
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Okay, here’s the noodles, green beans, and tea you asked 

for. Do you need anything else?”  

I began dishing the food out of the thermal bowl and onto 

a plate. Gady shook his head. 

“I think this is okay. Thank you.” 

Though it was over 80°F, Gady was not only wearing his 

jacket but he also had a large towel wrapped around his 

shoulders. He’d been suffering from Malaria for several 

days. Malaria is common in Rwanda, and though it can be 

dangerous it is also very treatable if caught in time. Now, 

Gady was regaining his strength and his appetite. 

Moses moved a wooden board from the only chair in the 

room and invited me to take a seat. We were in the student 

dormitory, in our friend Joseph’s room – the place where 

Gady was staying until he fully recovered. Moses sat down 

on the mattress, next to Gady. 

“What’s that?” I asked Moses, gesturing to the board he was holding. 

“You don’t know igisoro?” 

I’d often seen older men playing this game at Coffee Connexion, a 

local gathering place, but I didn’t know anything about playing it. A 

group of men meet there almost every morning, taking turns ordering 

coffee (the only thing you can purchase at Coffee Connexion) so that 

at least a few of them can claim a customer’s right to the table.  

Moses explained that igisoro (ee-gee-sore-oh) is a game similar to 

mancala. Many African countries have a version of this game, but the 

Rwandan version is known for being one of the most complex and 

strategy-oriented variations. 

“And this guy,” Moses said, gesturing to another man walking into the 

room, “this guy will teach you everything you need to know.” 

It was Alexi, Joeseph’s roommate. When he saw the igisoro board in 

Moses’ hands, his eyes lit up.  

“Are you learning the game of our country?” he asked me. 

“If you will teach me!”  
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Playing igisoro with Moses while Alexi, my coach, films the game. 

 

 
YESU ASHIMWE (PRAISE THE LORD) 

PIASS (the university where I teach) is known 

for having one of the best choirs in the region. 

Above: The Theology students worship 

through song and dance in a nearby church. 

IT’S NOT JUST A GAME… 



And he did. We spent the rest of the afternoon playing igisoro – Alexi 

coached me as I played against Moses. Gady refereed. After a few 

practice games, Alexi decided it was time for my first competition. He 

stood to the side, filming the game on his phone – “so that we can 

review the footage and make an evaluation of your strategy,” he’d 

explained. 

As we played, we all talked, joked, and told stories. At one point, we 

were laughing so hard we had to pause the game, and when we resumed 

we couldn’t remember who’s turn it was. 

Somehow, I ended up winning the game. Moses was baffled.  

“How did you do that?” 

“I guess I must have had a good teacher!” I said, nodding to Alexi, who, 

standing in the light of the doorway, seemed to be glowing with pride.  

Since that day, I’ve gone over to the student dorms a few times to spend 

time with friends, and often we will play igisoro. Every time we play, I 

learn something new about the game, but also about the people I’m 

playing it with. It has become a symbol of what my YAGM year is really 

about. While it is true that I came to PIASS to teach English, I’m usually 

learning more than I am teaching. I’ve found that there is something I 

can learn from every person I meet. It takes patience. Sometimes it 

means spending hours with people before they feel comfortable enough 

to share their stories, skills, and gifts. It is worth it to see my 

relationships with my community grow through this mutual learning, 

and I’m excited to share stories with you all when I return in August. 

P.S. My birthday was in Febuary, and my host mother, Kay, invited 

several friends over to our house to enjoy a cake she had baked for me 

(complete with real frosting – a treat in our region). Once our guests 

had arranged themselves around our small living room, Gady called for 

everyone’s attention. He unzipped his backback and took out… my very 

own igisoro board! Gady had contracted one of the local artisans to 

make the board as a birthday gift, and to decorate it with intricate 

carvings of cows – a symbol of wealth, success, and appreciation. (See 

the banner at the top of the newsletter.) Now, we can play anytime! 

Send mail to: 

C/o Kate Warn 

P.O. Box 5692 

Kigali, Rwanda 

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 and I’ll send you 

mine. (mihelich.amy@gmail.com) 

Shout out to Allie, Kristy, and Erika for 

sending me your stories in January! 

What does the word “home” mean to 

you? Is home a place? What makes 

somewhere/something/someone feel 

like home? 

Authorship as Accompaniment Learn Kinyarwanda! What you say to the sneezer: 

“May you have wealth!”  

Urakire (oo-rah-chee-ray) 

What you say in response: 

“May we all have wealth!” 

Twse (t-quay-say) 

Imagine: you are sitting in a 

university classroom in 

Rwanda and the person next to 

you sneezes! What do you say? 

Thank you for your support! Your prayers, your check-ins, and your sponsorship have made this year possible. 
Look forward to another newsletter in May. Until then, here are a few more ways you can stay involved: 

Mom came to visit! Nyungwe Forest, 70 meters up! 

After learning about persuasive strategies, the 

PIASS debate club prepares their arguments. 

In February, I attended my first Rwandan wedding 

with my friends Gady, Mordecai, and Benjamin. 


