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My ex girlfriend hated promises. She did not have the greatest of experiences with them - one 
promise in particular. She lived in Saudi Arabia until the age of fifteen. Her father had promised 
to keep her safe in this world of ‘feel free to insert your own description ’.  
 
This all changed when she found herself married off, at the tender age of fifteen, to a forty 
something year old man. She vividly recalled looking back at her smiling father as she was led 
away. Let us call this what it is. Child slavery. Forced marriage. When your fate lies in the hands 
of the one person that is meant to protect you, but doesn't - you lose hope in humanity.  
 
Fortunately, her maternal aunt helped her escape, and joined her in Europe.  
 
I met her while studying in London, and we gradually hit it off. I was Christian and she was 
Muslim. I was studying Media  and she was studying Psychology  - these two subjects went hand 
in hand; same way we comfortably walked hand in hand. I used Media  as a form of escapism via 
artistic expressionism. She in turn used Psychology  as a form of healing. We worked on a film 
that advocated for women’s rights. At the time, I never knew how close to her heart the project 
was; as she never related it back to her personal story. Not even once. 
 
Freely expressing herself did not come naturally to her - neither of us actually. I taught her how 
to write poems before I told her of my life as a refugee. I learned basic Arabic  and psychological 
terms and theories, and heavily applied them in my creative endeavours, thanks to her - before I 
got to learn about her heartbreaking story. The relationship was more or less our ‘healing 
component’. It overlooked our difference in faith, culture, and was not founded on any norms. 
 
As the story usually goes - we grew apart; two years after I moved back to my country, Rwanda.  
 
I was born a refugee in Uganda, and spent most of that time discovering Shakespeare  plays and 
Charles Dickens  novels. I loved history; Colonialism, Slavery, World Wars-- name it. I probably 
spent more time reading and less time acknowledging the dire situation I was in. I always 
believed from a young age, that literature was a powerful form of impactful communication.  
 
The Bibl e and the Quran  are immediate examples of that. Literature is the great grandparent of 
movies, documentaries and all contemporary forms of creative communication. 
 
We currently live in a global village, and are able to speak to thousands of people (people we 
might never meet) around the world. Technological advances have allowed this. If one lives in a 
country that does not permit ‘Freedom of expression’ or adhere to their ‘Lesbian and Gay rights’ 
they can take to social media - where they can find like minded  people that give hope to their 
plight. If one is surrounded by people armed with hearts mobilised for perpetual hate; they can 
take it upon themselves to teach love.  Hate is taught. Love is taught.  
 
Almost everything is taught.  
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The sad reality is that we are born into a world that has already determined who, what we are, 
and what path we might eventually end up on. We are placed in certain categories; based on race, 
creed, or color. Over the years, people have managed to reverse this predestination. Most have 
sacrificed their lives to this honourable cause. 
 
There is  a lot of things that can be said about freedom of expression  but there is equally as much, 
if not more, that is not freely expressed . As someone in the media and communication field, I 
strongly believe that freedom of expression is a double edged  sword -  for lack of better words.  It 
can be used for good or bad; sometimes the bad is camouflaged as good; and sometimes the good 
and the bad are complementary of each other; and cannot do without the other. Life is not black 
and white. Life does not follow the laws of binary code. It is extremely complex. 
 
In 1994, Rwanda fell victim to the not so pretty side of freedom of expression - through mass 
communication. USA and Germany could be other examples. The Interahamwe , the KKK  and 
Nazi Germany  had platforms that effortlessly gave them access to millions of people. This meant 
enough ground to play with - enough power to exercise their systematic brainwashing and rule. 
This can, one way or the other, be attributed to freedom of expression - propaganda for the cases 
above. It is not advisable to  fight fire with fire, but it can be said that freedom of positive 
expression can be used to stamp out freedom of toxic  expression. The irony of it all. 
 
Let us have look at an excerpt from a 1994 famous song 7 seconds: 
 
And when a child is born into this world/It has no concept 
Of the tone the skin is living in/And there's a million voices 
To tell you what she should be thinking/ So you better sober up for just a second 
 
Are you mentally sober? A million voices later and ‘insert  your age ’ years later - are you willing 
to die for what you believe in? Were you born believing in any of it? These might seem like 
rhetorical questions, but I believe every human has the right to figure this out first - on their own.  
 
The legendary Bob Marley said it best in his infamous Redemption song: 
 
Emancipate yourself from mental slavery/ None but ourselves can free our minds 
 
Freedom begins when we free our minds. Let us discuss the condition of my mind. It is messy, 
messier than my hair. I am a million different personalities from one day to the next - and my 
current state of mind convinces me that this confusion is normal. The confusion is both physical 
(unkempt hair, unsettledness) and spiritual (indecisiveness, paranoia). I want freedom of the 
mind, more than I want to express the fact that I want freedom of the mind.  
 
It might not be so much about freedom of expression  but rather freedom  itself. What is freedom 
to you? My ex girlfriend would say; it is the liberating fact that she is free from the dark horrors 
of her past. I would personally say; freedom is not being a refugee anymore; freedom is being 
able to use media (written or visual) to communicate freely to you; and that no one can easily 
impose their views on me. So, I ask again - What is freedom to you? 


