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FOREWORD

My dea littl e girls, this bookis for you. | want you to
know the truth abou yourselves and hawv you came to
be my littl e princesses. When | was a littl e girl, | loved
reading fairytales abou princesses being rescued and
then living happily ever after. | used to imagine my
own fairytales, bu was never able to write ay-until
now. The difference is that your beautiful stories are
true, na make-believe.

Knowing who you are will set you freeto be whatever
you want to be. It's not so important to live "happily
ever after”. What's best is that you live with God's big
love in your heats. His love will give you the power to
face ay bad things that come your way.

Lots of love,
Mama



Sar ah

Sarah Anne, Mommy wants to tell you hov you
came to be our baby. Daddy and | wanted a baby very
much. Most of the time when a daddy and a mama ae
white they have awhite baby. Only God knavs why we
couldnt have awhite baby so we asked Him to chocse
a baby for us. God knaws everything and espedally He
knows about al the babies aroundthe world.

After we asked him to find ou baby we had to wait
awhile. He had to look aroundfor just the right one. |
didnt say, "God, give me awhite baby, or give me a
boy baby." | knew God would choose best. The day
finally came when God said, "I have found ler!" So we
went to the hospital where you had been ban. Your
first mama must have head you cdl inside her tummy,
"Hey! | want to come out NOW!" because she let you
come out even though you were too ealy. (That's why
you are the first one up every morning!) But you knav
what she said after seang you? She said, "My dea little
babe, | love you bu | can't kegp you. I'm giving you to
God who is already searching for a new mama for you.
She will | ove you forever and ever.”

| was nervous when we entered the hospital room.
What would you be like? Would you want me to be
your mama? Would we have fun together? It was
Daddy who saw you first, acoss the room, lying all
"nickedy-nakedy" in a funry glass box like the one
Snow White was in. You knav what Daddy said? He
smiled and said, "There's OUR baby!" | tiptoed upto
the glass box and looked at you-but you were fast
asee.



| think God must have told you, "Your new mama
and deddy are wming, and they'll ove you so much -
SO you just relax and take anap. There's nothing to
worry abou." | put a diaper on you and a tiny pink
dress and then wrapped you in a quilt that Grandma
Andrews made for you. Then | held you and gave you a
battle of milk. It was your first bottle. The nurses had
always fed you from a tiny cup. You sure liked that
battle!

We've had such a good time together, haven't we?
Remember when you told me, "Mama, when | grow up,
I'm gonra have awhite face" But | said, "l like your
beautiful brown face please keep it brown." And then
you took the baby powder and covered your facewith
white powder. You came to me and said, "Look, Mama,
I'm white!" But your facefrightened me - like ascay
mask. | said, "Go to the mirror and seeif you like what
you see" You looked into the mirror and ddnt like
that white face &-- al, so you ran and washed it al off.
Then you were my beautiful Sarah Anne ajain. You
know what your name means? You are a gradous
princess loved by God. Isn't that wonderful ?

Does it matter to you that Mama has a white face
Sarah? It doesn't to God - nar to me. Thank God for
His amazing artwork. He thought you up and painted
you - a perfed masterpieceé You knav what God said?
"You are feafully and wonderfully made." | think that
you made God heppy that day at the dinner table when
you annourced proudy, "Mama, | has a BROWN
face"



Lizzie

Eli zabeth Jane, it's time to tell you abou you! First,
| love to cdl you Lizzie becaise | love the letter "Z".
With you bouring aroundme | get to say "Z" al day
long. British and French people say, "zed" but | say,
"zed'. | never would have imagined that a scrawny,
starving littl e bunry of a baby like you would grow up
to be so strong and boury like Tigger.

Remember that day at lunch time when you
suddenly turned to me and asked, innccently, "Mama,
where is my other mama?' | was 9 surprised, as you
were just three yeas old. So | replied, "What other
mama do you mean?' You said, "You knowv, my
OTHER mama." Then | discovered that the dnildren at
the nursery schod had questioned you. At the time, |
didn't know what to tell you because you were so littl e,
so | said, "Daddy and Mama have been your daddy and
mama ever since you were very, very tiny." And that
seaned enough for you then. But now | want you to
know what happened to your OTHER mama.

You hed a very yourng, swed, first mama She
caried you in her tummy and then after you were born,
she caried you on ler badk and fed you milk from her
breast. She loved you so much. You were her first and
only baby. When you were éou four months old, your
mama was bitten by a mosguito and kecane terribly
sick with malaria. She wuldn't feed you anymore so
she brought you to the misson where other women
helped feed you. But you hed arealy lost a lot of
weight-you were barely five pounds. Lizzie, your other
mama couldn't seem to get better, even with medicine.
Sometimes that happens.



| think the hardest part of her being sick was to
know she would have to leave you. | believe she said to
God, "Please find a new mama for my predous baby-
one who will | ove her forever and ever." When she died
there was no ore to take cae of you. No relatives and
no daddy. And you were starving.

It was Sarah's first birthday. We had been cdled to
take you to Chrisse's baby refuge. You would have
been loved and cared for there. | had brought a battle of
milk for you and ancther of Grandma Andrews' baby
quilts, bu you knov what | forgot? A diaper! And you
weren't weaing any diaper. With you gulping down
milk as fast as you could, we started on ou way. You
felt light as a feaher in my arms as | looked into your
bright eyes, which were so hig in your tiny, starved
face Suddenly | thowght | felt God hug my heat with
His words, "I neal you to be the mama of this baby and
love her forever and ever." Daddy and | looked at eath
other and smiled. We knew that we wanted to keep you.

When we arived at Chrisge's gate | felt something
warm oozing al over my lap. Lizzie, love, you went
peepee on me! | just laughed and you smiled back.
Chrisse eamined you and said, "There's nothing
wrong with this baby except she needs feading!" So we
wrapped you upagain and krought you hame. Lizze,
from the beginning of your life God pu in you a
powerful will to live. You love life and pssss sich
super energy for igniting joy. "Elizabeth Jane" means
God's promise and God's grace. But when | think of
my "Lizzie" | seeshoaing stars of love and light.



Carly

Carly Maelngalire... your story is 0 exciting. | get
goose bumps when | think of what happened to you and
how God krought us together. We live in a "paradise”
courtry cdled Burund. All of the people ae beautiful
but some have started fighting ead aher. People
shoud cdebrate their differences and have birthday
parties instead of fighting, bu often they dont want to.
Does it matter if people ae tall or short? Or brown o
white? You are very different from Sarah and Lizze.
They like to dress up in pretty dresses and "clicky-
claky" shoes, while you pefer pants and a teeshirt.
You tell me things like, "Mama, | want to be aboy
today, okay?' So | dorit make you wear a dress though
you look beautiful in a party dress with ribbors and
lace

| remember the day | foundyou. Grandma Johrson
had cdled from the misson to tell me awoman hed
been walking with her mother along the road when she
head a baby crying. She followed the aies into the
forest where she discovered a beautiful newborn infant
lying under a treein the leaves all “nickedy-nakedy",
squdling like athunderstorm! Who hed placel you
there, Carly? Where was your mama? It was dangerous
in the forest. Remember Musee Vivant-the living
museum where you saw snakes that hide in trees and
leaves? But God kept you safe. You knaov what | think,
Carly? Your mama loved you like Moses mama loved
him. Remember baby Moses? His mama had to save
him from being kill ed by soldiers, So she placed hm in
a basket and hd him in the Nile River. There were
crocodiles in that river, like we saw at Musee Vivant-
but did they get Moses? No! God kept him safe. The



princess found laby Moses and loved hm the minute she
saw him. Well, your mama wanted to hide you, too. She
was running from bad men. She didnt want anything to
happen to her darling baby so she quickly untied her
kikwembi that held you on ter badk. She was very poa and
had no clothes for you. She placal you rea the treewhere
she was hiding and wrapped you in leaves to hide you, and
then | believe she whispered to God, “please, proted my
deaest possesson. | dont even have ablanket, so wrap her
upin your big arms right now."

Carly, there's a speda message from God abou you
“He will cover you with his feahers and undr his wings
you will find refuge." (Psalm 91:4) That's what He did for
you. He hid you warm and cozy, and he didn't let you cry
with your big voice until the right person came dong to
find you. (I've never complained to God abou your big
loud vace because that's what God wsed to save you. And
now your voiceis o spedal - just like the voice of Junior
Asparagus on Veggie Tales) | believe your first mama
gave her life for you. And she aked God to pease find
another mama for you who would love you forever and
ever. So when | head abou you, | felt God uging me,
"Go! She neeals you. She's waiting for her new mama.”
Quickly grabbing ancther of Grandma Andrews baby
quilts, a battle of milk, nat forgetting the diaper, | went to
find you. When you were placed in my arms | quivered
with love - what a gift! Ingakire means gift! Youre our
darling little May Day forest maiden - even though you like
to pretend you're aboy.

"Carly" is a grea name. Strong and courageous after
Grandpa Carl Johrson, who hes worked in Africa with
Grandma Eleanor for fifty-five yeas. God gave you to us
to be areminder of how He can save and unte -- the world.
Celebrate Gods gred love along asyoulive!



Cindy

Cynthia Marie Munywamaz (rainbow) here is the
true story abou our "Rainbow Baby." Long before you
were born, Sarah, Lizzie and Carly began asking God
for a baby. They wanted a brother, so every night
before going to seg they prayed, "And dease, God-
send s a baby brother!” One night after prayers |
asked, "But what if God choases a baby girl for us? Is
that okay with you?' Everyone chimed, "YES!"

The very next morning the phore rang. A baby
needed a mama. She was not aboy, but would | want to
be her mama aayway? Did Mama say, "Hmmm, | dorit
know -- I'll have to think about it? Call me next week?"
NO, INDEED! Mama said, "Yes! I'll be there & fast as
| can!" | felt sparkles tingling my skin, for that was nat
just any phore cdl, that was a telephane cdl from
Heaven, saying, "Here's the baby youve been talking
to Me aou. It's time. Hurry, she's waiting for you."
Excitedly | padked another of Grandma's baby quilts, a
battle, a diaper and jammies. You knov how you fed
on Christmas morning with a present to open? Well,
that's how | felt.

My gift was wrapped upin a soiled haspital shed, a
tiny predous angel with soft bladk curly hair. Wow!
What eyes -- staring at me! As | gazed into the happy
dancing lights of your eyes | wanted to shou like Sam,
the hoblit, "Glory and trumpets!” | could hardly believe
this was red. You knov when Mama aies smetimes
when she is happy? That's what | did. | felt so happily -
ever-after, like Cinderella



So you came home, Cindy, and surprised your sisters.
Jumping for joy they chorused, "OUR BABY! OUR
BABY!" Ead taking turns hading you they whispered
in awe, "She's o beautiful!”

Then God gave anather gift! What do you think it
was? A RANBOW! Not just a fading half rainbow. It
was a rainbow to top any rainbow I've ever seen - a
gorgeous, glorious, gigantic DOUBLE RAINBOW
right in OUR yard! You knav why? Becaise God was

happy, too.

Cindy, your other mama gave you something
spedal - lifel And as you made your way out into the
amazing atmosphere of eath she aied ou to God,
"Please find another mama for my baby, to love and
adore her, to kissher, and rock her, and make her take
her medicine. And would it be too much to ask if my
baby could have some beautiful, loving sisters to hdd
her and day with her? And ore more thing-this baby
needs a daday!”

HALLELUJAH, Cindy! God chose our family to be
the aswer to your mother's prayer. We love you
forever and ever!



James

James Carl Manirambona-when social workers cdled me last
April, | dropped everything to go and find you. A littl e orphan girl,
named Rose, handed me abunde wrapped in a shredded shed.
Y ou seaned weightless-at threemonths only six pounds. At first |
was afraid they wouldn't let me take you hame with me, bu then
the doctor looked at me and said, "Why not? Take him." She saw
that | loved you already. The nurse told me that your mother had
not been AIDS infeded. That was a relief but | believe | would
have taken you anyway, for | knew that God had given youto us.

Your four sisters had been praying for a brother. After God gave
us your sister, Cindy, Sarah said, "I'm glad we have Cindy, bu we
till nead a brother.” | replied, "Pray about it." Your sisters prayed
for you for over a yea. So you were expeded. And when | drove
through the gate with you, they were out the doa squeding, "Do
you have our brother? Is he here?”

My son, whom God sees, you are so spedal. You came to us the
day before Good Friday and you were agift of new life & Easter.
Now you are dmost a yea old. You're pulling books off the
shelves, and pushing littl e tables aroundas you try to walk. Youre
laughing and giggling with your sisters, and trying out your new
teeh oneverything. We love you so much.

Your mother must have prayed at your birth, "God Almighty,
who sees dl and knaws al, look davn here and see my son, my
only son and give him new life" | hope youll med your birth
mama in Heaven some day and be hugged by her. But for now, |
can't imagine our family withou you. Our first Christmas with a
baby boy! Thank you, Father, for this gift.



AFTERWORD

For Cindy, the rainbow came before the rain. The next
week we discovered that her littl e body carries the HIV
positive antibodes from her birth mother. But we
continue to hope and pay that after she is 12 a 15
months old she will | ose those antibodes and test HIV
negative. "For | know the plans | have for you,
dedares the Lord, "plans to prosper you andnat to
harm you, fdans to gve yu hog and a future”
(Jeremiah 291 1)

An Update

(an excerpt from the June 1, 2000 mwsletter)

Just two weeks ago Dr. Ann Petru cdled from Oakland
Children's Hospital in Californiato say, “ Melli, | have
great news for you!” Jumping into the ar | failed to be
cdm and gratefully replied, ®Praise God!” then bust
into teas. | knew what she was going to say next,
“CINDY ISNEGATIVE!”

We have been praying for this assurance ever since we
leaned Cindy was HIV positive aweek after she was
born. But highly sophisticated laboratory tests here in
the United States have onfirmed that she is only
carying her mother's HIV antibodes which will be
gone from her system in the next 6 months. Cindy, now
a hedthy nine months, is winning heats al over the
courtry as $e smiles at church groups, friends and
relatives. Thank you, EVERYONE, for praying for our
predous baby girl!

HALLELUJAH! 3 et everything that has breah
praise the Lord.” Psalm 150.6

NOW WE HAVE SEVEN!

NOTE: This little bodklet was printed in the yar 2000 when we
had ony four lovdy Burundan gand daugkers. Melli wasableto
write James story, (which has been added to this bodklet) but in
spite of goodintentions, the stories for Danny and Sanuel havenot
yet materialized. Sq to let you know how these last two grandsons
came to be a pat of our family, here are actual "news releases’

from Melli as we receved them by email in 2002 and 2003-
Meélli's Folks

Thisisjust to annourcethat we have asecond kaby
son ... causing James to have abit of stresgjedousy.
Daniel Stephen Johnson is alive baby dal ... so little
and perfed. Sarah exclamed right away, "God
answered ou prayers for another brother!"

He was born in the same hospital where Sarah was
born on July 12, 2002.The mother had malaria and
soon ded, after which the father disappeaed. They
came from a very dangerous areaup in the hill s, so no
doult the father felt the baby would deif he took him.
I'm so glad they cdled the Rainbow Centre! My
colleague, Mathilde, went and found hm on July 17.
He had been given milk by syringe urtil he got used to
abottle. Only 4.5 pound when they got him, he is now
8 Ibs., and in good hedth. Danny's dory is © clea cut
that his adoption shoud be eay. He will be our last
one.
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Well, | dont know how to say this, after what |
dedared in a previous letter ... bu we have anewborn baby
boy and he's going to be our own number SEVEN. His name
is Samuel Robert Johrson, ban July 18, 2003.

| was in the baby home yesterday morning with
Sarah, telling her abou the new babies that had come. |
picked up a little guy and said, "This is the one that was
abandored nrext to the Immigration Bureau in town."
Antoinette, ore of the nannies was neaby and said, "No,
that's nat him ... he has a father out in the living room right
now."

"Well, then -- where is that little boy who was
brought by a nun last Friday?' She pointed to another
bassnet and | went over and dcked upanather bunde. | had
never seen this one before ... he was © beautiful! A little
angel-boy with his «kin still white and his facestill scrunched
up from birth ... hs eyes didnt want to open, like alittle
puppy. | didn't want to pu him down. Before | picked him
up | had noideaof adoping ancther one, bu the Lord dd
something to my heat when | held him. | couldnt get him
out of my mind and dedded to spe& with Kenny about him.
| prayed, "If Ken pus up any reserves at al, then I'll know |
was mistaken and God daesn't want usto have him."

LATER: Ken ddn't put up any reserves, and
Mathilde didn't ether, so we brought Samuel home last
night. Had him tested this morning and chedked ower. He's
nealy 7 Ibs., NEGATIVE, in good redth - but neals his
vacanes. He was put into a box and left in the night nea the
Cathdic nurs residence downtown nea the Immigration
office A nun read his cries and went to investigate - found
the box and cdled Rainbow Centre. He's a wonderful littl e
boy and ou girls just love hoding him ... grea little
mommies!

Front row (left to right), Danny, James, Samuel
Bad row, Sarah, Cindy, Carly, Lizzie
(Photo taken in late 2004



