Little Rwandan Boy


Hi my name is Dulapo Odeyini, Im an eighteen year old Tutsi boy from Rwanda, Africa. Im here to tell you about my struggle.


When I was sixteen I was separated from my family. I was taken away as a hostage of the Hutus.

I can remember it just like it happened yesterday. It was dark and cold that night, gunshots were fired and everyone from women to children lay dead on the ground outside of my hut. Mothers were crying because their sons were being forced out of their homes and taken away. The ones who refused to go were killed. Then all of the sudden the men in baggy rugged clothes came into my home.
My mother scrambled to sneak us out of the house, my two sisters and I. By the time my sisters Bukala and Mardala escaped the men had already gotten their hands on me. My mother struggled to break me free from their arms, due to this they slit her throat and I was forced to watch as  she laid there dying in front of my own eyes.

I was held captive in a Hutu camp site for many months. I made a friend named Bileak. He was the closest I had to family. We always took care and protected each other as much as we could.

One day we decided that we were to escape that night. In the middle of the darkness we would sneak out of the camp and run for as far as we could.

The time came, the sunset was over and the dark skies took over. We made it out of the camp until we crossed over the fence. The guards spot lighted us, so we took off. We kept running as they chased after us. All of the sudden I looked back and saw Bileak on the ground with three men standing over him. Two held him down as the other shot Bileak in the head. I wanted to go back after him but I knew there would be no escaping if I did. So, I kept on with my venture.

I woke up the next morning with Tutsis surrounding me. I was glad to finally be around people of my own kind. They took care of me and made sure I was alright. I was lucky to survive and I am thankful to still have the gift of living.  
