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My Life Far FromHome

by Augustine Lonya Lucano

Guest Article

Augustine is a Sudanese refugee who
came to Canada in 1990. He is currently
working as a social worker in Calgary.
Augustine is also featured in our video,
Hopes and Dreams - Stories from Young
Refugees. The following account of his
experiences will be published in two
parts in the newsletter.

Part One

After many centuries of inhabitants
occupying the Sudan, the traders from
Middle East poured into the country
and they brought much misery to the
Sudanese people. Even though their busi-
nesses should have been a blessing to the
indigenous Sudanese people, their lives
changed dreadfully for the worse. While
the Sudanese people were excited to see
the new goods that the traders brought,
the traders immediately formed the
government of Sudan. Ever since then,
the government browbeat the Sudanese
people. The original inhabitants were not
allowed to run businesses set up by the
traders. The new masters annihilated the
entire population by denying education
and political involvement to the Suda-
nese people. However, Southern Suda-
nese people fought against the oppressive
government of Sudan for many years.
The yrst civil war broke out in 1960s,
and it forced millions of Southern Suda-
nese people out of the country.

Photos of Chukudum by "Nakai"

My parents were among the millions
of Sudanese who ped the country during
the civil war. Along with other families,
they escaped from the civil war in South-
ern Sudan to the neighboring countries.

I was born in exile. Therefore, | am
the son of a refugee. My family took
refuge in Uganda. As years passed by in
exile, they had become friends with some
of the Ugandan natives. During my birth,
one of my parents’ best friends had se-
cretly visited us in camp and he gave me
a name: Lobilale. I later learned that my
name means “a wealthy man with white
cattleo. Shortly after, in 1972, Southern
Sudanese rebels apparently signed an
agreement with the government of the
Sudan. When | was a little lad, my par-
ents returned to Sudan after this agree-
ment was signed. | have strong memories
of my birthplace, Uganda. | remember
seeing the electric lights on the street as
we traveled by truck. Also, | recall Alex
who had advised us children not to play
with electricity. “The electrical energy
slays people,” he said.

As a child, one beautiful day, as |
played at the yards, | saw a dove sitting
on a green branch of a cactus tree. It sang
beautifully and I was mesmerized by its
lyrics. The breeze was so beautiful as |
stood watching the strange creature. | ob-
served as the wind blew its feathers and
it moved so beautifully. I was impressed

and overwhelmed to see such an attrac-
tive creature. Immediately, I sprinted
very fast into the house and informed
my parents that | had seen a dove. As |
entered into the compound, | found my
father crouched down carving wooden
spoons, while my mother was very busy
grinding maize. She used a grinding
stone to crush the maize. Both my par-
ents ran hurriedly outside to witness what
I had discovered in the yard. My mother
ran very quickly and she forgot that she
was carrying the pestle in her right hand.
My father was also running with his
working tool. | was so delighted and very
conydent that I had discovered a creature
that my parents had never seen. Proudly,
| pointed to them where the dove was
sitting. They could not believe their eyes
when they saw that it was just a dove.
Nevertheless, my parents praised me for
discovering such a creature. When my
mother went back
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Sta and Volunteers

We have been busy these past few months. Subodh Bharati joined us for a four month article. We continue to work on a joint
Anti-Racism Education project with the Committee on Race Relations and Cross Cultural Understanding: Pamela Dos Ramos,

Vilma Dawson and Brenda Johnston are working on this.

We are fortunate to be working with excellent volunteers for the last few months—including Amina Osuocha, Kelly Meier,

Kathryn Kitchen, Johanna Dias, Kerry Cundal, and others.

-Linda McKay-Panos

Upcoming Event
Community Forum: People's Human Rights
Commission
A theatre-based evening on human rights in Alberta. What
are your reactions and ideas to the ability to get human
rights violations properly addressed in Alberta?

Date: April 23, 2008

Time: 5:45 p.m. to 9:00 p.m.

Location: Room 200, 1202 Centre Street SE
Cost: Free for community members at large

$25 for members from professional orgs.
Supper will be provided
Expert panel: Hon. Ron Ghitter, Fil Fraser, Linda McKay-Panos

RSVP by April 18th to 1(403) 263-9900 or email info@
ecccalgary.com

Tenth Anniversary of \Wiend Decision
April 2, 2008 marked the 10th anniversary of the SCC decision which
resulted in "sexual orientation” being added as a ground to Alberta's
human rights legislation. To read a blog on the case and legal devel-
opments since, visit www.thecourt.ca

I The Alberta Civil Liberties Research Centre appreciates the contributions of vol- I
I unteers and donors, and the support of agencies that provide grants to the Centre, |

including:

Alberta AW
*Status of Women Canada F 0 U H DAT I D M
*The United Way of Calgary - donor choice

*The Sheldon M. Chumir Foundation for Ethics in Leadership

I *Alberta Human Rights, Citizenship and Multiculturalism Education Fund

*Canadian Race Relations Foundation

*Alberta Association for Multicultural Education

*National Crime Prevention Strategy

*Alberta Advanced Education and Community Development (S.T.E.P.)
*Summer Career Placement (S.C.P.)
*Aruna Marathe

*Pamela Dos Ramos

*Sherri Angevine

*Brian Edy

*Brian Seaman

*Laurie Anderson

*Kerry Cundal
*Chris Knight
*Trevor Lynn
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- continued from page 1
into the house to continue her grinding,
she found that the goats had eaten all the
maize. The goats belonged to the Kari-
mojong tribe from Uganda. The refugees
could not do anything about the goat eat-
ing our maize. However, as a mother, she
had come outside to support me in my
learning process. Certainly, my mother
had to start grinding maize all over again.
Even though it took her longer to get
the food ready, she was very patient and
very compassionate. My father had an
opportunity to lecture to me about nature.
He taught me that in my mother tongue,
the dove is called “Mudda”. “The dove is
a peaceful creature,” he said.

Quiet interestingly, I also remember
seeing Lowakuc. Lowakac are Ugan-
dan’s Karimojong tribe. Karimojong are
the proudest tribe in Uganda. | admired
their traditions. They loved to wear beads
on their necks, hands and legs. They
resembled the Masi tribe in Kenya and
Toposa tribe in Sudan.

In the camp, in which all the refu-
gees resettled, one of the little girls was
stolen. One lovely morning, the little girl
followed her parents when they went
to work in the garden. She cried very
loudly, but her parents could not hear her
voice. As she tried hard to catch up, she
was exhausted and she could no longer
run. She cried until no tears came from
her eyes. While she raced and bawled a
long the way, she was terriyed in the wil-
derness. Then suddenly, she saw a beau-
tiful female ygure in front of her. She
heard the voice, “You are my beautiful
child. Look here. I am not going to harm
you! Do not be afraid my child! Then she
reached to her with her gorgeous hands.
She clutched her gently and put her on
her lap. The child moaned as she held
her. “My child, even though you may
not understand my mother tongue, soon,
you will understand it.” The child fell in
love with the stranger. She calmed down
noiselessly and stopped whimpering.
Then she looked at her eyes for the yrst
time. After that, she hugged her and next
held her hands tightly. The stranger took
the child, and the parents had no clue
where their beloved child was. It was the
yrst time the village lost a beloved child.

As twilight came, the parents of the
child returned home. They did not know
what had happened to their child. As

the mother hiked tirelessly closer to the
village, she felt so cold inside her, but
she did not know what had happened.
The house was cold like ice. The entire
village was very quiet. The children were
not seen outside. Relatives and friends
came to give the parents comfort. When
the parents heard what had happened to
their child, they wept and wept so hard.
The mother bawled so hard that her

eyes were red like burning metal. It was
painful to see the people crying for their
lost child. Then the parents went to make
a report to the Police Station, but they
were arrested and charged with being
negligent.

In our refugee camp, | admired one
of the elders, who always chanted using
beautiful lyrics about the Sudan.

As we traveled from Uganda to
Southern Sudan Capital City, it was a
beautiful journey, but Mom was very
sick. She could not take care of my little
brother. Alex’s wife and my Auntie had
to take care of my brother. | could not
exactly comprehend what had happened
to her. The journey was very long. We
were traveling at night. The buses were
traveling together. We stopped, we rested
awhile and then proceeded ahead. While
we traveled within Ugandan Cities, | ad-
mired the bright lights along the streets.
The light was very colorful and amazing.
I was astonished and overwhelmed to see
bright lights at night.

When we moved to Sudan, | started a
new life. We settled with my grandfather
in Kangole. Our house was down Narilop
Hill. It was very close to the beautiful
Narilop River. At night, we enjoyed the
sounds of the creatures. Most signiy-
cantly, the frogs were incredible animals.
I enjoyed their sounds. Also, the Colobus
Guereza monkeys were wonderful. The
white border on their faces and the white
cloak down their panks and rumps mes-
merized me. Also, | was amazed how the
single male defended its territory with
roars and spectacular jumping displays.
Although diurnal, it is known to wake
up and roar at night. Eagerly, | watched
this thumbless monkey pull branches
towards its mouth and bite off leaves and
fruits. There were many monkeys around
Narilop River and in the surrounding
forest. Most often, they would consume
the crops.

One day, my brother and | were going

down closer to the forest, and we saw
40 Guinea Baboons. | was amazed to
see the infants clinging to their mothers’
bellies. Then, abruptly, a huge Guinea
Baboon plucked fruits with one hand,
vigorously dug the earth for roots with
its spade-like hands, and ripped its food
with its hands and teeth. As little lads,
we were frightened and we didnét know
what to do. However, we sat there, and
watched the baboon. At yrst, he did not
see us, and then suddenly he saw us.
Softly, he pung a banana toward us. We
stared! Angrily, he grasped a stone and
threw it toward us. We were frightened
to death, and that was it! We screamed
really hard and we sprinted very fast
like antelopes. My voice was probably
heard all over the village. By the time
our parents ran to us, the baboon was
long gone.

Ahuman being is very destructive
animal. The big forest and beautiful
creatures | enjoyed when | was small are
long gone. Only history remains.

In Uganda, we lived in a pat area.

I did not see slopes like those in the
Sudan. I was afraid of the cliffs and the
slopes. One thing I noticed existed in
the village was that all the lads did not
have clothes on. To my brothers and
me, it was very strange. As we liked to
play with them, we soon realized that
we preferred not to wear clothes too. In
order for us to yt in, we had to abandon
the “civilized” lifestyle. We had tonnes
of clothes, but we refused to wear them.

My parents went to cultivate in
Abunangawa. Then, after cultivation,
the lads and the girls were told to go and
keep the monkeys from destroying the
garden. | was among the lads and girls.
There was much dew on the way and
the forest was very thick. Since | had on
yellow trousers, which I brought from
Uganda, the lads asked me to lead them
every morning. | led them until the dew
destroyed all my trousers. Once they
were all torn, it was too cold to walk in
the morning. So, one day | refused to go
to the garden. It was very cold. | could
not handle it anymore, but my parents
would not let me stay home. If | did,
then the monkeys would have ynished
our garden within a short time. Every lad
and girl carried yre. It helped us to warm
up ourselves in the cold morning. One
great afternoon, the rain just

- continued on page 4
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stopped, and the monkeys poured into
the gardens. My friend and |
saw the monkeys. We had little bows
and arrows that were made of wood.
There were about ten big monkeys that
besieged us. Since we had bows and ar-
rows, we couldn’t move. When we tried
to aim at them, they roared very loudly.
That led us to scream harder. When the
big lads came to rescue us, the monkeys
sprinted into the forest without delay.

After the harvest in Abunangawa
garden, my Uncle asked me to go to the
Shed. I decided to join the rest of the
boys who were in the Shed. The yrst day
in the Kraal (enclosure for cattle) was
very funny. When it was time to milk the
cows, the senior boys informed me to go
yrst. My work was to let the calf suckle
the mother for few seconds, and then
hold the teat. | was then supposed to call
someone to milk the cow while I held the
calf. I jumped in, but I went in from the
wrong direction. | could have gone in on
the right but I went in on the left. Senior
boys exploded with loud laughter when
the cow kicked me so hard on my left
foot. They had expected that to happen
to anyone who would approach the cow
from the wrong direction. The cows are
programmed to be approached on their
right side. It seemed to me that anything |
did that time was wrong for some reason.

Then in the morning, | attended
orientation. In the Kraal, things must be
in order all the time. During orientation,
I learned about hygiene. My duty was to
make sure that all utensils were clean.
Also, yrewood must be collected and
brought to the Kraal. I also fetched water
from the river. Most often, the place must
be cleaned all the time. No exception or
excuse.

That time, our Kraal was in Lotilon-
git. We were very far from the village.
The place was very quiet. It was very
rare to see people around.

Two years later, | visited home. | had
fun, but I missed the plants and animals.
It was too noisy at home for me. Lomon-
gole was a huge village. That was where
my parents lived. My grandfather was
surrounded by all his sons and daugh-
ters. My grandmother was very rich
with wisdom. | learned so much from
her. She was very lovely lady. She was
always gentle and humble. She always
had a story to tell. Her story was always

adventurous. Kapuwa and Napeitogo
were my favorite places. | spent most of
my childhood in these areas. | began my
earlier animal hunting in Napeitogo.

My parents are pastoralist. They live
a traditional life. We used to have 150
cows, 300 goats, and sheep. At the age
of 7-8, | stayed at the Kraal. My duty
was taking care of the calves and collect-
ing yrewood. When | turned 9-10 years
old, I looked after the cows. My favorite
bull was Lobohongole. He was a red
bull with white stripe on his forehead.
It resembled Banteng. It was reddish
brown in color. Its horns were angled
out and then inward. It had a tufted
forehead, dark nose stripe and a whitish
forehead. During the rainy seasons, |
crouched underneath his belly to take
cover from the rain. | loved that bull
with all my heart. When my father gave
it away to be slaughtered, I cried the
whole day and I refused to give it away.
My father gave the bull to his brother
in law. His brother in law slaughtered
the bull and used the meat to pay for the
people who came and helped him on the
farm to cultivate the garden. When the
bull was slain, | left the cattle and went
home. The bull was everything to me. |
grieved for it for a very long time.

One beautiful morning, | hiked along
Longoliba River to check the trap. As
I proceeded closer, | noticed the trap
moved vigorously. Kirkés Dik-dik was
trapped. This dwarf antelope has a soft,
lank coat, grizzled gray to brown, and
more reddish on the head, neck, and
shoulders. Its hooves have rubbery
pads to grip rocky surfaces, and only
the male has antlers. Its length was
20.5-28 inches (52-72 cm); its weight
was 6.5-15 pounds (3-7 kg). | called for
help. One of the elders, who visited us,
came to help me out. He skinned the
Dik-dik. He incised some meat. He was
very excited when he went home with
the meat. Kirkés Dik-dik feeds mainly
in the morning and late afternoon, and
sometimes at night. Its small body and
its extremely narrow muzzle enables it
to reach the smallest food items. Along
with leaves, buds, powers, and fruits,
salt also forms an important part of its
diet.

One day in autumn, | took the cows
to Abunangawa. In the morning, it was
sunny, but in the afternoon, a dark cloud

hung in the sky. The air was calm. The
birds were quiet. Even the blades of dry
grass were still. Everything was hushed,
waiting. Suddenly a huge spark leapt
through the air, connecting earth and
sky. The spark pickered for an instant
and disappeared. There was a moment of
silence. Then a tremendous crack ripped
through the quiet. Booming echoes
followed, rolling across the summer
sky. The cows were scared and rambled
around. Komiti, my dog, and | watched
the cows as they rambled along the cliffs
of Kalukanyimi. Then suddenly, Komiti
disappeared for a while. Immediately,
to my right, | heard a barking dog. It
sounded like Komiti so I turned around
quickly. Sure enough, I saw Kirkés Dik-
dik darting away in an erratic zigzag
pattern when faced with danger from
Komiti. | encouraged her to run fast on
arid, stony slopes and in the sandy bush
land of Kalukanyimi. Komiti was typical
dog, who hunted fast-moving prey such
as Kirk's Dik-dik that she knocked down
by the sheer speed of her charge. She
had an elongated body, small head, short
face, and uniformly buff-colored fur like
a puma. She had powerful and muscular
limbs, with hind legs larger than front
legs. She stealthily stalked her prey,
leaping upon the victimés back or seizing
it after a rapid dash. Sometimes, she
dragged the carcass to a sheltered spot
and ate her yll, then covered the remains
with leaves and debris, for later con-
sumption. She leapt at the animal and
wedged it by the neck. | wanted to help
her. I could not run fast enough, so | lost
her. About an hour later, she came with
blood all over her mouth. Komiti led
me to where Kirkés Dik-dik was laying.
When | reached there, | discovered she
hadn’t eaten the meat. While | carried
the meat to the Kraal, Alemu called me!
It was very windy | could not hear him.
When | reached the Kraal, Alemu
looked very angry and he grasped a stick
and gave me a several lashes on the but-
tocks. fil called you very boisterously;
you still could not hear me. What is the
matter?” he questioned. | had to face the
consequences even though it was not my
fault. I spent the night outside. I slept in
the cold. The people searched for me,
but they could not ynd me. I did not eat
for two days. | was very hungry. It was
frustrating to be punished unfairly. Since
- continued on page 5
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the incident took place, | perceived the
Kraal very unenthusiastically. That event
gave me the chance to consider other op-
portunities. My father had once assured
me that one day he would let me go to
school. Certainly, this was my moment
in time to think about what he told me.
Shortly after that, my beloved bull was
slaughtered. Since my bull was slain, |
left the Kraal for home.

It must have been the winter of 1979
when Mother Nature became furious in
the Sudan. As a result, the rain failed.
The farmers were angry with Mother
Nature. Dreadfully, drought hit the Suda-
nese people very terribly. The crops had
failed when the dry season occurred. The
land was completely dried. The drought
affected all living things. An enormous
number of cows and people perished. At
the village in Lomongole a wicked fam-

ine threatened the children and the adults.

I was responsible for the goats. One
evening, one of the boys came to pick up
a goat from our home. The boy was very,
very feeble and his gigantic stomach was
horrendous. My father instructed me to
give the goat to the boy. He chased the
goat around, but he did not have strength
to reach the goat. | assisted him. The
goat was lashed so | pulled it along the
way. When we reached their home, we
found the parents and the children sitting
in semicircle weakly in their communal
kitchen. The entire family was feeble.
Hurriedly, the head of the family slaugh-
tered the goat. As blood gushed from
the goat, like a vampire with its pointed,
bladelike canines and upper incisors, the
children and the adults equally lapped up
the blood. Then the family was at each
other’s throats as they dripped blood. |
was shocked and overwhelmed.

At the mid of the famine, our grana-
ries were half empty. My family was
exhausted after many months of feed-
ing relatives and friends. However, my
mother, neighbors, and | went to seek
wild fruits in the forest. We trekked
along to Telec and we found a certain
tree that was edible. | climbed up the tree
and chopped down some branches. My
mother and her friends had to pick up the
fruits. After we harvested enough fruits,
we trekked back very slowly. The people
in the village were very quiet. The vil-
lagers consumed wild fruits and some of

them who were feeble had to stay home
and ate cows’ pelts.

One morning, my cousin and | took
the goats for grazing. The weather was
very mild in the morning, but in the af-
ternoon, the heat glowed and the pasture
dried out, so it made me edgy. The goats
gnawed under the shaded areas. My
cousin and I were ravenous. We caught
the goat and we scratched its forehead
and its blood dripped into our container.
Then we mixed it with goatds milk and
fried it. That was our lunch. The famine
was very yerce.

The following day we returned to
the area. As | strolled on the blades of
dry grass, | spotted an excellent burrow,
where porcupines lived. Since porcu-
pines usually rested in caves or crevices
with narrow openings during the day,
foraged at night, aided by their keen
sense of smell, and travelled up to nine
miles in search of food, we believed that
they were in the burrows that day. We
started digging the burrow. When we
were closer to the porcupines, my cousin
entered into the burrow. The porcupines
smelled him and their quills detached
easily and pierced my cousings skin and
caused much pain. The porcupines were
using grunts, piping calls and quill rattles
to communicate. They had defended
themselves and we ran home hopelessly.

The famine displaced young people
from their homes. They went to gold
mines. People were crowded in the gold
mines. My father and I went to the gold
mine. We took the bull there and slaugh-
tered it and we sold the meat. After, we
bought corn pour and carried it home.
People were starving in the gold mines.
Not everybody managed to take gold. It
was very difycult for people to ynd gold.
I went to try to dig for gold, but it was
very difycult. Someone had just been
buried alive in the hole. | was terriyed
to enter the holes. We stayed only a few
days and then we went back to the vil-
lage. It was very dangerous to work in
the bullion mine.

Then in April, precipitation occurred
and people cultivated the land. They
were too weak to cultivate, but they did
it slowly. Suddenly, the land turned very
green. The people fetched vegetables and
they fed on it until the garden was ready.
The famine was over. People celebrated
it. They organized big parties.

In September 1980, | was determined
to enroll into Primary School. My yrst
day in school was great. It was the yrst
time | learned ABCs and multiplication
in my life. It was difycult, but gradu-
ally I was getting better learning new
things. The school was quite far away
from home. Every day, | walked for two
hours. | ran every morning to school. |
only went to school for three months and
then it was holidays. After holidays, the
school closed down for good. There was
wicked conpict between the Toposa and
my tribe. Then people had to move to the
mountain and the school was closed until
further notice. | was really thirsty for
education. However, | decided to go to
school in Ngathilani, which was quite far
away. Then, I walked four hours every-
day. | ran to school in the morning and
after school. | had great interest in learn-
ing, but again, after three months, the
teacher was terribly sick. | boarded with
the teacher, so | had to change schools.

In April 1982, 1 enrolled into grade
two in Chukudum Primary School. My
father, and my sister, Martha, escorted
me to Chukudum. | didn6t know anyone
at the school. It was a bright morning
as we began our journey from Ngatuba
County. My brothers and sisters waved
their hands to say goodbye to us. My
father is a tall and stocky man. We car-
ried some grains for sale to Chukudum
to cover my school fees and uniforms.
My father carried 11/2 tins full of grain,
while my sister carried 21/2 tins. | car-
ried one tin only. It was really very heavy
- like metal. On our way to Chukudum,
the heavy rain came and beat us very
badly, so my father was exhausted. |
had to exchange my grain with his; |
carried his, while he carried mine. On
the following morning, my neck was
sore and stiff. | could not move my head
the next day. Luckily enough, we sold
the grain for nine Sudanese pounds.
Between April 1982 and 1985, | stayed
with my sister, Regina. | was attending
my primary school. Chukudum became
my second home after | left the village
to go to school there. As | walked back
to the village, 1 vividly remembered the
very day the heavy rain had beaten my
father, sister and I, while we headed to
Chukudum.

On November 26, 1985, the weather
was great. | remember returning from

- continued on page 6
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school in the evening. | went to the local
market to buy vegetables. Something
was unusual at the market. The people
were extremely happy and generous.
They shared everything together. Even
though they usually did that, it seemed
different. The following day was the
same. The people gathered and shared
food with one another. There was strong
love among the people that didn’t last
long enough. However, | will never for-
get the comment that an old man made
at the market. The old man called all the
relatives and friends who were at the
market to eat and drink with him. iMy
dear friends and relatives. Who knows,
this may be our last time together here
in Chukudum, and tomorrow we may
not see each other again. Our country is
at war and some of us may be displaced
forever. Let us enjoy this memorable day
in our lives,” he lamented. He did some
rituals before he drank his beer. Sud-
denly, he looked very sad. He frowned.
Then he turned around and faced the
other direction. He brushed his white
mustache while he stared at the sky as
if looking for something. And, when he
turned around again to face the crowd,
he advised the young ones to look for
opportunities in diaspora (scattered
corners of the world). I was sitting down
on the stone on the corner and listened
very carefully to the old man. For some
reason as he spoke, | felt so sad and |
could imagine that it could be really hor-
rible if the war broke out and we became
separated from our loved ones. The old
man was extremely excited and the tears
trembled down on his chest as he spoke.

Then, on November 28, 1985, at
around dawn, unknown people who
dressed up with dirty uniforms attacked
and shelled Chukudum with heavy ma-
chine guns. It was like a nightmare when
I heard the artillery hit the town. | woke
up very fast, dressed very quickly and
ran together with a pock of people. As a
young lad, | ran faster than anyone in the
town. | was scared of the heavy sound
of artillery. The war halted for a bit and
the people returned to the town in small
numbers. The town looked like a ghost
town, and all the buildings were de-
stroyed. | came to learn later that my col-
leagues were shot in the crossyre. | saw
the corpses and shivered like a chicken.

| felt numb for two or three days; | felt
very tired like a soldier who returned
from the battleyeld of the Vietnam War.

I was scared of the ghosts in the town. It
was very horrible to see innocent people
being killed. My sister and my brother
in-law went to the village and left me at
home. | was very frightened and terriyed.

At around 8 p.m. Sudan local time,
everybody evacuated to the mountains.
Our village is very far from the town, so
I joined the mob of people who went to
our village. When we reached the village
after the following day, the death of my
cousin, who was the police ofycer, was
pronounced. Nobody told me of his death
when we were in town. Even his own
daughter, who was with us, did not know
about her father’s death. I spent a few
months in the village and left Sudan for
Kenya without my parentsd knowledge.

The situation was appalling in the
village. The young people were exploited
and encouraged to defend their mother-
land, but my experience of the death of
innocent people in Chukudum had given
me an opportunity to see things different-
ly, so in February, 1986, | left Sudan for
Kenya with the rest of people who also
escaped from the civil war. | began my
journey in Ngatuba County when | heard
others whispering about the journey. The
journey details were shared through word
of mouth. I did not hear of the journey
until after the people had gone and | had
to walk two days to reach the others in
the arid area of Lodot. It is really hard
to imagine how | struggled to ynd them.

I almost gave up hope, but something
inside me kept me going.

While I hurried on the way, | saw
some women gathering grain at the larg-
est garden in Chokac. Then, | met with
the lads, who watched the crowd at Nata-
par as | curved around the cliffs between
Natapar and Chokac. The lads returned
home after the crowd disappeared. The
boys told me that | was very late, so they
advised me to walk faster. | ran very fast
like an antelope. Again, | found other
boys who grassed the cattle at the green
pasture of Lokumee. They also encour-
aged me to walk faster, because the
people had gone far away. | kept running
without getting tired. Suddenly, I did
not realize it was going to get dark soon.
Africa is very dark at night. I was really
frightened to death in the bushes.

When | turned and walked closer
to the village, |1 met other people who
were late too, and | went together with
them. The group and I slept at Louleci.
We woke up very early in the morn-
ing to continue our journey. | could not
sleep the whole night. | kept thinking
about the journey. Finally, we reached
the large group at Lodot. | was not very
happy with these people, for they did not
tell me about the journey. | joined them
quietly. I kept praying to God to guide
me throughout the journey.

We journeyed the whole day until
midnight when we took a rest. We slept
at Nyabolihanyamoro after eating a huge
warthog that Loremo shot down. The
meat was really very sweet like honey. |
ate the meat very fast like a hyena. Then
the following morning, the group and
| started a fresh journey. When we ap-
proach the cliffs of Hotten, the two war-
riors, Loremo and Nyamototo performed
some rituals.

“Soon or later, we will meet with
wild people on our way,” Nyamototo
elaborated while Loremo ordered ev-
erybody to be very active as we walked
closer to the hill. Suddenly, the enemy
realized that he was in trouble and he
disappeared very fast.

“Stop everyone! | saw someone
coming toward us,0 the late Arkanjilo
Lokonyen shouted to the crowd. Every-
body was scared to death. Loremo and
Lotodohori ordered people to take cover.
My heart pumped and my stomach
retched very badly. | felt like throwing
up. We were lucky the enemy did not see
us. Afterwards, people were frightened.

After that, we went far away and
we took a rest under a huge tree. We
separated with people who returned to
Sudan. Kenya was still far away. We
could not tell where Kenya was. The
people said goodbye to us. | continued
the journey with the rest of those who
went to Kenya. We ran out of water and
food in the middle of nowhere and we
kept on struggling to our destination. It
became very difycult to walk. Secretly,

I put my life in the hands of God. God
became my strength, hopes, and dreams.
He guided me throughout the journey.
He became my protector. Deeply from
the bottom of my heart, | felt the pres-
ence of the almighty and through it, |
continued to feel that | was safe. | was

- continued on page 8
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Research Centre Publications

Freedom to Be: A Teachers’ Guide to Sexual Orientation, Gender
Identity and Human Rights. Background information and resources
for teachers, and students on leshian, gay, bisexual and trans- identiped
youth. Includes applicable laws, suitable for grades 9 and up. 138+
pages. 2008. ISBN# 1-896225-52-7. ($25 + $5 s/h)

Annotation of the Human Rights, Citizenship and Multiculturalism Act
(2007 Edition). This publication contains the full text of the Alberta Act,
as amended, by-laws, regulations, current caselaw and panel decisions.
Includes table of concordance, glossary and other resources. 176 pages.
2007. ISBN# 1-896225-54-3. ($25 + $5 s/h)

Barriers and Borders: How Canada Manages National Security
Through Immigration Legislation. Since 2001, many countries have
rushed to implement new immigration and anti-terrorism legislation
in the name of increased security, but often without due consideration
to their effects on human rights and civil liberties. This study examines
Canadian immigration law and the security certipcate process in light
of the new S.C.C. decision in Charkaoui. 65+ pages 2007. ISBN# 1-
896225-31-4 ($15 + $5 s/h)

Anti- Racism Resource Kit. This Resource Kit is intended to promote
and facilitate anti-racism education, at all levels of the formal education
system. The goal is to ensure that every student receives appropriate
and effective anti-racism education and support to address personal
experiences of racismand enhance safety in self-afprming and productive
ways. Includes books, websites and videos for teachers K-12. 130+
pages 2007. ISBN# 1-896225-50-0 ($25 + $5 s/h)

Techno-tonomy: Privacy, Autonomy and Technology in a Networked
World. Teacher and student material on the nature and value of identity,
anonymity and authentication, the constitutional and legal aspects of
anonymity and the new technologies which have changed our world.
Includes a CD-Rom with interactive student activities, handouts and
overheads. Suitable for grade 9 and up. 76+ pages 2007. ISBN # 1-
896225-48-9 ($25 + $5 s/h).

Refugees and Discrimination: Teacher and Student materials.
Background information for teachers, and student activities on refugees
in Canada. Includes applicable laws; suitable for secondary school
students. 190+ pages. 2006. ISBN# 1-896225-43-8 ($35 + $5 s/h).

Family Law: Don't Get Lost in the Shufye: Adult Handbook. Answers
questions thatyoung people have about separation and divorce. Intended
to assist adults. Can be used alone or with Don't Get Lost in the Shufye
Cards which may be obtained from CLERC at 207-9029. 32 pages.
2005. ISBN# 1-896225-39-X ($7 + $3 s/h)

Adoption Handbook. Answers questions that young people have about
adoption. Intended to assist adults. 28 pages. 2006. ISBN# 1-896225-
41-1 ($7 + $3 s/h)

ReligioninPublic School— The Alberta Situation. Examines the unique
situation in Alberta regarding constitutional protection for prayers in
publicschools. Looks at this issue in the context of the Charter of Rights
guarantee of freedom of religion, which includes freedom fromreligion.
48 pages. 2004. ISBN# 1-896225-29-2. ($12 + $3 s/h)

Butt Out: Smokers and Anti-Smoking Bylaws in Alberta. Despite the
fact that several municipalities have passed by-laws that restrict or
prohibit smoking in public places, a number of persons continue to
smoke. Examines the possible challenges to anti-smoking by-laws, the
cases that have involved these challenges and whether there may be
an argument that smoking is a disability under the Charter. 38 pages.
2004. ISBN #1-896225-33-0. ($10 + $3 s/h)

...but words DO hurt: Stories from GLBTT Youth Video. 30 mins.
Young people who identify as GLBTT talk about identity issues,
the media, coming out, their family, their experiences in school
and their hopes for the future. Some of the biggest obstacles they
face include discrimination and name-calling and they share
some of these experiences. Includes guidebook. 2005. Order
from Comm Media, buymedia@ucalgary.ca ; tel 403-220-3722.

Please contact the ofpce or visit aclrc.com for a complete resource list.

ORDER FORM

Please send me the publications indi- 4 ¢5 g/

Harassment and What You Can Do

cated:
_____FreedomtoBe: ATeachers’Guide to
Sexual Orientation, Gender Identity and
Human Rights $25 + $5 s/h)
_____Annotation of the Human Rights,
Citizenshipand Multiculturalism Act 2007
$25 + $5 s/h

Barriers and Borders $15 + $5
s/h
_____Anti-Racism Resource Kit $25 +
$5 s/h

Techno-tonomy: Privacy, Autonomy
and Technology in a Networked World
$25 + $5 s/h
____ Refugees and Discrimination $35

___ Family Law: Don't Get Lost in the
Shufye Handbook $7 + $3 s/h

Adoption Handbook $7 + $3 s/h
____Religion in Public School-The Al-
berta Situation $12 + 3 s/h
___ ButtOut: Smokersand Anti-smoking
Bylaws in Alberta $10 + $3 s/h

__Discrimination, Human Rights and
You—Student Guide—Junior High $10
+ $3 s/h

__Discrimination, Human Rights and
You—Video. $22 + $3 s/h

About It (video). $22 + $3 s/h

The Rights Angle: Human Rights
Education Using the Newspaper. $35
+$5 s/h

United Nations Convention on the
Rights of the Child: How Does Alberta’s
Legislation Measure Up? $20 + $5 s/h

No shipping/handling charges for
publications picked up at our ofpce.
No GST is payable.

Please complete the form on reverse.
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not afraid of anything now, because | knew
that God was there for me and he guided me Augustine’s Charity
to my destination. The Southern Sudanese Children’s Literacy Foundation (SSLF) has formed a society
Thanks go to Paul Lonyia, who encour- to provide the resources for its members to meet in a friendly and social setting to fur-
aged me to be brave during our journey. “Let |[ther our goals and objectives: To improve the quality of life in the villages of southern
us keep on going,0 he said very strongly. Sudan in which children and families live through a network of community centres and
“Don’t eat thistles!” Amedeo shouted to community schools that become hubs of their communities and offer both adults and
Julius Lokenyen. children opportunities for enriching activities such as native language and ESL classes,
“Elephants eat thistles and they don’t die, and technology centres. The centres and schools also offer medical, dental and mental
why not us?0 Julius Lokonyen replied. health services, social services and full ranges of educational and recreational program-
“Please, just squeeze and give me some ming. To raise money to provide for the basic education for the girls and boys, and
juice from the thistles,” Maurice begged. to educate young people about safe sex, importance of health and local agriculture in
“I told you people not to squeeze thistles, |[{southern Sudan, particularly in Budi county.
they are dangerous,” Amedeo responded to To donate or for further information, contact Augustine at alonyia@hotmail.com
the lads with a very weak voice.

fil smell something like rain,0 the late
Robert Lohinei shouted to the crowd.

People were just quiet. “Maybe it will rain,” a e E 'f"'\ a4, sa0
someone replied barely in a tiny voice after 2o y S
a long period of time. Indeed, the conditions [ Hal s;'g:,,_ .h?}m
were really tough. We barely survived in the | " '

forest by eating wild fruits on the way. We
squeezed wild fruits and drank the juice out

".Am
CHAD :

Omaumany o \e
of them. We also survived chewing the dung L g rrve o
. . o dAshir . N‘ rﬁri
of the animals. We found some water in the

N Uoayyig” Kaen! . G
middle of nowhere, but the water was too *hyala =
bitter to drink. We forced ourselves to drink
a bit.

When we approached the border between
Sudan and Kenya, the soldiers waited for us;
they came with heavy artillery and surround-
ed us, but they were scared to see our skeletal
bodies. Instead, they provided us with food s -
and water. Then they interviewed us after we Map of Sudan
ate. Many people threw up while they tried
to eat porridge. The soldiers asked too many
questions. After two days, we were taken to
Thika refugee camp where we spent nine
months. We ate bananas for all nine monthsat We will publish Part Two of Augustine's account
the refugee camp. We celebrated when we got  in our next newsletter.

o | want to support the Research Centre with a donation of:
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