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A Journey to Freedom 

September 5, 1937 

I know there isn’t much time left. I’m becoming weaker, eating huge portions of 

food and throwing it all up the next morning. I can feel it kicking inside of me, like a 

caged animal trying to escape. I rise up from my bed, groaning in pain. My whole body 

aches. I clutch my bulging stomach and head to the door, wanting to get out of here. 

Papa says I have no use in the village with “that thing” inside of me. Now that I am 

unable cook and clean with the other girls, I am useless. Papa says that I am wasted 

space. That is what I am. Wasted space. 

September 9, 1937 

Darkness. I could feel it. No children playing in the streets, no one out in the 

markets, nothing. Not even the mouthwatering smell of Gran’s sweet potato pie. I 

peered outside to see nothing but our deserted town. It was as dry as a desert. The 

lonely palms sagged in the heat. The sun, when it did shine, scorched down upon us 

with no mercy. This was not the island I knew and loved as a child.  I could smell 

nothing in the air but fear. All the women and girls were in hiding, scared to death 

that they would be found by the soldiers. I used to be one of those women. Until they 

found me. 

 



September 13, 1937 

 It was Sunday morning, and the entire village was gathering for morning 

prayer. Papa left a long while ago, and Gran decided to stay behind with me to keep 

me company. She often tells me, “Johanne, you are beautiful, you are strong, and you 

have purpose.” God bless her, my Gran. She’s always there for me when times get 

hard.  She makes me feel like I mean something to someone. She makes me feel 

beautiful. Strong. She reminds me that I have purpose. That’s why I love my Gran.  

September 18, 1937 

 I walk outside to the sound of pigs squealing. The other day I Heard some of the 

other villagers talking about the disease. It was spreading fast, they said. I found Papa 

hunched over a litter of pigs. He held a large knife, raised it above the runt in the litter 

and slashed it through the throat, blood squirting everywhere. The swine started 

squealing uncontrollably, running in every which direction. Papa swung his knife 

through the air, stabbing every pig that ran past him. He then looked at me with anger 

in his eyes and screamed, “You useless whore! You don’t do anything! Nothing! You 

are as useless as these swine!” I stood like a statue as his words settled on me, his 

wasted space. He began to move forward.   

September 23, 1937 

 I ran faster and faster looking in every direction for someone, anyone who could 

help me. All the shutters were closed, leaving our small town of Belladere deserted. 

Panic rushed through me, and this feeling of despair kept tugging at my stomach. I 

looked back only to find them closing in. I lunged forward using all my effort to get one 

more step ahead. “Anmwe! Anmwe! Somebody help me!” I pleaded as I fell back down 



with a thud. I bounced up back onto my feet, but immediately fell to the ground again, 

clutching my ankle. Blood trickled down my forehead. My ankle was bent out of shape, 

my matted black hair caked with dirt, the color of camel fur. I was a mess. I looked back 

to find my biggest fear fast approaching. I knew I had no chance. I lay on the ground 

motionless, waiting for them to take me away. 

September 23, 1937 

 I wake up drenched in sweat.  Looking around frantically, I find I am still in 

bed. These memories keep haunting me. I want to forget about everything. I don’t want 

to have to ask myself these unanswerable questions. It doesn’t matter. I do it anyway. 

Over and over again, why me? Why did they have to take me? Why did they have to 

make me suffer? I look down at my stomach, disgusted. I know that the child will be 

coming any time now.  This child that will remind me every day of my own suffering. 

Of the awful things they did to me. Of how I would never be the same. 

September 26, 1937 

 Things here are bad. Getting worse and worse each day. Gran is growing  more 

ill everyday while Papa becomes more abusive. Each blow hits me harder and harder, 

but with each I became stronger and stronger. I am no longer sad. I am angry. Where 

is our lord? Where is he when we need him the most? Why should I pray when my 

Gran is dying, and my world is falling apart? Where are you, my lord? 

September 29, 1937 

  It’s like it was telling me when something bad was approaching. Before Papa 

would hit me, it squirmed inside of me like something bad was coming, like it knew. 

As if I had an angel living inside of me, keeping me alive, warning me about what is to 



come. Maybe the lord is with me. Maybe this child is a good thing the lord has blessed 

me with, to help me survive through these hard times. After all, it is the only reason I 

haven’t given up yet. Maybe, just maybe, you really are watching over me. 

October 1, 1937 

She lay in her bed still as a rock, not moving a muscle. I rushed over to her side, putting 

my head on her chest, seeking some kind of movement. Nothing. “Papa! Papa! Come 

quick, Papa! Hurry!” No answer. I looked at my sweet mum and started to weep. Like a 

great wave, sadness overtook me, and I felt like I was drowning. This horrible feeling. 

Sinking into deep water. This was the moment I knew nothing would ever be the same 

for me again. I gave her one last glance and ran out the door as fast as I could.  

Without warning, Papa came out of nowhere and pushed me to the ground. He came so 

close to my face I could smell the alcohol on his breath.  Tiny beads of sweat lined the 

bridge of his nose. He whispered in my ear, telling me I was nothing, I had no meaning. 

“Stupid, lazy girl. You don’t  deserve anything in life.” He began kicking me with all of 

his might. I cried, pleading for him to stop. And he did. He stopped and looked at me 

with the most hateful stare I have ever seen. I knew without my mum by my side, there 

was no hope.  I shuddered and lay on the ground, powerless. I had nothing left inside 

me. Wasted space. Nothing but fear for what was to come.  

October 3, 1937 
(Morning) 

 

 
 Blackness. This is all I saw.  I could hear screams flooding the streets, and all I 

felt was that same old fear. I looked over to Gran as she lay in her bed unmoving. Fear 

rushes over me, and I get up and lean over her frail body. Is this a dream? I slowly 

bend down and place my head on her chest. Nothing. I gasp as I clasped my hand over 



her mouth in astonishment. Nothing. Motionless. There was nothing left inside of me. 

No more tears left to cry. Everything was drained from me. Like an empty body, 

weightless. My father’s words hung in the air, haunting me. “You are nothing. You are 

useless.” Wasted space. 

 

October 3, 1937 
(Afternoon) 

 

Bits of rock fly from all directions, digging into my flesh. I crouch behind a tree, 

trying to escape this nightmare. I groan as I bend over and hold my stomach in pain. I 

lower myself to the ground trying to think of what to do next. The contractions were 

getting worse and worse. I try to get up but fall back to the ground immediately. I look 

up to see footsteps rushing past me. I need to get up now. I slowly worked my way 

back up to my feet using the tree as support. I ran as fast as I could, panting like a 

dog. I passed an old man dragging himself across the dirt road. I stopped and looked 

at him with worried eyes. “Go quickly. Go to the train station, and go to the land of 

freedom. Get away from this place. Go to America…” His voice trailed off. The sound of 

rifles filled the air, with screams following seconds later. Just this morning, families 

were inside their homes hiding out of fear for what was to come. Why were we afraid? 

We did not know. Until today. This day would change the lives of the Haitian people 

forever.  

October 4, 1937 

 After what seemed like running forever, I finally reached the train station. I 

thought of the old man’s words, and hoped he was right about this. I looked down at 

my stomach and smiled. I was not used to smiling, and the thought of this child in my 



stomach brought me happiness. This child would be mine. And only mine. This child 

is why I am here breathing right now. This child is what gave me hope and purpose. 

This child makes me feel like I mean something to the world. This child was my new 

beginning. I kept smiling as I walked onto the train. I was on my way to America. The 

land of freedom. This was my journey to freedom. 

 

 

 

 

  

  

  

 

  

  

  

  

  


