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    To everyone who has stood beside a grave and questioned if hope was gone.

To the brokenhearted, the hopeless, and the forgotten.

May this story remind you that life still speaks beyond the grave—through the love, power, and grace of Jesus Christ.

—Usman Sheriff Kamara

      

    



  	
        
            
            "I am the resurrection and the life. The one who believes in me will live, even though they die."— John 11:25 (NIV)
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A dimly lit hospital corridor. The walls are painted in pale blue, but they seem lifeless, worn by time and grief. The distant sound of heart monitors beeping. A wheelchair is positioned and in it sits an emaciated woman, Margaret, Victor’s mother. Her face is pale, her hands motionless on her lap. A thin stream of saliva dribbles from the corner of her lips with her body paralyzed.

From the left, Victor steps in. A young man in his mid-twenties, his medical school bag slung over one shoulder. His once-hopeful face is now worn and hardened by years of pain. His eyes are red, from tears, staring at his mother.

VICTOR: 

(his voice breaking)

Mum... when will all of this be over?

How long will I keep watching you suffer like this?

He kneels beside her, gripping the armrest of the wheelchair. His eyes burn with unshed tears. 

VICTOR:  (cont'd)

louder, frustration spilling out.

We have gone to every hospital, every so-called best doctor in Freetown, Bo, Kenema, and beyond this country! 

Nothing! Not even a single sign of improvement.

His voice wavers. His mother, Margaret, blinks slowly, her head tilting slightly. She tries to say something, but only a faint sound escapes her lips. Her body, though alive, is trapped, unable to respond. She lifts her trembling fingers slightly, as if reaching for him, but the movement is weak, almost unnoticeable.

VICTOR:  (cont'd)

softly, voice thick with tears.

Even the doctors... 

(he exhales sharply)

Even they are tired. They look at us with that same pity in their eyes. As if they already know the outcome. As if they’ve given up...

(whispering)

Mum... will you ever get up from this wheelchair? Will I ever hear you call my name again?

A tear slides down his cheek. He quickly wipes it away. He doesn't want to cry anymore. He doesn't want to feel anymore.
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