
Dear Little Book,  

  The fight has begun to leave me. I am tired…so, so tired. I am always 

hungry. And the only thing to look forward to anymore is my short time at the 

window in our cell, even though that is starting to depress me as well. Will we 

ever be on the other side of those bars again? It is all just so painful, both in 

my heart and in my head. Will I be able to see my nina again? Will I get to braid 

her hair? Will I get to see her fall in love? And my husband, will he get to see 

her again? To hold me and our child in his arms? Oh Little Book, I can’t fight 

any more. I just want to be back home, safe in our little house far away from 

here.  

 

 


