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  Foreword




  I met Pastor Ruth through a Christian ministry friend, Mrs. Chris Reading from the U.K. In 2009 Chris invited me to bring a team to partner with her in ministry in the nation of Uganda. I felt quite drawn to go minister to people in a nation about which I knew little.




  The moment I met Ruth I realized that she was authentic--the real deal. Her compassion and dedication to the widows and orphans of her nation is extraordinary. Perhaps one reason is that Ruth has been both an orphan and a widow. She understands the hardships and pain they experience.




  Ruth is not only deeply loved and highly respected by the widows of Uganda, but is also honored by pastors, leaders and politicians. I was so impressed with Ruth and her organization that I've returned with ministry teams three times. I sincerely recommend this book to you. Her's is a remarkable story of commitment, courage and conquest.




  



  Dr. Alice Smith




  U.S. Prayer Center




  Houston, Texas USA




  



  CHAPTER 1 – Birth and Childhood




  I was born in Saza, Mityana District, Uganda, which is an African nation. My parents had eight children, four boys and four girls. They were from the nation of Rwanda. They had come, like many other Rwandans, to Uganda looking for jobs. However, when they arrived they were treated badly.




  They eventually landed in the hands of a Muslim family, and my father was offered a job in their sugar cane farm. The family loved my father because he was hard-working, and they gave him a piece of land with a chance to work as he pays for it. My parents both worked almost as slaves yet they earned little more than food. The Muslim family tried to convert my father to Islam, but he refused because he considered himself a Roman Catholic.




  Not long after I was born my father applied for a job as a cleaner in Mityana Hospital. My mother worked at home tending the family garden with us children. We grew our own food, which included cassava (a root crop similar to a potato), maize (corn), sweet potatoes, beans, coffee and bananas. These are popular foods in Uganda.




  What I remember most about my childhood was the level of our poverty. All eight of us children, boys and girls, slept on the same mattress on the floor. Our mattress was a bag we filled with grass clippings. We had no sheets or pillows. We had only pieces of sackcloth, which in the U.S. is known as burlap. It’s a rough, material woven (in Uganda) out of a tree. I was fearful of sackcloth because I had only seen people buried in it, so the sight of it reminded me of death. At night I would shiver, shake in fear, and experience nightmares.




  The family’s two goats also slept in the room with us. This may sound gross, but it illustrates the level of our poverty. The smaller children often wet on “the mattress.” At times the smell was unbearable. Our mother would insist that we drag the bedding outside so it could dry in the sun before the next evening. But when dried in the sun, the grass inside the mattress would become matted and hard. It was quite uncomfortable.




  I attended Primary-1 School as a child. It wasn’t like schools in Western countries. We had no student desks. We sat on the dirt floor. But I loved school, which was at the Full Gospel Church our mother attended. But it was quite a long walking distance from our home. I also enjoyed the church services there because of the clapping, dancing, singing and shouting. It was a lively place.




  Sadly our father was a drunkard. He would often sit in front of the house and drink himself into a stupor, then call out to and carry on conversations with his deceased family members. Mother explained to us that what he was doing was bad, but he was doing it because he didn’t know God.




  Imagine our joy when our father told us one day that he was going to go to church with us. He did, and when we returned home, he took his alcoholic drinks to the church and disposed of them.




  Every day we kids would awaken early in the morning, and dig in the garden until it was time to walk to school. When we returned from school, we’d continue digging in the garden until nightfall. It was hard work for children, and we often missed lunch as well as dinner.




  This was especially true when mother was pregnant with her eighth baby. She became weak and sick, so sick that father took her to the hospital where he stayed with her. This meant that we seven children were home alone. It was extremely frightening for us. We were fearful that someone would break into our house and hurt us.




  I had a deep voice for a young girl. The other children persuaded me that if we heard anyone outside the house at night, I was to disguise my voice and sound manly to scare them off.




  The day came when mother gave birth to a baby girl and our father took us to the hospital to visit them. However once there, we discovered that our dear mother was clearly dying. She was on oxygen, and couldn’t speak. She just wept. As we each approached her bed, she reached out and touched us. Three days later, she died leaving behind a baby girl of 14 days.




  Our father told us that as she was dying she told him, “I’m leaving my children in the hands of Ruth.” But I was so young—only nine years old. I cried.




  As is still the custom in much of Africa today, mother’s body was brought home to lie in state until the burial. There it was covered with sackcloth. I was so fearful, that I would only look through the window. I couldn’t bring myself to actually go inside.




  My older brother accused my father of having killed our mother. He said, “I told you to take her to the witch doctor because she had been cursed; but you refused. You are responsible for her death. I hate you.” Our father graciously said, “Son, I didn’t kill your mother. She died in peace. You know she was born again.”




  At the burial site, father said, “Ruth, here is a piece of sackcloth. Because she has placed you responsible for the children, I want you to fold it and place it on your mother’s head. When she is lowered into the ground, I want you to drop it in the ground with her.” I cried so hard. I was so frightened and so very young.




  

  CHAPTER 2 – Orphaned at Nine




  After mother died we were taken out of school. Our father had to work, he couldn’t tend the family garden nor did he have the money to pay our school fees. So he instructed us, “Children, you stay home and care for the garden and the goats while I go out and earn money for our food.”
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