The happiest day of my
live was when I left the
hole I was hidden in for a
month during the war in
Rwanda. That day, the
sun shone like it will no
longder and the breeze was
a caress that no man has
ever given me. It was June
24, 1994 around 3 :00
p.m. I was 14.

Prisca 26 ans Brunoy
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