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T H E  T E N  Y E A R  D I L E M M A  

Sir i  had been sta l l ing for  the past  decade but  as

her  daughter 's  e leventh birthday loomed,  she

knew she could  sta l l  no more.  Something had to

give and i t  wasn' t  going to  be  her  beloved Deeqo.

She had been apt ly  named this  way because she

was indeed her  g ift  from Al lah which she had

received in  her  early  fort ies  when she had given

up hope of  ever  being a  mother .   

So  lost  was she in  her  thoughts  that  she didn' t

hear  her  husband Ashkir  come in her  bedroom

unti l  he  cal led her  name start l ing her .   

"Good evening S ir i ,  I  have made arrangements  for

your tr ip  to  Zei la  in  the next  four  days ,  just

before   Deeqo’s  e leventh birthday"  Ashkir

informed her .  

 

b y Tha nd o  S a int

The words  sent  a  chi l l  down Sir i ’ s  spine and she 

vis ib ly  trembled,  she was g lad she was st i l l  

wearing her  hi jab  as  she had been at  the market  

earl ier .  

"Yes  my husband . "  She said ,  her  head bowed.  

" I  know how you feel  but  she is  no longer  a  l i t t le  

g ir l  and is  now strong"  Ashkir  said  kindly .  

 

S ir i  br ist led under  her  vei l .  Strong indeed.  Her ’s  

had been a  diff icult  b irth g iven her  age  and she 

had had to  have a  cesarean del ivery e ight  weeks 

before  her  due date .  Deeqo had been kept  in  an 

incubator  for  the f irst  four  months of  her  l i fe  but  

she had survived despite  a l l  odds .  

Ashkir  had been very support ive  through i t  a l l  

and Sir i  had seen i t  as  an opportunity  to  g ive  the 

impression that  Deeqo was not  as  healthy as  most  

g ir ls  thus  managing to  protect  her  for  a  decade 

and some,  but  now she had run out  of  her  

leverage.  I t  was  t ime.  

 

The next  few days passed by in  a  haze for  S ir i .  

Before  she knew it  i t  was  the day of  the tr ip  to  

Zei la .  The day dawned bright  and sunny over  the 

c i ty  of  Mogadishu and when Sir i  opened her  eyes  

she knew exact ly  what  to  do .  Her  days  of  

procrast inat ion were over .  
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She took a  quick bath and went  to  f ind Deeqo who 

was a lready up and excited about  their  tr ip  which 

her  father  had made to  sound l ike  an innocent  

vis i t  to  her  Grandparents .  

Her  husband had already left  for  work at  one of  

the government off ices  where he worked as  a  

c lerk,  he  didn' t  expect  to  hear  from them t i l l  that  

evening when they would be  expected to  have 

arr ived at  the vi l lage .  That  suited S ir i  just  f ine .  

She hated having to  betray her  husband the way 

she was about  to  but  she had made peace  with the 

fact  that  i t  was  for  the sake of  her  daughter .  

They were supposed to  take the bus  from the c i ty  

center  which would take them to  Zei la  but  even 

as  they left  their  modest  three-roomed house ,  S ir i  

wondered whether  she was making the r ight  

decis ion.  But  as  she looked at  Deeqo a l l  doubts  

were struck as ide  and her  resolve strengthened.  

She was doing this  for  her  daughter  what  her  own 

mother  had not  done for  her .  

They took a  taxi  to  the Kismayo Port  and Deeqo 

looked at  S ir i  quizzical ly  but  didn' t  say anything.  

S ir i  was  grateful  for  that .  Although older  women 

l ike  her  were g iven more leeway to  travel  without  

male  escorts  i t  wouldn' t  do  to  br ing unnecessary 

attention to  herself .  

 

When they got  to  the port  i t  wasn' t  a  beehive of  

act ivi ty  as  she had feared.  She didn' t  want  to  

bump into  someone she knew who might  start  

asking quest ions  she couldn' t  answer.  She had 

been to  the port  countless  t imes over  the years  to  

buy freshly caught  f ish but  that  was before  the Al  

Qaeda had taken over  the Port .  The Al  Qaeda was 

considered as  a  terrorist   group by the big  fat  men 

who thought  they ran the world  from behind 

their  computer  screens in  the comfort  of  their  

lush homes.  On the ground however i t  was  a  

different  s i tuat ion al together .  The Al  Qaeda ran 

Somal ia  a l though there  was an off ic ia l  

government everyone knew who was running the 

show.  Of  late  the Al  Qaeda had been cash 

strapped and word on the ground was that  they 

were wi l l ing to  jump into  bed with l i teral ly  

anyone as  long as  they had cash.  S ir i  had cash 

alr ight  but  she was not  a l together  sure  whether  

the Al  Qaeda would be  able  to  provide her  with 

the services  she needed.  There  was no turning 

back now.  
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A few hours  later  S ir i  a long with her  daughter  

were disembarking at  the Uhuru Kenyatta  

Internat ional  a irport  a l legedly from attending a  

funeral  of  a  distant  re lat ive  in  Mogadishu 

Somal ia .  Indeed the Al  Qaeda had come through 

for  them.  Whoever  had said  Cash was King had 

known exact ly  what  they were ta lking about .  Her  

cash had bought  her  and her  daughter  a  New 

identify .  The names on their  Kenyan passports  

were now Susan Wa Miri  and her  daughter  was 

Anna Wa Miri .  

The man who had ass isted them at  Kismayo Port  

back home had gotten them reservat ions  at  a  

smal l  bed and breakfast  at  the  outskirts  of  

Nairobi  and promised them that  he would have 

their  Visas  ready within the next  seventy two 

hours .  S ir i  real ly  had not  had much of  a  choice  

but  to  trust  him.  

So  far  the passports  and t ickets  he  had given 

them had worked perfect ly  and even i f  the  Visa  

didn' t  come through as  he had promised Kenya 

was st i l l  the  better  Devi l  than Somal ia .  She could  

a lways seek asylum there .  

Deeqo in  her  innocence st i l l  bel ieved they were 

on their  way to  Zei la  and going on a  b ig  aeroplane 

was a  b ig  adventure for  her .  

S ir i  knew that  by now her  husband Ashkir  would 

have not iced that  something was amiss  and would 

be  worried s ick that  something had happened to  

them what  with them l iving in  a  war torn 

country.  However her  husband was the least  of  

the worries  r ight  now.  She just  needed to  get  her  

daughter  to  a  p lace  of  safety .  

Three days  later  S ir i  got  a  cal l  from the front  desk 

of  the Band B she was staying in .  I t  was  the man 

from the port .  He to ld  him that  they could  now 

travel  and they would f ind their  visa  on arr ival  at  

the  O.R Tambo airport  in  Johannesburg.  S ir i  

thanked him and he said  "Please  do recommend 

other  c l ients  who might  be  in  need of  our  services  

ma'am.  "  

S ir i  smiled despite  herself .  

She quickly  went  about  with booking their  f l ight  

t ickets  under  their  Kenyan passports  and booked 

for  the fol lowing day.  Now that  everything was 

on course  she fe l t  brave enough to  cal l  her  

husband and put  him at  ease .    
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She dia led his  ce l lphone number which she knew 

by heart .  

"Hel lo?"  He answered on the f irst  r ing.  

" I t ' s  me. "  She said  quiet ly .  

"S ira !  "  The Joy in  his  voice  was unmistakable .  

"My husband. "  

"Where are  you?  Is  Deeqo okay?”  

"Yes ,  she is  f ine"  

"Praise  Al lah.  Where are  you?  I  ca l led  your 

brother  and he said  you never  arr ived at  the 

vi l lage .  I  was  beside  myself  with worry. "  

"We are  in  Kenya Ashkir .  We are  leaving for  

South Africa  tomorrow" S ir i  informed him.  

"Kenya?  What?  Why? Come home this  very 

instant"  Ashkir  bel lowed over  the phone 

"No.  This  is  not  about  me.  I t ' s  about  Deeqo. ”  

"Deeqo?  What  about  Deeqo?"  

The confusion in his  voice  was evident .  

S ir i  d idn' t  reply .  She waited for  

i t  to  s ink in .  

"S ir i  you didn' t ! "  Ashkir  said  

bewildered.  

" I t ' s  our  culture ,  woman.  I t  

happened to  you,  to  my mum to  

your mum to  a l l  the  women in 

our  family .  Why are  you 

breaking culture?  To what  end?  

FGM (Female  Genital  Muti lat ion)  

i s  what  makes  a  woman"  Ashkir  

was beside  himself .  

 

"Ashkir  you are  not  a  woman.  

Culture  for  who? What  for?  Who 

benefi ts  from this  culture?  

Goodbye. "  

S ir i  then hung up without  

wait ing for  her  husband’s  reply .  

In  her  heart  she knew it  was 

over .  

There  was no turning back.  


