
This is the testimony of Teddy, a survivor of the Rwandan genocide 

My name is Teddy and I am 19 years old.  Our family had an alright life before the 

genocide. 

Just after the death of the President there were lots of rumours, that people were being 

killed. We stayed at home that night. But the next night we saw someoneôs house being 

burned so we ran to the bushes to hide. The killers came to our house but couldnôt find 

us so stole many of our things. When they had gone we returned, but only to take our 

remaining things and move to another place. All together there was my mum and dad, 

brothers and sisters, some uncles and their families too. 

The killers found us the next day and we had to go on the run again, but my uncle was 

blind and could not keep up with us. There was a neighbour to whom my father had 

given a cow. He told my uncle that he could hide with him, saying he would watch over 

him. Being a good neighbour, there was no reason to suspect him, so my blind uncle 

stayed behind. We learnt later that when 



The next day the killers came again. I told my elder brother to hide in a pit but he was 

shot in the jaw as he 


