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	“The plane will land 10 minutes later at JFK Airport. Please fasten your seatbelts. Thank you,” said the speaker in a dry monotone. At that moment, I was thinking about dying people in the world. The first time I worked as the volunteer of UNICEF, those shocking scenes were indescribably grisly: children whose arms were damaged by the bomb, eyeless girls, malnourished babies and teenagers. Very few of them had all of their body parts since the savage-like guerillas exploited and tortured them when they could no longer use them. Every time I see them, I feel as if a well-sharpened kitchen knife stabs my heart. Those children whose eyes lost the brightness, found no will to live and blamed themselves for the deaths of their parents or siblings. One of volunteers said, “No children laugh nor cry for mommy and daddy. They know they will never come. We always try to give them hopes, but what we told them did barely something.” Many people, even my friends would say: why does government do nothing? Of course, it must require aid from government, but very few people know that volunteers’ help and encouragement for children is desperately needed. I also used to think like them when I first became a UNICEF worker, but I had a change before I came back to New York, in Liberia, in the summer of 2002.								
	“No food!” When we were going to refugee camp, an old woman cried desperately at me and my companions, grabbing my clothes with dry and wrinkled hands. Two small and bony children were beside her. “Children are eating dirty mud! Everything has been bombed and ruined. No hope!” she cried out, hugging children next to her. We had barely seen people crying for help directly to us, and I had seen no one who had said ‘no hope!’ We told her to go to the refugee town with us and her children, and then she agreed immediately. It was the worst situation I ever had seen.

      	It was noon when we reached the refugee town. According to my guide woman, most refugees had crowded to this village, expecting some food and water. Actually, this village was barely different to their hometown, and people learned that soon. Also, children had disease-which can be cured if treated well in Unites States-and they had no way but to die due to shortage of medicine. There were also child soldiers who were found in the forest, having been abandoned by military men. The nuns and other UNICEF workers welcomed us as if they had seen the saviors: they say the number of volunteers decreased to less than one third, and the food, first-aid medicine and other supplies were on shortage, therefore children died of easily curable disease-like cold or diarrhea. Also, there were a few children with AIDS and they eventually died of other disease. That was quite enough to know how horrifying the situation Liberia was in. After a brief conversation, we were told to help these helpless children.

      	When I entered a small tent, a boy popped out of nowhere, and said, ‘Hi!’ I was shocked. How could he say ‘hi’ with such a frank and cheerful voice? Contrary to his smile and kind greeting, his body was like a rag doll sewn about 5 times: his left hand was missing, his belly had a long scar from stitches, and the big toe on his left foot was missing. This peculiar boy seemed to be indifferent about his injuries that were enough to scare anyone. I answered with “greetings,” trying to hide my surprise. I was thinking that he would ask for some small candies, but he didn’t. A woman ministrant called him- Garmuyu-and I also went out of tent.

	“He was a child soldier,” said a nun-Sister Margaret-next to me. I asked, “How old is he?”And she answered, “He doesn’t know when he was born, but he thinks he is 13 or 14 years old, I guess.” She said that Garmuyu was found in a forest, having a serious cut in his belly and bleeding in a cut section of his left arm. The toe on his left foot had already gone rotten and there were maggots. Luckily, there was enough medicine and doctors. He underwent surgery immediately and he miraculously was cured. I asked her where the other doctors were, and she answered that they had been missing for five months, and seemed to have been kidnapped by guerillas. She also told me that no doctors had volunteered to come here since the doctors’ disappearance. My head was blank, thinking about my doctor friend. I wished he had been this camp with me so that he could have helped these children. Sister Margaret left me to help other old people who had dysentery. At that time, I also thought why the government didn’t help these displaced people. Suddenly I thought I had to know why and how boys had become child soldiers. I knew it was hard for both me and them, though.

     	Garmuyu had come back to tent when I came back to tent. He smiled at me. That smile gave me a shock again than a child’s cry did. I took a deep breath and asked him several questions.

 	“When and why did you become child soldier?”

	“They would give some money. They told me I had to fight for the nation. So I worked for them when I was,” answered Garmuyu, a smile fading in his face in a second. I was both sorry for him and angry at those liars, but I had to control my emotions.

	“How did you feel when you worked for them?”

	“I thought I was patriot. I also have killed two or three men. I felt I did successfully with joy.” His fingers were trembling.

 	“Did they give you money? Or did they treat you well?” I asked.

	“No. They didn’t keep their promise. When I asked for a reward, they put me in a small room and beat me instead. Actually, I just wanted to fight, rather than money,” he was in gloomy tone and he seemed to remember those memories.

	“Do you want them punished?”

	“No. I don’t. I learned how to forgive people, after I came here.”

	“Is there anything you want to tell us?”

He paused. He thought about his deeply, and answered, “I wish there were more people to come here like you. We always hear that many people donate money to non-profit organizations for children like us, but also we need people who actually come here and help us, like building schools, teaching us, and…playing with us.” Tears came out of my eyes.

	Three weeks later, we had to go back to New York, headquarters of UNICEF. For three weeks, we taught them how to write, read, play soccer, et cetera. We also had to treat sick people, and sometimes we had to bury passed-away people. Every child was cute and lovable, but what Garumuya said and his smile remained in my heart the most. When I left, he gave a small wooden sculpture. It looked like two people grabbing each other’s hands. He said it was a sign of friendship. He may have given similar things to other volunteers but I didn’t care. When we faced bunch of curious reporters, I said: We should give a hand to them. We shouldn’t just expect other people to fix it. Yes, we should give them a hand. Still, many people think they just have to donate some money to organizations and sit waiting for the government or other people fix the problems throughout the world. Now, four weeks later from that time, writing this article, I tell you. Some of you may think: Only my hands will be rarely helpful. It may be, but if they come together, there will be hundreds, thousands and a bunch of hands. Those children need medicine, food and clothes, but what they need the most is love and attention. Without love, they will never make it to their future. None of the other things will be useful. Show the concern and give them love in your own way. If you are not able to go and help those, you don’t have to. You also can send us or government to urge to help kids in disaster in the world. Attention from each of you is the one way not only to cure these hurt children, also help them to overcome the fear of the war and finally have a dream for their future.


