Resource Pack for Teachers

Containing an excerpt from CHRISTOPHE’S STORY* 

and background material 

relevant to the teaching of PSHE and Citizenship
Suggested uses: KS2; KS3, KS4

                            Discussion groups/ Drama, Hot seating                             

                           Older students: individual project work  

 

PSHE Assessment Opportunities: 

    knowledge, skills and understanding in the area of developing good

    relationships and respecting differences between people; 

    Learning intentions: 

            development of empathy;

  helping students to tackle moral, social and cultural issues

          (Every Child Matters)

KS3 Citizenship: spiritual, moral, ethical, social, cultural issues

                              International relations – explaining issues relating to

                            one current area of international conflict, co-operation 

                            or human rights dispute

      Relevant to Unit 10, Citizenship and Geography

                          Unit 11, Citizenship and History

                          Unit 13, Citizenship and RE

                          Unit 16, celebrating human rights

Key issues underlying Christophe’s Story:   

 refugees, immigration, human rights, democracy, citizenship,    diversity/ethnic diversity;

            racism, genocide, colonialism, the making of history;

            bullying.

The Information pack contains:

1. Notes on issues raised by CHRISTOPHE’S STORY

2. An excerpt from the book (the story within the story)

3. A fact sheet on Rwanda

4. A brief history of the politics of Rwanda

5. A guide to put the story into its historical and political context.

6. A map of Rwanda

*Christophe’s Story is published by FRANCES LINCOLN 2006, 

ISBN 10: 1 -84507 521 8

ISBN 13: 978 1 84507 521 7
Order from bookshops or www.amazon.com; www.franceslincoln.com; www.tesco.com
Note on issues raised by Christophe’s Story

Christophe’s Story is a novel for 8-12 year olds. The story within the story is published here, together with fact sheets giving a background to the story. The text is ideal for reading aloud to stimulate discussion; or it could be read independently by students working on projects.

In the story, an 8 year old child from Rwanda describes how he and his mother and his brother have to run for their lives after the “soldiers” have taken his father away. Why? Christophe’s father, Andre, does not agree with the policies of the ruling regime; and therefore his life (and the lives of members of his family) is in danger. 

At one level, this story lends itself to discussion about human rights, democracy, freedom of speech, and the reasons for which people become refugees. But there is another, more sinister thread to this story that lies in the specific history of Rwanda’s colonial past. In the earlier part of the twentieth century, western colonialists introduced the seeds of racist supremacist philosophies, which were then current in Europe, into Rwanda, and used their colonial power to infiltrate these ideas into the structures of government in a strategy of “divide and rule” (see brief history fact sheet). Many years later these seeds were harvested in the genocide of 1994. So there is another whole area of discussion to enter into, about global relationships, economic and political history, and the making of history itself. 

Nicki Cornwell

Excerpt from CHRISTOPHE'S STORY

       by Nicki Cornwell  

          (1,600 words)

Stories give you the chance to put on someone else’s shoes 

and imagine what it would have been like for you.

In his story, Christophe tells what happened to make him leave his country of Rwanda 

and become a refugee in England. 

He is eight years old and he tells the story to the children in his class. 

He begins his story when he was six, the night that the bad men came.

My Papa's a doctor. He works at the hospital. One night, he comes back from work with clouds in his face. 

My Mama says, "What's the matter?"

"They want me to see with their eyes and to speak with their mouths!" says my Papa. My Papa's fists his hands, like he wants to hit someone.

My Mama gasps. She can't find her words. She holds the baby tight.

      Papa says, "I've got eyes of my own, and I can't speak with someone else's mouth. There's going to be trouble!"

My Mama starts to shake. 

Papa puts his arms round her and says, "We've got to get out!"

"Out? What do you mean, out?" says my Mama.

"Out of the country!" 

"What, leave all my friends?"

       "If we stay, we're going to get killed!" Papa tells her.

       Mama gives a little moan.

      "We'll go to Babi: we'll go to your Papa's village! That's what we'll do! Then we'll cross the border and go to Europe!"

"Europe?" says my Mama. "That's a long way to go!"

Then we hear the drums!

Papa sucks his breath in. He says: "I didn't think they'd come that quick!"

Mama says, “Run!"

"It's too late!” Papa says

I say, "Who's coming? What's happening?"

But they're not listening to me. My heart's going up and down like it's going to jump out of my mouth. Something bad is going to happen, and I don't know what it is. 

    Tatatum! Tatatum!
The drums get louder. 

My Papa's eyes are rolling round in his head, like he wants to run. But he can't. He's stuck to the floor. My Mama cries, “What are we going to do?"

  
    A whistle blows! Pheeeew! 

   The door breaks down! 

   They burst into the room! 

          They have white faces, like this! 

And they wear banana leaves!  

And they carry spears and big knives! 

"Kubohoza!*" they cry. "We've come to set you free!"

Papa pushes my Mama away from him so they won't hurt her. She falls on the bed. The tears are rolling down her cheeks, but he doesn't look at her. He acts like she's not there. And he doesn't look at me. 

 “I'm coming!” he says.

And he goes with the men.

I'm scared. I don't like these men. I think they will hurt my Papa. I start to cry.

"Where's Papa gone?" I say. "Why did he go with those bad men?"

Mama is crying, crying, crying, like she can't turn off a tap. She says, "Papa had to go. They're soldiers, those men. Papa had to go with them, act like they're his friends. If he didn't go with them, they'd kill him!"

Matthieu's crying. I'm crying. My Mama's crying. We're all crying. Mama tells me I mustn't go to school, and I mustn't go out to play. I've got to stay in the house, now.  

For three days we wait. Mama doesn't dare go out and we've got no food in the house. My tummy is grumbling away, saying, "What you doing to me?" Matthieu's got my Mama's milk, but there isn't enough for him, and he won't stop crying. 

   Then Yolande comes. She's Mama's friend. She brings a can of milk and some bananas and sweet corn, and I can't stop eating. Matthieu drinks a bit of milk and he stops crying. Mama asks what's happened to my Papa. Yolande doesn't know. Mama starts crying all over again.

       Yolande keeps bringing us food. Mama won't let me go out. I'm mad at the men for taking my Papa away and I'm scared they're going to hurt him. Every night I go to sleep and hope that Papa is coming back, but when I wake up in the morning he still isn't there. 

  Then we hear the drums. It's not a kubohoza sound; it's the other drums, the ones that tell you what's going on. Mama listens to them and she says, "Papa's got away. Quick! The soldiers are coming back!”

  She throws Matthieu over her shoulder and ties the cloth round him. 

       We look out of the window. No one's there yet. We open the door. The sun is going down. There are shadows everywhere.  We can hear noises and shouting. 

“Run!" says Mama.  We run in and out of the shadows. There's more shouting. It's the soldiers! Then one of the soldiers sees me. He drops on his knee, like this! He fires his gun! And the bullet hits me!

I wake up in Yolande's bed. I don't know what's going on! 

"What's happened?" I say. My voice is all tired and squeaky.

Yolande says: “You're a lucky boy, Christophe! A bullet came looking for you, but it didn't find you. It rushed by so fast that it burned you. Just there, on the side of your body!"

I say: "Lucky? I'm not lucky! I'm hurting all over!"

She says: "You're lucky you didn't die!"


Next the sky outside goes red. Yolande goes running to the window. There are flames shooting up to the sky. 

"They've set fire to your house!" she cries.

I want to see the fire, but my legs won't work.

Mama says, "You stay right there!"

Then I see that my brother isn't there.

"Where's my brother?" I say.


My Mama starts to cry. Rain is falling from her eyes. Yolande puts her arms round Mama. She's crying, too.

     "He wasn't so lucky," said Yolande. "A bullet got him!"

The fire dies down. The shouting stops. No one comes chasing after us.

"What you going to do?" says Yolande.


 "We'll go to Babi, that's what we'll do," Mama says. "We'll get a place on the bus tomorrow."

      "How will you pay?" says Yolande.

      "I've got money!" says Mama. She pats the side of her body, here! She's got a purse that Papa gave her: it's under her clothes where no one can see it.

      "Mama!" I say. I'm thinking of Papa. How is he going to find us?

      Mama knows what I'm thinking. She says: "Don't worry, Christophe! Papa will come and find us as soon as he can!"

       But I can see clouds in Mama's face, and I know she's scared. 

The next day we say goodbye to Yolande and we go on the bus. It's a long, long way. We have to keep changing buses. I keep falling asleep and waking up again. I'm hot and I'm hurting all over. And I'm having bad dreams. I dream that Papa's looking for me and he can't find me. 

Then we get to Babi’s village. Babi comes. Mama starts crying.

"They shot my kids!" she says. "Matthieu's dead, and Christophe's sick. He needs a doctor! Why isn't his Papa here to help him?" 

 “Don’t cry! I'll fix him!” Babi tells her.

He picks me up and carries me to his house. Mama's crying again. 

He puts leaves and things where it hurts – here and here! Then he gives me a hot drink. It tastes horrible! I fall asleep, and when I wake up my head isn't hot any more.

And when I'm better, Babi says: "You want to come out with Namo and Nmunga?"

"Who's that?"

"They're my goats!"

       So Babi and me walk on the mountain with Namo and Nmunga, and we help them to find something to eat. It's hot. All day long the sun burns the earth. We walk when the cows walk, and we rest when they rest. And Babi tells me stories. He's my Mama's Papa. He knows lots and lots of stories. He's a storyteller.

He's got hair like mine, but it's white, and he walks with a stick because one leg is always tired. When his leg is tired, he lets me take Namo and Nmunga out all by myself. He knows I'll bring them back safe! 

I don't go to school any more because there isn't one. I go out with Namo and Nmunga instead.

  Then Papa's friends come. They say Papa is waiting for us across the border. Babi won't come with us. He says he'll wait till his leg gets better. 

      So we say goodbye to Babi; then we walk over the mountains. Papa's friends show us where to go. It's cold at night. We make a fire and we wrap ourselves in blankets and sleep by it. And then we find Papa. He's very thin and he's got a bad leg just like Babi.


Mama says: "What happened to your leg?"

    Papa says: "Never mind my leg, I'm lucky to be alive!"

    Papa has a book and he's learning English. He tells me: "Christophe, we're going to England! You've got to learn to speak English now! That will be your third language! You already speak Kinyarwanda and French!"

     We go on buses and on trains, and we stay in lots of different houses.  And every day, Papa is teaching me English. 

     Then we get on an aeroplane and we come to England. And now I'm going to school again. In my last school I did all my work in French. And now I have to do all my work in English. It was horrible at first because I didn't know anybody and I didn't have any friends; but it's better now.

    Papa says that when the fighting stops we'll go back home. Maybe I'll see some of my old friends again, maybe I won't!

                                                                ENDS

*Khubohoza: Explanatory Footnote

Khubohoza means "to help set you free."  It sounds good, but it wasn't. The men who used it were bullies who wanted others to do as they say. They rubbed white chalk on their faces, and dressed in banana leaves to make themselves look scary; then they burst into your house waving spears and big knives. They pretended that someone else was bullying you, and they acted as if they had come to set you free. You knew that if you didn't go with them, you would be in trouble. 

………………………………………………………………………………………………………….

Brief fact sheet on Rwanda
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 Rwanda is a Republic in Africa

 Rwanda is about 101,690 square miles in size (263,330 square kms)*

 The population of Rwanda is 7,952,000 people*

 The languages spoken are Kinyarwanda, French and English

 The religions are Roman Catholic, Traditional beliefs, Protestant and Sunni Muslim

 It is a landlocked country (no coast)

 The neighbouring countries are Zaire, Uganda, Tanzania and Burundi

 It is one of the most densely populated countries in East Africa

 It consists mainly of mountains and plateaux to the east of the Rift valley

 The climate is warm (an average of 80 degrees) with a summer dry season

 It depends on subsistence farming, coffee and tea exports, light industry and foreign aid

*Compare this with the UK, which is slightly smaller than Rwanda (94,241 square miles in size or 244,082 square kms), and has more than seven times as many people.

Brief History of the Politics of Rwanda

The genocide in Rwanda was one of the most intensive killing campaigns in human history. It had its roots in colonial experience. The victims were Tutsis and moderate Hutus: the perpetrators were Hutus.

Early history: In earlier times, people who kept cattle in Rwanda were called Tutsi, and those who grew crops were called Hutu. Physical differences between the two groups sharpened; Tutsis were taller, narrower and thin-featured, whereas Hutus were shorter and stockier. They had a common language (Kinyarwanda). There were also a minority group called the Twa who lived in the forests. Intermarriage between Hutus and Tutsis did happen, but it wasn't frequent. 

Colonisation: Rwanda was colonised first by the Germans, from 1894 to 1916, then by the Belgians. Ideas of racial superiority, then current in Europe, percolated through into the colonial administration. The colonisers decided that Tutsis and Hutus were different races, and the Tutsis with their more "European" appearance were the "master race".  

Birth of a Myth: Identity cards were introduced - Rwandans had to register as either Hutu, Tutsi or Twa ; and the identity cards were used to discriminate against Hutus (and Twa). Hutus were not allowed to be officials or have access to higher education. Tutsis collaborated with the European clergymen and academics to write the first histories of Rwanda - and so a myth was born. In time, even the Hutus themselves began to believe the storyline concocted by the Tutsis and the European colonialists. 

The fight for Independence and Reversal of Fortunes: In the 1950's the Tutsis led the struggle for independence from the Belgians; and the Belgians switched allegiance to the Hutus. Rivalry between Hutus and Tutsis intensified. Hutus were the majority group. Over 15,000 Tutsis were murdered and another 100,000 fled into neighbouring countries. With the support of the Belgians, Hutus won the local elections in 1960 and 1961, and 80% of Rwandans voted to end the (Tutsi) monarchy. Rwanda gained independence from the Belgians in 1962. 

1960’s – 1980’s: Hutu dominance; Over the next 20-30 years Hutus were in control, and many Tutsis fled to neighbouring countries of Uganda and Burundi. There was relative stability under General Habyarimana's political party, the MRND, (Mouvement Revolutionnaire national pour le Developpement.

Effect of the Slump in the price of coffee: Towards the end of the 1980s, the price of coffee slumped, and General Habyarimana's party lost popular support. In 1990, the exiled Tutsis (mobilised as the Rwandan Patriotic Front- RPF) marched over the border to stage a come-back.  Disaffected Hutus formed the Mouvement Democratique Republicain (the MDR) and were ready to join forces with the RPF.

1990’s - civil war and genocide: The struggle between the major political parties (the MRND and the RPF/MDR) intensified. The UN sent a peace-keeping force and tried to broker an agreement, but Hutu extremists took matters into their own hands in April 1994. Tutsis were picked out on the basis of their height and hacked to death with machetes. Many taller Hutus were also slaughtered. Moderate Hutus were also targets. Death squads went from house to house in the capital, Kigali. Then the genocide spread from Kigali to the countryside. At least 50% of the Tutsi population were slaughtered. 

A recent official estimate made by the Rwandan government was that over a million Rwandans were killed in the 1990's. The international community knew what was happening, but did nothing to help. Peacekeeping troops were withdrawn. On April 7, 2000, Belgium's prime minister apologised for the international community's failure to intervene. 

The film “Hotel Rwanda” gives a moving account of a Hutu hotel manager married to a Tutsi woman – a “cockroach” in the days leading up to the massacre of the “cockroaches” - and the family’s eventual survival despite the odds against them.

Where Christophe's story fits in:

Andre is a moderate Hutu. He is married to Mbika. They have two sons, Christophe (born 1986) and Matthieu (born 1991). Andre, who is a doctor, has protested against the treatment of Tutsis, and has fallen out with the government. 

In 1992 the MRND Interahamwe (the youth wing) send a kubohoza* group to Andre's house to frighten him into changing his attitudes. Andre has no choice but to go with them. When Andre escapes, the Interahamwe soldiers return to the house, seeking revenge. Mbika and the two children escape, but are shot at by the soldiers as they run away. Matthieu is killed; Christophe wounded. The soldiers set fire to the house. 

Mbika and her wounded son Christophe take refuge with her friend Ayombe. Soon after, she and Christophe board a bus and escape to a village near Ruhengeri in the north of Rwanda where her father, Babi lives. They stay with Babi for the next eighteen months until word comes from Andre that he is now in Congo Zaire. Mbika and Christophe cross the border and are reunited with him. 

In 1994 (the year of the genocide) they fly to England as asylum seekers. Christophe is sent to an English school. Eventually Christophe, now aged 8, tells the children in his school the story of how he came to be in England.

Andre cannot use his medical training and work as a doctor in the UK because he is an asylum seeker and does not have permission to work. He has to apply for refugee status. The family receives subsistence level benefits from the UK government.

* see note on Kubohoza at the end of the story

__________________________________________________________________________
