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To all the nations of USA and to wide world, to all human beings created in the image of God; under the order of the God almighty, Creator of heaven and earth and all that is contained; this book is dedicated to you about the life of hell I lived because of war in my country of origin.
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With deepest gratitude, I extend my sincere thanks to everyone who contributed to the journey and compilation of my story.

I am profoundly thankful to the government and people of the United States of America for their unconditional support and for granting me, along with my brothers and sister, the opportunity to resettle and rebuild our lives. After spending more than sixteen years as refugees in Uganda, the United States welcomed us with open arms, embracing us as part of its diverse and vibrant community. You restored hope, dignity, and a sense of belonging to our family—your generosity will never be forgotten.

I also wish to express my heartfelt appreciation to the government of the Republic of Uganda for its generosity and compassion in hosting us during those sixteen years. Uganda offered us refuge, safety, and the freedom to live in peace. I am especially grateful to His Excellency, President Yoweri Kaguta Museveni, for his leadership and humanitarian vision in providing sanctuary to refugees from across the continent. Uganda became not just a temporary shelter, but a place of growth, experience, and spiritual awakening.

Throughout my time in Uganda, I had the privilege of traveling extensively through the country, working with various humanitarian organizations. It was in Uganda that I faced immense challenges, yet it was also there that I was refined—gaining valuable experience in humanitarian service and deepening my faith as a Christian. These years shaped my understanding of spiritual warfare, personal resilience, and the transformative power of faith. Out of this journey, I have been able to author numerous books centered on spiritual growth and deliverance.

My sincere thanks go to the United Nations High Commissioner for Refugees (UNHCR) for their unwavering commitment to the protection and support of refugees worldwide. I am equally grateful to all humanitarian organizations, both local and international, whose tireless work continues to bring relief, hope, and dignity to vulnerable populations globally.

To the men and women serving in churches, ministries, and spiritual warfare communities—whether in my country of origin, in Uganda, in the United States, or around the world—thank you for standing firm in the faith and for nurturing the spiritual lives of so many, including mine.

Your collective compassion, dedication, and sacrifice have not only impacted my life but have empowered me to become a voice for others. Today, I am able to write and publish books that reflect not only my story, but the stories of countless others who are still searching for hope and healing.

To all who have walked this journey with me—whether through policy, prayer, partnership, or presence—know that your impact is eternal.
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Habimana Ngoma Joseph in his youthful days.
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The story shared in this book is a true reflection of my personal journey—shaped by the years I spent hiding and surviving in the forest during times of brutal war, my life as a refugee, and my spiritual walk with God. It is a testimony born of pain, displacement, endurance, and above all, faith. The experiences life has offered me—both heartbreaking and transformative—have been deeply marked by my relationship with people, and most profoundly, with my Creator.

From the very beginning, my life has been filled with hardship. I battled cerebral malaria as a child, and I grew up in an environment of fear, where conflict, hunger, and loss were part of daily life. I watched families torn apart, children suffer in silence, and dreams shattered by forces beyond our control. But through it all, God remained my anchor. He healed me. He sustained me. He gave me the strength to walk through the fire and not be consumed.

As I pen these words, my heart grieves for the people of Kivu—especially North Kivu and Goma—in the Democratic Republic of the Congo, and for every man, woman, and child across the globe who has been wounded by the violence of war. What they endure today is a reflection of what I once lived through. Once again, innocent lives are being shattered. Families are displaced, left to sleep under open skies with no food, no water, and no shelter. Children are being slaughtered. Women are suffering unspeakable horrors before the eyes of those they love. Men are stripped of their dignity, their hopes crushed under the weight of collapsed economies and vanished dreams.

The same darkness that once engulfed my life has returned—not to haunt me, but to claim a new generation. Yet, just as I survived, I believe they, too, can endure. Not through human strength alone, but by the grace of a God who does not abandon His creation.

This book is not only my story. It is the cry of every refugee, every displaced person, every soul whose life has been torn apart by war and injustice. It speaks for those who have fled with nothing but faith in their hearts. It is a tribute to those who have walked through hell and still dared to hope. It is for every person—regardless of nationality, race, or religion—who has wandered through the valley of death and yet looked toward the light, refusing to surrender to despair.

I stand in solidarity with the people of Goma, Bukavu, and every corner of the Democratic Republic of the Congo ravaged by conflict. But my voice does not stop there. I stand with the people of Ukraine, Syria, Sudan, Yemen, Palestine, Israel, Myanmar, and every other nation where bombs fall, children cry, and humanity is bruised. I stand with the silenced, the forgotten, the brokenhearted—those whose stories rarely make headlines but whose pain is immeasurable.

To the world: do not look away. These are not just distant tragedies—they are a mirror reflecting our shared humanity. To the survivors: you are not invisible. I see you. I feel your pain. And I write this book as a light in your darkness, a testimony that even in the most desolate moments, God is near. Even when governments turn their backs and the world forgets your name—He remembers.

Let this story awaken compassion. Let it stir justice. Let it remind us that the wounds of war are not confined by borders. We must never become so numb to suffering that we forget the value of a single life. Because behind every statistic is a story. Behind every refugee is a soul longing to be seen, heard, and restored.

To all who read these pages—this is for you.

For the wounded hearts still beating in silence.
For the refugees wandering far from home, carrying memories heavier than any suitcase.
For the mothers who have buried their children.
For the children who have never known peace.
For the fathers whose strength is breaking under invisible burdens.
For the souls crying behind brave smiles,
and the bodies moving while the spirit aches.
May you find in these pages not just a story—but a mirror, a companion, a flame.
May you find the courage to keep rising,
even when the weight of sorrow tries to pull you under.
May you find the faith to keep walking,
even when the road is dark and the destination unknown.
May you find the love that restores,
even after all the world has taken from you.
You are not forgotten.
You are not abandoned.
And you are not alone.
Your wounds do not disqualify you from greatness—they are the marks of survival.
Your pain is not the end—it is the soil where new strength is born.
Your story is not over. It is still being written by the Author of life Himself.
So breathe again.
Hope again.
Dream again.
Because no war, no betrayal, no darkness has the power to erase your destiny.
This book is for you.
And this light—no matter how small—is yours to keep.
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A Journey That Mirrors Today’s Pain

Before the world turned its eyes to the East of the Democratic Republic of Congo, before the current cries of Goma began to echo across international news, a quiet war had already claimed the soul of a nation. The East has long been a land of tears—rich in minerals, but cursed by greed. Since the days of President Mobutu Sese Seko, political betrayal, exploitation, and endless conflict have bled the region dry. What we see today—mass displacement, killing, rape, hunger—is not new. It is a wound that has never been allowed to heal.

I lived it.

In 2004, I ran for my life—like thousands are running now in Goma. I left behind everything: my home, my family’s small stability, my dreams. I crossed the borders of identity and entered into the unknown world of exile. But before I reached the refugee camps of Uganda, I spent three weeks hiding in the forest, and what I witnessed there still haunts me to this day.

I saw men turn into monsters.

I saw human beings killed like animals—executed without reason, as if life meant nothing. I saw laughter on the faces of those who tortured others. I saw the broken bodies of raped women and girls. I saw children crying without voices, families torn apart by bullets and machetes. I saw hell—and yet, I was still alive.

And today, as I watch the news from Congo—hearing the stories of M23 rebels seizing towns, of mothers giving birth in the open air with no medical care, of children sleeping on rocks under the cold sky—I realize that my story is not just mine. It is theirs too.

What I lived yesterday, they are living today.

The forests of my past have become the displacement camps of their present. The silence of the world has returned today. And still, the cries of Congo go unanswered.

Before the war, I thought I was suffering. I grew up in a family that was not rich but not poor. We had a house, food, school fees. Yet, I used to compare myself to my classmates who came to school in cars, with pocket money and fine clothes. I thought walking to school on foot meant I was suffering.

But when war came, I understood what suffering really meant.

Suffering is not just a word—it is a memory etched in flesh and soul.
It is the sound of gunfire at dawn.
It is the scream of a mother as her child slips from her arms.
It is running barefoot through the wilderness, thorns tearing at your feet,
with nothing but your life—and your fear—in your hands.
Suffering is watching your neighbor fall to the ground, lifeless,
and knowing your name might be next.
It is losing your childhood to memories too heavy for any child to carry.
It is silence, grief, and the echo of things that can never be restored.
This is the reality of Kivu—especially North Kivu and Goma.
This is the pain echoing across the hills of the Congo
and resonating through war-torn places around the world in 2025.
The same evil spirit that once hunted us is still loose—
a spirit driven by bloodlust, greed, and the hunger for power.
It wears different faces in different lands,
but its mission remains the same: to destroy.
Yet I am here to tell you—it did not win.

Even in the forest, when I could not see my way forward,
God was there.
Even when death pressed against me like a shadow,
His hand never let me go.
He was my refuge in terror,
my peace in madness,
my strength when all strength was gone.
And He is still here.
The same God who carried me through hell is still listening.
Still loving. Still saving.
He hears the prayers of the broken.
He holds the tears of the suffering.
He has not forgotten Kivu.
He has not forgotten you.
This book is not just the story of what I survived—
It is the voice of what humanity keeps forgetting.
It is the cry of Congo, yes—but it is also the cry of every broken land,
every refugee camp, every mother holding her starving child,
every silent scream buried beneath rubble, ashes, or fear.
This is not only about me.
It is about us.
It is about suffering that echoes across generations,
while the world watches with eyes wide shut.
To the people of Goma, to the families trembling beneath plastic sheets,
to the children whose lullabies are gunfire and hunger—
you are not forgotten.
Your tears are sacred.
Your pain is a message the world cannot afford to ignore any longer.
Even if governments fail you, even if aid turns to dust,
know this: your story is being written with fire into the conscience of history.
And to you, the reader:
May these pages stir your soul.
May you not only read—but feel.
Feel the weight of displaced dreams.
Feel the urgency of interrupted childhoods.
Feel the heartbeat of a world that is breaking in places you’ve never been,
but whose pain is now knocking at your door.
What I lived, others are living today.
If we remain silent, if we turn our backs,
then the suffering will not only continue—it will grow.
But if we rise together, if we care deeply enough to act,
then maybe—just maybe—this cycle can be broken.
This book is not a cry for pity.
It is a call for awakening.
To remember.
To feel.
To change.
Before another child is lost in the shadows of our indifference.
But I believe that light still shines in darkness. I believe in healing. I believe in restoration. And I believe that even out of ashes, God can bring a new beginning.
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When Hell Becomes Reality

War does more than destroy buildings—it shatters lives, dreams, dignity, and identity. It turns ordinary people into wanderers, parents into beggars, and homes into ashes. Because of war, countless people across the world have tasted what I can only describe as hell on earth.

I have seen it.

I saw it in the Democratic Republic of Congo, where men, women, and children were forced to flee into the forest, stripped of everything—homes, safety, and peace of mind. I saw it in the refugee camps of Uganda, where hope was buried beneath tents, long food lines, and silent tears. I saw it in the dusty streets and overcrowded slums of Kampala, where many who once lived dignified lives were now just trying to survive, one painful day at a time.

And I saw war in Ukraine—
a land once full of laughter, weddings, school bells, and songs.
A place where families built dreams brick by brick,
where grandparents told stories under warm lights,
and children ran freely through open fields.
But war came like a thief in the night.
It shattered windows, yes—but more than that,
it shattered hearts, shattered futures, shattered trust in what tomorrow would bring.
I saw people leave behind everything they had built—
their homes, their diplomas, their photographs, their quiet routines.
I saw mothers holding tightly to children,
not suitcases, because there was no time to pack memories
when survival became the only mission.
They fled—into unknown places, into foreign tongues,
into the arms of uncertainty.
And the world? I watched.
It watched with hashtags, with headlines that fade,
while real people entered a long tunnel of suffering with no end in sight.
This is the cruelty of war—
not just the bombs or bullets,
but the silence that follows,
the silence of those who choose not to care.
People speak of “hell” as if it is a myth,
a place for the wicked after death.
But I have seen hell. I have breathed it.
And many are living in it now.
Hell is not fire alone.
Hell is emptiness—
a silence that screams louder than explosions.
Hell is lying awake on the hard earth,
with your child curled beside you,
whispering that it will be okay,
even when you don’t believe it yourself.
Hell is being displaced not just physically, but spiritually—
feeling forgotten by man, and sometimes,
even wondering if you've been forgotten by God.
Hell is walking through a refugee camp with your dignity bleeding,
treated like a statistic on a form,
spoken to like a burden,
pushed to the edge like you’re no longer human.
You begin to ask: Do I still matter? Do my dreams still count?
You look into your child’s eyes and wonder:
What future can I promise you now?
Hell is not just warzones.
It’s the camps where hope dies slowly.
It’s the neighborhoods where no one hears your story.
It’s the borders that refuse your entry.
It’s the government forms that ask for your name
but not your pain.
And it is not just Ukraine.
I’ve seen this hell in Congo, where silence is louder than the gunshots.
In Gaza, where children draw pictures of tanks instead of trees.
In Syria, where the smell of bread has been replaced with the smell of smoke.
In Sudan, where families vanish in the dust.
In Haiti. In Myanmar. In forgotten corners of the world
that don't make the news—because their suffering is no longer "new."
This world is burning in invisible ways.
And too often, those who have the power to help
have grown numb.
They scroll past pain, they vote around it, they pray with closed eyes.
But this book, this message—it is a fire meant to awaken souls.
It is not a cry for pity.
It is a call to remember our shared humanity.
To feel again.
To act again.
To rise up, not just for ourselves,
but for the ones whose voices are hoarse from screaming into silence.
If we do nothing, the cycle of suffering will deepen.
If we turn our backs,
then we are not only ignoring hell—we are fueling it.
But if we choose to see,
if we choose to love,
if we dare to feel the pain of people we may never meet,
then perhaps... just perhaps...
we can become the generation that broke the cycle.
The generation that lit a candle in the deepest night.
The generation that remembered:
A soul in pain anywhere is a call to action everywhere.
Refugee life is a life of hell. It’s not just about losing a home—it’s about losing identity, dignity, and the very rhythm of your life. You don’t belong anywhere. You are always waiting, always surviving, never living. And what’s worse is that people who’ve never lived through it often judge those who have, or worse, ignore their cries.

When I arrived in Uganda, I stepped into a life that broke me down. I lived in deep suffering. I watched people lose their minds, their families, and their hope. I saw sickness, starvation, and sorrow that I had never imagined before. The pain was too much. Life was miserable. It was unbearable.

But I lived it.

And now, I must speak about it.

Because while many prefer not to hear these stories, I am obligated to tell the truth—not only for myself, but for the millions of silent voices still trapped in those camps, still walking through hell with open wounds.

What I experienced cannot be ignored. It is unpredictable, unexplainable, and unforgettable.

This is why I write. This is why I share. Because someone, somewhere, needs to know they are not alone. And someone else—who has never experienced this suffering—needs to understand what others are enduring right now.

The Unspeakable Pain of War

War is not just painful—it is devastating. It does not knock at the door. It storms in, without mercy or warning, and tears through everything a person holds dear.

When war comes, it doesn’t only destroy buildings—it destroys stories. It burns down the past, buries the present, and darkens the future. In the Democratic Republic of Congo, war has left a long trail of brokenness. I have seen it. I have walked through it. And I still carry its weight in my soul.

People often talk about war in numbers—how many were killed, how many displaced, how many fled. But behind every number is a name, a face, a family, a dream that died too early.

In the time of war, people lose more than homes—they lose the meaning of life. I saw fathers take their last breath in front of their children. I saw mothers raped and killed, their babies crying on their bloodstained clothes. I saw children wandering alone, calling out for parents who would never return. In one moment, a child becomes an orphan. In one night, a woman becomes a widow. In one hour, a man becomes a stranger in his own land.

And the pain? It is not loud. It is not always screaming. Sometimes it is silent—the kind of silence that kills you from the inside. It is the silence of a mother staring at an empty mat where her son used to sleep. The silence of a man digging a grave with bare hands because there’s no one left to help him bury his wife. It’s the silence in the eyes of a child too traumatized to cry.

This is the pain of war.

People lost their homes, their wealth, their jobs—but what hurt most was losing each other. Some ran in different directions and never found each other again. Families were scattered across borders, and some never knew if their loved ones were dead or alive. How do you sleep, not knowing where your child is? How do you breathe, not knowing if your sister is safe?

Even years later, the pain remains. You may find shelter, you may get food, you may even rebuild a house—but what about the parts of you that were shattered? What about the grief that has no words? What about the scars that don’t bleed, but ache every single day?

Pain is not only physical. The emotional and spiritual wounds of war are deeper than what the eyes can see. War breaks people in ways that no doctor can fix. It leaves invisible graves in the hearts of survivors.

People see refugees and think they are lucky to be alive—but being alive is not the same as living. Many of us walked out of the war zones, but we carried war within us. We wore smiles during the day and wrestled with nightmares at night. We tried to move on, but the memories followed us like shadows.

This is the true war—the war after the war. The war inside.

But even in that pain, even in the unspeakable silence, there is still a whisper of hope. And that whisper is what has kept me alive. That whisper is the voice of God, reminding me: You are still here. I am not done with you yet.

This is why I write—not just to tell my story, but to speak for the many who cannot speak. For those still trapped in war, for those still grieving silently, and for those who think they are forgotten.

[image: ]Your pain matters. Your story matters. And your healing is possible.
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A Letter to the Future: The True Cost of War

There is no wound like the wound of war. It doesn't only bleed on the battlefield—it bleeds in the soul. It haunts the memories of those who survive and buries the voices of those who don’t. I am writing this not only for the world today, but for the generation yet to come—so that they will understand what war truly means, and why it must never become normal.

Many people, many governments, believe that war is the only way to solve conflict. They send troops. They drop bombs. They sign papers and shake hands behind closed doors. But they never count the true cost.

They never count how many children will cry themselves to sleep under gunfire.
They never count how many women will be raped and left voiceless.
They never count how many fathers will be buried in unmarked graves, or how many mothers will carry invisible grief until their last breath.
They never count how many futures will be destroyed before they begin.
I saw it all. I lived it.

When I was a refugee, I watched children lose their childhood. I saw young boys who should have been playing football instead learning how to carry water on their heads and stand in food lines. I saw girls forced into early motherhood because war had stolen their protection. I saw elders, once respected in their communities, reduced to beggars with empty bowls and trembling hands.

There is no moment more painful than the time of war. It is the moment when everything you built in peace is taken in a second of chaos. You may work for 30 years—build a house, raise a family, create a legacy—but one bomb, one gunshot, one soldier, and it's all gone. Just like that.

Some people will never understand this pain because they’ve never lived it. And I don’t blame them. But I beg them to listen.

During the COVID-19 pandemic, I saw people in the U.S. crying on television because they lost their jobs. And yes, I understood their pain. But what I wanted to tell them was this: losing a job is hard—but losing your country is worse. A virus may steal a few months of peace, but war steals decades. A virus may take one life from a family—but war takes twenty, thirty, sometimes the entire family tree. War leaves you alone in a world you no longer recognize.

In Congo, we didn’t just lose homes—we lost identity. We lost roots. We lost trust in our own neighbors. And behind that loss was a deeper betrayal: much of the war was not even ours to begin with. Outsiders came, not to help us, but to feed off us. They gave guns to Africans to kill other Africans. They stirred hatred. They opened wounds. All because they wanted our minerals—our gold, our coltan, our oil, our wealth.

Millions died. And still, the world looked away.

I spent more than sixteen years as a refugee. Sixteen years of being told where I could live, what I could eat, when I could speak. Sixteen years of waiting for a place to call home again. I lost precious time I can never reclaim. I lost people I will never see again. I lost things that no money can buy back. And yet, I lived. I survived.

Now, I speak—not because I am strong, but because truth demands to be told.

To the future generation: I write this so that you never glorify war. I write this so that when you hear the sound of war drums, you remember the cries of the orphan, the widow, the broken. I write this so that you will choose peace even when it is hard. So that you will love justice and protect the vulnerable. So that you will value dialogue more than domination.

I want you to understand that the real battlefield is not in the forest, not in the cities—it is in the heart. War begins when we forget the value of human life. When we dehumanize others. When we become hungry for power, wealth, and revenge. If you want to stop war, you must heal the heart. You must teach love. You must raise children who care more about people than about gold.

This is my story. It is Congo’s story. It is Ukraine’s story. It is the story of every nation that has walked through fire. Do not forget it. Do not let it be repeated.

If you must fight—fight for peace.

If you must build—build a world where no child will ever again have to say, “I lost everything to war.”

Let my pain be your warning. Let my scars be your lesson.

And let my voice be the echo that helps you choose a better path.

War Does Not End When the Guns Go Silent

In 2022, the world watched as millions of people in Ukraine lost everything—homes, businesses, schools, dreams—all wiped away in moments because of war. Families were torn apart. Cities once full of life became rubble. And yet, the question remains: Why?

Why must war always return? Why do powerful nations invade others, knowing the cost will be paid not by politicians, but by mothers, children, and the poor? Why do we speak of peace, of human rights, of justice—and yet remain silent when war begins?

Where were the human rights institutions when children were bombed in their sleep? When women fled across borders with babies on their backs, walking into the unknown?

Too often, we see words without action, speeches without sacrifice. But the truth is this: war is not just painful. War is evil. And until we face that truth, it will keep returning.

When the Ukrainian people fled their country in search of safety, they ran not only from bombs, but toward new dangers. In foreign lands, where they should have found refuge, some encountered people with evil hearts. Human traffickers saw opportunity in their desperation. Children were abducted. Girls were forced into sexual exploitation. Vulnerable people became commodities. This is not just a Ukrainian tragedy—this is a global pattern.

Because of war, people end up living in hell—and in that hell, they are forced into choices they would never make in their own land. A girl who once dreamed of becoming a teacher is now being sold. A boy who once played football in the streets is now sweeping floors in a stranger’s house, unpaid and unseen. A woman who once lived with dignity is now begging to feed her child.

And this is not just happening in Europe.

I saw the same in Uganda, where I lived for more than sixteen years as a refugee. There, too, the vulnerable were exploited. Many refugees were abused—not only by individuals but by systems. People saw our weakness and used it for their gain. Some officials used refugee programs to enrich themselves. Refugees became income-generating activities. Instead of finding protection, many found corruption, injustice, and silence.

We need to stop pretending that the refugee experience ends with shelter and food. No—it begins with trauma and continues with exploitation. The world must understand that being a refugee is not just about being displaced. It is about being invisible, unheard, and vulnerable to every kind of abuse.

And yet, despite all this, I still ask: Who will stand for peace?
Who will say enough to the bombs, the greed, the invasions, the silent genocide of the poor?
Who will raise their voice not only when their own nation suffers, but when any human being suffers?
We must stop creating wars and pretending to be shocked at their consequences. We must stop funding conflict in one hand and holding peace talks in the other. We must protect the vulnerable, not profit from their pain.

To the leaders of nations, to the influencers of culture, to the people of power—I say this: peace is not just a dream. It is a responsibility. And if we do not take it seriously, we will all one day be refugees—not from war, but from humanity itself.

To the future generation: learn from our pain. Refuse to be silent in the face of injustice. Refuse to let any human being become an object for profit. Refuse to let history repeat itself again and again.

Because the war never ends for those who carry its scars.

A World at War: A Cry from the Heart of the Earth

War is not a story of one country. War is the cry of a wounded world. From Congo to Ukraine, from Gaza to Israel, from Sudan to Syria, from Afghanistan to Yemen—the ground has been soaked in blood, the air filled with screams, and the hearts of millions shattered into silence.

This is not just history—it is now.

In Gaza, children were buried beneath rubble while their mothers screamed for help. In Israel, families were torn apart by sudden rocket fire, their loved ones kidnapped or killed. On both sides, innocent people—people who never picked up a weapon—paid the highest price. And while politicians argued over borders and land, it was the poor who paid with their lives. It was the children who lost their futures. It was the elderly who died in fear. It was the newborns who never even knew peace.

In Ukraine, beautiful cities were destroyed in the name of power. Families who once lived in comfort were suddenly running for their lives. I watched on television as white smoke rose from neighborhoods where children used to play. I saw fathers carrying their babies across freezing borders, while mothers wept for the sons they left behind to fight.

And yet, I do not only speak of what I saw on the screen. I speak of what I have lived.

In the Democratic Republic of Congo, war is not a headline. It is a life sentence. We have known war not for months or years—but for generations. We have buried our parents, our siblings, our children. We have hidden in forests, walked for days without food, crossed borders with nothing but faith. And still, the world did not listen.

In Sudan, families are fleeing once again. In Afghanistan, young girls are silenced again. In Yemen, hospitals are bombed, and hunger is used as a weapon. In Haiti, chaos reigns. In Myanmar, the persecuted cry out from prison camps. The list is long. Too long. And every place, every soul, tells the same story:

War does not solve. It only destroys.

Where are the human rights when bombs fall on schools and hospitals? Where is justice when a girl is trafficked across a border for food? Where is the United Nations when nations themselves are bleeding?

And let us not pretend that war ends when the bullets stop. No—war continues in refugee camps. War continues in the minds of traumatized children. War continues in poverty, in depression, in broken marriages, in suicidal thoughts, in silence. War echoes through generations.

I have seen this with my own eyes. I have lived in refugee camps in Uganda. I have seen how people take advantage of the vulnerable. Refugees are treated like income sources. Some officials see camps as business. Some “helpers” become abusers. Even aid becomes politics. Women are abused. Children disappear. Promises are made and broken. Lives are lost—not only to war, but to indifference.

And yet, we continue to allow war to return—again and again. We allow leaders to rise through hatred. We allow the media to divide instead of unite. We glorify power and forget peace. We reward violence and ignore compassion.

To the future generation, I say this: open your eyes.

Do not be fooled by flags and politics. Do not believe the lie that one life matters more than another. Do not accept a world where some children are protected and others forgotten.

The blood of a Congolese child is not different from the blood of a Ukrainian child.
The tears of a mother in Gaza are not different from the tears of a mother in Israel.
The pain of a father in Syria is not less than the pain of a father in America who lost his son.
War has no winners. Only survivors. And sometimes, even the survivors are not whole.

Let this generation rise—not with guns, but with truth. Not with pride, but with love. Let us build a world where peace is not just a dream but a duty. A world where no one profits from pain. A world where children grow up knowing joy, not trauma. A world where nations help each other, not invade each other. A world where borders are guarded by kindness, not weapons.

If we fail to do this, history will judge us—not for the wars we fought, but for the peace we refused to make.

Let this be the last time a child cries out in hunger while the world looks away.

Let this be the last time war becomes an excuse for evil.

Let us be the generation that breaks the cycle.

Let us be the generation that says: Enough.


Why the war in DRC
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Why the War in Congo Never Ends

There is a war in my country. A war that has lasted for decades.

And the painful truth is: the world does not want it to end.

When people speak of the Democratic Republic of Congo (DRC), they often speak of poverty, war, and instability. But they rarely ask: Why? Why has Congo suffered so much for so long? The answer is buried under silence, corruption, and global greed.

The DRC is not a poor country—it is one of the richest countries in the world. Beneath our soil lie treasures that the world cannot live without: gold, diamonds, cobalt, copper, uranium, coltan (used in smartphones and electronics), oil, timber, and fertile land. We are the heart of Africa—beating with resources that could change the destiny of the continent. But instead of being a blessing, our wealth has become a curse.

Behind the suffering of my people, there are hidden agendas. Powerful nations and global organizations know exactly what is happening in Congo. But they do not speak, because they benefit from the chaos.

They speak of human rights, but they turn their eyes away from the genocide in Congo.
They say they protect peace, but they fund the very instability that keeps us divided.
They talk about humanitarian aid, but many of them create the crisis that gives them a reason to stay.
Behind the mask of aid and international cooperation lies a bitter truth: war has become a business.

The longer Congo bled, the more jobs there were for peacekeepers. The more funding flowed into UN offices. More contracts were signed by corporations mining in conflict zones. More political leaders secured their interests—while the Congolese people suffered.

Millions died in this silent war—more than in Rwanda, more than in Ukraine. And yet, there was no outcry. For almost 30 years, no one stood before the United Nations to demand justice for Congo. No international flags were raised. No emergency meetings were called. Why?

Because to many, we were invisible. And our deaths were profitable.

Organizations like the UN, UNHCR, UNICEF, WFP, and powerful nations may have done some good—but we had to ask: What was the price of their presence? If peace had truly been achieved, would they still have had their jobs, their influence, their funding?

Many of these institutions benefited from war—and in the case of Congo, they benefited from silence.

In 2022, when Ukraine was invaded, the world stood up in solidarity. Billions of dollars were sent in aid. Refugees were welcomed across Europe. Sanctions were issued. Flags were raised. Even children in schools learned about the suffering of Ukraine.

But in Congo, where millions have died over decades—where women are raped daily, children enslaved in mines, families scattered into refugee camps—no one stands for us.

We are crying.
We are dying.
We were living in hell—not because of our poverty, but because of our riches.
And this is what my country had—what the world wanted, and what they never wanted us to control:


●  Coltan (used in smartphones, laptops, and military devices)

●  Cobalt (used in electric car batteries)

●  Gold and diamonds

●  Oil and gas

●  Copper and uranium

●  Water from the Congo River (one of the most powerful in the world)

●  Timber and forests that are the lungs of the planet

●  Land rich for agriculture and farming

●  A young population full of strength and vision


At first, the world watched in silence while we bled. They ignored our cries, our suffering, our need for peace. But when we told them, “Come, take our resources—just help us end this war,” suddenly they listened. Suddenly, peace became possible.

But was it truly peace—or just another form of control?

They accepted us not because they valued our lives, but because we gave them permission to exploit our riches. We handed over our treasures in exchange for stability, and they came—not as saviors, but as beneficiaries. They wore the mask of peacemakers, but behind it were corporations, politicians, and interests far from justice.

Instead of helping us build, they chose to break us down. They armed rebels, fueled division, and signed secret contracts to drain our wealth. They called us “developing,” but they were the ones keeping us from developing.

And so, I asked the world: How many more had to die before Congo truly mattered?

To the future generation: know the truth. Don’t accept everything you see in the news. Ask deeper questions. Learn the history they never taught you. Understand that peace will never come to Congo unless we stand up—united, informed, and unafraid—to demand it.

We must speak the truth, even when it shakes the foundations of power. We must love our country, even when the world turns its back. And we must raise our voices, because silence is no longer an option.

Let the world know: Congo is not poor. Congo is being looted.

And until justice comes, we will not stop speaking.

​The War in Congo: A Hidden War Fueled by Riches and Global Greed

An Educational Message to the World and the Next Generation
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