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FOREWORD 
 
My dear littl e girls, this book is for you. I want you to 
know the truth about yourselves and how you came to 
be my littl e princesses. When I was a littl e girl, I loved 
reading fairytales about princesses being rescued and 
then living happily ever after. I used to imagine my 
own fairytales, but was never able to write any-until 
now. The difference is that your beautiful stories are 
true, not make-believe.  
 
Knowing who you are will set you free to be whatever 
you want to be. It’s not so important to li ve "happily 
ever after". What’s best is that you live with God’s big 
love in your hearts. His love will give you the power to 
face any bad things that come your way. 
 
 Lots of love,  
 Mama 

 



Sarah 
 
 Sarah Anne, Mommy wants to tell you how you 
came to be our baby. Daddy and I wanted a baby very 
much. Most of the time when a daddy and a mama are 
white they have a white baby. Only God knows why we 
couldn't have a white baby so we asked Him to choose 
a baby for us. God knows everything and especially He 
knows about all the babies around the world. 
 
 After we asked him to find our baby we had to wait 
awhile. He had to look around for just the right one. I 
didn't say, "God, give me a white baby, or give me a 
boy baby." I knew God would choose best. The day 
finally came when God said, "I have found her!" So we 
went to the hospital where you had been born. Your 
first mama must have heard you call i nside her tummy, 
"Hey! I want to come out NOW!" because she let you 
come out even though you were too early. (That's why 
you are the first one up every morning!) But you know 
what she said after seeing you? She said, "My dear lit tle 
babe, I love you but I can't keep you. I'm giving you to 
God who is already searching for a new mama for you. 
She will l ove you forever and ever." 
 
 I 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, across the room, lying all 
"nickedy-nakedy" in a funny glass box like the one 
Snow White was in. You know what Daddy said? He 
smiled and said, "There's OUR baby!" I tiptoed up to 
the glass box and looked at you-but you were fast 
asleep. 

 
 

 



 I think God must have told you, "Your new mama 
and daddy are coming, and they'll l ove you so much - 
so you just relax and take a nap. There's nothing to 
worry about." I put a diaper on you and a tiny pink 
dress and then wrapped you in a quilt that Grandma 
Andrews made for you. Then I held you and gave you a 
bottle of milk. It was your first bottle. The nurses had 
always fed you from a tiny cup. You sure liked that 
bottle! 
 
 We've had such a good time together, haven't we? 
Remember when you told me, "Mama, when I grow up, 
I'm gonna have a white face." But I said, "I li ke your 
beautiful brown face, please keep it brown." And then 
you took the baby powder and covered your face with 
white powder. You came to me and said, "Look, Mama, 
I'm white!" But your face frightened me - li ke a scary 
mask. I said, "Go to the mirror and see if you like what 
you see." You looked into the mirror and didn't like 
that white face at -- all , so you ran and washed it all off . 
Then you were my beautiful Sarah Anne again. You 
know what your name means? You are a gracious 
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 - nor to me. Thank God for 
His amazing artwork. He thought you up and painted 
you - a perfect masterpiece! You know what God said? 
"You are fearfully and wonderfully made." I think that 
you made God happy that day at the dinner table when 
you announced proudly, "Mama, I has a BROWN 
face." 
 
 

 



Lizzie 
 
 Elizabeth Jane, it's time to tell you about you! First, 
I love to call you Lizzie because I love the letter "Z". 
With you bouncing around me I get to say "Z" all day 
long. British and French people say, "zed" but I say, 
"zee". I never would have imagined that a scrawny, 
starving littl e bunny of a baby like you would grow up 
to be so strong and bouncy like Tigger. 
 
 Remember that day at lunch time when you 
suddenly turned to me and asked, innocently, "Mama, 
where is my other mama?" I was so surprised, as you 
were just three years old. So I replied, "What other 
mama do you mean?" You said, "You know, my 
OTHER mama." Then I discovered that the children at 
the nursery school had questioned you. At the time, I 
didn't know what to tell you because you were so littl e, 
so I said, "Daddy and Mama have been your daddy and 
mama ever since you were very, very tiny." And that 
seemed enough for you then. But now I want you to 
know what happened to your OTHER mama. 
 
 You had a very young, sweet, first mama. She 
carried you in her tummy and then after you were born, 
she carried you on her back and fed you milk from her 
breast. She loved you so much. You were her first and 
only baby. When you were about four months old, your 
mama was bitten by a mosquito and became terribly 
sick with malaria. She couldn't feed you anymore so 
she brought you to the mission where other women 
helped feed you. But you had already 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. 

 
 
 



 I think the hardest part of her being sick was to 
know she would have to leave you. I believe she said to 
God, "Please find a new mama for my precious baby-
one who will l ove her forever and ever." When she died 
there was no one to take care of you. No relatives and 
no daddy. And you were starving. 
 
 It was Sarah's first birthday. We had been called to 
take you to Chrissie's baby refuge. You would have 
been loved and cared for there. I had brought a bottle of 
milk for you and another of Grandma Andrews' baby 
quilts, but you know what I forgot? A diaper! And you 
weren't wearing any diaper. With you gulping down 
milk as fast as you could, we started on our way. You 
felt li ght as a feather in my arms as I looked into your 
bright eyes, which were so big in your tiny, starved 
face. Suddenly I thought I felt God hug my heart with 
His words, "I need you to be the mama of this baby and 
love her forever and ever." Daddy and I looked at each 
other and smiled. We knew that we wanted to keep you. 
 
 When we arrived at Chrissie's gate I felt something 
warm oozing all over my lap. Lizzie, love, you went 
pee-pee on me! I just laughed and you smiled back. 
Chrissie examined you and said, "There's nothing 
wrong with this baby except she needs feeding!" So we 
wrapped you up again and brought you home. Lizzie, 
from the beginning of your li fe God put in you a 
powerful will t o li ve. You love li fe and possess such 
super energy for igniting joy. "Elizabeth Jane" means 
God's promise and God's grace. But when I think of 
my "Lizzie" I see shooting stars of love and light. 



Car ly 
 
 Carly Mae Ingabire... your story is so exciting. I get 
goose bumps when I think of what happened to you and 
how God brought us together. We live in a "paradise" 
country called Burundi. All of the people are beautiful 
but some have started fighting each other. People 
should celebrate their differences and have birthday 
parties instead of f ighting, but often they don't want to. 
Does it matter if people are tall or short? Or brown or 
white? You are very different from Sarah and Lizzie. 
They like to dress up in pretty dresses and "clicky-
clacky" shoes, while you prefer pants and a tee-shirt. 
You tell me things like, "Mama, I want to be a boy 
today, okay?" So I don't make you wear a dress, though 
you look beautiful in a party dress with ribbons and 
lace. 
 
 I remember the day I found you. Grandma Johnson 
had called from the mission to tell me a woman had 
been walking with her mother along the road when she 
heard a baby crying. She followed the cries into the 
forest where she discovered a beautiful newborn infant 
lying under a tree in the leaves all “nickedy-nakedy", 
squalli ng like a thunderstorm! Who had placed 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 know what I 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 him in 
a basket and hid him in the Nile River. There were 
crocodiles in that river, li ke we saw at Musee Vivant-
but did they get Moses? No! God kept him safe. The



princess found baby Moses and loved him the minute she 
saw him. Well , your mama wanted to hide you, too. She 
was running from bad men. She didn't want anything to 
happen to her darling baby so she quickly untied her 
kikwembi that held you on her back. She was very poor and 
had no clothes for you. She placed you near the tree where 
she was hiding and wrapped you in leaves to hide you, and 
then I believe she whispered to God, “please, protect my 
dearest possession. I don't even have a blanket, so wrap her 
up in your big arms right now." 
 
 Carly, there's a special message from God about you 
“He will cover you with his feathers and under 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 along to 
find you. (I've never complained to God about your big 
loud voice because that's what God used to save you. And 
now your voice is so special - just like the voice of Junior 
Asparagus on Veggie Tales.) I believe your first mama 
gave her li fe for you. And she asked God to please find 
another mama for you who would love you forever and 
ever. So when I heard about you, I felt God urging me, 
"Go! She needs you. She's waiting for her new mama.” 
Quickly grabbing another of Grandma Andrews' baby 
quilts, a bottle of milk, not forgetting the diaper, I went to 
find you. When you were placed in my arms I quivered 
with love - what a gift! Ingabire means gift! You're our 
darling littl e May Day forest maiden - even though you like 
to pretend you're a boy.  
 
 "Carly" is a great name. Strong and courageous after 
Grandpa Carl Johnson, who has worked in Africa with 
Grandma Eleanor for fifty-five years. God gave you to us 
to be a reminder of how He can save and unite -- the world. 
Celebrate God's great love as long as you live!  



Cindy 
 
 Cynthia Marie Munywamazi (rainbow) here is the 
true story about 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 sleep they prayed, "And please, God-
send us a baby brother!" One night after prayers I 
asked, "But what if God chooses a baby girl for us? Is 
that okay with you?" Everyone chimed, "YES!" 
 
 The very next morning the phone rang. A baby 
needed a mama. She was not a boy, but would I want to 
be her mama anyway? Did Mama say, "Hmmm, I don't 
know -- I'll have to think about it? Call me next week?" 
NO, INDEED! Mama said, "Yes! I'll be there as fast as 
I can!" I felt sparkles tingling my skin, for that was not 
just any phone call , that was a telephone call from 
Heaven, saying, "Here's the baby you've been talking 
to Me about. It's time. Hurry, she's waiting for you." 
Excitedly I packed another of Grandma's baby quilts, a 
bottle, a diaper and jammies. You know how you feel 
on Christmas morning with a present to open? Well , 
that's how I felt.  
 
 My gift was wrapped up in a soiled hospital sheet, a 
tiny precious angel with soft black curly hair. Wow! 
What eyes -- staring at me! As I gazed into the happy 
dancing lights of your eyes I wanted to shout like Sam, 
the hobbit, "Glory and trumpets!" I could hardly believe 
this was real. You know when Mama cries sometimes 
when she is happy? That's what I did. I felt so happily -
ever-after, li ke Cinderella. 
 
 

 



So you came home, Cindy, and surprised your sisters. 
Jumping for joy they chorused, "OUR BABY! OUR 
BABY!" Each taking turns holding you they whispered 
in awe, "She's so beautiful!”  
 
 Then God gave another gift! What do you think it 
was? A RAINBOW! 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 know why? Because God was 
happy, too. 
 
 Cindy, your other mama gave you something 
special - li fe! And as you made your way out into the 
amazing atmosphere of earth she cried out to God, 
"Please find another mama for my baby, to love and 
adore her, to kiss her, 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 hold 
her and play with her? And one more thing-this baby 
needs a daddy!" 
 
 HALLELUJAH, Cindy! God chose our family to be 
the answer to your mother's prayer. We love you 
forever and ever! 
 



James 
 
 James Carl Manirambona--when social workers called me last 
April , I dropped everything to go and find you. A littl e orphan girl, 
named Rose, handed me a bundle wrapped in a shredded sheet. 
You seemed weightless--at three months only six pounds. At first I 
was afraid they wouldn't let me take you home with me, but then 
the doctor looked at me and said, "Why not? Take him." She saw 
that I loved you already. The nurse told me that your mother had 
not been AIDS infected. That was a relief but I believe I would 
have taken you anyway, for I knew that God had given you to 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, but we 
still need a brother." I replied, "Pray about it." Your sisters prayed 
for you for over a year. So you were expected. And when I drove 
through the gate with you, they were out the door squealing, "Do 
you have our brother? Is he here?" 

 My son, whom God sees, you are so special. You came to us the 
day before Good Friday and you were a gift of new li fe at Easter. 
Now you are almost a year old. You're pulli ng books off the 
shelves, and pushing littl e tables around as you try to walk. You're 
laughing and giggling with your sisters, and trying out your new 
teeth on everything. We love you so much. 

 Your mother must have prayed at your birth, "God Almighty, 
who sees all and knows all , look down here and see my son, my 
only son and give him new li fe." I hope you'll meet your birth 
mama in Heaven some day and be hugged by her. But for now, I 
can't imagine our family without 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 antibodies from her birth mother. But we 
continue to hope and pray that after she is 12 or 15 
months old she will l ose those antibodies and test HIV 
negative. "For I know the plans I have for you,” 
declares the Lord, "plans to prosper you and not to 
harm you, plans to give you hope and a future.”  
(Jeremiah 29:1 1) 
 

An Update 
(an excerpt from the June 1, 2000 newsletter) 
 
Just two weeks ago Dr. Ann Petru called from Oakland 
Children's Hospital in Cali fornia to say, “ Melli , I have 
great news for you!”  Jumping into the air I failed to be 
calm and gratefully replied, ªPraise God!” then burst 
into tears. I knew what she was going to say next, 
“ CINDY IS NEGATIVE!”  
 
We have been praying for this assurance ever since we 
learned Cindy was HIV positive a week after she was 
born. But highly sophisticated laboratory tests here in 
the United States have confirmed that she is only 
carrying her mother's HIV antibodies which will be 
gone from her system in the next 6 months. Cindy, now 
a healthy nine months, is winning hearts all over the 
country as she smiles at church groups, friends and 
relatives. Thank you, EVERYONE, for praying for our 
precious baby girl! 
 
 HALLELUJAH! ªLet everything that has breath 
praise the Lord.” Psalm 150:6 

NOW WE HAVE SEVEN! 
 
NOTE: This littl e booklet was printed in the year 2000 when we 
had only four lovely Burundian grand daughters. Melli was able to 
write James’ story, (which has been added to this booklet) but in 
spite of good intentions, the stories for Danny and Samuel have not 
yet materialized. So, to let you know how these last two grandsons 
came to be a part of our family, here are actual "news releases" 
from Melli as we received them by e-mail i n 2002 and 2003. -
 Melli 's Folks 
 
 This is just to announce that we have a second baby 
son ... causing James to have a bit of stress/jealousy. 
Daniel Stephen Johnson is a li ve baby doll ... so littl e 
and perfect. Sarah exclaimed right away, "God 
answered our 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 died, after which the father disappeared. They 
came from a very dangerous area up in the hill s, so no 
doubt the father felt the baby would die if he took him. 
I'm so glad they called the Rainbow Centre! My 
colleague, Mathilde, went and found him on July 17. 
He had been given milk by syringe until he got used to 
a bottle. Only 4.5 pounds when they got him, he is now 
8 lbs., and in good health. Danny's story is so clear cut 
that his adoption should be easy. He will be our last 
one. 
 
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *  * * *  * 
 
 



 Well , I don't know how to say this, after what I 
declared in a previous letter ... but we have a newborn baby 
boy and he's going to be our own number SEVEN. His name 
is Samuel Robert Johnson, born July 18, 2003. 
 
 I was in the baby home yesterday morning with 
Sarah, telli ng her about the new babies that had come. I 
picked up a littl e guy and said, "This is the one that was 
abandoned next to the Immigration Bureau in town." 
Antoinette, one of the nannies was nearby and said, "No, 
that's not him ... he has a father out in the living room right 
now." 
 
 "Well , then -- where is that littl e boy who was 
brought by a nun last Friday?" She pointed to another 
bassinet and I went over and picked up another bundle. I had 
never seen this one before ... he was so beautiful! A littl e 
angel-boy with his skin still white and his face still scrunched 
up from birth ... his eyes didn't want to open, li ke a littl e 
puppy. I didn't want to put him down. Before I picked him 
up I had no idea of adopting another one, but the Lord did 
something to my heart when I held him. I couldn't get him 
out of my mind and decided to speak with Kenny about him. 
I prayed, "If Ken puts up any reserves at all , then I'll know I 
was mistaken and God doesn't want us to have him."  
 
 LATER: Ken didn' t put up any reserves, and 
Mathilde didn't either, so we brought Samuel home last 
night. Had him tested this morning and checked over. He's 
nearly 7 lbs., NEGATIVE, in good health - but needs his 
vaccines. He was put into a box and left in the night near the 
Catholic nuns' residence downtown near the Immigration 
off ice. A nun heard his cries and went to investigate - found 
the box and called Rainbow Centre. He's a wonderful littl e 
boy and our girls just love holding him ... great littl e 
mommies! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Front row (left to right), Danny, James, Samuel 
Back row, Sarah, Cindy, Carly, Lizzie 

(Photo taken in late 2004) 
 


