Justine’s Story
	It was a Thursday, having learned of the arrival of Lorna and Kaleba at the St. Vincent Medical Center in Bunyakiri for their usual work of consultation and selection of cases of sexual violence needing medical assistance, a community stop-over of the St. Vincent Medical Center, decided to come with six victims of which two were carriers of bladder-vaginal blisters, another one with uterine prolapsus, one having pelvic lesions, and the other two having lesions that had to be diagnosed once they had arrived at the St. Vincent Medical Center.  They left the village around 9 o’clock in the morning for a walk of one day before reaching the village where they would have to take the truck in order to arrive at Bukavu two days later.  On Friday, they decided to spend the night in a village situated 90 kilometers from Bukavu.  It was Saturday, September 24, 2011, around eight P.M. when gun shots were heard in the village with the noise of men singing and yelling war cries.  Justine was staying in a little house of a young couple.  When she heard this noise, she was terrible afraid and decided to hide under a bed before the door of the house was broken down with a violent blow.  Three men entered with flashlights, looking for booty.  Justine was caught and lead outdoors where she found the whole village assembled with all the valuables that could be found in the village.  She recognized the six sick women that she had recruited to take care of, the leading citizens of the village, goats, chickens, domestic objects,…

[bookmark: _GoBack]	About two in the morning, the operation was over and it was necessary to transport the booty to the general quarters of the pillagers.  The men were forced to transport the booty and the youngest women were chosen to be sex slaves.  During the trip, Justine realized the she seemed to be protected by three armed men while the other women were raped repeatedly along the way  by several militiamen at the same time.   On the second day during the trip in the rainforest, one of the militiamen approached her and presented himself as an evangelist and declared to her, “You know, our leader lost his wife two weeks ago.  She fled while we were letting her take a bath in the river.  When we saw you, we decided to take you and give you to our leader.  This is why you are well protected.  Our leader will be very happy with us and it is certain that he will give us some type of reward.  I will be here at your side.  If you need something, you will be able to count on me.  However, I ask you to be cooperative because we of the FDLR (Forces Démocratiques de Liberation du Rwanda) are sometimes very violent.  All it takes is for the leader to be in a bad mood and that he decide that since this woman didn’t obey me, kill her and it is done in the minute that follows.”  All had then become clear for Justine.  On the way again, certain hostages were freed, others perhaps killed.

	Three days later, it was the arrival at the general headquarters of the FDLR.  Justine was surprised at the level of organization.  There were solar panels for energy, a V-SAT, satellite phones, computers, televisions,… in short, a whole administration and an organized life.  She was taken to the leader who took her as his wife for ten days.  All during her captivity and sexual slavery, she was watched over by three guards.  She did everything in front of them, bathing, bathroom needs, etc... in order to prevent her escape.  The state of health of one of the victims taken with her got worse with each passing day.  Justine begged the leader to free her.  She was freed with two other old violated women for the second time.
         
            Justine spent all her days crying and thinking about the dishonor of which she was the object.  She didn’t eat, talked to nobody, and was raped every day.  She was again approached by one of the FDLR who said he was a Christian, “I can help you escape because I see that you are suffering.  We are not all bad.  Some of us do this work out of fear for our lives.  We would also like to return home, live happily with our wives and our children, but no one helps us do that.  For the time being, we must live and for that we have no other choice but to do what we are doing until the day when the international community realizes our situation and decides to find a durable solution for it.  I can help you escape because the work you do is noble.  If you find for me three million dollars, I would be able to organize your escape.  In order to make that possible, you must first seem to cooperate so the leader has confidence in you.”  That evening, Justine talked to the leader in this way, “You took me as a hostage, you decided to make me your wife.  In the custom of my husband, when a wife goes to bed with another man, she can no longer return under the marriage roof.  I will not then be able to return to my husband’s home.  I see that you are well established here.  If you truly love me, take me as your wife and let me enjoy this new life.” 

             Three days later, she talked again to the leader, “I allowed a little two year old child into my home.  Give me three men to accompany me.  I would like to go get my youngest child.”  The leader allowed her to choose for herself her body guards among whom wass the one who presented himself as being a Christian and two of his friends.  The next morning, she left the general headquarters with her three body guards.  On the way, she met the team sent by the St. Vincent Medical Center who had already made contact with the team charged with having her escape.  There, they proceeded with the money transactions for the woman.  Then the three men shot off some gun shots in the air in order to fake an attack during which they would say that the women was killed.  In this way, Justine was freed.   

Part 2
     Justine was born in Walikale in 1979.  She was living a peaceful life of a housewife, wife of a male nurse when the phenomenon of systematic  rape broke out with all of its complications.  It was in 2004, on a Sunday morning when she came to see her husband in a little dispensary in Bunyakiri where he was working.  She found some seated women in the waiting room.  One of them was very sick and was not able to keep herself on the chair.  Justine returned to her husband's office and asked him to see that woman right away.  After the exam, her husband declared to her that it was a case of rape with a vesico-vaginale fistula and that he could do nothing about it.  He then told her that there are lots of women who are in this situation or in similar situations with after being raped.

     She was very upset by this reality and decided to try to do something for all these women.  She decided to come to Bukavu to meet with NGOs that worked with rape victims, in order to present to them the situation which prevailed in Bunyakiri.  Everywhere, she received an unsatisfactory response.
     Not being able to do anything more, she dedicated herself for two years to helping these women who were abandoned and rejected by their own communities,. She helped to organize the women to work together to earn money doing simple tasks such as transporting goods on their backs and to form support groups. 

     In January, 2006, when she came to the market in Katana (40 km from Bukavu), she heard talk of the St, Vincent Medical Center. The Center had just taken in three cases of rape victims with  vesico-vaginal fistulas brought to them by a local organization AFESA..  She decided to not return to Bunyakiri, but rather to come to Bukavu to meet the person in charge of the St. Vincent Medical Center.  The encounter was very positive for her.  She met Dr. Jeff MIBI,, director of the St. Vincent Medical Center. Dr Mibi agreed to take some of her victims as patients on a provisional basis. This was the point of departure for  a collaboration, which would led her to have a second home in Bukavu.  

Why have a second home in Bukavu? The St Vincent Medical Center could only provide medical care for the women, not food or lodging once they were in Bukavu. How could she have these women survive without food?   She came up with a plan to open a second house in Bukavu, where the women could lodged, fed and cared for while undergoing treatment at St Vincent. She took care of cooking for them, and caring for their medical and hygiene needs, during their treatment and convalescence.
 
     This plan allowed her to help more than 304 women who were victims of sexual violence over a seven year period since 2004. Together with the St. Vincent Medical Center, she has faced many logistic difficulties.  She often had to  walk hundreds of kilometers with women that she gathered and accompanied to St Vincent. Along the way they faced the risks of armed soldiers and rapists, hunger, fatigue and death. She was not paid for this dangerous humanitarian work. The work became more than a passion for her  but rather a divine vocation. The St. Vincent Medical Center was able to sent her to several educational seminars on dealing with victims of sexual violence to better train and prepare her for this type of work. In turn Justine served as the social worker for sexual violence cases at St Vincent, even if the center could not offer her a salary.  
 



Part 3

    I saw Justine three days after her return from captivity.  I didn't recognize the Justine that I used to known , a person overflowing with energy, happy, and vivacity. What I found was rather a Justine who was depressed, emaciated. She had a frightened and humiliated look.  I embraced her for a long time in order to console her and encourage her.  We started a conversation which was interrupted with sobs and full of "emotions for me."  Justine was very preoccupied with the future of her marriage.  Her husband, was he going to accept  living with a wife who had been sexually  abused by the Rwandan rebels?  

     The day before my meeting with Justine, I had made it a point  to meet with her husband to discuss the situation. I was very relieved to hear her husband say to me after a long conversation, "When I permitted by wife to start this work, I was conscious of the risk that she was running.  I accepted the fact that she was doing this work because, I noticed, that this work pleased her enormously.  What happened to her is painful and difficult to accept, but, she is my wife and I swore to stay faithful to her in joy and as well as in grief.  I was conscious of the risk.  That is why I asked her to always have an emergency kit with her."  Prior to obtaining Justine’s release from her captors, we had several counseling sessions with her husband. These were not easy, but we felt we had to prepare him to be welcoming and accepting of his wife, if she returned to him. This made it easier to address Justine’s worries that her husband would reject her upon her return.   

After Justine was released we spent a lot of time reassuring and calming her. We did a complete medical check.  After such a long time, in the bush and far from civilization she had contracted malaria, typhoid fever, and some sexually transmittable diseases.  We had to hospitalize Justine in order to take care of her malaria and typhoid fever. The hospitalization was an important both for her physical healing and to provide psychological support through rehabilitative counseling sessions..With time she was able to regain some psychological stability. 

     Upon being discharged from the hospital, Justine expressed her wish to change her occupation and go in a different direction.  Three weeks later, a group of 26 women, who were victims of sexual violence arrived at the St. Vincent Medical Center for care. Justine, having heard of their arrival, came to see me.  The first question she asked me was, "How are you going to take care them without a social worker?"  My response was, "I need you."  She didn't answer.
     The next morning, I was surprised to find her talking with these women.  For 15 days, she stayed with them  as she had always done.  I then concluded that it was the best time to ask her the question which had haunted me since her return: "Do you really want to change your occupation and abandon these women?"
     After a moment's sigh, she answered me, "I believe they need me."  From then on, she began reestablishing  contact with victims and traveling out to the villages. In a way her return to work was like saying to the rapists “if I had given up and stopped working, it would have been like admitting to that you that you have conquered me, but I am not ready to do that.”  
.
     What she wants the world to know is: "The women have suffered enough in the eastern Democratic Republic of Congo. It is time to stop the violence and see justice rendered and to insure that the victims be cared for and reestablished to their rightful place in society."


