It was a dark night. My mother was playing with my hair. I love when she does that. It was really silent outside. Even birds were quiet. It was a time when my mom and I could relax and forget about everything. Everything.
-  Mother, do you know what happiness means?

- Of course, I do. My happiness has the prettiest brown eyes, the longest black hair, and the most beautiful heart which I’ve ever met. My happiness has a name- Naadira.

- Mother, why did grandmother and grandfather leave us?

- Because some bad people thought that they are not a good people. It was when our nation was at war in Darfur. But now they met Allah and they are happy. Sometimes I really think it’s better to be there then here…

-Mother, tell me how did you live before you met Father?

-I was extremely shy, but my parents were the best parents ever. They’ve never yelled at me or ever said not good things to me. They explained everything if I had questions. Sometimes your grandfather Haani read books for me. And I’ve enjoyed it very much. When I turned 17 it was a time to get married. Half of my friends were already married, but my parents didn’t want to loose me. They wanted to find a really good Muslims guy who would love me and respect me. A lot of families were visiting our house. A lot of rich and smart guys were at my house everyday. They couldn’t meet me before the wedding, but I was watching them through the door’s crack. Your grandmother Tahani knew that and never told my father about that, so every night when she went to say good night to me, we were talking about the guys who had visited us that day. It was a really good time…

- So how did you meet Father?

- It was a nice day. Sun was out. No clouds. When I woke up I thought today is special day. I didn’t know why, but I knew something would happen. So like every day I went down stairs and looked in the door’s crack…I saw him…He was wearing the whitest jalabia which I’ve ever seen. His hair was perfect. And his eyes…I would never forget his eyes. They were black. I’ve never seen anything like that before. I understood. It’s a man which to who I want to be married. That night I told my mom that I saw this guy and I really-really like him. My mother was smiling and saying “He’s a pretty good guy.” I didn’t listen her. All that I was thinking about was your father… We have the biggest wedding which Tonj ever had. Everybody was saying how perfect we were for each other. We were celebrating it for 3 days. Everybody was happy. At that time I thought I was the happiest wife ever. And when I got you…You are my gift…And I lo..
She didn’t finish it, because we heard him open the door and strong cologne smell went in our house. 

· Maamune, Naadira, where are you? – My father said.
· We are here, Raad.
My father is a really tall and cute man. I wish I will have husband who will look like he does. All men in Sudan do not respect their wives, but my father…He loves my mother with all of his heart…His friends are always saying to him he should treat us harder…All Sudanese men hit and abuse their wives. I always see my friends with bruises. It’s hard to live like I do… Everybody jealous of me, because my father has never yelled at me or my mother, he always gives little gifts for us, and he always gives flowers for my mother… We aren’t the richest people, but we are the happiest family. I pray I will have husband who will treat me as well as my father is treating our family.
In the little living room they were sitting and talking. They were dreaming and hoping about the future. They were happy because they had each other. They were family where everyone respects each other. It was unusual because they were living in Sudan, the country where men decide everything and military people can kill you if they don’t like you. But they were happy… 

