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To my grandmother—

who raised me with love, prayers, and quiet strength.

Your faith still walks beside me.

To my friends—Farhan, Yasin, Omar—

we took the first steps together.

This story will always carry your footprints.

And to anyone who has ever walked toward something uncertain,

not knowing what tomorrow holds—

this is for you.

Author’s Note

This is a work of fiction—but it was born from truths.

It began in a town like Isiolo, where early morning prayers mingled with quiet conversations. The characters in this story didn’t know exactly where they were going—only that they had to keep moving.

Somalia, for them, wasn’t just a place on a map.

It was a dream. A chance. Maybe even a kind of hope.

The people you’ll meet in these pages aren’t perfect. They don’t have much. But they have each other—and sometimes, that’s enough to begin.

This isn’t just a story about crossing borders.

It’s about friendship, silence, risk—and the search for a life that feels truly your own.

I’m not a professional storyteller. I’m just someone who’s lived close enough to the edge of this story to imagine what it might feel like—and what it might mean.

May you find a piece of your own courage here.
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Chapter One: The Road Began at Fajr 
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The floor was cool beneath my forehead as I ended sujood. The walls of the old mosque in Isiolo were cracked with age, but the silence inside felt whole. Peaceful. 

It was Farhan who broke it. 

"Bro," he whispered, nudging my arm. "We ready?" 

The sky was still dark, stars clinging to the last of the night. We had agreed to meet here—before Fajr prayer—at the old mosque where generations had come and gone, where time felt slower and intentions clearer. 

Since the erupt of unemployment, I had drawn a quiet plan: to go to Somalia. Not alone, but with brothers—Farhan, Yassin, and Omar. Men I trusted, whose lives, like mine, had stalled in the waiting rooms of hardship. Our bond was forged in shared frustration, but also in hope. Together, we had decided: if opportunity wouldn’t come to us, we would go in search of it. 

The mosque air smelled of dust and old prayer mats. We offered our prayer, quietly and with hearts heavy. And then, as the first light began to rise, we stepped outside, into the stillness of dawn. 

My thoughts were ahead of my feet. 

I was already on the road—far from Isiolo’s cracked pavements, beyond the familiar dust. I saw the land changing in my mind: dry plains stretching to the horizon, border towns, foreign tongues. And somewhere far ahead, Somalia—still unknown, but pulling me like a quiet promise. 

But first, I had to tell her. 

My grandmother’s house wasn’t far—just a short walk. Still, it felt like miles with the weight pressing down on me. I had pictured the moment: standing in her doorway, the sun on my back, her eyes soft with concern as I told her the truth—where I was going, and why. 

But as I got closer, doubt crept in like a slow wind curling around my ankles. 

What if she didn’t understand? What if she cried? What if she looked at me with that quiet disappointment that said more than words ever could? 

My steps slowed. 

I thought of her hands—thin, worn, trembling slightly when they held mine. I remembered the kisses I gave her the night before, the way she had closed her eyes and held me just a little longer. Did she know already, somehow? 

I stopped at the corner of the street. Her house was just in sight. 

Still, I hesitated. 

A war had broken out inside me—between the duty to tell her and the urge to protect her from pain. Between truth and escape. Between home and something far more uncertain. 

And in the end, I chose the road. 

I turned away quietly, breath catching in my throat as I walked into the fading light. Dust rose around my shoes with every step. Behind me, her house slowly disappeared from view. 

Maybe one day, I would return—with stories, with reasons, with the kind of strength she always believed I had. 

But that day, I chose silence—and the long road ahead. 

We didn’t tell our families everything. 

Farhan said we were “going north for a few days,” but not how far. Omar left a note under his pillow. Yassin said nothing at all—he just prayed, kissed the Qur’an, and followed. 

That was 2018. The year everything changed.
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Chapter Two: Dust and the Thorny Forest 
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We left Isiolo before dawn. 

The stars hadn’t yet faded, and we stepped onto the road with our bags, our boots, and the map folded tight in my back pocket. 

At first, the road felt like a joke—red earth, flat sky, laughter between us. Four boys chasing a whisper, walking toward a future we hadn’t yet seen. Toward a country where, maybe, work was waiting for us. The road was long, and my feet blistered early, but I kept walking. Because turning back meant hunger. Moving forward meant the chance to survive. 
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