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What happened to my lunch? 

 

I think it's hot outside, but I don't feel any warmth. At this point I don't even think I can 

go out. Just a few years ago I was an innocent toddler, thinking about childish jokes 

and playing with my friends. Sure, I wasn't the wealthiest kid at Sudan but I was happy. 

And then it happened. It took everything from me. I used to live with my 2 brothers, my 

mom and my dad. Now I'm alone. That day is still fresh in my memory, I remember it 

as if it just happened today. 

 

“Wake up Jamal, you are going to be late!”, yelled my mom while making me a 

sandwich. My lunch for school. My two brothers ran to the table, eager for their 

breakfasts. As I walked down the corridor of my house, I saw my dad combing his hair 

-which was unnecessary because he almost didn't have any-. He was getting ready 

for his secret classes. Every night, our mom told us the story of dad's job. “Daddy 

works like a ninja, he does not fear the big bad guys. Because of him aunty Tahani 

knows how to read and write. He is a real life superhero”. My two brothers were making 

noises with their hands, my mom was cooking, cleaning and feeding us at the same 

time, and my dad was getting ready for his job.  

 

Suddenly my mom called him. By the look on her face I could tell dad was in trouble. 

I slowly got closer to the kitchen, trying to hear their conversation. “Another letter. Yore 

putting all of us at risk!”. “Don't worry Sila, we can get through this”. “I swear to god if 



anything happe…”. My brothers started crying and I knew I had to take care of it. I 

didn't want to go because they didn't finish their conversation, but it was my 

responsibility. 

 

 After breakfast my mom said, “Okay Jamal, lets go to school”. We had to walk around 

forty minutes to get there. Everything was fine but suddenly two big bad guys started 

to come near us. There were a lot of big bad guys in Sudan. They wore uniforms and 

always carried a whip. My mom looked at me and gave me a sign. I knew we had to 

walk faster. However, they reached us and I could hear a low husky voice say “Hey, 

you. Stop walking come here”. A tear fell down my mother's cheek. I didn't really 

understand the situation. “I don't have anything please, my kid is here”. The two big 

bad guy looked at each other and one of them gave me an evil smirk. “Then the kid 

can go”. My mom shook her head and looked at me in the eye. I went to a corner of 

the streets, close enough to hear and see what was happening.  

 

“So you're Sila Al`Jamil huh?”, My mom nodded. “Are you aware of what your husband 

is doing?” She nodded again. This time, looking at the floor. “What do you have to say 

for yourself huh? What Should we do with you”. I have never seen my mom crying so 

hard, she said “Please I have nothing to offer, I have a family, please I...I...here! Take 

this sandwich please just leave us alone”. The big bad guys looked at each other. 

Received the sandwich and angrily threw it to the floor. I could see my mom shivering. 

 

 “You are coming with us” my mom tried to escape. She was begging and crying but 

that just made things worse. The one who gave me the smirk quickly took out his whip 

and hit my mom.“I have a family please”, but they just hit harder. After some  minutes 



-that seemed like an hour-, she turned pale. She stopped her crying, she stopped 

trying. She just said, “I'll go with you, but please let me talk to my son”. “You have one 

minute”.  

 

My mom screamed my name hoping I was far and haven't seen that. I ran to the other 

street and came from there, just so she thinks I don't know what just happened. “Mom 

are you okay?” I asked faking a calmed expression. “I am sweetie”. I couldn't think of 

anything to ask her I just managed to say “What happened to my lunch?”. She sighed. 

“Honey, from now on things are not going to be easy. Some days you won't have 

lunch, some days you wont have water. But just remember you have to be strong. Be 

strong for your brothers. Be strong for yourself”. We were both crying and before I 

could say anything she told me “I have to go now. Remember I love you and always 

will”.  

 

After that, the big bad guys took her in a weird vehicle I've never seen one of those 

before. I ran as fast as could processing what just have happened. I had to tell dad. I 

had to let him know. But us soon as I arrived home I saw around 6 big bad guys taking 

my brothers. I hid in a benh and saw how they took them away from me but there was 

nothing I could do about it. When they were gone I went to my dad's room looking for 

him and I found him. I found him lying on the floor with a blood clot in his head. I 

couldn't stand the view. I just couldn't cope with anything. 

 

 Years passed and I still can't. My mom was right, there are some days I have no 

lunch, there are some days I have no water. I can't help but wonder what happened to 



my brothers, are they big bad guys now? Are they still alive? I guess I'll never know. 

Now I just have to be strong for myself.  


