


The man took us to an orphanage. We stayed there for some time. But during the stay, 

interahamwe came and took my sister away along with other people. We were all in 

pain at seeing our sister go. 

The orphanage people were good to us until the end of the war when the World Vision 

people came and took us to our auntôs place. My aunt was very sick and she did not 

last the month. She was suffering from the wounds caused by the genocide. She was 

also badly raped and sexually mutilated. She couldnôt have survived. 

Then a neighbour took us in because we did not have a home. This man was good to 

us until life also became difficult for him and he asked us to try find our own place. That 

is when my big sister started looking for a small loan to enable her to start a small 

business. 

She did this and she got us our own house. We have a kind of life that is difficult 

because of paying rent, looking for food and the like. One day we eat and another day 

we do not and life goes on. 

I sometimes do not want 


