

Dorchester, England, with his family and retired assistance dog black Labrador Moxie. --This

text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From Booklist*Starred Review* The shock of

this title is that it refers to what is happening right now, in Sudan, Africa, and also in the West.

Ten years ago, when Mende Nazer was about 12 years old, she was captured in an Arab raid

on her remote Nuba village, and, with about 30 other black Muslim children, she was sold into

slavery. For eight years, she toiled as a domestic worker for a wealthy family in Khartoum,

beaten and abused by her vicious owners, who then sent her to work for a relative in London,

an important Sudanese diplomat. With only broken English and no friends, she remained

locked up and isolated until finally she managed to escape and tell her story. And it doesn't end

there: the U.K. refused her asylum ("Slavery is not persecution"). Now in 2003, the British

government has given in to the global pressure of human-rights groups and allowed her to stay.

Journalist Lewis helped her escape, and he spent months interviewing her. He tells her story in

a clear, compelling, first-person narrative that conveys her young voice with powerful

authenticity. Her memories of childhood in her Nuba village are idyllic (except for her brutal

circumcision, described in graphic detail). But the core of the book is her daily labor and abuse

as a house slave. The details are unforgettable, capturing both the innocence of the child and

the world-weariness of one who has endured the worst. Hazel RochmanCopyright © American

Library Association. All rights reserved --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition

edition.From The Washington PostFew places evoke otherworldliness like the Nuba Mountains

of central Sudan. I will never forget seeing the endless miles of cracked earth stretching to the

horizon when I flew to the region to cover the Nuba's struggle for self-determination in war-torn

Sudan in May 1998. To this day, I have not reported a more remarkable story from a more

distinctive part of the world.The Nuba's homeland serves as the backdrop to the early chapters

of Mende Nazer's harrowing tale, Slave. Nazer's book describes her oddly idyllic childhood; her

subsequent capture and rape during an Arab raid on her village; her years of enslavement in

the home of a well-to-do Arab family in the capital of Khartoum; and later, her life in London,

where she served as the slave of a high-ranking Sudanese diplomat, also an Arab, before her

ultimate escape, with the help of co-author Damien Lewis, a British journalist, in September

2000.The Nuba became world-famous in the 1960s, after German fascist Leni Riefenstahl

published photographs of their ancient traditions of body-painting and ceremonial wrestling in

two renowned coffee-table books, The Nuba and The Nuba of Kau. Nazer provides beautiful

and at times heart-wrenching accounts of the Nuba's traditions, from their annual wrestling

matches to her horrific circumcision at the age of roughly 11. (The Nuba keep no record of birth

dates.)Geographically isolated from their black Muslim, Christian and animist allies to the south

and largely cut off from foreign aid by the Islamic fundamentalist government to the north, the

Nuba remain fiercely independent and almost completely removed from the rest of the world.

The early chapters of Nazer's book reflect this. She recalls, for example, being utterly shocked

at the sight of a group of white people who came to deliver food aid to her area, on what was in

all likelihood an illegal flight.Nazer grew up fortunate by Nuba standards. She never wanted for

food, enjoyed the warmth of her loving family and attended a government-run Muslim school

until the raid on her village abruptly changed her life. Prior to that, she had no direct experience



of the devastation the Nuba suffered during Sudan's bloody civil war, which began in 1983 and

is Africa's longest conflict. Nazer remembers only occasionally overhearing adults speak of

"the militia" or recall with horror the raids in far-off villages she had never visited. Her pre-slave

life was exceptionally untroubled: The Nuba, who joined the war in 1988 on the side of the

southern rebels fighting for self-determination, have seen half their population displaced,

hundreds of thousands starved or killed and whole villages wiped out. According to the United

Nations, some 2 million Sudanese have died, and more than 4 million have been displaced in

the past two decades. The Nuba, more than half a million of whom have fled their homeland,

are on the verge of extinction.According to Nazer, she and 31 other children were captured

during a 1993 raid on her village. After her abduction, she was raped by an Arab raider as they

made their way to a government-controlled military base, a crime made even more painful

because she'd been literally sewn shut by infibulation, the most damaging form of female

circumcision. She was then separated from her fellow captors and sold to a wealthy Arab family

in the capital of Khartoum.For the next seven years, Nazer says, she grew up in some of the

most horrible circumstances imaginable. She slept in a shed, was fed the family leftovers, was

worked to the bone, and verbally, sexually and physically abused on a regular basis. What's

worse, she lived in almost complete isolation. The near complete denial of human affection to

which she was subjected is perhaps the most tragic aspect of her story. Only a brief stay at the

hospital under the care of a loving Nuba nurse or the rare afternoon spent with a fellow slave

accompanying her master on a visit offered her any relief. Not surprisingly, her entire emotional

life existed in the past -- and Nazer survived largely by living in it, remembering her wonderful

family life back in the Nuba Mountains. In time even those memories faded, and she plunged

into a deep depression.The Sudanese government claims it has little control over the trafficking

in slaves, though human-rights groups say the government arms and sanctions the makeshift

militias made up of Muslim guerillas who conduct the slave trade. Sudan is a poor but oil-rich

nation of roughly 38 million people. There is no prohibition against slavery in Sudan's criminal

code, though the country's right-wing government has ratified a number of international treaties

outlawing slavery.A number of evangelical Christian groups have tried to trade on the

emotional revulsion Americans feel toward slavery, raising tens of thousands of dollars to

"emancipate" Sudanese slaves. Many of these "emancipations" have been exposed as frauds,

some perpetuated by the very southern Sudanese rebels whose people are frequently preyed

upon. For this reason, Human Rights Watch opposes such "slave redemptions."What's odd

about slavery in Sudan is that it has drawn so much attention here and in Europe, allowing a

book like Nazer's to gain immediate widespread attention. According to Human Rights Watch

and other humanitarian organizations, slavery exists almost completely out in the open in

nearby Mauritania, and trafficking in child slaves is a growing problem in other West African

countries such as Mali, Ivory Coast and Nigeria, yet it takes place with significantly less

international outcry. That's not to discount the power of Nazer's story, but simply to point out

that the immense tragedy of Sudan's civil war draws more attention to the problem of slavery

there.In 2000, Nazer alleges, she was shipped to London under false pretenses to serve as the

slave of a then high-ranking Sudanese diplomat, whom she names. After nearly a year, she

escaped with the help of several southern Sudanese, the first of whom she met on a trip to

shop for the family that enslaved her. One of Britain's leading newspapers, the Sunday

Telegraph, reported the story after her alleged escape, but without speaking with Nazer. The

former diplomat filed a libel suit against the paper, and even claimed to have letters written by

Nazer to her family that refuted her story. The paper eventually paid damages and published an

apology declaring Nazer's story false. This complicated her political asylum request, which was



initially rejected but ultimately successful.Nazer's book was published in England in 2002 with

this added controversy surrounding it. The success of the libel case brought against the

Telegraph damages the force of her story, if not its credibility. Yet the media flap should not

allow anyone to overlook the reality of slavery in Sudan, or the possibility that if ongoing peace

talks between rebel groups and the government are successful, the practice could finally come

to an end. Unfortunately, due to the Telegraph debacle, Nazer's account, which is difficult to

verify and by its very nature stretches the boundaries of our belief, runs the risk of being

compared to I, Rigoberta Menchu. Menchu's 1983 narrative, written, like Nazer's, with the help

of a journalist when she was in her early twenties, was exposed as largely fabricated after she

won the Nobel Prize for Peace. Yet Menchu's story still spoke to the experience of countless

poor Mayans in Central America.The Sudanese government has been extremely reluctant to

investigate Nazer's claims, however, and given its obvious stake in wanting damning evidence

of the country's slave trade refuted, this silence certainly lends credence to Nazer's story. If the

experiences Nazer recounts here prove true, they will stand as an important reminder of the

real, lived terrors of thousands of black southern Sudanese whose stories will never be told,

and whose freedom may never be won.Reviewed by Alex P. KelloggCopyright 2004, The

Washington Post Co. All Rights Reserved.--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition

edition.Read more
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Praise for Slave: My True Story“Nazer provides beautiful and at times heart-wrenching

accounts of the Nuba’s traditions . . . an important reminder of the real, lived terrors of

thousands of black southern Sudanese whose stories will never be told, and whose freedom

may never be won.”—The Washington Post“Harrowing . . . [Nazer] describes being sold into

servitude . . . a fate shared by more than 11,000 people each year in Sudan alone.”—People

Magazine“[Nazer] dwells on her Nuba childhood with a childlike quality . . . Ultimately [she]

celebrates . . . rebellion against injustice and the triumph of the human spirit.”—The

Economist“A clear, compelling, first-person narrative that conveys [Mende’s] young voice with

powerful authenticity . . . the details are unforgettable, capturing both the innocence of the child

and the world-weariness of one who has endured the worst.”—Booklist“Few [memoirs] are as

starkly powerful as this one: Nazer tells her story with lucid simplicity, deftly evoking her earlier

self to convey that girl’s innocence, violent loss, and compromise with survival.”—The

Onion“Ultimately, Slave is the compelling memoir of one woman’s struggle to hang on to her

humanity and of her continuing fight to stop others from losing theirs.”—The Kansas City

Star“Mende Nazer’s spirit echoes that of Sojourner Truth’s during her journey from slave to

freedom fighter . . . told in a childlike voice that conveys innocence and honesty.”—Orlando

Sentinel“[Nazer] tells her story of individual dignity combined with uncommon courage.”—The

Denver Post“Told with clarity and dignity . . . Surprisingly, a book about such a horrible subject

is uplifting: Slave is an inspiring testimonial to one young woman’s remarkable courage and

unbreakable spirit.”—The Roanoke Times“A shocking, true story of contemporary slavery . . .

[Mende Nazer’s] eventual and incredible journey into freedom is told simply and with grace

even under the circumstances.”—Knoxville News-Sentinel“By telling her story, Mende has

managed to shed much needed light to the plight of the rest of our African sisters and

throughout it all, her strength and beauty never fade.”—Waris Dirie, author of Desert Flower“An

eye-opening account of the atrocities that can and do happen when one nationality believes it

is superior to another, and an unforgettable plea for all people of all nations to focus on the

importance of human rights and to understand that we are all equal, all part of one human

race, and therefore should all be treated equally.”—Norma Khouri,author of Honor Lost: Love

and Death in Modern-Day Jordan“Slave constitutes an act of tremendous courage. A solitary

and profoundly moving voice emerging from the most silenced of quarters.”—Monica Ali,

author of Brick Lane“A straightforward, harrowing memoir that’s a sobering reminder that

slavery still needs to be stamped out . . . a profound meditation on the human ability to survive

under virtually any circumstances.”—Publishers Weekly“The shockingly grim story of how the

author became a slave at the end of the 20th century—mercifully, it has an ending to lift the

spirit . . . Revelatory in the truest sense of the word: told with a child-pure candor that comes

like a bucket of cold water in the lap.”—Kirkus Reviews“As you read about Nazer’s enslavement

and her eventual run to freedom in September 2000, you will weep, rage, and shout for justice.

I couldn’t put it down.”—Libby Manthey, Riverwalk Books Limited,Chelan,WAS L A V

ESLAVEMENDE NAZERAND DAMIEN LEWISPUBLIC AFFAIRSNew YorkCopyright © 2003

by Mende Nazer and Damien LewisPublished in the United States by PublicAffairs™,a

member of the Perseus Books Group.All rights reserved.No part of this book may be

reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in the case of brief

quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews. For information, address PublicAffairs, 250

West 57th Street, Suite 1321, New York, NY 10107. PublicAffairs books are available at special

discounts for bulk purchases in the U.S. by corporations, institutions, and other organizations.



For more information, please contact the Special Markets Department at the Perseus Books

Group, 11 Cambridge Center, Cambridge, MA 02142, or call (617) 252-5298.Book design by

Jane RaeseText set in 13-point PerpetuaLibrary of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication

DataNazer, Mende.Slave: my true story / by Mende Nazer and Damien Lewis.p.

cm.1-58648-318-81. Nazer, Mende. 2. Child slaves—Sudan—Khartoum—Biography. 3. Child

slaves—England—London—Biography. 4. Nuba (African people)—Biography. I. Lewis, Damien.
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book is dedicated to my Umi and Ba.I miss you so very much.MENDE NAZERFor Tean, my

beautiful daughter and my best friend,and for my mother, for being there in times of
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LewisAcknowledgmentsS L A V EPROLOGUEThe RaidThe day that changed my life forever

started with a beautiful dawn. I greeted the sunrise by facing east and making the first of my

five daily prayers to Allah. It was the spring of 1994, at the end of the dry season. I was about

twelve years old (our tribe keeps no record of birthdays). After prayers, I got ready to go to

school. It would take me an hour to walk there and an hour back again. I was studying hard

because I wanted to be a doctor when I grew up.This was a big dream for a simple, African girl

like me. I come from the Nuba tribe, in the Nuba Mountains of Sudan, one of the remotest

places on earth. I lived in a village of mud huts with grass-thatch roofs, nestled in a fold of the

big hills. My tribe are all hunters and farmers and most of them are Muslims. My father had a

herd of fifty cattle, which meant that he wasn’t a rich man, but he wasn’t poor either.After a

day’s hard study at school, I came home and did my chores. Then my mother cooked the

evening meal. My father had been out in the fields getting the harvest in and my brothers had

been helping him, so they were all very hungry. When we had finished eating, we went out into

the yard to listen to my father’s stories. I remember sitting around the fire in the yard laughing

and laughing. He was a very funny man, my father, a real joker. I loved all my family dearly.It

was a cold night so we did not stay out for long. I went to bed as I always did, cuddling up to

my father. There was a fire burning in the middle of the hut to keep us warm all night long. My

little cat Uran curled up on my tummy. My mother lay on her bed, across the fire from us. Soon,

we were all fast asleep. But we hadn’t been sleeping long when, suddenly, there was a terrible

commotion outside. I woke up, startled, to see an eerie, orange light flickering over the inside of

the hut.“Ook tom gua!” my father shouted, jumping up. “Fire! Fire in the village!”We ran to the

doorway to see flames reaching skyward toward the far end of the village. At first, we thought

that someone must have accidentally set their hut alight. It did happen quite often in our village.

But then, we caught sight of people running among the huts with flaming torches in their

hands. I saw them throwing these firebrands onto hut roofs, which burst into flames. The

people inside came running out, but they were attacked by these men and dragged to the

ground.“Mujahedin!” my father yelled. “Arab raiders! The Mujahedin are in the village!”I still

didn’t really understand what was happening and I was frozen with fear. Then my father

grabbed me by the arm.“Go lore okone?! Go lore okone?!” he shouted—“Where can we run?!



Where can we run?!”I could feel my mother standing close to me, trembling. I was terrified. I

had Uran clutched in one arm and my father’s hand in the other. Then we started to run.“Run to

the hills,” my father shouted. “Follow me! Run! Run!”We ran through scenes from your worst

nightmare—my father leading, me following clutching his hand tightly and my mother right

behind us. I still held Uran in one arm. There were so many huts on fire, the whole night sky

was lit up with the flames. Women and children were running in all directions, crying and

screaming in confusion and terror. I saw the raiders cutting people’s throats, their curved

daggers glinting in the firelight. I saw them grabbing hold of children and pulling them out of

their parents’ arms.“If anyone tries to grab you, hold onto me for dear life, Mende!” my father

yelled.Through the smoke and the flames I realized that my father was heading for the nearest

mountain. But as we approached the cover of the forest and the hills, we noticed a ragged line

of Mujahedin on horseback up ahead. They were brandishing swords at us and looked

completely different from the men in our tribe. They had wild, staring eyes and long, scraggy

beards and they wore ripped, dirty clothes. They had blocked the only obvious escape route. I

could see terrified villagers running toward their trap. As they caught sight of the ambush, the

villagers started screaming and turned back, trying to find some other way to escape. There

was complete chaos and terror and the sound of gunfire.As we turned to run in the opposite

direction, I heard my father shouting desperately for my mother. In all the panic and the

confusion, we had lost her. Now I was alone with my father, running, running. He was urging

me to run faster, faster. But then I tripped and fell to the ground. I remember Uran jumping out

of my arms. Then, as I struggled to get up, one of the Mujahedin grabbed me and started to

drag me away.My father jumped on the raider and wrestled him to the ground. I saw my father

beating the man around the head, and the man went down and didn’t get up again. My father

grabbed me by my arms and dragged me away from the fighting. My legs felt as if they were

being torn to pieces by the sharp stones as he pulled me away. But I didn’t care about the pain.

And then he hauled me to my feet and again we were running.“Run, Mende! Run! As fast as

you can!” my father shouted at me. “If the Arabs try to take you, they’ll have to kill me first!”We

sprinted back toward the other end of the village. But I was tired now, really tired. I was getting

weaker by the minute. My lungs ached. Then, quite suddenly, a herd of cattle fleeing from the

fire stampeded into us, and I went down a second time. I felt hooves pounding over me as I lay

curled on the ground. I thought that I was going to die.From a distance, I heard my father’s

panicked voice crying out, “Mende agor! Mende agor!”—“Where are you, Mende! Where are

you!” I tried to shout back and make him hear me, but my throat was choked with pain and

dust. My voice came out as a rasping whisper. “Ba! Ba! Ba!” I croaked—“Daddy! Daddy!

Daddy!”But my father couldn’t hear me. As I lay there, petrified, with tears streaming down my

face, trying to shout for my father, a man seized me from behind. He pinned me down, with his

stubbly beard pricking the back of my neck. I could smell the ugly stench of his breath.I knew

that my father was somewhere nearby, searching desperately for me. I kept trying to shout for

him. But the man clamped his grubby hand over my mouth. “Shut up,” he hissed, in Arabic.

“Shut up and lie still. If you keep shouting, the other men will find you and they will kill you.”He

dragged me to my feet and started to march me through the village. By the light of the burning

huts, I could see that he had a curved dagger and a pistol tucked into a belt at his waist.As I

was led away, I’m sure I heard my father still shouting for me, “Mende! Mende! Mende!” My

father was the bravest man in the world. I knew that he would save me if only he could find me,

even if he had to fight every Mujahedin in the village. I wanted to shout out “Ba! Ba! I’m here! I

can hear you.” But the raider kept his hand clamped over my mouth.As we walked, I could see

the village burning and I could hear screams all around me. I saw Nuba women on the ground



with Mujahedin on top of them, pawing at their bodies. I could smell the stench of burning, of

blood and of terror.I prayed to God then: “Oh Allah, Oh Allah, please save me, please save me.”

And I prayed to God to save my family too. Over and over as I was taken away to the forest, I

kept praying to God that we might all be saved.We arrived at the edge of the forest. Beneath

the trees there were about thirty other children huddled together. More Mujahedin kept arriving,

bringing young Nuba boys and girls with them. The raiders’ clothes and knives were covered in

blood and they had the look of absolute evil about them. As they arrived, I heard them chanting

at the tops of their voices: “Allahu Akhbar! Allahu Akhbar! Allahu Akhbar!”—“God is Great! God

is Great! God is Great!”I had no idea if any of my family had escaped, or if they had all been

killed in the raid. I had no idea what would happen to me now.This is how my wonderful, happy

childhood ended and how my life as a slave began.PART ONEMy Childhoodwith the Nuba1My

HomeWhen I was born, my father chose to call me Mende. In our Nuba language, mende is

the word for a gazelle—the most beautiful and graceful animal in the Nuba Mountains. I was

my father’s fifth and last child and he thought I was the prettiest daughter ever. Our village

backed onto a huge rock that towered over all the mud huts below. Above this rock, the

mountains rose high into the sky. In fact, the village was ringed with mountains on all sides. You

could walk out of our village and, in just fifteen minutes, lose yourself in the foothills.Our home

consisted of a rectangular compound, with two mud huts that faced each other. This we called

the “shal.” The shal was fenced around with a wall of wooden posts interwoven with straw. Two

benches ran down each side of the shal, where we would sit in the evening and laugh and tell

stories by the fire. Around the shal there was a much larger yard, the “tog.” The fence of the tog

was made of strong, straight tree branches and it was as high as the roof of a house. It was to

keep out the wild animals that might come into the village at night. I suppose the shal was like

a Western house, and the tog was like the garden that surrounds it. Our sheep and goats lived

in the tog. We had to be careful that they didn’t break into the shal and steal our food.I lived in

one hut with my mother and father. There were three beds inside, one for each of us. The beds

had bamboo frames and rope mattresses made from the bark of the baobab tree. My father

always slept by the door to protect us. There were snakes and hyenas in the forest and hills

nearby and I was afraid that they would come in and get me. Every night, I would leave my own

bed and cuddle up to my father where I felt safe.In the rainy season we kept a fire burning in

the middle of the hut to keep us warm at night. We stacked a big pile of dry firewood in the

middle of the hut. When it ran out we’d have to collect damp wood from the forest. Then, the

fire would struggle to burn and make the inside of the hut all smoky.One of my earliest

memories is of my father getting me a kitten. She was jet black and shiny. I called her Uran—

which means “blackie.” Uran turned out to be a great mouse-killer. At night, when I would jump

up on my father’s bed to sleep, Uran would jump up on me. Then my father would wake up.“I’ve

already got you in my bed,” he’d say, sleepily. “D’you think I can sleep with your cat in here as

well?”“Yes, of course you can,” I’d reply, giggling. “I’m sleeping with you and we’re sleeping with

my cat. And that’s that.”“Look. If you want to sleep with Uran, then go and sleep in your own

bed,” he’d say, half teasing.I would always refuse. Then my mother would call from across the

hut.“Come here, Mende. My bed’s big enough for you and me and your cat.”“No,” I’d call back. “I

want to sleep here with my father.”So began a game of musical beds. I would take Uran to my

mother, leave her there and then run back to my father’s bed. But Uran would immediately

jump off my mother’s bed and run back to us again. By now, my father would be laughing out

loud.“OK,” he’d sigh dramatically. “You go and sleep with your mother and Uran stays here with

me.”“All right, Ba,” I’d say. I knew how this joke would end.I would go over to my mother’s bed.

But Uran would follow me and jump up in bed with me again. By now, the whole hut would be



rocking with laughter.“So, whatever we do, Uran wants to sleep with you,” my father would say.

Then he’d fetch my small bed from across the hut and place it beside his. I would jump up onto

my bed, Uran would jump up on top of me and my father would sleep next to both of us. Like

that, everyone was happy.My oldest sister Shokan lived in a neighboring compound with her

husband and children, and my other sister Kunyant was soon to be married. My brothers Babo

and Kwandsharan lived outside the family compound, in the “holua,” the men’s house. Each

family had its own holua, where the unmarried boys would eat and sleep together. At

mealtimes, my father would go out to the holua to eat with my brothers.My father would call out

to all our male relatives to come and join him: “Come and eat with us! Come and drink tea!” My

uncles and aunts all lived within easy shouting distance of our home. In our tradition, it is very

important that you do not eat alone. You share any meal with whoever is around at the time. It

may be a family member, a village neighbor, a visitor from another tribe or even a foreigner. It

doesn’t matter. Anyone who is in hearing distance is welcome. If they were lucky, my mother

would have roasted sorghum and peanuts on the fire and ground them into a delicious paste.

Or she might have cooked “kal,” a sorghum mash boiled with water and milk, or “waj,” a curried

stew of vegetables and meat.I lived in a very close-knit community. We had few secrets and

there was little need for privacy. When I was very young, I would just go to the toilet behind our

yard. But when I was around six, I started going to a special patch of bush, which was the

grown-ups toilet. I would crouch down behind a bush with the grass brushing my bottom and

grab the nearest leaf to clean myself. But if it was the wet season, the leaves were too tough to

pull off the tree. Then I would take a handful of dry raffia palm leaves with me. But this

presented another problem. Raffia leaves have very sharp edges and you could end up with

some cuts in very awkward places.One morning, when I was still very small, I went to relieve

myself in the bush, accompanied by my friend Kehko. She went to one tree and I went to

another. We had just crouched down, when Kehko shouted over to me.“I can hear something

moving, Mende. What d’you think it is?”“It’s probably just a mouse,” I called back.But suddenly,

out came a huge snake. Kehko saw it a moment before I did and she screamed. Then I saw it

too, slithering through the bush. Kehko jumped up and started running with all her pee-pee

going down her legs. My situation was even worse and as I was straining to finish, the snake

was slithering toward me. There was nothing for it. In a flash, I jumped up out of the

undergrowth and started to run. I did a very uncomfortable short sprint, with my bum stuck out

behind me (when we were children, we used to go naked most of the time). As soon as we

were far enough away from the snake, we stopped, panting and collapsed with breathless

laughter. After this, Kehko and I decided we would never go back to that part of the bush

again.Behind our house we had a garden where we grew maize and vegetables like beans and

pumpkin. In October, the rains would come and the maize would swell up fat and juicy. My

favorite treat was fresh maize cobs roasted over the fire, with homemade butter. When we’d

eaten all the food in the garden, we’d send the goats in to eat up all the leftover stalks and

leaves.Three tall, conical grain storage huts, “durs,” stood to one side of our yard. Each had

one small entrance, high up in the wall, which was just the width of a man’s body. The only way

in was to climb up a ladder and dive through the entrance hole, twisting yourself as you did so,

landing in a crouch on the floor. It was designed like this so that no rats or goats could get in.

The dur kept the grain dry so it would last us from one harvest season to the next. When we

needed some more grain, my father would dive into the dur. He would scoop up a gourd-full of

grain and pass it up to my brother, Babo, who would stand at the entrance, perched on a

ladder. I would wait down below to take the gourd from him.Every day, we girls had to go to the

mountains to fetch water and firewood. We’d walk for as much as two hours, on little paths that



wound through the forest. Because the hills were full of snakes and wild animals, we’d always

try to get some of the boys to go with us to protect us. Sometimes, when we arrived at the

water hole with our clay pots, there would be girls from another village there too. Then there

would often be an argument about who would get to fill up first. Pretty quickly, we’d start to call

each other names: “You’re ugly! You’re lazy! You’re a liar!”Then someone would start a fight. It

was all only in fun really. But I’d always call for my brother Babo to save me. “Mende, come and

stand behind me,” he’d say. “Now, if any of you want to touch Mende, you’ll have to get past me

first.”When the rains finally came, after the long, hot, dry season, all the children would run

outside and dance for joy, singing the rain song: “Are coucoure, are konduk ducre”—the rain is

coming, too much rain. We’d wave our hands above our heads and dance around in the warm,

balmy rain. It was always a time of such relief, because the rains meant that we would have a

good harvest, and no one would go hungry that year.When I was about six, for the first time in

my life the rains failed. Our crops wilted and died. We started running out of food. Week by

week, the situation was getting worse. People were very hungry and getting desperate. Soon,

all the children were looking thin and sickly and some of the old people started dying of

starvation. I can remember that I had never felt so hungry in all my life.Then, one day, I saw an

amazing sight—a huge cloud of dust billowing up from the old track that wound up from the

valley floor. As I watched, I saw a line of gleaming white trucks emerging from the dust. Once

or twice before, I had seen an old truck chugging its way up into our village. But I’d never seen

anything like this shining convoy before. I could see that it was headed for the marketplace in

the center of our village. I rushed down there, to find two men getting out of the lead vehicle.

But to my amazement I saw that these men had pale, white skins. It was the first time in my life

that I’d ever seen a “Hawaja,” a white man. I stood there with the other village children staring

at the Hawajas from a distance, wondering where on earth they might have come from. To us

they looked like ghosts.They walked up the line of trucks and began to direct the drivers where

to unload. The young Nuba men from our village rushed over to help carry the big sacks,

drums of cooking oil, medicines and blankets into an empty building nearby. Each family was

entitled to one blanket, one sack of lentils, one tin of oil and some sorghum seeds for planting

the following year. My father joined the line of waiting villagers, while we kids just stood and

stared and stared at the Hawajas. Eventually, we headed for home, with my father carrying the

sack of lentils, my mother carrying the oil and me carrying the big blanket.“These Hawajas are

very good people,” my father said, smiling, as we walked back to our hut. “They come from far,

far away—because they know the rains have failed and we’re hungry. But the Arabs don’t help

us—even though they share the same country with us.”All that year, convoys of trucks snaked

up the steep mountain pass to bring us more aid. It turned out that all this good stuff was being

sent by America—so everyone kept talking about what a good man President Bush was (the

first one, Bush senior) to help us like this. One woman in our village even decided to name her

son “Bush.” He had been born in the midst of the famine. There was then a rash of copycat

naming, so that soon there was a string of little boys named Bush in our village. Then some of

the women decided they wanted to name their daughters after Bush’s wife, but no one could

find out her name. Another woman composed a song in praise of President Bush. It quickly

became very popular and you could hear all the women singing away as they worked. I can’t

remember the words exactly, but it went something like this:Bush, Bush, Bush, Bush,Bush is

very kind,He helps the Nuba,With lentils and oil,If it wasn’t for Bush,We’d all die,Bush, Bush,

Bush, Bush.One of the worst things about the drought was that lots of our livestock died. In the

Nuba Mountains, cows are very important—they are the sign of a man’s wealth. You would

hear people say: “Hmmm . . . That man is a very rich man. Look how many cows he has.” My



father had maybe fifty or sixty cows in all. Some of the other men had even more, maybe as

many as one hundred cows. During the famine, lots of our cows died. It took my father years to

build up his herd again.Normally, it was Babo’s responsibility, as the youngest boy, to look after

our cattle. But when Babo started going to school, my father employed a boy from a

neighboring village to do it instead. He was about thirteen years old and he was called Ajeka.

Ajeka carried a spear and an “ondo”—a musical instrument made from a gourd and three wire

strings. All he wore was a string of beads around his waist. Ajeka would take the cows into the

fields or the forest to graze, and stroll around all day long, playing gently to himself on his ondo.

After one year, my father gave Ajeka one cow. That was his wages for the year.My father’s herd

of cows was kept about ten minutes away from our house in an enclosure called a “coh.” It was

made of huge tree branches driven into the ground. There was a big coh for the adult cows and

the calves had their own smaller enclosure, a “cohnih”—which means literally “house of the

small cows.” Before sunrise, Ali, our cattle boy, and my brothers would get up and go to the

cattle enclosure. They would take the hungry calves over to their mothers, so they would start

suckling. As the milk began to flow the boys would take the calves away again and start milking

the cows themselves. The boys would leave a little milk for the calves and carry the rest home

to my mother.Sometimes, we would drink it immediately—delicious and fresh and still warm. Or

we would put it on the fire to make sorghum porridge. Or I might be sent out into the yard with

a bowl of fresh milk—where there was a post in the ground with a gourd attached by a rope. I

would pour the milk into a small hole at the top of the gourd and seal it with a cork. Then I

would shake it backward and forward, to churn the milk. I would shake for five minutes and

then rest, shake and rest, shake and rest, until I had separated out the buttermilk and the

curds. From this we made butter and yoghurt.People used to say that I looked exactly like my

mother. She was very slim and she was very, very beautiful. But my hair was like my father’s—

much softer and longer than my mother’s. I never knew my mother’s age, but she looked about

ten years younger than my father. In our tribe, a man always married a much younger woman.

In my earliest memories, my mother used to walk about completely naked. For the first eight

years or so of my life, no one in our village wore any clothes to speak of. Then my mother took

to wearing a short, colorful woven cloth wrapped around her hips. Or when it was cold she

might wear a blanket wrapped around her shoulders. I think she started to wear clothes largely

because they were becoming more available, as the outside world started to impinge upon our

remote way of life.My mother had decorative scars all over her body. When she was still a child,

my grandmother had spent hours with a sharp stone cutting my mother’s skin to make

beautiful, geometric patterns. My grandmother had chosen to cut spirals and swirls into my

mother’s breasts and long rows of straight lines on her abdomen. I thought these scars made

my mother look very beautiful. Scars are “kell” in our Nuba language—signs of beauty. Both the

men and the women had them. My mother had the most beautiful scar on one side of her face

—like a three-headed arrow. My grandmother had cut her until the blood had poured down her

cheek.“I saw the blood dripping onto the earth, Mende,” my mother told me, touching the scar

with her fingertips. “But we were taught to be brave—so I didn’t complain.”I had four older

brothers and sisters, but none had had the scarring done to them. My mother told me that

scarring was an old tradition that had been stopped before we were born. She was sad about

this, but she understood why these old traditions had to come to an end. I was sad about it too,

because I thought the scars looked very beautiful. I was sure it must have been painful to have

them done, but I would have liked some to decorate my own body.My mother always wore a

necklace of black and white beads and around her waist she wore a wide band made of strings

of white, red, yellow and black beads. In Nuba culture, the beads each tribe wears are very



distinct and differentiate one tribe from another. My mother wore these beads to show that she

was from our tribe, the Karko. If strangers came to our village, we would know immediately if

they were from our tribe, just by looking at their beads and their scars.My mother always wore

her hair in braids. But she hardly ever allowed me to braid her hair, because I wasn’t very good

at it. A friend who lived nearby usually did it for her. This woman had spent a long time learning

how to braid hair in the Nuba tradition. She was like the hairdresser of our tribe, but no one

ever paid her for it. She just did it as a favor and that’s how we all treated each other. If you

could help someone, you would.Each girl had a different hairstyle for different occasions—for

the coming of the rains, for harvest time, for the wrestling time or for the boys’ circumcision

ceremony. My mother told me that in her day, the boys had been circumcised at seventeen or

eighteen years old, to mark their transition to manhood. But my brothers were circumcised

when they were much younger, around ten or eleven. The traditions were changing, and it was

now seen as much safer to circumcise boys at a younger age.My father had a beautiful, kind

face. He was not tall for a Nuba, but he was fit and lithe and strong. His features looked fine,

almost European, but his skin was very black. All he ever wore was a short strip of cloth

wrapped around his waist and a white skull cap. My father’s hands were hard and calloused.

Sometimes, after rolling baobab tree bark to make rope to sell in the marketplace, his hands

would bleed. He had deep fissures and cracks in the soles of his feet from walking barefoot

over sharp stones and rocks in the hills. He had a short beard, just like stubble really. He kept

his jet-black hair cropped close to his head. But it grew very quickly and when it did it was soft,

unlike most Nuba hair, which is hard and wiry.Many of the men in our village had several wives.

My Uncle Jeronghir and my Uncle Foneshir both had two wives. But my father only ever had

one wife. I would still have loved him, even if he had married ten wives. I don’t know if my

mother would have liked it, but she wouldn’t have had a say in it. That’s our tradition. My father

loved my mother very much. He used to say to us, “Your mother is such a good woman, she’s

like ten wives to me.”Life in our home was very peaceful. My father and mother never argued.

The only fights I ever had with my brothers and sisters were in play. My father was always

joking with our neighbors and inviting them in to eat with us. While he was boisterous, my

mother was very quiet and reserved. Everyone liked and respected her. She didn’t join in the

village gossip. People said that while my mother was like an angel, my father was like a

naughty, but very loveable devil.My father had a huge hunting spear with a long wooden shaft

and a sharp metal tip. When he went hunting in the mountains, he would take his spear, a long

stick, an axe and a gourd full of drinking water. He would carry an enormous cow’s horn with

him too. Usually, he would just kill a rabbit or a small, pheasantlike bird, but sometimes he

would kill a “shukul”—a big forest deer—or even a hyena. If he killed a large animal, he would

blow on his cow horn and the sound would echo from hill to hill. We would hear it in the village

and get very excited. Then the men would set off to help him carry back the dead animal.When

I was about six years old, I became very worried about my cat Uran. She was so fat that I

thought she was about to burst. “Umi, why is Uran getting so fat?” I asked my mother. “I think

she’s eating too many mice.”“She’s not fat because she eats too much,” said my mother,

laughing. “She’s pregnant—she’s going to have babies.”I was so shocked. “How did Uran

become pregnant?” I asked my mother.“Well, Uran got pregnant by eating too many mice,” my

mother said, immediately contradicting herself. I think this was just a convenient way for her not

to have to explain the facts of life to me at such an early age.“Umi,” I complained, “I don’t

understand. Is Uran going to give birth to mice then? But we brought her here so she could get

rid of all the mice.”My mother sat down on her wooden stool and pulled me over to her. “Listen,

Mende. Uran may eat mice, but she’ll give birth to baby cats—you wait and see.”I still didn’t



understand. But I was happy that Uran was going to have kittens. I picked her up and took her

over to my mother. “When will she have them?” I asked.“I don’t know exactly,” she said, feeling

Uran’s tummy. “But by the way her tummy feels, I’d say pretty soon.”I was so excited. A week

later, I went to check on Uran and found her curled up with four gorgeous little kittens. They

were black with white patches. She was lying there gazing up at me, looking very proud of

herself. Uran really was my best friend. I ran out into the yard, caught a goat, milked it and

rushed back with a gourdful of milk. I spent all day lying on the ground next to her. I held the

kittens and stroked them. Later, I ran to tell my friends and they came over to play with the

kittens too. As they grew, the kittens started to jump all over me and play with my fingers and

ears. They became my favorite playmates. I loved them so! But one morning, my mother said

that she needed to have a little talk with me.“One of our neighbors has asked if they can have a

kitten to live in their house,” she told me. “So we can give them one of Uran’s. Won’t that be

nice?”I couldn’t believe what she was saying. “You want to give Uran’s children away?” I wailed.

“How can you? Why don’t you give your own children away, if that’s what you want to

do?”“Don’t be angry with me,” my mother told me, gently. “If we keep all these kittens, Uran will

soon have another five and then we’ll have ten cats and where do you think all the milk will

come from to feed them all?”“We have cows and goats. We can drink the cows’ milk and the

cats can drink the goats’ milk.”“And where do you think they’re all going to live? Should we

build a fence and keep Uran and all her children outside, like we do the cows? Would you like

that?”“Why can’t we all live together in our hut? Cats are only small and there’s lots of

room.”But my mother was adamant. We would have to give Uran’s kittens away. I was so upset

that my mother didn’t know what to do. Finally, she said: “Listen Mende, for the time being they

can all stay here with us, all right? Now, will you stop crying?”I was so relieved I ran over to

Uran to tell her the good news—that her kittens could stay. But of course my mother had

tricked me. One morning, a few days later, I woke up to discover that all the kittens had gone. I

rushed around the hut in a complete panic, looking everywhere for them. Then I ran outside

and searched the yard. Eventually, I sat down and burst into tears. “Umi,” I wailed, “I can’t find

the kittens anywhere. Where’ve they gone?”My mother pretended to look surprised. “Really?”

she said. “Where can they have got to?” She began to search the hut with me. But after about

five minutes, she gave up. “Maybe Uran took them into the garden,” she said. “Have you tried

there?”I was about to rush off and search the garden, when my mother told me that I must

have some breakfast first. I told her I would eat when I had found the kittens. I set off with Uran

in tow. I was rather annoyed that my mother wasn’t helping me. An hour later, I was still

searching around the yard, when one of my friends came running over. She told me that she

was overjoyed because—guess what?—they had been given one of Uran’s kittens. Suddenly, I

realized that my mother had tricked me. I couldn’t believe that she could be so cruel.I ran back

into our hut. “Why did you give Uran’s children away? How could you do it?” I shouted at her,

stamping my feet. “How could you be so mean? You lied to me.”My mother sat me down and

tried to explain that Uran would have more kittens and that she wouldn’t send them away next

time. But I was inconsolable. I was worried that Uran couldn’t have any more kittens because

she had eaten all the fat mice and only thin ones were left. I was sad for days. But as the

kittens grew up I could see them playing happily around the village and I soon forgave my

mother.Because I was the youngest child and my father’s last daughter, I think I was probably a

bit spoiled. My two older sisters, Shokan and Kunyant, were much older than me. Shokan was

about thirteen years old. Her name means “no hair” and she was called that because when she

was born she was completely bald. I don’t think she ever went to school and by the time I was

born, she was already married and had left home. I went to visit her often, as the path to the



forest wound past her house and then past Kunyant’s house too. I could call out from our hut:

“Shokan, where are you?” She would hear me and shout back from her house: “Over here,

Mende, over here.” Kunyant must have been around nine years older than me. By contrast, her

name means “lots of hair,” and she was born with a thick fuzz. I remember everyone saying that

Kunyant was very beautiful, but not very clever. She did go to school, but not for very long. She

too got married when she was about thirteen.My eldest brother was called Kwandsharan,

meaning “short boy,” as he was tiny when he was born. He always laughed and told jokes and

he was very handsome. Kwandsharan hoped to go away to study and become an officer in the

army. I liked him but I never understood why he wanted to leave the village and become a

soldier. My other brother, Babo, was just two years older than me. His name in our language

means baby and he was my mother’s favorite. He was tall and slim and thoughtful. Babo was

very clever and he always came first in his class at school. He used to tell me that he wanted to

be a trader, working in the market. Out of all my brothers and sisters he was my favorite.

Wherever he was in the village, I was always at his side.The only time Babo ever left me

behind was when he went to the forest, to hunt birds. He would shoot them using a slingshot

made from raffia palm, which fired small pebbles. Or sometimes he would use a wooden

catapult. If we were lucky, he’d get a big pigeon. When he got home, he’d give it to me to put on

the fire to singe off all the feathers. Then he would gut it and we’d cook it in an iron pan over

the fire, with some water, onions and salt. It was a delicious treat.Babo used to play with me all

the time. One of our favorite games was called “kak,” the stone game. We would take eight

pebbles the size of large marbles. Then, we would sit down on the ground facing each other

and lay the stones out in a line between us. Babo always let me go first. I had to throw one of

the stones up in the air, grab another off the ground and catch the falling stone before it landed

—all with the same hand. When I had caught all eight stones, I had to start all over again. But

now I had to grab two stones at once, then three, four and so on. If I managed to catch all the

stones and finish the sequence, I’d shout “kak!” If I dropped a stone, that meant my turn was

over. Babo and I would play kak for hours on end.But my very favorite game was “omot

nwaid”—the moon game. We could only play it when there was a full moon lighting the whole

of the village and the surrounding mountains with silver moonlight. Then, twenty or thirty

children would gather in the center of the village. First, we’d build a big stone circle. Then, one

of us would throw a flat disk of cow’s bone (usually one of its vertebrae) spinning through the

air as far as we could. We’d all go running after it, screaming and laughing and falling over

each other in the rush to be first to find it.If I found the bone, I’d keep very quiet and try to run

back into the stone circle without anyone catching me. But as soon as the rest saw that I had it,

they’d shout “Quick! Quick! Get Mende! Stop her!” If I reached the stone circle without being

caught, I would dance around and shout: “Eyee langaa! Eyee langaa!”—I’ve made it! I’ve made

it! I was then the winner and I got to throw the bone. But, if they caught me, I was out. If we’d

been allowed, we would have played omot nwaid all night long. But after a couple of hours or

so, our parents would call us in. “Come on, Mende!” my mother would shout. “Come home now.

It’s time to sleep.”2Ba and MeOne day, just after the start of the rains, my father asked me to go

with him to the sorghum fields. Sorghum is our staple crop. I was only about six years old at the

time, but I knew that the fields were a very long way away, down on the plain where the soil

was more fertile.“I’m going there for a few days to plant our sorghum,” he explained. “Then I

have to come back to the village. So, I want you to stay there while I’m away and chase the

birds away. Otherwise, they’ll eat all the seeds we’ve just planted. I’ll only be away for one day

and then I’ll come back for you. OK?”“Yes! Yes!” I said, dancing up and down, “I’d love to go

with you, Ba. But please, Ba, can I take Uran with me?”“Uran will get lost in the forest, Mende,



and then she might get eaten. So she’s much better off staying here in the village, isn’t

she?”Despite having to leave Uran behind, I was very happy. It was the first time that my father

was taking me with him. I missed him when he was away and I especially missed his stories.

The night before we left, my mother packed food for us and pots and pans for cooking. At first

light the next morning, we slung all the provisions in sacks over the donkey’s back. Then my

father jumped onto the donkey and lifted me up in front of him. As we set off, everyone waved

good-bye. I felt very important and very special.“When are you coming back, Mende?” my

friend Kehko shouted.“Never,” I shouted over my shoulder. “I’m going to spend all my life in the

fields with my father. Bye-bye.”“Who will play with you then?” Kehko shouted after us.“No one,” I

replied, haughtily. “I’m not going for playing. I have a very important job to do. I have to keep

our fields safe from the birds.”Before long, the forests and the hills that we passed through

were new and strange to me. But my father was well armed with his spear and his axe and a

stout stick, so I wasn’t afraid. As we rode along, I chatted away.“Before we left the village, you

said that I’d have to stay in the fields when you go. But what will I do if the ghosts come?”My

father seemed to think about this for a while. “Good point,” he said, eventually. “I should have

asked Babo to come too. The forests are full of ghosts.”“They are? Well I’m not staying there

alone then. You’ll have to take me back home with you.”“If I take you home with me, who will

scare all the birds off the fields?”“The ghosts can scare the birds away just as well as I can,” I

said, starting to get upset.“I’m not so sure, Mende,” said my father slowly, shaking his head. “I

think you’ll do a much better job.”I started crying and kicked my feet into the donkey’s sides.

“Well, you can’t expect me to stay there alone with the ghosts, can you?”“Don’t kick the donkey

like that,” my father said, trying not to laugh. “If you do, he’ll start to run so fast that we’ll fall

off.”“I don’t care. Anything’s better than being left alone in the fields with the ghosts.”My father

couldn’t keep a straight face any longer. “I’m teasing you, Mende,” he said. “There aren’t any

ghosts in the forests. Look around you. Do you see any ghosts here? No.”Gradually, I stopped

crying. My father tried to cheer me up, but I didn’t answer him for miles. I was sulking.“You don’t

love me,” I eventually snapped. “You want me to stay all alone with the ghosts. If they touch me

or even breathe on me I’ll die!”“I’ve told you, I was only joking.”“Well, you wait and see, I’m not

staying in that place alone. I’m coming back with you to the village.”“All right. We’ll wait and see,

shall we?” my father said, chuckling.We must have looked a very strange couple, shouting and

crying and laughing our way through the forest. The farther we traveled, the more strange the

surroundings looked to me. Soon, the forest was thick all around us. It was steamy and humid.

The trees were dripping wet from the recent rains. In places, the gullies of seasonal riverbeds

snaked through the huge trees. For a few days after the rains, these would be transformed into

raging torrents. All the rest of the year they would be dry.Finally, we reached one of these

gullies full of deep, turbulent water. My father went to check the current and decided that it was

too dangerous to cross. We would have to wait until it had died down a little. An hour or so

later, he thought we should give it a try. He tied the donkey to a tree and then put me up on his

shoulders. He told me to hold on very tightly with both hands. Then, very slowly, he waded out

into the rushing torrent. He had a long stick in either hand and, as he inched across, he used

them to test the depth and the strength of the current ahead. From up on his shoulders, the

sound of the raging water was deafening. As he waded in deeper, the water surged up around

his chest and dragged at my bare feet.“Hold on tight, Mende!” he shouted. “Hold on tight!”“How

can I hold onto you?” I yelled back. I didn’t want my father to hear in my voice how scared I

really was. “I’m small and weak, but you’re big and strong. Why can’t you hold onto me? Or

d’you want me to be washed away?”My father couldn’t stop himself from bursting into laughter.

“Do you want us to fall into the river?” he shouted up at me.“Of course not,” I yelled back.“OK,



so how can I hold onto you and these sticks at the same time?”“I don’t know! But you must

hold onto me tightly. I’m only small. Don’t you care if I fall in?”“How many arms do I have?” But I

was giggling so much by now that I couldn’t answer. “How many arms do I have?” he shouted,

even louder. “How many arms do I have? You going to answer me, Mende?”“Ore, Ba”—two,

Daddy—I finally blurted out. “Two arms!”“Yes. Two arms. So, how can I hold onto you and the

sticks at the same time?”“I don’t care,” I shouted back. “But don’t you dare drop me! Walk

slowly. And don’t step into a big hole or we’ll both drown!”“You are a crazy, crazy girl,” my father

shouted up at me. “Why do I have to have you as a daughter? You’re just the biggest bundle of

trouble ever.”By the time we’d reached the middle of the river, we were laughing so much that

I’d forgotten all my fear. When we finally got to the far bank, my father took me down from his

shoulders and collapsed on the ground, panting with the exertion and with laughter. Then he

turned back to fetch the donkey.“Don’t go near the river,” he warned me, serious for a moment.

“It’s very dangerous. Stay away from the water.”Soon, my father was pulling the donkey by its

reins down the opposite riverbank. But it was very stubborn and refused to set foot in the

raging water. It was braying in panic, “Eeehaaw! Eeeh-aaw! Eeeh-aaw!” My father stood in the

river trying to pull the donkey in while it pulled in the opposite direction. From where I was

sitting it looked so funny.“What’re you laughing at?” my father shouted, in mock anger. “You

think it’s funny, do you? If the donkey falls in, all the food gets wet and the sorghum flour gets

swept away downstream. Then what’ll we have to eat? We’ll starve! Or we’ll have to go back to

the village and everyone will laugh at us.”Finally, after much pulling and cursing, my father

dragged the donkey across. Then, panting and soaking wet, he sat down and gave me a big

hug. This first river was the most difficult to cross. We were still high up in the hills and the

water was deep and fierce. As we descended toward the plains, each river became a little

easier. By late afternoon, we had reached the edge of the forest. Before us lay a vast, treeless

plain stretching as far as the eye could see in all directions. I was used to the mountains and I

felt isolated and vulnerable in this huge, vast openness.“I don’t like it here,” I said to my father.

“It’s flat and empty. We’ll get lost.”“I know. I don’t like it much either,” he replied. “But, this is

where the soil is fertile.”My father had made a small, rectangular shelter made of dry sorghum

stalks at the edge of his fields. Inside, there was a fireplace with four big stones to balance a

cooking pot. On either side of the fire, there were raffia beds. At the far end, away from the

door, there was a big bed of sorghum straw where we could sit and tell stories in the

evening.We took all our things into the hut and made ourselves at home. Then my father lit a

fire to warm us up after the long, wet journey and to boil some sweet tea. He took off the

blanket that he’d been wearing around his shoulders and hung it from the roof of the hut to dry.

All I was wearing was a pair of knickers, so I took them off and followed his example. After we

ate some of the food that Umi had prepared for us, we were ready for bed. My father settled

down on one of the small raffia beds next to the fire and I jumped up next to him. It had been

an exhausting journey and we were soon fast asleep.The next morning my father woke me up

with a breakfast of sorghum porridge with milk. Then we went out to start work. He began by

digging holes in the soil with a long, heavy stick tipped with metal. I followed behind him

popping a couple of seeds into each hole and stamping down the earth with my bare feet. The

soil was wet from the rains and very soft. My father sang as he worked. To the left and right, I

could see other Nuba people from our tribe doing the same as us. On the morning of the third

day my father made breakfast, and after we’d eaten, he sat me down for a talk.“Today, I’ve got

to go back to the village,” he said gently.“I’m not staying here without you,” I retorted.“Yes, you

are,” he replied calmly. “You’re staying here just like we agreed—to keep the birds off the

fields.”“I’m too afraid,” I whimpered. “I can’t stay here alone.”“Look at me, Mende,” he said



sternly. “You know that’s why I brought you here in the first place. I need you . . .”Before he

could finish, I butted in. “But you didn’t tell me about the wild animals and the ghosts before we

came, did you? You only told me that on the way here.”“Wait, I haven’t finished. Now listen to

me.” My father was serious now, which was unusual for him. “I explained to you why I wanted

you to come here with me. Now, you’ll only be here on your own for one day, and then I’ll come

back. I was only teasing you about the ghosts and the wild animals. Surely you know that?”“I

know,” I said, bursting into tears. “But I don’t think jokes about wild animals and ghosts are

funny.”“So, what do you want me to do? There’s no way you can come back with me. I need

you to stay here and watch out for the birds. When the sun sets you can run across to stay with

Uncle Jeronghir. His fields are just nearby.”By now, I was getting hysterical. “I’m not going to

watch out for any stupid birds,” I wailed. “I’ll leave the birds to eat all the seeds. You see if I

don’t.”“OK,” my father replied. “You let the birds eat all the seeds and you see what happens

when I get back.”With that, he jumped on his donkey, kicked it in its flanks and set off at a trot

toward the forest. But I started running after him, shouting at the top of my voice through my

tears.“Ba! Ba! Don’t leave me. Take me with you. Take me back to the village. You can’t leave

me here. I’ll die!”My father was really getting angry now. “Go back, Mende!” he shouted at me.

“Go on! Go back.”But I just kept running after him. As he kicked harder and the donkey ran

faster, I ran faster too. Finally, my father stopped. When I caught up with him, he leaned down

and scooped me up with one arm. For a second, I was so happy because I thought he was

going to take me with him. But then he turned the donkey around and trotted back the way we

had come.“Don’t think you’re coming back to the village, because you’re not,” he told me

sternly. “You’re going back to look after the fields.”All the way back down the path I cried and

kicked my father in the shins. But he was losing patience with me. This was costing him

precious time as he had a long journey ahead of him. Back by the hut, he took me on his lap

under a tree.“Mende,” he said gently, stroking my hair. “Please listen to me. You heard what I

said. If you come back with me, the birds will dig up the seeds and we’ll have to do all this work

again. Then our sorghum might never be ready in time. Is that really want you want?”“No,” I

said quietly, hanging my head.“So, you must stay here and be brave. I’ll come back tomorrow,

just like I promised.”“OK, Ba.”“Smile for me, this time when I leave,” he said, grinning at me. As

he climbed on his donkey I stopped crying and attempted a smile.“Good-bye, see you

tomorrow,” he called as he trotted off up the path.As he disappeared around a corner in the

path through the forest, I suddenly felt very alone and very afraid, but I knew that I couldn’t run

after him again. So, I sat under the tree throwing rocks at the birds. “Go away, you stupid birds,”

I kept shouting. “Go away. Go away!” But all day long, I kept imagining that I could see animals

moving in the shadows in the nearby forest.At sunset, I hurried over to my Uncle Jeronghir’s

fields. I ran so fast that my feet didn’t touch the ground. He gave me some goat milk and some

sorghum porridge. After that, I was so tired that I went straight to sleep. The next morning, I set

off at the crack of dawn for my father’s fields again. All morning I chased the birds away. But I

had half an eye on the path behind me, watching for my father. I waited and waited but he

didn’t come. In the early afternoon, I spotted a woman from our village walking down the path

toward me.“Why hasn’t my father come back yet?” I called out to the woman, in a near panic.

“He promised he’d be back this morning.”“Oh, he told me to tell you that he can’t make it,” she

answered, “so he’ll be back here tomorrow.”My first thought was that my father had tricked me.

But then I realized that something must have happened to delay him. I had no choice but to

wait. So I carried on throwing stones and shouting at the birds. Around midafternoon, I heard a

horrible cry from just within the forest behind me. I spun around. “Aooowww. Aooowww,” it

echoed through the trees. There it was again! It sent a chill up my spine. I knew this sound very



well. It was the call of the wild dog, an animal with a fearsome reputation. The wild dogs hunt in

packs and will attack anything, being particularly fond of young Nuba children. I kept turning my

head from side to side to try to see where the howls were coming from. I could feel my whole

body shaking with fear.Suddenly, I saw a movement among the trees, and out stepped a wild

dog. I watched transfixed as it jumped over the fence into our field. I knew the rest of the pack

would be somewhere close by. I was scared that if I made a move, he would hear me and

come after me. But I also knew that if I stayed where I was, he would eventually smell me out.

Finally, terror forced me to run and the only thing that I could think of doing was heading for the

big tree in the middle of the field.When I finally reached the tree I jumped up into the lowest

branches and quickly climbed to the top. I’d spent so much of my time playing in the trees back

at the village that it was easy for me. But I could feel my legs shaking uncontrollably. I was still

scared that the wild dog had heard me or seen me. And as wild dogs always hunt in packs,

there were bound to be others around. I knew the wild dogs couldn’t climb trees, but I imagined

them waiting for me to fall out when I dropped off to sleep.I turned around and caught sight of

the wild dog stalking slowly across the field toward me, its belly to the ground. Then, when it

was quite close, it suddenly pounced. I heard a bird making a sickening, squawking sound, as

the wild dog sank its teeth into the bird’s neck, holding it down with its paws. The bird was a big

“shengokor”—a forest chicken. Then the wild dog ran off, jumped the fence and disappeared

into the forest with the bird in its mouth. That could have been me, I thought.It was a long time

before I plucked up the courage to come down. When I finally did, I set off running as fast as I

could to my uncle’s. I didn’t care anymore if the birds ate all the seeds that we’d planted. When

I caught sight of Uncle Jeronghir I ran up to him and threw myself into his arms. I didn’t cry

because he was my uncle, not my father, but he could see that I was upset.“What’s happened,

Mende?” he asked. “What’s wrong?”“Uncle Jeronghir, the wild animals came! The wild animals

came.”“They didn’t come for you, Mende. They came for the birds!”“But Uncle, I was so scared

I ran and I climbed up a tree!”Uncle Jeronghir burst into laughter. When he’d recovered a little,

he glanced over at the shadow that a nearby tree cast on the ground. This was the way we told

the time—by looking at the shadow a tree casts as the sun moves around during the day.“Well,

it’s getting late,” said my uncle, chuckling. “There’s no need to go back to the fields now. All the

birds will have gone to sleep anyway. You’ve had a big fright, eh? Stay here now, and then you

can go back tomorrow morning.”I went into Uncle Jeronghir’s hut and drank some goat milk.

But I was too upset to eat, so I went straight to bed. All night long I had nightmares about wild

animals attacking me in my bed. The next morning, Uncle Jeronghir came with me to my

father’s fields to check that there were no wild animals there. Once he’d gone, I spent an hour

or so watching out for the birds, watching out for the wild dogs and watching out for my father.

Then at last I heard a welcome call from the forest.“Mende! Mende! Mende!” It was my father.I

was so relieved. I caught sight of him leading the donkey laden with supplies down the path

toward me. I was just about to run up to him and hug him when I remembered how angry I was

with him. So I stopped and hung my head.“I’m not going to say ‘hello’ to you!” I shouted over to

him. “I told you the wild animals were going to come!” Then I burst into tears. “I told you the wild

animals were going to come and try to eat me. If I hadn’t climbed the tree to save myself you

wouldn’t find me here now.”“I don’t believe you, Mende,” my father said. “There weren’t any wild

animals. You’re only saying this to make me feel guilty about not coming back yesterday.”“If you

don’t believe me, go and ask Uncle Jeronghir. He knows I’m telling the truth. Or come with me

and I’ll show you the blood on the ground.”Suddenly, my father looked really worried. “Whose

blood?” he asked.“My blood,” I told him, pointing at my left arm. “The animal bit me here, on my

arm.”I was wrapped in a small blanket because it was still quite chilly. My father jumped off the



donkey and went to inspect my arm. But I tore away from him, pretending that he had hurt me. I

ran across the field, my father chasing after me. As I looked back at him, I noticed that he had

forgotten to tether the donkey, which was wandering off into the forest. My father caught up

with me as we reached the place where the wild dog had killed the bird. He caught hold of me

by the shoulders and spun me around to face him.“Mende, stop fooling around and tell me

what happened. Look, your mother and all the others have come to see you too.”I looked where

he was pointing and I saw our whole family coming down the path toward me. I was so happy

to see them. But I had not given up on my joke yet. “Look, there’s the blood,” I said, pointing at

the ground. My father glanced down. There was a tiny pool of dried blood and a big pile of

feathers. I hadn’t figured that the feathers would give me away. My father laughed and laughed

until the tears came streaming down his face. Finally, he managed to catch his breath.

slave my true story pdf, slave my true story summary, slave my true story sparknotes, slave to

my job, slave of my mind, slave to my phone, my slave property, my slave my property episode

62, my slave my property episode 59, my slave my property episode 60, my slave my property

episode 63, my slave my property episode 53, my slave my property episode 57, my slave my

property episode 46, slave to my emotions, slave to my thoughts, my slave my property novel,

slave to my libido meaning, slave of my husband wattpad, my slave my property season 2, my

slave my property wattpad, slave to my billionaire boss, slave to a page in my rhyme book,

slave feel my love, slave of my thirst

Desert Flower: The Extraordinary Journey Of A Desert Nomad, A Father's Betrayal, Radhika's

Story: Surviving Human Trafficking, We Wish to Inform You That Tomorrow We Will Be Killed

with Our Families: Stories from Rwanda (Bestselling Backlist), The Last Girl: My Story of

Captivity, and My Fight Against the Islamic State

J. Pudewell, “A real hero. My wife and I read this book out loud to each other over the course of

several evenings. What a heart-wrenching and infuriating story! Sometimes we just had to

stop reading, we were so profoundly moved and disturbed. Provoked many discussions about

the viciousness of human nature, not to mention the extreme racist hypocrisy of slave-trading

and slave-holding Arabs in the Sudan. If you ever have a chance to visit Khartoum and you

seen a young black girl in the company of an Arab woman in the marketplace you may simply

assume the girl is a "slave", kidnapped from her village and her family by mujahedin raiders

under cover of the Sudanese army, sold to an Arab slave trader, and then re-sold to a high

society Arab Muslim family who couldn't be bothered to do their own housework, or pay

someone else to do it. But Mende, the young black girl, kidnapped "slave", escapee to

freedom turned international best selling author is a real survivor and a real hero. You'll fall in

love like we did, guaranteed!”

Mystiecub, “Not for the faint of heart or weak of stomach.. I made the unfortunate mistake of

buying this book used, and I ended up receiving a copy that had been written in on many of the

pages, with words underlined and notes written in the margins. Except for that, the only thing I

disliked about this book is the fact that it started on the day of the raid, and then went back in

time to several years before the raid. I much prefer my stories to be told chronologically, and

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/mJbqd/Slave-My-True-Story-Mende-Nazer


find it rather annoying when authors sucker people into continuing to read by putting a major,

traumatic event first only to go back and explain the events leading up to it.That being said, this

is an amazing story. It's incredibly hard to believe things like this still go on either unnoticed or

ignored. I finished this in one day and about half the night--I just couldn't put it down. The way

Mende's native culture is described is very vivid, and for me it was easy to imagine and feel

everything the Nuba people were. The fact that her childhood seemed so carefree and happy

made the raid all the more traumatizing.Just as a forewarning to those of you who haven't read

it: there are parts in the story that are VERY graphic, and it includes some rather controversial

topics (like circumcision and very young girls getting engaged/married). There are instances of

rape and other appalling abuse. This is not a book for those who can't handle reading about

that sort of thing. The amount of detail there is makes it difficult to read (emotionally).It's

difficult to articulate how profound this story is without spoiling it. Anyone who hasn't read it

should.”

Charlottekrn Bookfair, “Fascinating Story!. Mende Nazer was born into the Karko tribe, one of

six Nuba tribes located in the Nuba Mountain region of Sudan. Mende Nazer lived with her

siblings and parents until she was twelve years old. “Slave” is the autobiographical story of

Mende Nazer’s years in captivity and of her fight for freedom. The book is co-authored by

Damien Lewis. Damien Lewis, a British journalist is well versed in the atrocities of war and

slavery in Sudan. Lewis co-authored, “Tears of the Desert”, also in my list of reviews.Mende

Nazer begins her story with the night attack by Arab mujahidin in 1994. The mujahidin slavers

raided villages in search of adolescents. Mende Nazer reveals the story of her childhood, the

peaceful years before her capture and of her years spent as a slave.   Recommended.”

Sheri L. Davis, “Freedom, often taken for granted, until you read a story like Mendes and

realize it's a gift.. Thank you for sharing this remarkable story.I couldn't put the book down, and

looked forward to my night time readings.A real life Cinderella story, except the ending is much

different than the classic. Whereas Mende is her own knight in shining armour, brave and

strong enough to educate the world of the slavery and cruelties in Sudan.”

J. Lavoie, “Domestic Slavery - I want to bring this issue to more people's attention!. I wish I had

blinking red lights and a siren beside of my Review of this book, to catch the eye of those

willing to stop and read what I have to say. This is the autobiography of a young woman who

was literally-- violently and illegally snatched into the world of 'domestic slavery'.It exists

around the globe, including in our Western Hemisphere, as is proven in this tell-all book.Many

pre-teen girls are being kidnapped and/or sold into this industry. This is one of the best books

that you will find on the subject, as it is an authentic story told by the victim, who eventually

escapes her prison walls, as we take every step of the way with her on her journey, until she

meets the co-author of this book, Damien Lewis, who takes heed of her story (as a human

being who cares), and as a writer, who helps Mende write about this illegal trade as well as the

type of life she had prior to her capture.Note: I read this book before President Obama took his

oath of office, and this book came back to me at that time, as it comes to me so clearly today

as I write this Review for you.I watched our new President of color on that cold January day

while he addressed the crowd and media. As I watched him and heard his words,I couldn't

help but think to myself: "Even though we have our first President of color, modern slavery still

exists! And most likely, televisions are turned on in the households of which domestic slaves

reside in fear. So I asked myself, 'what are these helpless individuals thinking to themselves



while watching this man become President of the United States?'"But lets go back to the

beginning and follow her footsteps, up until the time she took the chance to flee.Mende Nazer

lived in the Nuba Mountains of the Sudan. Due to the demand (around the world) of 'Domestic

Slavery' for within wealthy households, an illegal raid took place one dark night by a group of

drunken Arabs (who were no strangers to this type of 'darkness') as they rode into this

peaceful village on horseback (like you'd invision in a stupid old Western movie).Mende and

other girls her age were lassoed and captured by these monsters while she bitterly watched

her extended family being slaughtered and their village being torched, much of it burning to the

ground.Her captives followed the detailed method of passing over this 'shipment' via a

specialized marketing technique requiring several different types of transportation of these dark

skinned, young Arab girls by means of pay-offs, as to Sudanese government officials exporting

them until they would reach their final destination... into a Middle Easter country. They would

eventually become part of a domestic lifestyle in the homes of much lighter complected, olive

tone color of Arab women, whose intentions were to purchase their choice in the shipment,

when it (they) arrived.Once the journey of Mende and the other girls reached it's destination,

they were placed in a basement. Unknowing to them, they would stay there until these

beautiful ladies would show up for a tea invitation (as it would look to people on the outside);

but rather they were there to buy a young girl to fill their domestic needs. Once Mende was in

her new home (one she had never seen the liking of before), she was then instructed of her

new life...one without any frills or freedoms. There, Mende was expected to work from dawn

until dusk, above all else, tending to the family's selfish, pampered children. The children were

not her sole duty. She had to make meals, clean the house on a daily basis, and she had to

keep out of the family' way. After accomplishing these full days of commitments, she couldthen

eat a meager portion of what was left over, before collapsing of total exhaustion, at days

end.Eventually, her master's sister, who lived in the U.K. needed some assistance of her own.

Never having showed signs of fleeing after so long a time under this master's watch, she

graciously sent Mende to her sister's home in the U.K., as a gift of domestic slavery, for a

temporary period of time.But Mende had always a strong longing for a chance to escape. Due

to her short time of relocation in a totally different environment and country, she now had

access to the outside and of escaping.With great determination to rid this lifestyle forever, she

took a chance and she fled.She confided in a man who happened to be a writer. He sees in

Mende what he has seen in other young women living in the U.K., originating from the Sudan,

and in his findings, he uncovers the unlawful cover-up of domestic slavery. Finally, with his

help to flee and his being a writer with a generous heart, he turns Mendes world around,

becoming her friend with helping her tell her story to the mass media, hoping that the world will

take heart for the women of her situation.With this friend, Damian Lewis, she gets her story out

for all the others in her situation, hoping to discourage this type of trafficking and turning her

own story into the outrage it was.Eventually Mende was able to phone her family; yet she is

forbidden to go back to them in Sudan, after her world known allegations of the governments

involvement.Through all the demons she encountered during those anguished years, not being

able to see her family once freed, must have been the biggest one to encounter of them

all.Lastly, I need to make another pitch. If you would like to read another great true story of

struggle and triumph, then you must read the story of an underground child slave carpet

maker, who's life story pays tribute to himself as a hero, young Iqbal Masih. The book is, "The

Little Hero...One Boy's Fight for Freedom". Author--Andrew Crofts. I have written a Review on

this book too. If you'd like to read my review on it before purchasing it, I urge you to do

so.Slavery is degrading and incomprehensible. Let's stop it, report it, and spread PEACE



around the world, in it's place.Blessings to you, Mende Nazer.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “A sobering read. For anyone who complains about asylum seekers and

refugees they ought to read Mende's story. These people are desperate and come from lives of

complete misery and we in the western world have a moral duty to help if we can.Mende's

story is heartbreaking, and it's a story of many. The Nuba people are far from savages as

claimed by her captors, we have a lot to learn from them, we've forgotten how to be kind to

eachother as life has become less simple. I really enjoyed this book, its excellently written and

captivating and heartbreaking at the same time. I finished it in little over a day, I couldn't put it

down.”

Siandler, “Great read. Such a sad story, you can’t even believe that these things happen!! The

story telling is so vivid, filled with so much description and detail - all told from Mende’s

memory. I enjoyed reading about her life in her village with her family and the culture shock

between there and the modern world. The book is very keen to mention little details and

explain how she felt when these things happened which I really feel added so much to the

story and to me caring more about Mende’s character.Only downside is I felt the ending was

rushed and I wanted to know more about how she felt sort of immediately after she managed

to escape and the details of where she went, what she did, how she managed without

speaking English, how did she know who she can trust, how did she meet people and make

friends etc. I kind of felt it just downplayed that a bit and just skips forward 2 years where she

has learnt English and has tons of friends and supporters- publishers, journalists, lawyers etc

on her side with the asylum claim. I also wanted to know about her family, could they claim

asylum too, could they visit her, could they resettle in another country altogether etc. I can’t

believe she managed to escape but still couldn’t even see her family years later!Really worth

reading though.”

Evie Bradbury, “Highly recommended. I came across Mende's story by chance and read it

straight through in one day.Mende's story starts with the harsh and brutal realities of being

born female in a Sudanese mountain tribe, however it was a loving and laughter rich

childhood. One night the Mujahidin raided her village and abducted many children, including

12-year-old Mende. Soon sold into Slavery to a Muslim Arab family in Khartoum, her story is

horrific and her resilience astounding.Treated as a source of livestock for slavery the Southern

Sudanese tribes including the Nuba, the Mujahidin hacked to death and burnt homes in their

raids to steal children.Slavery still goes on today throughout the world.”

katelin3, “A definite must read!!. This book was totally fascinating from start to finish. What

Mende went through and what she has achieved is amazing! It wasn’t what I was expecting,

and it wasn’t anything like I’ve read before. I was completely hooked and couldn’t believe what

the tribal people are put through, it’s really sad. All the people in the book that have something

to do with slavery should be brought to justice”

Catspelle, “Amazing story and escape. I was very moved by Mendes story although fictional it

is not. She has suffered unbearable cruelty. I was so glad she escaped and moved that she

now uses her platform to help others. I truly hope those who were responsible for her detention

and treatment read this and are utterly ashamed. I wish her all the best for the future and much

happiness.m”
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