Nameless faces in the sea

by Bonne

A report in a medical journal shows a child self harms by refusing to eat. But far way, possibly seeming in another world, a family cries out in despair…their claim for asylum is rejected.

A Minister says simple things like many other Australians would, “if they don’t like it, they can go back”.

No child should experience that. Experience the fleeing and the feeling of being hopeless, to see only the wire and not the outside world.   

Whether this child is yours, or mine, whether this child spends his or her days and nights aimlessly in detention; NO child should ever have to go through that. It’s wrong, no matter how or where you stand.

But that child, living in what could be described as hell, no windows or an ability to see the outside world. What is his name? Why is he here acting in that way? What’s going on?

If you could look into the child’s eyes, the eyes I love to look into, that everyday I hope to see, without the political strings just into the eyes, as adult and child, how could you turn that child away?

Then, if you feel daring enough, just repeat your justifications about detention. Just repeat them looking in his eyes, as an adult looking at a child.

How daring could you be? To crush a spirit, I cannot believe you could not shatter your own heart. 

And if you, in the meantime don’t hurt yourself, I suggest you take a deep breath and figure out how low you are under the compassion line. 

Breathe out and realise the many unanswered questions that seem to roll off the back of our government. Unanswered to the calls of protests, unanswered to those ignorant of what is truly going on, and worst of all to those who wait.  

Think about each day, how many soldiers are killed in Iraq? How many are injured?

Each day I hear the numbers, the statistics, but, strange enough, not their names. Never their names, never their families’ feelings, only the fact that John Howard won’t give in.

Give in to what? (Oil, Money, Power?)

Refugees are people, who left their homes for a reason, for a cause. To find themselves in a static, a graph of despair and no hope. 

70 soldiers killed, 168 children in detention, 45 soldiers injured; how many people lost their minds today, burning in detention?

A whispered thought came to me, sad and true, without speaking out, the people shall remain nameless faces in the sea of statistics. 

But aren’t we all until a cause, just nameless faces in a sea?

