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Dedication 

 

Dedicated to a small girl in Calcutta, India,  

who inspired this story. 
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“If you are neutral in situations of injustice, you have 

chosen the side of the oppressor. If an elephant has its 

foot on the tail of a mouse and you say that you are 

neutral, the mouse will not appreciate your neutrality.” 

 

Desmond Tutu 
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We did not come into this world to survive  

                 like rocks and trees. 

We were meant to dream. 

To paint the world as artists. 

To wave our magical wands. 

To create the impossible.  

To reach the stars. 

And then beyond that too. 
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Foreword 

 

 Human trafficking is not something new.  

Slavery of one type or another has been engaged 

in for centuries, probably since the dawn of known 

civilization. Decrepit and criminal types have been with 

us – like lice in the hair, for a very long time. 

 Every major period in human history finds 

human beings objectified as mere things, objects for sale 

or as worker-slaves. 

Slavery was weaved into the cultural norms of 

Egypt, Rome, the British Empire and even the Third 

Reich, Nazi Germany - but then again, those regimes are 

not with us today.  

 Corruption of this magnitude, treating other 

human beings as mere cattle to be sold – those are crimes 

which poison the souls of men and women and they are 

the seeds of destruction for any society which permits it.  

Our 21st century culture should, by now, have 

morphed past the stage where human beings are 

objectified as mere chattel. 

And yet, nothing could be further from the truth. 

Today, based on estimations from government 

and private sources, since no human traffickers are 

willingly presenting their annual earnings to their local 

tax authorities, it is estimated that the industry of human 

trafficking, where people just like you and I are fed into 

the human pipeline and sold as commodities, is the 

second largest industry in the world, next only to that of 

arms sales.  

That is quite a potent statement when you 

consider the amount of arms deals which are engaged in 
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to keep all the conflicts and wars which our governments 

and their backers, the bankers and the vested 

corporations, are invested in keeping going. 

In fact, human trafficking, selling people as 

worker-slaves or into sexual bondage, accounts for 

countless billions of dollars in profit annually. 

One can hardly believe that this much commerce 

is going on without being known about, and yet, these 

criminal forces are apparently quite a bit smarter than the 

law enforcement agencies who claim to hunt them down.  

Our tax collection agencies can detect when we 

make a fractional error in our annual earnings, and they 

certainly make a big deal about that – and yet, all the 

weight of these governances whom we elect and 

empower, cannot detect and control the trafficking of 

hundreds of thousands of human beings coming through 

ports and across border checks? It seems rather 

implausible, and it is. 

Case in point, I wrote a book two years ago, part 

of a crime-fighter series which I pen, entitled 

QUANTUM ASSAULT, a story about human trafficking 

into Canada. In that crime-thriller, Canadian officials at 

the port of Montreal, one of the largest ingress points for 

human cargo into Canada, eventually got smart and 

installed a system to scan all shipping containers, 

scanners which were so sensitive that they could detect a 

human heartbeat within. In this way, over 80% of all 

human cargo was being detected and stopped. 

Fiction? 

That technology exists today. Every port in the 

world could install such a system and knock this corrupt 

industry back into the stone ages where it belongs. 
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Why that is not being done is of course the 

million dollar question.  

Expediency? 

Profit? 

SEE ME NOT was written to add a voice for 

these victims of trafficking, those who cannot speak out 

for themselves. 

The book was inspired by an actual young girl in 

Calcutta, India.  

In the wake of the 2004 Tsunami which struck 

Southeast Asia, I had the opportunity to help in the 

disaster relief, and our team on the ground there came 

across a six year old girl living in the ditches with her 

one year old brother. We took her in. Fed her. We gave 

her medical help and clothes and started to teach her a 

basic education. I was struck from the moment I first saw 

her picture by her bright eyes and the undying hope 

within – and years later, I decided to write this story on 

behalf of her and every other child in similar 

circumstances.  

In the course of researching this book I was quite 

shocked to discover that young girls, like her, were easily 

fed into the hopper and disappeared into a criminal sub-

world called child prostitution. The number of children 

who end up in brothels as early as the age of eight – 

would shock you.  

There are, according to estimates, over one 

million children trafficked for sex in our world. That 

could be low ball, it might me twice that number because 

as I said, who’s reporting the figures – right? 

But one child enslaved for the sickening fetishes 

of some sex pervert is one too many in our world. 
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The girl behind the story is real – although I did 

take literary license in weaving the tale. 

But there is absolutely nothing fictional about the 

picture I represent in this book. 

It is my hope that the story will compel more 

people to act and to speak up against this atrocity. 

One voice can become the ripple which 

eventually tidal waves across the globe. 

 

Réal Laplaine - Sweden, 2015 
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The Beginning 

 

A small miracle happened one early morning, 

when the winds and the monsoon rains were pounding 

down on a small make-shift hovel, with a blistering force 

that threatened to topple the flimsy structure; just one, 

amidst a sea of thousands in the slum-quarters of 

Calcutta - where poverty was simply a way of life. 

 She emerged into the world full of anticipation; a 

beautiful baby, with an immensely serene face, large 

deep brown eyes and an aura of calmness about her.  

The mother named her Hann’Sha, which was a 

close approximation to a name she had once heard 

someone say on the streets of her city; and one which had 

stayed with her until this very day when she bestowed it 

upon her third daughter and fifth child. 

 For eight years to follow, Hann’Sha lived in that 

same hovel with four other siblings and parents.   

Composed entirely of scraps of metal loosely 

tied together into a flimsy roof and walls; and a canvass 

sheet as the door – it was all she had ever known as her 

home.  

She was small girl, fragile looking, eating not 

more than one meal a day, and even that could hardly be 

called such – usually consisting of scraps of fruit left in 

rotting heaps by street sellers, stale breads, and on 

occasion, when they had managed to scrape up some 

money, by whatever means, the luxury of some boiled 

rice or beans. 

In spite of her poverty and all the reasons that 

Hann’Sha should have been otherwise minded, she was a 

happy child.  
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She did not see her circumstances in terms of 

what she did not possess, because she had no real 

concept of that which she did not own.  

She only saw life in terms which she could 

understand with her own eyes and ears and a curious 

mind – and she loved life.  

She loved waking up each day to the bustling 

sound of the throngs on the streets nearby.  

She loved walking past the sellers with their 

stands of fruit, the bright-colored vegetables and other 

foods which made her mouth water and her stomach 

grumble. 

She loved the sounds of birds chirping, the brush 

of the wind which often rumbled and shook their tiny 

home and the pelting rain which accosted them and often 

flooded the streets, forcing them to sit on buckets as the 

water flushed around their feet like a small river. 

She knew she had nothing. 

She knew that many others drove fancy cars and 

wore clean store-bought clothes and never suffered the 

pangs of an empty stomach or the despair it could bring - 

but that did not sadden her because Hann’Sha had a 

dream.  

A dream to be more.  

A dream to explore life and to taste and feel 

everything it offered. 

A dream to someday help her family to survive 

the curse placed upon them. 

Hann’Sha and her family were part of the 

Untouchables – the lowest of the Caste in India. Often 

regarded as even lower than the sacred cows which 

walked the streets with impunity, the Untouchables 
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comprised the great majority of beggars, the 

impoverished - the lowly ones. And as such, they 

survived by the meager means which opportunity fated 

them. 

She did not attend school. Her mother had told 

her that they could not pay for it; and besides, she was 

needed to help them in their daily routines, scavenging 

for food and sustenance.  

Some of her friends called her bright eyes, 

because no matter the pangs of hunger she endured, 

Hann’Sha never grimaced nor even complained, she 

simply smiled at the world.  

Deep inside, she knew, she felt, that there was a 

higher place for her – that her days would not be 

numbered on these very streets. 

 On her eighth birthday her father surprised her; 

not with a new dress, a doll or other gift as a child might 

expect. Instead, on that day while her mother was off in 

search of food, her father found her where she played 

with the other children, and he took Hann’Sha by the 

hand and led her away.  

He walked her through a maze of hovels, 

traversing the quarter of Calcutta only inhabited by the 

Untouchables; until they arrived at a building with a set 

of old and worn burgundy colored doors.  

 “What is this place, papa?” she asked, looking up 

at him with her typically bright eyes and inquisitive face. 

 His face was grim and he turned away from her, 

trying not to look her in the eyes as he knocked on the 

large door, and then waited, nervously twitching and 

looking about over his shoulder as he did.  
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He knew to the depths of his very soul that what 

he was about to do was unconscionable and that for this 

one act the fate of his future life would be decided upon. 

But he had a family to feed, and the loss of one for the 

sake of the many was a sacrifice which seemed justified, 

or at least the words resounding in his head reminded 

him so. 

 When the door opened, a large gruff man stepped 

out. He quickly eyed Hann’Sha, like a wolf sizing up its 

next meal, and then handed the father 500 Rupees; the 

equivalent of roughly ten  American dollars. He then 

grabbed the girl by the arm and pulled her inside the 

door.  

Hann’Sha, suddenly gripped by an 

overwhelming terror, desperately struggled to look back 

at her father, grappling with a sense of tremendous 

confusion which she had never felt before; but her father 

simply stared back at her, his eyes filled with dread and 

his face saddened beyond all description. 

The door slammed shut and Hann’Sha’s world, 

the world she had known for the last eight years, 

disappeared, and her new life as a child sex slave had just 

begun. 
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One 

Four years later 

 

 As we weaved our way through the streets of 

Calcutta, I found myself overwhelmed by two 

perceptions, neither of which had ever been a part of my 

experiential package.  

The first was the sense of overwhelming 

humanity; such a staggering abundance of people that I 

wasn’t quite sure how to deal with it.  

In five minutes walking the streets of Calcutta, I 

saw more people than I had ever seen anywhere in my 

hometown of Los Angeles, except possibly at the Rose 

Bowl or the Staples Center. Yet, here in Calcutta, from 

street corner to street corner, there existed a literal sea of 

people; each of them clamoring for a small part of the 

road; and each, somehow, in some magnificently 

choreographed musical, managing to dance around one 

another, avoiding collisions and general mayhem.  

 The other perceptible infusion was that of 

poverty. I could not have ever conceived, in all my 

existence, the level of poverty which I saw here. Bright 

eyed children wearing little more than scraps of torn and 

tattered clothing, begging for food or picking through 

garbage heaps - were unfortunately a common sight.  

People lingering about the street, huddled in 

corners, bereft and forgotten strands of humanity, it 

seemed. 

It was a depth of destitution which defied my 

sensibilities, having grown up in upper-middle class 

suburbia, in the Valley, skirting the City of Angels.  
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 As Steve lead me through the streets, he seemed 

little perturbed by it all. He had been to Calcutta once 

before and his manner and his stride bespoke that he was 

not affected by this world – somehow having set up his 

mental defenses to deal with the stark and dramatic 

contrasts which this culture besieged one with. 

He said he was taking me to a special place, 

where we would experience some local spice; another 

side of the Indian culture which, strictly speaking, was 

off the beaten track of the normal tourist routes.  

 I had met Steve at UCLA, where I was studying 

medicine. Although our friendship was quite new, having 

only met some months before, he had offered me a 

chance to come to India during school break; and though 

I hadn’t jumped at the opportunity at first, it was hard to 

decline the offer when he showed up one day with two 

pre-paid roundtrip tickets. Apparently, a family member 

of his worked in the travel business and had scored cheap 

flights. So, I conceded. 

 Now, into our third day in Calcutta, he was 

taking me on a new adventure.  

Generally speaking, I had yielded to his 

navigational skills in a city which was, to me, completely 

foreign and utterly unnavigable. He knew his way 

around, and so far, the first two days had been nominally 

enjoyable. 

I say nominally because I found it challenging to 

relax and to enjoy myself in the knowledge that so many 

destitute and impoverished people were walking the 

streets just blocks from our hotel. 

 As we walked, eyes were on us. Our clothing, 

our skin color and our general out-of-place appearance 



 24 

betrayed to the locals that we were foreigners and worse, 

tourists – and of course that was an immediate cue for the 

constant barrage of begging children, who in no small 

part, helped to make us stand-out even more. 

 As I trudged through the oppressive heat and the 

even more oppressive stench which assaulted my sense 

of smell, I thought back to what Steve had told me as we 

de-boarded the plane in Calcutta. 

 “Once you get over the shock of over one billion 

people stamping around you, the constant begging for 

money, the choking fumes and of course the intense heat, 

then you can get to like India,” he said with a grin on his 

face.  In spite of his words, I was not smiling now as I 

wiped my sweat-drenched face, hoping that maybe he 

was going to stop somewhere soon so we could enjoy a 

cold beer. 

 Finally, when I thought that there was no end to 

our walk, he halted and turned to me.   

“Now listen, you follow my cue - ok?” And 

before I could answer he spun and knocked on the door 

next to us. A man stuck his head through the crack of the 

door and eyed us suspiciously.  

I was wondering what kind of place this was 

when the man extended a large sweaty palm and Steve 

promptly dropped some money into it, wherein the 

brutish face disappeared inside.   

 Before I had a chance to challenge Steve as to 

what we were doing here, the door once again opened 

and this time a young girl was standing there.  

She was not more than fifteen or sixteen. She 

smiled and motioned us inside without uttering a word.  
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I suppose that I was relieved in one sense to see 

this rather unthreatening young lady, for if that same man 

had returned I probably would have spun on my heel and 

left. 

 We arrived to a small anteroom, of sorts, and she 

silently motioned us to sit. 

 I turned to Steve, “What the hell’s going on?” 

 “It’s cool, man! Just relax,” he said with a 

gesture of both hands, as if to say, “Don’t make a fuss.” 

 I was about to launch at him with yet another 

barrage when the same young girl stepped through a door 

and motioned Steve to follow her. Steve was up and gone 

before I could say another word, leaving me alone in this 

room which I could scarcely or even charitably call 

“dirty”.  

The walls were stained and smeared with a 

greasy layer of dirt. The stench of sweat and bodily odors 

filled the air, and something else; as if someone had 

attempted to smother the sordid smell with lilacs or some 

other scent – all of which combined into an acrid and 

repulsive assault to my nose.  

 As I sat there, some inner sense was telling me 

that all of this was wrong.  I honestly tried to rationalize 

what was happening to me, and I certainly didn’t want to 

think that Steve had just led me into something untoward, 

but my gut feeling was starting to whine at me like a 

siren in the foggy seas, announcing that my ship was 

about to run aground on deadly rocks. 

 Before I could come to a finite conclusion, 

something which would have catalyzed me into action, 

the same young lady emerged through the door and 

beckoned me to follow her.  
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 Call it fate or destiny, or just plain stupidity on 

my part – the later probably being closer to the truth - I 

followed her. 

 She led me along a dimly lit and shabby hallway, 

its walls cratered with patches of broken and cracking 

plaster, old peeling paint and what appeared to be dirt 

and sweat smeared into them. As we passed by doors, I 

could hear muted noises hushing outward from them, but 

nothing was discernible.  

She stopped in front of a door at the very end of 

the hall and then gently eased it open and motioned me to 

step in. 

 I looked into the dimly lit room for a time, 

wondering what it was that Steve had been so anxious for 

me to experience, and I guess it was the mystery which 

drew me in.  

The door hushed silently to a close behind me. 

 The room was small, windowless and so poorly 

lit, that at first I was inclined to reach for a light switch – 

but as I groped the wall none was to be found.  

I looked up at the ceiling where a small red bulb 

dangled - like an ominous piece of fruit hanging from the 

forbidden tree.  

The Biblical story of the Garden of Eden was 

suddenly conjuring itself up like a witches brew. 

 In one corner was a mattress carelessly askew on 

the floor, and a few incongruous and misplaced 

furnishings, in as much as they could be called such. 

To my shock, sitting on the floor in one corner 

with her knees pulled up to her chin and her hands 

wrapped around her legs, was a young girl.  
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In the lackluster lighting her eyes reflected the 

red glow of the bulb above. 

 She was watching me, saying nothing 

whatsoever. If she expected me to speak, she certainly 

did not show it. 

 She was young - possibly twelve or thirteen 

years of age and not more – although frankly, the trick of 

the light and her body posture did not make my judgment 

on the matter to be certain. 

 As my eyes continued to acclimate to the 

dimness of the room I could see that her eyes were large 

and dark, with long black hair which fell to her 

shoulders. She was slim, but not in an athletic sense, 

more like that which I had witnessed on the streets we 

had just walked; where young girls and young boys, 

devoid of proper nutrition, simply had no excess to be 

found on their bodies whatsoever. 

 Her skin appeared a smooth chocolate brown – 

typical of the indigenous people. 

 After a moment she stretched her legs and 

lowered her eyes with a certain statement of subjugation; 

as if she was supposed to concede to me.  

 Anyone would have been justified at that point in 

calling me “slow” if not in fact, completely oblivious, 

and the label would have been justified. I was mentally 

fighting against what my senses had already concluded. I 

was trying to tell myself that Steve had not just led me 

into some kind of brothel and that for all intents and 

purposes I was standing inside a room with a young girl 

who was there to provide sexual services. 

 I watched her with a sense of pervasive 

numbness overcoming me, as she stood and approached.  
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She was barefooted - wearing only a simple 

tattered dress with a faded pattern of flowers.  

Her expression remained unchanged – neither 

happy, nor sad, nor interested, nothing – just an eerie 

emptiness.  

She came within inches of me and then I saw the 

markings - dark bruises on her small arms and wrists, and 

a fresh bruise on her right eye.  

She had been beaten and physically abused. 

My heart sank. 

Without a word she reached down and pulled the 

dress over her head, suddenly revealing her entire 

nakedness to me.  

 I was stunned; unable to move, nor even speak. I 

had never in my wildest dreams imagined this scenario; 

that I would be standing before a young girl, barely a 

teenager, provoking me to have sex with her. 

 Her small, as yet undeveloped breasts, and her 

tiny frame, were testimony to that fact that she was a 

child and nothing more. 

 She tipped her head slightly as if to question why 

I was still standing there.  

Obviously, I was supposed to be engaging her by 

now and she seemed as confused by my inaction – as 

confused as I was by her very presence. 

 I shook the shock from my bones and wagged 

my head gently, “No, no, thank you, I said to her,” 

waving a hand in front of me. 

 Her eyes remained unchanged, and yet, behind 

them I detected a sense of pain which I could only 

imagine was possible in a circumstance such as hers, 

which as yet, I still had not even the slightest inkling of. 
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 Her slim hand reached out and touched mine, as 

if to say that it was “Ok”. I instantly pulled back, which 

bewildered her even more.   

 “I no good?” she uttered with a soft and gentle 

child-like voice which pierced the silence between us. 

Soft as her words were, they rumbled in my head with an 

explosive force. 

 “No, I mean…” I tripped on my own words as I 

tried to explain myself. 

 “You have sex with me, yes?” 

 I shook my head again, “No!” 

 Her face saddened, in a way which I could not 

explain. She seemed intensely disappointed as she 

reached to the floor and picked up her flimsy and torn 

dress, and then slipped it back over her head - and then 

she sat down on the mattress and looked at me. 

 I have to admit that I was relieved to see her 

clothed again. 

 “No sex, I get much pain,” she said. 

 If I was confused before, it didn’t compare to the 

utter perplexity which accosted me at this point.  

“Why?”  

 “I must sex. No sex, I get pain.” 

 “But why are you here?” I asked without even 

thinking about what was coming out of my mouth. 

 She looked at me, tilting her head as she did. It 

was then that it occurred to me that she probably didn’t 

even understand me, or possibly only partially so, 

judging by her English. 

“You American?” 

 “Yes.” 

 She seemed to think about those words.  
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“No sex in America?” 

 “Not with childr…” I started to say, when I 

changed my answer. “Is this,” I looked around as my 

epiphany crashed into me like a truck at full speed, “…a 

house of prostitution?” 

 She nodded, seeming to understand my meaning. 

 “You do this all day?” 

 Again she nodded with the same empty look on 

her face. 

 “How old are you?” 

 She raised her hands displaying ten fingers 

followed by two more. 

 My shock only deepened. Twelve years old!  

 “How long have you been here?” 

 She raised four small fingers. 

 “Four years?” 

 Her head bobbled. 

The pain inside of me exploded. 

“But why?” 

For the first time her facial expression changed. 

It was subtle, just a small glimpse into the suffering 

which she must have held, encysted within her. 

Her eyes narrowed as she spoke. 

“You not understand. You go, now.” 

If I was talking to a twelve year old girl, it was 

not evident by her tone nor even her demeanor.  

I knew that she wasn’t angry at me. 

My question had opened a door and clearly, it 

was one that she was not willing to let me through. 

I nodded and stood. 

I watched her as her large brown eyes followed 

me. There was something there. Some pleading from 
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inside of her – I could feel it. And yet, she would not say 

the words. She just watched me as I approached the door. 

 I cannot describe that which seemed 

indescribable to me at the time, and even to this day. The 

look on her face and in her eyes were burned into my 

memory, as close to my own soul as anything I could 

ever remember.  

I felt confusion spiraling inside of me, as if I had 

been plucked up by a violent hurricane; and the world as 

I had known it seemed to disappear into a malevolent 

storm. 

Seeing this young girl, trapped inside this prison, 

physically abused and battered - accosted everything 

about the mediocrity which I had grown up to know as 

normality.  

Why was a twelve-year old girl in this place, 

prostituting herself? And why was that even permissible?  

Was this just a cultural divide so diametrically 

opposed to my own culture that I was simply out of the 

loop – or was this as repulsively criminal in fact, as my 

principles railed against? 

 As I stepped to the door I turned to look at her.  

 Her small slim figure, silhouetted by the glow of 

the red bulb above, still sat on the edge of the bed, like a 

prisoner couched in a lone and forgotten cell. 

 She said nothing. 

 But her despair silently screamed out at me, and 

the god awful circumstances of her life was more than I 

could take. 

 I turned and left. 
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Two 

 

 Between my short talk with the girl, whose name 

I found out was Hann’Sha, and my painful wait for 

Steve, no more than forty-five minutes had passed since 

we first stepped into that brothel. 

 I was leaning against a wall, trying to hide 

myself from the many faces who passed by. 

 I felt incredibly dirty. 

 And even if I had not touched a hand to the 

young girl, the guilt inside of me was paramount. 

 The narrow alley suffused me with the scent of 

Calcutta, and the heat, now at a stifling level, made me 

want to jump out of skin and leave this place forever. 

 Inside, I was angry. I was so angry at having 

permitted myself to be deluded into thinking that Steve 

would never have taken me into such a place that I 

wanted to scream. 

  Steve finally emerged with a look of gratification 

on his face and he stepped up to me. 

 I turned on him. The reaction was knee-jerk and I 

couldn’t control myself. 

 I grabbed his upper body and slammed him into 

the wall. 

 “You fucking prick. How could you ever think 

that I would want to go into a place like that?” 

 Steve’s eyes were wide and the look of shock on 

his face was gaping. 

 “What?!” 

 “You know what! That’s a brothel, and those are 

kids in there. Did you just have sex with a kid?” 

 Steve’s eyes flicked nervously. 
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 “How old was she, Steve? How old?!” I shook 

him. 

 “I don’t know, maybe fourteen.” 

 “And you think it’s ok to fuck a fourteen year-

old?” 

 Steve made a dismissive facial gesticulation. 

 “This is India, man. It’s different here.” 

 I let go of him, 

 “You’re pathetic. Screwing prostitutes is bad 

enough, but you sink to doing it with kids.” 

 Steve tried to talk but I cut him off. 

 “You’re lucky we’re in public right now,” I 

fumed as I pointed a threatening finger at him. 

 “I never want to see you ever again. You are no 

friend of mine, you fucking piece of shit.”  

 When I got to our hotel room, I grabbed my one 

and only bag, hailed a taxi and found my way to another 

hotel.  

I was happy to get away from Steve – relegating 

him to the likes of an enemy, which he was. Anyone who 

would have sex with a child is, well, the English 

language simply lacks the vernacular to describe scum 

that low. 
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Three 

 

 That night proved to be one of the worst nights 

of my life as a singular nightmare haunted me. 

In that horrifying incubus I saw myself entering 

that same brothel; I saw Hann’Sha there, bruised, 

defenseless and naked; exposing herself to me; and I saw 

myself engaging sex with her. And each time her eyes 

stared into mine – her agony and her pain suffused me 

with a sense of depthless guilt. 

Each time I saw those eyes I would awake, 

surging from the bed with sweat pouring off me like a 

river and my breathing coming in fits and starts.  

I desperately tried to forget her face.  

I tried smoking, drinking copious amounts of 

wine, watching television - all in the hopes of drowning 

her image from my mind; and yet, the defiant and morbid 

specter simply crowded back in on me each time I lay 

down, reminding me that a twelve year old girl, some 

kilometers away, was living a life of sexual 

imprisonment. 

While mediocrity fought for its share of 

liberation in this battle, my sense of principles was also 

now starting to take a stand in the raging war. 

Conscience – the devil of morality and ethical 

rectitude, clearly designed to inflict mental suffering 

upon us for the choices we make as human beings - was 

now rearing its head and declaring its stance.  

It is an unavoidable dynamic, a power which 

simply cannot be quenched when faced with the decision 

between right and wrong. 
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But what is right and what is wrong when 

dealing with such cultural divergences? 

Or in fact, was this even a matter of cultural 

discourse – or purely a matter of humanity? 

I could not forget all my schooling, which, of 

course, crowded back into my already tormented mind, 

reminding me that history was replete with atrocities 

against humanity, and that where it changed, it did so 

because individuals stood up and said that it had to end. 

Groups don’t think. 

Cultures don’t think. 

Individuals do and where change is enacted it is 

because of individuals – not the collective. 

That much had become clear to me in my formal 

education.  

I sighed and finally gave up any hope of 

sleeping. 

The debate was raging inside of me and there 

was no stopping it. 

Sleepless, tired and groggy, when the sun 

appeared as a pink ball in the east, I made me way to a 

small coffee shop and infused my body with caffeine.  

 A sea of humanity passed before me, and every 

child’s face which I saw acted like a knife being driven 

into me, another pang to the soul, some remonstrative 

poke telling me that every second that I delayed doing 

something about Hann’Sha was as unconscionable as 

watching her being sexually abused before my eyes.  

 I had, until this very moment, led a life of 

unchallenged safety, secure in the arms of upper middle 

class America; where food and want were never in 

question; where I had a family who supported me; where 



 36 

I was safe from any threat – a life that had never 

presented this scenario to challenge my mettle. 

But now, here I was, sitting on some busy side 

street in the stifling heat of Calcutta, asking myself what 

I should do, if in fact, I should do anything about the 

girl? 

Uncanny as it was, and maybe even a sign, but a 

small girl, younger even than Hann’Sha, broke away 

from the stream of humanity and approached the table 

where I sat. She was barely five or six years of age.  

Her hair was scraggly and unwashed and like 

Hann’Sha and so many other children, her clothes were 

worn and tattered.  

She said nothing, just stood there – as if in fact 

she was an ambassador with a higher calling. 

I slipped my hand into my pocket to hand her 

money but she shook her head and pointed to my half-

finished pastry. 

I nodded and she plucked it from the table. 

Before she walked away, she smiled at me, a 

warm and beautiful smile, and in that moment I saw 

something which suddenly tipped the scales. 

She was poor, impoverished, but she was still 

free to make choices in her life. She had decided between 

a piece of pastry and money – but it was her choice, not 

mine.  

Hann’Sha had no choices. She was a slave. 
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Four 

 

 I spent the entirety of the next day walking the 

streets of Calcutta, as far away from the quarters 

relegated to the lower castes, the Untouchables, as I 

could; trying to put some distance between myself and 

Hann’Sha – but the specter was not to be avoided. 

 Every street, every hovel, every dark corner and 

every eye only reminded me that I was procrastinating – 

that I was playing the denial card, and being the lousy 

poker player that I was, I knew that I was going to lose 

every hand. 

By dinner that night, I realized that there was no 

escaping the reality which had touched me. I could not 

return to America in the knowledge of what I had seen. If 

the nightmare was bad now, and my conscience was 

already burning like a swelling fire, then it would be 

tenfold when I returned to the sanctity of life in Los 

Angeles.  

 That night I researched everything I could find 

about child prostitution in India and I was shocked to a 

whole new level to discover that statistical estimations 

suggested that over one million children lived lives of 

forced prostitution.   

I learned that it was not uncommon in some 

areas of India and Nepal, for families to sell their young 

daughters into prostitution in order to make money to 

survive.   

There is a tradition and belief system which 

exists here, called the Devadasi; where young girls 

commit themselves to, and marry a Goddess called 

Yellamma.  In the traditional practice of this system - the 
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Devadasi would learn to master the arts of dance and 

music. The Devadasi tradition had been prevalent in the 

south of India, while in the north it was the "courtesans" 

or the "tavayaf", where the women performed dances or 

"mujra". They were the embodiment of performing arts 

and held a high place in the society during traditional 

periods. However, during the period when the British 

occupied India, the system had become bastardized and 

criminalized and reduced largely to a form of child 

prostitution. Today there were hundreds of thousands of 

girls caught in this system alone. 

I also discovered that there was a belief in India 

that if a man with an STD, a Sexually Transmitted 

Disease, had sex with a young virgin girl, that it would 

cure his disease. This delusion put an even higher value 

and price tag on selling children into this human pipeline. 

After some hours of studying the subject I had a 

headache, but more to the point, I felt overwhelmed by 

the prospect of helping one girl in a system which 

enslaved over a million of them. 

 It was another sleepless night, filled with visions 

of Hann’Sha being sexually accosted by faceless men; 

visions which haunted me until the early light of morning 

heralded in yet another day and with it came the solemn 

and yet irrevocable decision that I had to do something in 

spite of the odds against any success. 
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Five 

 

 The police station was located in a relatively 

shabby building.  

The stench in the air was thick with the odor of 

compressed bodies in a small and poorly ventilated 

building, and with the intensity of India’s morning sun 

escalating the degrees to a level which exceeded anything 

I had generally known back in Los Angeles; all of it 

combined into something which made me simply gag. 

 I asked to speak to an officer, informing the clerk 

that I had something of importance to report. After an 

hour I was eventually accorded a meeting, in a very small 

office, with a local police official.  

 “I want to report a brothel, one which is keeping 

children for prostitution,” I said to the official. 

 The man, swarthy skinned as were most Indians, 

and with a large handlebar moustache which was not 

uncommon in India, even though it had pretty much 

disappeared from most of the rest of the world, stared 

back at me with relative disinterest. He waited for me to 

say more. 

 “Did you understand what I just said?” 

 “Yes of course, please go on,” he coaxed me as 

his pen hung over a piece of paper. 

 “A friend of mine showed me this place 

yesterday, and not knowing what it was, I went in with 

him and was ushered to a room where I met a twelve-

year old girl who proceeded to take her off cloths and 

offered me sex. I refused, of course.”  

His expression was devoid of any emotion or 

reaction. In fact the lack of what seemed an appropriate 
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response seemed deleterious to my way of seeing things. 

But hey, I was in India, who was I to judge these people 

– right? 

 The official made a few cursory notes then 

looked up at me. “And where was this?” 

 “I can show you on a map, but I have no idea 

how to describe the location otherwise.” 

 He pulled out a map of the city wherein I located 

our former hotel, and then tracing my finger along the 

streets, I pointed to the spot.  

 The officer made a notation. “Is there anything 

else?” 

 “Yes, she said that there were more girls there, 

girls younger than her and some older and that they were 

forced to have sex with customers every day, seven days 

a week, and if they didn’t then they were beaten and not 

fed by their traffickers.” 

 Again, the officer nodded matter-of-factly - 

jotting down some more notes as if I were reporting a 

minor traffic accident, and then looked up at me. “Does 

this girl have a name?” 

 I was about to say her name when it occurred to 

me that the man’s cavalier attitude about the whole 

matter was just not right. He was not alarmed, in fact, he 

was dispassionate, and in all, he could have been taking a 

report about someone kicking a common cow on some 

boulevard – one which seemed, in my current state of 

mind, to have more relevance than even that of a child 

engaged in prostitution. I decided against telling him her 

name, thinking as I did, that I might be putting Hann’Sha 

in harm’s way. 
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 When the interview was done, he thanked me 

and informed me that they would look into it. 

 All in all, I felt like I had just wasted my time. 

 I shunted over to shop across from that station, 

where I sat and had a cold drink, wondering, what was I 

to do next?  

 A voice broke my conversation with myself. 

 “I overheard your conversation.” 

 I turned to face a rather young handsome looking 

Indian man, wearing a traditional Indian police uniform. 

 “Walls have ears in India, and one learns to listen 

to things around one,” he said with a sort of perfect 

Oxford English. 

 “Good to know.” 

 “May I?” He pointed to the chair next to me. 

 “Of course.” 

 He sat down and wiped the sweat from his brow.  

“Child prostitution is a big problem here in 

India.” 

 “Obviously,” I said as I glanced back at the sea 

of people outside, like undulating waves gliding across 

the ocean, they passed before me. 

 “I’m Raji,” he extended his hand. 

 “Jared,” I reciprocated. “You speak English very 

well.” 

 “I should, I attended university in England.” 

 “And now you’re a cop?” I blurted out. 

 “Is that wrong?” 

 “No, but one doesn’t usually go to England to get 

a university education and then return to become a police 

officer, do they?” 
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 As I watched his face morph from a friendly 

aspect to one which subtly manifested the insult which I 

had just so untactfully delivered, I realized how terribly 

arrogant I must have sounded and a feeling of chagrin 

overcame me. 

 He saw my discomfort, and smiled disarmingly.  

“It’s ok, my friend, we are accustomed to 

western arrogance, particularly from you Americans and 

even the Brits.” 

 “Sorry, I didn’t really mean to challenge you.” 

 “I understand that - because culturally speaking, 

where you come from people don’t spend four years to 

attain a university degree to then become police officers, 

correct?” 

 I nodded, taking the safe road. It had suddenly 

become apparent to me that I had no slightest clue about 

propriety when dealing with Indian people in 

conversational dialogue. 

 “However, back to this report you just filed. You 

are wasting your time. I am sure you didn’t come to India 

to report about the victimized youth of our nation – you 

are here on holiday, yes?” 

 I shrugged. “Yeah – at least it started that way.” 

 He smiled again, seeming to understand my 

mental state. 

 “India can be a very perplexing place to 

westerners. We grow up with it – it is natural to us to see 

layers of life, from the poorest to the richest, all living, 

cheek by jowl.” 

 “I guess so,” I chimed, but I was still thinking of 

what I could do about Hann’Sha. 

 “What do you do?” he asked.  
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 “I’m a biology student, majoring in medicine at 

UCLA.” 

 “Ah, much I have heard of UCLA.” 

 I was silent for a time and then spoke.  

“You said I shouldn’t bother with the girl, but I 

can’t just walk away from her, and I had the distinct 

feeling that my report wasn’t going to make much 

difference?” 

 Raji wagged his head side to side – the classic 

Indian head bobble – often used here and which be 

interpreted to mean a yes or no, a maybe or just – 

whatever. 

“It will not necessarily be his top-priority today. 

And as to what you can do, I suggest that you enjoy your 

vacation and try to forget about this young girl.” 

 He stood and looked me in the face. 

 “However,” he paused, “something tells me that 

you are determined to pursue this matter in spite of my 

advice.” 

 I shrugged. 

 “It seems the right thing to do.” 

 His face assumed a more somber aspect. 

 “Right or wrong, these are very dangerous 

waters, my friend. You do not understand what you are 

walking into if only you dip one toe into them. These 

people are cruel and ruthless, they will not hesitate to 

make one American tourist disappear if they think that 

you are threat to them.” 

 I let out a long sigh. 

 “I appreciate the advice, Raji, thank you.” 

 Again his head was bobbling as his eyes assessed 

me. 
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 “I must get back to my duties. Thank you for our 

talk,” he said. 

 “My pleasure.” 

 He smiled and then walked away. 

 I suppose I should have felt relief at hearing his 

words, a police officer advising me to take my leave of 

the matter, but in spite of his warning I felt no abdication 

of responsibility whatsoever. In fact, his words made my 

sense of desperation to help Hann’Sha even stronger.  

 Maybe if I’d been born in India, as with Raji, my 

perspective would have been different. But I wasn’t from 

India. I had been born and raised in a land where 

everyone had equal rights – and that mentality simply 

rallied itself inside of me, like a militia chanting out its 

battle cry. 
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Six 

 

 The following day, relatively undaunted in my 

desire to do something, I contacted a friend of mine back 

in LA, one who worked in association with Amnesty 

International. I told her what I had found in Calcutta and 

she was less than surprised; in fact, she knew all about it, 

as child prostitution was definitely a global human rights 

issue on their radar.  

 “You can join up with us if you want to help 

her,” she said. 

 “Maybe I will, but what can I do to help her now, 

while I’m still here?” 

“You’re in a tough position there, Jared. One 

man against an entire perverse system in India is not 

going to make much effect. And you’re an American – so 

nobody will take you very seriously.”  

 I let out a long sigh. Why was everyone trying to 

dissuade me from doing something? I wondered. Was I 

just being stupid or worse, suicidal in this newfound 

mission of mine? 

 “Look, Corrine, I have five days left on my 

“vacation” – and I can’t see myself leaving here knowing 

that I met a twelve-year old girl being held captive so 

that she can prostitute for some fuck heads who get their 

rocks off on this shit.” 

 “Calm down!” she said. “Don’t let your passions 

get the best of you. You’re on foreign turf over there and 

there are right ways and wrong ways to go about this. I’d 

say the most positive thing that you can do is to get more 

information. Maybe you can get some discreet photos of 

that brothel, and ideally, if you could get some shots of 
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the children being held captive, that would be best. There 

are groups all over the world who could use that 

information to empower their causes – ours included. But 

I say all of this with reservation; as you cannot put 

yourself at risk in the process. You are dealing with 

criminals and they will have no compunctions about 

hurting you if they sense that you are there to expose 

them.” 

 “Anything else I should know?” 

 “Typically, prostitution rings such as these are 

notorious for keeping their victims on the move. Maybe 

every two weeks or every month, the kids will be secretly 

shunted to another location so that their faces don’t 

become too familiar to the locals or police.”  

 “The police here don’t seem very interested in 

this issue.” 

 “In our experience that is only a relative truth – 

as most law enforcement are good people. But there is 

corruption deep within its ranks and even the police are 

afraid to act against the internal cabal for fear of reprisals 

against themselves or their own families.” 

 “Yeah, I hear you.” 

 “Call me if you need an ear, but please, don’t try 

to be a hero.” 

 “Sure, thing, thanks, Corrine.” 

 Following that call I sat there thinking, staring 

out the window of my hotel room at the massive expanse 

of Calcutta which stretched before me.  

 In many ways it was a beautiful city, and yet, 

beneath that social veneer was a sinister world – my fate, 

of course, having tripped into it. 
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 The very fact that everyone, so far, was telling 

me to walk away, the very polarity of that message was 

causing the exact opposite effect in me. The best, or 

maybe the worst of me was coming out – certainly at 

least, the rebel! 

I gathered up my camera and headed out the 

door. It would take me about an hour, walking through 

the crowded streets, to arrive back at the location of that 

brothel.  

 During the whole walk the trepidation inside of 

me was mounting, a confusing mixture of both disgust, 

anger and fear was becoming a sickening brew. 

When I got there, it was close to noon time.  

The sun was beating down on Calcutta like a 

hammer on a hot anvil. The pavement was so hot that it 

seemed to blister the bottom of my sneakers. The air was 

stifling in the quarter where I finally found myself, 

huddled off to one side, watching the door to that brothel.   

 The stream of humanity continued to pour by, 

endlessly it seemed, making, in some way, my attempt to 

appear inconspicuous a little easier. Although, in reality, 

a white tourist from America still stood out in the crowd.  

There was simply no escaping my sad attempt at 

anonymity. 

One hour into my vigil, a man appeared at the 

same door and knocked, just like we had done two days 

prior. With my camera held low and out of sight, I 

snapped off a few shots.  A moment later, he disappeared 

inside. 

 As I stood there in the sweltering heat, wiping 

my brow, yet another man showed up and the process 

repeated. In the space of thirty minutes I watched four 
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men enter the brothel and then, one by one they came 

back out again. Each time, I casually snapped off a 

picture.  

 With some sense of success, and an even more 

overwhelming feeling of incipient dehydration coming 

on, I left, not wanting to make anyone suspicious that I 

had been standing there too long. 

 By the time I got back to my hotel it was late 

afternoon and my new found mission had morphed into 

something more – it was now taking on a life of its own.  

As I looked at the pictures I was reminded of the 

fact that I had decided on a career in the medical field in 

order to help people, and that if anything, helping 

Hann’Sha could be a true test of my commitment to that 

purpose.  

If I backed away from helping her, maybe my 

career choice was the wrong road – maybe I wasn’t the 

man I thought myself to be? 

I cooled down in the comfort of my hotel room, 

waiting until the sun had begun its descent and the 

temperature outside had dropped. I showered and 

changed my clothes, put on a baseball cap and headed 

right back to the brothel.  

By the time I got there the sun was already 

setting, casting deep dark angular shadows into the 

narrow and winding alleys.  

My mind was playing tricks on me, because 

those shadows seemed like lurking figures, people 

watching me, spying on me – like I said, mind games. 

I knocked on the same door – not without some 

trepidation, I assure you.  



 49 

A man’s face jutted from the open crack which 

appeared. His most conspicuous features were his fatty 

jowls which hung unglamorously below his chin, a 

coarse unshaven face and a white tank-top, like the old 

wife-beaters t-shirts, stained with food and sweat.   

 “What do you want?” His dialect was thick. 

 “I want service.” 

 He tipped his head to one side, intermittently 

studying me as his eyes flitted up and down the alley. 

“What kind of service?” 

I extended my right hand, flashing a ten dollar 

bill. His eyes lit up. 

 “I was here two days ago. I was very happy with 

the service I received from a certain girl. I would like to 

meet her again.” 

 A small grin formed on his lips. “You 

American?” 

 I nodded. 

 “Come!” he commanded as his greasy, sweat- 

filled hand jutted outward and scooped the bill from my 

fingers.  

 I stepped inside and he closed the door. 

 “Wait here,” he pointed to several wooden 

chairs. It certainly defied any image of a provocative 

parlor entrance to some old world house of sin. 

  The smell of burning incense was thick, but it did 

not entirely disguise another odor, one which defiled the 

place – the smell of sweat and sex. 

A moment later, a teenage girl appeared and she 

promptly led me down the same corridor, pushed open 

the door to Hann’Sha’s room and directed me inside.  
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As the door closed, I heard a light noise, like 

splashing water. As I focused my eyes once again to the 

dim red glow of a singular bulb hanging from above, I 

saw Hann’Sha standing there, naked, by a wash-bin, 

cleaning herself in parts of her body which betrayed the 

fact that she had just finished with yet another customer.  

 She looked at me. In her face I could still detect a 

subtle child-like innocence, and I was struck once again 

by the fact that her young, undeveloped body was being 

used by men probably three or four times her age, if not 

more.  

 She said nothing as she dried herself with a 

single cloth, and then she slipped on a paisley colored 

dress; being no less tattered and worn than the one I had 

first seen her in. 

 “Why you back? You want sex?” 

 “No, I wanted to see you again.” 

 “Why?” 

 “I want to help you.” 

 Hann’Sha hushed over to the mattress, floating 

like a dust mote in the air and then aimlessly plopped 

onto it and stared at the floor for a long time. 

 I realized then that probably no one had ever 

offered to help her before. It must have been very 

confusing for her. 

 Without looking up she spoke. 

 “Why you help me?” 

 “Because this is wrong.” 

 “My duty.” 

 “It doesn’t have to be.” 
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 She looked at me with eyes which were sad – 

terribly sad. “You American –you not understand. I low 

caste – my duty.” 

 I sat down on the floor in front of her so that I 

could look her in the eyes.  

“Hann’Sha, anyone can change their life.” 

 “Not me – not us.” 

 I paused for a time, trying to figure out a way to 

get through to her.  

“Where is your family?” 

 She shrugged her tiny shoulders. 

 “How did you end up here?” 

 She seemed confused by my question, so I 

changed it. “Why are you here?” 

“Money for family.” 

“You were sold – for money?” 

As I watched her face, I sensed that beneath the 

layer of reconciliation, was anger. 

“My duty to family,” she said again, as if to drive 

the point home to me. 

 “What happens to the girls here?” 

 “They give sex.” 

 “And if they do not?” 

She shrugged her tiny shoulders once again.  

“They go away.” 

 “Where?” 

 She didn’t answer the question with words. She 

simply looked at me, and yet her eyes tacitly told me all. 

It was almost as if she did not want to voice the words, as 

if it were taboo or a bad omen. I sensed the repressed 

terror, so I changed my questioning. 

 “How do you know English?” 
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 “I learn from other girl. She know little English. 

She come from Nepal. She teach me.”  

“Will they move you soon?” I asked, recalling to 

mind what my friend from Amnesty International had 

said about the modus operandi of the traffickers. 

 She shrugged. “We change houses many times.” 

 “Do you know where they take you?” 

 “I know color of doors. Now we in wine-doors-

house; sometimes we go to sun-doors-house, and 

sometimes to sky-blue-doors-house.” 

 “What does that mean, sun-door?” 

 She made the shape of the sun with her hands 

and pointed to the sky. 

“Sun on door.” 

 We sat there in silence, and I knew that I did not 

have very much more time with her. It seemed that the 

average customer stayed for fifteen or twenty minutes at 

most. I had a few a minutes remaining on my fee. 

 I looked away from her, gazing into the room in 

which she was held prisoner.  

She had none of the luxuries of life. No clothes 

beyond the two worn dresses I had seen her wearing; no 

toys, no music, no television, no phones – just a white 

chipped porcelain washing basin filled with water, and an 

empty plate sitting on the floor, evidence of her last meal.  

“Where I come from, every child has the same 

rights as every other man and woman. Our country says 

that children cannot be abused, cannot be used in sexual 

service, cannot have their rights taken away from them.”  

When I looked back at her, she was watching me 

with intense interest and the emptiness in her face was 

replaced by curiosity. 
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 “Why?” 

 “Why what?” 

 “Why we not same here?” Her eyes were almost 

pleading and I felt a pang of pain surge through me as I 

looked into her face. 

 “I don’t know, Hann’Sha. India is different than 

America. 

 Her eyes saddened once more and her gaze 

dropped to the floor. 

 “How can I help you?” 

 “No help. I must stay.” 

 “Why?” 

 “My duty,” she repeated like a broken record, but 

something about the way she uttered those words 

betrayed her conviction. There was more to this story 

which I did not understand; but clearly, with her limited 

English and my lack of comprehension of her 

circumstances, the conversation had come to dead end. 

 “Hann’Sha, can I come back and visit you 

again?” 

 She nodded lightly without looking at me.  

 As I stepped to the door, her fragile voice softly 

cut through the air. “What you name?” 

 “Jared.” 

 She smiled weakly and my heart broke into even 

more pieces. 

 I stepped out into the night and was engulfed by 

darkness. 

And while I still felt a tremendous sense of 

futility at what I could possibly do to help Hann’Sha, I 

was not without satisfaction at having accomplished 

something.  
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What Hann’Sha did not know, and could not 

have known, was that while we spoke I had discreetly 

videoed our entire conversation, with my phone held low 

and out of sight.  

 I raced to my hotel. 
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Seven 

  The next morning, day six of my ten day stay in 

Calcutta, I created a new blog and posted the first article.  

The blog was entitled, SEE ME NOT – THE 

TRAGEDY OF HANN’SHA, A CHILD 

PROSTITUTE.  

I uploaded all my friends from Twitter, 

Facebook, my email accounts, and linked it to every 

group and page at UCLA. All told, thousands of people 

would potentially see this post, and although most of 

them didn’t know me personally, enough did. The first 

posting read as follows: 

 Some of you know me. I’m a med student at UCLA, currently 

on vacation in Calcutta, India. Well, at least it started out as a vacation, 

until, under some pretty odd circumstances, a now former friend of mine 

introduced me to a brothel here in Calcutta. While we are no longer 

friends, as I consider his act to have been quite criminal, I am thankful 

that I met a young girl in this house of prostitution, and I hope that you 

see the tragedy in this, as I have. There is a margin of chance that by my 

having posted this blog I am putting her in harm’s way, but I am 

assuming that the criminals who keep her locked up in sexual slavery are 

not intellectual giants and certainly not avid readers of blogs. 

 Her name is Hann’Sha and she is twelve years old!  You can 

see this video footage here of her, which I managed to shoot discreetly while 

speaking to her last night.  

Hann’Sha was sold into prostitution by her family at the age of 

eight. Since then, she has had sex forced on her every day with men many 

times her age. 
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According to Hann’Sha there are other children in this same 

brothel, aged eight to fifteen. She has only met a few of them. There is a 

least one young girl from Nepal who knew English and has been teaching 

Hann’Sha some of it. 

She “lives” in a room which is less by half the size of an average 

bedroom as we know it in America. She has two dresses to her name. She 

possesses no shoes. She has never seen television. She has no money, no 

phone, and has never seen a computer. 

If she fails to provide sex to a customer she is beaten and denied 

food for an entire day. When I met her she had bruises on her arms and 

face. 

To understand her circumstances, I am told at least by her and 

another I have spoken to, one needs to understand the Indian culture and 

the ways of this country. But irrespective of local customs and conventions, 

not to mention a depth of corruption which is sickening, I refuse to accept 

any of it. 

Living in the relative sanctity of America, I have never been 

exposed to anything like this, and of course none of the travel brochures or 

sites make mention of the fact that India has possibly (although statistics 

are vague) the largest child prostitution market in the world, with, 

reportedly, over a million children held in sexual bondage.  

I have four days left on this vacation which has turned into a 

mission of help, and in that time period I intend on doing whatever I can 

for Hann’Sha. 

I hope you see her tragedy as I see it and that you can offer up 

any ideas of what can be done to help her. 

Best – Jared Andrews 
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 Infused with more determination about my 

mission, I put on some different clothes, baggier ones, so 

as to change my general appearance, sunglasses and 

another baseball cap, of which I had brought a few. I 

figured there was no point in painting a target on my 

forehead, considering that I am dealing with a criminal 

organization. Being a tourist was conspicuous enough as 

it was. 

 It took me an hour, walking through the 

sunbaked streets, packed with people, scooters and the 

overwhelming scent of gas fumes which suffused the air.  

When I got to the location, which was easily 

identifiable from the burgundy colored doors, or as 

Hann’Sha called them, “the wine doors” – I set myself up 

down the alley and hunched up against the wall where I 

could watch that door. I had no idea what I was going to 

accomplish by doing this and I certainly didn’t want to 

press my luck by trying to meet Hann’Sha again.  

I think, quite honestly that I was waiting for 

some kind of epiphany or maybe even a miracle. I 

needed one. 

 After an hour, with my entire body drenched in 

sweat, I stood and stretched my aching legs.  

Something about this picture was wrong – as no 

one had come out of, nor even entered the brothel. 

 I stood there for another hour, watching, waiting, 

anticipating something – but it never came.  

Finally an old woman, hunched and creaky, 

emerged from those very doors which I had been keeping 

a vigil over. In her hand she held a cracked plastic bucket 

and a mop of sorts.  
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I approached her and she must have assumed that 

I was there for sex. She raised a single finger, wagging it 

in my face as she looked sternly into my eyes.  

“No girl here – go!” she said while pointing her 

mop at me with a threatening eye. 

 I watched her shuffle down the alley and then 

without hesitation I stepped through the door. I went 

deeper into the first room and called out, but there was no 

reply. I can tell you that the adrenaline was pumping hard 

inside of me.  

I opened the second door, and stepped into the 

narrow hallway, lined by small rooms, and within 

seconds I found Hann’Sha’s.  

I pushed open the door. 

It was empty.  

All that remained were the basic furnishings I 

had seen before - a mattress on the floor and an empty 

wash basin. 
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Eight 

 There is absolutely nothing to sweeten the taste 

of defeat, and especially that of tragic defeat.  

As I walked down the streets, away from that 

slum quarter, I was filled with a sense of failure which I 

had never experienced before.  

 The sun however was not in a merciful mood, 

and the stifling heat and pounding rays continued to drain 

me of energy, so I was forced, at last, to take a break and 

take a drink at a local shop.   

 After rehydrating, I had an idea, and slim as it 

was, it was better than just giving up. Now that I had 

announced to the whole world Hann’Sha’s plight, I could 

hardly face the idea of going back to LA and announcing 

my dismal news. 

I set out for the police station which I had earlier 

visited. When I got there I asked the clerk to speak to 

Raji. The man smiled with a set of bright pearly teeth set 

against deep chocolate colored skin. 

“We have at least three men called Raji at this 

precinct. Can you tell me his last name?”  

 I shook my head. “No.”  

 He waved his hand to a bank of chairs against the 

far wall. “If you care to sit and wait, I will be happy to 

point out any of these men to you when they come by.” 

 “Thanks.”  

I plopped into a hard-backed chair, still wet with 

sweat and waited for an hour, and when the thirst in me 

had become over-powering, I left the station and stepped 

across the street to the same shop I had earlier visited and 

bought a bottle of water. By now, my head was pounding 
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from a blistering headache and I felt weak and my whole 

body was aching – as if some illness had set in. 

 As I sat there, paying no attention whatsoever to 

anything or anyone, someone slipped into the chair next 

to me. 

 “Ahh, so the American is still on a mercy 

mission?” 

 I turned to see Raji smiling at me. 

 “I was looking for you.” 

 “So I heard.” 

 “I lost her, Raji,” I said with a sigh of despair. 

“They moved the kids sometime during the night.” 

 “And in spite of this you still insist on doing 

something about this Hann’Sha?” 

 I squared off with him while the headache sent 

another spasm of pain through my head. 

“What if it was your sister in there?” 

 “I would never let my sister into such a place.” 

 “That is not my point.” 

 Raji raised a cautionary finger at me. “I know 

what your point is,” he cut me off. “But I told you, this 

India, not America. Things do not change overnight, 

especially when it comes to an industry which makes as 

much money as this. Here in India, if people can make 

money to live, to feed their families, they will do it, 

because this takes precedence. Human rights are not the 

foundation of this country. The caste system has been 

with us long since before your entire western world was 

even a pipe dream.” 

 I let out a sigh. Not only was he a cop, but now 

he was a philosopher too. I rubbed my eyes to abate the 

pain in my head. 
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 “You must drink more,” he said. “Your skin is 

dry and pale and it should not be so in this heat. If you 

dehydrate you will become very ill – even unconscious.” 

He stepped over to the counter and came back a 

moment later with a different bottle. “This has potassium 

and natural salts in it, drink it now, it will help.” 

 Moments later, as we sat in silence, I felt the 

effects of the drink seeping in, and the lethargy in my 

body and odd pains began to abate quite magically.” 

 “Feeling better?” he asked while looking out the 

window. 

 “Yes, thanks.” 

 “Now,” he turned back to face me, “I can see in 

your eyes that you are not going to give up on this silly 

quest, so then I am forced to help you.” 

 “Why the change of mind? You just lectured me 

to forget about her.” 

 “Because, my friend, if I don’t help you then I 

will probably be collecting you up in a body bag and 

sending my condolences to your family.” 

 “Hmm, riveting picture.” 

 “Indeed. You are dealing with a criminal 

underworld. These people will kill you if you cross their 

paths.” 

 I turned to face Raji, my angst suddenly boiling 

over. 

“Then what the fuck am I supposed to do? I 

don’t want to be told over and over again that it’s futile, 

or dangerous. It seems that everyone is telling me what I 

don’t want to hear!” 

“Maybe we are interested in seeing that you stay 

alive.” 
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“Yeah, but what good is staying alive if I am 

haunted by my conscience? I have nightmares every 

night about this girl.” 

I broke eye contact with him and stared out at the 

street. 

 He took out a small pad and jotted a name and 

address down, ripped the sheet and handed it to me. 

 “Who is this Aesha?” 

 “She helps wayward children. If Hann’Sha can 

get to her then she will have sanctuary there. But there is 

no guarantee that these men will not come looking for 

her. They have been known to pose as family, taking a 

child away and placing them right back into sexual 

servitude. They are quite ruthless.” 

 “Do I need to speak to her first?” 

 “That is not necessary. Aesha will accept any 

homeless child.” 

 “So, then the real trick is getting Hann’Sha out of 

the brothel; but first I have to find out where they took 

her.” 

 Raji nodded. 

 “Hann’Sha told me yesterday that they move 

around. She didn’t know the places, but she described 

three doors: one a wine colored door, which is the one 

they were just in; one with a sun painted on it and other 

with the color of blue sky. 

 Raji was silent as he thought and then he spoke.  

 “I know of this place with a yellow sun painted 

on the doors. It is in another quarter of town; not a good 

place at all. Many criminal elements there.” 

 “Can you show me?” 
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 His head bobbled once again and I could not tell 

if that was a yes, a no, a maybe or simply the Indian way 

of deflecting. 

 “It must be later, as I cannot go during my shift.” 

 “Why, isn’t this legitimate police work for you?” 

I challenged. 

 Raji tipped his head at me with a penetrating eye. 

 “Once again your arrogance presumes so much, 

my friend.” 

 I was going to apologize for my rash statement, 

but Raji slapped me on the back.  

 “Don’t worry, Jared Andrews, some day you will 

grow up and become wise to the ways of our world,” he 

grinned. 

 As we stepped out of the shop, I realized that my 

headache had all but disappeared and something else 

came to my mind.  

“How is it that you knew her name was 

Hann’Sha? I never told you that in our earlier meeting?” 

 Raji smiled with a seemingly perfect set of white 

teeth.  

“I Googled your name and your most recent blog 

came right up.” 

 “Damn! I hope these assholes aren’t so inclined, 

as you.” 

 Raji flicked a dismissive hand to the sky. 

 “They are not, as you said in your blog, 

intellectual giants, but some of us are,” at which he 

merged with the crowd and disappeared across the street. 
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Nine 

 

 Raji and I met up some hours later, when his 

shift had ended.   

He suggested that we take a taxi, as the location 

of the building, which he suspected might be the other 

brothel, was not a comfortable walk in the late afternoon 

heat. 

 As the taxi swerved its way through the streets, 

narrowly avoiding the mass of humanity as it did, I 

honestly could not tell the difference between one slum 

and another. Raji on the other hand seemed to be well 

acquainted and was directing the driver where to go. 

 When we arrived, I stepped out from a stifling 

cab, into an equally stifling sauna, as the heat waves 

engulfed me. The stench of cooking food, garbage and 

the general odor of squalor in this area, assaulted my 

sense of smell and I gagged for just a moment. 

 Raji did not hesitate whatsoever, but set off 

along a narrow and winding alley.  

We followed this route and arrived, in short 

order, in front of a set of doors. To my surprise it was 

exactly as Hann’Sha had described them, with a hand-

painted sun; its exaggerated rays streaming out like bolts 

of lightning. 

 We continued on past the door, not wishing to 

attract undue attention, until we arrived to an open street 

where a small breeze met us. I was relieved to breathe 

again. 

 Raji spoke. 

 “Traffickers often use dilapidated buildings such 

as this one, but with some marking to identify it. It is 
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easy for potential clients to find such a place by the 

painted sun.” 

 “Not too bright, are they? Considering how fast 

we found it?” 

 Raji shrugged. 

 “Not too many of their clients, if any I suspect, 

are intent on breaking one of the girls from their clutches, 

so I very much doubt that they are too concerned over the 

matter.” 

 “Yeah, I see your point. Their clients are 

probably trying to stay low key.” 

 His head bobbled – a gesture which I was 

starting to appreciate. 

 “Indeed. You would be quite shocked to find out 

that some of the men who frequent such places are in 

very notable positions in our society. It would not do 

their image well if their sexual proclivity for child 

prostitutes was made public knowledge.” 

 “They are dicks!” 

 Raji smiled. 

 “I am certain that I have heard Clint Eastwood 

use that term in one of his Dirty Harry movies.” 

 I smiled. 

 “I’m sure he did. Anyhow, I really appreciate 

your help, Raji, I can take it from here. I’m going to 

watch the door and see what happens.” 

 Raji’s head bobbled.  

 “Be careful,” he said. “These people may be 

criminal but they are not entirely stupid, and they often 

pay locals to watch for police or strangers who are 

snooping about.”  
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                             Ten 

 

In the early evening, as the sun began to 

disappear over the buildings, the heat dropped, although 

it was still chokingly hot in the confines of the 

passageway where I stood my vigil.  

I watched the door for an hour before I saw two 

men approach. They knocked and a head emerged, much 

the same as I had seen before, although I was too far 

away to see any facial features. A short conversation 

ensued, followed by a rapid hand-off of money, and then 

moments later a young girl appeared at the door and the 

two disappeared inside. 

 For the next hour, I watched men enter and 

leave, at an average rate of one every fifteen or twenty 

minutes. During this time I held my camera under my 

knee with the lens aimed at the door, taking video 

footage. 

 Into my third hour of surveillance, the door 

opened suddenly and a large man emerged, one I had not 

seen before. He looked directly at me, as if he had known 

I was there, and then he started my way with a belligerent 

stride.  

The look on his face and his general body 

language did not bode very well. 

 I stood up, my knees creaking as I did, and 

discretely slipped my camera into my pocket. 

 He came right to my face and put a large hand 

against my chest, pushing me painfully against the wall.  

“Do not stand here! Leave now or I hurt you?” 

he commanded with threat and malice in every word, 

while pushing even harder into my chest until it pained. 
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 As I looked into his eyes I saw what it must have 

been like for Hann’Sha to live under this brutality.  

 His acrid breath filled my nostrils and spittle 

emitted from his mouth as he spoke. 

 “You go now. If I see you again, you will not 

walk away.” 

 He released his hold on me and as I headed off, I 

looked over my shoulder only to see him glaring at me. I 

had no doubt at that moment that if I were to meet him 

again that he would not hesitate to kill me. 

 When I got to my hotel room I was still shaking 

from the ordeal.  

How had he known that I was there? The only 

thing that made sense, as Raji had forewarned me about, 

was that some local had tipped them off. 

 I downloaded the footage from my camera and 

watched it, and of course it wasn’t particularly revelatory 

of anything from that distance; except it showed the sun 

which was painted on that door and the comings and 

goings of men. 

 I uploaded the new footage and posted my next 

blog, which ended with these words: 

   

 Despite all of its beauty and depth of culture, I find myself 

unable to enjoy anything about Calcutta, knowing what I now know. It is 

hard to imagine that within blocks of this very hotel, children are being 

held in sexual slavery, treated as mere objects for sale.  
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Eleven 

 

 The next morning I awoke to a bright sun glaring 

in my face.  

After washing up, I headed down to the hotel 

café, ordered a coffee and I sat down in front of my 

laptop, unprepared for the first shock of the day.  

There were over three hundred hits on my blog, 

and more than a hundred comments too. It must have 

gone viral overnight. 

 I read every comment, many of them from 

personal friends, students at UCLA and even people I 

had never met or heard of.  

Most everyone expressed shock.  

Many were supportive.  

Some admonished me to leave it to the local 

authorities to deal with, while a small handful dismissed 

it as not my responsibility at all and that I should just 

enjoy the rest of my vacation.  

 One anonymous blogger, who identified himself 

as a man from Mumbai, said that he had intimate 

knowledge about child prostitution in India from having 

lived here; and interestingly, he was himself a medical 

student at a local Mumbai university.  He suggested to 

me something which was pretty radical and after giving it 

a lot of thought, I considered that it might actually work, 

assuming that I could even get to Hann’Sha again.  

I’ll admit, there was no sequential planning in 

my thought process – I was simply taking all of this one 

step at a time and improvising as I went along. 

 So on this, the seventh day into my “vacation” in 

Calcutta, I went off in search of the castor bean, a 
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poisonous plant indigenous to India; which according to 

my new found anonymous friend in Mumbai, induces 

nausea, vomiting, stomach pains, and if overdone, 

unconsciousness – and even death. 

 Navigating the streets of Calcutta by myself was 

not the high-point of my day. It was a maze for me. 

But after asking countless people, I finally made 

my way to a specialty herb shop; and the proprietor, only 

after lecturing me about the liabilities of such, sold me a 

small bag of castor beans.  

 I promptly returned to my hotel and contacted 

my anonymous friend in Mumbai. He suggested that I 

grind up the plant into a fine powder, and that if I was to 

use it, to administer only small amounts to avoid putting 

someone into a coma, or worse. 

 For the rest of that day, I sat, like an architect, 

planning different scenarios – the trick being that I had to 

get to Hann’Sha and explain my plan to her, and I knew 

that there was no way that I was going to get inside that 

brothel for a third time.  

And frankly, I didn’t want to bump into the giant 

monkey, again. 

 Later that evening, when I was down in the 

lobby, taking a walk and generally looking for some 

inspiration - the blue spark came to me in the form of 

three young Americans who paraded through the hotel 

lobby with the usual strut and abrasive loudness which 

seemed to define us as a cultural spectacle. 

 I watched them enter a nearby lounge. I bought 

myself a drink and then meandered over to their table 

where they sat.  

 “Hey guys, you from the States?” I asked. 
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 “Yep,” one of them answered. 

 “Me too, from LA.” 

 “Oh wow, we’re from Arizona.” 

 “Can I join you?” 

 On any normal day, in America, we wouldn’t 

have paid an iota of attention to one another while 

passing on the street or in any similar lounge, but 

because we were in the great minority over here, our 

mutual status became highly significant to one another. 

 They of course agreed and I sat down. “How 

long are you guys in Calcutta?” 

 “One more day,” the same guy answered. 

 We spoke for a while, and when I felt that I had a 

better handle on them, I made my pitch. They were 

young, hot-dogging their way through life as most of us 

do in our pre-career days, and the challenge of adventure 

was always something which kicked in the adrenaline. 

 “Are you guys up for an adventure on your last 

day here?” 

 One of them leaned forward, “What kind of 

adventure.” 

 I smiled, “It’s going to require a lot of balls, that 

much I can tell you,” I said, purposely goading their 

man-egos. 

 “Balls we’ve got,” the same guy answered with a 

smile on his face, obviously intrigued by what I had to 

say. 
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Twelve 

 

 When I had finished relating the story to my new 

American acquaintances they were shocked and promptly 

offered to help me in my plan to free Hann’Sha, 

providing of course that it posed no real danger.  

I assured them that as long as they played their 

roles as American tourists looking for some “local 

spice”, as Steve had originally phrased it when he had 

first taken me to the brothel, nothing untoward would 

happen.  

Of course, I couldn’t really be sure of that 

statement and I’m pretty certain that they understood the 

potential danger involved. They were adrenaline junkies 

and ending off their stay in India with a dangerous 

undertaking like this would be the story of a lifetime 

which they could relate to friends for years to come.  

 The next day, just after lunch, we taxied near to 

the brothel and they headed down the alley looking for 

the sunburst on the door which I had shown them in the 

video footage. Meanwhile, I sat in a small shop, well out 

of sight and waited.  

Every passing minute seemed like an hour, and 

during that time my heart was in my throat as I wondered 

if they would succeed. I had no doubt that they would 

have any trouble getting in, not when American dollars 

were in being flashed in front of the eyes of these jackals; 

but the real question was, would they get to Hann’Sha 

and would she even accept what I had offered her as a 

plan of escape? 
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 Some forty-five minutes later, I saw the three of 

them walking back in my direction. I stepped from the 

shop and joined them. 

 “So?” 

 One of them spoke, but he looked a little shaken.  

“I got to her,” he said solemnly. 

 “What did she say?” 

 “Nothing! Not a goddam thing. I explained, in 

simple English, what you wanted her to do, and I handed 

her the small plastic bag with that stuff in it. She just 

looked at me with no expression or comment whatsoever 

- so I left.” 
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Thirteen 

 

 Later that day I said goodbye to my new-found 

friends, who returned to America.  

Their demeanors clearly manifested that they had 

gained a different perspective about the country they had 

just visited. They were less frivolous and nonchalant in 

their attitude, and each seemed to bear a small mental 

scar from what they had seen in that brothel.  

I was happy for that – and though I am not one to 

enjoy inflicting pain on others, I think that reality is a 

hotel that everyone should check into once in a while. 

When the sun had taken its leave and had 

disappeared over the horizon, and the darkness of night 

had enveloped the city, I took a taxi back to that same 

street, and slowly and cautiously made my way along 

that narrow passageway until the sun-painted doors were 

in view, lightly illuminated by a single bulb dangling 

above. 

What was my plan, I wondered? 

There was no plan.  

I was fresh out of ideas. If this didn’t work, if 

Hann’Sha didn’t escape on this, my last night in Calcutta, 

then I would have to face the dread of knowing that she 

was still trapped as I flew off to America. 

Failure is a bitch I did not want to meet this 

night.  

I know that winning and losing are polarities, 

like positive and negative, and that any run for success 

can be blighted by its polar opposite. And I know that 

many would tell me now that both play a quintessential 

role in the learning curve of life. But reminding myself of 
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this did not abate the sense of crushing pain which I 

knew would crash into me if I failed.  

More importantly, and certainly far more 

important than my feelings in the matter, failure meant 

that a twelve year old girl would continue to live a life of 

sexual abuse and slavery in the hands of human 

traffickers. 

Think positive you dick, I thought, pulling myself 

back from anticipant despair. 

I tried to empty my mind of all thoughts – 

forcing my senses to acclimate to the ambient noise.  

Soon I was tuned to every nuance around me. 

Every sound. 

Every movement and every shadow. 

The air was filled with the mellow harmony of 

humanity – the colorful background music that made this 

slum somewhat bearable – just in knowing that other 

human beings were around me. The many and varied lots 

of life - the happy, the sad, the suffering, the sultry, the 

criminal, the rich and the poor – all of it was the spice 

which made this bad dish, this poverty, barely palatable.  

The clatter of cooking utensils, the murmur and 

whisper of voices in the night air, all of it formed a 

symphony which made me feel more at ease as I waited 

there, hunkered in the darkness. 

For hours I sat, constantly looking over my 

shoulder, adrenaline coursing my veins at a high pitch – 

alert to anyone who might approach and attack me. I was, 

admittedly, worried about the threat from the big man – 

but at the same time my anxiety was more about 

Hann’Sha.  

What was happening in her world?   



 75 

Had she tried to escape and been stopped? 

Was she lying, beaten and half dead for 

attempting to do so? 

Or was she sitting in her corner, alone, terrified, 

unsure of what to do. 

I watched with intensity as every new customer 

arrived at those doors, and as the same men re-emerged a 

short time later.  

And my disgust and hate for her slavers mounted 

by the hour.  

Every time the door opened my heart would 

jump as if in anticipation of seeing Hann’Sha making a 

dash for it. 

After seven hours of waiting, and close to 4 a.m. 

in the morning, there was no sign of her. 

By now the melody of humanity had abated to a 

low hum and the city had settled into deep somnolence, 

and I was forced to the realization that Hann’Sha had not 

succeeded in escaping. 
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                          Fourteen 

     Three Months Later 

 

 “Why do you continue to punish yourself like 

this?” asked Malm with a motherly look on her face.  

Ever since returning from India, I was, 

admittedly, acting shell-shocked, and somehow 

traumatized by the experience there.  

My nights were filled with haunting specters of a 

young naked girl being sexually accosted, over and over 

again, by men three times her size. And nothing abated 

my demons. 

 “You know, conscience is entirely subjective,” 

she continued. “If you agree with feeling guilty about this 

then you will. If you make peace with yourself, you will 

feel fine again.” 

 “That’s just more of your psycho-babble bullshit 

at work.”  

 “Ahh, a sign of life. Finally, Jared is biting 

back.” 

 I glared at her. 

 “Do I need to tell you to fuck off, is that what 

you’re waiting for – something to hurt your feelings?” 

 She grinned. 

 “You are so tragically poor at playing the bad-

guy-card, Jared. You’re the nicest person I have ever 

known and you have a heart of gold, so you trying to bust 

my balls by insulting me is just a joke. Try harder!” She 

tipped her head at me challengingly. 

 “You don’t have balls to bust.” 

 “Maybe, but right now whatever I’ve got is 

bigger than yours.” 
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 I looked away from her and glared at the 

breakfast plate in front of me.  

Malm was goading me, I knew it - and for good 

reason too. I had been wading in the swamp of regret and 

guilt far too long now. 

 I sighed while thinking to myself how lucky I 

was to have a good friend like her.  

She was a beautiful woman with long blond hair, 

azure eyes and a body to die for – and she was my closest 

friend; an extremely bright and intelligent woman who 

was also attending Med school at UCLA.  

Malm and I had been close friends for the last 

two years. Although it had started off with the usual girl-

guy thing, we soon came to appreciate one another on an 

entirely different level; and our relationship had morphed 

into a platonic one, without the conventional sexual 

pressures involved. As a result we could say and do 

pretty much anything to one another without causing the 

usual dents and bruises which romantic relationships 

seemed to have a proclivity for fostering. 

 “I can’t get her face out of my head,” I said as I 

jammed my fork into a sausage link and began to mash it 

to pieces. 

 Malm watched me attack the small piece of 

meat. 

 “And now you’re taking it out on your breakfast. 

Sad – terribly sad.” 

 I looked up at her. 

 “You know that you’re not helping me at all with 

your dismissive attitude – right?” 

 Malm took a sip on her coffee. 



 78 

 “I beg to differ, sir. I believe that you are on the 

verge of getting angry and that is far better emotional 

state to be in than this insipid self-flagellating-pussy I 

have had to endure these past months.” 

 I rolled my eyes at her. 

 “What do you know about self-flagellating 

pussies? You’re majoring in psychology and that is just 

legalized brainwashing and gives you a license to 

dispense drugs for the pharmaceutical companies.” 

 “Oooh – now you’re lashing out. This is getting 

more interesting.” 

 I dropped my fork and the piece of sausage 

which by now I had mutilated beyond all recognition. 

 “Ok, you Wanna-Be-Freud, what the hell am I 

supposed to do about my state of mind?” 

 “You started a blog about Hann’Sha when you 

were in India, why did you stop?” 

 I sighed. “Because, I was ashamed.” 

 “Of what?” 

 I felt a pool of frustration and anger suddenly 

erupting inside. 

 “Because I failed,” my words exploded out of me 

like a large balloon suddenly popping. “I fucking failed – 

that’s why!” 

 Malm watched as my anger came out like 

rushing stream. 

“What am I supposed to say - that I tried? I left a 

twelve-year old girl stuck in a brothel? It sounds so 

fucking lame. And besides, blogs are overrated.” 

 “Oh, are they?” she shot back at me. “So says the 

king of blogs.” 
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 I waved a dismissive hand at her – as if whisking 

her away like a troublesome fly.  

 She sat back and crossed her arms, looking at me 

like a school teacher about to lay out a dose of 

admonishment on one of her students.  

“Jared, Jared… where is the Jared I knew before 

India? The one who was bigger than life?” 

“He’s got his head up his ass, that’s where.” 

 “You’re so busy feeling bad about yourself that 

you’ve forgotten your true mission.” 

 I looked up at her. 

 “Yeah,” she pointed an accusative finger at me. 

“You got your expectations up so high that you forgot to 

prepare a contingency plan, somewhere to land in the 

event that your plane was about to crash. You were 

overly idealistic, which is something I truly love about 

you, Jared, but your plan to help Hann’Sha was entirely 

based on a platform of pure optimism. You didn’t plan 

for reality coming along and busting your balls in the 

process.” 

 She stared at me for a long moment. 

 “Look, Jared, this not my psycho-babble talking. 

This is me, your best friend. There is no failure in life – 

there is only learning. You fucked up. You put all your 

cards into one hand, you played it and you lost. So suck it 

up, man-up and learn from it, but don’t sit here and act 

and feel sorry for yourself when you know that there are 

others ways to help that girl, if only by supporting the 

cause that might eventually take out this criminal 

element.” 
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 “Wow, so elegantly said.” I smiled at her. “And 

remind me why it is that we are not more than just good 

friends - because you’re so good for me.” 

 Malm shook her head. 

 “You’re not my type, Jared. You’re my best 

friend, but the guy that sleeps next to me needs to be 

someone who appreciates my psycho-babble. You’re too 

damn rebellious for my taste.” 

 “Oh, you mean someone you can control and 

brainwash with that crap?” 

 Malm smiled and leaned forward, peering into 

my face in such a way that I could not avoid her piercing 

look. 

“All joking aside, why did you give up so fast?” 

 For a long time her words rambled about my 

head, like a ball clanging randomly inside a pinball 

machine. 

Malm was right. I had fallen into a sort of 

subliminal depression over my failed mission to free 

Hann’sha, but that did not mean that I had to quit. 

Sometimes we need others to remind us that 

hope is not dead – and she was right, there is no such 

thing as failure – life is about learning and falling down 

is part of that learning curve. What is important is getting 

back up again.  

I felt a small light click on inside my head and 

suddenly I imagined myself back in Calcutta – standing 

in front of those double doors, asking myself all over 

again, what can I do to help Hann’Sha? 

 The more I posed the question to myself, 

challenging my apathy, the more I felt its therapeutic 

value starting to dissipate my sense of irrelevance and the 
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shroud of guilt which I had buried my head in since 

returning from India.  

And then, an idea came to me, like a tiny sliver 

of light cutting through a sea of dark dread. 

 I focused my eyes back on Malm.  

“You’re right – pretty pathetic that I’m feeling 

sorry for myself.” 

 Malm smiled – a broad smile. 

“Too bad, I was about to administer you some 

experimental drugs.” 

I waved a hand at her. 

“Forget it, feed that shit to your goldfish. You 

just gave me an idea, thanks,” and I gulped back my 

coffee and took off to my next class. 

 Later that day, after attending my only biology 

class, I headed to my small flat, sat down in front of my 

computer and clicked open my blog, which I hadn’t 

looked at since leaving India.  

I was amazed; no, in fact – stunned, by the 

number of messages sitting there.  

People from all over the world wanted to know 

what had happened to Hann’Sha.  

Many had been touched by the story, and they, it 

seemed, like I, also wanted justice in the matter.  

 I posted the following article, entitled; 

HANN’SHA – Child Sex Slave – What happened to 

her? 

 

I apologize to anyone and everyone who had been earlier 

following my blog about Hann’Sha, the twelve-year old girl living a life of 

forced-prostitution in Calcutta.  I was, admittedly, quite ashamed of 
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myself that I had returned from my short stay in India without having 

accomplished, in fact, anything to help her circumstances.  

In my defense we did attempt to get her out of there, and with 

the help of an anonymous blogger and three other American’s whom I 

met at my hotel, we infiltrated this brothel and we managed to get a 

message to Hann’Sha with instructions on how she could escape. 

Unfortunately, nothing came of it, and despite staking out that place for 

hours on my last night there, I never saw a sign of her. 

 The next day, my last day in Calcutta, I was exhausted with 

defeat; having spent the better part of my “vacation” trying to save this 

girl.  

Since coming back, I have tried to forget about Hann’Sha, but 

I have been consumed with a sense of guilt. How does one abandon 

another human being to this kind of criminal slavery? I couldn’t help but 

feel that had it had been my sister or a friend that I would have walked in 

with guns blazing and done whatever I had to, and yet, my only claim to 

fame with Hann’Sha is that “I made a gesture” – a superficial act of 

futility. 

 It amounted to false hope for this twelve-year old whom the 

world seems to have all but forgotten about? 

 Some would say, “Well you tried your best,” and “It’s not your 

problem, really”. And for the past few months I tried to swallow that 

particular pill, repeatedly, and it didn’t do a damn thing to relieve the ache 

inside of me.  

The tragedy of Hann’Sha is representative of a disease which is 

spreading in our world. This is not just about helping this one girl; it’s 

about stopping a sub-human level of degeneracy. Sex slavery and human 

trafficking is growing; it’s a massive pipeline and a very profitable one. As 
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we sit in America, we think it’s a problem “over there”, but it’s not. In fact, 

Los Angeles is the capital of the porn industry world-wide; not to mention 

the fact that there are apparently over 100,000 call-girls and prostitutes in 

Los Angeles County - alone.  

So, with that sad tale behind me, I have decided to take on the 

problem with a bigger perspective and I am very happy for any help that 

anyone wishes to offer. 

My plan is a simple one; if I can’t directly help Hann’Sha, 

then at least I can help to expose human trafficking around the world. 

I am asking that you pass this blog link to everyone you know, 

anywhere in the world. Ask them to read it, and to pass it to others. We 

need people to start sending in information and pictures about brothels and 

places where children and women are being held as sex slaves, sold into 

prostitution or even just suspected of doing so. I will post the information 

and pictures, anonymously to protect the sources. We will also post maps 

showing where these brothels are situated and start to expose their 

operations to the general public, until the outcry is more than they can deal 

with.  

I am calling this campaign; BEHIND CLOSED DOORS 

– The Unseen Hand of Human Traffickers. 

They asked for a war, and now they got one. 
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Fifteen 

 

 Within months, BEHIND CLOSED DOORS – 

The Unseen Hand of Human Traffickers, had taken on 

a life of its own.  

Malm had joined on with the cause, and being a 

woman, she possessed a true sensitivity for the subject 

which I could not, and would not ever possess. It was the 

maternal instinct in the female gender and her dynamic 

added much more fuel to the campaign. 

 Responses at first trickled in. Usually a handful 

of people each week, offering up information about 

locations where brothels were located or suspected to be 

operating; including information and even photos they 

had taken of children and women being secretively 

shuttled to these places. We posted these on the blog. 

 After several months, upwards of over one 

hundred people from around the planet had sent in 

information, and within half a year, BEHIND CLOSED 

DOORS was a self-perpetuating machine. In fact, the 

daily responses from people who were forward and 

revealing what they knew, was both shocking and 

empowering.  

Photos and video footage showed children being 

paraded into houses or buildings in America, Canada, 

Argentina, South Africa, Germany and host of other 

countries – and clearly, the clientele coming and going 

where both shady and prominent characters. The 

evidence was becoming damning and our site was 

catching the eyes of the media.   

One day Malm called me over to the computer. 

“Look at this,” she pointed to an email. 
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It read: 

 HELLO AMERICAN. WE MET IN CALCUTTA 

MANY MONTHS AGO. YOU SHOULD CONTACT ME – 

I HAVE NEWS FOR YOU. – RAJI 

 Malm looked at me questioningly. 

“Is that the same Raji you talked about?” 

 She slipped out of the chair and I took her place, 

answering Raji immediately. Due to the time zone 

difference between Los Angeles and Calcutta, it wasn’t 

until late that night when I got an answer from him. It 

read: 

 HANN’SHA HAS ESCAPED. – RAJ 
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Sixteen 

 

 The flight to Calcutta was agonizingly long.  

Usually, when flying, I enjoy reading or 

watching movies or simply gazing out the window; but 

this time I was burning with anticipation.  

I couldn’t wait to see Hann’Sha.  

What would I say to her?  

It wasn’t as if I was her family – but certainly, I 

was the closest thing to it. 

 I took a taxi to my hotel in Calcutta, dropped my 

bags in the room and then promptly headed off to the 

police station. This time Raji had been expecting me, so 

when I asked for him, he arrived within minutes. 

 “Good flight?” he asked as we shook hands. 

 “Hardly. I just wanted to get here. When can we 

go?” 

 Raji looked at his watch. 

“Now, in fact. I arranged to get off early today.” 

 We chatted as we taxied over to the location.  

 “You remember the lady I referred you to, who 

takes care of these children?” 

“Yes, of course, Aesha – right? 

He nodded. “She is the one who contacted me 

about Hann’Sha.” 

 “How many girls does Aesha have there?” 

 “At any one time, maybe a dozen or more.” 

 “How does she finance her home?” 

 “Through private donations and she has people 

who volunteer, helping her with the girls. Locals give her 

food, other business people give money. They all know 

what she does for these children. Aesha calls them 
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“Children of the Night” – and everyone knows what this 

means.” 

 I stared out the window, watching the mosaic of 

Calcutta pass by.  

I was more prepared for Calcutta this time, both 

mentally and spiritually speaking – having already 

stripped away my mental defenses. I knew what to 

expect, and frankly, after enduring several months of 

near-depression over the whole affair, I had steeled 

myself. Like Malm had said, without watering down my 

optimism, I had to be a realist too – a balance was 

necessary if I was to survive in life. 

This time I was looking at the city much the 

same as I might observe a painter’s canvas; far more 

objective to its diversities; the dichotomies in colors; the 

contrasts of both rich and abysmally poor; of beauty and 

repulsive ugliness staining the same palette. It was a style 

all of its own – and one could either appreciate it or hate 

it. 

 “What will you do when you meet her?” asked 

Raji, breaking my reverie. 

 “Honestly, I have been asking myself that 

question since the second you sent me that message. I 

don’t know. I want to make sure that she gets a life, 

somewhere, that’s my main reason for coming.” 

 “Are you considering adoption?” 

 “Do I have any other option?” 

 “She is not old enough to be on her own, so if 

she is not adopted by a family, she could easily end up 

back in the hands of traffickers. There are no guarantees 

in this arena.” 

 “But what does Aesha do with these children?” 
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 “She takes care of them as long as she can. She 

tries to find them homes, but that is a very challenging 

task here in India since these are young girls with a 

serious blemish. They do not bring honor or credit to any 

family, and certainly, few men of higher placement in 

life are interested in staking a claim with them as their 

brides to be. Most of them, if not all, come from the 

lowest caste and they are already seen as inadequate in 

the eyes of anyone who might have the ability to support 

them. It is a very difficult and remorseless world for 

these girls.” 

 I was struck by the sudden realization that my 

happy, soon-to-be encounter with Hann’Sha, could be 

short-lived; faced with the prospect of how to ensure that 

her future was secured.   

 We arrived to the location and I was severely 

disabused, once again, as my western mentality was 

assaulted.  

Instead of a home or a building, which I would 

have considered suitable to such an endeavor as Aesha’s, 

we arrived to a very tiny one-level structure. It was 

constructed of clay-like material, with a patchwork of 

bricks, and a flat top roof. On the door was a hand-

painted sign with the words “Aesha’s Place.” 

 As we stepped inside there were young girls 

salted around the floor of one room, each of them 

engaged in conversation, or doing some other handicraft. 

In another adjacent room was a small wooden table with 

several chairs around it, and next to that, a tiny cooking 

area.  
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 Overall it was clean, but shabby, with cracked 

walls and different hues of chipped or peeling paint 

evident from earlier make-overs. 

 An elderly lady turned to face us. 

Her eyes were bright but her face was a sea of 

wrinkles - testimony to her age. Compounding this was 

the fact that she had leathered skin; that of someone who 

had probably labored long and hard in the toiling sun of 

India.  

She was wearing a simple dress and sandals, and 

around her shoulder was a brightly colored sash which 

draped down to and around her waist. 

There was a subtle sophistication about her. 

 “Yes, how can I help you?” she inquired with a 

slight guardedness, clearly aware that I was not Indian. 

Her English, though weaved with an Indian intonation, 

was well-spoken. 

 “I am here to see Hann’Sha. 

 Aesha’s eyes instantly went to those of Raji, and 

for a moment they engaged in another tongue of which I 

had not the slightest clue. But language aside, I could tell 

by the tone of her voice and the sudden change in her 

demeanor, that something was wrong. 

 Raji turned to me.  

“She says that Hann’Sha has disappeared. She 

was here last night with the other children, and this 

morning she was not here.” 

 I cannot describe the sense of dread and futility 

that came over me at hearing that news. 

 My whole world suddenly slumped into the pits 

of despair. It all happened so fast. 
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Seventeen 

 

 Aesha proved to be as perplexed about 

Hann’Sha’s disappearance as were we.  

Aesha felt more comfortable speaking her native 

tongue, so Raji questioned her for some minutes and in 

the end was able to ascertain the backdrop, which he 

related to me. 

 Hann’Sha had shown up at Aesha’s Place just 

one week before – almost to the day.  

She had been very quiet and had said little to 

nothing about her ordeal nor even how she had escaped.  

What little she had conveyed to some of the 

other children was that she, and other girls like her, had 

been held in this house of sex for years.  

 Aesha told us that Hann’Sha spent most of her 

time either sleeping or eating – and unlike the others, 

Hann’Sha had remained reserved, as if she was thinking 

about something, possibly even planning something in 

her mind.   

As she related the details to Raji in her native 

tongue, I noticed the old woman’s face lighting up at one 

point and I questioned her about it. 

 “What did you just say?” I asked. 

 Aesha turned to me. “Hann’Sha told one of the 

other girls that she was very mad against the men who 

had locked her up in that place and that she was going to 

make them pay for it.” 

 Aesha continued.  

“Unlike the other girls who have arrived here, 

who are usually very afraid or despondent, Hann’Sha 

was different – she had fighting-eyes.” 
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“Fighting eyes?” 

Aesha nodded, providing no further clarification 

at all. 

 Eventually we left, taking a taxi. Raji directed 

the cab to take us to a small shop where he purchased 

two bottles of the same drink. He made me drink the 

entire bottle. No doubt the heat and dehydration was 

adding to my dismal mood.  

 “I think Hann’Sha has not been taken back by 

these men,” he announced. 

 “But why would she just disappear? That makes 

no sense, Raji.” 

“I think that Aesha has given us the clue to this 

mystery.” 

He turned to face me. 

“Hann’Sha has gone back to the brothel on her 

own will.” 

 I was taken by surprise at his statement.  

“What!?”  

 Raji pressed a finger to my forehead. 

“Use your mind, not your heart, my friend. You 

are so busy being upset that you have stopped the process 

of logical thinking.” 

 I looked at him, somewhat bewildered. 

 “Ok, please, enlighten me, master.” 

 “You must stop thinking of Hann’Sha as a mere 

twelve-year old helpless girl. She has lived a lifetime in 

four years. She is mature beyond her age. She has 

suffered great pain, great humility and great sacrifice, 

and this has made her stronger, not weaker.” Raji’s voice 

was firm and almost didactic as he spoke 
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 “I understand that you want to help her, but if 

you are to help her you must understand who she is now 

and stop seeing her only as a victim. Hann’Sha will not 

see her fate entirely as a terrible tragedy. Remember, she 

was sold into slavery so that her family could survive 

another day – so she sees a duty here, an obligation, not 

only a prison term.”  

 As he said those words it conjured up the 

conversation I had with Hann’Sha many months before.  

“She actually said those very words to me.” 

 “What words?” he probed. 

 “I kept asking Hann’Sha how I could help her, 

and she kept saying it was her duty to stay there. It made 

no sense to me at the time, and it still doesn’t.” 

 “Of course not, you’re an American, not an 

Indian child who has grown up according to our system.”  

Raji’s head bobbled as if to accent his next 

words. 

“Look - these children are not completely 

unaware of the role of which they play in helping their 

families to survive. Poverty and hunger drive people to 

do things which to those who are not living such 

circumstances, seems odd – if not unbelievable. 

Hann’Sha comes from the lowest caste and her family is 

probably poor beyond words. Those bonds run very deep 

– much deeper than the humility of having her flesh 

abused in sexual bondage by men for the last four years. 

Hann’Sha knows very well that if she were to run away, 

that these very traffickers could return to her father and 

do bad things to him or to her family, maybe even insist 

that he give them one of her other sisters in exchange. As 

I said, these men are ruthless – they have no souls.” 



 93 

 Raji’s eyes burned with passion as he spoke. 

“Justice in India is not defined by the same 

parameters as you think of it in your country. Here, if 

you dishonor, you can die. If you renege on an 

agreement, right or wrong, someone suffers. Hann’Sha 

would not ever act in a way which could bring harm to 

her family, no matter the personal humility or pain 

caused to her. This is a part of our culture which you 

clearly do not understand.” 

 “You’re right, I don’t understand,” I said 

blatantly. 

He continued. “The very fact that she has 

recently escaped and has now disappeared once again, 

suggests to me just one thing - and one thing only.” 

 I waited for his next words, because I for one had 

no idea where he was going with this. 

 “Hann’Sha is going back to the brothel to get the 

other children out of there, and if she is doing that, then 

she has a plan to deal with these men so that there can be 

no repercussions to her own family.” 

 “But why would she escape and then go back 

again?” 

 Raji smiled.  

 “Have you not watched enough American 

television to figure out the obvious?” his head bobbled as 

he waited for me to have an epiphany, which simply 

didn’t come. 

 “An escape plan, obviously,” he announced. 

 “What?” 

 “Once again, you underestimate the power of this 

small but mature child. She escaped simply to prove that 

she could do it and to know, for certain, that there was a 
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place where she and the other children could go to.  What 

point would there be in escaping if they had nowhere to 

go? Hann’Sha would know, from experience, that if 

found again that she and the children would end up back 

in the brothel. She needed to be certain about it before 

attempting her real plan.” 

 I found myself grappling with his words and it 

was unbelievable to me that a twelve year old girl, 

already subjected to this much abuse, would take such a 

road. 

Raji continued, “I have dealt with some of these 

prostitution rings in the past. I have also seen the victims, 

and I have had to round up children who had escaped 

from these places. But in that same breath I must also say 

that I have heard the stories of children who escaped and 

then fell back into the hands of these houses of 

prostitution; the consequences of that were nothing less 

than grim. We have found their bodies, beaten and dead, 

or they have disappeared forever.  Hann’Sha will know 

this too – after four years of captivity, so she will not be 

so stupid as to walk back into their hands without a 

plan.” 

 I was listening, almost humbled by the fact that 

Raji had such an insight and that I had only seen 

Hann’Sha’s tragedy from one perspective. 

“I can only assume that she will do something to 

these men to incapacitate them, or worse.” 

 Raji watched my face, as if waiting for me to 

have some cognizance about his next question. He 

proceeded when I offered nothing.  

“So, by simple deduction, I can safely assume 

that you were the one who gave her the means by which 
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to deal with these people - am I correct in that 

assumption, Jared?” He tipped a challenging eye my 

way. 

 I nodded my head. “Yes.” 

 “Care to enlighten me?” 

 “Someone suggested to me that if I got hold of a 

certain poisonous plant, then Hann’Sha could use it to 

incapacitate her traffickers.” 

 “And?” he probed with police-like interrogation. 

 “The drug induces severe stomach pains, nausea, 

vomiting and unconsciousness.” 

 “Death?” 

 “Depending on the dose, yes.” 

 “And what if she administers an overdose?” 

 “Look!” I blurted out, both in self-defense and 

feeling unduly challenged about my intentions, “I’m not 

trying to kill anyone in the process, but if one or two of 

those pricks died, I wouldn’t be losing any sleep over it.” 

 “Still, you leave a lot of power in her hands.” 

 I looked him squarely in the eyes.  

“Wow, now who’s being hypocritical? You just 

lectured me about how mature Hann’Sha is and now you 

are changing your tune. Regardless of what you think 

about the moral rectitude of handing that girl the means 

of taking those men out, personally, if I could have 

handed her a fully loaded semi-automatic weapon, I 

would have done it without a second thought. It is her 

right to be free and if these dipshits want to play god with 

other people’s lives then they can pay the price.” 

 Raji tipped a rueful eye at me. “You are so 

American – guns and action! 

 “Better than pissing in the wind.” 
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 “Hmm, I am not familiar with that term, but I get 

its meaning,” he paused. “Ok, so assuming that 

Hann’Sha intends to poison these men with your drug, 

she must first get herself back into the brothel, which 

should not be too difficult, and providing they do not 

beat her to death first, she will have to find the means of 

getting the poison into their food or water. We must 

establish where she has gone to and time is no longer on 

our side as obviously, whatever she is planning, it is 

probably sooner than later.” 
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Eighteen 

 

 I sat sipping on a tea in a small café while Raji 

went off to “visit some people”, as he had put it.  

He had ordered me, in as much as it could be 

called such, to stay put, and to wait.  

That was a tough pill for me to swallow 

considering who I am.  

A recalcitrant streak seems to take over 

whenever other people try to tell me what to do with my 

life. Ask my parents how many times they grounded me 

and how many times they discovered me gone and the 

window to my second story room wide open with the 

curtains flapping in the wind. 

And yet, out of respect for Raji and the fact that 

he was going off the radar to help me, I decided it was 

best not to invoke my burning desire to set off in search 

of Hann’Sha.  

And besides, what was I going to accomplish 

alone in a city of some fourteen million people?  

Honestly, searching for a needle in a haystack 

seemed more pragmatic. 

In spite of our differences, I liked Raji – and I 

recognized that our occasional clashes were not a matter 

of personality differences but in fact, widely divergent 

perspectives based on cultural distinctions. 

I was used to getting things done now, right now, 

right away, yesterday! That was the culture I grew up in.  

We live by the clock in the West.  

Everything is fast paced.  

Fast food comes fast – at the sacrifice of quality.  
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Movies are all about action and less about 

meaningful plot and character development.  

Merchandizing is fast.  

Internet and mobile phones are fast, faster and 

fastest! 

Fast has become the byword of our culture. 

But here in India, the cultural clock is set to a 

different rhythm. These people do not answer to a master 

called time. They have tradition and a way of life. 

India was trying to teach me the art of patience – 

but I was, admittedly, a terrible student.  

 I pulled out my laptop and passed the time – see, 

there it is again, time, by reading comments on our blog.  

Many people were excitedly anticipating news of 

Hann’Sha. Her name had become synonymous with a 

mission and movement to free children (and others) 

caught in the web of global human trafficking. She was 

becoming an inspiration to many and her name was used 

to forward the mantra on bylines and articles, the tragic 

story of a young twelve year old girl forced to live a life 

of prostitution.  

 I emailed Malm and told her what had happened 

so far, asking her to say nothing to anyone. The answer I 

received back from her was in a fashion typical to her.  

 Hang in there cowboy – you’ll find her, is all she 

had said in response to my lengthy email. 

 Late that afternoon, when my nerves and my 

patience were running low, and when the sun had rallied 

its troops on an all-out assault against us mere humans, 

baking the city to a boiling point - Raji returned and sat 

next to me with a tea cup in-hand. 

 “Now we wait,” he announced. 



 99 

 “Wait for what?” I probed. 

 “Information. I have contacted some local 

civilians who are more partial to helping law 

enforcement than in helping the local criminal 

underworld. They will let me know if they see anything 

unusual.” 

 “And you can trust these informants?” 

 Raji grinned. 

 “I think you would call it leverage,” his lips 

parted as he smiled, revealing a set of perfect pearly 

white teeth. 

 “Oh, so you’ve got something on these people?” 

 His head bobbled. 

 “Of course. A tit for tat. A little bit of useful 

information keeps them out of prison. No one likes to be 

inside the Indian prisons. Not fun at all.” 

 I grimaced at the very thought of it. 

 “I’m curious, Raji, why are you helping me when 

this whole topic doesn’t appear to be the top priority on 

the general police radar?” 

 Raji sipped on his tea while looking ahead, but 

not at me. “It is my personal choice - that is all.” 

 “And if we need more help, can you call for back 

up and expect it?” 

 Raji put his cup down with incremental precision 

and I detected that I had, once again, over-stepped my 

bounds. 

  “You are an annoying man, Jared Andrews, and 

this belittling attitude of yours is testing my patience.”  

 “I don’t mean to insult or challenge you – I 

just…” but he cut me off. 
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 “Actually, you do – and you did! You perceive 

India as just some third-world country, sub-par to your 

own - right? 

 I tried to evade the issue but he saw right through 

me like a piece of glass. 

 “No need to answer that question, because of 

course you do! India is simply not understandable to such 

a culture as yours. Nearly one and a half billion people 

are compacted into a landmass smaller than half the size 

of your own country - with countless dialects, religious 

sects and cultural elements which are largely foreign to 

you. We are different than you. Our police facilities here 

are undermanned in proportion to the population that we 

must deal with, so our focus, perforce, requires that we 

prioritize our time and efforts. We do not have the luxury 

to chase down every clue, every possible criminal 

activity when there is plenty facing us twenty-four hours 

a day.  Were America to have a proportionately sized 

population, with similar economic conditions as we have 

here, you might understand this concept better.”  

He paused and I could see that he was trying to 

calm himself. 

“Hann’Sha is important to me, principally 

speaking, because she is a child, and I for one do not 

agree that any child should be abused in this manner, in 

spite of her caste. Not everyone in India thinks as I do. 

The caste system is sustained by a polarity of its own; 

where the rich are at one end of the pole and the 

Untouchables, the lowest caste, are the other end – and 

the two seem to complement one another. But the 

systemic aspect of this tradition is wearing down – 

thanks to the infusion from the West. People are 
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changing their views; old ways are being alloyed and 

replaced by new ideals as education and science replace 

tradition and long-held beliefs systems. But we still have 

a long road ahead of us. In the meanwhile, we do the best 

we can with the resources available to us. So yes, if need 

be, I have a phone, and I can call for backup.” 

 I was, once again, left with my tail between my 

legs as I realized that my arrogance had percolated 

through and assaulted Raji. 

 “I apologize – sincerely, I know I can be an ass 

sometimes.” 

 “Do not apologize for who you are, Jared. 

Sometimes being an ass is necessary. I do not apologize 

for who I am nor for my country. To do so belittles both 

of us. But might I suggest that you take a moment to 

think before you speak, because sometimes your 

ignorance is betrayed by your lips before you have had a 

chance to assess your delivery.” 

 I broke out in uncontrolled laughter. 

“Wow, now that was undoubtedly the most 

eloquently delivered insult that I have ever received.” 

 Raji grinned.  
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Nineteen 

 

 As the afternoon sun crept over us, casting a 

scalding heat which enveloped Calcutta, like the inside of 

a sauna, I was busily drinking the hydrate solution while 

my mind raced ahead, searching every possible mental 

corridor for something we could do besides sitting and 

waiting. 

 Raji spent most of the time outside the café, 

taking phone calls while pacing the street in front of me. 

 Just when it seemed that the brutal combination 

of stifling heat and my mushrooming apprehension were 

about to reach an explosive apex – Raji raced back into 

the café. 

 “Come!” and before I could say a word we were 

running down the street, hailing a cab as we did. 

 Raji spoke in his native tongue – his tone 

commanding respect. The taxi driver was clearly tense 

and sweat dripped from his face as he negotiated the 

crowded streets and tight turns at high speed. 

 Finally the vehicle came to a stop. Raji paid the 

man and then we set off. 

 “Care to enlighten me, oh great one?” I asked as 

we hoofed it at a fast pace. 

 He pointed to a maze of approaching dilapidated 

buildings interspersed with make-shift hovels.  

 “One of my informants asked around and 

discovered the location of a building described as having 

sky-blue doors – the third building which Hann’Sha 

described to you. It is at the far end of this street.” 

 Suddenly I felt excited again, exhilarated in fact. 
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 As we approached the sea of make-shift huts, the 

road suddenly narrowed into a very tight alley – maybe 

two meters across at best. 

 We followed this winding path, boxed in on both 

sides by terribly old and rundown buildings.  

Barefoot children, women and men passed us 

going both ways. Their poverty was manifested not only 

by their tattered and worn clothing but by the gaunt 

features – signs of malnutrition; hollowed cheeks, boney 

arms and legs and that look in their eyes, one which I had 

seen countless times in my short time in India – 

desperation.  

 I forced my mind back to our task. 

 “There,” pointed Raji, and sure enough, facing us 

was a door painted with a bright sky-blue color. It stood 

out amongst the degradation and squalor like a pearl in a 

pile of black mud. No doubt, that was the intention – to 

make it conspicuous enough to potential clientele so they 

could easily find the place.  

 “So what now?” I asked. 

 “Now we wait,” he said as calmly as if he had 

just ordered a meal at a restaurant. 

 “What – wait!? Can’t we do more?” I said, not 

wanting to lose the chance of getting to Hann’Sha, yet 

again. 

 “Don’t be foolish. We are two men. We don’t 

know for sure if the children are inside; nor how many 

men are there with them; nor do we know whether they 

have weapons and what harm we may put those children 

to if we stampede in. Besides, we have no warrant to 

simply walk in there without proof of what they are 

doing.” 
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 I felt the frustration growing inside of me.  

“Fine, then I will watch the place while you go 

get a warrant and some extra men.” 

Raji pulled me to one side and looked me firmly 

in the eyes while pointing a finger at me. 

  “Listen to me. This is no time for heroics. Lives 

are at stake now. If we do this wrong, these men will 

simply kill those children in order to eliminate any 

evidence and then you will have accomplished nothing. 

We do it my way. I will take the first watch, and you go 

away for an hour and clear your head. Do you understand 

me?” 
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   Twenty 

 

Two cups of tea, a calmer mind and an hour later 

- I walked back to relieve Raji.  

I found him leaning up against the side of a 

building with a discreet eye aimed toward the sky-blue 

doors further down the alley. 

“Anything?” I asked as I approached. 

 “No,” he answered.  He pointed to another inset 

further down the alley. “Stand there, and keep out of 

sight. I will be back shortly.” 

By this time, the sun had set below the rooftops 

and the ambience was gray and dim as the shadows of 

approaching night began to crowd into the narrow space 

where we stood.  

There were no lights over this passage way, just 

one flickering bulb hanging from a nearby window.  

I watched the door for a time. Nothing happened 

for a while and then suddenly one man approached it, 

looked nervously up and down the street and then 

knocked and waited. No one answered. He knocked 

again, and finally he slipped away into the night.  

That was odd to me because I had never seen a 

potential client walk away.  

If the children were actually inside and their 

keepers too, then that door should have opened after the 

first knock as it had always done before. 

I waited – trying, as Raji had coached me to do, 

to let patience be my master. 

The unusual silence which ensued conjured up a 

portentous sense inside of me, as if something was about 

to happen – and then it did! 
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 The blue double-doors suddenly cracked opened. 

At first I only could hear their muted voices, but 

then out they came – young girls stumbling from the 

door, their thin weak legs barely able to hold them up and 

their frail bodies clad in little more than rags, some of 

them half-naked,. 

Even in the darkness of that alley I could see the 

terror in their eyes as the light reflected against them. 

A dozen or more small bodies tumbled out in 

procession, and then right behind them came Hann’Sha. 

She spoke firmly in her native tongue and 

pointed down the alley. The small fleeting and terrified 

forms passed by me, silhouetted like ghosts against the 

sublime light of night. 

As she ran by, Hann’Sha stopped abruptly. 

She turned and looked right at me – and she 

smiled.  

Then she disappeared down the dark alley, 

calling after the girls ahead. 

It had all happened so fast that I had just stood 

there unmoving.  

The weight of guilt and the sense of both 

responsibility and impending failure which I had been 

carrying on my shoulders for months now, was suddenly 

gone – dissipated like a bad stench in a strong wind. 

I let out a long sigh of relief and started in the 

direction they had run when I heard sound from behind 

me. 

I turned to see a large man stumbling from the 

same doorway. He looked like a grizzly bear suddenly 

awakened from its sleep and still groggy. 
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He was huge – in fact, it was the same man who 

had accosted me months before, warning me to stay 

away. 

For a brief moment he stood there teetering on 

his feet.  

He groaned loudly and then looked at me with 

the eyes of a hungry wolf and then he lurched forward, in 

pursuit of the girls. 

Now, admittedly, and if you haven’t already 

figured it out, I don’t think very well off the cuff. In fact, 

I have a tendency to do and say things which get me in 

trouble – and at this particular moment my rashness was 

right up there – top of its game. 

I launched myself across the alley on an intercept 

course with that bear of a man and I collided into him, 

like a tiny Smart car smacking into a Mack truck at full 

speed.  

Literally, I bounced off of him like a rubber ball 

and the impact nearly knocked me senseless. 

I landed on my back and my head struck the 

ground sending a flurry of spinning stars around me. 

The man turned on me.  

He reached down, grabbed me by the shirt and 

picked me up with one hand and then drew back his fist 

and torpedoed it into my jaw with a crushing blow. 

The pain was unbelievable. 

I tumbled backwards and slammed into the far 

wall and crumbled to the ground. 

Blood spewed from my broken lip and it seemed 

as if the whole world was about to go black. 

My body was screaming at me – some internal 

survival mechanism was compelling me to stay down, to 



 108 

succumb to the pain, but then again, the rebel inside of 

me rallied to the cause.  

Was I being stupid or what? I wondered. The guy 

was twice my size. 

Who knew – and in fact, when we are tested, 

when we are faced with life and death circumstances who 

the hell has time to engage in stupid dialogue – right? 

As the bear came at me, I forced myself back to 

my feet, and then with one foot pressed against the wall, 

and the world still spinning out of control, I launched 

headlong, with my head lowered, and I struck him mid-

section, like a small caliber bullet striking the side of a 

massive aircraft carrier.   

Probably, on any other day, the effect of my 

body against his, a human brick wall at best, would have 

had no effect, but something had caused the man to be 

off his game. I could only assume that Hann’Sha had 

poisoned him too – and maybe in doing so, she had given 

me a small sliver of a chance to survive this suicidal 

altercation – although my optimism was quickly waning 

as the pain exploded in my head as I impacted him. 

He emitted a tangible grunt as he teetered and 

toppled backwards, taking me down with him. 

He hit the ground with a loud thud, like a sack of 

potatoes, and then he reached up, wrapped a large hand 

around my throat and then began to squeeze the very life 

out of me. 

The muted sounds around me dimmed as my 

senses were filled with excruciating pain. 

My world, already spinning from his earlier 

blow, and then followed by my seemingly futile head-

butt, was now quickly fading. 
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My last thought was of Hann’Sha. 

And then it was all gone. 

The pain disappeared. 

I gasped for air – as if it were my first ever. 

I heard a dim voice resonating in my ears and 

then a hand touch me to the shoulder. 

As my eyes focused I saw Raji kneeling next to 

me. In his hand he held a police stick, and lying not two 

feet away, writhing in pain on the ground, was the bear. 

“Are you ok?” 

 “I’m fine, thanks,” I deflected, trying not to draw 

his attention to the large lump on the back of my head, 

the laceration on the side of my face, nor the blood 

dripping from my lips. No doubt, Raji had already noted 

all or most of it. 

 He helped me to my feet. 

“We have to get to Hann’Sha and the kids – they 

ran that way!” I pointed as I teetered, still feeling shaky. 

“Are you sure you are ok?” 

I nodded, taking a deep breath and restraining the 

impulse to vomit. 

 “Ok then, you go look for the girls! I will take 

care of him, Raji pointed to the man who was still 

moaning from the blow to his head. 

 I stumbled down the passageway in pursuit of 

Hann’Sha.  

As I emerged onto a connecting road, the crowd 

thickened and in the darkness of night it was literally 

impossible to see anything but an undulating mass of 

humanity. 

 Like an elusive ghost, Hann’Sha had 

disappeared, again. 
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Twenty One 

 

 Raji found me two hours later still wandering the 

streets. And given my general ineptness at navigating 

Calcutta, especially in the predawn darkness, I was, for 

all I knew, simply walking in circles.  

 I felt numb from both the altercation and the fact 

that Hann’Sha had disappeared off the grid. 

My face was swollen on one side where the 

gorilla had attached his fist to my jaw bone.  

Dried blood was still caked to my lips and to the 

side of my forehead where a small laceration had 

coagulated.  

And of course there was the lump on the back of 

my head – one which hurt like hell. 

 “You look like shit, my friend.” 

 “And I feel worse than that, thanks.” 

As Raji’s head bobbled and his eyes studied me, 

it occurred to me that my general ghoulish appearance 

was probably, in large part, why people had been 

avoiding me these past two hours as I walked the streets 

in search of Hann’Sha; occasionally braving a 

conversation with some locals in the hopes that they had 

seen a small covey of young and frightened girls. 

In spite of my protests Raji insisted I get in the 

police car. I conceded – disagreeably of course. 

We drove to my hotel in utter silence but my 

eyes never stopped scanning the streets. 

I desperately wanted to get to Hann’Sha and 

those girls, and the very idea of them falling back into the 

hands of traffickers was causing something akin to a 

panic attack, a sort of internal melt-down. 
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Raji must have seen it in my face because he left 

me alone until we got to my hotel room. 

 I plopped down on the edge of the bed and 

massaged my inflated and bruised jaw. 

“What happened to the gorilla you slugged in the 

head?” I asked. 

 “He is in custody,” answered Raji. “It would 

seem that Hann’Sha was indeed following your plan.”  

 “So there were other men inside?” 

 “Indeed there were,” Raji said with a look of 

smug satisfaction. “Two other men were found semi-

conscious on the floor inside the brothel. They were lying 

in a pool of their own vomit. It would seem that the 

poison you gave her was quite effective. Their plates of 

half-eaten food was testimony to that fact.”  

 “Will they survive?” 

 Raji shrugged.  

 “Do you even care?” 

 I shook my head. 

 “I couldn’t give a rats-ass, to be honest. It was a 

rhetorical question. ” 

 “So, what do we do now?” I asked while 

cracking my neck to alleviate the tension in my skull. 

 “I have people scouring the streets for the 

children. We wait.” 

 I forced a diplomatic smile to my lips, although I 

suspected that it probably looked somewhat maniacal 

considering that one side of my face wasn’t responding 

as usual. Sort of like those celebrity figures who Botox 

their lips and face and then discover that when they try to 

smile that the result looks more like the Joker from the 

Batman movies.  
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“With all due respect, I’m not the waiting type.”  

 “I have noticed this weakness in you.” 

 “Where I come from it is seen as a strength.” 

 “And in Calcutta it will get you killed.” 

 “You can be such a pessimist sometimes.” 

 “And you are still alive, so, you are welcome.” 

 “But seriously, do you expect me to just sit here 

and wait?” 

 “Yes, I do. In fact, I insist on it; and if you force 

me to do so, I will arrest you and take you to my precinct 

in order to protect you from further harm.” 

 I was shocked by the statement. 

 “On what charges?” 

 He looked me firmly in the eyes. 

 “Suicidal tendencies. For all your bravery and 

courage, and I admire these qualities in you, you came 

very close to returning to America in a body bag this 

night. I will not chance this happening again.” 

 I was about to speak but he cut me off with a 

raised finger. 

 “Take care of your injuries, my friend, and then 

sleep. Leave this matter to me now.” 

 There was no arguing with Raji. 

 It seemed at this point that the fate of Hann’Sha 

and those young girls was in the hands of Calcutta.  

 I hoped she would be kind to them. 
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Twenty Two 

 

 When the first ambassadorial rays of a hot 

morning sun streamed into my room announcing the new 

day, I promptly showered and then went downstairs to 

the hotel café where I consumed two cups of their 

strongest coffee. 

 I had no pain killers for my bruises and cuts, but 

the caffeine was doing a fine job of stimulating my body 

back to life. 

 My mobile phone vibrated on the table in front 

of me. It was Raji. 

  “Sleep well?” 

 “Just peachy, thanks.” 

 “Very good, because I will pick you up in one 

hour.” 

 “Where are we going?” 

 “To Aesha’s Place. Hann’Sha and the other 

children showed up there just an hour ago.” 

 “What!!!” I exclaimed so loudly that the other 

customers in the café stopped to look over at me. 

 “No doubt you just woke up half of Calcutta with 

that American-sized retort,” said Raji. 

 “They’ll get over it! Tell me more.” 

“According to what Aesha has told me, it 

appears that Hann’Sha kept them on the move, hiding in 

the shadows throughout the night until she was sure they 

were not being followed. And only then did she make her 

way to Aesha’s Place early this morning. I have several 

police guarding them as we speak.” 

 As we spoke, warm tears were gliding down my 

face – and I never cry. 
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Twenty Three 

 

 When we arrived to Aesha’s Place I was 

pleasantly surprised to find three uniformed officers, 

hard-assed looking men with semi-automatic weapons, 

standing on the street nearby. 

 I looked at Raji. “And you call me American?” 

 “I like Rambo too,” he smiled. 

 As we entered the small establishment, there was 

a happy murmur filling the air. It was not the sound of 

sad, victimized or sexually traumatized children; but 

rather it was the most melodious and beautiful symphony 

emitting from several clusters of young girls; who sat in 

circles on the floor, talking excitedly and laughing 

amongst themselves. 

 It seemed impossible to imagine that these very 

girls had been subjected to a life of cruel and forced 

sexual abuse for years. It was another demonstration of 

the incurable rebound and dynamic which these people 

seemed to possess in the face of hardships. 

 Aesha was hunched down by one circle of girls.  

She seemed to be listening to their talk and her 

face, as old and weathered as any I had ever seen, was 

beaming and animated.  

 She looked up and saw us standing by the door.  

Without delay she tapped one of the girls on the 

shoulder and the girl turned to her. Aesha whispered in 

her ear, and then the young girl turned to look to us. It 

was Hann’Sha. 

 I was so moved at seeing her that my eyes 

watered yet again and I could do nothing to restrain the 

tears.  
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It was unaccountably one of the happiest 

moments in my entire life. 

 Hann’Sha stood and then pressed her dirty and 

tattered dress down, as if to remove its wrinkles, and then 

she approached us. 

 “Thank you for helping me,” she said with a 

smile that simply tore down the skyscrapers. 

 I choked right there. I couldn’t speak. 

 Raji saw my dilemma.  

He got down on his haunches and looked 

Hann’Sha in the face. He spoke to her in his tongue and 

Hann’Sha responded - quietly and humbly and with 

almost princess-like dignity. 

 Raji stood and turned to me.  

“She is very tired and she is quite ashamed that 

you have seen her before she has had a chance to clean 

herself. She has asked if she can speak to you another 

day.” 

 I looked at her and nodded. 

 When I returned to my hotel, I sat in the bar, 

with a bottle of beer and I typed my first posting since 

having arrived back in India. It read: 

  

 No doubt you are all wondering what happened to Hann’Sha?  

The story reads like a Hollywood movie, only this story is true to 

the last dot, and I apologize if I do not embrace the emotional impact in 

each and every word; because now that it is over, it sounds so bland in 

comparison to the ordeal of the last two days. …. 
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Twenty Four 

 

 Two days later – I revisited Hann’Sha, and we 

sat in a small court yard with Aesha acting as my 

translator.  

 She looked fresh. 

 She had a clean dress on.  

 Her long brown hair was washed, no longer 

appearing greasy and knotted as before. 

 Her face was brighter than I had ever seen and 

her eyes seemed to shine with renewed life. 

 All the sadness, all the fear and all the dread I 

had seen in her was gone. 

Hann’Sha related the story of her past four years 

with all the grim details, a depth of which turned my 

stomach at times, but I forced myself to maintain a 

composed demeanor.  

Her story, no doubt a reflection of many tens or 

hundreds of thousands of other children in India, would 

bring most any man or woman to tears.  

From the age of eight until now, she had been 

forced into sexual servitude with an average of fifteen to 

twenty men most every day for the past four years. That 

she was even alive was a testament of her will to survive 

– and moreover, the very fact that as we sat here in 

dialogue, that her eyes were shining and her face was 

calm and tranquil proved that the human soul 

transcended the corporeal aspect beyond all other terms 

of engagement. 

She finished off the tale by relating the details of 

her final hours in the hands of her captors at the brothel; 

and how she had managed to slip the poison into their 
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food, and with that, to round up the other children and 

escape. 

Indeed, as Raji had suspected, Hann’Sha had 

carefully plotted her plan. Her first escape to Aesha’s 

Place had been purely for reconnaissance purposes. And 

when she had returned to the brothel, they had indeed 

beaten her quite severely with a whip and starved her for 

a day – but Hann’Sha had been prepared for the worst. 

She was a smart girl. Resourceful and undaunted 

by the tragedy of her circumstances, and sitting there 

listening to her was a humbling experience. 

She told me that she had considered giving the 

men an overdose of the drug, for the all pain they had 

caused her, but in the final hour she had decided that it 

was not her choice to decide on their fate.  

I felt that this truly reflected her greatness. 

Her story, without slightest modification or 

explanation, was unaccountably a tale of the true beauty 

of the human soul – of a young girl who had been cast 

into hell, and who, in spite of her circumstance, had 

never given up hope.  

Moreover, it was a story about someone who 

thought, not only about herself, but about her family and 

her friends, and who, in the final hour, had put it all on 

the line in spite of the personal danger – and this, from a 

twelve-year old girl who owned nothing, had nothing, 

except herself. 

 When I returned to my hotel that night, I found a 

staggering avalanche of replies and comments on the 

blog.  

 Malm had sent me an email that news of 

Hann’Sha’s escape and the ordeal of how she had helped 
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the other children to escape too - had already made news 

headlines in America.  

 But my job was not yet done in India. My 

priority remained, as yet, to find a home for Hann’Sha. I 

could not, and would not leave India until I had 

established the means of ensuring her safe future. 

 Oddly and once again, it was our blog which 

came to my rescue - that same student who had contacted 

me months before from Mumbai, with the very 

suggestion of using the poisonous plant to help break 

Hann’Sha out, resurfaced once again and said that a 

friend of his, who helped homeless girls, had several 

families of moderate position in society, families who 

were interested in helping Hann’Sha.  

As news quickly spread, Hann’Sha had become 

an overnight hero - even in India. 

 It took several more days to arrange the logistics, 

whereby Hann’Sha would eventually meet, face to face, 

with these families. The process of relocation would not 

be fast, I was told, but then again, I had come to realize 

and accept the fact that India had its own speed – and 

waiting was part of it. 

 When I finally left for Los Angeles, it was not 

before having seen Hann’Sha one last time.  

By the time of that final meet, now almost a 

week since her escape, she had already transformed into 

another person.  

Her childhood beauty and innocence was now 

accentuated by fresh new clothing, and for the first time 

in her entire life, a pair of sandals on her feet. Sleep and 

regular food, and probably more so than any other factor, 

security, had made its mark.  
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Her fragile and undernourished form was filling 

out. Her eyes were even brighter than before. 

Near the end of our talk, and her English 

noticeably improved I might add, I was quite shocked 

when Hann’Sha asked that I do the video recording of 

her speaking.  

Aesha who sat nearby to assist in translating, 

whispered in my ear that Hann’Sha had spent the last 

several days with the other girls, practicing her English 

so that she could say these words to the world. 
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Twenty Five 

 

 The very next morning, when I was about to 

enter a taxi for the airport, a police car pulled up and Raji 

stepped out with an air of police authority. 

 “I must ask that you to come with me, Sir,” he 

commanded. 

 I was, admittedly, taken back by his stance. Was 

something else wrong? Was I in trouble now? 

 But his bobbling head and a stupid smile which 

ensued betrayed him. 

 “Stupid American,” he said with a big Cheshire 

cat-like grin.  

 “Do you want a ride to the airport, or not? Or if 

you prefer, you can experience the Indian wait in the 

traffic cues on the way to the airport.” 

I rolled my eyes. 

“I’ll take the police escort, thanks.” 
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Twenty Six 

 

 Over the months which ensued, Hann’Sha’s face 

became representative of our campaign against human 

trafficking.  

Not only did CNN air the continuing story, but 

other media, world-wide, picked up on it as well. 

 BEHIND CLOSED DOORS and the story of a 

small, twelve-year old girl, who had shown tremendous 

fortitude, persistence and courage, had become the 

beacon which empowered people across the world to 

fight even harder for the day when human trafficking 

would be wiped out.  

It would not be a short battle – but rather a long, 

protracted war – but we were taking small beachheads 

every day. 

 I had waited for months for this particular day to 

come.  

And as you already know, patience has not been 

a strong card of mine, certainly not before going to India. 

However, amongst the many facets of my life 

which had changed as a result of that experience, calmly 

sitting back and “waiting”, as Raji so aptly used to put it, 

had become a new-found strength. There was some 

virtue in not rashly flying head-first into everything that 

came along; and considering that India had endured more 

regimes and cultures on earth than most, obviously there 

was merit to it. 

 I had been saving this particular video for 

months now since last seeing Hann’Sha; waiting for the 

right time to release it to the world.  
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And now, at what seemed to be the perfect 

juncture, on the very day when Hann’Sha had been 

officially adopted by a new family, it was time to release 

her message to the world. 

 I posted the video and watched as she spoke. 

And though her English was not perfect, her 

message certainly was.  

  

My name is Hann’Sha. I am from India.  

I am twelve.  

For past four years I was sex-slave against my will. 

Many children live like me. 

We have no freedom. 

We have no money. 

We are slaves. 

Treated like animals. 

We give sex. 

Or we get pain. 

Or we die. 

  Please do not give up on us.  

 We need hope. 

 We want freedom like you. 

 We want to live. 

 Please hear our voices. 

 Do not close your eyes. 
  

 

 

       The End 


