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About the book:

This book is a story of becoming. Told through the voice of Ruth. It traces a life shaped by displacement, identity, race, and survival across borders and systems that demand constant intervention. Blending personal testimony with historical context, the book moves between memory and present experience, revealing how individuals are formed—and deformed by migration, occupation, discrimination, and exile. Each chapter opens a different door: into childhood, emigration, camps, classrooms, friendships, language, loss, and the quiet resistance of choosing who to be when the world insists on deciding for you. At it's core, this is not a story about victimhood. It is a study of refinement—how a human being is reshaped by hardship, love, and choice. Through intimate moments and shared histories. the book challenges fixed ideas of nationality, race, and belonging, showing how identity can be claimed even without land, papers, or permission. This is not fiction, and it is not memoir in the traditional sense. It is a life story still unfolding—one that stands in for many lives lived between borders, unseen yet enduring. The book asks the reader not to judge, but to witness.
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Why the book matter?
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This is someone's personal account of gruesome travel experience and surviving harsh environment as well as sexual assault and enduring humiliation on the way. She describes being taken away from her group by force in the early morning, unable to resist or escape. The passage recounts the traumatic experience of being raped, describing the physical pain and her unsuccessful attempts to fight back or call for help. She frames that as part of her larger story within the book "We flock: beyond our borders", which she describes as revealing reality through illustrated themes and weaving together past, present, and future. This is deeply personal and difficult content that appears to be part of a broader narrative about migration and survival, as suggested by the related chapter titles visible on the pages.  Does it even matter that I'm telling this story? 

Yes, It does!

This isn't just my point of view, like people say—it’s the truth told from the hearts and eyes of many. From the angle of experience. From the ground. Let me break it down. Imagine this.... If you had never even seen an Apple until you're grown person. Not just that—things like kiwis, apricots, even something as simple as a piece of cake were missing from from your childhood. And I’m not just being poetic here. I’m being real. I never tasted something so soft, sweet, and simple in all my early life. A week before one of our cousins flew out of the country, I saw a cake at their place. And in that moment, something cracked open inside me. I realized— There’s a whole world out there. Waiting. Calling. And I said to myself "I have to go find it!"

That was all it took to ignite my curiosity; restraint no longer existed. There was no sense of being settled left in me. I felt born into my own imagination—driven to look, to search, to find what I had never seen before.

That choice brought me deep pain and suffering. I tell my story now, so that some may learn, and others may finally understand the challenge. Not just hear about it, but truly understand it.
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Message from Ruth
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This book is an opening.‎‎ each chapter breaks a door into reality—realities often ignored, silenced, or simplified. Through illustrated themes, it confronts the past, examines the present, and questions the future.‎‎This is not fiction dressed as truth. It is truth shaped into narrative. It carries histories that still breathe, identities that are still contested, and lives that continue to be defined by borders, power, and survival.‎‎This is not just a story. It is a life story that has not been allowed to be fully lived—yet refuses to disappear.‎

Migration is not a trend—it is a heartbeat. It is a human story written in footsteps, in border stamps, in silent nights and noisy camps. It is the quiet courage to leave what you know and chase what you hope and yet, it is also the sound of something breaking—home, family, safety, sometimes even the soul. I do not speak of migration from behind a desk or a news camera. I speak as the one who lived and will continue to live through —and I think I can speak for all. I speak for those who crossed oceans in their minds long before their feet ever moved. For those who never got to speak at all. 

Migration is not a crime.  

It is not weakness.  

It is not failure.  

It is, often, the last act of bravery when every other door has closed. Some of us flee. Some of us chase and some of us simply wonder what lies beyond the fence, the wall, the ocean—We walk not just to escape—but to see something new, to taste something different, to belong to something bigger than borders. They say "go back to where you came from."But what if where I came from came for me? What if leaving was the only way to survive?  I believe borders should never be more powerful than dreams. And if the world was fair, people would move for joy, not for fear. But until that world arrives, we move—and we write, speak, and share the truth of that movement.  So to the migrant, the refugee, the seeker of peace:  

You are not lost.  

You are in transit,  

Not just across land, 

But through history.

And you are not alone!
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A Landscape in Motion:

The Story of African Migration.
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Africa’s migratory patterns are not new. For cursed centuries they are woven deep into the fabric of the continent’s history. From the ancient footsteps of nomadic tribes, the crisscrossing of trade caravans, and the forced movements of colonial conquest—to today’s restless journeys across deserts, borders, and oceans—Africans have always moved.‎ But today's migration has taken on new forms, fueled by a complex web of political instability, economic stagnation, environmental stress, and a deep, aching desire for something more.

‎‎Movement Within the Motherland ‎Contrary to popular belief, the majority of African migrants stay within the continent. This is known as intra-African migration, and it makes up nearly 80% of all movement. Most people move from rural areas to urban centers, chasing jobs, healthcare, and education. ‎In regions like West Africa, regional cooperation bodies such as ECOWAS (Economic Community of West African States) allow relatively free movement. Migrants from Burkina Faso, Mali, and Niger head south to Côte d’Ivoire, Ghana, or Nigeria, working in agriculture, construction, or informal trade.‎ Further south, South Africa serves as a powerful magnet, The promised land of flowing cash—drawing people from Ethiopia, Kenya, Zimbabwe, Malawi, Lesotho, and the Democratic Republic of Congo. For many, Johannesburg and Cape Town feel like the last stops before hope runs out.‎ But even within the continent, borders can be brutal, and migrants often find themselves harassed, detained, or scapegoat, or organ collected and stolen basically....just about anything harsh and wicked— treated as outsiders by their own people.‎‎‎ The Long Road North: Toward Europe‎ To the north lies a different dream— and a far more dangerous journey.‎ Thousands of migrants from Sub-Saharan Africa risk their lives each year traveling through Niger, Chad, and even the scariest desert of Libya, heading for the Mediterranean Sea. Most travel through desert corridors on overcrowded trucks, enduring dehydration, starvation, and exploitation.‎ In Libya, many fall prey to smugglers and militias, who run human trafficking networks disguised as travel services. Migrants are often imprisoned in makeshift detention centers, beaten, extorted, or sold into forced labor and sex slavery. ‎Those who make it to the coast face the sea itself—packed into dinghies or inflatable rafts bound for Italy or Spain. Many never make it. The Mediterranean has become a graveyard, swallowing dreams and bodies alike.‎‎ The Gulf Corridor: Work or Chains. ‎The Horn of Africa—including Ethiopia, Eritrea, and Somalia—feeds a steady flow of migrants toward the Gulf States. Their goal: jobs in Saudi Arabia, UAE, and Qatar as housemaids, drivers, or construction workers.‎ But the path is treacherous.‎ Migrants or (KOBLAY as locally called) cross into Djibouti, then into Yemen, a country torn by war, famine, and instability. Along the way, many are kidnapped by smugglers, sold to armed groups, or die from the extreme desert heat. There is also the labor part of the journey which smugglers put ‘Chat’(Stimulating herb) behind their back in sacks and they have no choice but to carry, if they are cached...they of course they are going to accept their fate as prisoners. Even those who make it to the Gulf often face abuse, wage theft, confiscated passports, and the kafala system—a labor sponsorship structure that ties their fate to their employers.

- Across the Ocean: The New Route Through the Americas In recent years, African migrants—particularly from Cameroon, Senegal, and Congo—have begun flying into Brazil, Ecuador, or Colombia, and making the tedious and dangerous overland trek through Central America toward the United States. This path leads through the "Darién Gap"—a lawless jungle between Colombia and Panama, where many migrants die from exposure, snake bites, or criminal gangs. From there, they cross borders on foot, by boat, or hidden in trucks like sardines tucked between wide metals of truck body in the scorching heat, navigating through smugglers’ hands, corrupt officers, and endless miles of uncertainty.

- What Drives the Flock?

Migration is rarely just about dreams. It’s often about survival. Here are the push factors driving people to move: Armed conflict with in regional (e.g., Sudan, Ethiopia, and Nigeria) Political repression and religious persecution (e.g. Eretria, Somalia) Climate change—desertification, floods, drought Unemployment and poverty Corrupt governance and lack of basic services  and the pull factors: The hope of peace, freedom, and opportunity reunification with family abroad Access to healthcare, education, and dignity Diaspora communities offering support and familiarity. 

Ugandan Roots through UN Shelters: A Pathway to the West. Uganda has long been known for having one of the most open-door refugee policies in the world. Despite its own challenges, it currently hosts over 1.5 million refugees, making it the largest refugee-hosting country in Africa. Many of these refugees come from: South Sudan, fleeing civil war Democratic Republic of Congo (DRC), fleeing militia violence and instability Somalia and Eritrea, escaping political oppression and conflict Once in Uganda, refugees are often placed in UNHCR-administered settlements such as "Bidi Bidi", "Nakivale", and "Kyaka II". These camps function like temporary cities—with basic schools, health clinics, and food aid—but life remains hard. For some, Uganda becomes a long-term home. For others, it becomes a launch point.

The Resettlement Route

Through the United Nations High Commissioner for Refugees (UNHCR), a limited number of refugees are selected each year for third-country resettlement—meaning they are relocated to safer, more permanent homes in countries like the United States, Canada, Sweden, and Australia. The process is long and selective. It involves Intensive interviews and background checks Medical screenings Security vetting by both UN agencies and the receiving countries only a small percentage — less than 1% of refugees worldwide—are ever resettled. But for those who are, Uganda becomes a turning point.

Canada and the U.S.: A New Chapter Canada has a well-established private sponsorship program, where churches, families, or organizations can sponsor a refugee’s journey. The United States works through the U.S. Refugee Admissions Program (USRAP), often in coordination with the International Organization for Migration (IOM).  Why Uganda? It offers refugees freedom of movement, the right to work, and access to education. Refugees are allowed to live in settlements, not closed camps.  The UN uses Uganda as a transit point for resettlement programs to North America and Europe, especially to the United States and Canada.  Many East and Central African refugees begin their new lives in places like Toronto, Minneapolis, Ottawa, and Portland—where growing African communities support new arrivals.  For many, Uganda is not the end of the journey—it’s a waiting zone, a launch pad, or sometimes a lifeline.  The Journey from Uganda to the West 

1. Refugee Registration & Vetting: Individuals or families fleeing war or persecution register with UNHCR in Uganda and go through interviews, background checks, and vulnerability assessments.  

2. Resettlement Programs: Based on vulnerability (e.g., women at risk, survivors of torture, disabled individuals), some are selected for resettlement to countries like Canada, the US, or Scandinavian countries.

3. Long Waits, Deep Uncertainty: The process can take months or years, with many living in harsh conditions and limited resources. During this time, hopes rise and fall, often many times over.  

4. Travel & Arrival: Once approved, refugees are given orientation training, travel documents, and are flown out—often with IOM (International Organization for Migration) support. Upon arrival in North America, they are placed with resettlement agencies and start rebuilding their lives.

The Humane route

This route is not just geography—it’s emotion, memory, and risk. For many:  Uganda is the first place they felt safe, but also the place where they waited the longest. It's where dreams were reshaped, and where new families were formed—in camps, in trauma centers, in community schools built from corrugated iron.  The phrase "From Kampala to Canada" has become a real path for thousands.  Uganda: Not Just a Stop, But a Chapter For these migrants, Uganda is more than a waypoint—it is a place of memory, struggle, and survival. A place where they were “paused” before moving forward. A place where many lost family... but also where some found hope. They carry Uganda with them—it's dust on their shoes, its food in their stories, it's shelters in their prayers.  -—Yet migration has also become a business. A system. Smugglers capitalize it on their need. Legal or illegal, Politicians weaponize borders. Entire economies are built around blocking, detaining, and deporting and so, the human cost keeps rising. As passport and immigration paper costs more than ones years salary, Some country as we know will close their border as they like. because what can anybody do about it? Yeah, they create idea that some of them agree on and write that on a piece of paper and call it Law as they revoke our right to move. Still, We move. Because as long as there are barriers that kept living suffering, there will be those willing to break barriers to escape.

The Butcher’s Route 

The Libyan way of migration refers to one of the most dangerous and well-known routes used mainly by Sub-Saharan Africans attempting to reach Europe, particularly Italy, through the central Mediterranean. It is not a single road but a violent system of movement shaped by abuse, fragile hope, and relentless survival. Libya became a migration hub because of its geographic proximity to Europe—Italy lies only about 300 kilometers away by sea—combined with the collapse of state control after the fall of Muammar Gaddafi in 2011, the free operation of smuggling networks across porous borders, and strict visa regimes that make legal migration nearly impossible for many Africans. For most migrants, Libya is not a destination; it is the final gate before Europe, a place to pass through, though many never do. Migrants reach Libya through long and unforgiving desert journeys that begin far from its borders. From West Africa, people from Nigeria, Ghana, Senegal, and Gambia travel through Niger, often gathering in Agadez before being pushed north toward Sebha in southern Libya. From the Horn of Africa, migrants from Eritrea, Ethiopia, Somalia, and Sudan cross into Sudan and then pass through Kufra before reaching Libya’s coast. Others come through the central Sahel, from Chad, Mali, and Niger. These routes cut across the Sahara Desert, where death is common—through dehydration, abandonment by smugglers, or vehicle breakdowns that leave entire groups stranded under the sun. For many, life inside Libya is worse than the journey itself. Migrants encounter a hidden hell marked by kidnapping for ransom, detention camps both official and unofficial, forced labor, torture, sexual violence, and conditions widely described as modern-day slavery. People are sold between militias, beaten to force their families to send money, and detained even when they have committed no crime. International organizations have repeatedly described these practices as crimes against humanity, yet they continue largely unseen and unpunished. Those who survive detention often face the sea as the final trial. From coastal cities such as Zuwara, Sabratha, and Tripoli, migrants are loaded onto overcrowded rubber boats or old wooden fishing vessels, usually with little fuel, food, or navigation knowledge. The risks are constant: drowning, boats capsizing, or interception by the Libyan Coast Guard. Those intercepted are typically returned to detention, where abuse resumes and many are re-sold into forced labor, trapped in a cycle with no clear exit. Despite knowing the dangers, people continue to take this route because the forces pushing them forward are stronger than fear. War, persecution, extreme poverty, the absence of legal migration pathways, family expectations, and the crushing feeling of having no future at home all drive people onward. As many migrants say, “If I stay, I die slowly. If I go, maybe I live.” Europe’s role complicates this reality: while European countries fund the Libyan Coast Guard to reduce arrivals, the result has been to trap migrants inside Libya, effectively outsourcing suffering rather than addressing migration’s root causes. In human terms, the Libyan route—the butcher’s route—is more than a path across land and sea. It is a test of endurance, a loss of innocence, a story of broken systems, and a mirror reflecting global inequality. It turns migration into a brutal gamble between death, detention, and the rare possibility of deliverance.
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Pre chapter:

The right to move, the fight to exist.
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An Article 13 of the United Nations Declaration of Human Rights says: 

1. Everyone has the right to freedom of movement and residence within the borders of each state. 

2. Everyone has the right to leave any country, including their own, and to return to their country.  These are not privileges. 

These are basic human rights—undeniable, untouchable, earned not by effort, but by simply being alive.  Yet somehow, the world has found a way to provoke our existence while denying our humanity. Life has challenged our identity as human beings, especially for us—Africans. When the first two rights were blocked, we created a third:  

We ride.  

We move.  

We leave.  

We exist—without borders.

On foot, by boat, by faith— we chase the promise of peace and hope of survival in a world that builds walls instead of bridges, and in doing so, we transform Article 13 into something more than a right. We make it a mission. So we flock like seasonal birds!
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Chapter 1: Ambition and Journey
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I remember the week leading up to the last days of school. But as the final days of the semester drew near, my mind wasn’t focused on the infamous ‘Sene Selasa’ Like everybody else. I had something in mind something new this year, even something better than ‘Sene 30’.  l was excited—because my auntie had promised to take me to Addis Ababa. The country's capital. To the place I have never set a foot. I had never seen the city before. In fact, I had never even seen a television. I didn’t know what Addis looked like, and I couldn’t imagined it. All I knew was that it was far away, big, and full of things I had never experienced. That promise alone was enough to fill my heart with wonder. Still, there was a strange feeling in the air. The teachers were tense, as if they knew something we didn’t. My best friend Meskerem said it always felt this way during ‘Sene Selasa’—the air heavy with both fear and anticipation. But I didn’t cared. I was going to the capital. Nothing else mattered to me. The days before that week were filled with joy.

As the youngest in my family, I had the freedom to play all day, eat well, and enjoy the simple perks of just being a girl. My best friend Yenu—as I used to call her—and I would spend hours jumping rope, playing with pebbles, and laughing under the sun. No one distracted us. The only challenge came after midday when hunger would creep in. But even that didn’t stop us. We always had the option to head to either my house or hers—whichever was​[1] closer—and eat whatever we could find. Then we’d run right back to continue our mission of the day: to play, to live in the moment.  Our childhood was a blessing—full of joy. I remember it clearly. Children were free, wild, and carefree. No one bothered us, no one checked on what we were doing. It was just pure joy. Some of the boys had a few more restrictions, though—especially when they snuck off to the nearby river to swim. Among them was my brother, Hailu.

I used to hide halfway behind the door hinge, waiting for the moment my father found out. That’s when the beatings would come. At first, I’d giggle as Hailu begged for mercy, even though deep inside, I felt a flicker of guilt. “He always say he wouldn’t do it again- he said the same thing yesterday.” I kept instigating, pointing out his lies. “He chased me away when I told him not to go!” I’d say, adding fuel to my father’s rage. My daddy’s anger would rise, the belt in his hand snapping down again. That was my role— the honest and obedient one. In contrast, Hailu was the mischievous rebel. He kept pleading, ‘Please, just today! I won’t do it again.’ But I knew he would. And still, a part of me always watched with mixed feelings— half amused, half ashamed.  

Looking back, I didn’t realize how much those small moments shaped who I was. Hailu, for all his trouble, had a fire in him—a boldness I didn’t yet understand. I was the quiet one, the watcher, the one who obeyed. But deep down, I longed to do something bold too. Maybe that’s why the idea of going to Addis Ababa stirred something new inside me. The morning my aunties confirmed the trip, I felt something I’d never felt before—expectation. Not for food, not for a game, not even for a festival. This was different. It was the unknown.

I had never left Debrezeyit, never seen a city, never imagined what it meant to ride in a car past the fields and see houses that touched the sky. I couldn’t even picture it, but I knew it mattered. Even Yenu could tell something was changing. “You’ll forget me when you go to Addis,” she teased, twirling a piece of grass between her fingers. I laughed, not because it was funny, but because I didn’t know how to answer. 

What if she was right? 

What if everything was about to change? 

So, while everyone else was eagerly waiting for the last day of school, I was preparing my heart for something else—something unknown, something bright. I didn’t yet know it, but that journey would mark the end of my childhood in more ways than one.

The days passed, and just like that, the last day of school arrived—and slipped away like a dream. We gathered to receive our certificates and grade papers, standing with our proud families. Of course, some couldn’t hide their disappointment—low marks and failing grades, undeniable and silent. The school grounds became crowded, voices rising like a tide. The louder boys—the rebellious kind—clashed in one last playful fight, as if trying to squeeze every bit of trouble into the final moments before the next year would come and repeat the cycle.

We said our last goodbyes, some with laughter, some with tears and hugs and of course, others with quiet stares. It was a farewell, though none of us really knew what we were saying goodbye to. But the next day, my auntie didn’t came. I waited for her the whole day—no playing, no laughter, not even a visit to Yenu. I skipped meals, sat still, and stared down the road. My heart was tormented. I thought my dream had crashed. I waited... and waited... and waited. It felt like the end of the world had quietly come to my doorstep. But she were nowhere to be seen. By midday, around twelve o’clock, I lost hope. I began to cry—deep, desperate tears, as if crying could somehow bring her. Three days passed like that. Slowly, I stopped asking whether she would come. I gave up. My friend Yenu would come and sit with me quietly. We waited together. Then, on the fourth day, we gave in to our childhood again. We went outside and played. We played the whole day, swinging from ropes until we were breathless and tired. Hunger struck. Our stomachs growled and pulled us back to reality. Like always, we wandered to my family home, searching for something to eat. 

As we entered the compound, laughter filled the air. The smell of roasted coffee hit us before we even reached the door. We were kids—we didn’t care for coffee. We just wanted food so we could​[2] run back to where we left off. But when we stepped into the house, there she was. My auntie. She was sitting there, laughing, enjoying life with the rest of my family—talking nonsense, as it sounded to me. I didn’t understand a word they were saying. To me, they were just wasting their time. Instead of running, playing, living outside in the sun, they sat in circles around coffee, talking and talking until they were too tired to talk anymore. It was like she had been resurrected. Like someone pulled her back from a place I couldn’t reach. I stood there frozen for a second, unsure if my eyes were playing tricks on me. Then I ran—straight to her—and wrapped my arms around her in the biggest hug I had ever given to anyone. I didn’t just hug her. I held her like she might disappear again. Then I stepped back—one step...I needed to see her properly.

Is she really here? Is this real?

I scanned her face, touched her hands, looked at her nose, her eyes—yes. She is here. Alive. Real. I forgot everything. My hunger vanished. Yenu was no longer beside me. Even my mother’s presence slipped from my mind. The whole house, the laughter, the smell of coffee—it all blurred into the background. All I could see was her. For what felt like minutes, I just stared at her, as if making sure she wouldn’t vanish again. Then I rushed back to her side and started speaking fast, maybe too fast—asking questions, desperate to know:

Had she forgotten me?

Had she forgotten her promise? Had something gone wrong? 

And then, as kids do, I began throwing in all kinds of other questions too—about the city, about her clothes, even about whether she knew my friend. “Do you know my friend Yenu?” I asked. She smiled wide and opened her arms again. “Yes, I remember your friend! Come here, sweetheart, let me hug you.” Then she looked over at Yenu and asked, “What’s your name again, Sweetie?” Yenu, standing tall beside me, said, “My name is Meskerem.” The whole room burst into laughter. I felt a little shy in that moment. I stood there, red-faced, suddenly realizing—I had always called her by the nickname I gave her. I had forgotten her real name completely. Even in front of her own family, she never corrects me. That’s the kind of friend she was. 

But then...my rival arrived—my brother, Hailu. He entered like he always did, confident and calm, greeting everyone properly, just like the elders do. He shook hands, gave respectful nods, smiled the polite smile he saved for adults. For a moment, he blended right in—like he wasn’t the same boy who used to sneak off to the river and get beat for it. Then he turned to me. Our eyes met. My joy stuttered a little. The feeling was strange—like two worlds meeting in one room. He raised an eyebrow, as if to say, ‘So, she finally showed up, huh?’ I stood my ground, arms still crossed in front of my auntie, silently claiming my victory. She came for me, not him. He didn’t say anything at first. Just walked past like he had nothing to prove. But I knew Hailu. I could see it in his face—he wanted to know everything too. He was just better at hiding it. I didn’t let it go. I waited for the right moment, then slipped away from the grown-ups and went straight to him. Quietly. Almost like it was a secret mission. “Why were you eyeing me like that?” I asked, narrowing my eyes. He gave me that same smug look and shrugged. But just then, I noticed something as he walk past the door to outside. His hands and legs. They were pale—almost white. The same kind of white our walls looked after a good scrub. My eyes widened. I run followed him. “Hey!” I gasped. “You were in the river. You were swimming!” His face froze. That was all the proof I needed. I pointed my index finger straight at him, practically bouncing with the power of my discovery. “I’m going to tell Daddy,” I whispered with a grin. “You’re going to get it!” He reached out to grab me, maybe to beg, maybe to stop me—but I was already gone, running across the yard with the thrill of justice on my side. It was my moment to shine, and I wasn’t letting it slip.  
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