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As a novelist, I wrote five novels in English. One of them, Claudine Rebero and George Mugohe (ISBN 978-1-62212-089-5), got published in traditional way in the U.S.A. through Strategic Book Publishing and Rights Agency on http://sbprabooks.com/JeanBaptisteRufatabahizi

Four of my novels are five star e-books 
Claudine Rebero and George Mugohe, Denise Uwanyuze: a Flower from 
Kigali Garden, Vanessa Kanombe’s Husband’s Dream and Marine Sugi
published ten years ago by www.fiction4all.com  and www.a1adultEbooks.com ,now posted by A1ebooks.com on  http://www.a1ebooks.com/ebooks/a215.htm  and http://www.a1ebooks.com/ebooks/b814-marine-sugi.htm 
When I started writing my first novel I had in mind 1994 Rwanda under fire, innocent victims of genocide and war, helpless victims of HIV/AIDS and irresponsible leaders, and irresponsible parents of the day.

To put it another way, I believe in fiction healing wounds, and building a better world through responsible wives and husbands, and responsible sisters and brothers.

My next book is Pray, Forgive Everything and Live. 
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Denise’s visit to her husband in prison
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Leaving Jari Mount behind, a special airplane pierced bright cotton-like clouds above Kigali Mount, touring Kigali capital city, waiting for its right time to land. Meanwhile, an Air France jet was flying above Amahoro National Stadium, descending little by little. It was Thursday afternoon on a summer day. As scheduled, three airplanes had left for Europe in the morning; four were expected to land at Grégoire Kayibanda International Airport at Kanombe in the afternoon. In green, Denise Uwanyuze was sitting down in the drawing room, alone. She absent-mindedly moved her eyes from a V-like pot of strange rosy flowers to a particularly big battlefield picture, in front of her; she seemingly paid much attention to a confident sergeant bearing a pink flag of hard-won, recovered peace. In earnest mood, Denise was eating a long banana, meditating on her husband's plight, unaware of what was happening outdoors, unconscious of the din made by the forthcoming plane. She lived at Kanombe, near the airport inaugurated about one year before.

At seven o'clock, on July 28,1989, Denise queued behind a huge fenced yard rooming a horrendous, gloomy, huge building labeled 1930,that is, Kigali prison built in 1930.It was Friday, the sole day kin and friends visited detainees. In front of Denise stood a stinking old man in rags, smoking his pipe, holding four soaps in his left hand; unknown to him, some lice were exploring his hair. Behind Denise stood a smelly, dirty, skinny young man who was apparently fascinated by her. Denise was a regal, young lady. She was twenty-one. In blue, she wore a very clean shirt and fashionable trousers, conspicuously revealing a splendidly well-shaped feminine body. Nature had endowed her with a bright face with soft plump cheeks and lovely large eyes. Her divinely perfumed hair was abundant. Silent, Denise was listening to people on her right side, sitting down on the nearby grassy land, chatting to kill time. She held a clean box in her left hand.

"I wonder why women and men are jailed in the same prison," said Conrad Seminega, looking at Philomène Mukasakindi.

"That's unfair indeed. Women should have their own prison,” said Philomène.

"And former ruling people should not be jailed together with ordinary men. A former 

burgomaster, a former prosecutor or a former minister should not be imprisoned in the same building together with inveterate robbers, dirty drunkards or poor prostitutes," added Ferdinand Gahamanyi.

"That's right. And untried detainees should not be jailed together with convicts," added Anita Niyimbona.

"Moreover, immature detainees should be isolated from adult ones; and genuine criminals sentenced to death should be isolated from convicts charged with peccadilloes," stepped in Bonaventure Rukara.  

"No one should spend at worst thirty days in prison without being tried. There are people who spend two years, if not more, in prison without being tried! And surprisingly enough, some of them, once tried, are deemed innocent. Worse, there is no compensation for such innocent victims," added Conrad.

"Conditions of detention should be improved too. Detainees should be well fed. They should be visited every weekday, and not once a week. This appalling prison is too old and crowded. It should be replaced by a new, larger one,” said Ferdinand.

Philomène Mukasakindi was thirty- three. She was a nurse whose husband had raped Flora Fifi, a fourteen-year-old girl. Prosper Ndahiro had been sentenced to twenty years in prison. He had just spent ten years in prison.

Conrad Seminega was forty. He was a businessman whose wife had helped Gisele Kabebe, a medical assistant, to abort. Doctor Ancilla Nyirabasinga was thirty. She had been sentenced to five years in prison. She had just spent one year in jail.

Anita Niyimbona was forty-five. She was an elementary school teacher whose son had stolen and sold a motorcycle. Tharcisse Kagimbangabo had not yet been tried. He had just spent twelve months in jail.

Bonaventure Rukara was fifty. He was a civil servant whose daughter had aborted. Sylvie Nyirabiyoro had been sentenced to five years in prison. She had just spent two years in jail.

Ferdinand Gahamanyi was thirty-five. He was a mechanic whose sister had embezzled public funds. Former Burgomaster of Nyarugenge Commune, Nicole Nyirabakungu had been sentenced to three years in prison. She had just served one year in prison.

While people were chatting, cows and bulls were grazing nearby. Denise carefully listened, secretly gazing, at the same time, at the strongest bull on her right side. All of a sudden, the bull penetrated the nearest cow under the applause of excited people around Denise. The topic of conversation changed from prison matters to sex.

"What a wonderful penetration! What a wonderful bull!" said one man, loudly clapping his hands and laughing.

"That's a wonderful penetration indeed!" said a woman, giggling, looking at her smiling fellow women.

As people kept on making comments on sexual matters, Denise remembered the last love- affair enjoyed with her husband one day before he got jailed. It was eleven o'clock at night. The bedroom was lightened. They were in bed; there was a small table near the bed. There were four empty glasses and three full bottles on the table: two glasses of wine, a glass of beer and a glass of soft drink; one full bottle of wine, one full bottle of beer, one full bottle of soft drink. There were seven full bottles of wine under the table, bought two days before. There were seven pieces of cake and a cake knife on the table. There was a box of seven sweets on the table. 

"Denise, my sweet love, you are a wonderful wife," said Wilson Rukundo, kissing her fleshy lips after removing his blue drawers. 

"Any time I saw a beautiful woman in Johannesburg, I thought of you. One month abroad, away from you, was too much for me. You are so precious to me. Kiss me once again," he mumbled, caressing his wife's superb buttocks, removing her purple drawers. 

"I love you very much indeed," he added, burning with desire, caressing her genitals. 

“So do I, darling," said Denise, responding to his caresses. 

"Let's do it once again, my sweet love, I want you very much," he said. 

"All right, darling; let's do it once again," she said. 

Then Wilson topped Denise, and greedily introduced his penis into her delightful vagina.  He kissed her over and over again, holding her head gently, before penetrating her properly. In a well-lightened room, Wilson splendidly made love to Denise, looking at her lascivious, lovely, large eyes, kissing her sweet lips at will, pleasantly responding to the graceful movements of her body, to her alluring deep sighs and sweet words.

"That's sweeter...my...sweet...sweet...sweet... sweet... husband...Once... moooore.Hit me...hit...hit...hit...me...hit...me...once...again...with...your...your...your...your... super... superb...penetrating...sweet...thing...your sweet...sweet...penis in splendid erection. Hit...hit me...   Hit me...meee...meee... Hit me very hard and fast...All right, darling. Move it quicker...quicker, dear...Yeeees...yeees ...That's sweeter...Deeper and deeper...deeper and quicker...That's sweeter...sweeter...sweeter...Once more...That's all right...Deeper and deeper...That's wonderful, darling.... I want to top you, my sweet husband," said Denise, making eyes at him, enjoying sexual pleasure. 

Then Denise caressed her husband's penis, kissed it and introduced it into her vagina. She lasciviously kissed him and hugged him, marvelously swaying her graceful nice buttocks to the great satisfaction of both of them.

"I love you, my sweet wife; you are so graceful, so wonderful,” said Wilson, enjoying ecstasy. 

“I love you, too, my sweet darling,” said Denise, kissing Wilson, caressing his hairy, 

beefy, large-shouldered body. 

"In a week or so, we will visit Akagera National Park or we will go to swim into Lake Kivu; what do you think about that? What do you prefer?” said Wilson, lying on her back, keeping his left hand on Denise's hair. 

"We will first leave for Gisenyi beach next week; I am eager to swim into Kivu Lake. Then, we will visit Akagera National Park in a couple of weeks; I want to see once again zebra, lions, buffaloes, hippopotamuses, etc.," said Denise in enthusiastic mood.  

When Denise's mental voyage into her past ended, inner voices spoke to her.

First Voice, You are burning with desire! Remain faithful to your husband.

Second voice, You are burning with desire indeed! Have sex today.

Third voice, With whom?

First voice, Remain faithful to your husband.

Second voice, That's an iron social convention. Be faithful to Nature too. Have sex today. Be faithful to your husband when he is present! He is now in jail! Be faithful to Nature like that cow and that bull. Animals do it when they need it. In public! And without shame! Do you know why? Because they are honest! Because it is natural to enjoy sexual pleasure when in need. It is natural and therefore right. Tell me; are you inferior to cows and bulls?

Third voice, You are not an animal.

First voice, You are not an animal indeed. You are a civilized human being; a woman to be loved by one man. A woman expected to love one husband. You must always be faithful to him even when he is absent.

Second voice, That's not right. Love him, but live! Make love when in need. He is in prison, he is absent. You are now free to have sex with another man. You are now burning with desire. Find a lover and enjoy sexual pleasure. You are made to give pleasure and to enjoy it. Be faithful to Nature like cows and bulls. Are they smarter than you are? It is unfair to live like a jailed woman when you are free! To have a husband in prison does not end your life!

Third voice, That's not right. Be faithful to your husband.

First voice, Whatever happens to your husband, remain faithful to him. You are free to get an other legitimate lover only when your husband dies. He is now in prison but he will come back. Keep your promise as you have done so far. You did not commit adultery throughout the eleven months spent together after your marriage. That is good. You did not commit adultery when Wilson was in South Africa for one month. That was very good. You have remained faithful to him during the three months he has just spent in prison. That's very fine. Remain faithful to him until he comes back. That's what any genuine wife must do. Remember that you married him "for the best and the worst."

Second voice, Imagine fifteen months of faithfulness! That's too much! You should no more reject generous lovers who want you so much. The cow has not rejected the bull, has it? Any time it needs a bull, it looks for it and gets topped. Any time the bull needs a cow, it tops it. It tops the nearest. You are burning with desire, find a lover and have sex. That's why you were made; you are so graceful. Do not reject any more lovers as you have done so far. Do you remember? You rejected Samuel, Fabien, Didier, and Michael throughout the eleven first months after your marriage. They were, and are still, handsome men. You rejected Mark, Donat, Esron and Emily when your husband was in South Africa; they were, and are still, powerful men. You rejected Robinson, Paulin, Gerald, Moses, and Damien during these last three months. They were, and are still, wealthy men. And all of them are still eager to top you. Tell me, how long will you reject greedy, irresistible, handsome and powerful men? How long will you enjoy security if you don't make love with them? Who will then protect you during your husband's absence? Lust and love are different matters. Keep on loving your husband but have sex with other men for their pleasure and yours, your mental peace and your social protection. How long will you refuse to enjoy sexual pleasure, especially during this very hot season? A lover would be welcome today! You need a male to quench that libido. You need a male like that cow! A strong male like that bull! A male! A wonderful wooer like your husband! 

Third voice, Remain faithful to Wilson.

First voice, Your husband will be back very soon. Be patient. Remain faithful to your husband. God will help you. Your husband will be released very soon.

Second voice, How do you know?

Third voice, God will help him .He loves him very much and He loves you too.

First voice, God loves you; He cannot abandon you. Your husband will be freed very soon.

Second voice, How do you know? When is he coming back? He may come back in twenty years. And you will be forty-one! Imagine! You will be too old to please him! How do you know that he will come back? There are detainees who die in prison! He may die inside the jail too.

Third voice, He will come back very soon.

First voice, Indeed, he will come back very soon.

Second voice, How do you know?

Third voice, As long as Wilson is alive, remain faithful to him. He will be back very soon. God will free him. He loves both of you very much.

First voice, Remain faithful to him. Keep in mind that if you have sex today, you will be pregnant.

Second voice, There are condoms. Use them and quench that troublesome lust. Your husband won't know. If ever he were informed you would lie to him. He would have no evidence.

Third voice, Pray; God will help you.

First voice, That's a sound piece of advice. Pray; God will help you. He will free your husband very soon.

Second voice, How do you know?

At nine o'clock, a strong tall wicked guard opened the main gate. He began to record visitors' names and those of detainees to be visited. There were three long lines.

At ten o 'clock, another guard began to call the first group of detainees to be visited

through a loud speaker, Peace Ndoronziza, Albert Ntagahoraho, Prosper Ndaruhutse, Martin Gahimano, Nicole Nyirabakungu, Theodomir Gahinda, Tharcisse Kagimbangabo, Ancilla Nyirabasinga, Sylvie Nyirabiyoro, Isaac Yambabariye, Gaudiose Rudasingwa and Gervais Munyaneza.

Denise had to wait. Her husband’s name was not on the first list. Only people whose kinfolk or friends had been called were allowed to enter the main gate. Venant Twagirayezu, the prison leading official, stood in front of the huge, main door to the prison before detainees came outdoors. Then, in a dirty rosy uniform, the twelve detainees came out in four small teams headed by four special bully guards: Philippe Byukusenge, Marlene Uwamugira, Protais Vuguziga, and Jackson Rutembesa.Six detainees and two guards moved to the left side of the yard; other detainees went to the right side. Three detainees of each team were ordered to adopt a humiliating crouching position before shaking hands with three visitors. Each guard had to make sure that the prisoner received only things permitted by law; four soaps and a pair of drawers at best and some toothpaste. Duration of a visit was five minutes.

Denise eventually met her husband; he was on the fourth list. Wilson Rukundo had lost weight; he had lost about ten kilogrammes. It was the first time Denise saw him in that shape. Almost in tears, Denise gave him two pairs of drawers, four soaps and some toothpaste.

CHAPTER TWO
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Nadine’s advice (to get Denise’s husband released)
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While going back home, Denise took the road leading to Nyarugenge market place; she wanted to buy some articles before taking a taxi from the local bus station. Walking alone, she kept on mentally looking at her jailed husband trying hard to find a solution to his problem. Denise’s inner voices intervened once again.

First voice, Don't worry too much; God will help him; pray for him.

Second voice, Why should God worry about his case? Did he jail him?

Third voice, God will not do everything for him. He is not the only creature to care for. Moreover, He gave him a wife and friends to help him. It is up to you to get him freed.

First voice, True, God will not do everything for you. That’s why He gave you your mind; you have to use it properly. God will only intervene in major matters beyond your capacity.

Second voice, Men rule the world; your husband got jailed through a man; he will be released by a man or a woman if he does not die in prison. But you have to help him. You are his wife. Actions, not prayers, will help him.

Third voice, Prayers and actions will help him. Men do not rule the world; it is rather ruled by God through human beings and invisible divine agents.

First voice, That's true. Prayers and actions will help him. But he must pay for the crime committed. Why do you want him to come back before he pays for his crime?

Second voice, It is not a crime. He made an accident. And an accident is always an accident. No one should be jailed for that.

Third voice, He made an accident indeed. But he must pay for it. He should have avoided it. He must pay for his carelessness.

First voice, He killed a teenager. He must pay for it. True, it was an accident, but the teenager died. God will only help him because he didn't intend to kill. He must undergo a sensible sentence.

Second voice, Accidents should not be punished for a long time. He was neither drunk nor hasty. He should be released at once. Three months in jail are enough.

Third voice, He will be released very soon. As early as competent magistrates decide so.

First voice, That's right. He cannot be released unless God's legal agents try him.

Second voice, See competent magistrates and get your husband freed. Your actions, not your words, will get him freed. Why don't you make love with them? You are beautiful enough to seduce them, aren't you?

Third voice, That's not right. You must help your husband without committing adultery. Just inform, or remind, an efficient magistrate that your husband is still in jail, untried.

First voice, You must remain faithful to your husband. Pray; God will release him. Get his case known to the competent man; the sentence may be short.

Second voice, Who is the competent man to be seen? The prosecutor? Her substitutes? The prison director once told you that there was nothing you could do about his case; he evasively said that you had to wait for at least two more months; only after that period will you know whom to see to get your husband interrogated and tried. Will you remain passive throughout the forthcoming month? Your husband may lose ten more kilogrammes. You have to act. See somebody else for help. The prison director does not try any cases anyway. What does he know about interrogation or trial? That's not his job.      

Third voice, That’s right. But unless the prison director allows the detainee to go and see first the prosecutor's substitutes and judges at the court, there will be no trial at all. In other words, the prisoner's dossier, the document that specifies why he got jailed, must be moved from the prison director's secretariat to the prosecutor's office. Keep in mind what those people said this morning, “There are people who spend two years or more in prison without trial." That is to say, there are cases that are kept for a long time, unwittingly or not, in the prison building, forgotten by the prosecutor's employees, and the prison director's staff.

All of a sudden, Denise heard an unusual limousine horn and looked at the driver who was eager to speak to her.

"How are you, Denise? I am glad to meet you," said the driver, warmly smiling at Denise.

“I am fine. Thank you. How are you, Nadine? I am glad to meet you too," said Denise, surprised as if she woke up after a nightmare.

"I was about to knock you down few seconds ago. You’ve been walking almost in the middle of the road as if you were alone in the street. Why you are so absent- minded? What’s wrong with you?"

"It is hard to tell."

"Where are you going? Are you returning home? I am going to the airport."

"Yes, I am going back home. I was just going to take a taxi at the bus station."

"So, come with me. I am pleased; we are going to chat. I haven't seen you for a long time. Where are you coming from by the way?"

"I am coming from 1930 prison. My husband is in jail."

"I am very sorry to hear that. What a pity!" said Nadine, pretending to be unaware of the incident.

“What happened to such an honest husband?" she added.

“He made a car accident three months ago. He killed a neighbor’s teenager, Camille Mugisha, Mr. Patrick Mbonabucya's sole child."

"My God! What an awful event! I think I know the child's father.” Isn’t he a business man?"

"That's right."

"I sometimes meet him in Nairobi when I am on a business trip. Three months in jail! That’s too long. You should have informed me. Why didn't you tell me? Divine Uwantege, your sister, is an old friend
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