
    

 
 

Lingala Unclear 

P
ag

e1
 

Interview with:  Rosa (05) 
Interviewed by:  Rachel  
Date of interview: January/February 2017 
Travel:   DCR – Zambia – Zimbabwe – South Africa 
 
 
Marie: Good morning, my sister. I am from the Migration and the Inclusive City Project. I want to hear 

your story, the story of your life, if you are willing to share it with me. I want to hear your story, and 
about your journey from Congo to here. Good morning Mrs Rosa! 

Rosa: Good morning, Mrs Rachel. 
Rachel: I don’t know if you are available for me to talk and tell me something about yourself? 
Rosa: Yes, I am available and happy because there are stories that I have been keeping in my heart and I 

have not found anyone to help me. Now you have come to help us to talk about this and that, and 
what I have been keeping in my heart.  
In Congo, I was living a normal life with my husband. But come 2008, Bemba came with his political 
party. Thereafter the war started. My husband fled and left me pregnant and with one child. We were 
in the hands of our grandmother, because my parents left me and my younger sister: that is why my 
grandmother was the one looking after us.  
After a while I took the decision to join the political movement so that we can fight for the country. So 
I joined PPRD but I was … a member of UDPS. In addition, I was also selling my own small goods. 
One day when we went for mass mobilisation, we were marching and I was carrying a banner with 
political writings on it. Then the police and armed forces came after us and arrested us. They beat us 
and put us in a SOUSIATA for one week. Then lawyers came to fight for us and said that the march was 
for propaganda and not aimed at causing trouble. Lawyers from our political party also came and 
defended us. They said the same thing: that it is not for causing trouble, but only for mass mobilisation. 
We subsequently got released and continued with our political activism for our political party, 
attending meetings. But [I was also busy with] my trading business to earn an income.  
Then came a time when we again attended a recruitment drive and the armed forces followed us again 
and started beating us, spraying tear gas on us. People started running away and dispersing in all 
directions and then they arrested us. We were nine people. They took us to an unknown place and put 
us in a big building in an isolated place. [This is a place] where they torture people and rape women. 
Each person was put in her own space but you could hear people screaming out of torture. We were 
three and they were doing rounds on us. We spent 13 days there and only managed to escape one day 
at 02h00, through a hole that we dug at the bottom of the door. The first ones to escape were the two 
young boys that were with us. They also managed to save us their sisters and we fled together. 

Rachel: Ok, Mrs Rosa. I want to ask you one question, you were member of what political party, PPRD or 
UDPS? 

Rosa: No, I made a mistake, it was UDPS. 
Rachel: Now what was your responsibilities in your political party? In other words, what job were you 

doing in that party?  
Rosa: We were there to mobilise youth so that we can stand up and fight for our country. 
Rachel: Ok, now I want to go back a bit again. I heard you saying that you were locked up. Where did they 

arrest you from? Were you at home or walking on the roadside? 



    

 
 

Lingala Unclear 

P
ag

e2
 

Rosa: We were in an unfurnished house located in the bush. They took us in a car and pushed us in that 
house when we arrived. It is only when we managed to escape that we understood that it was in a 
bush, but there was terrible darkness in that house really. 

Rachel: If I can understand very well, are you saying that those people were from the national defense 
force or who do you think they were? 

Rosa: Yes, they were soldiers from the presidential guard. 
Rachel: Ok, now I want to ask you this question. How many women [did you say] were in that group? In 

addition, how do you know that a person is being raped simply based on the fact that she is screaming? 
Rosa: We were three ladies and [we knew] from the way they were screaming. You can tell if a woman is 

crying and saying: ‘I don’t want to, leave me alone, I don’t know you’, but they continue to force 
themselves on her. To be honest, we also thought that maybe they were beating them. When it was 
my turn, they came to take me and that is when I understood that those ladies were screaming out of 
rape because they were forcing themselves, three or four persons on you, that is what caused [the 
screaming]. 

Rachel: Ok, you can continue talking. 
Rosa: Well ... hmmm ... when we escaped and started to run away, we arrived at the roadside and saw a 

truck that was transporting charcoal. We stopped it and explained our case. It is that truck that took 
us to town where we were going. 

Rachel: Ok, Mrs Rosa, I want to understand better. How did you manage to escape and flee, because 
soldiers are armed? How did it happen that you could run away from armed forces? Were security 
forces not there? 

Rosa: No, security forces were there during the day but after drinking beer, they get drunk and tired. Also, 
that is when God operated a miracle for us and provided skills to our young boys who managed to help 
us to escape through this hole that they dug between the door and bricks. That is how we escaped and 
fled. 

Rachel: Ok. 
Rosa: When we arrived at home I found that my granny was not at home. I was told that she went to 

church. I asked other people in the premises and they said that she went to church. I said to them that 
if granny arrives tell her what happened to me, but she must not cry. I have these things that I am 
taking with me to my uncle so that I can run away from this place. Then I took that child and some of 
my other things and sold them to a second-hand shop. With the money that I got, I went and spoke to 
staff of a cargo plane who agreed. So I paid them money and they transported me to Lubumbashi. 
When I arrived at my other uncle’s house in Kasumbalesa, I explained to him what happened to me. 
Then his wife said that I needed to go to hospital for treatment. 

Rachel: Ok, Mrs Rosa. I also want to ask one other question. Did these soldiers arrest you any how? And 
when you escaped why did you come to pick up your child? Do these people know where you lived? 
Since they did not know you, would they come to look for you? 

Rosa: Eeh ... we gave ... they took our identity and we gave them our names. In addition, they arrested us 
in the vicinity of where we lived, so if they were to come to look for us they could ask and some people 
may be tempted to show them our house if they are given our description. I saw that it became 
increasingly unsafe for me. That is why I decided to leave and go and live elsewhere far from my place. 
I wanted to take both my children, but one of them was at church with her granny. So I decided to take 
the one that was there so that he could stay with me instead of leaving him also with their granny. We 
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were brought up by our granny—far from our parents. It was very painful. We suffered a lack of 
parental care and guidance. That is why I found it important to come with my child.  
When we arrived at Kasumbalesa, I was given medical treatment and care. I was also pregnant with a 
child from another man. Upon hearing that I was pregnant with his child, this man started refusing, 
saying he is not responsible for my pregnancy. When I saw that, I stayed there for two weeks and then 
I thought that maybe I should start moving around selling small things.  
My uncle used to be very active in politics. One night when we were already fast asleep with other 
people, I heard noises from my sleep as though someone is forcing open the door. Then I woke those 
who were sleeping next to me. We woke up and saw the door being pushed with force until it opened. 
Then they asked after my uncle saying that he must come out. When we came out, they arrested him 
and started beating him while other soldiers entered the house. When I saw that it reminded me about 
what happened to me in Kinshasa. Then I took my child and the few things that I had. 

Rachel: Ok, Mrs Rosa, I want you to be clear. I remember you saying that people came—were they soldiers 
or rebels? 

Rosa: We knew when they came to arrest and beat up our uncle. They took him away, but those who 
stayed behind started to tell us that they came to arrest our uncle because ... ‘you people are rebels 
of Bakata Katanga and because your uncle is a leader of a political party’. Those revelations terrified 
me and the whole night I could not sleep but because we were at the border with Zambia, I took just 
my bag, the only bag that I was left with, and my child, who was crying non-stop. [I struggled to] open 
the door, but when I managed to open it I ran and crossed the border and left my cousins behind. I 
don’t know what happened to them after that, whether they were raped or beaten, I don’t know. 
When I arrived on the other side, I saw people and a truck. I started crying then they asked me why I 
was crying. Then I explained to them what I went through in Kinshasa and in Kasumbalesa! They told 
me that often your kind of people do not have money for us to help you. We know that you are a 
refugee. I said I have nothing. ‘Oh, give us money,’ they said. I replied with tears that I have nothing.  
[In the distance] I saw a house on fire. When I asked I was told that the house belonged to a political 
leader and rebels burnt it down. When I heard that I got more terrified and started crying again. When 
those truck drivers saw that they asked me about what I had. I explained to them again that I had 
nothing. ‘The only thing I have is this gold chain.” I said to them that it was an expensive chain. I said: 
‘You must have it and take me away from here.’ They said they don’t know how much it could be sold 
for. I said: ‘Please help me. I can’t afford to live like this with no place to stay.’ That is when they said: 
‘Fine, we will take you to a place where other refugees are.’ We went there by foot and we suffered 
because there was nothing to eat and the baby was also crying and giving me trouble. 

Rachel: Ok, Mrs Rosa. I want you to go back a bit because I want to ask you a question. I know that a 
person cannot enter another country without a passport, so how did you do that? 

Rosa: No, I had my voter’s card which serves as an ID in Congo. I showed it to soldiers but they had to go 
and help where there was an attack. I think also the fact that I was crying very much helped me. People 
felt sorry for me and offered to help me. But, yes, I had my Congolese voter’s card.  
So they took me and we took a very long route [through] Zambia, five full days. They would go and buy 
something to eat and give us some, feeling sorry for us. At times we would ask how come we were not 
yet where we were going. They would tell us to be patient. They said: ‘We do not have proper 
documentation, so be patient. We cannot go very fast because if we do they will lock you up.’ We 
finally reached Zimbabwe and they came and told us: ‘This is Zimbabwe now.’ So we said: ‘Please leave 
us here.’ And they replied: ‘No, here they don’t take good care of refugees. We will take you where 
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our truck is going, to South Africa, because there, they take good care of refugees, so that is where you 
should go.’ But I was not feeling ok. The baby was giving me a hard time with crying and the worry 
about my other child that I left behind stressed me even more.  
Finally, we arrived and thereafter I saw them talking in a local language with another driver who then 
took us to a certain place where he dropped us off. He could not communicate with us because he was 
speaking an unknown language to us and he could not hear a word of our languages, be it Lingala or 
Kiswahili. When I tried to ask him, he just started his car and left. I had nothing left with me: just the 
clothes we were wearing and nothing to eat. So I stayed there hoping that he would come back to pick 
us up. [I waited until evening] but he was nowhere to be seen.  
Then we saw people passing and speaking our language. I then called [out to] the first man but [he 
just] continued. Then I saw another group coming and speaking our language. I approached them and 
explained my situation. They said: ‘We also do not have a place to put you but as it is getting dark, 
there is no way you can stay here. That driver has long left. Let us help you.’  
So they took me and left me at a church where we stayed for two days. On the third day people who 
were there took us to Home Affairs where I was issued with a document. Then I started to adapt, but 
life was still very hard. It is difficult to live as a refugee. There are limitations all over: you can’t speak 
the language, there is no food and even the currency is unknown. I was also pregnant, so even at 
hospital you need an interpreter because what they are saying I don’t understand. So how was I going 
to buy goods at the market, I don’t know!  
Sometimes I sit down and start crying because it is like I am finished. The child will go to school but due 
to the language barrier, other children will tease him and call him names like ’kwerekwere’. The child 
comes to give you a long list of reports of which there is nothing you can do. So, a refugee’s life is very 
difficult, very difficult. Most of the time the word ’happiness’ has completely disappeared in our minds. 
We are very limited. 

Rachel: Ok, Mrs Rosa, I want to ask you these other question: when you were at the church? Who showed 
you all those places, like schools and how to get there, where the hospital is and how to get there? Did 
you start going there alone or was there someone on your side who was helping you? 

Rosa: No, there were people around but not just one person. Whoever had the time would help me and 
when that one is busy I would look for someone else to help me because I knew nothing, nowhere. It 
was like I would take a lift with someone going to work and he would drop me at hospital and then go 
to work. Then I will struggle to find an interpreter who can explain what is being said by the nurse. 
Even if you want to say something, you can’t say it because no one will understand you. So, he would 
say to me: ‘Sit down and wait for me.’ Sometimes the hospital closes so I wait outside until he comes 
back from work and to pick me up and drop me at my place. The following day, same scenario. So a 
refugee’s life is full of limitations. It is a very painful life.  

Rachel: Let’s talk about issues affecting the child in the classroom. Are you the one that went to register 
your child at school or did someone else help you? 

Carolina: Someone else did help me. I explained to that person and then he went there and helped me. 
But he helped me just to reach there. All others run around. I had to do it alone because that person 
also has work to do. So you will go there and look like a small child yourself. You want to say something 
but can’t because you are limited. I stood there outside the school not knowing how to express what I 
want to say. The child was also making noises, so a refugee’s life is very, very difficult. 

Rachel: Now I need to ask you this question: you said that you went to a certain place, where was that? 
When you were at that place where you met people speaking your language, where was that? 
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Rosa: Where we went ... our relatives took us to the church. [We went by] bus from the place where that 
driver dropped us off ... then those relatives of ours took us to the church. We were sleeping in the 
church, me and my child. But we felt unsafe again, so indeed a refugee’s life is very difficult. 

Rachel: Ok, Mrs Rosa, what happened at the church again? How come you are saying that you felt unsafe 
at the church also? 

Rosa: I was scared. Remember, it was only me and my child. You never know what will happen at night, 
how will it end. When it is time for dinner, there was no food and it was already dark and the child 
started crying because he was hungry. That is why I said that life is just very hard, very, very hard. 

Rachel: Now, I remember you saying that you took your goods that you used to sell. What other goods 
did you take so that you could sell them and buy passport to go to Lubumbashi? 

Rosa: Yes, I used to sell few goods. I also dress hair. When you have a sufficient amount of money, you 
have a revolving fund and can buy something of value that you keep. That is what helped me to do all 
I was able to do. 

Rachel: Now that you have left your country and are here, have they managed to locate your husband’s 
whereabouts? 

Rosa: No, he has never been located, never! 
Rachel: You are not in contact with him? 
Rosa: I am not in contact with him or with anyone else from my family. So I am here by myself with my 

child, and with my brethren from the church who helped me, and with you because you are an 
organisation that assists refugees. I have no other relative and no contact with anyone else. But if I 
stay here for long and learn the language, maybe I can ask, I can look for my relatives, but at the 
moment I am still very limited. I only know one area. If I want to go to another area, I need to look for 
someone else to take me there even if it is to go and visit, so I am very limited. 

Rachel: Ok, here is another question Mrs Rosa, how is your child doing at school? You said that other 
children are calling him names like ‘kwerekwere’. Who is doing that? Is it his classmates who are doing 
that to him or even his teachers? 

Rosa: It is his classmates who see that he cannot speak their language and they can’t understand what he 
is saying. That is why they are insulting him. Even teachers, when they ask him questions he does not 
understand, they swear at him because he is limited. My child is limited. He is still learning the 
language. We registered him so that he can adapt but until he learns the language, he will continue to 
be very limited. 

Rachel: Mrs Rosa, I hear you again speaking about the issue of interpreters at the hospital. How do you 
then explain to the doctor or the nurse about your sickness since there are no interpreters at hospitals 
to help you refugees? 

Rosa: Ha ha ... there are no interpreters, nothing, my dear. You can go and give them your card and they 
will give you your file. But for you to understand what they are saying there should be interpreters, 
who are not there. If you are lucky you meet another person who can speak your language as well as 
English and who agrees to help you. But people are working, so to find those kind of people is very 
difficult. Like me, when I was pregnant, I used to look for people to interpret for me, but you hardly 
get them, so when the doctor is asking you a question, you are unable to answer. It is a huge challenge! 

Rachel: How then have you been able to communicate with the doctor, particularly in the absence of 
interpreters? 

Rosa: The doctor tells you things that you do not understand, and s/he just writes it in your file and you 
leave. Or s/he shows you, and you can hear words like ‘pharmacy’. Then s/he indicates to you where 
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it is in the same way a mute will communicate with you because there is no interpreter. You collect 
medication at the pharmacy and leave but what s/he said to you or the important notes that s/he 
wrote, you can’t understand it, nor read it, so you just go and say: ‘May God help me’. 

Rachel: Ok, Mrs Rosa, I want to ask you another question, but please bear with me. You said that there 
was a time when a meeting was held at your place. What kind of meeting was this? I am talking about 
the day that soldiers came to your place to arrest you? 

Rosa: Our meeting for which soldiers came for the second time was aimed at organising a march for the 
third term of our country’s president. We wanted him out because life had become unbearable. Our 
political party took a decision that we should stand and demonstrate and that is what we were busy 
organising. That meeting was aimed at raising awareness and mobilising youth for them to stand for 
their rights and open their eyes ... we are able to demonstrate. 

Rachel: Mrs Rosa, I still have another question to ask you. You said that Bakatakatanga came to attack 
you when you went to stay with your uncle. When they came to your uncle’s place did they abuse you 
again or what happened? 

Rosa: Yes, they abused me again and I was crying when they were doing that. I was telling them to leave 
me alone and have mercy on me. Suddenly our father-in-law came, beat them and when that started 
to happen, there was no other choice, there was no other choice! 

Rachel: What kind of abuse did you experience? Are you telling me that they raped you? 
Rosa: Yes, they raped me again and I was screaming loudly because I know what happened to me 

previously. They forced their fingers inside me and touched my breasts several times. It was really 
painful, unbelievable. 

Rachel: Did they also abuse your child at that time?  
Rosa: Well, they did not abuse my child but he has a problem because he has started re-living the same 

ordeal every now and again. So you can say he was emotionally abused but no, they did not touch my 
child. 

Rachel: Did they do what you are talking about in the presence of your child ? Did he see what they were 
doing to you ? 

Rosa: Yes, everything happened in his presence. He saw everything and he still remembers it. There was 
no other way. The door was closed. Some came to me and others went to deal with my uncle. [All the 
while] my child was watching. 

Rachel: Did your child ask you later on about what happened? Has he ever asked you? 
Carolina: Yes, he does ask especially when we are in conversation. I explain to him that our country is at 

war and sometimes rebels come just to destroy lives and property, like what they did to us. I try to 
explain so that he may understand. 

Rachel: Ok, thank you very much Mrs Rosa for your willingness to share your story. It is not easy for 
someone to share his/her experience of what happened in his/her life. Thank you very much, Mam. 

Rosa: Thank you really for helping me and for making yourself available. I know that it is not by chance 
because I want those who hear my story to help us refugees because we are suffering. We have pain 
in our hearts. That is why some people collapse and die when suffering reaches a level such that it 
wants to leave the body, and the person dies. So it is important to come closer and learn about what 
is in one’s heart. Please help us refugees, we are suffering at highest level. Thank you. 

Rachel: Ok, thanks. Bye. 
Rosa: Bye. 


