for my sisters who entered the Nile with open eyes

In October 2024, activists from El Gezira state in Sudan reported that 130 women
and girls committed suicide to escape rape by the RSF militia. The UAE backed
RSF militia notoriously uses militarized rape and gang rape as a weapon of war in
Sudan’s counter-revolutionary war. In two years, the war has claimed tens of
thousands of lives, displaced 11 million people, exposed 24 million to starvation,
and left 14 million children without access to education. Given the dire
humanitarian crisis, precise figures of those who experienced sexual violence, and
those who entered the Nile, cannot be confirmed.
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