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system, transmitted in any form or by any means - electronic, mechanical, 

photocopying, recording, or otherwise in whole or in part without prior 

permission in writing from the copyright holder. The only exceptions are brief 

quotations in printed and online reviews. 

 

Stories and pictures used in this book have been published with the permission 

of individuals and leaders at Area 1, IDP Camp, Abuja, Nigeria. All images belong 

to My Internally Displaced Persons. Some of the discussions and interviews were 

translated from the Hausa language to the English language.  

 

All figures published in this book with regards to Internally Displaced Persons 

are from the IOM UN Migration, Displacement Tracking Matrix, Nigeria, Round 

25 Report for October 2018. This holds true unless otherwise stated. 

 

Disclaimer: This book is a collection of real-life stories. It reflects the people's 

recollection of their experiences over time. Some events have been compressed 

and summarised. No names have been changed, no characters invented, no 

events fabricated. Aisha is a representation of people who have been displaced 

by armed conflict. 
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The objective of this book is to bring you on a short journey to view the world 

through the eyes of people that have been forced to flee their homes as a result 

of armed conflict. It aims to educate and create awareness on the plight of 

Internally Displaced Persons (IDPs), who are victims of the BokoHaram 

Insurgency in North-East Nigeria. It chronicles real-life stories of people 

displaced from Borno, Adamawa and Yobe States in 2014 who now live in the 

Area 1 IDP Camp, Durumi, Abuja.  A large number of people living in this camp 

have been displaced from Bama and Gwoza communities in Borno State, Nigeria. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

4 

 

TABLE OF CONTENTS 
 

More than a statistic 

Introduction  

Chapter 1: Sharing their stories 

Chapter 2: Displacement is not a choice 

Chapter 3: Where is my home? 

Chapter 4: Mental Health - the invisible scars of conflict  

Chapter 5: Remember me too  

Chapter 6: Their dreams are valid too  

Chapter 7: Note from the author 

How you can help 

Acknowledgements  

About My Internally Displaced Persons 

Connect with the author  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

5 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

        

   

   AISHA REPRESENTS A PEOPLE WHO  HAVE BEEN DISPLACED BY ARMED CONFLICT. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Internally Displaced Persons refer to persons who have been forced to leave their homes as 

a result of armed conflict, situations of violence, violations of human rights or natural disasters 

who have not crossed an internationally recognised state border1 

                                                
1 Internal USAID document: USAID Assistance to Internally Displaced Persons Implementation Guidelines. 

I HAD A HOME, FRIENDS, FAMILY, 

EDUCATION, AND A COMMUNITY - 

ONE DAY, ALL OF THAT CHANGED. 

                                                                  AISHA  
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MORE THAN A STATISTIC 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

2,026,602 displaced individuals in North-East Nigeria as at October 

2018. 

 

91% of displacements are due to the ongoing conflict in North-East 

Nigeria.  

 

3 States have the largest IDP population; Adamawa, Borno, and Yobe.   

 

60% of the IDP population live in host communities.  

 

40% of the IDP population live in IDP camps and camp-like settings.  

 

54% of the IDP population are females.   

 

46% of the IDP population are males.   

 

79% of the IDP population are vulnerable women and children.  

 

27% of the IDP population are children under 5 years. 

 

 

 

Sources: IOM UN Migration, DTM, Nigeria, Round 25 Report, October 2018. 
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òIf the numbers were faces, they would look just like you and me.ó 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                           

 

 

A cross-section of people at the Area 1 IDP Camp, Abuja. 
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INTRODUCTION  
 

It started off as a typical day in Gwoza, located in a Local Government Area of 

Borno State, in North-East Nigeria. The rocky and hilly terrain, providing 

beautiful scenery. My parents were at home, and my siblings were playing outside 

as usual. I was washing my clothes inside the house when I started hearing 

gunshots. I called out to everyone, and we tried to see what was going on. That 

was when we noticed men moving into our village in large groups. At first, we 

thought they were soldiers who had come to protect us because they came in 

trucks, but later, we realised that the gunfire was coming from BokoHaram 

militants who were engaging soldiers in battle. Everyone was running, and we 

knew it was no longer safe to stay in the house. So, I left with my siblings and 

parents; we ran to the hills and stayed there hoping that the militants will retreat, 

but they did not ð they had taken over our town. They killed our men, destroyed 

our property, farmlands and went away with valuable items. Living in the 

mountains, we ran out of food and water and survived by eating dry Guinea corn 

and Millet. It was not long before we realised that we would not survive much 

longer if we continued to stay, so we decided to leave the village. We had heard 

of people being killed as they tried to flee town, but we were left with no other 

choice.  

We left in the rain carrying only some of our belongings and followed a path that 

had some people on it. We dressed my brothers in female clothing and covered 

their heads because if they were identified as men, they would have been killed. 

We helped to disguise many other men, but some of them were discovered and 

killed - my brothers were able to escape. We were stopped twice along the way 

by militants; they collected our identity cards, phones and the little money we 

had and were allowed to continue our journey. At some point, they started 

chasing us, and we ran for our lives. 
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Many men were killed, and some died of hunger while hiding from the militants.  

Young girls and women were taken away. 

Finally, we got out of the village trekking by foot from Gwoza to Madagali, a local 

government area about 15 miles away in Adamawa State; we were tired, thirsty, 

hungry and dirty. Our feet were swollen and pierced by thorns. We stayed there 

for two days and did not have money to continue our journey. Later, a bus was 

sent, and we were brought to the Internally Displaced Persons (IDPs) Camp in 

Area 1, Abuja. The story is not very different for many of us. My family and I 

have been displaced since 2014.  
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                                                   CHAPTER 1 
                                                    SHARING THEIR STORIES 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I want to share my story, I want my voice to be heard. 
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òWe were living peacefully in 

Gwoza before BokoHaram 

arrived. I was able to escape, but 

my father and brothers were 

killed. My friend was taken away 

into the forest - I still don't know 

if she is dead or alive." -Hafsatu . 

òMy husband went into hiding, and 

by the time we found his hideout, 

he was dead ð he died of hunger. I 

also lost my daughter to hunger, 

and I cried. There was no food, no 

water, and no soap to wash our 

bodies. There was nothing good 

around us." -Hadiza  

òWe ran out of food on the 

mountain and sometimes ate dry 

millet to survive. There was a 

woman who used to bring us 

cooked beans on the mountain, 

but she got shot and died from her 

wounds. We were left with no 

help." -Halima  

òThere were very few men alive in 

the town. The women were left to 

bury the dead. For those who are 

still missing, we look forward to 

hearing from them, but we have 

heard nothing. If security is 

guaranteed, I want to go back to 

my village." -Halima  

òI was three months pregnant 

when they came to my village and 

killed my husband. They 

destroyed our lives and property. 

We have nothing left." -Zara  

òI came to the camp because of 

the problems in Borno State. I 

donõt have a job, and my husband 

has nothing to do as well. 

Sometimes, I find it difficult to feed 

my children." -Aisha 
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òI moved to the camp because of 

the crisis in Maiduguri. I lost my 

parents and siblings ð I am alone 

and have nobody to call my own. I 

was depressed when I first 

arrived, but now, I feel better. I 

want to be trained so I can go to 

school and feed myself.ó -Amidu  

òI felt helpless when I first arrived 

at the camp. I had sleepless nights 

and feared the unknown. To make 

it worse, my husband lost 

everything ð But now, I can see 

things getting better because I am 

acquiring skills. I still worry a lot.ó 

-Fatima  

òI came to the camp because of 

the crisis in Maiduguri. Now, I 

need to be empowered ð we need 

people to help us. Currently, I sell 

fuel in litres to people around the 

camp. I also run errands for the 

camp leader.ó -Buba 

òI am here alone with my children 

because my husband went to 

Lagos to look for a job. I have no 

job, and I worry about feeding my 

children. I am happy to be 

receiving some training now.ó  

 -Blessing  

òI moved to the camp with my 

parents and five siblings because of 

the insurgency in Maiduguri. I am 

no longer in the crisis, and this 

makes me very happy. This means 

I can now go back to school and 

learn.ó -Elizabeth  

òI lost my parents, and I have not 

had a job since I came to the 

camp. I have nothing to do."   

-Hamza  
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                                                   CHAPTER 2 
                                                DISPLACEMENT IS NOT A CHOICE 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I will go back to my village if security is guaranteed.  
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òI liked life at home, it was very peaceful before the attacks.ó 

Life was peaceful at home before BokoHaram invaded our town and I look 

forward to going back home someday. We had to leave everything behind, 

enduring a long and dangerous journey to escape our attackers. The first few 

years living in the camp were very tough; we were exhausted, frequently 

experiencing flashbacks, feelings of isolation, depression, and hopelessness. It 

was hard to understand why this happened to us - we did not choose to be here. 

We were faced with our new reality which was hard to accept; everyone had 

lost someone or something they loved dearly in the violence, and many of us 

had lost the zeal to go on with life. Here we were, several miles away from home 

and expected to start all over again.  

This was not the life we imagined. Everything was going on fine at home, we 

were in school and happy but now, our education has been disrupted, and our 

lives seem to have been put on hold.  

òI was in class 4 when I fled my village, I have not been to school since then. Last year, 

I got married, and now, I have a 5 months old baby. I still dream of going back to 

school.ó - Fatima 

We stayed here for many months before people knew our camp was located 

here in Area 1. It was challenging for us, and we suffered very much but now, 

people know about us, and we receive support. We rely on donations from 

private individuals and organisations to survive. When we receive relief 

materials, the camp chairman keeps it in the storeroom until distribution day 

when we are organised in groups of twenty with each person representing a 

household. Our camp is close to the town which makes it easier to access, and 

I know that there are people in other IDP camps in Abuja and the North-East 

that are not getting as much support as we do in Area 1 because they are not 

easily accessible due to poor road access or distance.  
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For many of us, the camp has provided relief from the attacks and violence we 

fled but more has to be done to ensure that we donõt stay in this place for too 

long. We need economic opportunities to enable us to earn a living and become 

financially independent.  

We also have to help ourselves; the female camp leader assists the women in 

the delivery of babies in their homes. She serves as a community health extension 

worker supporting women mostly with her own resources. Sometimes she says 

to us, òMy birthing kit is finished, I no longer have gloves, but I have to go on. The 

women need me.ó  She is selfless in her service to others in spite of her situation. 

It is hard not to think about home. BokoHaram took away some of our people, 

and we still don't know where they are. Also, we left some of our people who 

were too old to run in the town. We keep hoping to receive news about them, 

but up until now, we have no information. 

It has been five years since we fled our homes to safety. So many times, I dream 

about going back home - people have tried, but they had to come back...I wait 

for the day when it is safe enough for us to return.   
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òDisplacement is not a choice.ó 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My name is Idris Ibrahim. I am 65 years old, and I have been displaced in Abuja 

since 2011. I am the camp coordinator in Area 1, IDP Camp. I was born in 

Adamawa but brought up and lived in Adamawa, Borno and other States in 

Nigeria. 

I am a trained teacher and also taught in administration. I attended clerical 

school and worked with Ministries (the Public Service) in Maiduguri. After this, 

I went on to study Television Journalism ð I am an ex-student of the school of 

journalism. 

I was a pioneer staff of Nigerian Television (popularly known as Nigerian 

Television Authority) when it was founded in 1976. I was also into public 

relations and lived and worked in Lagos State for 17 years. 

I voluntarily retired home in 2005 by which time, BokoHaram had reared its 

ugly head. I had no choice but to find a way to escape the insurgents ð this is 

how I found myself in Abuja. Displacement was not my choice. 
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                                                   CHAPTER 3 
                                                         WHERE IS MY HOME? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A place I must call home 
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òWe have been here for many years." 

We have a place to lay our heads, but it is not comfortable. Sometimes, you have 

two or three families sharing a shelter. The weather brings its challenges too, 

and we need better materials to build stronger structures. The spaces are 

overcrowded with poor ventilation. During the wet season, some of the shelters 

get destroyed, and it gets very hot in the dry season. 

 

 

 

We know that this is a temporary arrangement. At the end of it all, we need a 

place to call our home. 




















































