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Freedom at Last

Dear diary

The men yelled at us today we were to tired to work they made us farm day
and night the men laughed while we cried the pain of the whip on my shoulder felt
like the pain of waking up knowing you are not ever going to be free and happy.

I make a prayer every day and night i say please let us be free of this sadness help
us be strong again but nobody heard me.we wake up at 4:00 in the morning to
clean and to feel sorrow inside but the worst part is losing hope every single day
we eat scraps of food i feel like a pig in a cage .i just don't understand why they do
this we all human and we need freedom we need to wake up knowing everything
will be fine but that can't be.

There was screaming and crying i can hear them 12 feet away i feel so...weak i
want to do something but i can't . my dreams are of everyone being free and then i
remind myself don't get your hopes up you will feel much worse pain.

Everyone is crying tears of joy jumping up and down say the word i thought
no one would say we're free we are finally free!! I went down on my knees and
yelled thank you!

So loud my throat hurt but i didn't care because i knew he will help me . i ran to
the chief and i said you were wrong telling me or any of us well never be free but
take look around you you see happiness and kindness that is something you will
never have. I walked out and i walked with everyone- and i let god show me the
way to go and now look at us we are free at last.

Jayra Barréio- Perry/Gevinski



