
 

 

GIVE GOD THE 

GLORY 
Kidnapped Population of Rwanda 

Divinely Released 

 

 

 
 

Helen Theatre 



DEDICATION 
 

This book is dedicated to my family with love. We can choose our friends but can not 

choose our family. The LORD has truly blessed me with mine. 

 



 

TABLE OF CONTENTS 

 
 
ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS .....................................................................................................................4 
FOREWORD ...........................................................................................................................................5 
I 7 

Goma, April 1995.................................................................................................................................7 
II 10 

The Call to Africa...............................................................................................................................10 
III 14 

The Prayer is Fully Answered ............................................................................................................14 
IV 18 

Mugunga and the Start of God’s Message .........................................................................................18 
V 22 

The Orphans .......................................................................................................................................22 
VI 26 

The Song ............................................................................................................................................26 
VII 31 

Volcanic Fleas and the Miracles-supported Lesson on Forgiveness ..................................................31 
VIII 38 

Birth Deformity Removed..................................................................................................................38 
IX 43 

We go to Kibumba with American Visitors .......................................................................................43 
X 47 

The Slap-Happy Woman ....................................................................................................................47 
XI 51 

The Pygmies .......................................................................................................................................51 
XII 57 

The Man I Was To Find .....................................................................................................................57 
XIII 62 

The Cross Cultures of Poisoning and Forgiveness.............................................................................62 
XIV 68 

Lac Vert and the False Prophets.........................................................................................................68 
XV 75 

Lac Vert, Goma and the Muslims.......................................................................................................75 
XVI 81 

The Army Bus and Goma...................................................................................................................81 
XVII 88 

The Newspaper, The Date, The Betrayal ...........................................................................................88 
XVIII 95 

Katale .................................................................................................................................................95 
XIX 102 

Mr Lino, and The Archbishop..........................................................................................................102 
XX 109 

Elisee's Declaration of War ..............................................................................................................109 
XX1 117 

The Baptism, the Angels, and Kibumba...........................................................................................117 
XXII 125 

Into Rwanda .....................................................................................................................................125 
XXIII 136 

Goma, Home and Making Sense of Everything. ..............................................................................136 
XXIV 139 

The Song Again................................................................................................................................139 
EPILOGUE ..........................................................................................................................................141 
 



ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 
 

 
 
May the LORD abundantly bless:  
 
Dianne Cramer, my very dear friend who became my sub-editor and proof reader as 
well as being a constant source of loving support and encouragement. 
 
My friends Pauleen and Pastor Jim Fisher who filled my first year as a Born Again 
Christian with solid Bible teaching. Thank you Pauleen for teaching me to converse 
with the LORD through a prayer and scripture diary. 
 
My friends Helen and Pastor Spencer Scrutton who have been a source of prayer 
support and encouragement. Thank you Spencer for the invaluable help in better 
understanding the 'grey' areas of prophecy, such as God's timing. 
 
Thank you David Rowbotham for the prayers for Rwanda's army from the 14th of 
August 1995 onwards. 
 
Finally thank you to all the refugees who were in the camps around Goma for their 
love, friendship and hospitality. 

 

Page 4 of 141 



FOREWORD 
 
Prior to the 1994 genocide Rwanda had three ethnic groups. 
 

• The Tutsis, tall, slim, intelligent, keepers of cattle. 
 

• The Hutus, who form the majority and are shorter, of stocky build and are 
cultivators, and 

 
• The Twa, or Pygmies and Pygmoid people, who are very small, and are 

renowned for making pots and for hunting. As a general rule they did not 
socialise with non-Pygmies in the 1990s. 

 
A lot of intermarriage took place between the Tutsis and the Hutus, a child taking the 
ethnic group of the father, regardless of the mother's ethnicity. 
 
Part of the 1994 genocide, plotted by the government, was to force Hutu husbands or 
wives to kill their partners and children if they were Tutsis. 
 
Of a 93% Christian population, the churches of all denominations had become 
compromised in their Christianity through fear of being killed if they did not follow 
the government directive to kill their Tutsi spouses and children. Many who were 
unwilling to do so were killed. 
 
Since 1959 there have been periodic attacks between Hutus and Tutsis, often sparked 
off by clashes between Hutus and Tutsis in Burundi, their neighbours to the south, 
who share the same language and culture. 
 
In 1959, Paul Kagame, who was a child at the time, fled to Uganda  where he rose to 
prominence in both the Intelligence Service and Army. 
 
Paul Kagame led an army of Rwandans, from exile in Uganda, into Rwanda, to stop 
the genocide, a massive slaughter of Tutsis that was taking place in 1994: causing the 
government who initiated the genocide and their army, and bands of genocidarians, 
known as the Interahamwe, to flee the country. 
 
Those who fled into Goma took a large slice of the population with them as hostages. 
 
The refugees were used by the government and militia as a front. Unable to register as 
refugees themselves, they forced them to share their already small refugee rations of 
food, firewood and bedding. 
 
The people of the genocide government lived at Lac Vert, often walking around with 
a Bible under their arm, pretending to have been pastors for at least ten years, and so 
above accusation of participating in the genocide. 
 
They learned Bible stories through songs, a cassette of songs becoming a crash Bible 
College course! 
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The kidnapped population were constantly threatened with rape, mutilation and death, 
particularly if they tried to return to Rwanda. Many were killed as an example to 
others of what would happen to anyone attempting to return. 
 
Children, as young as four years of age, had been coerced and threatened into 
participating in the genocide, and were riddled with guilt. 

Unknown to the outside world, the date for the genocidarians to return to finish their 
evil work had been set for 15th of August 1995, using the kidnapped population as 
human shields. 
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I 

Goma, April 1995 
 
 
The room was small with a hand basin and bed. There wasn't even a chair to put my 
clothes on, not that it mattered, I did not intend to take them off. There were probably 
more fleas in the bed than on top of it anyway, the night in Uganda had taught me 
that. I locked the door and suspended my pink canvas satchel from the hand basin, 
each movement carefully controlled and precise. Just because I had no idea what to do 
next was not a reason to allow myself to break down.  
 
"Slow down! Breathe deeply and get yourself together," I admonished myself.  
 
"Nothing is ever as bad as it seems at first," I said, gulping down the sob rising in my 
throat. Turning away from the bed I faced the wall and laid my forehead on the cool 
bricks. "Father God I can't hear you! Please talk to me and tell me what to do."  
 
There was no comforting Presence, no audible answer, no still small voice. I felt my 
anger rising. "You are God Almighty! You are omniscient! You don't make mistakes! 
Well, You have made one this time. Why did You bring me here? What am I 
supposed to do? I have paid for two nights in this flea hole and I don't have enough 
money left to buy any food. There were thirty-nine headless bodies pulled out of Lake 
Kivu yesterday and the water is full of cholera. I don't know how to find these 
orphans You showed me and even if I did stumble across them they won't be able to 
speak French or English and I can't speak anything else. It is even illegal for me to 
work here and my return trip is from Kampala in six months’ time. Why didn't You 
choose someone capable instead of me? Life is worth nothing here, I don’t know how 
I will survive here. A Canadian Aid worker was murdered here a couple of days ago 
for $5 and her mobile phone! 
 
Well? If You won't tell me what to do I will tell You what I am going to do. 
Tomorrow I want a Rwandan pastor to take me into his care, or I want to find the 
orphans, or I want a huge miracle to prove I am in the right place, or…, or…, or…, I 
am going to start walking home." 
 
I lay across the bed with my steel-capped men's boots sticking over the edge, and 
must have fallen instantly into a deep sleep. It was barely light when I woke and made 
a dash for the bathroom. This time I knew what to expect. The cement room had six 
stalls with a hole in the floor of each, a hinged half-door about a foot off the floor and 
a scoop on a peg on the wall. The scoop held about one litre of water which could be 
drawn from a barrel in the corner. I was yet to work out how you could wash your 
hair, shower, and rinse anything that had missed the toilet hole, down out of sight 
with just one litre of water. I also thought about the prevalence of AIDS and that each 
person would be standing barefoot in the germs of the person before. I returned to my 
room to try to manage in the small hand-basin without a plug.  
 
I was hungry and desperately thirsty and I prayed briefly before drinking the water 
which was not potable - it came from the lake where military police checked daily for 
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bodies drifting north from Rwanda. Leaving the hostel I made my way to the 
U.N.H.C.R. (United Nations High Commission for Refugees) building, where I hoped 
to be able to speak to one of the Orphanage directors and offer my services as a 
voluntary worker. It was only 7.00 a.m. but already about twenty people milled 
around the gates hoping to get work. It did not look very promising as more people 
arrived by the minute. We were told to fill out forms giving our qualifications and 
most of the crowd stepped back unable to write. I tried to calm myself. If I had to I 
could use the skin-colour card to gain entrance to the building and wait for someone 
to come and pick up their mail from the cubby-holes provided.  
 
'Work desired?' said the form I was filling out in French. I read the next question to 
try to get some idea of how to answer that. 'Organisation offering employment?' Well, 
no one was offering any employment I could legally present myself for. I scanned the 
form and found a space marked 'other'. With a confidence I was far from feeling I 
boldly wrote, ‘Orphanage Assistant’. Before I could add anything a large dark brown 
hand snatched the paper from me.  
 
An altercation broke out between the United Nations guard, who had given me the 
form, and the taller darker man who had snatched it. My head went from one to the 
other as they spoke, not understanding the argument over my paper. The crowd 
pushed in around us so more people could hear what was going on. I could hear a 
mumble start amongst the crowd. The mass seemed to be on the side of the taller man 
so I turned to look at him properly. There just above my eye level was a tiny gold 
cross, with a little blue dove on it, in his lapel.  
 
"Oh, you are a Christian," I said in relief. 
 
"I am a Rwandan pastor," he replied. "I have an orphanage in Mugungu Camp and the 
LORD sent me here to get you." 
 
"Me Zaire, him Rwanda," said the guard. "Me no responsible, no responsible." 
Having disclaimed all responsibility for me and visibly affronted by me choosing to 
go with a Rwandan refugee instead of a stable Zairian guard, he turned away from me 
with a disdainful clicking sound. ‘Don't ever click or tut-tut in Africa’ I had been 
warned months before, "it gives quite the wrong signal!" 
 
Somehow my choice had been made for me. I had asked God for a Rwandan Pastor in 
my prayer yesterday and I have been given a Rwandan Pastor, I thought, shaking my 
head to rid myself of the feeling I was surrounded by circling sharks. "Pastor Enoch," 
he introduced himself, with a large smile that brought the sharks back into focus. 
 
"I have fifty-two children I can not care for or feed. Last night I prayed to God for 
helpers. Then, during the night I dreamed about a fat white woman outside the United 
Nations headquarters in Goma. She was my help from God." He looked at me 
expectantly. “I am Helen Theatre from Australia. Last year the LORD showed me a 
group of orphans and told me I was to go to Rwanda to find them." 
 
"Come! Come and meet your children,” said Enoch with another huge smile, "But 
first, where is your car and where are you staying?"  
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"I don't have a car Enoch, I don't have any clothes or any money either. The LORD 
told me repeatedly, "Take nothing for your journey, no staff, nor bag, nor bread, nor 
money, not even a spare pair of sandals or an extra tunic… It is in Matthew 10:5-15 
and Luke 9:1-6." 
 
The smile was gone, he started to shake and his face turned a sickly grey colour. "No 
money? No clothes? So where and how will you live?"  
 
"I thought I could live with the orphans," I said hesitantly, looking up into his 
shocked grey face. Enoch spoke rapidly to the crowd, who also looked at me with 
shocked bulging eyes. "E...eh! E...eh!" said some of the men, as they started walking 
away with heads shaking. "Ai...ee, Yesu, Yesu!" said one of a group of women as 
they began to pray together, holding hands. 
 
Enoch walked quickly, seemingly unaware of the incongruent couple we made, as I 
trotted at his side, my short legs making two steps for each one of his. 
 
We were speaking French and I understood that he was taking me to see Pastor 
Kyeya, who was responsible for all the churches in the area, regardless of 
denomination or whether they were local or refugee churches. 
 
"Tell him you want to be with me," said Enoch urgently, as he wiped his sweaty 
hands on his trouser legs before entering. They spoke in rapid Swahili and Pastor 
Kyeya seemed angry with Enoch and insisted he leave the room and take a walk for at 
least half an hour. Not much taller than me and heavily built, he was very much in 
control. Enoch seemed afraid of him, and was pushed through the door.  
 
Pastor Kyeya put his finger on his lips to silence me, as he waited a few seconds 
before whipping the door open to find Enoch stooped with his ear stuck to it. "I came 
back to tell Helena I would be back in about half an hour," explained Enoch, with a 
sick smile on his face. Again he was pushed out of the door but this time Pastor 
Kyeya stepped over towards me with a smile on his face and wrapped his arms around 
me in a big bear hug. Patting me on the back consolingly, (had he heard or felt me 
gulping back the tears?) he said, "There there Mama, you sit down and tell me all 
about it, and don't be afraid of Enoch." I sat down and watched him walk round to sit 
behind his large desk. I had a fleeting feeling I had somehow slipped down a rabbit 
burrow into Alice in wonderland. 
 
"Take your time, Mama, take your time, I want to hear every detail." 
 
"The LORD brought me here," I said defensively. 
 
"Yes Mama, I know He did. For an old white woman without even a change of 
clothes or money, to be sitting in my office, it is clearly God who protected you and 
brought you here. Go back to when you first heard about us here in Africa. Take your 
time, I want to hear the whole story." I watched him write something on a piece of 
paper then settle back in his armchair with a reassuring smile on his face. 
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II 
 

The Call to Africa 
 
 

   
 

 
"Shut the door Mic!" 
 
"Sorry Mum, I'm late for my appointment," yelled my eldest son, who had come home 
until he could find another flat for himself, as he rushed out to his car. "You can go 
into my room." Furiously I walked into his room to turn the T.V. off. I live in silence 
with the sounds of the bush all around me. Mic hates silence and always has the T.V. 
or radio on, with the noise thumping through the small four and a half square cement 
sheet shack twenty-four hours a day.  
 
"Not all night Mic, I can't hear myself think!" 
 
"I'm studying Mum, my courses come on at different times through the night, if I use 
the alarm clock and turn the T.V. off and on it would disturb you far more," he had 
replied with a disarming grin. 
 
As I stretched out my hand to turn the T.V. off I saw an African church which had 
been blown apart with hand grenades, killing the 2,000 people who had taken refuge 
inside. I stumbled unbelievingly away from the screen and sat on Mic's bed. That 
people taking refuge in a church had been killed seemed too gruesome to be true. 
 
"Oh LORD, LORD, they are killing your Christians." I sobbed, "Please send them 
some good strong Christians to help them." Clearly I heard a man's voice say, "I am 
sending you!" I looked around the room but there was no one there. "Me?" I 
squeaked. "What can I do? I am just a grandmother, I have only been ‘born again’ 
three months and I don't know many scriptures or where to find them." I turned the 
T.V. off but the ensuing silence held no comfort for me.  
 
I said nothing to Mic or my church. I did go to the library to find Rwanda. It was right 
in the centre of Africa and so tiny there were only about five towns marked on the 
map. 
 
"If I am really going to Rwanda, LORD, I need to know when? where? and how?" I 
prayed.  
 
A couple of weeks later Mic started packing ready to move to Maryborough. I 
rejoiced at the thought of having my space to myself again, and went shopping to get 
the ingredients for a special meal for Mic before he went.  
 
When I got home I filled the jug for a coffee and started to unpack my shopping. 
Suddenly I saw and felt myself walking up a steep track in bush I was not accustomed 
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to. A very small man walked beside me pointing excitedly at something only he could 
see. The vision lasted about three seconds and I was aware that my shopping was half 
unpacked on the table in front of me, while I saw, and was walking in, the vision.  
 
I made and drank two cups of coffee one after the other. I had heard a voice twice as a 
three year old and seen quite a few visions until I was nine. My mother had slapped 
me in the face for telling 'those damned lies', and my father had taken me aside and 
explained that people were going to be either angry or afraid of what I could see, and 
that I would have to learn to keep my mouth shut, never telling anyone other than 
him. Now, 40 years later, I had heard God speak and had a vision. Early onset of 
senility? I did not intend mentioning anything to anyone at all. 
 
Mic moved out and I could sing and pray out loud again, any time, day or night. 
I knew I was going to Africa the Tuesday after Easter and as Easter was only a few 
days away, I knew it must be the following Easter 1995. I had one year to prepare.  
 
One night as I prayed for the LORD to confirm that I really was being sent to 
Rwanda, or at least to Goma on the Rwandan/Zaire border, I saw the exact same 
vision with a little more detail. I knew I was going to find children, and I knew they 
were orphans. I suspected the man in the vision was a Pygmy as he barely reached my 
ear and I am only 5 foot 2 inches. 
 
There were only a handful of people in my church. Rodney's larger church in Ballarat 
was having an interstate visitor, a prophet, coming to preach. I knew it was time to 
speak out to my four children about the possibility of me going to Africa so I could 
prepare them. After the service Mike Marsden, the visiting Pastor, and Pastor Rodney, 
both prayed for me in tongues, as, shivering and with tears running down my face, I 
called out silently to God to please confirm that I really was going to Africa, by 
showing me the same vision a third time. He did! Right then and there I saw the 
vision with the Pygmy and yet more details. 
 
A great deal more words of encouragement, place names, and something in a 
language I did not understand, were given to me in the following months. 
 

   
 
Pastor Kyeya had become excited and agitated as I talked, getting up from his seat 
several times, putting a note on the outside of the door behind me, and even leaving it 
ajar. I have no idea how much I told him, but shaking and very emotional, I 
apologised for not being able to remember if Imana or Amani was the main word in 
the sentence I had heard in a foreign language.  
 
"It doesn't matter, I know who you are, the prayer groups are waiting for you. 
Anyway Imana means God in Kinyarwandan while Amani is peace in Swahili. The 
question is, 'what am I going to do with you, Mama?'" 
 
"She is mine, she is mine, I've got her children and she is coming to live with them." 
Enoch had burst into the room through the half open doorway to grab me as if Pastor 
Kyeya was somehow going to steal me away. 
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A rapid exchange took place in Swahili which had Enoch nodding in agreement as he 
placed his hands gently and reverently on my shoulders, while I was assured that if it 
didn't work out in the refugee camp with Enoch, I was to go straight back to Pastor 
Kyeya who would arrange other accommodation. He ushered us out of his office with 
vigorous handshaking. 
 
Almost delirious with relief I followed a beaming Enoch who walked at a much more 
considerate pace to get a bus out to the refugee camp. I was excited and looked 
curiously at the bustle of life on Goma's streets. Someone had planted beans in the 
dividing nature strip in the middle of the boulevard near the United Nations buildings. 
I thought they were over-run by starving refugees. Weren't the beans going to be 
stolen? 
 
Children in rags came towards us with their hands outstretched, begging, only to be 
waved away by Enoch. The shops looked very dark inside and were encased in heavy 
Rio steel security mesh on every door and window. I realised that every house 
window, unless it was so small a hen would have trouble getting through, had heavy 
horizontal steel bars built into the stonework surroundings. 
 
The high class residential area was between the lake and the circular point where the 
roads converged, and the high security buildings of the United Nations High 
Commission for Refugees, and the banks were. Here high walls enclosed each house 
and garden compound with security armed guards at every gateway. 
 
We kept walking, heading towards the northern outskirts of town. Efforts to gain an 
honest living became evident. A boy of about fourteen had a shallow but wide 
cardboard box base suspended on his chest by string. Small packets of paper 
handkerchiefs, several packets of 'juicy fruit chewing-gum,' and two small tins of 
tomato paste made up the stock in his 'shop'. Two men in overalls and caps carried a 
ladder across the road, and a woman went past with a large cane tray filled with 
Belgian waffles, balanced on her head, and a baby on her back. 
 
I was roughly jerked back by Enoch, as a car swept past with the near side wheels 
right over the place I had been standing. 
 
"Sorry, sorry!" said Enoch with a shrug of his shoulders. He plastered a false smile on 
his face, but not before I had seen the concern. I think he had seen, as I had, the same 
car at least a metre further out in the road from where I had been standing. It must 
have swerved in deliberately. Well, if that was the closest I would come to danger, 
life here was going to be just fine, I thought naively. 
 
A van pulled in and disgorged six people. "This is our bus," announced Enoch. I 
watched in amazement as five of the six people got back in before we were allowed to 
mount the high step. Inside seats went from one side of the vehicle to the other with 
no aisle. The seat at one end of each row had the back folded down, then the whole 
thing was swung up to form a side to the adjoining seat. If someone from the back 
wanted to descend, all the aisle seats were emptied out on to the roadside so a 
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passageway allowed those further back in the bus to get off. Hence six got out and 
five got back on. 
 
The vehicle, the size of the average electrician's van in Australia, held twenty-two 
passengers, plus driver and ticket conductor. Twenty inside, two beside the driver, 
and the conductor who often travelled with his body hanging outside the open door 
until he could move inside the overcrowded bus. There were more tuts and clicks as 
my width was accommodated by those beside me sitting back in their seats, with me 
having to sit on the very edge of mine, where knees squashed sideways made room 
for me. Everyone paid the same regulation price regardless of how far they went, and 
we were not given tickets. 
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III 
 

The Prayer is Fully Answered 
 
 
I had seen a refugee camp two days before as Deborah drove me from her mountain 
top home down into Goma. There were thousands of white tents all neatly arranged in 
blocks so close to each other I had only seen a sea of white canvas. Nothing could 
have prepared me for the squalor of Mugunga. The mass of people were in rags with a 
few colourful and well dressed women among them. The colours of the women's 
sarongs at variance with the children's torn and filthy, second hand woollen jumpers 
and heavyweight dresses.  
 
I had eaten nothing since the small bread roll for breakfast at Deborah's the day 
before, and I looked longingly at the kebabs and corncobs being grilled on braziers at 
the side of the mud track that served as a road. Enoch hurried me along, yelling at the 
scores of children who rushed towards me with hands stretched out begging. As fast 
as he chased twenty away another thirty arrived. With the children came an 
overpowering smell of diarrhoea.  
 
Word of Enoch's return with a white woman in tow reached his family before we did. 
Several adults had invited themselves to form a welcoming committee and hopefully 
share whatever food and drink was going to be provided. 
 
The heat, combined with the rapid movement, hunger, thirst, the earlier fear of not 
having anyone to care for me, and no money to care for myself, made me feel sick and 
dizzy, so the names of the twenty or so people I was introduced to failed to register. 
They were either French names or multi-syllable Kinyarwandan names. Out of the 
twenty or so there were at least five Pastors which was reassuring.  
 
"This is my church," said Enoch proudly, showing me about twenty short rows of 
pieces of volcanic rock.  
 
"Mmm,” I nodded, trying to smile.  
 
"And this is my house," he continued, leading me inside a sort of shed made primarily 
of green garden plastic. After the bright sunlight it took my eyes a while to become 
accustomed to the gloom. A proper wooden church pew had been carried into one of 
the four rooms, and I was invited to sit on it beside Enoch and two young men on the 
other side. Either Enoch's wife and children had already eaten or were going to miss 
out. No places were left for them as men carried pieces of the volcanic rock inside to 
sit on around the coffee table which had been placed in front of Enoch and myself. 
 
Very little was said to me. Occasionally Enoch translated something but for the most 
part I sat resting in the gloom, sipping the glass of lukewarm water I had been given. I 
was to learn that the water was delivered to the big black rubber bladders throughout 
the camp, pre-filled with so many chemicals to treat it, that not even tea or coffee 
could mask the awful taste. Enoch's wife announced that the food was ready, and 
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several more men were sent out of the room, leaving about six of us to eat. A large 
green plastic basin was brought in and placed on the table with a mountain of rice in 
it. Enoch's wife placed two pieces of meat in front of each of us, with Enoch getting 
the last extra piece.  
 
“Normally we eat with our hands,” explained Enoch, “but today there is no water to 
wash, so we will find you a fork or spoon.” Enoch's wife found a spoon each for 
Enoch and I, then she prayed a blessing over the food, and left the room. I started to 
eat some rice, staring in horror at the two pieces of intestine in front of me. Enoch put 
a large knuckle-bone right inside his mouth. I heard him rattle it around his teeth, then 
removing it for a moment, he said, "I think this is tender enough even for an old 
woman like you." He ripped some of the meat off the bone with his teeth, spat it into 
his spoon, and transferred it to my empty, hovering spoon, removing my two pieces of 
intestine, all in one fluid movement.  
 
AIDS! I thought. I could get AIDS! I remembered the scripture, 'eat what is put in 
front of you’... “Look on the bright side,” I told myself silently. At least I got rid of 
the two pieces of intestine. I smiled my gratitude to Enoch, and putting the spoonful 
of meat into my mouth, I pretended to chew it appreciatively, swallowing it quickly. 
That was when I discovered I had a trampoline in my stomach. The mouthful of meat 
began to bounce: up it came, back down it went, up it came again. "LORD, help me 
please, I can't insult them by puking. Please help me to keep it down, and please bless 
it so I don't get AIDS." The trampoline effect subsided and I noticed everyone had 
stopped eating. I looked anxiously at Enoch.  
 
"What’s the matter?" 
 
"We are waiting for you to eat, everyone eats at the same speed so the food is shared 
equally." I had two spoonfuls of rice and realised the person on my other side, who 
smelled of diarrhoea, was eating with his hand right beside where I put my spoon.  
 
"Thank you, I've had plenty," I told them with a smile, sitting back from the table so 
they could see I did not intend eating anymore.  
 
The youngest child was about fifteen months old, a lovely little girl called Adelfine. 
Enoch took her from her mother and brought her to say 'hello' to me. Horror and 
disgust covered the little girl's face as she pulled as far back from me as she could. 
Enoch's wife laughed as Enoch transferred his little daughter to the arm closest to me. 
Taking a deep shuddering breath Adelfine put one hand flat on my face and pushed 
me as far away as she could. "It is the skin colour," explained Enoch, "a baby up to 
about three years of age can not cope with someone with a different skin colour unless 
they are brought up with it. 
 
It was a good warning. As we crossed the camp in the direction of the volcano where 
the orphans were, people ran from all directions to see a white woman, shrieking in 
delight, as their toddlers and babies screamed in terror. I was never to really get used 
to their strange sense of humour.  
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The orphanage was about two kilometres away from Enoch's home over a couple of 
ridges and small gullies in an easterly direction. Not everyone had tents; some had a 
piece of plastic stretched over a wooden frame, while others had more than their fair 
share of mattresses and good tents. A small volcanic stone wall surrounded the 
rectangular area the orphans had as their dwelling and play area. The children had 
their backs towards us as we approached. A young man led them in singing which 
came to an awkward stop as he saw us. A younger boy, about twelve years old and 
dressed in nothing but a short pair of red shorts, leaped to his feet, a short stick in his 
right hand.  
 
"Tuzata ha! Tuzata ha!," he led the singing in a strong beautiful voice. I stood 
transfixed and holding my breath as the memory flooded back. 
 

   
 
It was the day before Good Friday and my friend Marli was driving me to Melbourne 
to have the vaccinations without which I would not be allowed into Zaire. I was 
leaving at midnight on the Tuesday and didn't even have my ticket money. Marli and 
Pastor Rodney in Ballarat were the only two who really believed I would actually go.  
 
We were coming into Melbourne's industrial area and I had stopped singing with 
Marli mainly to let her concentrate on the traffic. Marli started singing to herself in 
'tongues'. I could hear the tune and words although I did not understand them, when 
suddenly I saw the group of orphans I knew I had to go and find. 
 
The vision was superimposed on the road and traffic we were driving through. I could 
have safely driven myself, while seeing the children at the same time. A boy in red 
shorts picked up a short stick in his right hand and led the group of children with him 
in a song. "Tuzata ha! Tuzata ha!" they sang. The boy had a large distinctive tear in 
his shorts with part of his right buttock showing through. 
 

   
 
"I'll translate for you," said Enoch, breaking my memory trance.  
 
"You don't need to translate it thanks, he is singing in joy, "I am going to my 
Fatherland." 
 
“Oh! You speak Kinyarwandan?" 
 
"No I don't. I saw this boy leading the orphans in singing when I was in Melbourne. 
The boy in the vision had a large triangular tear in the back of his shorts.” 
 
The boy in the orphanage became aware of us and stopped singing, he looked self-
conscious then turned and walked quickly away. His shorts had the distinctive 
triangular rip in the back.  
 
I was soon mobbed by laughing children who all wanted to shake my hand. Enoch 
introduced me as Mama Elena because African children are too polite to call an adult 
by their given names. Every young woman becomes Auntie, older women are all 
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Mama, young men Uncle and older men Papa. I was to learn quite a few strange facts 
about Rwandan names in the months to come. Enoch told the children I would come 
back and we made our way back to his compound.  
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IV 
 

Mugunga and the Start of God’s Message 
 
 
I could see he was deep in thought as we went back. I was glad of his silence as I 
could not have kept up the pace he set and talk as well. I had been desperate to go to 
the toilet for a couple of hours and saw no alternative to asking Enoch where I could 
go. I saw what I wrongly presumed to be embarrassment on his face. He nodded and 
took me to a green plastic rectangular building on the top of a hill. It had been built up 
on a cement base and was really eight stalls, four backing onto the other four. The 
outside door to each stall was strips of heavy plastic, blowing in the wind. Some had 
the 'door' missing and some had so many deposits that had missed the hole that they 
were unusable. 
 
Enoch found one he thought was bearably clean and told me to use it. As I squatted, 
trying to hit the hole, the wind blew the plastic strips aside giving me a panorama 
view of the camp. The trouble was that it also gave the camp a view of a white 
woman squatting and trying to hold her jeans out of the way. A little girl saw me and 
raised the alert. Quite a crowd started coming out from every direction, pointing 
towards me, and talking together. 
 
Enoch stopped long enough at his compound to pick up a young man called Innocent 
to come with us back to Goma. I had to run beside him as he rushed us to the main 
road for a bus. 
 
“But I don't have any money Enoch, you pocketed the second night's accommodation 
money when you checked me out of the guesthouse.” 
 
"Give me what money you have," said Enoch, so I passed him the $3 U.S. worth of 
Zaire francs I had.  
 
The bus trip back was a dismal affair. Was I going to be taken back to the camp? Why 
hadn't I stayed with the children? What was Enoch so worried about? Where would I 
go? Enoch and Innocent talked softly together while I sat in silence with hundreds of 
thoughts running through my head.  
 
I had asked God for a Rwandan Pastor, or for Him to show me the children, or for a 
miracle, and I had been given all three. Surely Enoch realised I was supposed to be at 
the camp and that his orphans were the ones I had come to find.  
 
Did he feel my thoughts? He turned and said, “I have a friend who has rooms in 
Goma near where you were. I will take you there for a few days while I arrange for 
you to come to the camp. You will be safe enough when I have spoken to a few 
people." I nodded, too shocked by the realisation that I had been rushed out of the 
camp for my own protection, to know what to say. I could see now that no one was 
surprised or interested that I had gone to the toilet, it was the presence of a rich white 
woman in the camp, where she could be robbed, that had caught their attention. A rich 
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white woman? Every white person is seen by them as rich and blessed. Miracles are 
expected if a white person prays, and whatever a white person says or teaches must be 
right. My skin colour had turned into quite an awesome responsibility! 
 
Enoch took me to a Pentecostal boarding house with several little flats and one four-
bed dormitory, which was not much in use judging by the dust and shabbiness. I was 
given sheets and a mosquito net and shown where I could boil water. There was an 
old fridge with boiled water in it. Innocent came back from wherever Enoch had sent 
him with two small bread rolls and three bananas. They said they would be back to 
pick me up in a couple of days and that I was to keep out of sight and get some rest.  
 
I made up one of the bottom bunks and put the mozzie net around it. There was a 
flush toilet and bucket of water with a green basin like the one we had eaten lunch out 
of, and an enamel mug, which I filled with water from the fridge, and brought through 
to place on the heavy table near the window. I was excited and happy, but most of all 
I was starving, so I ate one of the bread rolls, intending to ration the rest of the food 
for the next couple of days. I love being by myself and enjoyed the week the next 
couple of days turned into, with Innocent coming twice to bring me more food.  
 
Finally I was taken to the camp where I had my own little round tent with a centre 
pole. The tent material was so rotten that Enoch had fixed a piece of green garden 
plastic over the top and down the back so it did not leak onto my camp bed. Mama 
Clem, Enoch's wife, had brought a thick cover and a green plastic basin, a chair, a 
glass and a small yellow plastic bottle of water. Enoch had gone to a lot of trouble 
erecting a five-foot fence around the bottom of his compound where my tiny tent sat 
in one corner, and a deep hole being covered over to form a toilet, in the other. The 
finished toilet had a very small hole in the centre and volcanic gravel sprinkled 
around. This was surrounded with rush matting to give some privacy and a half swing 
gate to throw your clothes on, to show others that the bathroom was being used. The 
rush matting soon became festooned with bits of used toilet paper drying in the sun. 
This economical practice gave a whole new meaning to recycled toilet paper but the 
thought of someone else borrowing my piece was too awful for me to risk. Mama 
Clem must have been appalled by my wasteful habits. Not only did I refuse to recycle, 
I obviously used at least four times as much per squatting as they did.  
 
Poor Mama Clem, she watched sullenly as Enoch presented me with a bar of toilet 
soap, a candle and box of matches, and a bottle of skin cream. He really was going all 
out to provide five-star accommodation for the Muzungu (white person) guest he had 
brought home. Even my slow eating habit had been considered and Mama Clem 
brought my first meal to the tent on a plate. Enoch followed behind with the spoon 
that had been overlooked and told me that when I heard the singing I was to join the 
family for a Bible study. Any uneaten food was for the children or whoever turned up 
who was hungry. It became commonplace for a plate of partly eaten food to be eaten 
from by one person after the other ending with Mama Clem and the children. There 
was decidedly a pecking order here, and I had been elevated to the highest after 
Enoch. Poor Mama Clem.  
 
Pastor Kyeya had overseen the preparations for my arrival in the camp and all the 
pastors had been told I was to live with Enoch and his household. It took me a few 
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days to work out who was who with so many visitors turning up to see the white 
woman and go into a concerned 'look over the shoulder' huddle with Enoch. The only 
words I could understand were constant mentions of Lac Vert (Green lake) with 
apprehensive looks in my direction. 
 
Innocent was to be my guard. I refused to have a guard saying God would be my 
guard. Enoch quickly pacified me saying, "Innocent is your translator and guide. You 
don't go anywhere without him or you could get lost." 
 
"All right, thank you Innocent." I replied with a smile. Who was I to complain when 
they were doing so much for me? And how kind of them to provide someone to 
translate. It was a pity Mama Clem did not speak any French, it would have been 
better surely for me to circulate with the women.  
 
There was no room in Enoch's compound to hold church that first Sunday. Beside his 
compound was a vacant plot of ground used periodically by the United Nations Aid 
workers when they came to vaccinate the children, or have a nurse treat the running 
sores so many had on their arms and legs.  
 
As the crowd gathered I was kept out of sight and when I was brought out it was to 
find that Enoch had me surrounded by a couple of hundred women and children, the 
men taking place behind them. It didn't take very long to realise that Enoch really was 
afraid for my safety in the camp. 
 
I was shocked to find that I was supposed to preach. "How am I supposed to preach?" 
I asked the LORD silently and realised I just needed to tell them how I got there. 
 
I told them how the LORD had shown me their distress in the camp, and somehow I 
remembered quite a lot of the scriptures He gave me about them, and how I had been 
ordered to come in what I stood up in, with no spare clothes and no money. How I 
had to come through at Kisoro on foot from Uganda where I would be given a bed to 
sleep in each night, and how the LORD brought me through the newly closed border 
as a local pedestrian because I had neither visa nor baggage nor vehicle nor money.  
 
The crowd grew in numbers, pushing and shoving good naturedly to get someone in 
their group close enough to hear and repeat what was being said for the benefit of 
those too far away. I did not realise then that most of the people in the camps (there 
were several camps with 1,000,000 people or more in each), had been taken hostage, 
or driven in fear of their lives, by those who had commit the genocide. The hostage 
population registered as genuine refugees and the genocidarians and army hid 
amongst them. 
 
Most of the women had tears running down their faces at God's goodness to not only 
have heard their prayers, but to have sent a white woman to live in the squalor of the 
camps to show them they were not forgotten by Him. 
 
Then I told them they could return to Rwanda in God's strength, raising their hands in 
the air and singing, as their safety was guaranteed, and when I finished my discourse 
with the 'Tuzata ha song,’ pandemonium broke out. If we had a roof over our heads 
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they would have raised it! I realised men from the back were trying to push through to 
where I was, but the women formed a thick barrier with their bodies so no one could 
get through.  
 
Enoch took over, spoke to the men to calm them down, then turned the meeting back 
into a proper church service. 
 
As far as I was concerned there could be no fear. Hadn't the LORD given me all three 
things I had prayed for? The Rwandan Pastor, the orphans, and the miracle proving 
they were indeed the children I had been brought here to find? Obviously I was in the 
precise place He wanted me to be, and far safer here than anywhere else in the world.  
 
Who was I to question why so many pastors came to Enoch's and seemed to really 
dislike me? If I needed to understand I was sure God would explain. 
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V 
 

The Orphans 
 
 
"Enoch, I've been here ten days now and I have to go and spend time with the orphans 
every day. If Innocent is too busy to take me perhaps Clemantine could take me?" 
 
"I'll talk to Innocent and he can take you this afternoon. Clemantine goes to school 
afternoons this week," (children in the camps go to school mornings one week and 
afternoons the next week, partly so twice as many children can be educated as the 
school will hold, and so the children can fulfil their household duties of fetching 
water, hoeing the beans, etc.) Clemantine was Enoch's eldest daughter. Only about 
nine years old, she had to fetch the water for the family. I had seen her return with a 
big yellow jerry can of water on her head. She had a twist of long grass that she put 
on her shaved head like a crown and the jerry can, on it's side, was balanced on the 
grass circle. The lid of the jerry can had been lost - they all had missing lids, so the 
children rammed a piece of green banana in as a bung. 
 
It was also quite normal to see a child with water running down her face or back from 
a small leak in the jerry can. Some of them walked nearly a kilometre like that, 
keeping their head up to balance the heavy jerry can, stoically tolerating the leaks and 
even with toes split open, as they tried to negotiate the sharp pieces of scoria 
protruding from the rough ground of the tracks, between the tents and green plastic 
shelters.  
 
I was surprised the people were so unfriendly when I went somewhere with Innocent. 
They had crowded round calling out greetings when I was with Enoch. Only about ten 
of the children came to shake my hand when I arrived at the orphan compound, but as 
soon as I moved away from Innocent they would all come to shake my hand with shy 
smiles. Very few went to shake Innocent's hand and I realised they were afraid of him.  
 
There were five or six young men and four young women who cooked for, and cared 
for, the orphans. One woman spoke some English and the other three all spoke good 
French, as did Innocent. Enoch had forbidden me to live over at the orphanage, but I 
was determined to go and spend time with the children each day if I could, without 
Innocent. I decided to broach the matter that evening at Bible study. I really disliked 
the Bible studies and the old men who had replaced the youth. There was no sign of 
Mama Clem or the children. I was the only female there. 
 
We started off with a song then opened a little book with a set study for each day. 
Innocent sat beside me now the young evangelists had left to study with 'Little Pastor 
Enoch' a very short pastor who lived close to Enoch's compound. Older men had 
replaced them and I felt the tension each night as I entered. There was a large wooden 
table with three benches around it. One of the young evangelists spoke English and 
had sat beside me to correct Innocent's French translation of what was being said. 
Enoch had started taking a back seat and rarely spoke a word to me, and now I was 
beginning to feel stifled and controlled by Innocent. We had a lot of studies from the 
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Old Testament and then Innocent asked me to answer the question, "Where was Jesus 
in this story?" I looked at him in horror, "It's the Old Testament Innocent, hundreds of 
years before Jesus was born!" 
 
"We always answer that question," he said crossly. The older pastors were all looking 
at me and not one of them looked friendly. Enoch cleared his throat noisily and spat a 
large mouthful of phlegm onto the earthen floor. I could not repress a shiver of 
disgust. Tomorrow his little girls would be walking around there barefoot. At least no 
one was watching me anymore or waiting for me to reply to the impossible question. 
Enoch gave me a quick glance. Was that a silent warning? I was confused and 
uncomfortable and as soon as Innocent answered his own question I asked to be 
excused and left. 
 
That I was tired was certainly true. Like the children, I had been bitten by the volcanic 
burrowing fleas, and spent most of the night scratching frantically or shivering with 
cold. That nice thick cover was too narrow to cover all of me and left a foot of my 
body uncovered. The temperature dropped to near freezing at night. I lay on my camp 
bed in very thin pyjamas with the cold striking up through the canvas and the volcanic 
fleas moving around in my veins and driving me mad with the itch. The Bible study 
with Innocent and the older pastors present was obviously not the time or place to talk 
to Enoch. Perhaps in the morning…  
 
That night, unable to sleep, I slipped across to the toilet. It was a beautiful starry night 
and I turned to look at the volcano that usually sat oppressively like some demon 
waiting for the right time to destroy us. The top of it was glowing with red sparks 
shooting upwards high into the air, like a firework display we had not been told about. 
I shivered at the thought of the mayhem there would be if it spewed lava down on the 
camp. The children would have no chance of escaping with the whole width of the 
camp between them and the road beside the lake. I asked the LORD to please damp 
down the fire and settle the volcano. I must have slept for a few hours because I never 
heard the rain. I checked the volcano as soon as I got up and was delighted to see it 
looked like a pot on the boil. Steam could clearly be seen rising out of the top and 
forming a cloud about fifty or one hundred feet above it. 
 
Innocent came to tell me that Enoch had already left on business and that he might not 
be able to spare the time to take me to the orphanage. I tried hard not to show my 
anger; "That’s fine Innocent, I will be able to find my own way now and one of the 
women can translate the children's Bible study, perhaps one of the older children can 
bring me home afterwards." I watched fear chasing anger across his face and knew 
that something was not right. I prayed silently and saw the big false smile come over 
his face.  
 
"You are my mother. I will take you and come myself to bring you home." 
 
His use of the word 'mother' in English when everything else we said was in French, 
was particularly nauseating, but it looked as if I was finally going to spend time with 
the children without him being there, so I smiled sweetly and thanked him. My heart 
was thanking God! 
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The children soon realised that Innocent had left me alone and laughing, they 
crowded round to greet me, all shaking my hand. In the camp it was customary to 
shake hands when you meet somebody, and again when you were going to leave. It 
was also the custom that the people you went to visit accompany you half way home. 
After a few minutes trying to talk to me unsuccessfully, they drifted away to return to 
whatever they had been doing and I noticed a little boy sitting on the ground rocking. 
He sobbed as he rocked back and forwards and I moved towards him. 
 
As I did another little boy about seven years of age came rushing up to him. This little 
boy I knew called himself 'Pasteur' (French for Pastor) because he wanted to become 
a pastor. He shook the child on the ground who could not have been more than three 
years old. Anxiously raising his voice he reprimanded the little one with the same 
sentences over and over. The toddler seemed to be deaf and locked into a grief 
beyond words. He pulled his shoulder free from the older child and resumed his 
rocking, back and forth, back and forth, trying to stifle his anguish with low moans 
while tears coursed down his face.  
 
I ran to find one of the women who was standing inside the large daytime tent. "Come 
quickly! come quickly!" I said in agitation. "There is something wrong with one of 
the children." I rushed back to where the child was sitting rocking and the older boy 
stepped away a short distance, still repeating the sentence I had heard him say over 
and over, "What's wrong?" I asked her.  
 
"There is nothing we can do," she said resignedly, and without showing any emotion 
she told me the child's story.  
 
"The two boys are brothers. Their father was a pastor and they saw him being 
macheted to death. The mother managed to flee with the two boys although she was 
heavily pregnant. For three days they fled towards the border with this little one 
strapped to her back. There were thousands of people fleeing frantically out of the 
country into Goma. Hundreds died from exhaustion, dysentery, or wounds from the 
machetes. They moved to the side of the road out of the way of the people running. 
This woman moved to the side of the road because her time had come. Little Pasteur 
helped to deliver the baby, a little girl. The mother was bleeding heavily and said to 
the older boy, ‘Do not be sad. I am going to be with Jesus and I don't want you to 
cry.’ They were only a kilometre from the border but little Pasteur would not leave his 
mother. Aid workers picked them up three days later. Pasteur was holding the baby to 
his dead mother's breast. Now he tells his brother, ‘Don’t cry, don’t cry. Mama told us 
not to cry!’” 
 
"What happened to the baby?" 
 
"We don't have babies here so she is in the Muslim orphanage close by who only have 
babies. They bring her to visit the boys, but the doctor says this little boy is dying of a 
broken heart. We can't get him to eat very much and he doesn't stop crying." 
 
The lump in my throat was choking me as I got down on my knees behind the little 
boy and held his shoulders gently between my hands, "Oh Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, Jesus." 
I wept, unable to think of any words to pray and knowing the child could not 
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understand me anyway. "Jesus, Jesus, Jesus." I continued, moving away a couple of 
steps. I would have picked him up and rocked him in my arms but I was afraid my 
skin colour would frighten him.  
 
I realised the orphans had surrounded us to watch, and that the woman - I only ever 
knew her as Mama - was walking away, so I asked her to bring the children into the 
tent for a Bible lesson. The little boy, who, like so many other young Rwandan 
children, had not yet been given a name, came with us holding his big brother's hand 
and keeping away from adults. A bench was brought for the translator and me to sit 
on. The woman who had told me the boys' story reappeared with a handful of refugee 
biscuits which were pushed into Little Pasteur's hand. As I spoke I watched little 'No 
name' eating the small pieces of biscuit his brother fed him, and drinking whatever 
was in the cup Little Pasteur had been given for him.  
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VI 
 

The Song 
 
 
We quickly settled into a routine. Each day I would be escorted to the orphanage and 
left for several hours. The day following No Name's distress he was heard laughing 
for the very first time. He made rapid progress but I noticed he shunned all adults 
except myself. Pasteur obviously adored me but I had decided not to shower them 
with love as it would cause further distress when I left. Sometimes I was left for a 
long time at the orphanage, and after two Bible stories with questions, the children 
needed to be able to run around outside. Not that they ever did. There was very little 
laughter or play. Sometimes I could get them to go outside and sing for me. Other 
days it rained and I tried to keep them amused in the big tent. 
 
If the adults were not available to translate, or pretended to be too busy, the children 
amused themselves. Often Muvunyi told them stories which had him almost 
speechless with laughter. The children would look at me from the corners of their 
eyes and try not to laugh. I always felt uncomfortable as if he was telling dirty jokes 
and should be stopped. Then I would ask the soldier’s boy to lead them in singing. 
This was the boy in the torn red shorts. I had managed to have him given a better pair 
of shorts and had been told he had no name either! 
 
Weeks later, when he was baptized, he chose to be called Jean-Marie Vianney. Jean-
Marie, Jean-Luc, Jean de Dieu are all boys names . He had been orphaned quite 
young and brought up by a soldier. Now the soldier had married and had no room for 
him, or so I had been told. Looking back it seems highly unlikely but he was my 
favourite regardless. He always led the children in songs with 'Yesu' (Jesus) in them, 
whereas Muvunyi's songs were Satani songs with two groups acting out the words. 
This delighted all of them. "Satan makes men beat their wives," would sing Muvunyi, 
while all the males would pretend to be husbands beating their wives. Some of the 
girls would cry out in pain, so wholeheartedly did the boys get into their parts. Jean-
Marie would be nowhere in sight as Muvunyi crowed in delight at having usurped his  
leadership. 
 
Soon groups of women we met on our way to and from Enoch's would all start to sing 
the satani songs, looking at me and laughing mockingly. Occasionally one or two 
women would shake their heads pointing to themselves as I passed. 
 
The stupid song was even sung in church to the merriment of the congregation. I was 
surprised and disappointed that Enoch allowed the satani songs to be sung and 
enacted in the church. This is giving glory to satan. Certainly there is no glory for 
God in such enactments. The tongue is so powerful! What we constantly speak out we 
bring about. Worst of all was the divorce from accountability, and recognition that 
such behaviour is against every godly principle. 
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Where there is no acceptance of guilt, there is no repentance for grieving God. No 
request for forgiveness from Jesus Christ, whose precious blood was shed that we 
might be forgiven. 
 
Taken to the extreme, the satani songs bred an indifference to all sin, particularly the 
atrocities that had just taken place during the genocide in Rwanda at the hands of 
these very people. 
 
Something would have to be done! 
 
We ate twice a day, the midday and evening meals. Enoch was away again on 
business and Innocent had left me all day at the orphanage, so I missed the mid-day 
meal. It was raining and the children filed out of the big tent. Each returned with an 
enamel plate with their only real meal of the day. They sat on the ground and ate with 
their fingers. Each child had less than a coffee mug full of rice with a spoonful of 
dried beans. The grey dishwater-looking sauce was just the water the beans had been 
soaked and cooked in. They all ate hungrily as soon as they were seated. 
 
Seeing I had no food, Micheli, a boy of about ten, made room in the dust beside 
where he sat, and patting it said, "You are welcome to share my meal Mama Elena.” I 
declined with a smile, choking out a "thank you" past the lump in my throat. They had 
so little and yet were prepared to share whatever they had. I smiled again at Micheli, 
watching the dishwater sauce making clean rivulets down his dirty arm before 
dripping off his elbow. In the absence of toilet paper and leaves they used their hand 
and no water was being wasted for them to wash. The rule was - use your left hand in 
the toilet and always offer your right hand to shake hands or eat. I hoped they learned 
to tell their left from their right early in life, and wondered who would teach them. 
 
This became a trivial issue the day two boys came running up to me to count the little 
bubbles they could make with an old balloon. Suck in, twist off, place the bubble 
between your fingers and start again. The first boy made about eight. The second one 
made really tiny bubbles and easily passed the count. 
 
"Show me the balloon!" I commanded, suddenly realising there could be no balloon in 
a refugee camp. Thinking I wanted to join their game they offered me the used 
condom with its contents knotted in the end! 
 
Dinner that night had been early. At the first bang on the drum I rushed into Bible 
study. A huddle of pastors were deep in conversation with Enoch, and Muvunyi was 
practicing on the drum. The singing had not started and neither, obviously, had the 
Bible study. I recognised a couple of the older pastors who had not come back to 
Bible studies since I announced that the LORD had given me a scripture for them. I 
had been really afraid of giving that scripture, knowing they would be furious; 
although it was more of a warning to an enemy army than something God would say 
to pastors. I decided ignorance was my best policy. 
 
"Can I choose tonight's song Enoch, as soon as my eyes get accustomed to the 
gloom?" 
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"But you can't understand Kinyarwanda, Mama Elena." 
 
"No but I'll pray and let myself be guided by the Holy Spirit." I noticed that Enoch 
returned for Bible study without the pastors. 
 
"They had to get back to Lac Vert before dark. Innocent has gone to accompany them. 
Now, what song have you chosen?" he asked, with one of his 'humour the child' 
smiles. 
 
"This one." I had checked the words and found one in the clean centre of the book, 
obviously unused. I chose it because it started with 'Yesu' (Jesus) and did not contain 
any silly satani. 
 
"You will have to pick another one, we do not use that section of the book." 
 
"This is the one I want, it starts with Jesus." 
 
"Jesus I love you," said Enoch looking very uncomfortable.  
 
"Well, you can start the Bible study with something else, but first teach me this one." 
We started to sing and I made them repeat and repeat it. 
 
As we sang, 'Little Pastor Enoch' and the young evangelists came to join us with huge 
grins on their faces. Others also joined us until there was standing room only as the 
sound of men's voices swelled out into the silent darkness. 
 
"Mama Elena said the Holy Spirit would choose the song," said Enoch rather 
defensively. This started them all talking excitedly together. I said goodnight and 
slipped away to repeat the three lines of the song I had learned and write it in my 
diary. They obviously knew the song well. Why didn't they want to sing it or use that 
part of the song book I wondered? 
 
 "We can't take you to the orphanage today," said Enoch apologetically. 
 
"Can I go in the afternoons instead?" I asked, knowing that Clemantine was going to 
school in the mornings that week, and might be free in the afternoon. I had a couple of 
reasons for asking and felt ashamed of them. Firstly I had been praying for rain nearly 
every night to damp down the volcano. Secondly I had been so badly sunburnt my 
first week in the camp that I had prayed that the LORD give me shelter from the 
noonday sun. Since then, each day as I went to the orphanage, I prayed for the sun to 
be covered by a cloud. Nearly every night it rained and every day clouds formed over 
the sun as I stepped out of my tent to go to the orphanage.  
 
At first I was thrilled and thanked the LORD with tears of gratitude. Then I started to 
wonder if it always clouded over at that time of day in Goma. Going to the orphanage 
in the afternoon would soon show if it was the weather or miracles. Also I was 
constantly hungry, praying each day that the LORD would increase the quantity of 
food on my plate. I ate as sparingly as possible so I could give Enoch's girls back 
more than I had been given. We all have to eat and I didn't want to be stranded 
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without the small midday meal. (I was very fat when I went and lost thirty kilos in 
five months.) 
 
The women in the camp were never alone. They did their shopping, cooking and 
laundry in groups of ten or more. They often sang as they worked. As I approached 
they would start their satani songs with peals of laughter at my disapproval. There 
were far more groups of women at this time of day than early morning. Sure enough 
they formed a circle and started to sing. Leaving Innocent standing, I rushed over to 
the group singing 'Yesu ndamukunda' as loudly as I could. A shocked silence fell. 
One or two women shyly started to sing with me. Innocent called me to come back, 
much as an owner would call his dog to heel. I went back to him trying to keep a 
pleasant smile on my face. 
 
Another two groups were silenced by my rendition of  'Yesu ndamukunda'. I didn't try 
to join them, as Innocent was very uneasy about what I was doing, and I didn't want 
him to prevent me going each day. He dropped me off and left us. I did notice the 
children would not even come to the tent while he was there but they came crowding 
round as soon as he left. The weeks were slipping by and I hoped some would be 
baptized before I left the camp to go into Rwanda. 
 
I was teaching about Moses. "And Moses threw down his staff and it turned into a 
snake. Then the sorcerers threw down their staffs and they turned into snakes too." 
"Ai-ee! Ai-ee! Ai-ee!." rent the air. I looked up to see Serafine with her hands over 
her mouth in horror and her eyes popping out of her head. 
 
"What's the matter with Serafine?" 
 
"She says the witch doctors are very powerful." Other children started looking 
frightened.  
 
"Tell her not to worry, Moses’ snake eats up all the other snakes. Moses is more 
powerful than the witch doctors." This is duly translated but Serafine was not 
convinced. She said something and all the children, wide eyed and fearful, started 
agreeing with her. I looked at the woman who was translating for me and see she too 
was afraid and agreeing with Serafine. 
 
"Mama Elena, we are not living with Moses here in the camp. We live with the witch 
doctors." I realised I had lost the class. They were not listening to my explanations. 
 
"O.K. lets move on, the second story today is about Jesus … and the man who had 
been paralysed from birth was lowered through the hole they had made in the roof. 
Jesus said to the man, ‘Your sins are forgiven,’ … " 
 
"Ai-ee! Ai-ee! Ai-ee!" wept Serafine again. 
 
"What is wrong with Serafine this time?" She was already on her feet and came over 
to stare into my eyes. 
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"Will Jesus ever forgive us what we have done?" she asked. There was no way I could 
get through to them or even convince the translator, so we went outside to sing. 
 
"Yesu ndamukunda … " I started. Very reluctantly they obliged me by singing it. Few 
knew the words and some of the older children had disappeared from sight. A couple 
of men came into the orphanage compound and told me I should be teaching them 
English, not upsetting them. Innocent came rushing back to get me and take me home 
like a child who has disgraced herself in front of guests. Not even the women's 
groups’ greeting me with friendly waves and greetings could break through my guilt 
at having distressed the children.  
 
I asked to be excused from Bible study and saw the relief on Enoch's face. Perhaps I 
was turning into a liability instead of a blessing. That night I cried myself to sleep.  
 
When the cold and volcanic fleas woke me I started to pray.  
 
"Father God, I am so sorry I stuffed up today with the kids. Not one of them believes 
they can be forgiven. Please help me to get through to them. In Jesus holy name. And 
thank you LORD for straightening it out." 
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VII 
 

Volcanic Fleas and the Miracles-supported Lesson on Forgiveness 
 
 
The children sat in a semi-circle around my chair with one of the women to translate. 
"Hands up anyone who knows Jesus loves them." Two of the younger children half 
raised their hands. Serafine moved directly in front of me and stood behind the seated 
children. Her eyes devour me. "Hands up anyone who thinks Jesus loves me." Every 
child raised an arm straight up in the air. I nodded, and started telling them the rest of 
the story about Jesus saying, "Your sins are forgiven." Then saying, "Take up your 
bed and walk." Healing and forgiveness go hand in hand. The one who is forgiven is 
healed. The one who is healed can be forgiven. 
 
Now, who has these nasty suppurating fleabites?" Some time passed as each child 
showed the bleeding pustules and open scratches they had. Every child had open 
sores. "Who believes Jesus loves me?" I ask again, looking at Serafine. 
 
Once I have established that Jesus certainly loves me, I stand, remove one boot, put 
my foot on the chair, pull up my jeans a little and push down my sock. My ankle is 
startlingly white. On it are streaks of dried blood, long, open sores and bruises where I 
have hit myself to try to kill whatever was burrowing under the skin. Gasps of shock 
and horror fill the tent. I can clearly see the guilt on some of the children’s faces. 
They think they are there because of what they have done. They think they deserve 
the sores, and that I do not. Serafine will not look at me. I suspect she is crying behind 
her joined hands. 
 
"Now, listen carefully …" I start, but have to give my translator time to get her voice 
back. "I'm going to pray about all these sores and the filthy fleas that cause them. 
When you are healed you will know that Jesus forgives you. All right?" They nod and 
I pray. 
 
I prayed for every child and every adult who cared for them. I prayed for their clothes 
and bedding to be debugged. I even prayed for the crushed scoria covering the ground 
at the orphanage to be bug free. Often we could see the fleas hopping like they do in a 
henhouse. I think the prayer, which had been translated, shocked them as much as my 
ankle. I was emotionally drained myself and glad that Enoch had turned up to take me 
home. I had an important visitor due, he explained. Innocent, all of the household, and 
even the neighbours were milling round excitedly. 
 
"The Catholic Bishop ---- is coming," Innocent told me before rushing out to get the 
church pew and try to slot it into my tent. Of course it didn't fit. He took it away and 
someone else brought a short bench two people could sit on. They got it in easily 
enough but the tent side sloped down over it preventing anyone from sitting on it. 
 
"The Catholic Archbishop of Rwanda is coming," said Innocent. He was in such a 
dither I almost laughed. This visitor had jumped from Bishop to Archbishop in less 
than five minutes. "Get out!" I said commandingly to Innocent. I had been sitting on 
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my camp bed watching his efforts with the bench. Only when he moved out I was 
able to stand and move my bed one foot closer to the centre of the tent until it touched 
the pole. I pulled the short bench round at right angles so it fitted from bed to 
doorway, also touching the pole. The ragged piece of matting that partly replaced the 
missing door flap was quickly removed.  
 
Didn't they realise I could only stand to greet someone right beside the pole and any 
visitor could also only stand upright beside the pole? 
 
He wasn't much taller than I. Solid but not fat. He was ushered in as His Excellency 
the Archbishop … in Kinyarwandan. “Muraho.” (Good day.) I greeted him, leaving 
him the choice of conversing in English or French. He was dressed in a black soutane, 
as was the thin young man who accompanied him. The thin young man sat with his 
knees crossed trying to look disdainful as he leaned forward. The tent canvas 
prevented him from sitting upright. The dislike between us was almost palpable. 
 
The Bishop/Archbishop was quite pleasant to start with. He had heard my testimony 
and had come to question me about it. 
 
“What form are your visions?” 
“How exactly do you receive them?” 
“How does God speak to you?” 
“What do you mean by ‘through the scriptures’?” 
“How do you speak in tongues?” 
 
It was like a cross examination, he never left me time to collect myself. In fact I could 
hardly draw breath.  
 
"Madame, if nobody knows the meaning of tongues how do you know what you are 
talking about?" 
 
"Well, I don't really, except that a few words in tongues will often provoke a new line 
of prayer or thought that the Holy Spirit translates in the spirit. Like a little song I was 
once given.” 
 
"Can you sing the song?" I am embarrassed but oblige… 
 
"If you can't understand the language how can you remember the song so readily?" he 
challenged me.  
 
"I wrote it down in my diary, Sir. I sometimes comfort myself singing it. I am 
sometimes instructed to sing it to someone else the LORD is comforting. 
 
"The Bishop/Archbishop became excited and seemed quite human. "Can I read it? 
Can I copy it out? I'd love to have it analysed!" He looks excitedly at the thin young 
man with him who is probably getting a crick in his neck. I had been watching him 
with his body forward but head ridiculously far back so he could look down his nose 
at me. He too had been observing me, pretending disdain, as he swung his rosary 
round and round on one finger. I tore out a piece of paper from the back of my diary 
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and copied out the song. A few words in Kinyarwandan were whispered between the 
two of them. 
  
"Are you going to Kibuye when you go into Rwanda, Madame?" 
 
"No, I am going to Kigali. " 
 
"Some young Rwandan girls have seen the Saint Virgin near Kibuye. They have 
heard messages for the people. Will you go to Kibuye now I have told you this, to try 
to see the Virgin Mary? She might even speak to you." 
 
"No Sir, I will go to Kigali." Anger blazed in his eyes. I saw from his body language 
and words that he was trying to establish control. Not only of the situation but also of 
me. He tried another tactic. 
  
"If you are a real Christian you would go to Kibuye, to the place where the Virgin 
Mary has been seen. Now, will you go Madame, and if not, why not?" 
 
"God has forbidden the living to seek advice from the dead. King Saul died for going 
to the witch of Endor to have Samuel the prophet called up from the grave." 
 
The Bishop choked and jumped to his feet. The young man dropped his rosary and got 
under the Bishop's feet retrieving it. Surprised by the rapid end to the visit I rose to 
show them out. There was no room for three people to stand in my tiny tent. We 
bumped heads as we all tried to be the first to the doorway. The Bishop, because he's 
the Bishop. The young escort because he was last in and has to be first out. Me, to do 
the right thing and usher them out. Drawing himself as tall as he could outside, the 
Bishop straightened the bits of cloth on top of his soutane like a hen smoothing her 
ruffled feathers. I tried not to laugh. 
 
He ground out with heavy sarcasm, "Perhaps Madame, when you next speak to God 
you could ask Him why He allowed the genocide to take place? And why He doesn't 
use Catholics as prophets?" Leaving the flowery leave-taking speeches to Enoch and 
Innocent, I returned to my camp bed. "Why did You allow the genocide LORD?" I 
ask in perplexity. Before I've even sat down again the LORD answers, "You will find 
the answers to both questions in Ezekiel 34." The response was for me, and 
considering I'd done enough damage for the day I did not run to catch up with the 
Bishop to tell him. 
 
Ten minutes later I had another visitor. Pastor Pierre-Damien from the Church of 
Friends introduced himself again. I remembered him from the crowd when I first 
arrived in the camp. I relaxed as we chatted. He did not say he had overheard my 
encounter with the Bishop but it was obvious he had. I wondered how many others 
had eavesdropped. Pastor Pierre-Damien invited me to speak in his church on Sunday 
and I agreed before Enoch, eavesdropping again, rushed in to say it was not possible. 
Pastor Pierre-Damien spoke in Kinyarwandan. I heard Pastor Kyeya's name. It was 
arranged that I would go, but things were about to happen that would change 
everybody's plans. 
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Pastor Pierre-Damien left and I was brought a plate of rice with a piece of sweet 
potato that had been deep fried. "You will have to eat quickly Mama Elena, you have 
a whole line of visitors waiting." 
  
Enoch and Innocent were arguing. Innocent wanted to send all the visitors away, but 
Enoch, who was getting to know me, said some would have to be allowed to visit me. 
I did not understand any of their words but somehow I knew everything they were 
saying. This strange gift was to have surprising developments! 
 
Involved in their whispers, neither man saw me as I returned my plate of uneaten rice 
to Mama Clem. Stepping past her I invited all the waiting visitors in with a smile. 
There were too many for my tent section so we sat on the volcanic rocks in Enoch's 
church. I tore my jeans on the jagged edges of scoria I had been sitting on, when 
Enoch burst through the doorway. I was afraid he would forbid them to come freely to 
visit and quickly said I would be happy to pray for anyone who needed prayer. A 
group of seven stayed behind and were allowed past Enoch's into the small tent and 
toilet area. None of them were sick and each prevented the others from talking to me 
personally. I prayed a general prayer for them and four left. 
 
A tall well built man sat on the little bench which had been placed parallel to my bed 
so I sat facing him. The women sat one each side. He started to talk, becoming more 
emotional by the minute. First both women elbowed him to stop him talking - one 
stood to leave, while the other told him to be quiet. He ignored them both and the 
second one rose to go outside the tent with the first one, to keep eavesdroppers away.  
 
"Mama Elena, if a man has been involved in the genocide will Jesus forgive him?" 
 
"Jesus will forgive him. " 
 
"But if he has actually killed someone will Jesus still forgive?" 
 
“Jesus will forgive." 
 
"Will Jesus still forgive if he has killed several people?" he asks with his shaking 
becoming stronger and his head sinking lower on his chest.  
 
"Yes Jesus will forgive." 
 
His voice was no more than a hoarse whisper. It sounded somehow painful. 
 
"Mama Elena, if that man was responsible for many, many people being killed, would 
Jesus still forgive?" 
 
"Where there is repentance, Jesus forgives. Let's pray." Taking his hands in mine I 
prayed that all who had been involved in the genocide, all who had been involved in 
the bloodshed in any way, be given the grace to repent and ask for forgiveness. Before 
I finished the prayer he stopped shaking and sat up. His smile and look of gratitude 
brought a smile to my own lips. He grasped my hands tightly as I stood to show him 
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out. He stumbled to his feet, stepping back over the bench, seeming unwilling to let 
my hands go, or unaware he was still holding them.  
 
It was late and I washed perfunctorily and put my thin pyjamas on. I was just about to 
slide into bed when Enoch burst into my tent without even a token, 'hodi hodi’ ('knock 
knock’). He threw the bench out in rage and came back inside. We both sat side by 
side on my camp bed with my bra, still dripping, on a nail on the centre pole in front 
of our faces with my other clothes on the back of the chair. The candle flickered and 
Enoch reached across me to pinch the wick and save the little that was left of it. 
 
The fear was gone as quickly as the glimmer of light as I remembered a conversation 
with the LORD while I was still in Australia.  
 

   
 
"Think of your worst scenario," said the LORD. 
 
"Ha! I don't need to think hard about that!" I could cope with mutilation because I 
would feel no pain. I don't even mind dying and You have already promised to bring 
me home safely. But rape! There is no way I could cope with being sexually defiled." 
 
"You could pray. I will hear you call to Me before you have even formed the words." 
 
"All right, its a deal! If I ever get into a situation that looks as if it could turn to rape I 
will pray for instant, total, sexual impotence in every male for a ten mile radius!" I 
knew it was an agreement the LORD would keep. 
 

   
 
Enoch was talking. He was angry because I had let strangers into his compound and 
could easily have been killed. Didn't I realise the danger I was in? 
 
"But Enoch. everyone knows I have no money or even any decent clothes to steal." I 
was not really so naïve, but one good thing about the darkness is that no-one can see 
your face. Enoch took the bait and started talking to the child he thought I was.  
 
"Mama Elena, there are bad people in the camp. They are afraid of you because God 
talks to you. You know too much to be safe. Now you are going around singing and 
mixing with the women. Someone is going to die if you keep talking about repentance 
and forgiveness." I did not know then that there is only one word in Kinyarwandan for 
repentance and confession. Everyone was afraid somebody might mention them by 
name as they confessed their sins to me. 
 
We sat talking for ages as Enoch gave me the version he wanted me to believe. A 
version that would have given him some peace had it been true. He told me how evil 
the Tutsi soldiers were who had chased the population out of the country in terror. As 
he talked I remembered Innocent boasting about the mutilations. 
 
"We cut everything off that hangs," he had said with a laugh. Innocent tried to use 
fear to intimidate and control me. Fear? For myself I had no fear! 
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 I saw myself at three years of age. It was my first night in a room by myself. The bed 
was high and I had to do a half leapfrog to get onto it. Outside the storm raged and the 
rain lashed the window. The big old tree was creaking in the wind as thunder clapped 
all around. I knelt excitedly waiting for the lightning show through my uncurtained 
window.  
 
"Get off the bed and go to your parent's room." said a man's voice. I jumped down and 
ran across the landing. "Daddy!" I called timorously. "Go back to bed Pet it is just a 
storm." I went back to my own room and just as I was about to climb up on the bed a 
voice said again, "Go to your parent's room." “Daddy," I called again. "She has to 
learn to sleep in her own room. Don't you dare baby her, send her back to bed. She is 
not coming in here," said my mother. Back I went but only got to the door when the 
voice said emphatically, "Go back to your parent's room." I crossed the landing for 
the third time, too afraid of the voice not to. Too afraid of my mother to go into her 
room. I crouched as low as I could, pulling my flannelette nightgown down round my 
ankles.  
 
The thunder clapped and was followed immediately by another loud noise. My 
father's door was thrown open and he tripped over me as I crouched on the other side. 
Stooping to pick me up, he carried me to my room. Together we watched the roof tiles 
slice down onto my pillow to join the huge branch lying on my bed. 
 
"Someone kept telling me to get out!" I explained tearfully. 
 
Carrying me to his room, my father told my mother with a laugh, "We have a little 
Samuel in the house.. A few days later I was playing on the floor with my brother. 
'Jody', a family nick name, was eleven months older than me. My mother burst into 
the room and, grabbing me by the shoulder, yanked me off the floor. 
 
"You rotten, thieving bitch. You have been eating the sultanas again. I'll thrash the 
life out of you this time!" I might have died on the spot so great was my fear. Again I 
heard the voice. 
 
"You have done nothing wrong, you will feel no pain." As she dragged me over to a 
chair, with one hand, my mother picked up one of my father's leather slippers with the 
other. She sat on the chair, threw me over her knees and raised her hand to strike me. 
 
There was an overwhelming feeling of warmth, love and protection. I was held in 
somebody's arms as I watched my mother beating the other me that was lying across 
her knees. 
 
"You will cry! You will cry!" screamed my mother, as the blows rained down on the 
silent unflinching child. My brother appeared in the doorway. Chalk white and 
trembling violently, his eyes staring in horror and fear, he stammered, "Please stop. It 
wasn't her, it was me who ate the sultanas." 
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"You have to go back now," said the voice quietly in my ear. Before I could protest I 
was being pushed off my mother's knee into a heap on the floor. From that day to this 
if I have done nothing wrong I know I will feel no pain.  
 

   
 
Enoch was still talking. "Elena! I asked you to pray." I prayed and he left, but the day 
was not yet over for me. As I lay in bed I could hear Mama Clem screaming in rage 
and jealousy. A hard slap turned the screaming to soft sobbing. She obviously did not 
believe we were just talking as we sat there together in the dark. Poor Mama Clem. I 
had no words to set the record straight. If she did not believe Enoch she would not 
believe me either.  
 
"Oh LORD, what now?" 
 
"Poisonings." 
 
I did not hear anything else and could not sleep. An hour or two later, still unable to 
sleep, I stepped outside into the silence of the night. The acoustics at the bottom of the 
volcano, surrounded by hills on three sides and the lake on the other, were most 
unusual. A baby crying a couple of kilometres away could easily be heard. I heard a 
spatter of cracks like fireworks, followed by screams and explosions. I knew there 
were bullets, grenades and mayhem several kilometres away in the Goma direction.  
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VIII 
 

Birth Deformity Removed 
 
 
The children were laughing as they played tag. There were less than usual and several 
I did not recognise. I had never seen them playing before. All the little ones were 
there but I couldn't see Serafine, her little sister, Jean-Marie, the two older boys or 
Micheli. Perhaps they were at school.  
 
I did notice the beautiful smooth skin without a blemish or scar in sight. Did they all 
have smooth skin? None of my usual adults were anywhere to be seen and my 
translator for the day did not know what I was talking about. She asked the children 
who said 'Yego' (yes), with big smiles.  
 
The big church pew had been brought into the children's daytime tent. I had been told 
to stay with the children and keep out of sight. About fifteen squashed onto the church 
pew. The others sat on the ground. I was tired and grumpy. One boy, determined to 
distract the class, sat second from one end of the bench. I saw him whisper to the boys 
each side. One readily agreed with a big grin. The other needed more persuasion. I got 
on with the lesson hoping they would become too interested to bother disrupting the 
class. Vain hope! 
 
They listened for about five minutes. I was reading an English Bible, mentally making 
it into a children's story and translating it into French. My translator kept asking me to 
repeat myself because her French was poor. Out of the corner of my eye I saw the 
three boys stand quickly and lift the end of the bench. Everyone else fell off it in a 
heap.  
 
My bad temper disappeared at their squeals and laughter. They had so little to laugh 
about in the camp.  
 
Drowned out by the laughter were the cries of a little girl about three years old. She 
was on the opposite end of the bench and all the others had fallen on top of her. I 
picked her up and asked the translator to ask where she was hurt. She was an ungainly 
child, seemingly too solid to turn or move from her hips. She had hurt her back and 
wouldn't stop crying.  
 
I sat back on my chair with the little girl on my lap. Sliding my hand very gently up 
her bare back under her ridiculously short jumper, I whispered in her ear. 
 
"Jesus heals you. He loves you." 
 
The interpreter did not hear me. No one but the child could have heard me and no one 
understood English anyway. The child stopped crying and snuggled into me as I 
gently rubbed her back. I felt a hard, flat shape parallel to her spine. It was as if 
someone had slipped a ruler under her skin.  
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Finishing the lesson I gently set the child down on her feet. 
 
"What is wrong with her back?" I asked the interpreter. 
 
"Oh it is nothing. She was born like that." 
 
"It is quite serious," I contradict, reaching for the child. Again I slid my hand up her 
back. The ruler-bone had disappeared. The child was in shock. She turned one way 
and then the other, a huge smile breaking over her face. Twist, twist, twist, she went, 
making herself dizzy. We all watched her in amazement. The children led her outside. 
Oblivious of everything other than the freedom to move she continued to twist.  
 
Enoch came to pick me up himself. He looked shocking. Tired, worried and distracted 
by whatever had happened he would not talk. 
 
"I'll show you tomorrow," was all he would say. Something was very wrong. We did 
not see many people as he silently rushed me home. Another ominous sign! 
 
"Tomorrow I'm taking you to Goma. We need to see the United Nations High 
Commission For Refugees." I hated going with him to the United Nations offices. He 
always begged and it embarrassed me. Just the begging was distasteful enough 
without being made into a bargaining chip. Of course no one would, or could, give me 
anything. I had no business being there.  
 
We all had an early night. No Bible study. No need to pretend friendship with 
Innocent whom I now really disliked. Just peace and quiet and an early night. There 
was a heavy silence over the whole camp. Silent babies, silent children, silent adults. 
It was quite eerie.  
 
I slept well for once. Pierre-Celestin brought me a mug of porridge for breakfast. He 
was one of Enoch's younger brothers who had taken over the cooking. The porridge 
was made of millet and had a pink tinge. He told me we might not be back for the 
mid-day meal. Life is surprisingly free when there are no decisions to make. How 
shall I wear my hair? What shall I wear? Which shoes will be the most comfortable 
for a day in town? 
 
Enoch asked if I could be seated near the window. There were not many people on the 
bus nor much movement in the camp. It was as if they were all in mourning.  
 
"Look! Look what they have done," said Enoch. A minute later I saw the settlement 
of corrugated iron shanties, known as the 'Village des enfants,' (children's village) had 
been flattened and gutted by fire. So this is what has affected the whole camp, I 
thought. There had been an attack just outside Mugunga.  
 
We were at the United Nations offices for a couple of hours. They had decided the 
children in the camps were at risk and the orphanages had to close. 
 
"Where will the children go?" I asked , appalled. 
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"We'll have them absorbed into the families throughout the camps." 
 
"I have a dozen children who are going to be baptized. We need time to prepare 
them." 
 
"You have the next three days, Helen we'll close the orphanages on Monday." 
 
"That is ridiculous! It is not a case of dipping them in and out of the water. They need 
to be properly prepared." Enoch was reluctantly promised food for another week and 
we were given a reprieve. 
 
Pastor Kyeya had called an emergency meeting. There was a roomful of pastors and I 
didn't recognise him with his head shaved. He asked if I was being well treated and 
did I intend staying at Mugunga? “I was fine thanks,” I had answered. Enoch had 
been very kind. I saw the orphans daily and some wanted to be baptized. As soon as 
the Zairian pastors started greeting me Enoch said we had to go. 
 
I was taken to a house well back off the road, where a Zairian pastor and his family 
lived. They were really nice and I got the feeling they would be my alternative 
accommodation if I needed it. The LORD had put me in the camp with the orphans 
and that was where I wanted to stay. It was to be a few months before I could fully 
appreciate the offer of alternative accommodation. It was not just providing food and 
shelter, there was a huge security risk building up for whoever helped me. 
 
That night I had several visitors. Therese came with a lady friend, Mama Phoebe 
(name changed). They came to pray with me and ask me to pray for them. There were 
going to be elections in the camp and Mama Phoebe, who had seven children, was a 
candidate. for a mother of seven she was surprisingly young and attractive. I don't 
think she was a day over thirty. Therese was older, covered her hair and had a pinched 
strained look about her. Her best friend, she told me, was a Zairian woman who 
worked for the United Nations. This woman was also in a women's prayer group 
which had been told by the LORD that a white woman was coming. They sent me two 
warnings from the LORD: 
 
1. Get ready to flee to the hills. 
 
2. Tous les pasteurs ne sont pas des pasteurs! (All the pastors were not really pastors.) 
 
These two warnings were whispered dramatically in my ear while Mama Phoebe 
stood apart praying loudly. 
 
There was a couple who wanted the Muzungu (white person) to pray for their very 
sick baby. They had heard about the little girl whose birth deformity had disappeared.  
 
My last visitor, or the last one Innocent allowed into the compound, told me he was 
the Principal of the school in Mugungu East. The orphanage was going to close and 
would I teach the Bible in the school? He also said I could pray for the children. The 
man, (name withheld deliberately), said he would discuss it with Enoch and left.  
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Enoch came later to inform me neither he nor Innocent could spare the time to take 
me to school, but I could return to the orphanage next day. I did not argue the point, 
preferring to pray. What the LORD wanted, He would arrange. No more visitors were 
allowed in that night. 
 
The Principal came again and I asked him to persuade Enoch that I would be perfectly 
safe at school, and some of the orphans would be there. 
 
Next day to my surprise Innocent took me to school. Enoch was away for the day. We 
went towards the volcano and I was shown the school on top of the next ridge. 
 
"Do not ever go into that area between here and there. That is the Pygmy area. You 
always have to go round.” The way round was very complicated. Was Innocent trying 
to disorient me? We walked for quite a long way and came to a corrugated iron shed. 
 
"This is the Muslim orphanage, look you can see through this hole." I put my eye to 
the hole and saw an immaculately clean room. Each child had their own little cot or 
mattress. Each child had a thick new blanket and a clean sheet. I was shocked! Our 
orphanage had two or three filthy pieces of old foam mattress with a filthy threadbare 
blanket for about eight children to share. 
 
"It is so clean. They are so well looked after." I couldn't help blurting out. Innocent 
pulled me away roughly. 
 
"Come on! I haven't much time." 
 
We came to an area with smooth stone under foot. Innocent told me to keep walking, 
he would only be a minute. I walked on and two men stepped out in front of me 
blocking the way forward. I saw Innocent talking to a short heavily built woman, then 
run to catch up with me. He had a short argument with the two men, who did not look 
at all friendly. They passed silently by without returning my greetings. 
 
At school too there were more of the staff who seemed unfriendly than those who 
were cordial. "Do not worry about them, they are Muslims. You will be safe here 
Mama Elena, see up there." said the Principal. He showed me a soldiers’ lookout with 
a couple of armed soldiers guarding the school and children. 
 
"They will protect both the children and you. Now, will you teach both mornings and 
afternoons.?" 
 
No, That's not possible but I can come mornings." 
 
"Monday to Friday?" 
 
"Yes." 
 
"Well, come on Monday and I will check the rosters so you can move from one class 
to the next. If Innocent is not there to translate then the class teacher will translate for 
you." 
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"Thank you and God bless you." 
 
"8 a.m., Mama Elena, we start at 8 a.m." 
 
While we had been chatting in the office Innocent had been with someone outside 
who kept giving us furtive looks. Their heads were together as if they were plotting 
something bad. 
 
I was very thirsty. I had been given no water in my little bottle and had not drunk 
since the previous afternoon. Innocent was obviously trying to confuse me. He took 
me home by a different route from the way we had come. Women were doing their 
laundry where eight taps were installed for the purpose. One was dribbling and I tried 
to reach the water. Seeing what I was doing Innocent threw himself at me to prevent 
me from drinking. 
 
"Let her drink," said one of the women, producing an enamel mug. 
 
"You can drink at home," said Innocent, angrily pulling me away. I was tired and 
dizzy from heat and thirst. It took us three times longer to get home than it did to get 
to school, and I recognised two little alleyways we crossed several times. 
 
When we got home I saw that my drinking bottle was full to the brim. I poured myself 
a beaker full of water and drank half of it in one long gulp. It was lovely and cold and 
did not taste of any chemicals. Everything flashed before my eyes. The thirst. The 
endless walking. The rude pulling me away from the laundry taps. The lovely cold 
water that did not taste of chemicals. The water always had a really strong iodine taste 
and was lukewarm. Innocent and Mama Clem must be in collusion to get me to drink 
the water from the lake. There were still bodies being found floating there and we all 
knew the water was full of cholera. 
 
I had not brought any thyroid medication with me but did have a bottle of tincture of 
iodine. I quickly poured some into the other half beaker of water and drank it to mix it 
with the first half, already inside me. As I finished my drink Mama Clem brought me 
my meal. I watched her eyes go immediately to the water bottle then fix on me. What 
next? I had asked the LORD and heard, "Poisonings." Plural! It was not yet over. 
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IX 
 

We go to Kibumba with American Visitors 
 
 
Five young Americans arrived in the camp for a few days. They came from Nairobi 
with two Rwandan women, Violette and Suzanne, who were trying to establish the 
identity of the orphans. What a great relief and joy to be able to speak to someone 
fluent in English and French. Suzanne who only stayed two days threw open her 
suitcase and told me to help myself when she heard I only had what I stood up in. I 
had told them about my personal hygiene drama and asked their advice. 
 

   
 
Back in Australia I had packed very carefully. I had been told to take nothing for the 
journey. No change of clothes or spare shoes. Obviously I needed a handbag for my 
Bible and papers. There was a faded pink satchel in an opportunity shop with a solid 
extendible shoulder strap. No clothes I understood to be no change of outside clothes. 
I had a very thin pair of cotton pyjamas which I could wear while I washed my jeans 
and T shirt, one extra set of underwear and a change of socks. A piece of coal tar soap 
that would also serve as shampoo, a face washer and a small piece of thin cotton 
towel. Nothing else would fit. 
 
"LORD, how do I deal with my periods? I don't even have room for sanitary towels." 
I did not hear an answer but realised I could make two wash-and-wear pads. The first 
one I made from absorbent kitchen wipes had a piece of plastic bag sewn into it. It 
crackled! I scrapped it and tried one with a waterproof piece cut out of a baby's pair of 
plastic pants. It needed kitchen wipes on both sides but it was easy to wash out and 
dried quickly. Small as they were I could only fit two in my bag. 
 

   
 
Living in the camp I could only go to the toilet at home and sometimes I was away for 
hours. One day, in a desperate rush, I had dropped one of my pads down the toilet 
hole. 
 
What do I do next period? How do African women cope? I don't even have any bits of 
rag. 
 
"When was your last period?" questioned Violette. I told her I would not get another 
one for three weeks. The drama had just occurred. 
 
"Well, don't worry about anything." Was all she said. Suzanne insisted I take her thick 
cardigan to keep warm at night and an old sarong to cover my pyjamas when I washed 
my jeans. I had been washing them late Saturday and wearing them wet but clean for 
church on Sundays. 
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I had soaked my feet and ostentatiously washed my socks in the water from the lake, 
so I obviously needed my bottle filled from the water in the family jerry can. Mama 
Clem had given me a long measuring look. 
 
Enoch, always after an easy dollar, had begged the Americans to buy a bag of rice for 
the orphans. They also provided for their own sort of food and a chef to cook it. 
Enoch, Innocent and I ate with them and we all enjoyed the coffee. 
 
Enoch had organised a minibus to take us to Kibumba, another refugee camp. We 
took Mama Clem and Adelfine. Clemantine and Collette stayed home as they had to 
do chores and go to school. The driver of the minibus, who had witchcraft symbols 
embroidered on his jeans, placed the two Praise and Worship cassettes the Americans 
had brought, on his front dashboard. He wound his window right down and called to 
someone as the bus crawled slowly between the tents and pedestrians. The two were 
having a short conversation through the open window when suddenly the man outside 
the minibus snatched the two cassettes and ran away. A Muslim’s cassette was slotted 
into the tape deck and played loudly until we all had headaches. If we sang, the tape 
was played in competition. Enoch claimed to be unable to do anything until the 
Americans threatened to cancel the trip and return home to Mugunga. 
 
Enoch spoke to the driver who compromised with silence. No Christian music, no 
Muslim music. 
 
"Put on your armour of God, there is danger ahead." said the LORD. 
 
I gave Enoch the scripture - a prayer of protection - and told him there was trouble 
ahead just as Adelfine started to vomit. We asked for the minibus to be stopped, much 
to the anger of the driver who wanted to continue regardless. Mama Clem and Enoch 
were in the front with the driver with Adelfine between them. Mama Clem lifted the 
vomiting baby over to puke on the driver who capitulated and stopped. As I held and 
prayed for Adelfine who had overcome her fear of me, I saw an identical minibus pass 
us on the road. 
 
"There is trouble on the road, Enoch. We need to pray about it without alarming the 
Americans. I became dizzy and thought I might vomit myself, so no one moved until I 
had 'prayed it through.' 
 
Several kilometres ahead we saw the ambulance drive off with the passengers of the 
minibus. It had been hit and wrecked by a large truck. Enoch had turned a sickly grey-
green colour. 
 
"I saw it before we saw it," he said quietly to me in French. 
 
"It's not over yet," I replied. 
 
As soon as we arrived in Kibumba anti-American taunts were hurled in our direction 
by some of the young men. The Americans seemed blissfully unaware of danger, even 
after Mama Clem and the baby had been put in a taxi and sent straight back home to 
Mugunga. We had been told we could go to the hospital to pray for the sick and 
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headed uphill towards it. By this time I had stomach cramps. Unused to more than a 
few mouthfuls of the children's rice and beans, the relatively rich, abundant food the 
Americans had provided was too much for me. 
 
One of the American girls asked me to find her a toilet. You and me both, I thought. I 
approached Enoch who was with the men and asked him in French. He looked around 
and told us to just squat. That was out of the question and we had to make quite a 
detour away from the road to the hospital. By the time we found one it was 'look 
through' with no door and big gaps in the walls. I covered for the young woman and 
had a quick flash vision of men surrounding the toilet and...... 
 
"We have to go quickly!" I said. Hurry! There is trouble coming." Enoch felt it too, 
and we rushed away as three men hurried towards us. Enoch held them back as we 
made for the road to the hospital with the security of lots of people milling round. 
 
"Should we have lunch first?" he asked. 
 
"Yes please, somewhere with a toilet, I haven't been yet." He gave me a look that 
made me feel like a difficult child at the end of a supermarket checkout line. No 
restaurants! Enoch found us seats with a roof over our heads for shade so we were out 
of the sun. He then called a well dressed lady to my assistance and we set off to find a 
toilet which was in the little wooden room at the side of the unmade dirt road. The 
lady had kindly given me her stash of toilet paper. "In future Mama Elena you do not 
go anywhere without some toilet paper for an emergency." It was good advice that I 
always heed. 
 
On the way back I saw two men talking urgently, heads together. I was going to call 
out because I knew one of them but just then they turned sideways and split up, both 
dashing quickly in different directions. I rejoined Enoch and the Americans down 
around the corner and gratefully grabbed the Fanta one of the girls was keeping for 
me. 
 
"Sorry, they have eaten all the food, I'll go and get you something ." 
 
"It's all right Enoch, I just needed the drink. It is a small world though, isn't it? I've 
just seen ---- with his identical twin brother, talking and pointing towards the 
hospital." It was as if I'd just dropped a bomb. Enoch said quietly in French, 
 
"Tell the Americans something has come up and we will not be able to go to the 
hospital. I'll find us a taxi bus." He raced off and I said casually, 
 
"Enoch is having trouble getting us transport home, he has gone to find something 
before they are all taken. We will have to give the hospital a miss." 
 
Enoch and I heard the explosion at the hospital as soon as we were on the road home. 
He spoke to the driver and we pulled onto a bush track which was a nice countryside 
experience. 
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That night Enoch decided to warn the Americans there had been an explosion at the 
hospital that afternoon. We had just missed being there. 
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X 
 

The Slap-Happy Woman 
 
 
While the Americans were there they decided to go to the school. We set off from the 
orphanage and in minutes we had passed the Muslim orphanage. I was anxious to see 
if I could find my own way if needs be. I was walking ahead with Innocent and the 
men behind me, and a short distance away, the girls who had been peeping into the 
orphanage. Perhaps the men decided to wait for the girls to catch up or the girls really 
dawdled. Perhaps the whole incident was over a lot quicker than it felt like to me. 
 
I reached the smooth stone part of the track, just out of sight of the group, when a 
short heavy woman ran out of the huts cackling like a witch. She stood in front of me 
barring my way and, cackling and laughing like someone demented, then she slapped 
me between her forearms. She was incredibly strong, and using her arms like scissors, 
she rhythmically slapped me over and over, chest, waist, anywhere and everywhere 
between the hips and head, she slapped me gleefully. Was she tenderising the meat 
for the pot? 
 
"Can I flatten her LORD? Can I hit her?" 
 

   
 
I remembered my first day at school. I had just had my fifth birthday. The children 
going out of grade one into grade two were still in the classroom sitting two by two at 
their desks. I was obviously the first new child to arrive and the teacher was talking to 
my mother. I saw my brother sitting in the front with another boy and slipped over 
happily to sit with them. “Jody!” I cried delightedly, trying to push him over to make 
room for myself to sit down. Several other children arrived and the previous class 
were told to stand and file out of the room. 
 
When school was over I waited for my brother to come and collect me. Together we 
would catch the bus which took us most of the way home. 
 
“How dare you call me Jody in front of my friends? I am Gerry at school. And how 
dare you come and sit beside me? Boys do not sit with girls.” By this time he had 
given me a split lip and bloody nose. 
 
"If you tell anyone who has done this to you I'll do it again!" he threatened angrily. 
 
My mother took me outside to show my father the bloodied state of my new school 
blouse. 
 
"Who did this?" thundered my father. Not wanting to tittle-tattle on my brother, rather 
than fear of him, prompted the reply, “A boy at school.” That was not a lie. 
 
"Jody, come here." My brother came running. 
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"Come here both of you and I'll teach you to box.” Finally satisfied that I would hit 
back, although I could never bring myself to hit my brother in the face, my father 
said, "That’s enough. Stop. Now here are the rules: 
 
1. “You never pick a fight.” 
2. “You never land the first blow.” 
3. “You never lose a fight or you'll have me to answer to." 
 
Taken totally by surprise my brother's first punch at school had made me trip over. 
 
"But Daddy, what if he is bigger than me and knocks me down?" 
 
"Then you get up and keep fighting." 
 
Utterly appalled I ask, "But Daddy, what if he knocks me down again?" 
 
“You will be able to keep getting up more times than anyone can knock you down. 
I've told you, never lose a fight! Now get inside and get cleaned up." This led to so 
many fights with boys at school, furious that a girl was boxing and winning, that I 
became unbeatable. 
 

   
 
"Can I flatten her LORD? Can I hit her?” I remembered the scripture, ’turn the other 
cheek.' My fights were verbal most of the time now but I stuck to the rules. 
 
"Can I hit her LORD?” 'Turn the other cheek.' 
 
Just then she slapped my head between her open palms, displacing my denture which 
reopened an ulcer on my gums. 
 
"I don't have another cheek to turn now LORD, I'm going to lay her out cold." I drew 
my fist back to do so just as Pastor Scot grabbed me and Innocent grabbed the 
woman. Innocent spoke with her, and with a big grin on her face she left. 
 
"What happened?" asked Pastor Scot, leader of the group of Americans. 
 
"She has never seen a Muzungu (white person) close up. It was just an exuberant 
greeting." 
 
He moved over to the right slightly and showed us the Pygmy dwellings. Amazed we 
looked at what seemed to be a collection of tunnels about ten feet long and six feet 
high. They were open each end and placed so the end of one was near the side of 
another, giving shelter from the elements. They were made of poles and lengths of 
branch, with grass skilfully woven through. 
 
At school, Pastor Scot told a Bible story, or short message, to several classrooms of 
children with up to eighty pupils crowded into each class. I translated into French and 
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Innocent translated into Kinyarwandan. One classroom of children were angry. Their 
teacher was a Muslim and Innocent had not translated the message he was supposed 
to. Perhaps Pastor Scot's message had touched on forgiveness. That always hit a raw 
nerve. I would have to tread gently when I was teaching. 
 
The teachers, much to their credit, had been teaching without proper blackboards or 
classrooms. They were supposed to get a minimum salary of two kilos of rice and one 
kilo of beans a week. Nobody had yet been paid although the school had been 
operational for over six months. 
 
A lot of the classrooms had just been built and did not yet have a levelled out floor 
space. Children in some of them perched like hens on a long bamboo pole. Others had 
seats but there were no chairs for tired teachers to sit on. 
 
Bamboo framework with colourful grass matting formed several rooms. There was 
corrugated iron on the roof of the office block and nearest classrooms. Other rooms 
had pieces of plastic 'borrowed' from the toilet blocks.  
 
Rwandan children are delightfully friendly, curious, generous and hospitable. 
Everyone wants to shake hands, several times over if possible and a lot of them knew 
my name, or called me Mama Yesu ndamukunda, laughing and waving. 
 
I even saw some of the children from the orphanage. Micheli ran up joyfully to slap 
hard down onto my hand which I held palm up for him. This was the closest to a show 
of affection I encountered in the camps. 
 
Back at the orphanage Pastor Scot told the children the story of the prodigal son. 
 
"Wait for me to translate it properly, there is no inheritance concept they can 
understand. I'm translating it as cows. The son was given a share of his fathers cows 
which he sold," explained Violette. The children were nearly in tears to see a father 
disgraced like that. 
 
Rwandans have a basic bride price of one cow. A man buys his wife to be from her 
father, her value being determined more by income-creating skills and education than 
by beauty. I don't know if any of the children understood the forgiveness message, but 
we all learned a great deal and had a lot of fun. 
 
I felt as if I had let them down in some way as only twelve actually got baptized. 
Serafine refused and would not let her younger sister participate either. I was to learn 
much later that the Kinyarwandan language only has one word to translate both 
confession and repentance. It would have been easy to put them at ease that 
repentance comes from the heart, and no revelation of their own, or others’ 
participation in the genocide, needed to be aired. A couple of the older boys went to 
live in another camp before the baptisms. 
 
Violette told me the truth . Most of the older children were not orphans at all. They 
had been rented out to Enoch for a handful of biscuits so he could claim to have the 
fifty required to register an orphanage. Each child had been given a new, clean 
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mattress and blanket, which, along with half their United Nations food rations, had 
been sold on the black market. 
 
Now the United Nations High Commission For Refugees had finally released the 
stores of blankets and saucepans as a bribe for any family fostering an orphan. Babies 
had been dying of cold for over a year while these stores filled the Goma warehouses. 
 
"We can't make the refugees too comfortable or they will never go back to Rwanda," 
was the reason one official gave me. 
 
The children had all been placed and the orphanage dismantled. Little Pasteur had 
been separated from his little brother and baby sister. This really upset me. They have 
been sold into slavery, I thought mutinously. They could have been taken to the 
World Vision orphanage and kept together, but people wanted the blanket or saucepan 
that came with a child. Boys were taught to beg and steal while some girls were made 
to work in the brothels. 
 
"LORD why did You bring me here for these orphans if they were to be farmed out 
like possessions? Why have You placed me with Enoch who is obviously so close to 
being the head of the local Mafia? Where is the man I have been sent to find? The one 
who is to go into Rwanda with me on the 15th of August." I prayed. 
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XI 
 

The Pygmies 
 
 
It took about forty minutes to get to school each day. As soon as we got onto the 
laneway I would look over the gully peppered with clusters of Pygmy dwellings. 
From one part of the road I could see what looked like vacant blocks and little 
alleyways between the clusters. On the horizon the other side of the gully I could 
clearly see the school. Innocent seemed to be deliberately trying to make me late, or 
make me run for twenty minutes, up and down hill, over and around all sorts of 
obstacles, taking me on a different route each day. 
 
One reason some toddlers were so afraid of white people was because they were told 
'whites' eat black children. This, when the United Nations sent health workers to 
immunise the little ones, would have the children running away screaming in terror, 
while mothers laughed until tears ran down their faces. Using fear as a control 
technique starts early. 
 
Innocent warned me constantly not to take a short cut through the Pygmy section of 
the camp. 
 
"Pygmies are meat eaters. You will never be seen again." He would warn me with a 
laugh. I was to learn to my horror that not only Pygmies are cannibals in Central 
Africa. There are cases of cannibalism today from northern Uganda and Rwanda and 
over their borders with Zaire, now known as the Democratic Republic of Congo. 
Fortunately these reported cases are rare. All three countries suffer from national 
shame because of them. 
 
I think I always knew the day would come when I had to get to school on my own or 
let the children down by not turning up. Africans love stories and my lessons were the 
highlight of their day. 
 
“I can't take you to school today, Mama Helena, I've been bitten by a snake. Please 
pray for me and I'll try to go to sleep." 
 
"Where was the snake?" 
 
"It was a small one on the floor near my bed. Look! It bit me on the hand." I knew he 
was lying. He had gone with Enoch and some of the soldiers to place landmines along 
the border to stop the Rwandans coming through to attack the refugees in the camps. 
Didn't they realise that my eyes sometimes followed them to clandestine meetings as I 
lay on my camp bed at night? His ‘snakebite’ was where he had grabbed hold of the 
barbed wire that forms the border separating the two countries. 
 
I had told Violette about the strange Sunday the old pastors had preached one after the 
other, with Enoch tying all their sermons together with his. Innocent had suddenly 
lost his ability to translate after starting out about the Rwandan belief in restoring 
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family honour. One person harms another and all the brothers go to take revenge. This 
goes on back and forth until a civil war or genocide occurs. 
 
I waited for the message on forgiveness or revenge being the LORD's but it didn't 
come. Instead they had started preaching about cleaning up by killing snakes and 
cockroaches. 
 
"Be careful, Mama Elena, don't ever repeat that. It is very dangerous for you to know 
that. Before and during the genocide the radio station would urge the population to go 
out and rid the country of snakes and cockroaches which are slang terms for Tutsis. 
There are a lot of rumours about you in the camp. The government who organised the 
genocide want you dead. They think you are a Tutsi spy sent into the camp to gather 
information for the new Rwandan government. Others think you were sent by God to 
rescue the kidnapped population, or to rescue the children who were made to help 
with the genocide. Whatever you are Mama Elena, the ones who commit the genocide 
have reason to hate you. The only reason you are still alive is because of the healings. 
They are afraid of you, and apart from his older brothers who are commissioned 
soldiers, they are afraid of Enoch." 
 
"I know the old pastors hate me, but then, not all pastors are really pastors!" 
 
"Sssshhhh! Don't speak! You need to get out of Enoch's. You need to be away from 
Innocent. You were brought here by God - He will protect you and I will send 
someone to help you. One day I will see you again, Mama Elena, until then, be of 
good courage." Violette had returned to Nairobi, her job and her family. Our leave-
taking had been so painful. I felt we had been friends or sisters all our lives. Now I 
would feel terribly alone. 
 
I was to find out that the genocide had been so well planned that the houses of those 
in government who supported the Tutsi population had been secretly marked. As soon 
as the genocide started the whole household would be the first murdered. Any Hutu 
with a Tutsi husband or wife would be expected to kill them and kill their children as 
well. Those who did not comply were also murdered. Women were to beg their 
husbands to kill them before they fell into the hands of the marauding bands of Hutu 
youth, afterwards known as Interahamwe. Children as young as four years of age 
were given a machete and told that if it did not have Tutsi blood on it by nightfall it 
would have their blood on it. They were then sent out in gangs. Some were drugged 
into committing their first one or two murders. The children in orphanages were 
obviously the most vulnerable recruited forces. 
 
Going to teach in the school had eased the pain. The children were so friendly. They 
were like dry sponges anxious to soak up every word. For an African child going to 
school is seen as a great privilege. They are not only keen to learn but love their 
teachers and are well behaved. I was saddened to find out later that their two years’ 
schooling in the camps would not count when they returned to Rwanda because some 
of the teachers were unqualified and several had given offensive lessons. 
 
"If you have seventeen Tutsis to kill and have only killed nine how many do you have 
left to kill?" At least the better grasp of French would have helped them. When they 
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returned, all education after junior school would be given in English or French or 
both. 
 
This, and a hundred and one other things, raced through my head as I walked. I didn't 
really intend going through the Pygmy area. If I could slip alongside one of the 
Pygmy house groups I would avoid the Slap-Happy woman. The open ended grass 
tunnels probably do have a logical pattern but I didn't know it. While trying to circle 
round a couple placed at unexpected angles I very nearly stepped inside a third. Again 
I moved to the east only to be engulfed in a cloud of smoke. Not just any smoke! It 
was quite positively marijuana smoke. 
 
I was in a clearing like a village square. In the centre eight or nine men sat in a circle 
sorting heads, leaves and stalks into piles. Women were bringing more dry bundles 
from the false ceiling space in one of the tunnels or picking up the piles of stalks to 
burn. Every one had their own little pipe and smoked happily as they worked. 
 
I did not give anyone time to recover from their shock. Before one man was on his 
feet I had quickly walked past waving, smiling or showing my teeth, as someone had 
once described it, calling out greetings as I went. I came out close to the soldiers on 
guard duty and rushed into class. 
 
Getting home was quite a challenge. I decided to cut straight across the middle of the 
Pygmy section. It was either that or wait for the children to finish class and take me 
home. One day at least twenty children had accompanied me home and I didn't want 
anyone to get lost or be late home from school because of me. Nowadays I finished 
before the last class was out. 
 
I checked where I was going from the top of the hill. A little east of this morning's trip 
I was sure I could find my way through. I could move straight to the garden or house 
free area. The other side of that I could find my way up to the laneway I knew, by 
easing over to the west, where I could see the laundry area. 
 
I set off at a good pace. Not soon enough obviously as one of this morning's smokers 
had seen me silhouetted on the hill. He called out, waving one hand, or was it a fist, in 
the air? He was twice as far from the garden as I was and had to go round many 
obstacles. I went downhill on the straight and moved fast. Another man called out as 
he moved in from the other side and a third joined the race. I think they were all 
trying to keep me out of the garden and I was determined to beat them to it and cross 
towards safety. 
 
Clang! went the steel cap of my boot into the side of an enamelled steel bathtub. Both 
my knees hit the edge painfully, and as my arms flailed the air like windmill blades, a 
young man popped up from hiding on the other side of the bath and prevented me 
from falling in. 
 
Is this Diane Fossey's bathtub I wonder? 
 
"It's banana beer," said the young man, pulling the piece of green plastic back to 
reveal an odoriferous, dark brown brew, filling the bathtub to the brim. 
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"Would you like to try some?" Like a magician he produced a small ladle in one hand 
and scooped up some beer. 
 
"Er, no thanks, but it does smell great." I gave him a wide smile and with a wave of 
my hand for the benefit of the men hiding behind the bushes, I continued walking. 
 
Enoch, Innocent and half the camp already knew that I tried to come home across the 
Pygmy section and not only stumbled on the illicit brewery, nearly fell into the brew. 
Innocent was scandalised. I shamed the family. Nobody eats or drinks with Pygmies. 
They are like India's untouchables, and there I was drinking their banana beer, sharing 
their ladle and unashamedly having a booze up! I smiled sweetly at him and walked 
away. 
 
I was given no warning there would be no one to take me to school. My first class was 
not until 10.00a.m. Mama Clem had two lady visitors and they were all cooking 
together. I went to greet them, hoping to somehow overcome the growing dislike I 
could feel from Mama Clem. 
 
When the Americans had left, one of the girls had given me a skirt, a pair of socks and 
a pair of barely-used runners to distribute among the children. I had made a gift of 
them to Mama Clem. How was I to know the Rwandan customs about peace offerings 
to atone for guilt. Mama Clem had understood the gift to be proof of my unashamed 
liaison with Enoch. 
 
My greetings were not returned. In the face of their unfriendly silence I returned to 
my tent to pray until it was time to leave for school. A couple of minutes before I left, 
Mama Clem came to present me with a bowl of caramel pudding. Twice before she 
had made this dessert and everyone knew that I loved it. Pointing to my watch I 
regretfully said, "School. I have to go to school," and left. My departure caused such 
consternation I turned into the doorway and noticed that only one small bowl of 
pudding had been made. Poisoning number two? 
 
If I wanted to avoid the Slap-Happy woman, the smokers and the brewers, there was 
only one route across the Pygmy section left. I took it and almost made it across, 
when a tiny, shrivelled, ugly old woman grabbed my arm in a grip of steel. I 
wondered how such a small woman could be so strong. She was choking with 
emotion as she screamed at me. I stood perfectly still as if her grip on my arm was 
friendly. Out of nowhere Innocent appeared. I had never been so happy to see him. 
 
"Innocent, will you please translate for us?" He spoke a few words to her and I saw 
and felt the anger subside. Speaking to me as if he wasn't there she waved towards the 
conglomerate of dry grass dwellings. 
 
"My husband and family live there. He doesn't sleep with me anymore. Now he 
makes children with my daughters. I am too old and ugly for him and sleep in the 
kitchen." This was said with painful acceptance, not moral judgment. 
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She led me over to a dwelling equal in diameter and height to the others, but with a 
closed end and only about four feet deep. A bed of branches and grass stretched from 
one side to the other along the end. It appeared to be about six feet long and two feet 
wide with last night's rain still dripping through the woven grass. 
 
"They have taken the piece of green plastic the United Nations gave me." I thought of 
the bathtub full of banana beer and knew how her piece of plastic was being used. 
Close to the open end of the kitchen was a fire-blackened area of earth. Letting go of 
my arm she stepped into the kitchen and brought out an oil tin. Just an ordinary oil tin 
about ten inches by eight by five, with the top cut out. 
 
Shaking it angrily in my face she started to scream at me. Innocent shuffled his feet 
and looked embarrassed. I waited in vain for the translation as they started shouting at 
each other. Stepping towards her I laid a hand on her shoulder, pointed the other at the 
offending oil tin and raised both hands questioningly open. 
 
"Iki?" (What?) I asked. Innocent spoke. She thinks you are the white woman who 
promised her a saucepan. Months ago the United Nations promised saucepans to these 
people. She says you are white, you must have saucepans and just don't want to give 
her one. The oil tin is all she has to cook in and she can not cook enough rice in it for 
more than a few people at the time. She has such a large family she has to cook by 
relay, all day, to feed everybody. 
 
"Lets pray. Tell her I will pray and please translate the prayer." I prayed, covering 
every aspect of her life. When I had finished she screamed at me again. 
 
"We are going to be late for class, what does she want this time?” 
 
"She says she knows you have saucepans hidden somewhere and she will not let you 
go until you give her one." 
 
I lost my calm, broke her grip on my arm and shouted back at her. "I have no 
saucepans! Don't waste your time asking Whites for everything . Ask Jesus! He has 
all the saucepans." 
 
Ashamed of my ridiculous outburst I moved off up the slope. “I’m sorry LORD, but 
You are going to have to materialise a saucepan somehow.” 
 
Innocent was delighted that I had lost my cool. He translated word for word before 
following me up the slope to school. 
 
My last lesson was translated by the class teacher and I was tense as I faced the 
prospect of finding my own way home. There was no sign of Innocent as a large 
group of Pygmy children surrounded me. These children are rarely seen, even today. 
They do not go to school or mix with other children. The fact they had come up the 
hill to the school grounds was right out of character. I was too tense to appreciate 
their curiosity and company. By pulling, pinching and pushing, they led me back 
down the slope towards the old woman's village. 
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As we went round the rocks and shrubs I saw at least two hundred Pygmies. I found I 
was not as immune to fear as I had thought myself. Something important had occurred 
and they had formed a circle about six-people deep. I was pushed and pulled to the 
large clearing in the centre where the old woman jumped up and down, both feet 
together, and clutching a large shiny saucepan in her arms. She looked like a 
kangaroo as she bounced excitedly around singing something over and over. 
Realising that I was the heroine of the hour and not the next meal, Innocent joined 
me. 
 
"She is singing. Don't ask the whites for anything. Ask Jesus!'" 
 
While we had been in class the United Nations in Goma had brought the saucepans 
they had promised the Pygmies. 
 

“Until now you have asked for nothing in My 
name. 
 
Ask and you will received that your joy may be 
complete.” 
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XII 
 

The Man I Was To Find 
 
 
I was disappointed. Everyone kept asking when I was going into Rwanda. I 
considered the Principal to be a friend. Now, he too, pretending concern for the 
children, was questioning me. 
 
"I can not yet reveal the date I'm going to Rwanda." 
 
"But the children, Mama Elena.!" 
 
"I haven't seen all the children myself yet. There is too much work for just one person. 
You should have dozens of religious instruction teachers taking classes. We have lay 
teachers, usually mothers, who go into the schools in Australia. They have prefixed 
lessons in agreement with the Ecumenical Board." 
 
"Will you pray that Enoch allows it? He has refused to have anyone other than you 
teach the Bible." 
 
"Of course I'll pray, but who is Enoch that he can decide how the schools are run?" 
 
"I'm going to see him right now, please pray." Dropping his voice to a whisper he 
continued, "Be careful Mama Elena, Enoch is very powerful and there are many 
rumours." 
 
It was mid afternoon and I had felt sick and dizzy for several days. I was glad to lie 
back on my bed and talk to the LORD. It seemed that everything I did offended 
someone. Enoch and I barely spoke unless we were in front of someone Enoch 
wanted to impress. Innocent and I could barely hide our dislike of each other. Even 
the children no longer came into my tent to play with my hair. Not that I could blame 
anyone else for that! 
 
To the children's way of seeing it I had behaved in an unforgivable way. Collette had 
climbed all over me braiding my straight hair. We were all laughing at the way it 
unwound itself from the braids when I gave her a quick hug and light kiss on the 
cheek. 
 
Had she never been hugged or kissed? She said something I did not understand and 
they left my tent in disgust. Had she been offended that my mouth, and possibly my 
saliva, had touched her skin? Did she think I was tasting to see if she would be good 
enough to eat? I never did find out. 
 
Life was really becoming strained. I begged the LORD to show me the man He had 
sent me to find. Without the LORD that was an impossible task. It would be easier to 
find a needle in a haystack than a nameless refugee in a refugee camp. 
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"Please tell me his name LORD and show me how to find him." 
 

“2 Kings chapter 6 verse 19!” 
 
I ground my teeth in frustration. Over a dozen times back in Australia I had asked the 
LORD to please tell me the name of the man I was to find. Every time He gave me the 
same scripture, 2 Kings 6:19. There was nothing mystical about it. They were looking 
for Elisha the prophet and Elisha himself said, "Come and I will show you the man 
you seek." It did not make any sense and I was cross with the LORD. 
 
There was going to be a wedding at Enoch's next day. One of the carers from the 
orphanage was marrying one of the soldiers. They came from the same village in 
Rwanda and her fiancé was her brother's best friend. Mama Clem had come to my tent 
to demand a gift for the bride to be. The only thing I had was half a bottle of 
beautifully perfumed skin cream Violette had given me. Mama Clem had snatched it 
and walked away without even a thank you. 
 
"I don't really care that I am hated by some of them but I should not have to live with 
a family who hate me." I complained to the LORD. I thought back to the poisonings. 
There had been the mug of undrinkable strong sweet coffee one rainy night. I had just 
given Mama Clem the skirt, socks and runners and I expected there to be a thaw in 
our relationship. I did not want to offend her and, lifting the canvas of my tent, I 
emptied out the coffee as best I could. A little trickle ran back in a fold of my 
groundsheet. Next day, early, Mama Clem came for the mug. We both saw the line of 
ants from the mug on the chair out towards the canvas side of the tent. There had been 
so much poison in the coffee that the ants had died before they got six inches away. 
 
Following close behind the coffee had come the meal. I had just come back from 
school and Mama Clem brought me a heaped plate of food; rice, little fish in a sauce, 
and underneath it all a piece of deep-fried sweet potato. I was so hungry! 
 
"Thank you LORD," I said to the reply, 
 
"It is poisoned!" 
 
"Not again! This is becoming monotonous. Can You please do something so this is 
the last time? I can't cope with anymore." 
 
Little Adelfine took her first steps. She stood up and walked across the space from her 
tent to mine. 
 
"Give her a spoonful," said the LORD. 
 
"Give Adelfine some? Surely not. She is just a baby. I couldn't bear anything to 
happen to her." 
 
"Give her a spoonful," repeated the LORD. I looked at the food on the plate. Perhaps I 
could tunnel into the piece of sweet potato. There couldn't possibly be any poison 
there. 
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Adelfine opened her mouth and walked back outside my tent with her cheeks bulging. 
Mama Clem screamed and ran to pull the food out of Adelfine's mouth. She stormed 
into my tent, gave me a hate filled look, picked up the plate and, walking over to the 
toilet, threw all the food in. I had never seen any food wasted before. 
 
"Thank you LORD." I whispered as I settled down to an afternoon's sleep. 
 
"I can't take any more LORD, I've had enough. I should not have to live with these 
people. Where is the man You told me I would meet?" 
 
Next day I refused to go to the wedding which was taking place the other end of 
Enoch's compound. I knew I was not welcome. I had nothing clean to wear nor any 
gift or money to offer. Both Enoch and Innocent were busy with the wedding and 
neither saw the man who slipped into my tent. 
 
"Violette told me to come and say 'Hello'. She said you would recognise me. I'm 
Elisee." Although I was expecting someone I was going to really check this man out. 
There was no way I would jump out of the ‘Enoch frying pan’ into the fire. A lot of 
Rwandans hear from God and see visions because they believe the Bible and expect 
to. I remembered my father telling me: 
 
"Don't ever trust anyone. People will fear and hate you because of what you will see."  
 
Elisee claimed he was to go into Rwanda with a white person but the LORD had not 
given him the date. We had been given a lot of identical scriptures and other means of 
recognising each other, but it was the song that sealed the matter. 
 
After showing me a poster-sized drawing of Hutus and Tutsis praising God together, 
and scriptures of reconciliation, Elisee began to sing unselfconsciously. The song was 
meaningless to me. Nonplussed by my lack of response, he stopped. 
 
"Didn't the LORD give you a song? I was given this song to sing as I led the people 
back to Rwanda." 
 
"I don't think I am the person you will be with, then. I will not be leading the people 
back to Rwanda. I will be telling them that if they trust in God, He will take them 
safely back. I will be going into Rwanda before the people to give them confidence in 
God and prepare the people who stayed in Rwanda for their return." 
 
I wonder if Elisee heard half the things I said. He proved to be so full of himself and 
his own importance I was constantly biting back the acidic comments that ran through 
my head. 
 
"I have a wife, Pelagie, and baby daughter, Rebekah. We live over at Green Lake. 
You must come and visit us." 
 
Innocent arrived in the doorway of my tent trembling with rage. 
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"I did not see this man come in Mama Elena. I do not want you to have such a 
visitor." 
 
"The LORD brought him to visit me Innocent. Thank you for your concern, but the 
LORD directs my visitors," I said with a smile I was far from feeling. 
 
"Enoch says you must come with us to the wedding reception, it isn't far from where 
the orphanage was. There is no food prepared here." 
 
"Thank you but no, I don’t want to come, I have been feeling tired and dizzy all day." 
 
"You can not stay here alone!" 
 
"I am not alone Innocent. Elisee is here with me." 
 
Choked by his anger, Innocent could find nothing else to say and left to catch up with 
the wedding party. 

 
"Are you sure the LORD did not give you my song? It is for everyone to sing as I lead 
them triumphantly into Rwanda. I will sing out a line about God's goodness and the 
people will answer, 'Give thanks to the LORD for his covenant love is everlasting.’ It 
is in Psalm 136. The LORD told me you would recognise it." 
 
With these details I did recognise the song but something was wrong, either with what 
I had understood God said, or what Elisee had understood. I shrugged away the 
discomfort as I had shrugged away the vision of circling sharks. This was a time to 
remember. 

 
   

 
It was the Easter Sunday evening service at Rodney Samuels’ church in Ballarat, two 
days before my departure for Africa. Rodney cleared all the seats into the centre of his 
large church space, leaving a passage around the outside of the room. He called four 
boys to carry two broom handles on which he placed a large empty cardboard box. 
Instructing the boys to walk around the room he told us: 
 
“This represents the Ark of the Covenant of God and you are the people following the 
priests carrying it into the promised land. Raise your hands and go into the promised 
land. As I call out the wonderful things God has done I want you all to reply: 
'Give thanks to the LORD for His Covenant love is everlasting.'” 
 
We all did as we were told but not wanting to lead or be led I constantly changed my 
walking pace to remain alone. 
 

   
 
I think Elisee has an unquenchable thirst for fame and if so, we will not be going into 
Rwanda together. I was to: 
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“Go through, go through the gates, prepare the way 
for the people. 
Build up! Build up the highway, clear it of stones, 
Lift up an ensign over the peoples.” 
 
Isaiah 62:10 

 
While Elisee was the man I had been sent to find, I knew we would never share a 
ministry.  
 
I walked him part of the way home and was pleasantly surprised at the friendliness of 
the people. We said good-bye with Elise promising to come back and take me to visit 
his wife at Green Lake. 
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XIII 
 

The Cross Cultures of Poisoning and Forgiveness 
 
 
Finding Elisee was to drastically change everything. I will never be sure why we had 
such differing ideas about what God's will was for each of us. I decided to concentrate 
on doing my part as well as I could and not to be led into human error because of 
different personalities. 
 

   
 

I clearly remember Gemma, my little grand-daughter three months before I came to 
Africa. She was four and a half years of age at the time and not yet in school. She 
could not yet read or write but loved to try by copying things. I gave her a sheet of 
paper and a pencil. First she outlined her hand and put rings on every finger and the 
thumb. She drew a rooster and a line of footprints as if the rooster had walked across 
the page. The line of beautifully drawn footprints all went backwards. 
 
 
"Is this right, Granny Helen? Do you like the footprints? Are they going in the right 
direction?" 
 
"I love the drawing Gemma. The footprints are great but they do go in the wrong 
direction. You could leave them as the footprints of a hen that has walked off the page 
and draw another line of prints for the rooster." 
 
She drew another line of footprints and, holding the page critically at arms length 
said,  
 
"You will remember it is really the rooster who was walking in the wrong direction 
won't you Granny Helen?" 
 
"I will, Gem-Blossom. I'll put it up on the fridge and remember." 
 
"Oh no! It is not to go on the fridge. I have made it for you to take to Africa with you. 
You must take it with you! I need lines. I have to write on the other side. 
 
"Yes all right. It would be nice to have one of your drawings with me in Africa." 
 
 I covered the back of the paper with lines and got on with whatever I was doing. 
Gemma turned the page round and started to copy something from the selection I had 
on the wall. 
 
"Granny Helen, come and count them." 
 
"Count what Gem?" 
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“Count how many times I have written GIVE GOD THE GLORY. GIVE GOD THE 
GLORY. GIVE GOD THE GLORY." 
 
I looked at the back of her drawing where she had copied GIVE GOD THE GLORY 
in capitals without a single mistake. 
 
"You have been busy Gem, they are all perfect. You have written GIVE GOD THE 
GLORY twenty-four times." 
 
"Where can I put more, Granny Helen? I've written right down to the bottom of the 
page." 
 
"We don't need any more do we Blossom?" 
 
"Yes! I still need to write it again." 
 
"Well, we could turn the page around and you can write it along the side."  
 
She wrote two along the top edge and one along the bottom. 
 
"That is really lovely Gem, but why do I need to read GIVE GOD THE GLORY so 
many times?" 
 
"When you are in Africa Granny Helen there will not be any room left for anything 
else." 
 

 
 
In the following weeks I was to remember both the drawing and the admonition to 
Give God The Glory, every time I observed Elisee strutting, crowing, and preening 
conceitedly like a rooster among hens. I never said anything to him but kept in mind 
that I had been told to 'Prepare the way,’ for God's people to return in His strength, 
and under His protection. A repentant people not a triumphant one as Elisee imagined. 
 
I am now convinced that God speaks to us all but we either don't want to hear or don't 
bother to listen. (We do need to differentiate between God's voice and those of 
unclean spirits.) Africans hear more from God because they do not have the academic 
arrogance blocking their reception that so many other nationals have. 
 
Enoch received word to go quickly to see his mother and younger brother in Kibuye 
camp, and asked me to go with him to pray. We left immediately, Innocent arranging 
transport and accompanying us. 
 
Just before we arrived at the main camp we turned off the road to dwellings on the 
other side. It had rained during the night and toilets had overflowed. Effluent mixed 
with the mud in little rivulets with a board spanning the worst of it right beside 
Enoch's mother's canvas, plastic sheet, and timber-frame dwelling. 
 
Holding both hands out to clasp mine, she very courteously welcomed me. I was led 
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to a screened-off room. A young man lay unconscious on a double bed foam mattress, 
placed on pieces of cardboard to cover the mud. A sheet had been laid on the ground 
for me to step on. I thought of Sir Walter Raleigh's cloak being spread over a puddle 
and remembered that I had been given a groundsheet. Did it really belong to Enoch's 
mother? I remembered the piece of perfumed soap and skin cream and my constant 
supply of candles and toilet paper. The pathos of the generosity of these people, in 
spite of their poverty, brought tears to my eyes. 
 
Enoch was trying to usher me into the room where his young brother was already in a 
coma and apparently dying of cholera. 
 
"Wait Enoch," I said, refusing to allow myself to be pushed into the room. I stepped 
back two paces and removed my boots before entering and kneeling at the edge of the 
mattress. For a heart stopping moment I feared we were too late and the young man 
was already dead. As I reached out to lay my hand on his shoulder I could hear Enoch 
praying quietly in the doorway. The young man took a shuddering and very 
reassuring breath as I joined my prayers to Enoch's. His eyes opened and he looked at 
me, a smile spreading over his face. 
 
"Muraho neza," (Good day) I said politely, which stretched the smile from ear to ear. 
My few words of Kinyarwandan did not cover his reply but the smile returned. 
 
We both heard the sound of boots on the piece of wooden board bridging the effluent, 
followed by angry raised voices. Enoch and his mother had both moved protectively 
to the doorway. As I went to shove my feet into my boots, Enoch was already 
struggling to keep one of his older brothers away from the bedroom. I may not have 
lived to tell the tale without the quiet, calming voice of the young man now draped in 
the bedcover, who had come to stand behind me. Some of Enoch’s brothers had been 
trying to have me permanently silenced. 
 
My glasses had adjusted to the lack of light in the windowless dwelling and I watched 
the expression of awe and delight chase the fear from Enoch's Mother's pain-lined 
face. She stepped quickly forward to hug to her tall gaunt frame, first her son who had 
been healed, then me. 
 
"Yesu! Yesu! Yesu!" spilled from her lips as tears flooded down the riverbed-like 
lines on her face. There was no sign of Enoch's older brother. The sight of his sick 
little brother healed made him leave to get someone else to do his dirty work. 
 
"Quick! Mama Elena, we have to run," said Enoch, pulling me out of the dwelling, 
over the board bridge, and down along the muddy track. My untied bootlaces flapped 
morosely as they picked up more and more mud.  
 
Enoch flagged down a car and we both jumped in. I thought we had somehow lost 
Innocent until I saw him leaning nonchalantly on one of the main road gate posts, 
with an inscrutable expression on his face. Did I actually see, or just imagine, the 
challenging look he gave Enoch before slipping onto the seat beside me? 
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Mama Clem looked pleased to see us back safely. That she would be pleased to see 
Enoch unharmed was understandable, but her smile had included me. 
 
It was less than a week since the episode of the meal that was thrown away. Since 
then Clemantine had been put on cooking duty right outside my tent where I could see 
everything that took place. She could just about cook rice properly but had not yet 
progressed to any other foods. Now Mama Clem smiled at me. It really was 
confusing. 
 
It would be two or three years later, when I lived in Rwanda, that I would understand 
the complexity of a culture that adjusts to poisonings but has a capacity for 
forgiveness unequalled anywhere in the world. In Rwanda I was to see crates of 
bottles of fizzy drinks – Fanta, Orange and Lemon, Lemonade, 7-Up, and even Coca-
Cola. 
 
The children show all the signs of prolonged famine, yet when visitors arrive at 
houses in the towns, they are hospitably received with bottles of soft drinks. The 
bottle opener is often made available for each one to open their own bottle, they then 
sit chatting, holding a thumb over the opening. So great is the fear of being poisoned! 
 
In the poor districts 'chai' (tea) is made by boiling water, milk and sugar - lots of it! 
The tea leaves are then added and the whole lot re-boiled before the tea is shared 
between the cups. Nobody has a choice to not take milk or not take sugar. If it were 
served separately it could possibly be poisoned. 
 
Likewise food is served or even eaten from one communal dish so the visitors can 
watch their hosts all dipping their cassava bread into the same sauce. 
 
"Why would anyone want to poison a family member or friend?" I asked bemused. 
 
"Friends and family members can have disagreements with one becoming so angry 
with the other that they decide to poison them. If the poisoned one lives they either 
get even or forgive. Usually they forgive because they too need forgiveness for 
making someone so angry they used poison as a solution, or sometimes because the 
poisoner is the family breadwinner."  
 
My eyes must have been as wide as saucers by this time. 
 
"We are a very forgiving people," I was told. 
 
"Well what about all the avenging family honour business?" I asked. 
 
"A rape or defilement could be resolved by brothers seeking to kill the offender. 
Usually the matter is resolved financially. Girls are supposed to be virgins when they 
marry. There are very few single mothers in Rwanda, except the genocide rape 
victims. If a girl is pregnant outside marriage and unable to marry the reluctant (or 
already married) father, her family force her to reveal his identity. When the baby is 
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born it is taken to the father to be brought up in his family. It is not a disgrace for a 
man to have a child outside marriage." 
 
While in Mugunga I did not have this understanding, or facts were beyond my 
understanding, but Mama Clem had smiled. There was a truce. 
 
We read in the Bible that God does not look at outward appearances but looks on the 
heart (1 Sam. 16:7). 
 
God had sent me to the camps in Goma because He himself was going to deliver His 
people. 
 

“I have surely seen the mistreatment of My people 
who are in Egypt” (Goma/Mugunga). 
 
“And have heard their groaning, and I have come 
down to rescue them. Come now, I will send you to 
Egypt.” (Goma/Mugunga) 

 
Many Rwandan women in the camps felt the same way as Violette who had said, 
 
"The LORD has seen everything we have done and He still calls us His people." 
 
It is difficult to tell a story accurately when we change our attitudes so much. Seeing 
the suffering in Mugunga and being given false versions of what brought it about I 
came close to hating Kagame, the army leader who stopped the genocide and became 
Vice President and Minister of Defence. 
 
Late one evening Enoch stormed into my tent and sat on my bed. 
 
"Mama Elena, you have to pray Kagame out of his position in Rwanda."  
 
I thought it was a good idea and agreed to pray him right out of the country so the 
refugees could return. First of all I could not open my mouth. Then I got it open but 
my tongue was stuck. 
 
"Do not pray against him," commanded the LORD, before releasing my tongue. 
 
"Father God, You have just forbidden me to pray against Kagame so I pray for the 
refugees LORD. Set them free from those who oppress them. Thank You for coming 
Yourself to rescue Your people and take them back home in Your strength and under 
Your protection. In Jesus Holy Name. Amen." 
 
Enoch was looking at me as if I were insane or unclean. Fists clenched, he strode 
angrily away, without a word. 
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A year later, back in my caravan in Australia, I was talking to the LORD rather 
boastfully, 
 
"I'll go anywhere LORD, do anything..." 
 
"Pray for Paul Kagame." 
 
"Him! You can go ahead and bless him if You want. You don't need me to pray!" I 
answered rudely. 
 
"Pray for Paul Kagame." 
 
I drew a long deep breath and prayed for all of two minutes. Still with a really bad 
attitude I spoke to the waiting silence. 
 
"I'm finished LORD, I have prayed." 
 
"You haven't even started yet. Now, PRAY FOR PAUL KAGAME!" 
 
I prayed. I prayed in English. I prayed in tongues. I prayed again in English. I didn't 
stop until I had prayed for him to become a General in the LORD Jesus Christ's army. 
A powerful Christian leader. 
 
A couple of hours later there was something on S.B.S. news about Rwanda. Paul 
Kagame, a tall thin man was briefly shown, and my eyes were riveted to the television 
screen. When the LORD commanded me to pray He used the name Paul, now I heard 
it on television. In the camps it had only ever been 'Kagame' spat out with venom. 
 
"Here is the man of whom I spoke," said the LORD. 
 
Wow! He is important, I thought. A couple of hours later I picked up my Bible to read 
in bed. I opened it at random, my left thumb pointing to a scripture which kept 
magnifying, then decreasing, then magnifying again, as if it were trying to detach 
itself from the page.. I focused on it and read, 
 

“Here is the man of whom I spoke to you. 
He it is who shall rule over My people.” 
 
1 Samuel 9:17 

 
   

 
I was sent to Rwanda a year or so later to anoint him to rule God's people and give 
him twelve scriptures which read like a Father to son letter. 
 
But I'm getting beyond myself. Back to the camps....... 
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XIV 
 

Lac Vert and the False Prophets 
 
 
Lac Vert was not as I expected it to be. For a start Elisee and Pelagie's house was 
nowhere within sight of the lake. There was a small township of lovely little stone 
cottages. The three million refugees around Goma had destroyed all the countryside in 
their search for food and fuel. Every tree had become firewood. Lac Vert was not 
really a refugee area. It was at the far extremity of the Mugunga camp several 
kilometres from where I lived in Enoch's compound. 
 
Built years before for volcano observation enthusiasts, it was a holiday village, a class 
above the average Goma house. This was where the government and army leaders 
responsible for the plotting and carrying out of the genocide had come to live. 
Obviously they could not register with the United Nations High Commission for 
Refugees, so they hid behind the refugees in the camp, both physically and 
metaphorically. 
 
Elisee was the chaplain of the army who had fled here and an intimate friend to both 
military and government personnel. As such, he was privy to information the refugees 
did not have. 
 
Pelagie, her niece, and baby Rebekah, were registered as refugees but Elisee was not. 
This meant their United Nation food rations had to be stretched. 
 
The toilet blocks were built of stone but the stalls had neither doors nor holes in the 
centre. Here crushed volcanic gravel covered the ground and was shovelled out twice 
a week. Much like emptying a cat box, although no effort was made to cover the 
deposits. 
 
There was no postal service in Goma or the camps. Mail could be picked up from the 
N.G.O.'s (Non Government Organisations) or was delivered by pastors who 
sometimes made trips outside the country. I did receive a little of the mail that was 
sent to me, but five letters and a small parcel for my birthday fell into Innocent or 
Enoch's hands. They were withholding the mail they had opened to check for cash 
being sent from my family. 
 
I saw Innocent once in Kigali, Rwanda's capital, a couple of years later. Enoch was on 
my doorstep two days after I arrived in the country. He brought Mama Clem, their 
three girls and Samuel, their baby son. They treated me like a much loved older sister, 
without embarrassment or apology for the Mugunga camp treachery! Treachery that 
was building up as I visited Lac Vert that day. 
 
My period had started early in the morning and I had cried out to the LORD to do 
something. He had answered with a scripture, saying, 
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“Therefore I tell you, do not worry about your life, 
what you will eat or about your body, what you will 
wear.” 
 
Luke 12:22 

 
Pelagie was lovely. More importantly, she spoke French almost fluently so we could 
communicate. I was waiting for the opportunity to speak to her privately when news 
of my presence brought half a dozen men to Elisee's to visit me. There was a lot of 
excitement about my presence at Lac Vert and what it could mean. One late comer, a 
pastor, waved a black garbage-bag-wrapped parcel in the air. 
 
"I really must apologise Mama Elena. I was given strict instructions to give this to 
you as soon as I got back to Goma. I've been back two days but just couldn't make the 
time to get to Enoch's. Now I can save myself the trip. Here, open it! Open it! We all 
share in the excitement of someone's letter or parcel. I think it must be an item of 
clothing, it is very light." Inside was a jumbo sized packet of sanitary towels. 
 
"The LORD really does provide for our every need." I choked out as I rushed from 
the room blushing. Pelagie gave me Rebekah to hold and took me back into the room 
as the rice was being served. 
 
Pelagie wanted to come when Elisee walked me home later. Rebekah was lighter 
skinned than most babies. I watched Pelagie lean forward, putting Rebekah face down 
on her back, a leg each side. She took a cloth and, throwing it over the baby on her 
back, drew the top two corners to tie above her breasts. Rebekah remained perfectly 
still as the cloth tightened at the back of her neck, holding her close to her mother's 
back. Then the bottom corners were see-sawed from side to side, contouring the 
baby's bottom like a seat, and tied in front of Pelagie. Another large scarf completely 
covered Rebekah's head. 
 
"Why are you covering her head?" I asked in surprise. 
 
“I need to protect her skin from the sun." 
 
I said nothing else but wondered if Pelagie realised the little bare legs and feet 
sticking out each side were nearly as dark as Elisee. 
 
Both Pelagie and Elisee walked me all the way home but were given no refreshments 
by Mama Clem. Enoch was so angry that I had been out all day that he could not stay 
in the room. 
 
Elisee came often and I made a lot of friends moving around the camp. A lot of 
people started dropping in to say 'Hello' and ask for prayer or give me prophesies they 
had received from the LORD. A lot of the women brought me scriptures they had 
received as they prayed for me in the prayer rooms. It was heartening to know I was 
being prayed for. 
 
Two prophets that I will call 'Jim' and 'Joe' came trying to find out the date I was 
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going into Rwanda. They would question what I had seen, heard, or read in my Bible. 
Then they would have a rapid consultation in Kinyarwandan and Jim would tell me 
what the LORD had told them. There was always a little twist to encourage me to 
believe that they had the right version and mine was a little off square, but I could 
lean on them and their correct interpretations. They too were on my doorstep within 
24-hours of my arrival in Kigali two years later. One had given me his correct name, 
but the one who lived at Lac Vert and was part of the previous Rwandan government, 
had given me a false name. They came often and I accepted them as friends although I 
saw through their trickery easily. 
 
Another prophet who was supposedly called Cyprien, and into black magic, was to try 
to come into my life both there in Mugunga, and soon after I set foot in Kigali a 
couple of years later. 
 
Cyprien was different to the others. There was an air of rush and control about 
everything he said or did. There was nothing Christ-like about him and I was so aware 
of danger when he came anywhere near me that I would get cold shivers down my 
back before he even came into view. 
 
Cyprien slipped silently into my tent one day with his lips drawn back from his teeth. 
 
"Mama Elena. I have come to correct you. Last night I had a dream about you. You 
had thrown off your shoes carelessly before going to bed. One of them pointed east 
and the other west. I have been to see Enoch to warn him. No one can serve two 
masters, can they Mama Elena?" 
 
I knew he was referring to the time I spent with Elisee, insinuating that I was being 
disloyal to Enoch. 
 
"You are absolutely right. No one can serve two masters. I serve only the LORD 
Jesus Christ." 
 
I watched tensely as the fury contorted his features. He gave me the scripture 1 Kings 
Chapter 19 which is about Elijah the prophet fleeing for his life after Jezebel 
threatened to kill him. For the reader who does not know the story of Elijah, he was a 
prophet sent to King Ahab to tell him there would be a drought of both rain and dew. 
Sent into hiding by the LORD, he was hidden beside a wadi (small river), where he 
was fed by ravens, commanded by God. From there he was sent to a poor widow who 
only had enough flour and oil to make the last meal for herself and her son before 
they laid down to die. 
 
Elijah lived a couple of years more with her and neither the flour nor oil ran out. Her 
son died and was brought back to life by Elijah praying. Then the LORD sent him to 
show himself to King Ahab. He called all the Israelites and prophets to an assembly at 
Mount Carmel to prove that the LORD God Almighty is the only true God. 
 
Elijah had the false prophets of Baal build an altar and prepare a bull for sacrifice. He 
told them not to light the wood of the fire for their sacrifice but to call on the name of 
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their gods to light it. They danced around all morning and begged their gods to light 
the fire under their sacrifice while Elijah mocked them. 
 
Finally Elijah took twelve stones to represent the twelve tribes of Israel and built an 
altar. He piled the wood on his altar and laid his sacrificial bull, cut up, on top. He 
made a trench around his altar and had them fill it with water three times over. 
At the time of the offering of the oblation, the prophet Elijah came near and said: 
 

"Oh LORD God of Abraham, Isaac, and Israel, let 
it be known this day that You are God in Israel, 
that I am Your servant, and that I have done all 
these things at your bidding. Answer me O LORD 
, answer me that this people may know that You O 
LORD are God and that You have turned their 
hearts back. Then the fire of the LORD fell and 
consumed the burnt offering, the wood , the stones, 
and the dust, and even licked up the water that was 
in the trench.” 
 
1 Kings 18:36-38 

 
After having the false prophets killed Elijah prayed for rain. After a while there was 
heavy rain and Elijah warned King Ahab to get off the mountain before the chariots 
got caught in the mud. 
 
King Ahab told Jezebel his wife, what Elijah had done and that he had her false 
prophets killed. Jezebel in a rage threatened to have Elijah killed within 24-hours. 
 
Chapter 19 is about Elijah's flight in fear for his life. He was looking for God. 
 
Now, I asked myself, was Cyprien warning me he will have me killed or was he 
telling me to run for my life? Or was he telling me that only Enoch could protect me 
and I better tow the line with him? I am not sure.   
 
Cyprien then sent me letters, finally coming to tell me in no uncertain terms, that if I 
wanted to continue to prophesy in the camp I would have to join the Association of 
Prophets and come to the Thursday night meetings. He was obviously a Catholic but 
was establishing a side denomination with a name 'The something or other of the 
heart of Rwanda' (correct name withheld). He had some little lapel badges made with 
the outline of Rwanda in the centre of a red heart. 
 
Thursday came and went without me putting in an appearance at his Association of 
Prophets gathering, where all the prophecies were brought into alignment. 
 
Cyprien came into my tent. He was angry and made no pretence of smiling. As he sat 
down, my friend Pastor Pierre-Damien arrived, out of breath. He greeted me in 
English with the command, "Pray!" incorporated into the greeting. He sat beside 
Cyprien and started to chat to him in French. While they were chatting I could clearly 
see Pastor Pierre-Damien as a ram and Cyprien as a wolf. I obviously saw two men 
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side by side on the small bench Innocent had brought in half an hour previously, ‘in 
case you get visitors,’ he had said with a smile. Now my two visitors sat as if they 
wore masks and fancy dress. One a wolf the other a ram. I prayed silently in tongues. 
 
Some little time later Pastor Pierre-Damien spoke to me. I can't remember what any 
one of us spoke about but when Pastor Pierre-Damien spoke to me I saw him as the 
man of God he is. When Cyprien turned towards me I saw him as a huge cobra. 

 
   

 
Forgive me reader, for jumping backwards and forwards like this. 
 
When I was in Rwanda a couple of years later, the two prophets 'Jim ' and ' Joe' 
started visiting me regularly, now both using their real names. 'Joe ' later disappeared, 
supposedly murdered by the present army police. I was to see him in visions a number 
of times as he became re-involved with those who were plotting the resumption of the 
genocide, and had not returned to Rwanda with the refugees. (This has been 
confirmed). He then fled to Canada where he poses as a pastor and raises money 
supposedly for war widows - money that is brought into the country to help his wife 
and their children who are all under the control of the perpetrators of the genocide. 
His wife is a Tutsi. There are still people in Rwanda today whose lives were spared 
because of help a highly placed spouse gave the Habyarimana (genocide plotting) 
government, or who compromised their professed belief in Christ. 
 
 'You will know them by their fruit.' 
 
The prophet 'Jim ' is a member of Cyprien’s association of prophets in Rwanda, active 
between 1997 and 2001 while I was there, and probably still active. Considerable 
pressure was put on me to join these false prophets. They receive disinformation from 
a Rwandan Catholic Priest who is shielded by the Vatican so he does not have to face 
trial for involvement in the 1994 genocide. Another Catholic Bishop escaped justice 
because a group of German nuns, in Rwanda at the time of the genocide, who 
witnessed his involvement, were forbidden by the Vatican to testify against 'a man of 
the cloth'! The false prophets are on a roster and take turns spreading the so-called 
prophecies from Rome, for the princely sum of US$100 a time. 
 

   
 

Most of my visitors were women who were sick, or had sick children. I loved seeing 
them. Enoch must have decided there was some money making mileage left in me and 
organised for me to speak in churches. I was not to find out for some time yet that he 
was really getting pastors on side to sign letters asking the United Nations to remove 
me from the camp for causing a disturbance. 
 
I started noticing certain men mixing in every different church congregation to try to 
spark off trouble. Enoch, who was still arranging the church services and work groups 
for me to speak to, was coming to my tent telling me the Zaire soldiers were 
threatening all sort of calamities if I did not get money sent from Australia. 
 
"I cannot get any money, Enoch, nor would I ask for it. I don't pay bribes." 
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"You do not understand how the people here think Mama Elena. If you do not pay for 
protection, you die. It is Mama Clem who is afraid for herself and the girls. Think 
about us Mama Elena. Sometimes I have to go to translate the soldiers’ needs to the 
little girls who now work in the brothels." 
 
"I will pray for us all Enoch. I will pray for the children and about what I am doing." 
I wept for the children. How many times were they to be victims of adult corruption? 
I told myself that no person was in any worse situation because I was there. My head 
knew it but I could not convince my heart. 
 
"LORD will You please move me out of Enoch's and should I just stop spreading the 
message about the refugees being rescued and taken back to Rwanda in Your 
strength? I am not getting through to many people anyway. There are close to one 
million people here in Mugunga and I have not yet spoken to more than one thousand 
or fifteen hundred. You will have to do something, LORD, I am just not able to." 
 

"Do not be afraid, but speak and do not be silent; for 
I am with you and no one will lay a hand on you to 
harm you, for there are many in this city who are My 
people." 
 
Acts 18:9b & 10. 

 
I preferred being with Elisee although there was something wrong there too. He hated 
the time I spent praying for the sick. He needed to constantly be the centre of 
attention. No, not the centre, the only one getting attention. I wondered how to step 
back and let him have it all. I really hated my high profile. 
 
Pelagie was feeling left out and I didn't know what to do. She never came to the 
prayer meetings these days. I suspected that was because with Pelagie, I could mix 
with the women, and Elisee's nose was put out of joint. Now with all Elisee's preening 
and talking there were very few prayers being made! 
 
Rwandans sing all the time. In spite of the squalor, poverty and harshness of their 
lives in the camps there were always groups of women standing singing together or in 
a circle praying together. The Bible tells us to greet each other with a song. They 
certainly did that. 
 
"Yesu ndamukunda" (Jesus I love you) rang out everywhere I went. Expressions 
would change and joy filled the camp. I could see the division quite clearly. The 
abducted population and the abductors. The laughing, singing children would become 
silent as certain people moved among them. 
 
"We are living with the witchdoctors." Serafine had said, and so they were. 
 
There are herbal healers and witchdoctors. Unfortunately there is a wide overlap. 
Herbal healers seek to heal. Some seek fame and fortune. Witchdoctors seek to 
dominate, crush and control. The bad healers have spread and sold the advice that if a 
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man with AIDS has sex with a virgin he will give her the infection and become free of 
it himself. This has lead to countless young girls, toddlers and even babies, being 
sexually abused. 
 
The power of witchdoctors should be prayed against, not ignored! 
 
In an effort to drive me from the house I lived in when in Rwanda, a family I had 
given temporary shelter to, and been unable to remove for three years, had a river of 
ants called into my room by black magic. I prayed, then boiled litres of water to 
splash on the floor and cement walls. There were seven shovelfuls of dead ants! 
 
Like the meal from which Adelfine received a spoonful, I prayed for the LORD to 
remove these people from my home in Rwanda, and stop the poisonings and attempts 
to electrocute me. Soon after, a small black mamba (poisonous snake), was slid under 
my door. 
 
"Please warn the children to be careful where they step. A small black snake slid in 
under my door two nights ago." 
 
I did not mention the whispering and foot stamping that I heard to encourage the 
snake to go under the door. 
 
"What did you do?" 
 
"Oh I just prayed it back out under the door and went to bed." 
 
The following day before sunrise they were moving out. I found the snake beside my 
bed, looping around on my thongs within half an hour of their final departure, and 
killed it. "Thank-you Jesus!" 
 

"Beware of false prophets, who come to you in 
sheep’s clothing but inwardly are ravenous wolves. 
You will know them by their fruits. Are grapes 
gathered from thorns, or figs from thistles? In the 
same way every good tree bears good fruit, but the 
bad tree bears bad fruit. A good tree can not bear 
bad fruit, nor can a bad tree bear good fruit. Every 
tree that does not bear good fruit is cut down and 
thrown into the fire. Thus you will know them by 
their fruits.” 

 
Matthew 7:15-20 
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XV 
 

Lac Vert, Goma and the Muslims 
 
 
Elisee had asked me to come out to Lac Vert by myself. I had been to Food for the 
Hungry to speak at their pre-work prayer meeting by myself, so why not go all the 
way to Lac Vert? The LORD had promised that no one would lay a hand on me to 
harm me. 
 
The camp had been established according to each of the shires in Rwanda. They were 
not in logical order, with two shires side by side in the camp, that were miles apart in 
the country, but if I got lost I could always ask for Enoch's shire of Remera. They had 
even set up a President for each camp. I was amazed at the harmony and democracy. 
 
I knew how to get to the main road, but had never been past the market place by 
myself, and an uncomfortable silence greeted me. I stayed up on the main road but 
looked at what seemed to be a large flea market stretching through the camp. On the 
other side of the road I could see brief glimpses of the distant lake. 
 
A bush, that I was later to learn was cassava, was being cultivated. The leaves are 
used as a green vegetable and taste a little like chopped, tinned spinach. The roots are 
dug out in long tuberous lengths, washed and dried. The dark coloured skin or bark is 
peeled off and the whole lot re-soaked and re-dried. The soaking and drying are 
repeated endlessly, chopping the roots into smaller and smaller chips. The final result 
is a flour-like powder varying in quality from white to grey. The darker the grey the 
more impurities and poisons remain.  
 
A measured quantity of water is brought to the boil and the equally measured quantity 
of flour is dumped into the boiling water and stirred vigorously. There should then be 
a gluey, rather slimy mass, with no dry specks of unmixed powder. This is placed on 
the table with a sauce, usually a meat sauce. A lump of this stretchy, gluey mass is 
pulled off, flattened in the palm of the hand with the fingers, then some sauce is 
scooped up in the flattened piece and eaten. Cassava bread provides roughage and 
fills the stomach but has no nutrients. It has very little flavour, which is fortunate as it 
looks very unappetising. It is one of the staples and is served with anything that can 
make a sauce. 
 
The camp on my right came to an end and Lac Vert houses soon came into view. 
Elisee's house was one of the first. There was only one entrance to the house, walled 
off from passers by. This meant that no one could leave without being seen and here 
inside Elisee's were half the old pastors who had been at Enoch's early Bible studies. 
The very same pastors I had given the scripture to about 'not going to war'. A couple 
turned their heads away so they were not recognised, and they all pushed past to get 
out without greeting me. Anger at my unexpected arrival filled the air. 
 
"Who were they?" I asked Elisee. 
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"Don't worry about them, they are my bosses," he said. I was welcomed but got the 
feeling he would rather I had not turned up. 
 
Pelagie was pleasant but no longer open and happy. I wished I had made an excuse 
and not come. I had not brought my Bible and was given a French one. As Pelagie 
passed it to me it fell open. I glanced at the page. 
 

2 Kings 6:19 
 
I read and re-read the surrounding verses. I had begged the LORD repeatedly for the 
name of the man I was to find and had been given 2 Kings 6:19 each time. Elisee is 
French for Elisha! Every time I had asked, the LORD had given me the man's name! 
 
There was now no doubt that Elisee was the man I was to find, but I still had a strong 
feeling that all was not right. Elisee was the Chaplain of the army that led and commit 
the genocide! If he said the old pastors were his bosses then they were army too. How 
could Elisee help me if he was still on the side of the army and what they were 
planning? I too had heard that they were going to finish the genocide and re-take the 
governance of the country. 
 
"Mama Elena, I will take you home now, there is something I have to do." 
 
"Isn't Pelagie coming?" I asked in surprise. Pelagie had given me some long 
meaningful looks but remained silent. 
 
"No, Pelagie has laundry to do." A look passed between them and Pelagie rushed 
outside to start throwing clothes into a basin of water. It was not the time of day to 
start doing laundry. Perhaps they had argued. Perhaps it was the visit of the old 
pastors I now knew were not really pastors at all. Perhaps it was what Elisee suddenly 
had to do.  Pelagie was deeply disturbed and did not want to speak to me. She turned 
away and did not even say 'good-bye' and - I wondered if she had turned away to hide  
tears. 
 
"I'll pick you up at 8.00am. tomorrow and take you to Goma. I have to see someone. 
I'm sorry I can't take you any further," he said, leaving me near the hospital, just past 
the flea market. The sun was bright and hot. I felt dizzy and dehydrated. In fact I 
stumbled and dragged my feet. 
 
"Oh LORD, I feel so sick! I need help to get home to Enoch's I don't think I can walk 
much further. 
 
 "Mama Elena! Have you come to visit us? Will you tell us your story?" The woman 
drew a crowd around me and I spoke for five or ten minutes. 
 
“Forgive me, that is all today. I need to get back home," I said, and they good 
naturedly let me go. 
 
My mouth was so dry by then I could barely speak anyway. I walked unnaturally 
slowly, dragging myself along. 
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"Mama Elena, you look tired, come and sit down in the shade. A man of about thirty, 
who had visited Enoch and Innocent, took my arm and started to lead me towards a 
canvas restaurant tent. I stopped at the doorway when I saw men sitting outside at a 
table playing a game with little balls on a board that had indentations to keep the balls 
in place. 
 
"I can't go into a place where alcohol is served." I said, pulling away from him. 
 
"We are Muslims Mama Elena. We do not gamble or touch alcohol. You can safely 
come inside," he said. A young woman with her head covered had appeared and I 
could see small tables in the dim interior. 
 
Inside there were a few men just sitting chatting. Three women came through from 
the back and my host spoke to them quickly. A tall pot of mint tea and a cup were 
brought to him. He poured some and drank. 
 
"Just rest Mama, I have told them to get you something." He got up and spoke to the 
men who all left, leaving me sitting resting in the cool gloom of the large tent interior. 
I was left for at least ten minutes and prayed silently as I waited. 
 
My host returned with a bottle of coca cola and a bottle opener. A branch with several 
hands of ripe bananas was brought through and placed on the table. With a 
deprecatory smile my host bid me eat and drink. He looked at his watch and said: 
 
"You have plenty of time Mama Eat! Eat and drink. If there is anything you want you 
have only to ask me.” 
 
Not until I had refused a third banana, or second bottle of coca cola, did he allow 
anyone into the tent. I could hear a hum of voices outside the large tent. Tables and 
chairs were stacked up neatly to take up as little room as possible and men filed in 
until the only space left in the room was two or three feet of breathing space around 
my corner table. No one was allowed to squash between my table and the canvas 
blocking off the kitchen where the women were. 
 
I told them how the LORD had sent me from Australia with instructions to enter Zaire 
at the Kisoro border crossing, without baggage, spare clothes, shoes, food or money. 
How the LORD had said: 
 
"Go into Zaire at Kisoro and turn left. I have a bed prepared for you." 
 
It had rained heavily just before I came through the border, which had been officially 
closed that morning, with only local pedestrians allowed through. I was on foot with 
no baggage so I fit the requirements. However, I could not turn left. There was a high 
slippery embankment of mud along the left hand side of the road. 
 
There were a lot of people moving along the road in the opposite direction. They all 
greeted me but I did not know how to return their greetings. Two little girls aged 
about eight and ten greeted me lengthily. I nodded solemnly to return their greeting. 
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The older one spoke to the younger one and started nodding her head forward like a 
bird drinking, lifting it's head as if to allow the 'water' to run down its throat. Their 
laughter rang out. Even I smiled, realising how stupid I looked. The road came to a 
wide bend towards the right. There was a large stone and I sat down to rest. I took out 
my Bible, more so that I did not have to try to greet anyone, than to read. It fell open 
at Exodus 33:14. 

 
“My presence will go with you and I will give you rest.” 

 
I cried out to Him silently, too tired to walk any further. "LORD, I know You are with 
me but I need to rest. I need to lie down and sleep. I really don't care if I have to lie on 
a banana leaf in the mud, just as long as You make me invisible to all these people." 
 

"I have a bed prepared for you and I told you to turn left!" 
 
Pushing my Bible back into my bag, I got to my feet to find that I was surrounded by 
at least twenty people all staring silently to my right hand side. A small, very old lady, 
came to stand slightly to my left and greeted me with her palms raised forward. I 
answered her greeting in French and raised my palms like hers. The crowd made way 
for an old man, moving slowly with a walking stick, to pass through and join her. 
They both stared silently to my right. I looked anxiously round but could see nothing. 
 
"Can I translate for you? These are the village elders, they want to know how they can 
help you?" The boy who spoke was about fourteen. He too stared at something on my 
right hand side. I turned again but saw nothing. Before I could speak he added in a 
strangely hushed voice: 
 
"We can see Jesus standing beside you." The emotion formed lump in my throat made 
swallowing difficult and speech impossible. 
 
The elderly couple spoke softly together then spoke to the boy who translated for me. 
"They say you must go to...(I missed the name) There is a monk's retreat and training 
centre there where you can spend the night. I am going there myself and can show 
you the way. There is a wedding there today and I am taking more drinks. I saw to my 
surprise that he was pushing a wooden bicycle with wooden wheels and a little trailer 
on the back with a large crate of soft drinks. 
 
The crowd dispersed and after thanking the village elders and taking my leave, with 
more small bows and raised palms, the boy and I set off. Out of sight but not more 
than sixty metres from where I had sat on the stone, the road curved round to the 
right, the mud embankment disappeared and the boy led me along a narrow walking 
track to the left. 
 
The Priest running the Bible College Centre was a Frenchman. The monks and trainee 
students were expected to arrive the following day. A large dormitory held about 
twenty-four beds, all made up ready. 
 
"You can sleep in the dormitory or this small room off to the side," I was told as I was 
given the keys. 
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"Please keep the dormitory door locked at all times This is the key to the small room. 
Tomorrow a guide will take you to Rwanguba. There is a Canadian woman there who 
works for Medecin Sans Frontiers (Doctors Without Borders). You will be brought 
food and water but it would be best if you are not seen. There are celebrations in the 
village." 
 
I told the roomful of Muslims of God's kindness to me, His care for every detail and 
most of all, how He wanted them to know He loved and would care for them too, 
taking them out of the misery of the camps back into their own country. 
 
"We are Muslims. Will God protect and help Muslims as well as Christians?" 
 
"Anybody who returns to Rwanda peacefully and trusts in God will be protected by 
Him." 
 
"Some of us are soldiers, will God take the soldiers back?" 
 
"God will take everybody who trusts in Him and returns peacefully." 
 
"How can soldiers go back without their weapons?" 
 
"I don't know." 
 
"Can they take their weapons?" 
 
"I don't really know. I do not think they would be seen to be returning peacefully if 
they have weapons." 
 
"Can we come into Rwanda with you?" 
 
No! I am supposed to prepare the way. I am not taking the people back to Rwanda. 
God will do that." 
 
My host called an end to the meeting and they left, quietly and in order. It was the 
most exciting gathering I spoke to. Every time I said Jesus it was translated calmly as 
Imana (God). Outside Muvunyi waited to escort me home. 
 
Elisee was on time next morning. We were getting a bus to Goma. We did not get one 
of the little buses I had always travelled on with Enoch. Elisee shook his head and 
said that was not our bus. A few minutes later I was shocked to see a big red bus, the 
sort you would expect to see in England, pull up. I had stepped up into the bus before 
I realised that Elisee was holding back several women who wanted to prevent me 
getting on. Elisee then jumped quickly on and the bus drove off. All the seats were 
taken and I was surprised to see the soldiers, and the old pastors who had been at 
Elisee’s filled the bus, with several standing. 
 
I broke out in a cold sweat and started to pray silently. Elisee went over to speak to 
the old pastors who had both turned their heads to look out of the window. I pretended 
to look elsewhere but could see in a reflection from a window that they did not turn to 
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look at Elisee as they mumbled quietly to him. We were dropped at the entrance to 
Goma, where the bus swung left. Looking back the way we had come were several 
more red buses. 
 
"Wasn't that convenient? Now if you are going to Goma you can get a lift on the 
soldiers’ buses. They will all stop for you now that I have been seen with you. I was 
glad the LORD had made it so clear that Elisee was the man I was to find. Most of the 
time I was very uncomfortable in his company. 
 
The genocide-plotting government lived in Lac Vert with the army commanders. I 
counted at least six large buses full, with many of the soldiers standing in the aisles.  
 
“Where are the buses going, Elisee?” 
 
“They are going to the training camps near Kibumba. We are very well organised and 
prepared.” There was no way the United Nations could be unaware of the military 
training taking place, or of the large number of soldiers living at Kibumba and 
preparing their return to Rwanda. 
 
Elisee flagged down a utility when he recognised the driver. The two passengers on 
the front seat made way for us to take their places by hopping quickly into the back. I 
sat waiting for Elisee for at least three hours, as he went to one place after the other, 
leaving me waiting in the vehicle. I was never alone but always had one or the other 
of the three Zairians keeping me company. Finally we were both dropped off outside 
the wall around a beautiful house and gardens near the University. 
 
This was obviously why I had been brought. My skin colour was to be used as a door 
opener. An elderly Canadian, Charles Foster, received us courteously, speaking with 
Elisee as I chatted with his lovely wife, Elma. 
 
"Our prayer group have been praying for you constantly Helen, ever since the first 
day you arrived in Goma.” 
 
“Thank you Elma, please thank everybody. I would not be able to cope without the 
prayer support.” 
 
We were offered tea which I could enjoy without sugar for once. 
 
Charles said he could arrange a visa for Rwanda for me. It was so nice just being with 
people I could trust. We prayed together before Charles had us driven back to 
Mugunga so he could see were I lived. 
 
Elisee had been given invitations for a Grief and Trauma seminar which was to be run 
in Goma by an American group from Nairobi. Thirty or forty pastors were invited to 
attend the three day seminar. Enoch was to be given some of the invitations to 
distribute but Elisee insisted that I would be accompanying him. 
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XVI 
 

The Army Bus and Goma 
 
 
Two big buses had been hired to take us to Goma for the Grief and Trauma seminar. 
The first bus was full and Elisee was looking out the window anxiously. I got on the 
second bus with Enoch and Innocent and we were driven right to the hotel where the 
Americans hosting the seminar were staying. 
 
"You have to get on my bus and travel with me. I can not be responsible for you if 
you do not travel with me," said Elisee petulantly.  
 
"I gave my testimony to hundreds of Muslims when you left me the other day." 
 
"We are together now. I do not want you to speak to anyone unless I am with you." 
 
"I can't do that Elisee. If the LORD arranges for me to give His message to a group of 
people I will give it." 
 
"Be quick or we will miss breakfast." He replied crossly, pushing me into the room 
that had been set up for us all. 
 
There was a hand-basin on one of the pillars and a girl with a large jug of water to 
pour over our hands as we washed. 
 
"Please wait, I must get some more water," said the waitress rushing off with the 
empty jug. Someone else brought a jug of water as soon as she had gone. Without 
hesitation I picked up the heavy jug and poured water over Elisee's hands. He washed 
and washed and washed, delighting in everyone seeing that I was pouring water for 
him. 
 
Thoroughly annoyed at his childishness I continued to pour water for whoever wanted 
to wash their hands. If Elisee wanted to make some silly statement then I would make 
it a nonsense. He was just trying to score points over Enoch and that would make 
trouble. There were three tables. Two long ones holding at least ten people on each 
and the shorter table with the Americans and their team on the other. As Elisee slid up 
to make room for me the pastor beside him also slid along the bench beside him. 
Another pastor a couple of seats further down the row jumped out of his seat to 
chivalrously enable me to step over the bench and sit down. I smiled and sat between 
these pastors I had poured water for. 
 
We were served fried egg and bacon with two slices of bread. It was very oily and my 
egg looked half cooked. I saw the large man across the table from me had finished his 
food and was staring hungrily at my plate. I put the bacon on one piece of bread and 
pushed the rest of my ration towards him. 
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Everyone watched enviously as he scoffed the food gratefully. It was obvious he had 
not eaten for days. The coffee was such a treat I could not bear to share it but I 
noticed that every last grain of powdered milk and sugar were poured into their mugs. 
 
When we filed into the room I sat on a bench where there was no room for either 
Enoch or Elisee, to join me. The lectures and teaching were very interesting. Finally 
we were separated into groups of six. I was glad to be in the same group as Enoch and 
was able to translate from English into French for him to then translate into 
Kinyarwandan for the rest of our group. Hearing about his childhood with his father's 
three wives and all his older half brothers gave me a lot of insight into Rwandan 
family culture. 
 
Today all children go to junior school and some families send all their children to 
secondary school as well. It was not like that before the genocide. A couple would 
decide what they would do with each child. For example the first will hoe the beans; 
the second will fetch water; the third one will make and carry bricks for the builders; 
finally one is chosen, before birth, to go to school. This one will get an education 
enabling them to get work and become the breadwinner and supporter. This child will 
grow up to support the whole extended family. 
 
Names are also chosen to help establish a child in a profession. One might be called 
the Kinyarwandan translation of 'a good talker', 'little pastor’ or girls can be 'Blessing 
from God' or 'Worth many cows'. One family, hoping their daughters would grow up 
to have office jobs, named them, 'Fax machine', 'Photo copier', and 'Computer'. 
 
It was to be the last time Enoch and I sat together as friends until he came to visit me 
two and a half years later in Kigali. Then he was to thank me for praying for him, 
telling me of God's goodness towards him as, fearing he would be blamed for what 
others had done, he kept trying to flee north when the others refugees returned to 
Rwanda. 
 
Mama Clem refused to leave him and followed wherever he went, with the three girls 
and baby Samuel. At one point they were hiding in a small cave with bombs dropping 
all around them. The LORD spoke to Enoch, telling him to go out of the cave 
immediately. He told his family he was going to find water, which they all needed 
desperately, and he left the cave. He climbed over a small ridge and found a large 
stone he could hide beside. Just then the last bomb dropped close to where he had 
been before he risked climbing over the ridge to find a hiding place. 
 
The cave mouth collapsed, burying all his family inside. If he had not left the cave in 
obedience to God's word he would not have been able to dig his family out in time. 
That was the deciding factor that he too could put his trust in God and go back to 
Rwanda under His protection. 

 
"Do not fear for I am with you to save you and 
protect you." 
 
Jeremiah 1:8 
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Elisee's brother Festus had come from Nairobi as part of the Trauma and Healing 
team. He lived and worked in Nairobi and was also visiting his other brother in Katale 
while he was in Zaire, (now known as the Democratic Republic of Congo or as 
Congo/Kinshasa).The refugee camp at Katale was the largest of all the refugee camps 
with over 1,200,000 people. It was quite a distance from Goma with a range of 
volcanoes separating the camp from Mugunga. 
 
Festus, being fluent in English and French, was the main interpreter for the seminar. 
Elisee introduced me and we chatted in his room instead of returning on the buses 
provided. He gave me US$20 as women usually carry and are responsible for money. 
Elisee did not want to take the risk of being in possession of cash as we had missed 
the last bus home and would have to walk the fourteen kilometres to Mugunga. The 
walk was quite pleasant as we joined up with other refugees walking home. Many 
refugees walked the fourteen kilometres into Goma and back each day in the hope of 
getting casual labour. 
 
It was both dark and late when we finally got back to Enoch's. 
 
"Innocent is beside himself with worry about you, Mama Elena. He has gone to try to 
find you." 
 
"I'm sorry Enoch, we missed the last bus and had to walk home from Goma. We were 
talking to Elisee's brother Festus and did not realise how the time was slipping away. 
It was still light and we did not realise the buses stop running so early. 
 
"It is very dangerous to be out on the road when the light is failing Mama Elena. 
Elisee should have known how dangerous it would be for you." He then raised his 
voice to Elisee and threw him out of the house. 
 
I slept so well that night. Not even the cow being taken out of the camp at 5.00am 
woke me. Yes, there was a cow not far from Enoch's. It was brought into the camp at 
dusk each night and somehow backed into place between two dwellings to sleep. It 
had to be backed into place because it's huge horns were much wider than it's body. 
Next morning it was taken out before the sun had risen. The steady plodding steps as 
it passed my tent was a reliable alarm clock. Not so today. I woke to silence. There 
had never been silence and daylight before. Usually the camp was a hive of activity as 
day dawned. 
 
My watch said 7.00am. Jumping out of bed I washed quickly, pulled my clothes on 
and looked for Enoch and Innocent. There was no one in sight. No sign of Mama 
Clem, the girls, the baby, Enoch or Innocent. How strange! Slinging my bag on my 
shoulder I set off for the bus stop. Most of the people greeted me pleasantly but there 
was no singing. Nor were there any children rushing to shake my hand or gather 
round me to accompany me. 
 
There was no sign of Enoch or Innocent although I was still seven minutes earlier 
than the bus had come yesterday. Had the buses left earlier today and I had not been 
warned they were going to? I had no money to pay for a routine bus so if no one 
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turned up in the next fifteen minutes I would walk out to Lac Vert to see if Elisee had 
missed the bus too. 
 
There were three or four women around the little kiosk back from the bus stop who 
wanted to chat but didn't speak enough French. One asked where I was going by 
myself and I said I was going to Goma and expected Elisee to meet me at the bus 
stop. It was too much. They could not understand enough French and I could not 
understand their language. 
 
Just then the bus arrived. As I stepped forward towards the edge of the road for the 
slowing bus the women grabbed hold of me to pull me back. A soldier stepping off 
the bus to take hold of me said, "Come, Mama Elena. Come with us. We'll give you a 
lift to Goma." Women screamed and pandemonium broke out.  
 
Soldiers in the bus were grinning. Someone was screaming. Women threw themselves 
between us to break the soldier's hold, while others pulled me back away from him, 
totally surrounding me. By this time there were at least eight women. A couple of 
men arrived, shouting, and the bus started to move away with the soldier who had 
descended hanging off the bottom step. 
 
"Oh Mama Elena! Mama Elena." Sobbed a couple of the women as they wiped away 
their tears with their sarongs. They hugged me as I choked out, "Thank you! Thank 
you." 
 
Another bus arrived and Elisee rapped on the inside of one of the windows. I 
recognised the pastors I had poured water for and got on the bus. The two men who 
had shouted at the army bus also got on. 
 
"You said you would see me at the bus stop." I said to Elisee. 
 
"I thought you knew the bus starts from near the hospital. A lot of the pastors come 
from the other end of the camp and Lac Vert. Enoch and Innocent came to the right 
place. It didn't matter, you could have got a lift on one of the army buses. That is why 
I took you to Goma on one of them." 
 
He showed his teeth. I could not call it a smile. Was it Elisee who had set me up to be 
murdered? Was Enoch in on the plan? Oh LORD, what have You got me into? I 
wondered. 
 

“Thoughts are as shouts in heaven.” 
 
“Before you speak I will answer you.” 
 
“Do not be afraid of them, and do not be afraid  
of their words; though briars and thorns surround  
you and you live among scorpions, do not be 
afraid.” 
 
Ezekiel 2:6. 
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The reconciliation teaching was good. I learned how to speak with bereaved people 
and how to encourage reconciliation. This was to be very useful a couple of years 
later when I lived in Rwanda with a dozen severely traumatised children. 
 
144,000 children were orphaned by the genocide and a lot of children were lost during 
the flight out of Rwanda, becoming unaccompanied children. 
 
The ones I lived with in Rwanda were supposedly too traumatised to be placed with 
relatives and were living in a 'home group'. Relatively few were brought up in 
orphanages, as such a life style would not equip them for rural living in Rwanda. 
 
Three or four nights after I arrived in Rwanda, and moved in with them, I was woken 
by screams. Hurriedly throwing on some clothes, I ran to the next house where the 
children lived, to see what was wrong. 
 
One boy had had a nightmare and was telling it to all the children and the three 
women who looked after them. This sparked off memories of what had happened 
during the genocide, and each child told their story. 
 
We were in a room with three sets of bunk beds, with the children all piled on them 
for the memory telling. No effort was made to shield the two little five year olds from 
these incredibly gruesome stories.  
 
Next day a fourteen year old girl I will call Nellie, placed two chairs outside on the 
grass. She led me to one and sat on the other facing me. We were so close our knees 
were touching. 
 
She started to speak slowly and clearly. Realising I did not understand, she went back 
to the beginning, making me repeat every sound and every explicit action. 
 
I understood that Nellie, from her place of hiding, watched a group of men she called 
Interahamwe, gang rape her mother, cut their victim's head off, then play soccer with 
the severed head, until one of them scored a goal by kicking the head into the pit 
latrine. 
 
One of the carers came to translate at the end, to make sure I understood. This was my 
first real case of praying for one of the deeply traumatised in Rwanda. 
 
Nellie's story is burned into me never to be forgotten. Perhaps because of the graphic 
way it was told. Perhaps because I never saw the full answer to my prayers for Nellie, 
as I did for the other children. 
 
Before I return to the trauma and healing seminary in Goma I'd like to tell you about 
other situations with the 'home group' children in Rwanda 
 
Inyeza, probably misspelt,  was one of the five year olds. A small, thin, unattractive 
child, who screamed most of the day, trying to fit both her fists into her mouth at 
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once. Her hands were always wet with saliva. All day she would run back and forth 
screaming, with no effort that I could see being made to comfort her.  
 
Every time I picked her up, her thin little arms would clamp suffocatingly around my 
neck, she would fall into a deep sleep and wet herself. This continued daily for several 
weeks. As soon as I put her down, she woke up and ran around screaming again. 
 
It soon became obvious that as well as being deeply traumatised, Inyeza was sleep 
deprived, so with a towel on my lap, I would cuddle her in the evenings. Janet, one of 
the older girls, would take her to the toilet each night, until she learned to go by 
herself, before coming for her cuddle. 
 
Within six months Inyeza was skipping around and singing to herself all day. Some 
prayers are answered instantly, some more slowly. This little girl was healed by love.  
 

“By this the world will know that you are my 
disciples;  if you have love one for another.” 

 
Byubuseng had a raging toothache. An apparently happy ten year old, with life 
threatening behaviour the only outward sign of his trauma ravaged life. It was late 
when I got home that day. The women were cooking on buckets of hot coals up in the 
top corner of the yard. 
 
It was already dark and the kerosene lantern bobbed around casting huge shadows as 
it was passed from one cook to the other. The children moved around either watching, 
or squatting beside a bucket of coals, sliding new coals under the pan to maintain the 
heat. 
 
I went to greet everyone, counting the children as I went so nobody was overlooked. 
 
"Where is Byubuseng?" 
 
"He has a toothache. He tried to cut his tooth out himself with the knife." Mama 
Mukeshimana flourished a knife with a ten inch, pointed blade. 
 
"Why didn't you take him to a dentist?" 
 
"There is no dentist until Thursday, and we won't have the money to take him 
anyway." 
 
"Where is he?" 
 
"He is in his bedroom. Ishimye, take the lantern and show Mama Elena, but bring the 
light straight back. We need it for the cooking.” 
 
Byubuseng sat folornly on one of the bottom bunks in the other bedroom. 
 
"Hello Byubuseng, how are you?" I could have kicked myself. How stupid of me to 
ask a child in such pain how he was. Ishimye held the lantern up, while Byubuseng, 
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pulling back his cheek, showed me the large flap of discoloured, hanging gum where 
he had tried to cut his tooth out. The surrounding gum, and the cheek which had 
lacerations from the knife, were an angry, swollen red. 
 
I nearly wept as I saw the state he was in. Memories of my own dental woes and those 
of my children, flooded back. 
 
"Lets pray." One of the few things I could say that he could understand. 
 
I prayed as best I could with the lump in my throat then I gave him another quick 
squeeze with the arm that I had placed around him, and stumbled out of the children's 
house towards my own to hide my tears. 
 
"Jesus, Jesus, Jesus. LORD, please heal him. There are no painkillers and no dentists 
here…" 
 
Before I had opened my door I heard the commotion and saw the madly swinging 
lantern, and the shadows. 
 
"Mama Elena! Mama Elena! Gwino! Gwino!" ( Come! Come! ) 
 
Byubuseng stood with a radiant smile that split around his face as he pulled his cheek 
back to show everyone there was not only no pain, and no infection, but there was no 
trace of a cut in his gum.  
 
"Thank you, thank you, thank you Jesus! Thank you LORD!" 
 
I sat back and watched the rest of the trauma seminary in Goma. Forgiveness is one of 
the ingredients needed for healing. It is something I have a lot of difficulty with and 
the teaching was challenging! 
 
I thought of people and situations I still harboured resentment against, and was deeply 
ashamed when I realised how trivial my issues had been compared to the suffering in 
Rwanda. 
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XVII 
 

The Newspaper, The Date, The Betrayal 
 
 
An American who lived or was staying in the area was on the last bus out to Mugunga 
on the final day of the seminar. Elisee and I sat behind Enoch and Innocent with the 
American, (or was he Canadian?) just in front of them. All the way home he turned in 
his seat to shout at Enoch and accuse him of gross acts of financial corruption. I 
followed Innocent and Enoch home that day, ashamed of Enoch and ashamed to be 
with him. 
 
Innocent seemed amused. He called a young man over and had a quick conversation 
with him about me, pointing me out and laughing. If I was a more mature Christian I 
would have and should have walked beside Enoch to give him moral support and an 
opening to repent. To my shame I didn't. I judged him according to what I had just 
heard.  
 
We are supposed to be like Christ, about whom it was written: 

 
“He shall not judge by what his eyes see, 
or decide by what his ears hear.” 
 
Isaiah 11:3 

 
The lesson was about to be reinforced. I had barely settled in my tent when the young 
man Innocent had spoken to brought me a newspaper with a coloured front page. 
 
"You don't know the first thing about the genocide do you?" He handed me the 
newspaper and walked away. 
 
I used my chair as a table and smoothed the paper out. There was a coloured 
photograph of a hill with dismembered, or partly dismembered bodies strewn over the 
surface. It was exactly as I had seen it in a vision fourteen years before it happened. I 
was stunned, both by the picture and by the long-forgotten memory. 
 
It was before I knew Jesus as LORD, Saviour and personal friend. I had been deeply 
depressed with no desire to live and had called out to God in anger: "Why do I have to 
live? What do I have to live for?" I stared into the fire and kicked into it with the toe 
of my boot. Little embers, moving from the front of the fire to the back, turned into 
people on a hill! A sudden explosion of larger embers ran up the 'hill' behind them 
leaving the small ember ‘stick people’ without a leg here, two arms missing there, and 
a head cut off somewhere else. 
 
A smaller diameter log with an axe cut in it was thrown onto the front of the fire. The 
wood must have been green. It did not burn, merely blackened and smouldered. 
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It looks like an African, I thought. The eyes, the nose, the mouth open in a scream, 
head thrown back, and here the throat has been slit. I gazed transfixed at the axe cut 
looking like a slit throat as sap started to bubble out like blood. 
 
The experience was such a shock I started taking better care of myself and the 
depression lifted. At no time did I ask the Lord what it meant, merely shrugging it 
away as morbidly fanciful imagination. 
 
Now here it was on the front page of the newspaper. 
 
"Turn the page!" said the LORD. There was a small paragraph near the bottom of the 
page. 
 
"I haven't read it yet LORD.” 
 
"Turn the page." 
 
I turned over and found the second and third pages also covered with coloured 
photographs of mutilated bodies. 
 
"Turn the page," said the LORD again. This time I did not hesitate but turned over 
twice. 
 
"You never told me, LORD. Why did You never show me what had happened.?" 
 
"You do not need to see what the devil has done. I want you to focus on what I am 
doing!" 
 
"What are You doing LORD?" 
 
"I have heard the cries of distress of My people and I have come to rescue them." 
 
This was accompanied by a vision I was to see several times, of a flood of people 
pouring through the Barrier between Goma and Rwanda. I could see a sea of people 
filling the road right up to Mugunga, all heading back home to Rwanda. I saw it as if I 
were a bird high in the sky over their heads. 
 

"Do not be afraid of them, for I am with you  
to deliver you, says the LORD” 
 
Jeremiah 1:8 
 
“The servant of the LORD shall not judge by 
what his eyes see or by what his ears hear.” 
 
Isaiah 11:3 

 
Taking a deep breath I looked at the pages in front of me and saw a photograph of a 
teenage girl with the caption:- 'Girl saved by miracle!’ 
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I started to read: The article told of a girl who was prefect of her school class, popular 
and had helped many students. When three Interahamwe youths with rifles 
surrounded the school and started killing the Tutsi students, the girl was denounced as 
a Tutsi by someone she had considered to be a friend and had been giving free after-
school tuition to. 
 
As she was taken outside to be shot she remembered the song her father, a local 
pastor, had had sung repeatedly the previous Sunday in church. 
 

“Are you washed in the blood? 
Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb? 
Are you garments spotless are they white as snow? 
...” 

 
"Please wait. Can I go home to put my white dress on if I am going to die?" The 
would-be killers hesitated. She looked as if she came from a rich family. There might 
be something they could loot... 
 
The girl walked home surrounded by the three youths. There was no sign of her 
parents or anyone else in the family. Her mother had just washed her white 
Confirmation dress and as the youths looked for money she slipped it on. 
 
"Come on! Come on!" They hustled her outside as she picked her father's large Bible 
up off the coffee table and clutched it to her chest. 
 
The girl could hear her father as he had preached the previous Sunday. He, like so 
many priests and pastors throughout Rwanda, under the anointing of the Holy Spirit, 
had preached about LOVE, FORGIVENESS, and HOW TO DIE IN CHRIST. 
 

"Are you washed in the blood? 
Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb? 
Are your garments spotless are they white as snow? 
Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?" 

 
They positioned her outside and took aim. The girl heard three simultaneous clicks as 
the three rifles malfunctioned. Spurred by the chance she had been given she ran for 
her life and escaped. 
 
When the article was written she had been reunited with an older brother and sister 
living in Nairobi. The rest of her family are still missing, presumed dead. 
 
When he came to retrieve his newspaper the young man must have been perplexed to 
find me so peace-filled as I gave praise to God. Innocent thought to frighten me, 
instead he blessed me. 
 

“Even though you intended to do harm to me God 
intended it for good, in order to preserve a numerous 
people, as He is doing today.” 
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Genesis 50:20 

 
Elisee had been trying to persuade Pelagie and I to try the nomad lifestyle. Much as I 
wanted to get away from Enoch's, I knew that a lifestyle of any sort outside the camps 
would prevent me giving the message about the Rwandans returning to their country 
under God's protection. I tried to explain my need to speak and not be silent, and 
seeing that Pelagie did not want to go either, Elisee became angry and we had an 
argument about it. 
 
With Pelagie he could, and had, resorted to violence to get his own way. He was at a 
loss when it came to dominating me. I saw again Pelagie's roughly shaved head that 
she now kept covered with a scarf and the extensions of beaded plaits from her new 
hairstyle lying on the ground near the door. 
 
Beaded plaits are tediously tied onto little tufts of African women’s hair to give the 
appearance of straight hair. Elisee had obviously removed them by roughly shaving 
her head. I had seen him trying to forbid teenage girls in the camp from plaiting their 
hair or wearing earrings. How typical! He seemed to think girls’ hairstyles and 
jewellery were more offensive than the atrocities the men continued to commit. 
 
Pelagie had not looked me in the eyes for days and obviously hated the idea of 
travelling around with Rebekah to look after and me tagging along. 
 
I can't remember what I said in my anger but Elisee drew himself up as tall as he 
could and said: 
 
"I forgive you and ask you to forgive me." 
 
He then started to read his Bible to show me that out of the three of us he at least was 
a Christian. Pelagie was outside cooking so I joined her and sat on a little stool 
holding Rebekah. I didn't try to speak to her, preferring to watch in silence. 
 
Pelagie did not have a bucket for the coals like Mama Clem and the women in the 
camp. She had to balance her pot on three stones and keep pushing pieces of wood 
under and around it. The wood was green and would not burn unless she fanned it 
constantly. 
 
What a life! At least I knew I would be going home in September. 
 
"Earlier!" Said the LORD. Had I really heard that? I kept thinking I was going home 
early. Was it wishful thinking? 
 
I sat holding Rebekah, rocking gently back and forwards and begging the LORD to 
arrange some time for me away from both Enoch and Elisee. Could I stay with 
Pelagie while Elisee went to the big ten-day prayer meeting at Rwanguba he was 
arranging? Lord, could You please arrange that for me? 
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"Mama Elena, I have been seeking the LORD. You cannot stay here. I must get you 
away from Enoch and Mugunga. I am going to take you, Pelagie and the baby to my 
brother David's at Katale. We will go very soon so you can go to see Peter Pretorius 
while he is in Katale.” 
 
Peter Pretorius was a very well known T.V. Evangelist from South Africa. He has 
miracles at his meetings like Benny Hinn. Then there would be the Rwanguba payer 
meeting for ten days. 
 
"There will only be two weeks left after that Elisee. I am going into Rwanda on the 
15th of August." 
 
They were both stupefied. Pelagie had dropped a large wooden spoon which lay 
forgotten on the ground as they both stared at me. 
 
"The 15th of August? But that is the day we...that is, the army..." 
 
"I know Elisee. It is the day the Interhamwe want to go back to Rwanda to make 
war." We stared across at each other and for a couple of moments nothing and no one 
else existed, as each tried to read the other's thoughts. 
 
"You know?" 
 
"That is what I have come to Africa for Elisee. To stop this war they are planning. To 
tell the people they do not need to fight to go back. They can go in peace under God's 
protection." 
 
"There have been prophecies that a Muzungu (white person) will take the people 
back. I have been chosen by God to lead the people back with you." 
 
"The Muzungu who will lead the people back is Jesus Christ. I have been sent to clear 
the way, clear it of stones, which means problems, Elisee. I will go into Rwanda 
alone. I just need help to tell the people they can go back under God's protection and 
in his strength. I am only telling you the date, I don't want anyone else to know.” 
 
I don't know what he said to Pelagie. The fire was allowed to go out. Food and drink  
were forgotten. Pelagie was told to start packing. Elisee, filled with excitement, said 
we would go back to Enoch's. 
 
I wished I spoke the language and knew what was being said. There was fury, 
excitement and joy, all mixed together in the people's reactions. How incredibly naive 
of me to think Elisee could keep the date a secret. Enoch and his household would 
have heard the news a clear hour before we managed to disperse the crowds that were 
constantly forming around us as I went home. 
 
Innocent appeared in the doorway of my tent. 
 
"There is no food cooked Mama Elena. Enoch has sent you this." He left two bananas 
and a bottle of coca-cola. No questions, no statements, nothing!  
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I was grateful for the food, not having eaten all day. Grateful for the drink too when I 
saw how little water I had left. Innocent reappeared with a grin and opened my bottle. 
 
"You stay in your tent tonight Mama Elena, there are many angry people speaking 
with Enoch." He left without waiting for any comment. I had nothing to say anyway. 
 
It was past 8.00 o'clock and there was no sign of Mama Clem or any of the children. I 
lay on my bed in the dark listening to the hum of voices from Enoch's tent. I had 
hardly any water so I went to bed without washing. 
 
"LORD, please do something. I can't cope with anymore of this.” The LORD was to 
answer that cry from the heart in an unexpected way. 
 
Writing about it now I am amazed that I never once thought of going to Pastor Kyeya. 
It was out of the question to go to the Zaire Pastor's bolt hole. He had a wife and 
young children I would be putting at risk. 
 
Life in the camps was becoming unbearable but how could I give the Rwandan people 
faith to trust in God in the face of danger if I did not do so myself? 
 
Next morning I was given water. Clemantine came out to cook some rice where I 
could see her and we shared a piece of avocado with it. 
 
Pastor Pierre-Damien came to chat and to pray for me. There was no sign of Enoch or 
Innocent but I knew their tent had been full of people all day. Soon after Pastor 
Pierre-Damien left I heard a commotion outside. 
 
Pastor Pierre-Damien rushed back into my tent waving a paper. 
 
"It is outrageous. I never signed this Mama Elena. I want you to know I never signed 
it. It is a lie and I will not sign it.” 
 
The paper was a letter or petition to the United Nations High Commission for 
Refugees, stating that I was a false prophet causing riots in Mugunga and would they 
please remove me. The first signature was Enoch's. Tears made it impossible for me 
to bother with the other nineteen signatures. 
 
Men I did not know pulled Pastor Pierre-Damien from my tent into Enoch's. I heard 
them all arguing and thought I heard Elisee's voice outside. Taking advantage of the 
men's raised voices inside, I slipped along the outside of Enoch's tent and pushed past 
Mama Clem and young Pierre-Celestin, who were preventing Elisee from entering. 
 
Therese and Mama Phoebe were outside too and Therese pushed a parcel into my 
hands. 
 
"It is a gift from Agnese, my friend who works for the United Nations. We have to 
pray Mama Elena. We have to pray," she said. 
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"Not now Therese, it is not possible, but please say thank you to your friend. I have to 
go now, Therese." I said as I moved away a little distance with Elisee. 
 
"Tomorrow you must come to Lac Vert. I have to get straight back to help Pelagie 
with the packing. We are leaving for Katale on the 8.00 o'clock bus." He did not give 
me time to say anything, just hurried off without even saying 'goodbye'. Nor one word 
about how I was coping, I thought peevishly, and he was the one who spread the date! 
 
"How dare you? How dare you choose the 15th of August. It is the day of the Saint 
Virgin. Why did you choose that date?" I looked at the angry young man barring my 
way and said slowly and clearly: 
 
"I did not choose the date. God chose the date and gave it to me before I even came to 
live in Mugunga!" He moved aside, shocked and I returned to Enoch's. 
I never saw Mama Phoebe again. Therese was one of my visitors in Rwanda, bringing 
Julienne, another good friend who blessed me repeatedly. 
 

“I will bless those who bless you and curse those 
who curse you, says the LORD.” 

Page 94 of 141 



XVIII 
 

Katale 
 
 
The soft moan of the cow being forced to rise before daylight woke me. I poured 
myself a glass of water to drink and used the rest to wash. The gift from Agnese was a 
very long length of red, white and blue, striped cotton material. There was a note with 
US$10 enclosed. How comforting that I receive a gift from someone who does see me 
as a reliable servant of God, the very same day twenty people sign a petition to have 
me removed from the camp as a false prophet. 
 
I would have to leave something behind to fit the piece of material in my satchel. 
 
Agnese blessed me in the little note she had written and explained that she had chosen 
the material because it was the colours of my country's flag. It would make a lovely 
bed cover. The kindness meant so much to me that I undressed again so I could put 
my pyjamas on under my clothes to make room in my satchel for the gift. 
 
I lay on my bed under the cover waiting for the right time to leave without anyone 
seeing me go. Enoch would be going into Goma to take his treacherous letter to the 
United Nations and I needed to be sure he was on a bus for Goma when I went to Lac 
Vert. 
 
Through the half covered doorway of my tent I watched as one by one the family 
went behind the bathroom screen then returned to their tent. They all moved quietly 
so they did not wake me. 
 
I was still shattered by Enoch's treachery. It would have been so much better if I could 
pray for the family and thank them for their hospitality. Well, I could still choose to 
pray for them to be blessed and to all get safely back to Rwanda. 
 
I heard whispering between Mama Clem and Enoch then footsteps moving away. 
Enoch had left, presumably with Innocent, and Mama Clem was moving around. It 
was light enough to check my watch so I could give Enoch about three quarters of an 
hour start. 
 
When I did leave Pierre-Celestin was the only person around. He was standing 
outside with most of his face covered with shaving soap. He had a small mirror in one 
hand and a razor blade in the other. It always amazed me how they managed to shave 
themselves and their children's heads with just a razor blade held in their fingers. 
I hesitated for a few seconds, then raising both palms towards Pierre-Celestin as a 
gesture of blessing, I silently slipped through the gap in the dry-stone security wall. 
Every visitor over the last few days had brought a piece of volcanic rock to add and 
already the wall was a foot higher than it had been. 
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I moved quickly away and nobody bothered me as I prayed without sound for myself 
and these kidnapped people in the camp. I was beginning to understand their fear but 
did not know what to do about it. 
 
The LORD had revealed to me the carnage that He was preventing. 
 
Women and children were to be herded through the border as human shields and mine 
detectors. Untrained children would follow as army front line and bullet absorbers. 
Finally the army, amongst the thousands of women, children and babies would move 
into the country to finish their interrupted genocide and re-take the capital and 
government. 
 
It was good to know that God had other plans for the people - that nothing is too hard 
for God, and that I had been shown a peaceful, praising and singing flood of humanity 
returning. 
 
I arrived embarrassingly early at Lac Vert. Elisee was angry and Pelagie in tears. Her 
young niece was just leaving with a huge bundle, tied in a sheet, on her head. 
 
"You explain to her that if we are trusting in God we don't need such things as 
saucepans and the baby bath. I have to go. I have people to see and things to do. I will 
flag the bus down on the road the other side of Goma. Be sure to make the bus stop 
for me." 
 
Elisee walked off, still angry. I took Rebekah over to the stone bench in the corner of 
the room to let Pelagie continue with the packing. 
 
"What time is the bus?" I asked Pelagie after a while, to break the awkward silence 
between us. 
 
"It leaves at nine.” 
 
"How much can you take with you on the bus? There seems to be so much. How did 
you get it all here?" 
 
"We came in Elisee's car but the army have confiscated it. I can leave some things for 
my family to look after." 
 
"Is your niece coming with us?" 
 
"No, her family won't allow her to come. I was counting on her being with us to help 
carry everything. Now I have to carry it all myself." 
 
"We won't be doing much travelling, Pelagie. We are going to Elisee's brother's place. 
Then we go into Rwanda, you go home to Ruhengeri, and I go to Kigali." 
 
"Elisee says you will be ministering together in Rwanda." 
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"He is wrong Pelagie. I do not have a joint ministry with Elisee. Anyway, the LORD 
says I am going back to Australia early." 
 
A little comforted, Pelagie sorted out her things, and we set off for the bus. We 
seemed to have become closer, or at least I hoped so. 
 
It was afternoon when we arrived. Elisee and a couple of other men had flagged the 
bus down but the driver refused to stop until Pelagie identified her husband. 
It was a reminder of the prevailing insecurity. Somewhere along this road, just outside 
Goma, the army and Interahamwe were training for their return. 
 
The Interahamwe was the name used by the young men marauding in gangs during 
the genocide. It means ‘those who go together’, or ‘those who act together’. 
 
In Rwanda, two or three years later, buses were still being attacked by the 
Interahamwe or Hutu rebels, as they were sometimes called. Sometimes the 
passengers were shot. Other buses were locked, doused in petrol and set alight. 
Anyone trying to escape was chopped to pieces by machete. They attacked not only 
the Tutsis but also any of their own family members who had not supported them by 
fleeing the country with them while they lived in the camps. 
 
Katale was a huge camp, seemingly well run. At first glance there seemed to be far 
less squalor, but David is a vet and worked part time, putting them in one of the better 
locations. They were very close to the top of the hill, which meant they did not have 
sewage seepage under foot. 
 
We were escorted to David and Odile's place by dozens of people. David, medium 
height and build, looked very much like Elisee. But there the likeness ended. David 
was a quiet well educated man; sensitive, considerate and easy to talk to, he made 
every effort to be helpful. They came from Ruhengeri, in Rwanda. When I heard three 
years later that a vet in Ruhengeri had been shot so his motor bike could be stolen, I 
feared the worst. There are not very many vets. I had no way of finding out but pray 
for Odile and her family. 
 
With several wives in some families there are many people who call themselves 
brothers. There is a term for brothers from the same stomach but with Elisee and 
David there was no need to ask. 
 
In Rwanda a few years later I was travelling in the back seat of a vehicle with a 
couple of children when we stopped to give a lift to an old woman. If we did not give 
her a lift she would have had to walk several kilometres. In spite of this she was very 
hesitant to accept a lift with a white woman sitting on the same seat. Squashed against 
the door she shot out a question looking sideways at me. Celestin, the driver laughed 
and translated: 
 
"She asks if you have any children?" 
 
"Tell her I have four." 
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"She wants to know if they came out of your stomach?" 
"Yes, they did. I also have six grandchildren." Beaming her approval she moved over 
closer to me to make herself comfortable. A Rwandan who has not given birth or 
fathered a child is a nonenity in Rwandan culture. 
 
Odile surprised me even more when she referred to her husband as 'my husband the 
vet'. Married women rarely refer to their husband by name! How they must long for 
that first child to be born so they can call him Papa Jo or whatever the child's name is. 
 
Odile and David's first child was also called David so he could be called Papa David. 
That made Odile, Mama David but I just called her Odile. She had worked as a chef 
in Rwanda and knew how 'whites' liked their food cooked. I was to discover that as 
well as being the nicest parson, Odile was a first rate cook. 
 
I never knew the name of their little three year old, we just referred to him as 'Le Petit' 
(the little one). 
 
We were very courteously welcomed. Odile took me into their small wood frame and 
plastic sheet dwelling. It had canvas or rush matting on the inside of the plastic to 
reduce the searing heat and add to the privacy. 
 
There was a large wooden table with a bench each side leaving just enough room at 
the end of the table to pass into the rest of the house. It must have been very difficult 
to squeeze us all in but so great is the culture of hospitality that I had been given my 
own 'room'. 
 
A sheet had been hung from the roof supports to enclose a space almost filled with a 
three quarter size mattress. Not a thin piece of foam, a real inner spring mattress. 
There were sheets and two blankets. 
 
At the foot of the bed, sacks and large drums of food were piled high to make a short 
wall which completed my privacy. I nearly wept with relief. 
 
I usually went  to bed very early and I was really tired. Elisee had arranged as large a 
crowd as he could manage and had translated as I gave the story of what had brought 
me to Zaire. I did not speak of what the army were planning as at least half the 
gathering were soldiers. 
 
Pelagie had come to call us in for our meal which was served by the light of the 
lantern. 
 
There was so much food on the table. Mama Odile had cooked the most delicious 
thick soup from fresh tomatoes, a dish of beans, matoke, (boiled green bananas) a 
green vegetable, rice and meat. 
 
The food was beautifully cooked and I had not eaten all day but was unable to eat 
more than the three year old. They were shocked! I told them I had been eating very 
little for the last fourteen weeks and no longer needed much. I stressed how lovely the 
food was and thanked Mama Odile for all the trouble she had gone to. 
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The boys fell asleep and had their feet washed with one person holding the sleeping 
child as another washed their bare feet before carrying them to bed. 
 
When the table had been cleared we sat around the lantern to pray together before 
going to bed. I was to find a great number of people who prayed in Katale. They had 
little prayer rooms made of wood, plastic sheet, and rush matting, about eight feet 
square with a little space at the side of some of them for shoes to be removed if they 
were worn. 
 
My first night's sleep was quite good considering I could hear the rats on the end of 
my bed near the food containers and felt them running across me as I lay in bed. The 
bed was comfortable and very warm. 
 
I would have to tell Odile that I did not need both blankets. They must have given me 
their own. Surely they did not have spare blankets in a refugee camp. 
 
I was to find out they had given me not only their blankets and sheets but also the 
mattress off their bed. The food was not all theirs either. Some was just being stored 
for family, some had been borrowed from neighbours and some had been gifts 
towards the expense of having a Muzungu come and stay. 
 
Elisee woke me by whistling the tune to his song and told me Odile would arrange 
water for washing after breakfast. We went over to the arbour. It was a little outdoor 
room built with three foot walls covered with creepers. Inside there was a built in 
bench along one wall, with shade in the afternoon from a small tree. 
 
We had breakfast out there and soon drew a crowd. It was going to be difficult for me 
to be a skin colour curiosity all over again. Elisee, on the other hand lived to play to a 
crowd. He was never happier than when he was surrounded by people. 
 
We set off late to the Peter Pretorious meeting. I had to admit the excitement was 
contagious! I have never seen such a large crowd of people even on T.V. at the big 
evangelists meetings. No television show could convey the feeling of excitement and 
tension in the air. 
 
Not only were most of the 1,200,000 refugees from Katale camp there but people had 
walked from up to fifteen kilometres all around to get there. We were not 
disappointed either. Not only did we sing but different people preached as well. By 
the time Peter Pretorious preached himself there were people manifesting - people 
having convulsions and people fainting. 
 
Those who could not be revived immediately were carried through the crowd to a 
gravel enclosure at the side of the high stage. Most were easily helped but one young 
man was lying on the gravel with his bare back and head on the sharp stone chips. 
Several people were around him but at a distance. 
 
As we watched, one or the other of them would run quickly up to him and poke him 
with their fingers before running away again.  
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"What are they doing, Elisee?" 
 
"They are casting out the demons." 
 
"Why are they running away like that?" 
 
"They are afraid of him, he is a very well known witchdoctor." 
I remembered my father telling me constantly: 
 
"If you want something done properly then do it yourself." 
 
"Can we go and help? He won't be freed from anything by people who are afraid of 
what they are casting out." 
 
"Yes we can help." 
 
We approached the young man and I started to pray on one knee with my hand on 
him. Elisee held on to my shoulder for a little while then decided to withdraw to 
where the others were standing. The young man had sat up. I prayed the LORD would 
make him able to understand what I was saying because nobody would come near 
enough to help. 
 
"Jesus saw everything you did." 
 
I never got the chance to say any more. Rolling his eyes in fear he threw himself back 
down on the ground. I helped him to sit up again and continued. 
 
"Jesus saw what you have done all your life and He is here beside you." 
Again he yelped in fear and passed out. I pulled him into a sitting position and placed 
one knee behind him so he could not fall backward again. He was covered in sweat 
and foaming at the mouth. 
 
"Jesus is here waiting for you to ask for forgiveness. He will forgive you as soon as 
you ask Him to." 
 
Something was said but I did not understand and the spectators had all withdrawn a 
few more metres. 
 
"Come and translate for him. Jesus forgives him." 
 
I did not need anyone to come and translate, the young man had understood and rose 
to his feet. Raising his hands in the air he started to praise Jesus saying His name over 
and over. He told the crowd, who had now approached, that he came from generations 
of witch doctors and had done some bad things but that he saw Jesus as I held him 
and he heard Jesus speak. We left him praising the LORD.  
 
Soon after that we were asked to leave as the staff at the evangelist meeting were 
afraid of insecurity with the growing crowd. Elisee did not want to leave just as he 
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was in the limelight so I walked away by myself. Before long I was surrounded by 
children accompanying me home. 
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XIX 
 

Mr Lino, and The Archbishop 
 
 
The large group of children stopped just above David and Odile's little section. I 
prayed for them and thanked them for escorting me home. Little David appeared to 
lead me around the houses and the little village-like group of houses just behind his 
home. There were no tents in this area When Elisee got back he was cross that I had 
walked away and left him but there was a lot of satisfaction there too. 
 
"You look very satisfied Elisee. It must have been good to just talk to your friends 
without having to translate all the time." 
 
"The translating is quite tiresome and it was good to have a break." 
 
"Your French is so fluent it must still be easier for you than for Pelagie. I can see that 
she gets tired. We all need to be able to seek the LORD and pray before we go into 
Rwanda. I am going to be such a liability to you. Do you think I could stay here when 
you and Pelagie go to the prayer meeting in Rwanguba? You would both be able to 
understand the prayers and testimonies without the constant translations." 
"I need to think about it, I'll give you my answer later." 
 
When I saw Elisee head up to the local toilet I found Pelagie. 
 
"Please tell Elisee you find translating for me in prayer meetings onerous and 
distracting from the move of the Holy Spirit. You could perhaps go to Rwanguba 
without me and both benefit from the week of prayer." 
 
I felt I had been underhand and manipulative but the tactic worked. I was to be left 
behind! Thank you LORD, thank you, thank you, thank you. 
 
The church was very close to David's home, separated from the arbour by a small 
gully. It was a large building made from bamboo framing with rush matting and a roof 
of corrugated iron. There was bench seating for the first fifty or sixty who arrived and 
bamboo poles to perch on for the others. Elisee was always late and I refused to 
disturb anyone sitting on the benches. I think Elisee intended using my skin colour to 
get us seats there. 
 
After church he was cross that I had refused to ask for a bench seat and refused to 
take Communion. The argument turned into a discussion about the Holy Spirit and the 
Pentecostal full immersion baptisms. I told Elisee I would baptize him as soon as we 
went into Rwanda. He took the matter very seriously. 
 
They left very early next morning for the bus to Rwanguba. I went to sit and read my 
Bible in the arbour after breakfast and was soon surrounded by people. Someone 
translated as I talked to them. David came to chase them all away to let me have a 
couple of hours rest at noon and told them I could come back at two o'clock. 
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David became very protective of me. So many people were coming to the arbour that 
he arranged for me to use the church for two meetings a day. After my testimony 
telling them to go back to Rwanda in God's strength and under His protection, I would 
pray for the sick. 
 
This is what I felt I should be doing and the week went quickly. The only problem 
was that I was awake a lot at night fighting the rats off. They would run all over me 
probably wondering why a bed was in the place they usually found food. Last night 
one had got it's feet tangled in my hair on the pillow. 
 
There were up to four hundred people crushed into the church which was built for 
about one hundred and fifty. It became very hot and there was no air. I had noticed 
that the whole building sometimes shook alarmingly as more and more people pushed 
in. It was not a great surprise when David said that today was the last day I could use 
the church because they were worried about damage to the structure. 
 
Both David and Odile looked worried but did not tell me why. I was lying on my bed 
when Odile came to tell me I had a visitor. A white man! 
 
I had never met these four people before. Three Africans and a white man who 
introduced himself as Mr. Lino and told me quite pleasantly that he had come to hear 
the 'story' that I was telling all the refugees. He asked if he could smoke and I pointed 
out that as it was not my house I could not really authorise it. 
 
Two young men sat opposite Mr. Lino and I. Mr. Lino was beside the door turned 
towards me with the third young African standing in the doorway beside him. I started 
at the beginning and soon had the two young men opposite leaned forward to catch 
every word, their eyes popping out of their heads as they nodded in agreement. 
 
Mr. Lino had his back to the light and watched me as I spoke. I could not see his 
features in the gloom but could hear the man who had been standing in the doorway 
translating for the benefit of the people who had been congregating outside. 
 
"I don't give a damn about your stories and your miracles. From now on I forbid you 
to speak to any of these gullible people," he spat out as his hand went unconsciously 
to his packet of cigarettes. 
 
"When the LORD bids me speak I will speak." I replied, rather pompously. 
 
"If a single one of these people dies because you have taken them back to Rwanda, I 
will come to Kigali myself to drag you back and put you in a prison cell." 
 
I chuckled, thinking of last night's debacle with the rats, the smooth cement floor of a 
prison cell and steel security bars against the growing threats to my life. 
 
With shaking fingers he withdrew a cigarette from his packet, bending it as he did so 
and thrusting it back angrily into the packet. We both heard the swell of angry voices 
outside. My two o'clock congregation were ready and waiting. 
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There had been increasing discord as troublemakers tried to negate my message of a 
peaceful return. Now they were all on my side and picking up any loose rubble to 
stone Mr. Lino for daring to threaten 'their' whitey. 
 
One missile hit the house near Mr. Lino's head as I jumped between him and the 
crowd to pacify them. 
 
"Go into the church, I will be there in a minute." Dropping their other missiles 
everybody filed into the church. 
 
"We won't let him put you in prison, Mama Elena! We will stone him if he comes to 
get you." 
 
"He does not intend to put me in prison, it was just a threat to stop me talking about 
the return. The bad news is that so many people have been crushing into this church 
that the structure is being damaged. I have been asked by the community to arrange 
my meetings elsewhere." 
 
It was not too difficult to disperse the crowd after a short talk because the sick, who 
were taking up too much room lying on the ground, had been hoisted onto people's 
shoulders and were suffering greatly both from the heat and lack of oxygen. 
 
After considerable time praying for the sick I finally went across to David's home to 
find that Pelagie and Rebekah were back. I was grateful we could talk about the 
ongoing prayer meeting in Rwanguba instead of the Mr. Lino crisis. Elisee was 
expected home on Tuesday. 
 
When we had a few minutes alone together Pelagie told me the women in the prayer 
group had organised for her to come home early because they had received a scripture 
for me that I needed before tomorrow. 
 
"Before tomorrow? What is happening tomorrow?" 
 
"Odile is taking you to see Elisee's Archbishop. Archbishop Augustine of the 
Episcopalian Church." 
 
"She is? I was not told about it. What is the scripture I need?" 
 
"Well, that’s just it. I am sorry but I have forgotten." I looked at her in unbelief and 
dismay. Just then Odile appeared and asked her to help with something. I cuddled 
Rebekah and put the matter aside. 
 
"Mama Elena, tomorrow morning early we are going to see the Archbishop of the 
Episcopalian Church. He knows Elisee well and wants to meet you. I didn't tell you 
before because your white visitor arrived. We will have an early night so we can be 
there before too many people are moving around. They don't know you in that area of 
the camp.” 
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"How far away is it?" 
 
"Not too far, only about forty minutes walk." 
 
Later Pelagie stuck her head around my sheet curtain and handed me a French Bible. 
 
"I didn't check the scripture when I was given it, Mama Elena, but I have half 
remembered. It was either Jeremiah 28:9, or it was Jeremiah 29:8. She disappeared 
from sight leaving me to check the scriptures out. 
 

“As for the prophet who prophesies peace, when 
the word of that prophet comes true then it will be 
known that the LORD has truly sent the prophet.” 
 
Jeremiah 28:9 

 
“For thus says the LORD of hosts, the God of 
Israel: Do not let the prophets and diviners who are 
among you deceive you, and do not listen to the 
dreams that they dream for it is a lie they are 
prophesying to you in My name; I did not send 
them, says the LORD.” 
 
Jeremiah 29:8-9 

 
Odile was reserved, distant even. I wondered what was going on David was just as 
quiet. I gave Odile the few francs somebody had given me towards household 
expenses and that night I prayed for Mr. Lino who was obviously very stressed. David 
said he was not just from the United Nations High Commission for refugees, he was 
the highest in command. 
 
It was barely light when we set off next morning. The soft voices of Pelagie, Odile 
and David through in their sleeping quarters had lulled me to sleep several hours 
before the rats became active. I was praying silently when Odile called me with a 
coffee and warm water to wash. 
 
I knew something was wrong when Odile tried to rush me past women holding out 
sick babies to be prayed for. Her short temper as I took each child briefly was the only 
sign of her stress. Was she afraid of the furore I caused everywhere I went? 
 
The Archbishop was still asleep when we arrived and I was glad I had taken a few 
minutes to pray for the Muslim women's babies and to pray for their families’ safe 
return to Rwanda. A housekeeper led us through into a reception room to wait for his 
Excellency the Archbishop. 
 
We had been told where to sit or at least Odile had been moved out of the chair at my 
right hand and asked to sit some distance away. Other chairs were then removed from 
the room making it clear that Odile and I had been separated and that the Archbishop 
would sit on my right. 
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"LORD, what is happening and what do I say?" 
 

See, I am sending you out as sheep into the midst of 
wolves; so be wise as serpents and innocent as 
doves. Beware of them for they will hand you over 
to councils and flog you in their synagogues; and 
you will be dragged before governors and kings 
because of Me, as a testimony to them and the 
Gentiles. When they hand you over, do not worry 
about how you are to speak or what you are to say; 
for what you are to say will be given to you at that 
time; for it is not you who speak, but the Spirit of 
your Father speaking through you. 
 
Matthew 10:16-20 
 

Archbishop Augustin was about five feet ten inches tall and solidly built. He walked 
over to Odile, shook her hand and stood making all the usual Rwandan greetings. I 
was ignored as he sat down with a very large Kinyarwandan Bible. 
 
He spoke at length to Odile, becoming excited and angry but not allowing her to 
translate anything or make any comment. It was not possible for me to see his face as 
he sat beside me but Odile was looking more and more frightened and uncomfortable. 
 
Opening his Bible at a previously marked place he began to read out loud to Odile. I 
glanced sideways and saw he was reading from Jeremiah. 
 
"What do I do LORD?" I prayed silently. 
 
"Take the Bible out of his hands, turn back a page and point to verse nine.” 
 
"If you would allow me Sir?" 
 
I took the Bible out of his hands and turning back a page I gave it back to him, 
pointing to verse nine. 
 
He started to tremble. 
 
"Have you brought a message of peace?" 
 
"Yes Sir, I have come to tell the refugees to return in peace under the LORD's 
protection. 
 
He stood up as he spoke, sank back into his chair as I spoke, stood again and, 
realising how violently he was trembling, sat down again. 
 
He read the scripture to Odile then turned to me almost in tears. 
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"Oh Madam, I have done you so much harm! Oh LORD, please forgive me. Please 
give me the means to rectify what I have done. Oh Madam, Madam, did you not know 
the message has been bent and twisted into something else?" 
 
"No Sir, I suspected it might be changed but could do nothing about it. I have tried to 
speak to as many people personally as I could." 
 
"We need the message on paper, Madam. We will put this message about a peaceful 
return on paper and I will see that every refugee in every camp around Rwanda 
receives it. Now, tell me what you have seen and heard from the LORD." 
 
I kept it as brief as possible but included the incident of the newspaper and the vision 
of what God was doing - the flood of humanity pouring out of Mugunga into Goma 
and through the Grande Barriere (official border crossing point) into Rwanda, hands 
in the air singing. 
 
"Can you hear what they are singing?” He asked to tease me. 
 
"Yes Sir, I replied solemnly. They are singing, "Yesu ndamukunda. Yesu 
ndamukunda,... It is the song for all the refugees returning from Mugunga." 
 
"And the ones who live close to the border and just slip quietly through?" 
 
"They will probably be shot. They are not trusting in the LORD if they do not go 
openly from Mugunga. 
 
"There are refugee camps right around Rwanda Madam. Are you saying they must all 
go back from Mugunga?" 
 
"No Sir. The ones to the north and northwest of Rwanda must leave from Mugunga." 
 
"Mama David, Take this dear lady home. I will put her message on paper and give 
you my word every refugee will receive it all around Rwanda." 
 
He beamed at me as he held both my hands to say goodbye. 
 
We were driven back, much to Odile's relief. Some time later a boy came with a copy 
of the Archbishop's message he intended sending. He wanted me to copy it out and 
sign it, and had provided both paper and pen for me to do so. I omitted the sentence 
that had nothing to do with the message I had received from the LORD, but decided 
to include the bit about time to prepare the refugees. There were no emails, mobile 
phones, fixed phones or mail service. 
 
That Sunday I did not go to church but had my one long lie in. The rats were never 
seen during daylight hours and I was physically and emotionally exhausted. David, 
Odile and the boys came back smiling and at peace. 
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During the afternoon Odile peeled and sliced half a bucket of small mangoes for us. 
They were the first mangoes I had ever tasted. Now I think of the kindness of Odile 
and her family every time I see mangoes. 
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XX 
 

Elisee's Declaration of War 
 
 
On Monday, David spent time with me translating as I prayed for the few visitors and 
sick. People were starting to come and ask me to pray for their safe return to Rwanda, 
until there was a sudden commotion as someone ran to announce that I had visitors. 
 
Mr. Lino had returned with a journalist from a South African magazine who wanted 
to interview me. David had his two benches brought out to the arbour for them as they 
would not all fit into his house. 
 
Mr. Lino translated into French and others translated from French to Kinyarwandan. 
At one point I passed him a French Bible so he could read out a scripture I had 
quoted. At the end of the interview someone said something about prison. I ignored it 
and stood for a long time with my hand out towards Mr. Lino 
 
It got to the point where it would be more embarrassing to drop my hand than it was 
holding it out. Everybody watched and waited with me. Finally, after lengthily 
dusting down his clothes and looking everywhere but at me, he shook my hand. 
 
The Muslim journalist's parting shot was: 
 
"Can you forgive sin, Mama Elena?" 
 
"No, not the way you mean. I can't forgive sins. Ask Jesus, He can and will forgive." 
The question was for the benefit of the Rwandan refugees, and so was my answer. 
Nobody could come and confess to me and receive forgiveness for acts that did not 
concern me. 
 
I stood back as Mr. Lino led them all towards the vehicles up on the road, half 
heartedly following them past the end of the house. Mr. Lino had ushered everybody 
else towards the vehicles but was hurrying back down the slope towards David's 
house himself. 
 
"Helen, I want you to come to a press conference tomorrow." 
 
"Sorry, Elisee comes back from Rwanguba tomorrow. He should be there." 
 
"I can arrange that, we'll make it Wednesday, eleven am. If you don't keep the driver 
waiting I'll send a car. Come yourself even if he doesn't want to come with you." 
There was a truce between us. We both smiled as he left. 
 
I tried to hide my mixed feelings about Elisee's return. He said nothing about the 
week of prayer or what the LORD was doing. The only thing that interested him was 
the fact that the Archbishop was spreading the message of a peaceful return and he 
didn't have his signature on it. 
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Then he heard about the threat to put me in prison and Mr. Lino's second visit with 
the South African journalist. 
 
"We have been invited to a press conference tomorrow. Mr. Lino will send us a car at 
eleven sharp but we can't keep the driver waiting." 
 
I hoped to console him, though why he was upset that the Archbishop was sending the 
message of a peaceful return all around every refugee camp was beyond me. He 
should have been as excited as I was. 
 
We were sitting in the arbour. I looked at my watch and told Elisee it was nearly 
eleven and the car would arrive at any minute. He gave me a 'show the teeth' smile but 
made no move to get ready. 
 
At eleven the driver came round the end of the house to let us know he had arrived. 
 
"I'll just go and shave," said Elisee. 
 
"I promised not to keep the driver waiting. I'll see you when I get back," I said, 
moving off with the driver. 
 
"You could have waited while I shaved and put my shoes on," grumbled Elisee. "No 
one expects Africans to be on time. 
 
"Whites respect time Elisee. Their own and everybody else's." The driver had a huge 
grin on his face as he watched us in the rear view mirror. 
 
I wasn't just making a fuss about punctuality. It was dangerous for a driver to be kept 
waiting, particularly if he worked for the United Nations. He should not be expected 
to risk his life alone in the camp, or risk the theft of his unattended vehicle, as he 
came through the conglomeration of dwellings to announce that the car was waiting. 
 
Elisee had brought his A3 size drawing with tall thin people, obviously Tutsis and 
short stout people, obviously Hutus, worshipping together. He had stuck it on a 
cardboard backing and put strings through the top so he could wear it like an apron. 
 
I began to feel sick and wished I was anywhere but in the large room with a dozen or 
so journalists. The microphones alone were daunting enough. The room full of 
people, about thirty of them, made me want to flee. Now Elisee, eyes shining with 
excitement, started to bounce expectantly on the bench. 
 
In my defence, I was just a new Christian. I knew very little about demonic spirits and 
made no attempt to cast anything out or even pray about it. We headed into calamity 
unprotected and unaware. 
 
Mr. Lino spoke a few words into the microphone as a cursory introduction and invited 
us up to the platform. 
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"You go Elisee, you can handle this on your own." Thrown for a minute by the fact 
my white skin would not be beside him in support, he hesitated. We all watched as 
something unseen took over. 
 
Elisee danced down the aisle from our back seat near the door, with a huge 'bare the 
teeth' grin on his face. He stepped up on to the platform elbowing Mr. Lino away 
from the microphone. Turning his back on the roomful of people he put his drawing 
on like an apron, did a pirouette up to the microphone and announced: 
 
"The LORD God has preferred me..." He got no further. The room erupted and 
everybody started to denigrate him. Mr. Lino rolled his eyes upwards and headed 
down the aisle towards me; while Elisee with condescending smiles of tolerance 
towards unbelievers, attempted to preach a sermon. 
 
"Don't leave me with him Helen. Come and answer the questions," Mr. Lino said. 
 
Speechless and filled with dread I followed him on to the platform. Elisee had been 
moved to a front seat and Mr. Lino introduced me as Helen, leaving the rest of the 
introduction to me. I avoided it altogether. 
 
"Are there any questions?" I asked. 
 
Mr. Lino took hold of my elbow either to give me moral support or to prevent me 
from bolting. He rose to the occasion, stepped smoothly into the breach and told the 
roomful of journalists and others they could ask only one question each. 
 
The young woman who had been sitting beside me near the door stood up and after a 
lengthy introduction of herself with nearly as much pomp as Elisee, asked with heavy 
sarcasm: 
 
"If you can converse with God Madam perhaps you could tell us what he thinks 
about…" I let her get no further. 
 
"If you want to know what God thinks about anything I suggest you ask Him 
yourself." 
 
We could all see she was offended. Her girlfriend stood up and after another long 
boastful self introduction said: 
"We don't even know who you are. Why didn't you introduce yourself properly?" 
 
"My name is Helen and I've brought the refugees a message from the LORD. If you 
receive good news in the mail do you ask the postman for his last seven generation 
pedigree to decide if he is fit to deliver it?" 
 
There were shocked gasps. Somebody sniggered. The Swiss journalist grinned 
sardonically. This was followed by two more questions that I answered with 
monosyllables. 
 
Mr. Lino tried to move the microphone away. 
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"I thought you were going to answer their questions," he said in a whisper. 
 
The microphone slipped and almost hit me in the mouth as I muttered back: 
 
“I haven't been asked anything sensible yet or I would try to answer." This of course 
was heard by everyone. I silently applauded Mr. Lino for his sang froid as he brought 
the rest of the so called conference into order. 
 
The questions became political and military. I said I knew nothing about either 
subject and at one point I quoted a scripture that I asked Mr. Lino to read out. Leaving 
Mr. Lino to close the meeting I was making a bolt for the door when a trick question 
rang out - 
 
"Before you go could you please tell us who speaks to you. Is it God or is it Jesus?" 
 
Spinning round to face the room I saw Mr. Lino speechless and frozen as he waited 
for my response. The whole room was silent, as standing erect, with my chin thrust 
out belligerently, I replied: 
 
"From my understanding of the Bible Sir, it is the Holy Spirit who speaks to me." 
 
Elisee, surrounded by people, was deep in conversation. He kept looking to see who 
could hear him as I stood waiting beside our transport vehicle. Mr. Lino moved 
toward the next vehicle and approached tentatively. 
 
"Mr. Lino, I wondered if you could do me a favour please?" 
 
"Yes Helen, what would you like me to do?" 
 
"Someone called Agnese, who works for the United Nations, very kindly sent me a 
gift as I was leaving Mugunga. Could you please find her and give her this little thank 
you note?" 
 
"I'll do that. Agnese is my secretary. Thank you for answering the questions" 
 
We both knew he was facing possible disciplinary action for threatening me with 
prison, because he had caused a riot. Someone had asked what reprisal I thought 
suitable and I had answered, 
 
"None! Next question." 
 
That night as I apologised to the LORD for not seizing the opportunity to spread the 
message, I heard a scripture: 
 

"And you, do you seek great things for yourself? 
Do not seek them; … I will give you your life as 
a prize of war in every place to which you may go." 
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Jeremiah 45:5 
 

Two days later we had been summoned to another meeting with Mr. Lino who was 
finishing his lunch as we arrived. He came to invite us into the refectory where he had 
been sitting at the end of a long table. His chair was pulled back from the table where 
his unfinished can of beer sat. A cigarette, newly lit, was smoking in the ashtray. This 
time he had pre-empted the need to ask permission to smoke. 
 
Mr. Lino acknowledged Elisee and, greeted me warmly as he ushered me into the 
room with a smile. Seeing his place at the end of one of the long tables, I moved 
around to sit on his left hand side, leaving easy access to the chair on his right for 
Elisee. 
 
Once again Elisee sought control of the situation. He pushed rudely past Mr. Lino and 
sat quickly in his place, settling himself with his elbows on the table and a grin of 
triumph on his face. 
 
"That is your seat," said Mr. Lino, pulling the chair out for him. 
 
"You can see that I have been sitting there at the end of the table. My cigarette is there 
with my unfinished beer." 
 
Elisee rose angrily. For a moment he hesitated beside the chair Mr. Lino had pulled 
out for him, then with a toss of his head he moved right down to the other end of the 
table and seated himself importantly. 
"Mama Elena, Come and sit beside me. You are in the smoke of his filthy cigarette." 
 
"I'm fine here Elisee, I don't mind Mr. Lino smoking. You could come and sit here 
and you would be out of the smoke," I said, offering him the seat on my other side. 
 
Elisee stayed where he was and he and Mr. Lino started to argue. I was so concerned 
about the increasing tension between them I hadn't bothered to listen to the 
conversation. 
 
"You are conniving and manipulative. It is different with Helen here, she is just mad.” 
 
Mr. Lino had absent mindedly patted me on the arm as he said it and now looked at 
me in consternation. His body language screamed apology but his anger towards 
Elisee was increasing. 
 
"It is outrageous that you would speak about Mama Elena like that. We will lay 
charges about the insults." 
 
"Mr. Lino," I cut in: "I am delighted with your progress. When I met you, you were an 
angry unbeliever. Then you read the Bible, twice! and now you are quoting it. It is 
written in Hosea that all the prophets are mad." 
 
As I had hoped, the laughter broke the tension. 
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"I'll have you know that I was brought up as a Catholic and if this message of yours 
comes about I will be going back to church." 
 
The rest of the meeting passed without further incident. Mr. Lino said everyone was 
on edge in case there was bloodshed when I led the people into Rwanda. 
 
"I'm not leading them back into Rwanda." I protested. "I am merely preparing the 
way. But you do need to prepare yourselves. When the refugees return it will be in an 
unstoppable flood from Mugunga." 
 
"Will you leave the camps and come and live in Goma for the last week at least?" 
 
"You know I can't do that. I am going into Rwanda quietly with Elisee and we need to 
prepare together in prayer." 
 
"Your messages are at variance." He warned me quietly as he opened the back door of 
the car he was sending us home in. 
 
"Come and see me if you have any problem at any time." 
 
Next day we were again summoned to a United Nation meeting. This time it was to 
appear before a big military convocation. Elisee was shaved, dressed and waiting 
anxiously for our transport vehicle. 
 
Mr. Yvan came to greet us.  
 
"Mr. Lino sends his apologies Helen. Eight Italians have been murdered in the forest 
and Mr. Lino had to go to the scene. I will replace him at the meeting today." 
 
“Please tell Mr. Lino I will be praying for him." I butted in. 
 
"Pray for all of us Helen." 
 
"Why are we here?" 
 
"Because Elisee has made a declaration of war!" Elisee moved away looking 
embarrassed. 
 
"Don't offend anyone, Helen, I'll translate to give you time to frame your answers." 
 
He walked away quickly as military men, festooned with medals and ribbons arrived. 
They were shown into one tent and we were shown into another. 
 
The tables were arranged in an oval shape with two white men in military camouflage 
uniforms in place at one side. We were seated on the other side, both shocked into 
silence by their coarse derogatory comments about me in gutter French. 
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I prayed silently. Both for Mr. Lino and myself, as five or six military men came in 
with Mr. Yvan. Anger at Elisee's arrogance and stupidity prevented me from praying 
for him. 
 
Mr. Yvan took his place at one end of the oval table with a Zaire General at the other 
end. We were introduced to everyone but I was far too nervous to remember any 
names or offices apart from the two French speaking whites. They were United 
Nation peace keepers. 
 
The General at the end of the table near me had given me a paternal smile when we 
were introduced. It enabled me to breathe a little deeper and to pray. 
 
Ladies first, praise God! It seemed I was to be given the chance to have the first word. 
 
"Sirs, I will be happy to answer any questions you have for me but I don't understand 
what I am doing here. This appears to be a men's military council. I am a woman and 
do not know anything about military matters. Could somebody please tell me why I 
am here?" 
 
I spoke in English and Mr. Yvan translated into Swahili. Everybody relaxed. Some 
smiled indulgently. The General at the end of the table leaned towards me. 
 
"I am pleased to have met you Madam." He said, before speaking rapidly to Mr. Yvan 
in Swahili. 
 
Mr. Yvan nodded very seriously then read me the riot act, so to speak. He pointed out 
that I was white and had a great deal of influence with the refugees. They had all been 
walking on tip toes as if on eggshells, the military situation was so tense when I came 
stomping in, turning everything upside down. 
 
“We have read the message Archbishop Augustin has distributed to all the camps on 
your behalf and know you are advocating a peaceful return.” 
 
Elisee, on the other hand, has also distributed a message about the return, sending it to 
the President of every country surrounding Rwanda. That fact, plus the pompous 
threatening tone of his message, made it technically a declaration of war. 
 
Mr. Yvan excused himself to the assembly and escorted me outside. 
 
"Mr. Lino wants me to persuade you to move to Goma and to be sure you enter 
Rwanda with passport and visa in order," he told me quickly, before returning to the 
meeting. 
 
A very chastised Elisee joined me about fifteen minutes later. Motioning towards the 
driver he asked me not to speak. 
"Mama Elena I want you to baptize me here in the camp," were his first words as we 
got out of the vehicle. 
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"We will check out the place where Pentecostals baptize this afternoon." The 
declaration of war was obviously not for discussion! 
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XX1 
 
 

The Baptism, the Angels, and Kibumba 

 
 

Elisee talked feverishly as we walked. I knew he just wanted to prevent me asking 
about the message he had found it necessary to send to Presidents. I shrugged it away. 
What did it matter? What was done was done and could not be changed. 
 
I was really excited about baptizing Elisee. We were on our way to check out the 
place where new converts were given a full immersion baptism. Elisee spoke 
excitedly of the awesome work of the Holy Spirit. 
 
There was harmony between us as we walked and talked. Many stood and watched as 
we passed along the small alleyways between the housing. Every step we took 
seemed to bring us deeper and deeper into poverty and suffering. 
 
There were no tents. The ground was much too hard to put pegs in or to cultivate. The 
reflected heat seemed to shimmer off the pale rocky surface. The housing looked as if 
it had been temporarily placed on the surface and was in danger of being blown away 
by the lightest breeze. For some unfathomable reason the whole place looked as if it 
was suspended in time as well as space. 
 
There were surprisingly few people in sight. Everyone disappeared into their 
dwellings as soon as we came into view. I could feel the eyes in the gloom watching, 
worriedly waiting. 
 
"Run! Mama Elena! Run! They are going to stone you." 
 

“I will give you your life as a prize of war.” 
 

The words reverberated over and over in my head. I stood perfectly still. 
 
"LORD, I need an angel. I really need an angel." 
 
The words were barely out of my mouth when I saw movement out of the corners of 
my eyes. I had been looking at Elisee. There was no fear as he stood twenty paces 
away. On the contrary there was a strange look on his face that reminded me of 
Innocent when the Slap-Happy woman attacked me. 
 
I looked to the left where the closest dwellings were. I have no idea how long it had 
been since Elisee called out. I had not seen any person on the 'street '. 
 
Now I saw three men and two women with something in their hands. They shouted in 
anger. Not at me, at their little ones. A baby, barely walking and wearing nothing but 
a short T-shirt was throwing himself at me. 
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Little children were coming from everywhere. 
 
"Muzungu! Muzungu! Muzungu!” (White person! White person! White person!), they 
called, as their little arms circled my legs, and their beautiful little faces, filled with 
love gazed at me. 
 
I am sure that not one of them heard their parents shouting at them to come back. To 
get away from me, not a stone could be thrown while their own children were at risk. 
Soon there were about fifteen children, pushing and shoving to be the ones who held 
my hands as they escorted me home like an honoured visitor. I bent to kiss the little 
ones as I disentangled their arms gently so I could walk. 
 
One small careful step at a time I moved, filled with fear I might tread on precious 
little bare toes. Elisee came to speak to them as more and more older children came to 
either accompany a little brother or sister, or to pick them up in their arms to take 
them home. 
 
Elisee walked ahead, turning between dwellings to return to the track we had come 
along. He kept telling the children to go, but they refused to leave me until I reached 
the very doorway of David and Odile's. 
 

   
 
Two and a half years later in Rwanda, I was invited to speak in a Pentecostal church 
near Kigali. A lot of laughing children crushed around me to shake my hand. I noticed 
several of them taking their place to shake my hand over and over again, laughing 
delightedly when I told them I recognised them. 
 
My translator laughed too as he led me over to an old man in gum boots, shuffling his 
weight from one foot to the other. 
 
"Do you recognise this man Mama Elena? He knows you from Katale.” 
 
"No I can't remember him. Sorry. But there were over a million people in Katale." 
 
I had just spoken in church about the time I asked the LORD for an angel and He sent 
me more than a dozen beautiful little black ones. 
 
"The old man says he is the one who was having you stoned when you turned and led 
all their children away." 
 
"Imana ibahe umugisha." (God bless you.) It was the only thing I had learned but it 
obviously served for 'I forgive you'. Not that he was asking for forgiveness - I had 
stolen all their children. We were quits. The experience had forged a bond of 
friendship between us. 
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Pelagie was waiting for us as we came back. Elisee spoke to her in Kinyarwandan and 
I didn't know what had been said. 
 
"We must leave very early in the morning to get to the baptism place before daylight. 
It can be awkward when everyone runs to surround Mama Elena,” he said 
disapprovingly. Awkward was not the word I would have used. 
 
Pelagie had Rebekah on her back and Elisee had the torch. I carried the two towels in 
a plastic bag. I was going to enter the water in my pyjamas and cover myself with a 
towel until I could put my clothes back over my pyjamas in the changing room. 
 
It is difficult to imagine how crowds appear in a refugee camp. People were moving 
away from the camp, and on the road, to go and look for work in the fields. There 
were six people who stood on the bridge when we entered the water; two hundred 
filled the road and bridge when we came out, with a crowd rushing down the hill 
between the dwellings to see what was happening. 
 
It should have been a memorable day for Elisee. Instead, he shrugged away my 
attempt to pray for him. 
 
"Later! Later! I want you to get home as quickly as you can with Pelagie. I'll see you 
later." 
 
He didn't come home until mid afternoon. Odile was upset by his full baptism and the 
whole camp was seething over it. 
 
"Tonight I have been summonsed to an Episcopalian Church meeting. Will you 
arrange the goodbye celebration for tomorrow night? We will be leaving first thing 
next morning," he said to Odile. 
 
"What is all the fuss about, Elisee? What could be wrong with getting baptized? Is it 
because I'm a woman?” I asked. 
 
"No. The church are saying I have made all the Episcopalians question whether their 
baptism is good enough. They say I am trying to set a precedent to change the whole 
procedure. All the pastors are discussing it." 
 
There was no good opportunity to pray for him then either. Other things seemed more 
important to him. It never occurred to me to pray for him without the laying on of 
hands. I didn't even know he was under attack. Hindsight might be a good teacher - it 
is also a miserable comforter. 
 
Rwandans are softly spoken and very polite. I think it shocked Odile and Pelagie as 
much as it shocked me to hear raised voices coming from the church leadership 
meeting. Knowing Elisee would not want to be questioned in front of his wife and 
sister-in-law, I asked if I could be excused and went to bed early. 
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David was giving Elisee moral support at the meeting. From the tone of their voices 
when they came home, he was also trying to advise or caution him. Elisee's voice was 
full of rebellion. 
 
I tossed and turned that night, more disturbed by dreams I couldn't remember properly 
than by the rats. Elisee was not there in the morning and I had breakfast with 'little 
David.' 
 
All the food was for tonight's banquet so David and I had four small refugee biscuits 
each on our plates. Mine appeared intact, while David's were rat nibbled. We could 
not converse so we timed each mouthful companionably. About the size and shape of 
a 'Nice' biscuit, they had been stacked up neatly with the top biscuit hiding the 
increasing quantity the rats had nibbled from the lower ones. 'Best for the guest,' 
being the motto, my last biscuit was intact. David's was half eaten. 
 
 I knew Odile would be cross with him if I just gave him my biscuit, and seing the 
annoyance mingled with disgust on his face I decided to swop and picked my biscuit 
up off the plate. Then I saw it. Tapping on the table to get his attention, I showed him 
my biscuit, motioning a possible exchange. He picked up his offending half biscuit 
and started to stretch out his hand. I could not supress my laughter any longer and 
turned my biscuit over so he could see the clear, large, muddy, rat's footprint on the 
back. We laughed together and he waited for me to remove most of it with my thumb 
nail, before we finished our breakfast, mouthful for mouthful. 
 
Elisee and I were chatting when three letters were delivered by hand. Two for him 
and one for me. We brought the second bench out and put it along the front of the 
house so we could lean back on the wall to enjoy our mail. 
 
Odile, Pelagie and a couple of other female relatives were sitting on the other bench 
near the fire where they were preparing food for our last meal in Katale. Everyone 
was invited and would bring some cooked food as a contribution. 
 
"Good news or bad?" 
 
“My letter is bad. My pastor, Jim Fisher is leaving the area to pastor elsewhere. He 
has generously sent me a cheque. Do you think we can cash it?" 
 
"I think it is a good letter if you receive money." 
 
"Yes, I suppose it is but I would rather have a friend as my pastor than the cheque. 
What about your letters?" 
 
"My letters are good and bad. One is to let us know that your passport is back and can 
be picked up." 
 
'That's great. I was beginning to think I would have to go into Rwanda without it. 
What about the other letter?" 
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"It is from my brother Festus. His prayer group say they have had a message from the 
LORD telling us we must shut our mouths." 
 
"What God tells me to speak no man will prevent me speaking." Had Festus really 
told us to be silent, I wondered, or was Elisee trying to control me with a message 
purportedly from the LORD? Elisee changed the subject. 
 
"You saw me going to prison, didn't you?" 
 
"Yes. But you don't have to come into Rwanda with me. 
 
"Tell me everything you have been shown about the return ." 
 
"First, I was told to go into the country on the fifteenth of August. Then I was told to 
go one hour before sunrise. The official border crossing is from Goma and does not 
open until nine o'clock, so obviously I am to use a small, unknown place." 
 
"I know the place and Pelagie and I are coming with you. Why don't you want to lead 
back the two hundred people who have already registered to return?" 
 
"Because if the refugees try to slip over the border unseen or use any other crossing in 
the north west of Rwanda, they will be presumed to be attacking and they will be 
shot." 
 
"But you said they can trust in God." 
 
“The refugees must all return from the Mugunga camp. All the refugees will go from 
the other camps to Mugunga and return to Rwanda through Goma from there. I can 
hear them all singing:” 
 

Yesu ndamukunda. Yesu ndamukunda. 
(Jesus I love you. Jesus I love you...) 

 
“They will sing to show they trust in God." 
 
"How long am I going to be in prison? Will I be killed?" 
 
"No you will not be killed. The LORD has promised me my life, as a prize of war, in 
every place I go. But if you come with me I will have to place myself between you 
and the soldiers.” 
 
"Did you see the prison? Describe it." 
 
"I didn't really see it but we were near the lake.” 
 
"There is no lake where we are going so that is just not possible." 
 
"I had a mad dream too. Somewhere on a dirt road near the lake, was a building 
several stories high. It turned into a large stone dragon with the dragon's tail as the 
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front doorstep. I had to go up to the fourth floor and I felt I was being chewed. The 
dragon burped and I flew out of the window into a lot of soft dust. The LORD had 
made me indigestible and I had been spewed out." 
 
"I had a vision-like dream that explains everything. I will tell it to you when David is 
here to hear it." He began to bounce on the bench and I began to feel sick. 
 
"I think I will go and lie down for a while." 
 
"No! You can't go and lie down. You have a visitor. You can't disappoint a little girl." 
 
She was so attractive in her pale blue, dyed, lace dress only a few inches above her 
ankles. 
 
We took the bench back inside as we were no longer in the shade and the little girl 
stepped into the room. 
 
"Tell the White woman I want to try her boots on." I shook my head, smiling. On and 
on she went, trying every tactic from cajoling, pouting, sulking, and temper tantrums. 
 
The LORD had heightened my awareness and I knew there was an ulterior motive to 
the request to try on my boots. What could a little girl of about four want with an ugly 
old pair of boots, anyway? 
 

   
 
I always had trouble finding footwear that catered for my wide feet and high insteps. 
My little shack in Australia could only be accessed on foot along a mud track used in 
summer as a fire track for bush fire control. I checked the time and set off to meet Jo, 
my youngest daughter. 
 
"Hi Mum. How is the track? I think I've found the solution." 
 
"Hi Joey, the track is as bad as ever, it takes ages trying to walk in all that mud. My 
shoes come off my feet and I get mud all over myself trying to pull them out." 
 
"I've bought you a pair of men's steel capped boots from the second-hand shop. They 
might be a bit big, but you can always put innersoles in them." 
 
I examined the rough heavy boots. 
 
"They are pretty rough, Jo. What will people think if I wear boots like that? It was 
really thoughtful of you to bother, but I don't know if I could wear men's boots." 
 
"Try them on Mum. Even if you bring other shoes to change into, you could get a 
better grip in the mud with the boots. I really worry you might slip over and hurt 
yourself one day and lie there for hours." 
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Nobody knew that I had prayed the day before. I wanted a car but needed an access 
road and a garage, and if the LORD could shake down the hill a little so it was not so 
steep... It sounded greedy to ask for so much, so I had prayed: 
 
"LORD, could I please have all weather access?" 
 
Jo and I spent some quality time together. It was her day off work and she had been to 
town on the bus. No matter how busy, overworked or tired Jo was with her work as a 
chef, she always made time to treat me, or to cook me something special. 
 
It was late afternoon as I walked home. After nearly slipping over I stopped, and, 
resting my arm on a tree to keep my balance, I put the boots on. What a difference! 
They were so comfortable, so practical.  
 
"These boots are great, LORD, thank you. Now, no matter what the weather is like, I 
will have access..." I broke off my prayer in shock. 
 
"You knew! You knew I wanted a car, a road, a garage, less of a hill. You have given 
me these boots as my all weather access." I started to laugh. My sides ached. I could 
barely stand up. I was gasping for breath and tears rolled down my face I laughed so 
hard. 
 
"Now, I will restore your health so you can enjoy your boots," promised the LORD. 
 

   
 
Elisee and the child spoke quietly. 
 
"Why won't you let her try the boots on?" asked Elisee. I looked at her again, standing 
in the doorway outlined by the bright sunlight, it was obvious that this was not a little 
girl. It was a little boy. Sent on an errand by someone making a last ditch attempt to 
stop me going into Rwanda. The child had come to steal my boots. Barefoot on the 
scoria I couldn't even walk. 
 
Elisee, seeing his brother, called out: 
 
"David! David! I killed satan! I was in prison and the devil jumped on my back. I 
turned my head and grabbed him between my teeth and killed him." 
 
"Oh! No! Elisee. No! No more bloodshed." 
 
"It is all right, David, it was just a dream he had. Nobody can kill satan and Elisee is 
not going to kill anyone. If he used his teeth in the dream it will be a situation he 
triumphs over with the word of God," I interjected. 
 
I moved away from them to watch the women who were bringing tables of all sizes 
outside for the banquet. Even if I couldn't help, I could at least hold Rebekah. 
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"Mama Elena, it will be best if you let me choose your food for you," said Odile 
taking my plate. Remembering Adelfine's spoonful, I gratefully agreed. 
 
"Here, Mama Elena, you can eat all of this in confidence. I have cooked it all myself." 
 
"Thank you, Odile. You have been so kind to me. I pray the LORD bless you always, 
you and your family." That night after prayers, I presented Odile with the length of 
material I had received from Agnese. I would treasure the love that prompted her 
beautiful gesture, and I had nothing else to give Odile. 
 
David walked us down to the bus depot next day, lighting the way with his torch. I 
don't remember anything about the bus trip, but we arrived at Kibumba in time for 
church. Jesus told the apostles and disciples they had to wait in Jerusalem, the place 
of their greatest fear, sorrow and pain, until they were clothed with power from on 
high. 
 
The most violent riots and attempts on my life by the Interahamwe and militia had 
occurred in Kibumba. 
 
We were met by Zairian pastors who took us to a house within sight of the church, 
close to the refugee camp. The congregation came early knowing there would be 
standing room only. They were right. 
 
What a wonderful, heart-warming, church service and congregation. The love and 
generosity were unforgettable. African Pentecostals certainly know how to rejoice 
and praise the LORD. I loved the music, the singing, the dancing. 
 
I again told the story of how, and why, I had been brought here. The congregation, 
with the exception of three men, wholeheartedly sang the 'Tuzata ha' song. I had 
wondered why the words spoke of  Fatherland, when we all call our countries our 
Motherland. Now I knew it spoke of heaven. 
 
Girls had crowded round me in Kibumba when I had been with Elisee. 
 
"Tuzata ha Rwanda, Mama Elena? (Are we going home to Rwanda, Mama Elena?) 
 
"Yego! Tuzata ha Rwanda." (Yes, to Rwanda.) The ladies’ prayer groups in the 
Kibumba congregation had brought me a scripture. 
 

“Rejoice in the LORD always; again I say will say, Rejoice.  
Let your gentleness be known to everyone. The LORD is near. 
Do not worry about anything, but in everything by prayer and  
supplication, with thanksgiving let your requests be made known 
to God. And the peace of God, which surpasses all 
understanding, will guard your hearts and your minds in Christ 
Jesus.” 
 
Philippians 4:4-7 
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XXII 
 

Into Rwanda 
 
 
After an almost sleepless night, without rats but also without a blanket, Elisee and I 
were taken to Goma with some Zairian pastors. There had been a lot of excitement 
after breakfast, when I told my hosts I could see bullet holes in the wooden shutters 
which closed on the inside of the steel barred window. 
 
The village had already had a lot of attacks from the refugees intent on looting. Now 
they kept guard, six men at a time. I told them about three men in church who were 
angry about the Tuzata ha song the day before, and how one of them came to speak to 
me and try to come in to the house. I had not let him in, but knew he was from the 
camp. 
 
Four young men, either evangelists or pastors, drove us to Charles and Elma's and left 
us there for a while. I was given my passport complete with visa. I had not provided 
any photos for the visa and it had been very difficult for them to be copied off my 
passport. I was very grateful for all their efforts. It had been stressful not having my 
passport. 
 
We had tea, chatted and prayed. What wonderful people the LORD has. How 
encouraging their prayers were. It was very hard to tear myself away from their loving 
support. They hugged me and Charles wiped away a couple of tears as I left. 
 
Jim Fisher had sent me a cheque which we cashed. I had a twenty dollar note and 
changed another twenty to buy some bread rolls. My twenty was stolen and I was 
later to insist that Elisee empty his pockets and give all money to the Zaire pastors 
who took us to the border crossing. He had kept the change from the bread. 
 
It was early afternoon when we got back. 
 
"Pack quickly, we have to leave immediately." Elisee told me. "Men with rifles are 
heading this way." Within minutes we were in a car, speeding away.  
 
"The countryside is so beautiful here." I said, to the pastor beside me. "It is all so 
fertile." 
 
"It has rained nearly every night throughout the dry season. We wondered if you had 
anything to do with that?" 
 
"I did pray a lot for rain to damp down the volcano." I admitted. 
 
"Keep praying for rain for us Mama Elena, and thank you." 
 
A car racing in the other direction along the little bush track almost ran us off the 
road. Both cars stopped. 
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"Quick Mama Elena, get into the other car. The arrangements have been changed." 
The bread rolls, our food for the day, got left behind in the panic. 
 
We all jumped into the other car and hurtled back down the track we had just driven 
along. There was a lot of conversation in Swahili, then I was told: 
 
"When I stop the car you must get out quickly and hide in the maize." 
 
The maize plants, or corn as we call it, towered above my head. I have never seen 
anything like it. We slid between the rows which ran at an angle around the hill. 
Elisee went ahead to make sure we did not run into anyone cultivating. 
 
No sooner had we come out on the road than a little car drove up behind us. This was 
fast turning into a bad comedy! I wondered what on earth was going on. To my 
surprise Mr. Lino got out and walked across to me. 
 
"I want to interview you for Italian television Helen. I want to give you as much 
publicity as I can. It is the best protection I can give you.” I thought of the eight 
Italians who had been murdered a few days ago by the Interahamwe, and realised 
what Italian television reporters were doing in the area. It filled me with compassion 
for this man and his difficult job. 
 
We had picked a small man up in Goma who was introduced as Pastor Philippe. He 
had a plastic bag full of papers and a suitcase. 
 
"How many people are you taking with you?" Mr. Lino asked, as the camera started 
to roll. 
 
"Elisee, Pelagie his wife, their baby Rebekah, and Pastor Philippe." We chatted for a 
few minutes and finally the camera was turned off and put away in the car. I had 
become very fond of Mr. Lino and was glad he had come to say good-bye. He looked 
tired and drawn. 
 
"You do have a valid passport and visa, don't you?" 
 
"Yes, I picked it up in Goma this morning." I said it with a smile, wondering how to 
avert a direct question about which border crossing we were going to use. Fortunately 
it never came. Instead he asked with a smile of his own: 
 
"Can I come and see you when you are in Kigali?" 
 
"Yes, I'd like that." We had come full circle. The first time we had met, he had 
threatened to come to Kigali to drag me back to spend the rest of my life in a prison 
cell. Now he asked to come as a friend. 
 
The brief chat had served another purpose. It showed me clearly that I was going into 
Rwanda on a mission for the LORD and was not tied to Elisee in any way other than 
to fulfil that mission. 
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Elisee lived in Ruhengeri. I knew he thought we would stay together once inside, and 
had wondered increasingly how I would be able to walk away and get on with my 
own life, instead of just being a useful white-skinned appendage to his.  
 
Not being the centre of attention, nor asked any questions in front of the camera, he 
had stormed off in a fit of temper. 
 
"LORD, please separate us as soon as we go into Rwanda." I prayed, as I went to 
Pastor Philippe who was trying to help Pelagie by carrying her large heavy bundle on 
his head. 
 
I watched Elisee with growing dislike as he remained just far enough ahead to remain 
empty handed. Again I prayed: 
 
"LORD! Please separate us!" Something I was to feel needlessly guilty about for quite 
a long time. 
 
"Go and catch up with Elisee, Mama Elena, he is waiting for you to catch up with 
him. If you go and talk to him he will be at peace again." 
 
I moved a couple of steps ahead of Pelagie and Philippe and saw Elisee had stopped 
to wait for me to catch up. 
 
"You did not introduce me properly to the cameraman and reporter." 
 
"I did introduce you Elisee. When Mr. Lino asked who was going into Rwanda, I 
introduced all of you." 
 
"In Rwanda, Mama Elena, you will have to learn how to step back with Pelegie and 
let me do the talking. ' Smile and turn the other cheek!' I told myself. 
 
"Don't worry about it Elisee, we are not a news item. They will cut it out altogether or 
briefly show us so the Italians can see the spectacular height of the maize in the 
background." 
 
It was only about two kilometres to the old, mud-brick farm house and large timber 
barn. Neither building looked anything like the Zaire pastors’ houses. They were a 
little like the men's seminary I had stayed at. We were obviously expected, as two 
women came to talk to Pelagie. Elisee spoke equickly with them then, turning toward 
me, said: 
 
"Leave your bag at the house," as he motioned towards my pink satchel. “We have to 
go straight away to tell the soldiers we are coming into the country tomorrow." 
 
"I thought we would go quietly over the border unseen one hour before sunrise." I 
told him anxiously. His smile was genuine. 
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"Mama Elena, you will never go anywhere in Rwanda unseen. Now, get rid of the bag 
so you do not have your passport or anything and we'll register to enter Rwanda 
officially. Mr. Yvan said we must register to cross the border." 
 
I went into the house to tell Pelagie where we were going and to leave my bag. We 
filed along a track with three pastors leading the way. They sometimes spoke softly to 
each other. When the overgrowth on either side of the goat track cleared a little, 
allowing two to walk abreast, Elisee and I walked together. 
 
I spoke of David and Odile and their generosity, and unexpectedly Elisee opened up 
about David's anger with him. He had apparently been praying and had quoted a 
Rwandan saying to Elisee. 'You can not get to heaven by holding on to another man's 
trousers.' David had told him he was not trusting in God at all, he was trusting in the 
colour of my skin. 
 
The Rwandan saying about hanging on to another person's trousers was to come back 
and haunt me. 
 
One of the pastors called out something in Swahili and several soldiers appeared. The 
pastors waved and slid back out of sight, leaving Elisee and me. The soldiers were 
really nice and friendly. One spoke English and tugged me forward as we shook 
hands. 
 
"You have one foot on Rwandan soil, Mama Elena. Perhaps I should pull a little 
harder so you put the other foot into Rwanda now and we will keep you." 
 
"How nice to be wanted, but don't worry, we will be back tomorrow. We will be here 
one hour before sunrise," 
 
"How many?" he snapped, all joviality gone. 
 
"There will be Pelagie, Rebekah the baby, another pastor called Philippe, Elisee and 
myself. I am sorry the time is so awkward but the LORD told me to come in this way 
and gave me the date and time." 
 
I was relieved there had been no trouble. It was getting dark as we got home and 
Pelagie wanted to talk to me about the sleeping arrangements. The poor girl was 
really disturbed. 
 
"I'm afraid Mama Elena, they say we are to sleep in the barn with Rebekah while 
Philippe and Elisee sleep in a small room of the house. Everyone else has left because 
they are afraid." 
 
"What do you mean they are afraid? What is there to be afraid of?" 
 
"They are afraid the soldiers from the camps will find you and kill us all. They are 
looking for you everywhere with guns. Do you see the barbed wire there?" I was 
shown a broken down barbed wire fence about thirty feet away and I nodded. 
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"That is the Rwandan border. We are afraid of the Rwandan soldiers too. Can we 
please sleep in the house with the men?" I had to wonder why Pelagie, Rebekah and I 
had been assigned to sleep in the broken-down barn in the first place. 
 
"Lets go and see what space there is in the house." One of the pastors who had 
accompanied us to the border crossing point came to join us. He showed us the front 
of the house with bullet scars around the locked and heavily bolted front door. We 
went around the back which was open and didn't look as if it could be locked very 
securely. 
 
In between the front and back room was a little room about seven feet wide with a 
mud brick bed, or couch base, built in. It was about four feet across. The other end of 
the room was open and seemed to be part of the passage way. There was a heavily 
bolted door that I presumed led into the rest of the house. This was an unoccupied 
house that had been attacked at least once. 
 
 I did wonder if Elisee had appropriated the most secure place in the house for himself 
before we went to the crossing point. The room had no window and the walls were 
thick. It was already getting cold and was nearly dark so I decided we might as well 
all squash into the one small room. Just inside the front door was a wooden slatted 
bench about five feet long with a back and arm rests. I had it carried in for myself to 
sleep on. Philippe would have to sleep on the floor. 
 
 There was no food but we were brought a saucepan of hot tea by the women Pelagie 
had been talking to and were all grateful for it. 
 
I heard the Zairian pastors return when it was dark. There were whispers and shuffling 
around in the dark but I was tired and went to sleep. In the morning I found the three 
of them had returned with a foam mattress and we had all slept in the room like 
sardines in a tin. 
 
Not a whimper was heard from Rebekah. She was a lovely little girl. She must be nine 
years old as I write this and has a little sister who was born nine months after we left 
Katale. 
 
The soldiers were waiting and escorted us to the nearby army barracks. My passport 
was taken from me and we were brought a wooden bench like a church pew to sit on. 
 
Someone arrived in a car, checked my passport, then drove off. Nothing was said. 
Hours later someone else arrived on a motorbike and, keeping out of sight in the 
bushes, was taken my passport to check. He too drove off and nothing was said. 
 
"Where is my passport and why haven't I been given it back?" I asked in a loud voice.  
 
"You do not speak please, Mama Elena." I was told firmly. I saw Philippe, who had 
been speaking with one of the soldiers, walk casually over to Elisee and talk quietly. 
Elisee came to sit further down the bench. He turned away from me and, with a hand 
over his face, spoke to me as quietly as he could. 
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"A Care Australia woman was shot two days ago in Gisenyi." 
 
"You, move away. You do not speak to Mama Elena," said one of the soldiers in 
French, so I could understand. 
 
"No talking, just wait," he added. A Human Rights vehicle arrived down on the road, 
and taking advantage of everyone else moving away, a young soldier who had been 
sitting on my end of the bench, slid closer. 
 
"You no worry Mama Elena, they tell us we no shoot you today." 'Yoo ha!' I thought 
sarcastically, we will be shot tomorrow instead. 
 
"Thank you." I answered quietly as I jumped up to go and speak to the Human Rights 
man who was being prevented from approaching me. 
 
"Is there any problem, Helen?" he asked, letting me know by the use of my name that 
he knew who we were. 
 
"No, there are no problems, we are just waiting a long time for our passports to be 
returned.” Elisee had a passport too and I realised that it was very suspicious for any 
Rwandan to have obtained a passport the day before the genocide started. The soldiers 
were getting nasty and one of the Human Rights men had jumped back in the vehicle 
and was revving the engine. 
 
"It's going to be all right Helen, all the N.G.O.'s (Non Government Organisations) 
know where you are. I'll be back later." 
 
"Thank you for coming, we'll be fine, we are just waiting for our passports." I didn't 
have time for anything else, he was being pushed into the vehicle and told to leave. I 
never realised what a dangerous job some of these people have! 
 
Soon after that a man came who insisted I speak to him in nothing but English. After 
five or ten minutes of questioning he said he would arrange a lift for me on the back 
of a motor bike while the others walked. 
 
"No thank you, we will all walk together." 
 
"You are too old and fat to walk," he said. He was as fat himself as I was when I first 
came to the camps. 
 
It is about eight kilometres from the small barrier where we entered Rwanda to the 
military base we were taken to. There were several houses along the road with a lot of 
the occupants silently blessing me with palms held high and facing forwards, as they 
stood in their doorways watching us being escorted by an armed soldier. 
 
When we got to the village just before the military base we were taken into a cafe and 
given a bottle of soft drink. Rebekah was fed and Pelagie and I were allowed to go to 
the toilet. 
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Within minutes of being back on the dusty road the Human Rights vehicle pulled up 
behind us and the man called Alfonso, whom I had spoken to before, got out. 
 
The soldier was angry and pushed between us with his rifle, but after a few words 
from Alfonso he decided to let us talk, as long as we spoke French so he could 
monitor the conversation. Alfonso walked a mile with me, bless him. 
 
As we chatted I managed to let him know I was going to go to Ruhengeri, to Elisee's 
father and sister. I asked if he knew the whereabouts of the orphanage, because I had 
been shown some of the orphans came from there, before I left Australia. 
 
Alfonso went over to the parked vehicle and came back with his lunch which Elisee, 
Pelagie , Philippe and I shared. He spoke openly about the orphanage to let me know 
his radio enquiries would have been overheard anyway and nothing was secret. 
 
There was nothing else they could do for us, so having told me again that everyone 
knew where I was, they left.  
 
Bottles of Fanta and refugee biscuits were provided for us to help ourselves. I thought 
about little David and the rat-gnawed ones we had eaten for breakfast one day. These 
were fresh, clean and untouched. 
 
I knew we would be kept overnight so I asked if we could lie down and rest. One of 
the soldiers helped make a bed for me in a small store room. I invited Pelagie to share 
it, and a foam mattress was found for the men. 
 
The walk had tired all of us. I don't know how Pelagie coped with the baby on her 
back and the heavy bundle on her head. Elisee kept repeating that he had told Pelagie 
not to bring more than she could carry and he was not going to help. I was outraged 
but said nothing although part of the heavy bundle was their shared bedding and his 
clothes. 
 
We were allowed to use the outside pit latrine with a branch of gum tree leaves beside 
it for paper. After a brief discussion about the suitability of gum leaves for a white 
woman, someone brought the outer leaves of some maize. 
 
“Don't go anywhere other than to the toilet will you Mama Elena? If you do it will be 
bad for us here,” said Elisee. Tyres had been moved out of the way to make our beds 
and some of the soldiers came in out of the cold to sit on them and chat. One brought 
a little transistor radio in with him to listen to the news. 
 
"They are talking about you on the news, Mama Elena," said Elisee. Then the news in 
French came on followed by the news in English both mentioning me. Dear Mr. Lino, 
he was certainly doing all that he could to protect me. 
 
More importantly, the LORD was using the media attention to make it impossible for 
the Interahamwe and other militia to approach the border. There would be no attack, 
no war, no finishing the 1994 genocide, with world attention focused on the area. 
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The LORD had also protected us from the soldiers. The ones who heard the news 
rushed off to have food cooked for us. 
 
 I was later to find out that David Rowbotham, a little boy from my home town, who 
was only five years old at the time; when asked to pray for me because I was going 
into Rwanda next day, had said he would rather pray for the Rwandan soldiers to be 
nice. He prays for Rwandan soldiers to this day and his prayers have led to the uniting 
of Hutu and Tutsi soldiers as brothers-in-arms. 
 
We woke in good spirits and a green plastic basin of hot water was brought for me to 
wash. Beside the pit latrine was a rough shelter which would provide some privacy. 
Just as I undid one of my boots the LORD spoke to me: 
 
"Do not let them separate you from Elisee. They will harm him if you do." I 
remembered how hungry I had been when the poisoned meal was brought. Now I had 
been provided with hot water and desperately wanted to wash. Oh LORD!  
 
Two minutes later, half washed and with wet hair, I was back with Elisee and the 
others. I could read the disgust all over Pelagie's face. I had not only used all the hot 
water, I had not even thought about Rebekah. 
 
The soldiers gave me enough time to strip for my wash and came for Elisee. There I 
was with wet hair down my back and the basin returned empty. It took so long for 
them to come up with plan 'B' all of us could have had a leisurely wash. I told Elisee 
the LORD had told me to stay close to him. 
 
Plan 'B' was a utility. Pelagie with Rebekah on her back, Philippe and Elisee, were to 
get in the back. I was to think I was going in the front but they would drive off 
without me: 
 

“Indeed the word of God is living and active, sharper 
than any two edged sword, piercing until it divides 
soul from spirit, joints from marrow; it is able to judge 
the thoughts and intentions of the heart.” 
 
Hebrews 4:12 

 
 

I watched Elisee place one foot on the wheel and spring up into the utility. The driver 
ran and jumped into the front as I leapt into the back head first. 
 
They shouted, reasoned, cajoled and ordered me to get out. There was no way they 
could drive down the road with me in the back like a prisoner. The driver got out and 
they ordered us all out of the vehicle. 
 
By this time Elisee and I were like siamese twins, joined down one side with arms 
linked as well. Pelagie took ages to get out. 
 
"Pastor Philippe and Pelagie can follow us in the utility," we were told. 

Page 132 of 141 



 
Within seconds Pelagie had forsaken her big bundle and jumped out of the back of the 
utility with Rebekah on her back so she was not separated from Elisee. A small four 
wheel drive Suzuki was brought and a soldier with a rifle got in the back. 
 
Elisee was to sit in the back and I was to put the seat down when he was in and sit in 
the front. Like twins we squeezed in the back and Pelagie jumped quickly in the front. 
Thwarted again, they decided another armed soldier would join her. That way there 
was one who understood English, and one who understood French, to monitor the 
conversation. 
 
I was in the middle at the back and unfortunately missed most of the scenery. We 
were going to Gisenyi, the other end of the Goma border crossing, supposedly to 
stamp my passport. 
 
We sang most of the way, or at least I did. I sang in English and the soldier in the 
front turned his head to catch the words. Then I sang in French while the one in the 
back listened. Just to tease them I then sang in tongues and caused a panic. 
 
The view of Lake Kivu, as we drove down a hill with hairpin bends, was spectacular. 
We pulled to a stop with the beautiful lake about forty metres in front of us. The 
soldier on guard at the barrier was only metres from the water's edge. 
 
The road in front of the immigration office was wide and sealed where traffic passed. 
Just outside the door, the dust, where the surface was unsealed, lay thick and soft. 
Elisee and I looked as if we were running a three legged race as we were escorted 
inside. 
 
We were interrogated, or perhaps I should say questioned, for hours. There was no 
violence and no threats were made. Merely continual questioning. Elisee was 
questioned in Kinyarwandan with particular emphasis on him procuring a passport 
just hours before the genocide commenced. I was questioned in English for ages, then 
Elisee was questioned in French, and I too was questioned again in French. 
 
The man who questioned us in French left the room for a minute. 
 
"Hold the waist of my trousers. It is the strongest part. They won't be able to pull us 
apart," said Elisee in a whisper. Soldiers poured into the room before I could warn 
him that my trousers were my Achilles heel. They had been sewn by hand with 
neither the stitching nor the material strong enough to stand any pulling. Worse, the 
waist was elastic, already slack from my weight loss. They barely stayed in place as it 
was.  
 
For the last five minutes of the trip, and the ten minutes we sat in the Suzuki, I had 
prayed. 
 
"In this time of need LORD I ask for one thing only. Bring about Your perfect will, in 
Jesus Holy Name. Amen." 
 

Page 133 of 141 



The soldiers tried to wrestle us apart. At one stage we both fell and Elisee nearly lost 
consciousness when his head slammed against the wall. I had to do something to give 
him time to recover. 
 
The good-looking soldier, who seemed to be in charge of the military, ordered the 
others back and approached with such a smirk on his face as he stood, feet apart and 
head high in a stance of conqueror. 
 
I rolled back, lifting one boot threateningly, knee bent ready to thrust. It was only a 
bluff but he jumped back. Elisee sat up with a groan. With hands over their mouths to 
prevent themselves laughing, the soldiers had fled the room. With one foot I retrieved 
Elisee's slip-on shoe and we stood up as about fifteen soldiers, both male and female, 
filed into the room. 
 
I moved Elisee back so we had our backs to the wall and couldn't be encircled. That 
had obviously been the idea. Now they looked at their leader in confusion with Elisee 
and I as part of their circle but not in it. He was being embarrassed in front of his men 
and didn't like it. His eyes locked onto mine as an evil smile spread across his face. 
Moving round the outside of the circle he slipped into place beside me. 
 
"Oh LORD! He is going to do something really nasty, please help me," I prayed 
silently. 
 
"Keep perfectly still," said the LORD in reply. Without unlocking my eyes from the 
soldier’s I saw and felt him jump with all his weight and strength on to my foot. I 
giggled nervously at the shock on his face. He had landed with his thinly soled shoes 
on my steel-capped boot. I was unhurt. 
 
"Oh the poor thing, we have traumatised her," said one of the female soldiers. This, 
coupled with the sight of their leader trying desperately not to limp as he left the 
room, provoked another nervous giggle. 
 
I knew they had been ordered not to hurt me and I'm sure most of them were doing all 
they could. I'm not sure if the LORD told me it was over, I could let go, or if that was 
just wishful thinking. 
 
All but two soldiers left the room and we had a couple of minutes reprieve. 
 
"You can both leave and go back to Goma," we were suddenly told. 
 
"Come on, come on, we can both walk out," said Elisee. It was obvious to me that 
Elisee would not leave Rwanda alive. It was also obvious that I would not be allowed 
to stay. We walked outside still like siamese twins, and were suddenly surrounded by 
grinning soldiers. 
 
I really don't think anyone laid a hand on me. They grabbed Elisee and thrust him 
sideways on to the ground. He had grabbed the waist of my trousers as he went down. 
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My reactions were instinctive. I let go of Elisee to grab my trousers with both hands 
and threw myself in his direction to ease the tension on my waist elastic. When I got 
to my knees there was a row of soldiers in front of me and Elisee was being carried 
away. 
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XXIII 
 

Goma, Home and Making Sense of Everything. 
 
One of the two men who had questioned me for hours walked me to the barrier and 
gently pushed me through into 'no man's land', the strip of road between Rwanda and 
Zaire. He said something to me but I didn't catch the words. I heard some of the 
soldiers saying goodbye, but was in no state by this time to reply. 
 
My Zaire visa had run out yesterday and I had no money. I sat on the edge of the road 
until my shaking had stopped and the threatening tears were under control, then 
walked down and through the Goma barrier, back into Zaire. 
 
Any more wasted time sulking in 'no man's land' and the Human Rights vehicle would 
not have made it through into Rwanda before the barrier was closed for the day. My 
role in what God was doing among the refugees and kidnapped population was over 
but God's faithfulness and love were very evident. 
 
I arrived on Charles and Elma Foster's doorstep just hours before they left Zaire 
themselves to go on furlough. A hot cocoa, bath and time of prayer later, I tumbled 
gratefully into bed, shed a few tears and fell asleep. 
 
Although in full preparation for their own trip, Charles had taken the time to arrange 
for someone to pick me up early in the morning to take me to the United Nations 
building. 
 
Ironically a couple of years later I was refused entry into Zaire from Rwanda, wasting 
hours on the 'no man's land' strip trying to go in the other direction. A short time later 
Charles and Elma were taken to be with the LORD. I will always remember the love 
and kindness they showed me, and Charles’ inspirational prayers. 
 
I was standing in the middle of the large reception hall when Mr. Lino walked in 
looking tired and drawn. He had spent all night looking for me. Every taxi driver had 
been questioned, every hotel and guest room checked, without anyone at all knowing 
I was back in Goma. Two vehicles had driven around all night trying to find me. They 
were afraid I would try to get back to Enoch's at Mugunga, or try to walk out of Zaire.  
 
We chatted for a minute or two and I met Agnese who had been so kind to me as I left 
Mugunga. Mr. Lino rang Nairobi and arranged for me to leave Zaire in a cargo plane. 
Mr. Yvan was called to take me upstairs to his office. 
 
The building was larger than I had realised. The tiled entrance hall had a beautiful 
marble staircase, which curved towards the passages on both the left and right sides. 
There were a dozen or more offices upstairs. 
 
Mr. Yvan told me Elisee and Philippe were in prison and not in any danger. Pelagie 
had been given a room for the night, had just finished breakfast, and was about to be 
driven to family in Ruhengeri. That settled, he demanded angrily: 
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"Why did you go through the small barrier when we told you repeatedly to only go 
into Rwanda through Goma?" 
 
"The LORD told me to go through the small barrier one hour before sunrise on the 
15th of August. The army in Lac Vert had planned to attack Rwanda on the fifteenth 
and the LORD focussed so much attention on me that their evil plans were thwarted. 
 
“Wait a minute,” Mr. Yvan cut in as he rapidly pushed buttons around his phone and 
under his desk. 
 
“All right Helen, you can start again. Why did you disobey our orders and go through 
the small barrier instead of entering Rwanda officially through the large barrier here 
in Goma?” 
 
“Three days after I arrived in Goma the Lord told me I would be going into Rwanda 
‘through the narrow gate’ one hour before sunrise. I was to go into the country on the 
15th of August but was not to tell the refugees or Enoch the date. 
 
The Lord revealed little by little that the genocide plotting government and military 
leaders were living at Lac Vert. I was shown how they were going to use the refugees 
as a human shield and I didn't want anyone to think they were the people going back 
in God's strength.". 
 
"And have you told the refugees they can go over the border anywhere they like and 
any time they like?" 
 
"No. The message from the LORD was quite clear. All refugees returning from the 
north west of Rwanda must go through Goma from Mugunga. I have been suggesting 
they register to return and leave in an orderly fashion but I don't think they will. I 
have seen them moving like a river of humanity. The whole world will watch in 
amazement." 
 
Mr. Yvan’s phone rang and after a few words he grabbled me by the hand and rushed 
me back down to Mr. Lino’s office. The room was so full of United Nations staff that 
some of them had to move into the corridor to let me in. 
 
Mr. Lino forbade any questions or comments, but more than a dozen people shook my 
hand or hugged me before I left for the airport. I couldn't trust myself to speak in case 
I broke down, and I didn't get Mr. Lino's address, or even his name. I would have 
liked to thank him for all he did. 
 
A week later the Zaire army had forced two thousand people back into Rwanda. The 
LORD was sorting out the sheep from the goats. Thousands fled for the hills, the 
Interahamwe and the genocide-perpetrating government were scattered, and the attack 
on Rwanda was thwarted.  
 
I never did hear what happened to Philippe. Elisee was transferred to the prison in 
Ruhengeri near his family, where he spent four years. I think we both realised our 
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paths were going in different directions when we saw each other after his release from 
prison. 
 
When I went to Rwanda a couple of years later, I met Ilisa, a young woman who lived 
outside the country during the genocide and became like a daughter to me. Rwandans 
are very family orientated. Ilisa wanted me to feel I was part of her family and 
introduced all sorts of family members to me. 
 
"Mama Elena, my other brother Alfred wants to meet you, can I bring him this 
afternoon?" 
 
"Yes Ilisa, bring him and introduce him." Alfred was actually a cousin but to 
Rwandans everyone is a brother or sister. 
 
I stood on the doorstep to welcome the two or three people in the car. They took so 
long to organise themselves that a tall well built man jumped out and ran towards me, 
arms open wide. Seeing no smile of recognition, he took both my hands in his and 
said: 
 
"You don't remember me do you Mama Elena? I know you well." 
 
"I'm sorry, no I can't place you." 
 
"You have not forgiven me. Mama Elena, you must forgive me. I am the man who 
threw you out of Rwanda that day in Gisenyi. I was so very afraid for you. I worried 
that the relatives of the militia in the camps, who still lived in Rwanda, would kill 
you. I'm sure you never realised but I went out of the room after questioning you and 
got down on my knees and wept before the LORD, asking Him what I could do with 
you. When I decided to send you back to Goma I prayed the LORD would one day 
enable me to explain why to you and ask you to forgive me." Alfred was so 
emotional, no matter what I said, he did not believe he had been forgiven. 
 
I told him I had prayed repeatedly to be separated from Elisee. Not that it mattered. I 
had prayed that whatever took place in Gisenyi would be God's perfect will. Although 
I didn't like it I had accepted that being thrown out was what the LORD intended. 
 
Alfred still was not convinced I had really forgiven him, and invited me to his home 
in the country to prove it. I spent a lovely long weekend there during which the 
conversation kept coming back to forgiveness. 
 
"We do not wait for someone to say 'sorry' and ask for forgiveness here in Rwanda, 
We just forgive. Forgiveness is a choice that sets us free. How else could we live with 
each other after the genocide? Archbishop Desmond Tutu from South Africa says we 
have no other option than to forgive. If we live by the old testament laws of an eye for 
an eye and a tooth for a tooth we will be a blind, toothless nation!" 
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XXIV 
 

The Song Again 
 

 
When the message of a peaceful return to Rwanda was spread throughout the camps, 
hope drew more and more people into prayer groups and churches. 
 
The song, Yesu ndamukunda, began to break the hold the militia and Interahamwe 
had over the people. 
 
In Rwanda, the nation was praying for the refugees to return so they could all get on 
with their lives. Much as they wanted their friends and loved ones to return, they were 
terrified they would bring with them those who commit the 1994 genocide, who 
intended to finish it. 
 
Rwanda is a country of a thousand hills. A person does not come from a town or 
village, but from such and such a hill. 
 
When the mass return of refugees took place, the population of all the villages on the 
hill walked down to the road to wait for the returnees. Neither those who had stayed 
in Rwanda, nor those returning, knew how they would be received. 
 
The Rwandan Christian songbook, standard for all denominations, is in three sections. 
The middle section that was in its pristine, unused condition, (mentioned in Chapter 
VI) is the section on forgiveness. 
 
On the 16th of November, 1996, the refugees started to flow into Rwanda from 
Mugunga, like a river of humanity, stretching for twenty five miles. 
 
Yesu ndamukunda became the signal song for the message of a peaceful return in 
God's strength, and under His protection. As the refugees fearfully approached their 
hills, terrified that they would be held responsible for the occurrences of 1994, and 
retribution sought, they were met by the sound of singing. 
 
The Holy Spirit moved over the nation and over each hill, prompting those who had 
remained in the country to greet the returnees with a heart-filled rendition of : 
 

Yesu ndamukunda 
Yesu ndamukunda 

Ndamukundira yuko 
Yabanje kunkunda atyo. 

 
Jesus I love You 
Jesus I love You 

I love you with all that I am 
Because You have forgiven all I have done. 
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This was the first big breakthrough of forgiveness and reconciliation. 
 

GIVE GOD THE GLORY! 
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EPILOGUE 
 

 
I watched the international news daily until mid November 1996. 
 
Refugees came to Mugunga from all the surrounding camps until the authorities could 
not feed them all. Suddenly they started to move with an estimated 400,000 people 
pouring back into Rwanda through the Goma barrier from Mugunga at a rate of 
12,000 an hour! 
 
The flow of moving humanity, an estimated twenty five miles of it, was filmed from a 
helicopter flying slowly above. The image on the television screen was the exact 
scene I had been shown in Mugunga after asking: "What are You doing LORD?" 
Within days refugees were returning from camps in other countries around Rwanda, 
like Tanzania. Also in large groups, singing as they came. 
 
Paul Kagame became President in the year 2000, after the resignation of his 
predecessor, Mr. Bizimungu. One of the first things Mr. Kagame did was to remove 
all trace of ethnic origin from the identity papers. The people of Rwanda have one 
language. They have one culture and are one people. The removal of ethnic division 
has gone a long way towards reconciliation and the prevention of a repeat of 1994's 
tragic events. 
 
The Rwandans became a topic of conversation around the world when the genocide 
occurred. They bear the shame and stigma of those tragic events to this day. It is time 
that the true Rwandan character be seen. This nation has a capacity for forgiveness 
that can not be equalled anywhere in the world. 
 
Many are the stories of courage in the face of danger. Thousands, whose ethnic origin 
freed them from fear of persecution, lost their lives because they made a stand against 
the murder of innocents; hiding Tutsis from the genocidarians just as the Jews were 
hidden during the holocaust. 
 
Whole families, found protecting Tutsis, were skewered on to bamboo poles and 
thrown into the crocodile infested rivers. Even this did not stop their courageous 
attempts to help, not only friends and neighbours, but also those they did not know. 
 
Let us, the International community, give credit where credit is due; and let us all: 
 

GIVE GOD THE GLORY! 
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