
We The People 
 
This tale has been inspired by the plight of the low-lying farms in Eastern Rwanda, a 
landlocked African country with a current population of 12.3 million.  
 
They say that hunger is a gnawing feeling, a grinding pain that never leaves. They say that 
starvation leaves its mark on the soul as much as on the body, eating away at your mind, 
nibbling at your nerves. But I say that hunger has no sensation.  
 
I feel full. I feel full because my belly is rounded, I feel full because my life has purpose. 
Survival. That is all I feed on from dawn to dusk to dread-bearing dawn once more. I am the 
last one.  
 
Migration. Millions of them. Abandoning their home and their nation. Just like the droughts 
that ripped our fields bare, so do the migrants rip bare the hearth. My family stayed. But then 
again, my family died. Except for me of course.  
 
Every day I tend to the dry beans we grow. We all used to grow them. We grew them not for 
ourselves, we grew them for the people. We grew them whether the crops flourished or 
failed, we grew them through the rainy seasons, through the dry seasons, through the erratic 
and reckless rise and fall of the weather patterns. They too, those patterns, were grown by 
us, nurtured by us, caused by our greed and by our ignorance. We the people suffered from 
them, we the people created them. 
 
Each bean I eat makes me think of us, makes me think of what we have done. Each bean I 
eat falls into the hollow globe of my belly, that vindictive engorgement which cries out 
gluttony. I feel each bean echo like a condemnation.  
 
I see a gorilla searching through our fields. She comes every day at first. She knows more 
about the meaning of famine than I will ever comprehend. Her belly is a ravine, her ribs cry 
out. But her head rests in innocence. She comes up to me if I ever find beans to eat, qualms 
curbed by desperation. She thinks I am harmless, she thinks I am meek. She doesn’t see 
the curve of my belly, she doesn’t see what I have done.  
 
I give her none of my beans. Now the echoes of my stomach resound with murder. But the 
whispers it amplifies were always there.  
 
Soon I don’t see the gorilla for days at a time. She is gone three weeks before I notice her 
absence. Absence - that is a sensation which can be properly described. That is a longing, a 
waiting, a breathlessness that can be felt in a physical form. Her absence makes me empty, 
empty like the state my stomach refuses to accept it is in.  
 
Weeks later I see the impossible. My gorilla, but tiny. My gorilla, but a baby. Mother nowhere 
to be seen.  
 
I give her all my beans. I show her where they grow best. I mourn that I cannot show her 
how to grow more.  



 
I am not to blame. We the people are to blame.  
 
But at least I have given up my beans.  
 

This story is set in the unimaginable, but not unforeseeable, near future 
 

Rwanda has suffered heavily from climate change in recent years, experiencing both floods 
and droughts due to an unpredictable variability of rainfall patterns. This has a significant 
impact on rain-fed agriculture which is a major livelihood for much of the country, 
contributing to a third of their GDP. Records of annual mean temperature show a significant 
increasing trend between 1971 and 2010 of 0.35°C per decade across Rwanda. This affects 
food security in particular, and the 2016 famine in Rwanda affected more than 100,000 
families.  
 
The protagonist of the story suffers from a disease called Kwashiorkor - a severe form of 
malnutrition associated with a deficiency in dietary protein, which causes extreme bloating of 
the stomach. He befriends one of Rwanda’s famous silverback gorillas in a world where the 
famines of Rwanda have ruined the country completely, resulting in the abandonment of 
their farms and their fauna.  


