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My journey began when | was born. It is still going on.

The beginning was in Rwanda, which is a country | have not
seen for many years and which | may not see again.

| cannot live there because my family was forced to leave by
cruelty and war.




For now, | live in KwaZulu-Natal with my father and my
brother. My mother died on our way here, of sickness in «
one of the camps where we stayed. My little sister is lost
and we don't know if she is alive or not. Maybe one day
we will find her.



Things were lovely when | was born. My father was a busy man.
We lived in a big house with three security guards paid for by my
father’'s company. Life was very, very good.

Then things began to change in my country. There was no petrol,
no food ... no soap. People began to say that war was coming.
We were afraid.
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My sister was born at that time. She was lucky that she was a
girl because they were killing boy babies then. | didn’t get to
know her very well, because she was always around my mom.
Mom used to carry her a lof, as if she was afraid, even then,
that we would lose her.

When the war started, people cried. Soldiers came and there
was fighting and fear everywhere.



They killed my grandfather. We heard a noise, and then my mother
and father took me, and my brother and baby sister, and we ran.

It was hard to escape from the war. We travelled through many
countries looking for somewhere to stop. Sometimes we had no
food or water. Sometimes people were kind to us, sometimes they
were not.

Our journey was made more difficult by wars. We ran away from
three wars — wars in Rwanda, Burundi and Congo. We saw dead
people lying in a field like leaves fallen from a tree.




We came to South Africa by bus and frains, and sometimes we
walked. We had such pain and problems. We did not really intend to
come here, but we wanted to get as far away from the wars — and
our money ran out.

There are many people in Africa who have been forced to leave
their own place. Always there are people moving and moving,
looking for a place to be safe; looking for work.

There were no jobs for my father, so we came to South Africa. When
we got to South Africa, people called us names and used bad
longuage. We just coped and we survived.




Everywhere people speak different languages. It is very
hard to go to school and learn when you don't know the
language. Now | have to learn in English, which is my third
language. But | will work hard and one day | will have a
good job — and maybe | can go back to my country and
make a difference there.

| hope that dream comes true. | hope that one day love
will fill the world.



