
The Crossing by Bea D

I never knew my mother; she died when I was three months old.  My Father, Galip 
took me under his wing.  Ever since we have been as close as can be.  But apparently, 
that has to change.  Living in the poor surroundings of Aleppo, Syria, food is scarce 
and living with the dark, satanic cloud of ISIS looming over us isn't easy.

I am sitting on the uncomfortable, stony floor of our house dreaming of safety in 
Europe.  Father is standing, looking at some battered pieces of paper.  He stands 
there, trapped in focus for another half hour until we hear the distant, petrifying 
sounds of guns and a mix of foreign, fierce languages shouting out for revenge.  My 
Father’s eyes fill with terror. 

“Quickly Rhehan, we must leave now.” He stuffs the paper in his pocket. I grab my 
mother’s Chador and a blurred, tattered picture of a women with brown hair and 
grey eyes.  We stealthily climb out of the back window. We are off!

Once we finally get to the crowded port of Izmir, Turkey I wish I could just curl up 
and die (at least that way I’d be with my mother).  My stomach feels so small I haven't 
eaten since the night we escaped which must have been two days ago now.  Father 
gives the battered pieces of paper to a shady looking man in a hat that covers his 
eyes.  As we move up the line slowly, a kindly looking women gives us two punctured 
life jackets with patched up holes and says something to my father in a language I 
don't understand.

As the moon rises high in the sky, a hundred of us are crammed into a small boat.  
The freezing water splashes and sends shivers up my spine.  I snuggle into the chador 
and breathe in its fresh smell of lavender; drifting of into an uneasy and disturbed 
sleep.

I am woken up by turbulent screams.  I look around me, we are in the middle of the 
Aegean sea. Before I can cry out desperately for father a huge wave swallows me up.  
I gasp for air, my life jacket wheezes.  I’ve never swum before.  This time more 
screams. I join in.  With that the sea takes its last bite and I am pulled under. 

Everything is blurred but I think I see a women with brown hair and grey eyes who 
smells of sweet lavender. She gently pushes me up but I don't seem to feel her grasp.  
I scramble desperately on to the boat.

My father pulls me into a warming smothering embrace, we sit there not saying a 
word.I look up tentatively. My face lights up.  I shake Father.
“Look, we made it, we made it!” the glimmering sand shines down on the beach of 
France.  My Father gets to his feet and tears roll down his cheek. I  see the future but 
I can’t help wondering about the familiarity of the woman who saved my life.  


