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convinced more than 300 youths to stay in Senegal. And
her work is gaining notice; Yayi has spoken at confer-
ences in Madrid, Dakar and the Canary Islands about the
dangers of illegal migration, and is lobbying leaders in
West Africa and Europe for small business loans that
could give young people an incentive to stay home.

To help employ impoverished mothers and widows of
men who died at sea, Yayi also started a small mussel-sell-
ing business. The women work as a team, gathering, clean-
ing and cooking mussels; then they sell them and share the
meager profits. “There are things Africa can teach the
world,” Yayi tells me with pride. “Togetherness is one.”

In Yayi’s office her son’s photo hangs above her tiny
desk. Outside in the yard I can hear the rhythmic bang-
ing of the women’s small machetes as they clean mussels.
At lunchtime everyone sits on the floor and eats handfuls
of a spicy rice and fish dish. As we eat, a woman starts
dancing with no musie. And when her tears start, it feels
like a hundred hands want to reach out and dry them.

When Cheikh, 21, was sent home by authorities in 2006
for the second time, he went straight to Yayi. For hours she
consoled him by saying that he could be valuable to his
country. Yayi is convinced that the solution to poverty in
Senegal is for young people to stay and work. But jobs are
scarce, and many who leave make a better living in Europe.
On one dirt street I notice a two-story home with arcade
windows under construction. “Some of us make it,” says
Cheikh, explaining that the owner works in Italy. What
Yayi is up against can be summarized in the motto of would-
be immigrants: “Barcelone or Barxax,” or “Barcelona or
Death.” Still, Yayi got through to Cheikh, who is now an
ally in her efforts. “She is my lifeline,” Cheikh says.

In late afternoon the village is bathed in a golden light.
With Cheikh, I meet Bara, a man in his thirties who is set
to leave by boat the next day. Despite Cheikh’s protests,
Bara says he must go to feed his family. “How do you
feel?” I ask. “In charge,” he replies.

Back at Yayi’s home, which she shares with her two
adult daughters, Yayi feeds goats that belonged to her
son. I tell her that I once hosted a French radio show
about immigration. I loved reporting on the irrepressible
ebb and flow of humanity across the planet. I met immi-
grants who were dreamers and adventurers; others who
were fleeing hunger, war or political repression in their
native lands. All were resilient survivors.

I remember one guest on my show, a Senegalese immi-
grant who read aloud this story: “Every morning in
Africa, a gazelle wakes up. It knows it must run faster
than the fastest lion or it will be killed. Every morning a
lion wakes up. It knows it must outrun the slowest gazelle
or it will starve to death. It doesn’t matter whether you
are a lion or a gazelle; when the sun comes up, you'd bet-
ter be running.” Yayi laughs, a generous but pained
laugh. “The question is, what are we running after? What
about we start running after our own assets?” she says,
meaning the ones found at home, in Senegal. These were
the words of a grieving mother, echoed by more grieving
mothers who pray the continent will listen to the silent
plea of those who died at sea. As Yayi told me: “In the
end, they were looking for dignity.” ©

Mariane Pearl’s collection of her Global Diary columns,
In Search of Hope, can be purchased on glamowr.com/
globaldiary. Glamour’s proceeds go to the charities of the
women profiled.

From left: Women prepare mussels that they'll sell to help support themselves; Bara plans to take the risky ocean journey by canoe.

@6 [ see in Awas stare a longing for the freedom
[ enjoy. In two days, she seems to be thinking, you will be in
the West and don’t even know your luck.9%
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