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 In Rwanda you 
can’t get French, Ital-
ian, Ranch, Blue 
Cheese, or Honey Mus-
tard in a restaurant or 
the stores.  You can 
have mayonnaise or 
mayonnaise or mayon-
naise on your salad.  
When I first arrived, I 
thought that was quite 

odd, but now it isn’t too bad.  I prefer Ranch or a 
vinaigrette mixed up from packages sent from the 
U.S., but mayo is okay now. 
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 Sheila returned to Rwanda on March 
20.  It is great to have her back!  Now we are 
figuring out how we will divide our responsi-
bilities.  It's nice to have less to do, so I can 
focus more time on language study.  
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 This month I went to my first baby naming ceremony.  The baby’s mother works at the hos-
pital.  In Rwanda a baby isn’t named for at least eight days.  This little boy was born the beginning 
of February, but was finally given his name the end of March.  We arrived 45 minutes after the an-
nounced time, but they were still setting up, so we visited with other folks.  When the ceremony 

started, the pastor preached a short sermon followed by many 
speeches given by the extended family.  After about an hour of 
speeches, the family fed everyone.  Finally, we got to the naming 
of the baby.  Papers were passed around for everyone to write 
down their guesses of the baby’s name.  Here in Rwanda, parents 
choose both the first and last name.  The baby doesn't have the 
same last name as the parents.  So when you're trying to figure 
out who is related to whom, names are no help!  When everyone 
had guessed, the parents announced the name.  After a few more 
speeches and prayer, we all hurried home as black clouds were 
gathering over the hills.  We wanted to make the 15 minute walk 
home before it started raining!! 
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Prayer Requests 
 
�� It is time for the hospital’s PBF 

evaluations again the week of April 
14 

�� For Sheila and her family 
�� For a smooth introduction of the 

new evaluation system we are put-
ting into place this month to raise 
the quality of nursing care. 

Praises 
 
�� More rest for me 
�� Sheila’s return 
�� Easter, which is the true meaning of 

why I’m here 
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  At the hospital we had a 
modern day "miracle."  A young boy was 

admitted in terrible shape.  All his joints hurt, he couldn’t walk, 
he had severe abdominal pain, and on and on went the list of 
complaints.  Test after test showed negative;  the doctors couldn't 
figure out what was wrong with 
him.  The only place he was comfort-
able was tied to his mother’s back like 
an African baby.  It was quite a sight 
to see this boy being carried with his 
feet dangling down past his mother’s 
knees.  His mother's back got so sore 
that another woman started carrying 
him around. 
 Carol, one of our visitors from 
England, took some paper and crayons 

to play with the kids in 
pediatrics.  This little 
boy was too sick to join in;  he just 
watched.  Finally, the nurses insisted he sit on 
the bench by himself to give the woman’s back a 
rest.  Ever so slowly, he started coloring.  Then 
Carol pulled out a soft soccer ball to play with 
the other kids.  Our terribly sick child who 
couldn't walk thought that looked like fun.  Soon 
he was out running and kicking the ball around 
too.  When the doctors found out, they weren't 
very happy with his pretending, and I don’t think 
his mother was either.  But at least he was no 
longer “sick.”  
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I've been in Rwanda 
for six months!  It 
seems like forever 

since I left the 
United States.  But 
then it seems like 
only a few months 

since I arrived. 

 This little boy doesn’t replace 
Mr. Sunshine, but he's a pretty cute 
kid.  He's one of the braver children 

in the pediatric ward.  On the first day I saw him, he 
walked up and shook my 
hand.  When I took his pic-
ture, he shyly giggled when 
he saw it.  I asked him, 
"Who is it in the picture?"  
When I told him it was his 
picture and poked him in 
the stomach, he really gig-
gled at that.  So now every 
time I’m in pediatrics, he 
comes up.  I shake his 
hand, poke his malnour-
ished soft round doughboy 
belly, and then he runs off 
laughing. 
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These kids are ready to go on a trip!  I 
don’t think they will loose their luggage. 


