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I was born in Butobere, a village in the eastern part of Uganda in Kabale District. I was brought up in a devoted Catholic family where everyone in the family had to follow the religion claiming it’s the family religion. I grew up seeing every member of the family very devoted to Catholicism, saying prayers in every morning devotions, and throughout the day, we would have sessions of Rosary, prayers now and then as it was an obligation to pray before eating, I liked my session since when it was my turn, I would just solist the prayer as “in the name of the Father...” then the rest would go through the whole prayer. However much I enjoyed most of the sessions during prayers, I never liked when it came to my turn to accompany my grandmum for the morning Devotion to the church in Butobere “Ekereziya” as everyone used to say. The morning devotion would start early in the morning around 6:00 am. And in Kabale around my time, it’s not only so early in the morning but also the coldest place one would never wish to even leave the bed, however if it was my turn, it was not only to obey but it was an Order from my grand mum which when I made a mistake of only waking up late, I would be kicked and slapped the whole way to church and as we almost reached the church my grandma would turn into an angel as if she even never slapped me.

It was almost a daily occasion since later everyone at home was supposed to wake up and go for devotion, and if any of us even delayed getting to church that was going to be fire set on him or her head throughout the whole day.

Despite coming from my poor family moreover considered to be strangers, the fact that our extended family was a very devoted catholic family, there were at least some opportunities from the church fathers, especially from the organizations that took care of the children. And through my I acquired education since my tuition for primary school was paid but it didn't take long until it was stopped before I completed my primary school. Despite the tuition fees being paid, still my dear parents could not afford to buy Uniforms; this was because we were a large number of orphans resulting from the tragedy of the Genocide against Tutsi in 1994 that almost consumed all my Uncles, and Unties, my relatives and family members that lived in Rwanda at the time were no more to be seen, my broke down our extended family since at least once in a while there would be some support from our relatives in Rwanda, some of them would pay us surprise visits and I remember my uncles used to promise me that once they will take me to Rwanda, and as they described Rwanda it was my all-time dream.

On the other hand, Mum was a well-known crafts designer who was very good at crafting ceramic and glass crafts, needlework, crouching, knitting, lace-making, weaving, and many others. She could make good money since she hard market all over Uganda and Rwanda as well. She traveled all around the region in exhibitions and sold in quantity.

However due to the Genocide against the Tutsi in 1994, the support from the grandma started to diminish, quarrels increased, misunderstandings and conflicts increased and the better home that was outgoing, a home for everyone was no longer a good home to cherish, it never took long when there were no school fees for all those children more especially looking up at grandma as the only breadwinner. Matter of fact the market for handcrafts was also a problem and she could not sell as she used to.

She however fought so hard to find all possible means to pay our school fees but it was next to impossible since getting a meal for the day was a big task. Hustling began and all I remember was seeing us do almost every work at home, I started fetching water, collecting firewood, going to the market, preparing food, cleaning clothes, and taking care of my young cousins and other relatives who were at home. Every day I had to do a list of tasks before going to school and the remaining were to be completed after classes in the evening. I never changed but rather life became so miserable, it was so hard to live in such a family that no longer even gave me a chance to go for morning devotion. By the time my grandma was going to the morning devotion I was supposed to have finished fetching water first thing in the morning and right away go down with her to bring milk near the Catholic Church.... “Owa Turyatemba” the owner of the farm. Such that by the time she gets back home, everyone has finished breakfast and is ready to go to school for morning preps. Do not forget that it was me who prepared the breakfast.

Going to school in my kind of situation was a very big problem but I could not find any alternative since everything was under order and anyone among us that broke any rule was severely punished such that every other child at home and in the neighborhood would take a good example.
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The hustling begins

My Dad was a hardworking and lucky gentleman with great skills in mechanical engineering and had accumulated enough wealth during that time. He had enough land, a good house, and two vehicles to help him and the family in transport and it was just enough to make my family better and happy for our lifetime. However, he suddenly died a tragic death that shocked everyone and the whole family could not contend since he was the head of the family and the only breadwinner for the family now that my lovely mum was illiterate and was always left at home to take care of the children as there was nothing to worry about. The time he passed on, everything was robbed and the other property was claimed by who they called family friends. My mum could not contend with my kind of pressure since she was heavily pregnant with other three little angels (Felicia, Eugenia, and Adrine), she just decided to run back to her mum for rescue given the fact that she was also scared of the strange acts of the neighbors they loved most.  

Having a sudden death, things were not easy for the extended family but as usual, the community joined hands for burial while my grandma decided to stay with her daughter and the grandchildren, who had gone through my disastrous loss, my mum, suffered so much that even acquiring medication as a pregnant mother was a very big problem. my other sisters who were used to having everything in time, started hustling with life that was not good for them, home was full of other kids and the little food that would be found was meant to be shared and they all had to live in a very small house irrespective of how many they were.

My mum was provided a small room in the house to live in with all her children and a few of the properties she came with after the sudden death of my dad, being the only option that was there, it never took them so long to adjust and get used to the life where, my elder sisters started school at Butobere Primary school, the school that was built by catholic fathers in our community next to the school was the catholic church that we all went to.

It never took so long, after only four (4) Months my mum gave birth to a bouncing baby boy, the whole family was extremely joyful and as they started struggling to look for the name, my mum just told them to just relax, she told them she already had the name even before the tragic death of my dad. then she told them that the boy would be named John, that is how I came into existence leaving the rest of the family so happy as they were all waiting to see my mum holding such a beautiful baby boy. it was an everyday prayer for my dad to have a baby boy but, unfortunately, he never had a chance to see me, he never had the opportunity to see me grow up, play football with him, tell him stories, and promise him to be a man like no other but him,

My grand mum however requested everyone in the family never to explain the tragedy that had happened in our extended family, having seen what had happened to my Dad, in addition to the massive loss due to the Genocide against the Tutsi in 1994 that consumed all my a big number of my extended family from my mother’s lineage, she insisted telling every one of us that she was the only parent every one of us had, she always said to us that she was our mother and father as well, provided we were a big number of orphans living in our small rental home in Kabale District in Uganda. I remember she kept saying to us that we were not orphans and that we would never be. She did me to us such that we do not feel that gap and loss, but also to avoid several questions that would arise from us wanting to know a lot from our beloved parents.

One last thing I remember is when the head teacher announced before the whole school that orphans must stay behind after the assembly, Compassion International wanted to meet all the orphans and have them registered for future help. I and my siblings never cared as we straight away walked to our different classes. we were quite sure that we were not orphans but we were surprised to see one of the teachers running behind us calling us to come back and join the meeting, we were about 8 children, my 3 sisters and other 4 cousins and brothers, we almost fought the teacher, telling her that we are not orphans and once she keeps calling us orphans we were going to report her to our grandmother. They eventually took us into the meeting but all in all, we were unable to even answer a third of the questions asked as the questions all rotated on knowing our parents yet we did not know. They later gave us the forms to take home and have our guardians fill them out. That was a horrible day as many things were piled into our heads, a lot of questions started to rise as we asked one another whether we were orphans, we were hurt and felt so bad about our teachers who kept calling us orphans in public, we spent the whole day crying until we reached home during lunchtime. The first thing Granny realized was that every one of us was hurt, some still crying and when she asked us what had happened thinking maybe some stranger had beaten us, I immediately answered saying. Our head teacher forced us to join the meeting of orphans and they started asking us a lot of questions that we failed to answer here are the forms they asked us to bring to you. It was also a huge day for our Granny as of course she was not ready to sit with us and explain my long story. we all never contended tears were all over our faces, and a million questions blew our minds, but mine was true as grandma later explained to us everything and told us several reasons as to why she never wanted us to know we were orphans, she finally told us that she loved us and will take care of us all no matter what.

Life continued but with a million questions flipping in our minds, asking ourselves who our real parents were and who killed them as grandma had not fully explained everything. We kept the struggle and completed my primary school, life was not easy at all, and our family with over 16 members under one shelter and being taken care of by our Granny who was the only breadwinner our family was also considered to be among the poorest in the community through grandma covered us not to be exposed to the community. Problems would be sorted indoors and out of the small house, and everyone looked happier and content, we were always trained not to expose our issues to the public, not to eat out in other homes around the community, we were told never to go out begging for anything from everyone.  

We were forced to live on our own, we were very poor and
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