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SYNOPSIS

The days of black sun for Rwanda is a gripping story revolving around a young boy named Habimana Cross, who sees the full horrors of the Rwandan genocide. With the death of his parents and no one to turn to, Habimana is left in search for a future out of the ashes of Rwanda. 

DAYS OF BLACK SUN. 

By Adeniyi Adenug 
FX sound of a football being kicked and feet scuffling
The heat gnawed at us. A thin coat of sweat trickled down my face. The low skies bled out a bulbous structure as we all gazed in anticipation for the arrival of the comet: a ball. A ball. Our only prized possession that promised a way out a war-torn Rwanda. Our only chance to play the game toe-to-toe, foot-to-foot, brain-to-brain with the Hutus. The ball. Hope. Two intertwined.

I looked to see Sebahive, an opponent from the other team. His body danced with the ball, leaving most players on my side in awe. No reaction. Just like how we let the Hutus destroy us. No reaction. 

“Habimana! Do something! I don’t want to spend my time slaving for anyone,” Gahiji pleaded – he was one of my closest friends, a sponge for my emotions. My head snapped back into position as I was called: Hope. 

There was a sudden surge coursing through my veins. I was a one-man army versus a stampede. I threw myself in front of the ball as I feigned a tackle. He recovered. One second. Think! I lunged with my two feet at the ball. I whipped up a sand storm and the sand cascaded into my eyes. The ball was gone.

“Sebahive!” Loud cheers. He leaned forward then kicked the ball: the inevitable demise.

“You see Habimana; your little gang of rookies can’t touch us. We the ‘Hue-sharks’ run this village. Punishment time! Gahiji go fetch my slipper, you Sental, massage my back. Yes, Habimana your punishment isn’t really a punishment but an eye-opener. You are a loser. Do not lie to yourself. Dismissed!” Sebahive’s voice pure malice.

  No! I wouldn’t take that, not after years of hard work. My nose sticking into book after book. NO! I was going to be the best medical doctor in Rwanda!

“No Sebahive! In me is the best medical doctor Rwanda has ever produced!” I flashed a set of white teeth.

“Good luck with that. It will never happen! Don’t you know what’s going on?” He read the blank expression on my face.

“Oh, maybe your papa, ‘our chief’ didn’t want you to know!” His whole gang jeered. Hot lava bubbled through me.

FX Silence
Sometimes, when I look at this day at the pitch-it was really an eye-opener! Shards of hope were as scarce as a miracle there. When I reminisce, throwing my mind back five years to the football pitch, this was the least the Hutus could do to us. The worst was yet to come…

“Habimana! Where have you been? It’s no longer safe! I am disappointed that you came so late! I will not take this, it is just irresponsible: From today onwards you will not leave the huts without my consent! Rwanda is not safe!” Papa’s words were thin and razor sharp. There was a momentary pause. I wasn’t sad. I loved Papa for this, always looking out for me. Mama shot Papa a glance.

“Papa, I will heed your advice but, I will also like to know what is going on,” Mama still hadn’t released her gaze. Papa broke the silence. 

“Habimana….” I stared at his square face. His green eyes old and acumen-filled, a wild contrast from his ebony skin. My name hung in the air.

FX A loud gunshot close by

There was a ripple through the huts. What was going on?

FX Another shot even closer

Pandemonium reigned. People ran out of huts, licked by fire. Straw roofs ignited. Heat embraced me. People wailed. Children like me then, eleven years, were running, human torches.

“Father do something, you are the chief.” My voice was frantic. His eyes were pale green. I’d never seen him scared. His mouth curved around one word:

“Hutus.”

I gasped.

Tears flushed Mama’s face. Her soft eyes and beautiful caramel skin were pale. Another cry hit the air. What were the Hutus doing? I couldn’t take anymore! I pulled my lab coat off the mahogany stool and ran forward toward the nearest hut.

I gasped.

A thick blade was pumping furiously; up, swiftly and vicious and down, sharp and vigorous. Death stank in the air. 

“Father...!” my  voice was clouded by shrieks.

“Dingiswayo!” A herd of villagers began running, stampede, sand lashing everywhere. A string of them was lined up outside our hut. Papa said nothing. There was nothing to be said. There seemed to be no room in him for bravado. I remember thinking, “Why would the Hutus invade us, I thought we shared power. Us Tutsi, Hutu and Twa. 

FX Cries of agony mingle together
Voices called out from nowhere. It even seemed as though their cries were cloaked by the night.

“Cockroaches scurry to hide when they see their superiors. Bow for us Tutsi!” They jested. 

“Cockroaches!” They hissed.

FX A pistol shot cracks out

A bullet whizzed through the air and missed me by inches. But we were not all lucky. The bullet had landed squarely in a frail man’s chest. He let out a squeal then died. Papa turned to me, his eyes narrow and grave.

“Leave now; run away to a church or a school. You will be safe there. Don’t trust anyone, life isn’t fair. I love you.” Tears streamed down my father’s face. Mama turned to me. She stroked my cheeks. Shockwaves triggered tears as my vision suddenly became blurred.

“This isn’t good-bye. You will see, my son. It’s not right for a mother to leave her son but I love you. Never forget that.”

“Go,” Papa urged.

I ran towards the bush and I hid for what seemed to be an eternity. I had a plain, full view of the village. The Hutus had revealed themselves.

FX Distant sounds of massacre. Silence

The machete recommenced their butchering. I saw death. Death saw me. We stared eye-ball to eye-ball. My people. Death slapped me. What had we done to deserve such treatment? 

Mother! Was she safe? A woman who carried me for nine months, who had felt every ache in my body as her own. Time froze. I felt my face contort. Anger mixed with grief paralysed me. There was nothing for me to do.

 It was as if God had quit his job and handed the supreme role to Satan. I had sauntered into the inferno of hell. It was like a world devoid of men or women; a half searching the world for its other half; a pointless journey. What use was my life without my mother and father? I had only eleven years to be schooled in adult ways. What was an eleven-year-old boy to do when his father had been catapulted to the grave?  A whole village wiped out! Why? Was the world so sick that God had left us to our demise?

At that point I heard a faint cry; my mother’s cry. I ran to the hut.

“Mama!”

 “Don’t move, cockroach!” The Hutu soldier shouted as he turned to me. His left had tapped a semi-automatic tucked into the back of his trouser. 

“Mama!” I ran forwards, trying to pull the man off her.

“Mother”

“I love you Habimana,” she spat out blood.

Blood ran down Mama’s body; she was dying. She released a smile and I knew what she meant. 

I grabbed the semi-automatic tucked behind his back. His back arched as he swung the machete at me. The gun felt hot in my hands. I had never killed a man before; it would just make me like them. 

He swung it again and fired. I saw his body go limp as he crashed into the ground. His dark eyes rolled back. I threw the gun away. 

“Mama!”

She replied. She replied with a deafening silence. The tears flowed faster. I ran for what was left of my life. Hours ago I had my parents, in seconds I’d lost everything.

FX Birdsong, the sound of footsteps 
The sun shot darts of rays at my eyes. It seemed like I was in a desert. My skin was covered in brown sand and my body ached. What had happened suddenly hit me. I was alone in the world - the real world. My mind was scarred. Images flickered in my head, mother, father, the village, the gun. The man I had killed. White-hot lava ran through me. I threw my body against the sand. Revenge! Revenge! But revenge would make me just like them.

I walked aimlessly in the fierce heat for what seemed like days. My legs ached, my stomach rumbled; hunger bathed me. The sun began to set, spreading an orange blanket. Then something caught my eye. A road. I pressed forward, mustering all the energy I could. There was a roadblock. Lights. I moved closer.

 My heart found its place in my throat. Dead bodies were piled up, one after the other. My eyes widened, my nose flared. Tutsi bodies. There was no more they could do to me. My life had no meaning; pieces of me had been blasted into oblivion. Kill me if you may! Where was the God I served so diligently! Where? 

We were fighting a one-sided war. Hutu versus Tutsi. Rather, Hutus versus cockroaches. Indeed, that was what we were with no means of resistance. We begged to be trampled on. What war was this? A war for land? Extermination? Fear? It made no sense where every new sun was a miracle!

FX a gunshot

I  wasn’t fast enough and the explosion threw me. I staggered to my feet. A jolt of pain stabbed me. I didn’t even bother looking for the direction of the shot. I ran to the roadblock and used it as cover. The foul smell of death hit me.

FX another shot
Again, again, again, I lost track. A head fell out of the tightly packed formation. Gahiji! I gasped and my focus swam. A bullet hit its mark. Darkness. Then sirens filled the air.

FX voices murmuring faraway in the hospital

I opened my eyes. A white florescent light shone brightly. A man perched over me. He was white and in army uniform. I jumped. He smiled cheerfully.

“You are safe”

“Is it over?”

“No son, but there is hope.”

He touched my bandaged arm, where the bullet had grazed me. 

FX Music

The low skies bled out a bulbous sun. We all gazed in anticipation for the arrival of the comet: a ball. A ball. Our only prized possession that promised a way out a war-torn Rwanda. Our only chance to play the game toe-to-toe, foot-to-foot, brain-to-brain with the Hutus. The ball. Hope. Two intertwined.
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