
 

 

Diary Extract taken from Desert Flower written by Waris Dirie (First Extract) 

The time had come for my oldest sister Aman, to be circumcised. Like all younger siblings, I was 

envious, jealous that she was entering this grown-up world that was still closed to me. 

Aman was a teenager, much older than the normal age for circumcision, but so far, the timing had 

never been right. As my family travelled Africa in an endless cycle, we had somehow missed the 

gypsy woman who performed this ancient ritual. My father was growing concerned because Aman 

was reaching marriageable age, but no marriage could take place unless she had been properly 

‘fixed’. The prevailing wisdom in my country is that there are bad things between a girl’s legs, parts 

of our bodies that we are born with but yet are ‘unclean’. 

These things must be removed – the clitoris, inner labia, and most of the outer labia are cut off, then 

the wound stitched shut, leaving only a scar where the genitals had been. But the actual details of 

the ritual cutting are left a mystery – it’s never explained to the girls. You just know that something 

special is going to happen to you when your time comes. 

As a result, all young girls in my country anxiously await the ceremony that will make their 

transformation from being a little girl to becoming a woman. Originally the process occurred when 

the girls reach puberty, and the ritual had some meaning, as the girl became fertile and capable of 

bearing her own children. But through time, female circumcision has been performed on younger 

and younger girls, partially due to the pressure from the girls themselves, since they eagerly await 

their ‘special time’ as a child in the West might await her birthday party. 

When I heard that the old gypsy was coming to circumcise Aman, I wanted to be circumcised too. 

The day before the event, I begged my mother, tugging at her arm, ‘Mother, do us both together. 

Come on Mother, do both of us tomorrow.’ 

Second Extract 

In spite of my anger over what has been done to me, I don’t blame my parents. I love my 

mother and father. My mother had no say-so in my circumcision, because as a woman she is 

powerless to make decisions. She was simply doing to me what had been done to her, and 

what had been done to her mother and her mother’s mother. And my father was 

completely ignorant of the suffering he was inflicting on me. He knew that in our society, if 

he wanted his daughter to marry, she must be circumcised or no man would have her. My 

parents were both victims of their upbringing and cultural practices that have continued 

unchanged for thousands of years. But just as we know today that we can avoid disease and 

death by vaccinations, we know that women are not animals in heat, and their loyalty has to 

be earned with trust and affection rather than barbaric rituals. The time has come to leave 

the old ways and suffering behind. I feel that God made my body perfect the way I was 

born. Then man robbed me, took away my power and left me a cripple. My womanhood 

was stolen. If God had wanted those body parts missing, why did he create them? 



 

 

I just pray that one day no woman will have to experience this pain. It will become a thing of 

the past and the world will be safe for all women. What a happy day that will be, and that’s 

what I’m working towards. God-willing, it will happen. 
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