
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The adventure started with six missed calls from Solange. I’d just 

finished my nightly ritual of washing my feet, tucking my mosquito 

net under my mattress, and untangling the chords from my power 

converter. When I plugged in my phone, the screen lit up, notifying 

me of my neglect: six missed phone calls, three new messages – all 

from Solange. 

Wondering what sort of news would make her so eager to contact me, 

I called her back right away. Was she in trouble? Was someone hurt? 

Did she need something? Solange answered on the first ring and 

greeted me warmly. 

“Tomorrow we will go to my house,” she announced. “We will leave at 

9 a.m., and we’ll take the bus. Joseph will come too.”  

And that was that. At 9 a.m. the next morning I was waiting outside, 

and the three of us walked to the bus station. We boarded the 

Horizon bus to Muhanga, and settled in for the two-hour journey. We 

never reached the Muhanga station, however, because Solange took a 

coin out of her pocket and tapped the window, signaling to the bus 

driver that we wanted to get off. 

A dirt road, a few abandoned buildings, and a man selling airtime 

under a yellow umbrella were the only things around us. Solange 

went into one of the buildings, and when she came out there were 

three motorcycles waiting to take us to Solange’s home. We traveled 

forty-five minutes more through the mountains, huddling behind our 

drivers to avoid breathing in the dust. And suddenly, we were there. 

Solange led us into a house with blue walls, furniture, and tablecloths. 

Her mother was waiting in the doorway to greet us with hugs, kisses, 

and handshakes. She motioned for Joseph and me to sit down, and 

then she went into another room with Solange to gather the rest of 

the family. We spent the rest of the day getting to know Solange’s 

brothers, sisters, parents, and neighbors. Mama Solange was a 

gracious host, and she made sure that we always had a bottle of   
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In June, I traveled to visit my friend Solange and 

her family in the mountains near Muhanga.  

 

 

We learned about logical fallacies in Debate Club. 

 



Fanta, a plate of food, a mug of hot milk, or another bottle of Fanta in 

front of us. Papa Solange was thrilled to have a native English speaker 

in the house, and he made each of his children practice English 

greetings, introductions, and common phrases with me. Later, I 

struggled to find the words in Kinyarwanda to tell him about myself, 

my work, my education, and my family.  

Our bus ride home gave me plenty of time to reflect on the whirlwind 

of events that had happened during the day. A year ago, traveling to 

an unfamiliar place without knowing the logistical details would have 

caused me great stress. A year ago, entering a house and knowing that 

my lack of language skills would make communication difficult would 

have caused me great anxiety. A year ago, being served so many 

beverages in one sitting would have been overwhelming (well… it was 

still a little overwhelming). I’ve learned so many things this year, but 

flexibility, patience, and courage to participate in activities I don’t 

fully understand are some of the most valuable lessons I’ll take home.  

A year ago, YAGM planted me in Rwanda’s rich soil. I allowed roots to 

form in a place I knew would be only a temporary home. I absorbed 

joy from new friendships, I stretched myself to gain cultural 

understanding, I reached for new experiences – and I grew. 

Now, after almost a year of growing, it is time to begin the process of 

uprooting. With only ten days left in my placement site, it seems that 

every day contains a “last.” In the next ten days, I’ll experience my last 

morning run with Thibaut, my last cup of coffee with Gady, my last 

Tuesday with the English Bible Study guys, my last Friday with the 

Debate Club students, my last movie night with Kay. This week I’ll 

pick guavas with the choir, I’ll coax vervet monkeys away from our 

gate, Teta and I will play with stickers, I’ll sit next to a stranger on a 

public bus and listen to Kinyarwanda talk radio – one last time. 

I strongly believe that life is not about where you are – rather it is 

about who you are with. I’ll miss Rwanda. I’ll miss the hills, the 

constant chirping of birds, the sunrise in the valley, and so much 

more. But I know the people are what I’ll miss most – the people who 

have so graciously nurtured my growth here and who are so graciously 

supporting me as I prepare to return home. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Support YAGM: Email me at: 

Follow my blog: 

mihelich.amy@gmail.com 

therwanderer.wordpress.com 

I want to hear your stories too! Spend 

30 min reflecting on this prompt. 

Email me your piece 

(mihelich.amy@gmail.com), and I'll 

send you mine! 

Write about a time you heard a song 

that brought back a memory. Where 

were you and what were you doing 

when you heard the song? And what 

thoughts, feelings, smells, or sounds 

came to mind when you heard it?  

Authorship as Accompaniment Learn Kinyarwanda! 

When you want 

to lift up others, 

give these 

phrases a try: 

Uri umunyabwenge – You are intelligent/wise. 

Wambaye neza – You are well dressed. 

Uri umuntu mwiza – You are kind. 

Thank you for your support! Your prayers, your check-ins, and your sponsorship have made this year possible. 

Look forward to my last newsletter in September. Until then, here are a few more ways you can stay involved: 

In May, I had the opportunity to help facilitate a 

training session in Kirinda about spiritual gifts. 

Gady and I ordered a cake to celebrate Mother’s 

Day with Rev. Kay Day, our host mother at PIASS. 

Daily devotions begin at 8 a.m. each morning. By 

8:05 a.m., the chapel will be packed with students. 


