Excerpt from Samuel Totten, An Oral and Documentary History of the Darfur Genocide (Santa Barbara, CA: Praeger, 2011), pp. 45-49.
The respondent (name has been deleted for the sake of confidentiality) is about thirty years old [She was not sure of her date of birth thus her approximate age is a guess]. She was born in the village of Tolos in West Darfur, which is near the larger town of Mornei. She is a Massaleit. This interview was conducted by Samuel Totten on June 10, 2007. It was conducted under a lean-to, where the interviewee, interviewer, and interpreter sat. Approximately ten to fifteen family members (e.g. her children, mother, sister, nieces and nephews, and others) sat nearby and stood on the periphery listening in on the interview.
When our village, Tolos, was attacked I was living with eight people in my home – my six children, me, and my husband. Our village was attacked four years ago. I can’t remember the month, but it was about two months after Ramadan.
In the morning, early, we were taking breakfast, and we heard the planes. They are too [very] loud; from far you can hear them.
The planes came first, then the trucks, and then the horses and camels.  Some [Janjaweed] were on foot. The planes, Antonovs, flew over the village. They [the planes] were all white and the sides were red. They [three or four of them] dropped big things like binil [barrels], and they made fire. Everything caught fire: buildings, animals, people.
The planes dropped the big things, and about twenty minutes, after the Land Cruisers came. Some were green colour, some were black and green [camouflaged]. There were many. I don’t know how many because at the time I was scared, but it might have been about 100. They came from all directions.
When we heard the big things [bombs] falling and hitting, we ran out of the house, but we didn’t know where to go. The big things caused big holes, like wells.
Driving the cars [Land Cruisers] were Sudanese soldiers. Most Janjaweed rode horses, camels, and were on foot. On the trucks, they have a big gun…and the soldiers held big guns…There were also modra [tanks] with men inside, but you can’t see them. Outside there is a big gun and everything was coloured black and green. There were about ten modra. The camels and horses and Land Cruisers were more than hundreds and hundreds. They were crying loudly as they came in, calling out “Nuba! Nuba!” [In such a context, “Nuba” is used as a racially derogatory term directed at Black Africans…]
At that time, we were ten persons, and we began running. I was with three of my sisters, my sister-in-law, my father’s two sisters, and three were my neighbours. All of my children had run in fear, and I didn’t know where they were. My husband, too [was gone and she did not know his whereabouts]. 
We ran outside the village to the west. There was a lot of shooting, but none of us got hit. I was so frightened I left the village without my two babies and little four-year-old daughter who were inside our hut. I later found them because someone had grabbed them and run out with them. 
As we were running, I saw men from our village being shot. They killed twenty-seven men. They [the soldiers and Janjaweed] aimed at the men…We didn’t have any guns in our village, and they [the Government of Sudan troops and the Janjaweed] did all of the shooting. 
I was looking and crying and running, but what can I do? I was so fearful I didn’t stop running, and I was hysterical, crying and running. After the attack, we came back to our village and we found the dead bodies. 
We ran for three days, to Habila. No food and no water. Not for twenty-three days did I find my one son…finally, out in the bush. On the way out, we came across my husband, who had two of our other sons in the bush. Then we went to Habila. We had nothing. Sometimes we went to the bush for firewood, but we were attacked by the Janjaweed . 
We returned to our village after ten days. When we made it back, we did not find anything but bodies.
Our animals, our cows, our sorghum, our millet, our clothes, nothing was left. Nothing. It was all burned, destroyed. The whole village was destroyed. 
We found three who were injured in a small valley, in different places. All three had been shot—one man in both arms and both legs and the other man in one leg and the other one in his hand. 
We took the injured to Mornei on donkeys and then they [the injured] were taken in automobile to Zalingei, east of Geneina. The people with the cars were Black, but I don’t know if they were an organization or not. They were Sudanese, but I don’t know where they were from. There was no hospital in Mornei and so they took them to Zalingei.
…
When we left the village to return to Habila, we came across the Janjaweed again, out in the bush. The Janjaweed were shooting guns, and we began running. Because we are [were] far away, we could not hear what they were yelling at us. They followed us, but not too closely and then left.
 In Habila, we stayed without any work; sometimes we went into the bush to get firewood that we sold to buy food. We stayed there for two years, in an internally displaced persons’ camp.
Life was not good in the camp. There was not enough food, and if you left the camp, the Janjaweed would sometimes beat us. There was not freedom. 
I was attacked by the Janjaweed . We, men and women, were cutting firewood, and they stopped us and beat us. They beat us with sticks for two hours. One person was injured very badly from the beating… Another time I was also out with five women and three girls (thirteen years, fourteen years, and fifteen years) gathering firewood, and the Janjaweed raped the three girls and a woman. We were about two hours from the camp, and we were on foot.
When we first arrived at the area with the wood, the Janjaweed, about twenty of them, were on camels and horses and came up on us very quickly. One of them said, “We already took your land, why are you around here? We use your land and now we are going to use you.” 
We all started running away, and four of us got captured, three girls and one woman. One girl who was captured was my sister’s daughter, who was thirteen years old. From the morning until the evening, the Janjaweed kept the girls and the woman. 
When we reached the camp, we told the mothers of the daughters about the capture of their daughters, and the mothers went out and brought their daughters back on donkeys and took them to the hospital in Habila. The four were badly injured because of the rape and the woman spent five days in the hospital and the girls were in for ten days. The girls were raped by many men, some by five, some by ten.
From the four girls, one got pregnant and had the baby. She was the one who was fifteen years. She is still in Habila with the baby from the Janjaweed . When the girl’s father heard about the baby from the Janjaweed, he got very angry and sick from his anger and died [possibly from a heart attack]. He was fifty. He was not sick before that, but when he heard what happened he died. 
We came to Gaga camp about one year ago. When we were in Habila, there was no way you could go out without trouble from the Janjaweed. When we were in the Habila camp, the Janjaweed came three times at night and attacked the camp. One time, they killed four guards, all [of whom] were Massaleit. So, it was not safe to stay there. 
From Habila, we, sixteen of us [me, my mother, my mother’s sister, my own sister, my husband, my father, my six children, my husband’s sisters, my husband’s brothers] went to Geneina and from Geneina to Adre, and from Adre [in Chad, along the Chad/Sudan border] to Gaga. In the suq in Habila, we found a car to take us to Geneina. We stayed for two days in Geneina, in the station of cars. Already we were forced out of Sudan [Habila] and Geneina is in Sudan, so we did not want to stay. From Geneina we found a direct car to Adre in Chad. In Adre we stayed for two days. In Adre there is no camp or organization to help, so we did not want to stay there. We reached Gaga by [the] car we hired. 
In Gaga, it took one month and ten days to get a tent. At that time, we lived outside the camp. Because there are many Massaleit in this camp, they would come out to see us and give us food. 
The life in camp [the UNCHR camp in Gaga] is very difficult, but what can we do? There is no other way. When we first arrived, everything was fine, but now there is not enough food, not enough water, and not enough medicine. 
With my husband and I live our four children and my mother. Before, we got food every two weeks, then it went to one month, and now we have not had food for two months. So now we have to go outside of the camps and work for Chadian people, and they give us money and with it we buy millet. Sometimes we buy sugar and sometimes okra, and sometimes meat for our soup. We have had meat one time in months. We buy sugar more often because we like tea, so if we have money we can buy it every day; if not, then we don’t. If we have money we also buy okra every day; if not, we don’t. 
One day we get water, and the next we don’t. It’s not regular. We don’t know why this is so. If we don’t get water in the camp, we have to walk one hour on foot to get water out of the well. We get one baka [jerry can] of water from the well. I am the one who goes for the water and the baka with the water is very heavy, so I can only carry one. 
My baby [a little girl sitting alongside her who had a very large distended stomach], one and a half years, has had diarrhoea for one year, and we have seen a doctor here in Gaga ten times, and he gave us medicine, but it didn’t do any good. We tell the doctor and he gives more medicine, but it doesn’t do anything.
…
I don’t have a lot of hope. If the Americans bring peace to Darfur and bring security, then maybe life will get better, but here [in Chad], I don’t think so. If the UN [peace force] goes to Darfur, we’d like to go back to our country.

