
		
			[image: Cover for The Peace: A Warrior's Journey, Author, Romeo Dallaire]
		

	
		
			Also by Roméo Dallaire

			Shake Hands with the Devil: The Failure of Humanity in Rwanda

			(with Major Brent Beardsley)

			They Fight Like Soldiers, They Die Like Children: The Global Quest to Eradicate the Use of Child Soldiers

			(with Jessica Dee Humphreys)

			Waiting for First Light: My Ongoing Battle with PTSD

			(with Jessica Dee Humphreys)

		

	
		
			
			[image: Book Title, The Peace: A Warrior's Journey, Author, Romeo Dallaire, Imprint, Random House Canada]
		

	
		
			PUBLISHED BY RANDOM HOUSE CANADA

			Copyright © 2024 Roméo Dallaire

			All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the publisher, except by a reviewer, who may quote brief passages in a review. Published in 2024 by Random House Canada, a division of Penguin Random House Canada Limited, Toronto. Distributed in Canada and the United States of America by Penguin Random House Canada Limited, Toronto.

			www.penguinrandomhouse.ca

			Random House Canada and colophon are registered trademarks.

			Library and Archives Canada Cataloguing in Publication

			Title: The peace : a warrior’s journey / Roméo Dallaire.

			Names: Dallaire, Roméo, author.

			Description: Includes index.

			Identifiers: Canadiana (print) 20230477208 | Canadiana (ebook) 20230477216 | ISBN 9780345814401 (hardcover) | ISBN 9780345814425 (EPUB)

			Subjects: LCSH: Dallaire, Roméo. | LCSH: Peace. | LCSH: International relations. | LCSH: Security, International.

			Classification: LCC JZ5538 .D35 2024 | DDC 327.1/72—dc23

			Text and cover design: Andrew Roberts, adapted for ebook

			Cover image: Hanna / Adobe Stock

			[image: ]

			a_prh_6.3_151269553_c0_r1

		

	
		
			Pour Marie, qui m’a guidé comme Béatrice l’a fait pour Dante

		

	
		
			CONTENTS

			Cover

			Also by Roméo Dallaire

			Title Page

			Copyright

			Dedication

			Introduction

			PART ONE: HELL

			Deceit

			Disinterest

			Self-Interest

			Ignorance

			Fear

			Othering

			Hate

			Revenge

			Denial

			PART TWO: PURGATORY

			Truce

			Status Quo

			Disorder

			Dilemmas

			Inequality

			Irresponsibility

			Revolutions

			Renaissance

			Giubuntu

			PART THREE: PEACE

			Ethos

			Leadership

			Prevention

			Security

			Integration

			Lexicon

			Sans frontières

			Justice

			The Peace

			Further Reading

			Acknowledgements

			Index

		

	
		
			
				INTRODUCTION

				
					Midway upon the journey of our life,

					I found myself within a forest dark.

					Dante, Inferno, Canto I

				

				Having lived through biblical horror, and then a lifetime since trying to fathom it, I share my path here in hopes that it may help others whose absolute desire is lasting peace. Including those, such as myself, who were trained in war.

				In April 1994, the lush and beautiful country of Rwanda—where I had been tasked with a United Nations mission to assist in the implemention of a peace accord where peace did not exist—descended into genocide. Eight hundred thousand dead in a hundred days. Millions mutilated, orphaned and displaced. Cycles of generational trauma set in motion. All a full half century after the Holocaust, despite the world’s relentless refrain “never again.”

				Rwanda and its people, and my peacekeeping mission, were abandoned to the killing. When I begged for help, I was reminded that there was no oil in Rwanda, no diamonds, nothing else of strategic importance. There were only human beings—Black lives that didn’t matter. For decades after the mass slaughter ended, I was haunted by the spirits of the dead, the cries of the abandoned, the anguish of survivors, and the guilt of being powerless to stop the slaughter. And I struggled to find answers to impossible questions: How? Why? What if?

				If I had not lived the experience of Rwanda, I would have carried on serving in the Canadian Armed Forces, eventually retiring as a general with three stars, a fishing rod and a plaque. I would have gone on to a civilian job and volunteer work, like so many of my colleagues trained in the Cold War era did. I suppose I could have forced myself along that predictable path when I got back from Rwanda—my family and my commanders clearly hoped I would get back to “normal”—but the genocide had completely shifted my perspective on who I was and what I stood for. It shocked me into a profound realization of the precious frailty of life and a deep consciousness of my relationship with the whole of humanity.

				In other words, I found my soul. I came home injured, yes, and went on to suffer post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD) and an even deeper moral injury of a scale and duration that several times brought me to the brink of suicide. But I was also imbued with a vision of our shared humanity and my own responsibility to it. This vision drove me to recognize that I had been going in the wrong direction—and not only me, but the military, the whole system. Rather than continuing to focus on winning wars, we needed to set our minds on shaping peace.

				The Genocide against the Tutsi in Rwanda prompted a generation of scholars, politicians, soldiers, lawyers and humanitarians to seek new ways to prevent another such failure of humanity. We set up tribunals, crafted doctrine and produced countless reports on how to protect civilians from massive abuse, including genocide. But these efforts have not brought the peace we sought; instead, they’ve served as temporary and often superficial truces, briefly silencing guns and stabilizing frictions without resolving their fundamental causes.

				Over the past thirty years, the genocide has been the driving force behind my relentless advocacy work on the prevention of mass atrocities and the protection of civilians, my efforts to end the use of children in armed conflict and the proliferation of nuclear weapons, and to help lift the taboos around operational stress injuries like the ones I suffered. I’d also been given the mandate to conduct a full reform of the officer corps, so that going forward no Canadian officer tasked with leading a UN peace mission would be as unprepared as I was for what they would encounter. I engaged in endless initiatives: the Will to Intervene guidance aimed at implementing the new Responsibility to Protect (R2P) doctrine; founding the Dallaire Institute for Children, Peace and Security, which drafted the Vancouver Principles on Peacekeeping and the Prevention of the Recruitment and Use of Child Soldiers; and partnering with the United Nations, the Government of Canada, Kofi Annan’s genocide prevention advisory board, Wounded Warriors Canada, the Montreal Institute for Genocide and Human Rights Studies (MIGS), the Harvard Kennedy School, the Pugwash conferences, and the international Principles for Peace (P4P) commission to provide a covenant for lasting peace. My engagement in these efforts was directly linked to my guilt over witnessing mass murder on an unimaginable scale without being able to stop it.

				My inner torment during those decades after the genocide is well documented. Coming from a military family and a career spent preparing for war, I worked with punishing zeal—lecturing, advising, writing, berating, all with the aim of uncovering a new understanding of peace. Long after the international community had put the incredible atrocities into the past, content to move on to the next crisis, I continued to dedicate my days and nights to these efforts. Yet over and over, as various doctrines and initiatives were launched and fell short, I saw that we had still not cracked the code. Though humanity kept trying to get far enough ahead of catastrophes to prevent them, we kept failing.

				Today, polarization, proxy wars, hybrid warfare that combines conventional tactics with online propaganda, geopolitical tensions, large-scale violations of human rights, and the erosion of representative government all make peacebuilding increasingly complex. The recent impact of the COVID-19 pandemic, climate change and war on supply chains and food and energy prices highlights the interconnectedness and interdependence of a globalized world. Overall, we seem to be barely managing crises as they pop up, rather than acting to prevent such massive suffering. I still hope to be part of the wave of thought and activism that changes that.

				

				—

				
					I received my military training in the Cold War. At that time peace was viewed as a détente between the communist East and the capitalist West, reinforced by the mutually assured destruction of a balance of nuclear weapons between us. Like many others, I saw the end of the Cold War in 1989 as the opportunity to judiciously draw down armies and defence spending and focus on humanitarian efforts. And Europe, despite its long history of antagonism among nationals, did make strides in establishing and maintaining peace based on economic prosperity, human rights and a union of effort.

				At the same time, however, three major powers—China, Russia and the United States—used the end of the Cold War to increase their military might. Russia has since become a giant rogue state, invading Ukraine in 2022 and attempting to gather allies wherever US influence has ebbed, namely in Syria, the Middle East and parts of Africa. China’s true ambitions are still murky, but clearly reach beyond its current borders. Despite some isolationist moments, the US sees itself as the single entity that guarantees the security of the entire world, deploying its power throughout the globe. In stark contrast to the European doves, American hawks still see the exercise of power as the only way to peace.

				So, decades after the Berlin Wall fell, we have stumbled back into a power-based world of alliances, where truces are more fragile now than they have been in decades. History continues to repeat ad nauseum. Peacekeepers by the tens of thousands are patrolling, observing and sporadically intervening in complex conflict zones, armed with limited resources and, too often, let down by outdated and superficial training, ambiguous mandates and inadequate leadership. Darfur, Mali, Congo, Afghanistan, Myanmar: in every case the world either turns its back entirely, as it did in Rwanda, or sends thoughts and prayers and guns. In some places, like Syria after the Arab Spring, the international community doesn’t even really try to intervene, or else, as in Libya with the fall of Muammar Qaddafi, it makes the situation so very much worse.

				Faced with the unpredictability of Vladimir Putin and his war against Ukraine (and the volatility of the Islamic State, al-Shabab, Hamas, populist white nationalists and all other malcontent extremists), we continually fall back on the same old tools and tactics. So much so that as I write these words, we find ourselves in another cold war, paralyzed into inaction by Russia’s bluff over launching nuclear bombs. We met Putin’s threats with sanctions and censure, and a lot of weapons and money for Ukraine (none of which, it should be noted, had been offered to Rwanda), but still we do not dare cross borders to protect the civilians whose country has been invaded, whose homes are being bombed, and who are being abused, displaced and killed.

				The hard right everywhere is watching Putin with interest. To me, this era seems an awful lot like the 1930s: while a majority of middle powers are coming together with ideas for peaceful solutions, nationalists are increasing their power; there is no common ground between progressive ideas around peacebuilding and the “big power” concept of “securing” peace. This creates great uncertainty in the southern half of the world, where countries are not sure which power bloc to play ball with.

				We had plenty of warning the invasion of Ukraine was coming—the nearly ten years since the Russians went into Crimea in 2014—and still we were unable to prevent the escalation. The “classic” tools and metrics used by the international community—the diplomatic exchanges, embargoes, self-interested assessments of resources (are there fuel, minerals and food reserves to protect or only unimportant human beings?), and aversion to casualties (to stay on the good side of media and voters)—none of it has changed. How can we be surprised when the results are the same? If we had really progressed in our united ambitions for peace, as soon as Russia edged its toes up to the border with Ukraine, NATO (the North Atlantic Treaty Organization) or the UN member states or both would have reinforced the line with boots on the ground. In our imperfect world today, the only way to struggle for peace is still with a show of willingness to fight.

				Surely there has to be something more we can do. I have spent years reaching for that something more—a way to bring true and lasting peace. A revolutionary strategy for conflict prevention. A covenant of respect for the individual human being, instead of the nation-state. A shared understanding that engages all parties, from community groups to international bodies, from pulpits to command posts. An ensemble solution that reflects our increasingly borderless existence on this planet, where we are all equally vulnerable to climate change at the largest scale and to a virus at the smallest.

				Conflicts that regenerate again and again after impotent peace agreements keep distracting us from coming together to face the greatest risks to our survival. If we cannot agree on a cohesive strategy to anticipate and mitigate conflicts among ourselves, how can we expect to resolve problems that will affect the whole of humanity?

				

				—

				Descending into hell in 1994 and then struggling up and out with only the vaguest glimmer of hope to guide me, I did learn many lessons. But I was too wounded and battle-scarred to see beyond the emotional and intellectual purgatory I remained mired in, until I found a way out of my own dark forest through loving and being loved. After I happily married in 2020, I could at last see with clarity the path I needed to take and the lodestars I needed to follow. To guide my thinking beyond the cycles I seemed to be stuck in, I turned—not for the first time—to the poets for inspiration.

				Dante Alighieri (1265–1321) forged the way for an epoch that provides a profound example of the revolutionary human potential that can arise from a period of sustained peace: the Italian Renaissance. In that relatively short era came about a massive shift in fundamental thinking from theological to humanist. Dante’s best known and most beloved work, La Commedia (so revered it was later renamed The Divine Comedy), completed the year before he died, is an epic poem in three parts that follows the poet as he travels through the Christian afterlife, starting in the desperate depths of Inferno (hell), up through the treacherous levels of Purgatorio (purgatory), and then, after he passes through a wall of fire, into Paradiso (heaven). And the journey does not end there. Instead, he continues up and up, learning more and better lessons until he reaches the pinnacle, an unknowable place beyond.

				This poem almost literally conveys the arc of my own life’s journey. Dante (as the poem’s main character) found himself witnessing eternal torments divided into distinct and worsening circles of hell: limbo, lust, gluttony, wrath, heresy, violence, fraud, treachery. I, too, was an outsider who travelled through a genocidal hell that was sparked and sustained by human sins of omission and commission: deceit, disinterest, ignorance, fear, othering, hate, revenge, denial. These are the failures that engender and sustain all wars.

				Once Dante enters purgatory, the sinners he encounters are of a lesser order, but they are in constant danger of slipping back to hell if they indulge in any one of the seven deadly sins. In similar fashion, humanity’s current best efforts to prevent war and aim for peace are undone by stagnant cycles of truce, devotion to the status quo, self-interest, disorder, ethical failures, irresponsibility, and inequality. In the poem (as for us today), the suffering in purgatory is tamed ever so slightly by awareness and growth, and therein lies the hope.

				I immediately recognized my own late metamorphosis in the image of the terrifying wall of fire Dante must pass through to reach paradise. A few years ago, I went through a similar crisis of transformation after I was faced with the consequences of the path of self-destruction I’d been travelling for twenty-five years, racing around the world, juggling pro bono efforts on behalf of child soldiers, injured veterans and victims of mass atrocities, living out of suitcases and eating fast food in airports, always alone, always on high alert, devoid of any inner solace, haunted always by the uneasy spirits of the genocide’s victims that invaded my dreams and waking thoughts. Despite my relentlessness, I still wasn’t finding solutions for lasting peace in the world, and the doctors told me if I kept on that way, I would die. And soon.

				At that moment of extreme vulnerability, a new dimension of life entered my closed-off world: I fell in love, and through this solace and safe harbour, I gained a new lease and a new perspective on life.

				Today I feel I am travelling a path to peace that has previously eluded me. In Part Three of this book, I’ll share the lodestars I’m following now, in hopes that they might be of some help to others in leaping through that wall of fire and finding unity with each other and our planet. It won’t be fast, and it won’t be easy, but I am living proof that it is possible to achieve such transformational change.

				

				—

				Humanity’s problems are increasingly borderless. Too many of us react to this reality by putting up walls that allow us (we think) to protect ourselves and forget about others. But putting one’s faith in state power, nationalism and the use of force to keep us “safe” behind our home borders is a bet that won’t be won. Such narrow thinking is no longer possible in our interconnected world. We need strategic local and global leadership to actively predict and prevent problems before they turn into catastrophes. Only in this way can we prevent suffering and insecurity and look toward a state I call The Peace.

				Of course, I understand that for some there is comfort and even satisfaction in staying true to the status quo. But such a purgatory is not peace. It is merely truce, continuously vulnerable to frictions that have never been addressed, use of force and abuse of power, and the constant overarching threat of annihilation posed by nuclear weapons and climate change.

				As Dante hesitates before entering paradise, afraid for himself and afraid of the unknown, his guide smiles at him and shakes his head, asking, “Now, really, do you want to stay back there?”

				I know I don’t, and I believe today’s younger generations are similarly impatient with the band-aid solutions and divisive inequality of the past. I believe these generations without borders will readily leap through the fire to embrace an entirely new perspective on the human condition.

				For the sure and brave, I offer this book as my humble effort to lay out the issues as I’ve witnessed them and to provide some inspiration that may help guide your way. I can’t wait to see where you lead.

				Peux que ce veux. Allons-y! Where there’s a will, there’s a way. Let’s go!

				Roméo Dallaire, January 11, 2023

			

		

	
		
			PART ONE

			HELL

			
				I here descended to the nether Hell

				Dante, Inferno, Canto XII

			

			In the spring of 1994, the tiny African nation of Rwanda ignited into a living inferno. Hundreds of thousands of children, men and women slaughtered. Millions maimed and left to rot. Babies hacked from their mother’s wombs. Elders gasping their last breaths in muddy ditches. Girls split in two. Rivers running red with blood. This was not war as I had been trained to fight it. This was hell on Earth.

			The scenes I witnessed in Rwanda were burned in my psyche and still send up flares thirty years later. But many have forgotten what unfolded in that country. Many never knew. Some who are reading this now were not even born. For them—for you—I will provide a very brief review. Because I want you to remember. I want you to know. And most importantly, I want you to understand the catastrophic and potentially avoidable failures that led to and prevailed through and out the other side of this genocide, so that you recognize them when you see them again. Recognize them as the sources and signs of all mass atrocities and wars, in hopes they can be avoided, even actively prevented, from happening in the future. Because Rwanda is just one nightmarish example of the many conflicts in volatile states that devolve into unconscionable human suffering. Hell on Earth didn’t appear for the first time in Rwanda, and it still exists, consuming lives and thwarting our ambitions for a peaceful world.

			The last hundred years has been called the Century of Genocides. Few regions in the world remain unaffected by mass slaughter aimed at eliminating a particular ethnic or political group: 35 million Chinese, 10.5 million Slavs, 6 million Jewish Europeans, 3 million Cambodians, 1.6 million Tibetans, 1.5 million Bengalis, 1.5 million Armenians, 1 million Vietnamese, 500,000 Indonesians, 8,000 Muslim Bosnians, and countless people indigenous to the Americas.

			While the numbers throughout Africa are similarly horrifying—genocidal slaughter of the Amhara and Agew in Ethiopia; the Nuer, Nuba and Dinka in South Sudan; Isaaqs in Somaliland; the Gukurahundi in Zimbabwe; the Darfuri in Sudan; the Igbo in Nigeria; the Herero and Nama in Namibia; and of course the Tutsi in Rwanda—the concept of mass human destruction was brought to Africa by white Europeans during the ruthless brutality of colonization (a tidy academic word that stands for the enslavement, plunder, rape, oppression, humiliation and murder of whichever Indigenous populations the French, British, Belgian, Prussian, Spanish, Dutch, Portuguese and other criminal pillagers chose to desecrate for their own gain).

			Too often I have heard people from those colonizing nations describe Africa as “prone to violence,” even insisting that the conflicts that erupted around the continent after the colonial overlords cut and ran in the 1960s were “tribal” in origin. That somehow those colonial overlords had kept a lid on such violence, when in fact it was the abuses and atrocities inflicted on the continent during and beyond the colonial era that prepared the ground for such horrors as the Genocide against the Tutsis in Rwanda.

			The mass slaughter of specific groups of human beings, their treatment as less than vermin, without rights and without protection, is not a new or recent concept, nor does it have its origins in Africa. Much as we are taught otherwise, the concept and application of systematic, dehumanizing mass slaughter was developed and modelled by wealthy states: powerful imperial dynasties that permitted and even thrived on an overwhelming abuse of power.* History is replete with examples of powerful nations eliminating people whose only crime was living their lives peacefully on land the colonizer took a mild interest in, be it the Belgians in Congo, the British in India, the Spanish, French, and British in the Indigenous lands of North America, the Americans in what became the United States, the French in Madagascar, the Portuguese in Angola, the Italians in Ethiopia, the Japanese in China, the Spanish in Mexico, the Germans in Namibia, and on and on.

			Back to the nightmarish example I know best. Before European colonization, the Great Lakes region of Africa was home to multiple kingdoms. The lush hills around Lake Kivu were populated mainly by the Hutu people, who farmed the land, and by a smaller group, called the Tutsi, who primarily herded cattle. Since keeping cattle generated slightly more wealth than farming, over hundreds of years economic differences developed between these two originally quite similar groups.

			When the Belgians began their brutal colonial rule over Rwanda, they decreed that the Hutu and the Tutsi were ethnically different, dehumanizing both groups by measuring and categorizing them in arbitrary, Eurocentric ways. The Belgians imposed identity cards on all and showed preferential treatment to the Tutsi (who were considered to be slightly taller and lighter skinned, so more European-looking, than the Hutu), exacerbating the small differences between the groups into inequalities and stoking long-standing resentments.

			After Rwanda gained its independence from Belgium in 1962, the Hutu majority rose up against the Tutsi “elite,” igniting decades of conflict between the groups. Many Tutsis fled to neighbouring countries: Uganda, Burundi and what is now the Democratic Republic of Congo. In 1990, Tutsi refugees who’d spent decades in Uganda returned to their homeland in force and established a stronghold in the north of Rwanda, displacing 600,000 Hutus.

			After months of negotiations, in July 1993 the Hutu-dominated Rwandan government and the Tutsi-led Rwandan Patriotic Front (RPF) agreed, under enormous pressure from outside powers, to the possibility of a peace agreement at a meeting in Arusha, Tanzania. The Arusha Accords, as the agreement became known, were intended to end the long-standing civil war and create a power-sharing arrangement that would guarantee security to both the Tutsi and the Hutu. The accords would have ended Hutu-dominated rule in Rwanda by allocating seats to opposition parties and the Tutsi-dominated RPF in an interim transitional government that had a mandate to hold democratic elections within two years. Everyone also agreed that the accords would be implemented, monitored and supported by the United Nations Assistance Mission for Rwanda (UNAMIR). I was selected as that mission’s force commander.

			As I worked in good faith with both sides on the implementation of the accords, I began to realize that all was not as it seemed. I learned that weapons were being stockpiled in various locations, including the Hutu president’s own home village. I was told that vast numbers of machetes were being imported, beyond the numbers needed to harvest crops and keep the thick jungle at bay. Schools were segregating children in classrooms according to the ethnicity listed on their government-issued identity cards (Tutsi on one side, Hutu on the other). The youth political group called the Interahamwe, which was linked to the hardline Hutu party, was increasingly belligerent, with rumours of members being trained as a militia in the Great Forest in the southwestern part of the country. Though my mission was not provided with a Kinyarwandan translator (a mystifying decision), we were still able to note a worrying tone building in the broadcasts from the extremist Hutu-run radio station, RTLM. After receiving confirmation from a reliable informant of an extremist Hutu plan to “exterminate” the Tutsi, on January 11, 1994, I sent what has since been called the “Genocide fax” to my commanders at the United Nations. I wrote, “It is our intention to take action within the next 36 hours”—first reconnoitring and then raiding the arms cache and confiscating the weapons we’d learned the extremists were intending to use.

			I understood my mission’s objective was to implement an agreed-upon peace, an aim that I felt fully justified such a raid. The UN replied with a different objective: “the overriding consideration is the need to avoid entering into a course of action that might lead to the use of force.” I was told to stand down under the rules of engagement of the Chapter VI mission I was commanding, where the use of force was allowed only in situations of self-defence.

			Over the following three months I continued to work with the Tutsi RPF and the Hutu government forces to implement the peace accords, all the while arguing vehemently with the UN’s Department of Peacekeeping Operations (DPKO) that the actions I wanted to take in regard to the arms caches were essential to disrupt the extremist planning. I never stopped insisting to my bosses at the UN that the political stalemate among the parties and the clear escalation of subversive actions (assassinations, riots, attacks on moderates) signalled a potentially catastrophic situation that I did not have the resources (troops, ammunition, weapons) to address.

			My constant haranguing finally convinced them. A couple of weeks before the start of the genocide, I received approval to conduct these operations. It was too late. We had lost the opportunity to disrupt preparations for the subsequent slaughter.

			On April 6, 1994, the Rwandan president’s plane was shot down. By whom, we still aren’t sure—a full, independent investigation has never been conducted. But the effect was like a secret starter pistol had gone off. The mass killing began.

			Thousands of Tutsi (as well as moderate Hutu) civilians were specifically targeted and brutally murdered by their extremist Hutu neighbours in the days that immediately followed. By the end of the first twenty-four hours, ten Belgian peacekeepers under my command had been disarmed and beaten to death by enraged anti-Belgian government soldiers and veterans. The Hutu extremists had clearly noticed how fast the United States had pulled out of Mogadishu, Somalia, after eighteen US soldiers were killed there six months earlier. Arranging for the targeting of Belgian soldiers, when they could have picked from any of my field troops, all of whom were in vulnerable positions, was carefully calculated to cause just enough diplomatic, political and media panic in the nations that were contributing troops for them to withdraw their forces, but not enough to motivate a reinforcement of my UN mission.

			And it worked: Belgium, as well as France, Italy, the United States and others immediately sent trucks and planes to evacuate their troops and expats, abandoning the mission as well as the Rwandan people. Over 2,000 UNAMIR peacekeepers were withdrawn by their nations. As they left, Canada sent me a dozen staff officers to help rebuild my HQ, though I had requested a battalion of 800. My mission was reduced to about 450 peacekeepers—mostly from Ghana and Tunisia, a few from Senegal and Poland, and a scattering of others—all of whom bravely agreed to stay.

			The UN could not persuade the international community to provide reinforcements, resources or even political capital to the mission. And so, two weeks into what we in the field had already identified as a genocide, Boutros Boutros-Ghali, the secretary-general of the United Nations, personally called to order me and my remaining troops to withdraw for fear of further UN casualties. I refused. I could not abandon these people. If there was little we could do to help, we would at the very least bear witness.

			So our small remaining force stayed on through the growing slaughter, with no resources, no mission statement and no authority to protect the tens of thousands of civilians flocking to our five remaining posts in the capital city of Kigali. Five more of my peacekeepers were killed in action in the weeks that followed. Tens of thousands of civilian Rwandans were slaughtered every day that passed. We did not sleep, we did not eat; when our drinking water ran out, we drank the green dew that pooled on the roof outside of my office. The extremist Hutu radio station, RTLM, blared instructions on how to wield a machete to inflict the most damage with the least effort, how to lop off extremities (hands, feet, genitals) so the victim would bleed to death slowly rather than all at once. Tutsis were ushered into churches by their neighbours, under the ruse of protection, only to have the doors barricaded and every one of them slaughtered.

			Over the
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