
Story of survival – RAINA (El Salvador) 
 

 
 
Introduction  
In 1998 Hurricane Mitch claimed thousands of lives in Central America and 
destroyed millions of homes. The poorest communities were the most affected – 
in part due to their less-sturdy housing and because cheaper housing is often 
located in high-risk areas. Raina’s home lies at the bottom of a steep slope and 
was buried by a mudslide after Hurricane Mitch. Raina keeps photos of the 
disaster so that people will never forget what happened to her home and 
community.   
 
 
How SCIAF has helped Raina’s community  

�  Retaining walls have been built around houses to act as a protective 
barrier against future mudslides.  

�  Training has been provided to the community on how to protect 
themselves and minimise the damage from future disasters. 

 
Quotes  
“When it rains hard I get scared. Sometimes I find it hard to sleep at night 
because I am afraid that it might happen again. When I look at all the things in 
our community that we have worked so hard to achieve; you can lose it all in a 
minute, even your loved ones.” 
 
“The wall had to be right next to the house. It is a good strong wall. If we didn’t 
have it, we couldn’t live here any more.” 
 

At a glance  
 
Problem caused by climate change:  
Mudslides resulting from storms and 
hurricanes 
Visit www.sciafyouth.org.uk to  
SCIAF partner: FUNDAHMER 
 
Solution: 

�  A protective wall built behind 
Raina’s home. 

 
Outcome: 
Raina has been able to move back into 
her house and knows that it is 
protected from future mudslides.    
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Transcript of interview with Raina  
We realised that the weather had begun to turn bad and we listened to the news 
that night. At 10.30pm I finished work and closed the windows, putting tape over 
them for protection.  
 
I went to sleep but I realised the storm was getting stronger. As a security 
measure we slept on mattresses near the front door so that we could escape. My 
eldest son has to be at work by 6am so I got up at 5am to make his packed 
lunch.  
 
Whilst I cooked his breakfast I looked at my garden; I wanted to see the effects of 
the weather on my plants. I saw the roses blowing and then the first mud hit the 
wall. The dogs were whining to get into the house. The mud kept coming down 
and it entered the house through the windows and battered the door. More and 
more mud kept coming and I had to get out of the house.  
 
The first thing I thought to do was to head up the road, to higher ground. The 
river was overflowing. There wasn’t time to take anything from the house, only 
the clothes that we were wearing. My daughter went barefoot. The telephones 
stopped working.  
 
I had the keys to the chapel, everyone was leaving their homes. Everyone went 
to shelter in the chapel. No one had thought the chapel would be a refuge but it 
was the natural place to gather.  
 
Seventy-five people lived in the chapel for 22 days. People from other 
communities brought clothes for the old people and the children as well as food 
and necessities.  
 
It was a very difficult experience because of the lack of space in the chapel. It left 
its mark on each and every one of us for having lived through it together. You 
really had to respect one another’s space. For me it was a good experience to be 
able to help people. After three days the effects became apparent, lots of the 
children got fever and diarrhoea.  
 
After the rain stopped, the people that still had houses went back to them. I lived 
with a neighbour for nine months before we got our protective wall.  
 
When it rains hard I get scared. Sometimes I find it hard to sleep at night 
because I am afraid that it might happen again. When I look at all the things in 
our community that we have worked so hard to achieve; you can lose it all in a 
minute, even your loved ones. 
 
The wall had to be right next to the house. It is a good strong wall. If we didn’t 
have it, we couldn’t live here any more.  

 


