When My
A p a t h y
Becomes a
Commitment
to Care
A name on a Twitter headline
caught my attention, startling
me out of my end-of-the-day fog.

watched a nightmare unfold in my
living room. I felt the breath catch in
my chest and tears sting my eyes.

The 140 characters that shook
me from my stupor: “400,000
residents—half the population—
are estimated to have fled Taiz.”

There are horrors happening in more
countries than we can count these
days. We can hardly keep up with the
news. More often than not, I turn a
blind eye when it all becomes too
much.

It shook me because I have stood
on the streets of Taiz; I have met
some of those residents.
I was startled because I
hadn’t heard the truth of how
horrendous things had become in Yemen.
I followed the links to the video Frontline News had just
released. If you don’t know (which is likely because I
didn’t know either), the situation in Yemen has progressed
to a point that is a full-on siege in many of the cities.
People are fleeing and those who are staying cannot get
the medical care or food they need. After the 2015 civil
war, most news of Yemen stopped flowing into the West
but the fighting continues daily, especially in Taiz.
The people of Yemen are being killed by groups we
consider terrorists (Houthi rebels, Al Qaeda and ISIS), but
these stories rarely show up in our news feeds. Yemen
is a tiny country in the Arabian Peninsula, not often
newsworthy in the West.
I sat glued to the thirty-minute video, in shock as I
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But this is a place I’ve claimed to
care about.
My visit to Taiz was years before the
situation escalated to the current Hell on Earth it has
become, but terror was nothing foreign to this land that is
in the middle of a boiling cauldron of hatred in the Middle
East. I spent only a couple days visiting with friends there.
On one attempt to visit a city in the north our car was
turned around at a checkpoint.
We were uncertain why we were denied entry until hours
later, when we learned that there was Al Qaeda activity in
the north.
I tell that story now with a feeling of complete
detachment. I didn’t feel the danger in that moment
because it didn’t feel like a reality to me. I would move on
in a few days, heading to my final destination in another
part of the Middle East. The people of Yemen, however,
would never be able to escape the reign of terror that

I choose to close my eyes and remember the laughter of
children who aren’t a news story. I breathe in the memory—their
dark, dancing eyes and the melodious sound of their Arabic
speech, the day spent with them above the clouds. And I breathe
out a prayer.
was becoming their permanent reality.
My visit to Taiz was the highlight of that week. When I
stepped into this beautiful cultural center of Yemen I felt
like I had entered another time completely, glimpsing
ancient life in the modern world. As the mini-bus climbed
the steep cliffs of Sabir Mountain, I held my breath and
clenched my eyes closed.
A friend struck up a conversation with a local man as the
motor strained under the pressure of the vertical climb.
By the time we reached his stop, we found ourselves
clamoring off the bus with him—going home with a man
we just met. This is the way of Middle Eastern hospitality.
It isn’t an odd thing in to be invited in after a simple
meeting on public transportation.
Hours later as the sun descended over the mountain we
were still playing soccer on the rooftops of his home, the
entire population of his village up there or playing below
us. Tea and treats of every kind had been brought to us as
a kind of offering. We spent the afternoon overlooking the
most breathtaking views I have ever seen and met some
of the kindest people that have ever invited me into their
home.
I looked out over the level rooftops that jutted out between
the puffs of white, so high was our elevation that we were
literally above the clouds. I remember feeling like this was
a little glimpse of heaven, both because of the beauty and
because of the kindness we found in this land.

I felt such shame as I watched that video—shame that
I hadn’t known, that I hadn’t prayed for these precious
people. How had I become so apathetic? I had tucked the
experience God had given me of this place away with the
faded photos.
I sat in silence for a minute when the news report was
over, unable to put words to the hurt. Then came the
blame. I talked with my husband about how horrible it
was that we didn’t know what was going on in Yemen,
blaming the media for its lack of reporting on this
important story.
Then the guilt started tugging at my heart. Of course I care
about Yemen. I have glimpsed life there. But do I know
what is going on in Iraq? Libya? Syria? Every other place
that is experiencing war and terror? Of course not. One
heart can’t take it all in. There aren’t enough hours in a
day to care for every need.
That’s why most of us stop praying at all. The needs seem
too big, the horror too universal. Our feeble prayers feel
like trying to wage war with a water pistol.
I can give into the apathy or I can fight it. I can choose to
stay informed about the issues that move my heart.
I choose to close my eyes and remember the laughter
of children who aren’t a news story. I breathe in the
memory—their dark, dancing eyes and the melodious
sound of their Arabic speech, the day spent with them
above the clouds. And I breathe out a prayer.

I haven’t been back to Taiz but after watching the video on Then I ask God to open my eyes, to forgive my apathy.
the siege there, it is safe to assume that most of the people There are other stories all around me. There is the
we met that week have lost everything.
neighbor I walk by every day. She has a story. There is the
That paradise above the clouds is no more. And until a
news story of a land I haven’t visited but that is equally as
tweet about a news report, I didn’t know anything about
terrorized. They need my prayers and my actions.
it. A land I briefly visited, and which captured my heart,
I can pray in the moment when I hear a story instead of
became a memory and an afterthought. It should have
gaping at the horror of it all, instead of passing blame
become a prayer, a burden on my heart to carry when
or hardening my heart to yet another tragedy. I can stop
others who haven’t even heard of Yemen will not pray. to watch another video, read another news story. I can
choose to care. I can stay informed and stay ready to act!
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