It is a privilege to be here in America, to have wonderful opportunities, to have life, hope, and a future.

My name is Fatima. I am from Rwanda, Africa.  In 1994, I was 15.  I had a loving family and had the financial means to go to school. And as most teenagers, I was carefree, with little responsibilities.  I loved school and looked forward to my future—finishing high school, going on to college, and having a career. 

In 1994, all this changed.  My world as I knew it ended and would never be the same again. You may know of the tragedy of genocide that took place in my country in 1994. 

Beginning that April and for the next hundred days, up to 800,000 Tutsis were killed by Hutu militia using clubs and machetes, with as many as 10,000 killed each day.  My parents and other family members were killed then too.  Today is the 15th anniversary of this tragedy.
My world, my love, my hope, my life, my future was gone. I felt I had died inside too, but I was alive and so were my brothers and sisters.  I was shattered, but I knew I had to go on.  I had to take care of what was left of my family. I went from a teenage girl who worried about nothing, to a lost young woman who had to worry about everything.  

School was no longer there for me.  I had no means to pay, and I needed to work so that we could survive. Life was hard. I had to do it; I had to find a way.

For 10 years, I lived each day doing what I must, trying to keep hope alive in my heart for a better future.  In 2004, I met some people who were filming a documentary about the genocide that had occurred in my country.  

With their help, I took steps to get a visa to come to the United States.  I had hoped to start a new life for myself, and where I would be able to help my family in Rwanda too.  Arrangements were made for me to come to Nashville. 
I arrived at Nashville Airport, only to discover no one was there to meet me.  Exhausted after 2 days of traveling and with $500 in my pocket, once again I was alone. I would get a place to sleep for the night, and figure out what to do tomorrow. My taxi driver turned out to be a blessing.  An immigrant himself, he listened as I told him my situation. 
He took me to a hotel, gave me his card and said he would drive me where I wanted to go to the next day.  The next day, with the aid of my cab driver, I found legal aid and applied for asylum, the right to stay here in the US.  The cab driver told me he had talked with his family and offered me a place to stay with them.

Now, I had hope.
I took nothing for granted. I knew I now had opportunities to make a future.  In a short time, I had a job, saved money and got an apartment, and was granted asylum to stay in the United States.  Soon I can apply for citizenship.  A few years passed as I worked hard taking care of myself, and eventually my son. I continued to send money back to my family in Rwanda. I still had dreams of going to college, but everyday life and obligations made that seem unattainable.

Seeing the sign about free GED classes at the YWCA awakened my dream for me.  I was so happy to find that there was a place where people like me, could come and study for free.  I went to classes while working full time as a caregiver, and am happy and proud to say that passed my GED exam on January 13.   

I plan to go on to college. First, to Nashville State Community College, then on to MTSU.  I don’t know how I’ll do it; I just know that I will.  I will find a way and the YWCA will help me. 
I have been through difficult times and I have learned so much from all that I’ve been through.   I’ve learned that I am strong—stronger than I ever thought I could be. I also know that there are opportunities if I just will keep on going, keep on trying.  Sometime I am sad, I feel alone and I miss my family terribly, but I do my best to stay positive each day.  I must do this.  I must do this, not only for myself, but also for all the people in my country who are not as fortunate as me to have these opportunities.  I have a chance that they don’t have.  I have new hope.  I have a GED.  I have a future.  Thank you YWCA.
