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Before the violence, I did not live here in Choyomche. I am not from here. I lived in a 
hacienda called San Francisco, but later came to live here in Choyomche. 
 
Now, I feel we are more calm, but because of my age I cannot work. However, I was 
born on the hacienda San Francisco where my father worked a lot doing very heavy labor 
because there we had a boss. Andres Jirón was the owner of that land and our boss. My 
father worked a lot, and they did not pay him. He suffered a lot. He decided to buy us a 
piece of land, which is why we came to live here in Choyomche. We left the hacienda 
because of the exploitation we suffered at the hands of the boss. 
 
There in the hacienda, we were sharecroppers because Andres was the landowner, and we 
did not have our own land. We had nothing there. We worked for the boss, but he did not 
pay us. When we moved here, we lived a little more peacefully because we had left San 
Francisco and no longer had a landowner like we had before. But, I became very sick 
because I suffer lung problems as a result of doing so much work in San Fracisco. 
 
My life was very difficult, it was a life of hard labor on the farm. When we came here to 
Choyomche, we were only able to live peacefully for 5 years before the violence began. 
 
Those of us here in Choyomche had very small harvests, very little corn because of all 
the work we had to do on the farm at San Francisco. I came here very exhausted and 
could not work much, so the corn we prepared was very little. When the soldiers came, 
they must have stolen our corn because when we arrived at the house, it was gone. This 
was part of the suffering we faced in these times. My son Tomás was around 14 years old 
when the civil defense patrols began to organize here. He was only a young kid, but he 
also had to become a member of the patrols. 
 
When they brought us all together in the schoolhouse, I remember that I was walking, 
and the soldiers took my father. They forced me to go with them also. We went with all 
of the other patrol members, and the soldiers forced us to grab some of the men and lock 
them up in a room. We left my father and the rest of the patrol members that were taken 
there in the schoolhouse. We had formed a line to take them, and lock them up. But, my 
father had committed no crime. I don’t know why they took him. My father did not have 
bad thoughts, and I only knew him to be a good person. 
 
My father was no longer a member of the patrols because he was old and could no longer 
walk. He could not serve as a patrol member. But, the soldiers did not respect him and 
came to take him. Then, they forced us to kill the men who had been detained, and if we 
didn’t comply, they threatened they were going to kill all of us also. 
 



In this massacre, the patrols killed my father and my brother. Micaela is my sister-in-law, 
and it was her husband, my brother who was killed in this case. In this massacre, they 
killed my brother and my father.  
 
Just when thought everything was going to change, everything was going to be calm 
because we were all in the patrols, some within the patrols became very violent. They 
began to signal other patrol members, and said, “These people, we have to kill them.” At 
any moment, we ran the risk that they would point to us, and we would be taken. When 
the case involving my father occurred, they gathered and killed many people. 
 
If one did not follow the orders to kill, he would be killed. Here, they forced all of us to 
kill our own comrades and friends, and within this group were my father and brother. 
They forced us to kill them. There was one member of the patrols named Manuel Suy. He 
resisted and did not want to grab a stick and beat the others. He did not want to 
participate. But because he was not participating, the soldiers gave Manuel Suy a knife 
and forced him to slit the throat of my father, who was already dead from the other 
beatings. The soldiers told Manuel Suy to slit my father’s throat, and he had to do it. 
 
It was us who had to kill our own family members because the soldiers forced us to. They 
said, “You all have to follow our orders, and if you don’t, we will kill all of you.” And 
we had to comply. We had to kill our family members and our neighbors. Manuel Suy 
did not want to do what the rest of us were doing, but then they forced him to slit my 
father’s throat. The blood flowed from my father’s neck. We all saw the blood. Later, 
Manuel Suy arrived at his house. He could no longer stand living because of what they 
forced him to do, and because of this pain, he died. 
 
It is very difficult to bare this, that they forced you to kill your own father, your own 
brother. We cannot bare the pain. This is what happened to Manuel Suy after he was 
ordered to slit my father’s throat. He could not stand it and died the following day. He 
had never killed anyone. He died of this pain, this resentment brought on by his guilty 
conscience. He thought that he was guilty, and so the following day, he died. 
 
When they ordered Manuel Suy to slit the throat of my father, a lot of blood spilled out of 
his body. It was as if a cow was being butchered, having it’s throat slit. We all saw the 
blood pouring out of him, and I think this is what caused the death of Manuel Suy the 
next day. 
 
This pain could not be tolerated. This suffering could not be withstood. Here, we were 
dominated by the soldiers that came to kill our family members. This is what the violence 
brought us. This is what the patrols left us with. Within the patrols, they forced us to kill 
each other. We had to follow this order, and if we didn’t, they were going to kill all of us. 
This kind of suffering is something that a person does not forget. Sometimes, I remember 
what they forced us to do. Not only did we suffer as sharecroppers working for the 
landowner at San Francisco. We left wanting to find a better life, only to come here to 
Choyomche where life was worse than when we lived in poverty before at the mercy of 
the landowner. 



Do you think it is important that your story is known? 
 
Yes, it is important that our grandchildren and children know what happened because 
they did not live it and have no idea what happened to us during the violence. Sometimes, 
we tell them, but they do not pay attention. They don’t know what we suffered. I believe 
it is important that they also know. We have never told our stories like we are now. It is 
important that they do not lose what we suffered. It is good that we have to relive it. 
 
I think that the kids now who are 20, 25 years old do not know how we suffered. At their 
age, we begin to talk to them about it, but they don’t believe that what we say is true. It 
would be good if these kids also knew and listened to what we are saying. 
 
I have suffered so much since I was a child. One of the causes of this suffering is that I 
had to work on the farm of Andres Girón. There, we were workers, we were people who 
were exploited because we were not paid, we were not given a salary. There, I lost all of 
my strength as a kid and later, what we suffered during the conflict affected me. Now at 
my age, I cannot work. My life has always been one of suffering. But, we are 
hardworking people even though this has affected us. And now with our children, it is 
good that they will also know what we lived, what I am telling. It is not just something I 
am saying, something from my imagination, this is what happened. What I am telling 
now is what we lived. This is not just a story, it is the life we lived. And it good that it 
will be known in other places. 


