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Icy Silence
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Is it the signing of a document that decides a child grows up stateless? 

Is it the voice that says, "You can't stay," and calls itself a law? 

Is it the silence that follows a speech on human rights? 

Power didn't explode into her life. It entered slowly, in lines at embassies, in names removed from rolls, in 

systems that smiled and nodded and continued to refuse. Power compelled her parents to flee their own nation. 

Not because they wanted to go. Not even because they were simply commanded to leave. But because to stay was 

to disappear. Bit by bit. Red tape by red tape. A thousand small acts of erasure. Her father's job reassigned. Her 

mother's name misspelled so many times that it did not matter anymore. Her school started asking questions 

no child should ever be asked. 

Someone else had the booming voice. Someone else held the key. 

She was born to it. To the in-between. A daughter of border crossings. Of lost stamps and confused translations. 

Of waiting rooms filled with plastic chairs and red blinking numbers above a counter that never seemed to 

make it to her turn. 

She grew up in places that called her temporary before they ever learned her name. 

Power, there, was a mask. It used kind words, but kept its fists closed. It said, “You’re safe now,” while pointing 

at a fence. It said, “You belong,” but never really listened. It kept saying, “Be patient,” but never promised a finish 

line. 

So she ran. 

Because of that power, she ran. 

And that as well was power. Not the kind typed into law. But the kind that makes you move, even when your 

feet are bleeding. Even when terror in your chest is loud enough to silence everything else. 

She walked through forests, even though she feared forests. Not just the darkness. But the weight of it. The 

way it eats sound. The way it makes even your breath feel intrusive. She kept walking, even when her muscles 

begged her to stop, even when her mind whispered, “You’ll never make it.” 

She kept going. 

Because staying wasn’t safe anymore. Staying had become another kind of death. 
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She remembers the night they got to the river. 

How the chill surrounded them. 

The bottle-carrying smuggler. The flashlight. The white lie they'd be alright. 

He laughed too loudly. Walked too fast. Swung his light like it made him king of the dark. He had no plan. 

No map. Just confidence or something like it. The kind that lets a man lead thirty others into a freezing river 

because he says, “It’s fine. I’ve done this before.” 

Mothers clung to their children. 

Children clung to silence. 

She remembers the way her hands would never stop shaking. Not from cold--not just--but from a knowing, 

below understanding, that none of it was in control. 

Then the splash. 

A six-month-old baby. 

One moment, in her mother's arms. The next, gone. The river took her along without pause, without sound, 

without ceremony. 

The mother cried out. 

A rough, beastly sound that sliced through the darkness. 

And the smuggler turned around. Cold. Wet. Annoyed. 

"Shut up," he spat. 

"Do you want us all murdered? They have guns." 

He spoke of the soldiers. 

Boys, really. Maybe nineteen. 

We saw them earlier just from behind the edge hill. 

Their uniforms loose on them like other people's garments, sleeves down below their wrists, pants bulging 

above their boots. 

No sharp suits, no niche perfume. 

Power wasn't fitted suits. 

It wore those oversized uniforms and wielded guns. 

No pens to sign papers. 

If they signed anything at all, it was not ink. 

It was blood. 

That was power too. 

So, the woman swallowed her scream. 

And something in her broke. 
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Believing in humanity, maybe. 

They climbed then. Not because they believed they could but because they had to, through cold air and chill 

breath. The ground they stood on had been shaped by the weight of thousands who were there before them, 

some of whom survived and some who didn’t. 

She walked beside the mother. The one who hadn't screamed. 

The one whose grief had been hidden. 

Step by step, the mountain brought them up. 

And when they finally reached the top, faces windburned, legs shaking beneath them, the man turned back. 

The same man. 

The one with the bottle. 

The one who had made her swallow her scream. 

He looked at the woman and said, "Now you can scream." 

And she did, from somewhere deeper than lungs. 

The scream of a mother, a refugee, a woman who had been taught to keep small. 

A shriek that echoed the mountain. 

Not with compassion. But with resonance. 

Sorrow echoed back. 

The sky remained cloudy afterwards. 

The way forward didn't get simpler. 

But something altered. 

Before long, the earth turned into the sea. 

A vast, grey stretch of water that didn't bother with who she was. 

It swallowed names, stories, babies, without discrimination. 

Everybody knew that March was the worst month. 

When winter is trying hardest not to let go. 

When waves are more savage. 

When waiting wasn't possible. 

The raft groaned before it reached water. 

No one spoke. 

The silence was thicker than fog. 

She climbed in anyway. 

Because forward even into fear was all the kind of power they had left. 

Every wave was a question. 

Every shiver, a prayer. 
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Every second spent not tipping over felt stolen. 

Still, she continued forward. 

Because the shore she'd left was already lost. And the one ahead was still just an idea. 

-------

Even after they reached the camp, it wasn't finished. 

Outside, a notice was written: "SAFE ZONE." 

She nearly laughed. Quietly. In camps, laughter is rebellion. 

Power was constructed there. It was constructed out of lanyards and clipboards. It had lists of names and food 

rations. It dictated where you slept and for how long. It asked you to prove, again and again, who you were. 

Most of them had travelled from realities in which loudness was the only currency. Where to express fear was 

to lose face. Where women were grateful and invisible. 

She didn't scream. But she didn't vanish, either. 

She wrote. 

With icy fingers. With borrowed pens. On napkins, on scraps of paper, on her arms. 

No one ever bothered to ask her to make a noise. So, she did. 

She wrote of the smuggler. Of the baby. Of the scream that was never allowed to finish saying its last word. She 

wrote of her mother's hands. Of how silence consumes dignity if you let it. 

Some men winced. 

Some softened. 

Most did not. 

But even one, that was power. 

Because her writing did what fences could not. 

It reached. 

It invited. 

It asked, "What kind of man are you, if you don't even take the time for a grieving mother?" 

No one will hand her her rights. She had to claim them. For herself. For her sisters. For her future. 

So, she continued on. 

Not over mud and mountains anymore. Over conversations. Over stares. Over rooms she wasn't allowed to be 

in. Over systems that still marked her as "temporary." 

And she kept writing. 

Because words were the only barrier she still believed in. 

-------

Now? 
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She still has no idea what comes next. 

She still chokes waking up to the memory of the river, the bottle, the scream that never got to be completed. 

She still hears it. 

But this is not a story of the end of safety. 

Because there are girls still walking those borders. 

Still, girls crossing rivers not caring if they carry them or kill them. 

Still, girls vanishing into bottomless, black woods. 

Still, girls being raped along the way, gagged by terror, by men, by the same kind of power that swigged cheap 

liquor like a second skin. 

There are still girls who will never reach any shore. 

Girls who will never have the luxury of having their story heard. 

Girls whose names will never appear in a headline, or even on a list. 

She is here now. 

But so what? 

The fences here are tidier. 

The questions are nicer. 

But the power? 

Still in place. 

Still deciding who is seen and who is discarded. 

Still wrapped up in rules and routines that are sounding civilized but cutting just as deeply. 

Power didn't disappear. 

It just changed clothes. 

And her words? 

They don't keep the boat from sinking. 

They don't protect the girl just now slipping into the same frozen river. 

They don't save the baby being kept tonight under plastic in the dark. 

But maybe, just maybe, they make someone think twice. 

Maybe they make someone stop and pause before they walk away. 

Because if we don't call power what it is, 

If we don't keep talking even when it hurts. 

Then silence wins. 

And silence, too, is power. 

So no, this isn't a happy ending. 
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This is what is left behind. 

A voice. 

Still shaking. 

Still standing. 

Still there. 

And somewhere, somewhere right this moment, another girl is walking. 

Still hoping she won't vanish. 

Still carrying the weight of power on her shoulders. 

Still waiting to be heard.
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