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Winnie 
Barron’s 
mission to 
Africa

First of three parts

■ TODAY: Winnie Barron
leaves Oregon for Kenya
with a vision of helping
impoverished orphans in
the remote village of 
Makindu.
■ SUNDAY: Barron
struggles to lay the
groundwork for her
children’s center amid
rampant AIDS, extreme
poverty and official
corruption and
indifference.
■ MONDAY: Five years
after they were
separated, Barron returns
to Rwanda to find a girl
whose life she once
saved and who inspired
the children’s center.

INSIDE
■ AIDS IN AFRICA:
Kenya and surrounding
nations form the
epicenter of the world
epidemic / 12A
■ REPORTER’S
NOTEBOOK: On the road
in Kenya / 12A

ON THE WEB
■ MISSION TO AFRICA:
Find complete coverage
on our Internet site at
www.registerguard.com 

For a
Child’s
Smile

No peace deal expected
as attack deadline nears
By DUSAN STOJANOVIC
The Associated Press

RAMBOUILLET, France —
Hopes for a Kosovo peace deal ap-
peared all but dead Friday after Yu-
goslav President Slobodan Milosevic
defied international pressure, say-
ing he wouldn’t allow foreign peace-
keepers into the troubled province
even at the price of NATO
airstrikes.

With NATO preparing to attack
Serbia if no Kosovo deal is reached
by noon today (3 a.m. PST), the

hard-line Yugoslav president re-
fused to meet U.S. envoy Christo-
pher Hill, who had traveled to Bel-
grade to make a last-ditch attempt
to urge him to accept the Kosovo
peace plan.

That plan calls for NATO troops
to enforce it, something Serbia
staunchly opposes.

‘‘It is hard to say we are encour-
aged by this,’’ State Department
spokesman James Rubin said after
Hill was turned away. Hill returned

Turn to KOSOVO, Page 6A

One dead, one still missing
after landslide buries loggers
INSIDE
■ Highway
20reopens a
day after four
avalanches
closed the
road for 131⁄2
hours / 1B

By RANDI BJORNSTAD
The Register-Guard

ADA — An avalanche of mud, trees and
rocks swept down a steep draw in the Coast
Range late Thursday, burying two Davidson
Industries timber fallers working in the area.

Co-workers using a metal detector found
the body of 48-year-old Robert G. “Butch”
Winona on Friday morning. By late afternoon,
when the search ended for the day, Lane
County Search and Rescue personnel, David-
son employees and cadaver-searching dogs
still had found no sign of Charles M. “Max”

Lee, 60, and presume he also died in the slide.
Both men had been longtime employees at

Davidson and lived in the same subdivision
between Florence and Mapleton.

John Miller, coordinator of search and res-
cue activities for the Lane County sheriff’s
office, said the agency received word at 8:39
p.m. Thursday that the two loggers had failed
to return from their shift on a 90-acre cut
about two miles north of Fiddle Creek Road
east of Siltcoos Lake.

Turn to LANDSLIDE, Page 6A

Invisible
Children

TIME LINE:
A RELIEF
EFFORT
BEGINS
■ SPRING-
SUMMER 1994:
Genocide and war
claim up to a
million lives in
Rwanda.
■ FALL 1994:
Winnie Barron
goes to Rwanda as
a relief worker and
helps rescue a
5-year-old girl,
Marie
Nyirandorere.
Barron hopes to
adopt Marie, but
must leave
Rwanda suddenly
with her medical
team and then
can’t find the girl.
■ MID-1997: After
spending years
trying to track
Marie in war-torn
Rwanda, Barron
volunteers for four
months as a
medical worker in
nearby Kenya. She
slips into Rwanda
to look for Marie,
but has no luck. In
Makindu, Kenya,
she meets a local
teacher named
Dianah Nzomo and
they resolve to
start a center for
orphans there.
■ SUMMER 1998:
Center project is
adopted by
Sharing Hands, a
nonprofit United
Way agency in
Linn County.
Project receives
more than $40,000
in donations.
■ SEPTEMBER
1998: After a year
of planning,
Barron returns to
Makindu to start
the children’s
center.

BY  PAUL
NEVILLE
PHOTOS BY 

NICOLE
DeVITO
The Register-Guard

M
AKINDU, Kenya — It’s feeding
day for the orphans of Makindu,
and a fierce silence seizes the
room as children shovel
spoonfuls of steaming beans and

rice into their mouths.
For some, it’s the last meal they’ll have

until the Makindu Children’s Center’s next
feeding in three days.

Winnie Barron, a physician’s assistant from
faraway Brownsville, Ore., hands out plastic
cups of hot milk to the children, who reach out
with thin arms in polite but intense
anticipation.

Each cup is less than half full because
Barron has barely enough for the more than
100 orphans who have shown up this day from
the arid lowlands of eastern Kenya.

Barron, the center’s founder, is a rangy,
athletic woman who swoops down, hugging
every child within reach as they arrive at the
center for a day of food and play.

Her strong hands glide with practiced ease
down their faces, necks and bodies, searching
for swollen glands and enlarged spleens.
Searching for signs of anemia, dysentery,
malaria, malnutrition, meningitis, pneumonia,
tuberculosis. Searching for signs of AIDS,
which has killed so many of their parents and
now stalks them.

Barron has never married. But she has
children by the dozens — the ones she calls
her “munchkins” and “kiddos.” The ones who
led this quiet, private woman to put 10,000
miles between herself and all the comforts,
security and safety of Oregon to build a refuge
for the orphans of Makindu.

The center opened in September and for
now is in temporary quarters — a small rented
brick building next to the railroad tracks. It’s
here that Barron and her fellow volunteers
gather children twice weekly to feed them and

At the Makindu Children’s Center, Winnie Barron spoon-feeds
corn bread mashed in warm milk to Ngwenze, a 1-year-old who
has a congenital heart defect and is too weak to chew.

Turn to CHILD, Page 13A

An Oregon woman starts a Kenyan
refuge for dozens of orphans who
lost their parents to the rampant
AIDS epidemic and other diseases

The

Winnie Barron embraces Kabibi, a 14-year-old dying of AIDS and tuberculosis.



“There is hope — but not for the people
who are already infected. I am sorry to say
that a full generation already has been lost.”

— MICHEL CARAEL, UN AIDS Program

Ngwenze Mbindyo 
carries two
grandchildren,
Mutua and
Ngwenze, who were
orphaned when
their mother died
of AIDS-related
causes.
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REPORTER’S
NOTEBOOK

Reporter Paul Neville and
photographer Nicole DeVito spent
two weeks in Africa, traveling in
Kenya and Rwanda. Here are
entries from Neville’s journal:

Y OU HAVEN’T TRAVELED in
Africa — really traveled — until

you’ve ridden in a matatu.
A matatu is — ah, how can you

describe a matatu? — a
combination New York taxi,
Japanese subway train and Mr.
Toad’s wild ride, all combined in a
Nissan minibus.

In Nairobi, they’re more than
just transportation — they’re
Warholesque works of art, gaudily
painted and equipped with flashing
lights, “Baywatch” pinups and
200-decibel stereos that blare Puff
Daddy and the Beastie Boys.

The matatus’ names are painted
on the back — ranging from
salacious (Hot Girls) to the
religious (Going With God) to the
fatalistic (Get In And Die).

Standard staffing is a crew of
three — a certifiably insane driver
who is usually sleep-deprived and
chewing “miraa” shoots (a natural
upper), a conductor who collects
fares and a “tout,” whose acrobatic
leaps are intended to keep
passengers entertained.

Matatus are cheap, often
costing less than a dollar to go
miles. The reason is they often
carry more than two dozen people
— with passengers sitting in
layers, wedged so tightly that you
often see rear ends protruding from
side windows.

T SAVO NATIONAL PARK — On
this day, we joined Winnie

Barron and volunteers from the
Makindu Children’s Center on an
outing to Tsavo, about an hour’s
drive east of Makindu.

We drove in a van to Shetani, a
vast, spectacular lava flow,
stopping first to pick up a guard
armed with an AK-47 to protect us
from Masai bandits.

The guard was a former Kenyan
Army soldier named Samuel who
wore a sports shirt, wool slacks
and penny loafers. When we asked
if he had used his weapon to
defend tourists against bandits,
Samuel smiled pleasantly. “Oh
yes,” he said. “Many times.”

The escort was a source of
comfort to Muli Kilonzo, the
Makindu hospital administrator
who had once been stopped by
bandits while riding in an
ambulance.

When the bandits found that
Kilonzo and his driver had no
money on them, they took all their
clothes, and sent the two men off
driving down the road buck naked
with little to wear except rubber
surgical gloves.

“You don’t have to worry about
these bandits,” Kilonzo said,
attempting to comfort a fellow
passenger. “They don’t want to kill
you unless they have to. All they
really want is your money — and
your clothes.”

REPORTING
TEAM

GENERAL ASSIGNMENT reporter
Paul Neville is a graduate of

Northwestern University and
worked for The News-Sun in
Waukegan, Ill., before coming in
1979 to The Register-Guard, where
he has been a copy editor, news
editor and staff writer. 

Photographer Nicole DeVito is a
graduate of Middlebury College and
worked as a photographer for the
Topeka Capital-Journal in Kansas
before coming to Eugene in 1997.

TO HELP
■ HOW TO CONTACT: Call Sharing
Hands, a nonprofit United Way
agency overseeing the project, for
more information about the Makin-
du Children’s Center. Send inquir-
ies or donations to Sharing Hands,
P.O. Box 335, Brownsville, OR
97327. The agency’s phone num-
ber is (541) 466-3110 and e-mail
address is sharinghands@dnc.net.

By PAUL NEVILLE
The Register-Guard

MAKINDU, Kenya — Mwikati
Mascala is 6 months old, but
weighs little more than a

newborn.
She’s lying on a small blanket in an

overcrowded ward at Makindu Hospital.
Her young mother sits at the end of the
bed, watching helplessly as her child
gasps for air.

By the next morning, the baby has
died of AIDS — the cause confirmed by a
blood test. The child’s body is placed in
the hospital’s overcrowded morgue, and
the grieving mother leaves after refusing
to be tested for the AIDS virus.

So begins Nov. 30, 1998 — World AIDS
Day — in Kenya.

The nations of the world use the
annual observance to raise public
awareness about AIDS. And here in
sub-Saharan Africa — two-thirds of the
continent south of the Sahara Desert —
is the epidemic’s epicenter.

Since the outbreak began in the late
1970s, 34 million Africans have been
infected with HIV, and 12 million have
died. That’s 83 percent of the world’s
AIDS deaths, according to United
Nations figures.

AIDS also has orphaned at least 8
million children in Africa, a number
expected to double before 2005.

And about 1 million children in
Africa are infected with AIDS — nearly
90 percent of the world’s total.

Such statistics leave health experts
grasping for words to describe the
magnitude of the problem in Africa.

“In terms of mortality and scope, it’s
very much like the Black Plague,” says
Michel Carael, prevention coordinator
for the United Nations AIDS Program.
The bubonic plague in the Middle Ages
killed 20 million people over four years.

Carael’s Geneva-based agency
coordinates the international response to
the AIDS epidemic.

HIV has spread mostly through
heterosexual contact in Africa. That
contrasts with other regions, where the
virus initially was spread through
homosexual sex or drug injection.

As a result, African women are far
more affected by the epidemic than
women on other continents. At least four
out of every five HIV-positive women in
the world live in Africa, the United
Nations estimates.

It’s this dynamic that accounts for the
rapid spread of AIDS in Kenya and other
African nations.

That’s because infected African
women, many of whom haven’t been
tested, continue to have children at a
rate higher than those of other
continents, the United Nations says.

Nearly all children in Africa are
breast-fed, which is believed to account
for up to half of all HIV transmissions

between mother and child.
And costly new drugs that can reduce

transmission from mother to child are
far less readily available in impoverished
Africa than in the industrialized world.

In Kenya, where the first official case
of AIDS was reported just 14 years ago,
nearly 12 percent of adults are believed
to have HIV.

United Nations and government
officials say many forces fuel the
epidemic in Kenya. They include:

● Widespread poverty, especially in
rural areas, which prevents many
Kenyans from getting treatment for
AIDS and the many diseases, such as
malaria and tuberculosis, that prey on
AIDS victims.

● High levels of sexually transmitted
diseases, which makes it easier for HIV
to pass through sexual intercourse.

● A patriarchal society where it’s not
unusual for married men to have
unprotected sex with multiple partners.

● Deeply rooted ancestral tribal
traditions, ranging from wife sharing to
polygamy.

● Refusal by many men to use
condoms and little promotion by the
government of their use.

● A thriving sex industry in Nairobi
and tourist areas of the coast.

Then there’s the code of silence and
denial surrounding AIDS. 

Government and civic leaders — and
most average Kenyans — are reluctant to
talk publicly about AIDS because of the
enormous cultural stigma attached to the
disease.

Federal health officials recently
sponsored billboards that urged Kenyans
to think — and openly talk — about
AIDS. But many of the signs were
defaced, or even torn down, within a
matter of days, Kenyan health officials
say.

In Nairobi, parents recently staged a
mass protest when a school offered AIDS
education classes and made condoms
available to students.

“You have to realize that sex is a very
delicate subject in Kenya,” says Dr.
Cleopus Mailu, Kenya’s minister of
health reform. 

“Even though I’m a health
professional, I find it difficult to listen to
these radio commercials that say, ‘Let’s
talk about AIDS and sex.’ That’s when
my hand starts reaching for the off
switch.”

Carael says many factors have
contributed to the atmosphere of shame
and the fear of discovery, including
superstition, conservative religious
beliefs and low levels of education.

“There is a pervasive sense of sin
that is not only attached to the person
who is infected but to their family and
group,” he says. “There is a sense that, if
you have become infected, you have done
something against God and your

ancestors. Something terribly taboo.”
As a result, many areas have no

access to AIDS testing or counseling. But
even when such support is available, it
often goes unused because many
Kenyans would rather deal with the
unknown than face the disgrace attached
to AIDS.

Secrecy and denial persist even in the
face of sickness and death. The wards of
the hospital in Makindu, for example,
are filled with people whose charts
identify their illnesses as pneumonia,
malaria or tuberculosis. Many of them
are suffering the diseases because their
immune systems have been savaged by
AIDS, yet many still refuse to be tested,
hospital officials say.

Mailu says the government had a plan
to combat AIDS in the 1980s, including
creation of a national AIDS control
agency. But he says the plan didn’t get
any money and the agency became mired
in bureaucracy.

Prodded by international pressure,
Kenya has taken recent steps to address
the epidemic, including hosting an
international AIDS conference last year
and creating a new government agency,
the National AIDS Council.

Mailu says — and United Nations
officials confirm — that the infection
rate has begun to dip slightly in hard-hit
urban areas such as Nairobi, where the
government estimates that one out of
every five adults is infected with HIV.

“But we cannot take that as any
indication of success,” Mailu says. “The
problem is much more insidious than

that.”
Despite the grim outlook, AIDS

experts such as Carael harbor hopes of a
turnaround.

They point to countries such as
Uganda, where the infection rate in 1991
was approaching the 30 percent mark
among the nation’s young pregnant
women.

Although faced with many of the
same obstacles confronting Kenya,
Ugandan leaders engaged in months of
rigorous, open public debate that enabled
them to reach a consensus with religious
and traditional leaders on how to deal
with the epidemic, Carael says.

Uganda also collaborated with the
World Health Organization and created a
powerful national AIDS agency that has
waged an extensive campaign including
public education, large-scale distribution
of condoms, HIV counseling and testing
and mobilization of community leaders.

As a result, Uganda has slashed
infection rates by as much as two-thirds,
Carael says. By 1998, the number of
young pregnant women infected with
HIV had dropped to 8 percent.

Similar approaches are reducing
infection rates in Senegal and Tanzania
— and can do the same in Kenya,
reversing the trend in as little as three
or four years, Carael says.

“There is hope — but not for the
people who are already infected,” he
says. “I am sorry to say that a full
generation already has been lost.

“But for future generations,
something can still be done.”

NICOLE DeVITO / The Register-Guard

Winnie Barron examines 6-month-old Mwikati Mascala at Makindu Hospital, as her young mother keeps a sorrowful vigil.  Mwikati, who had AIDS, died less than 24 hours later.

Modern-day plague afflicts Africa

TOM PENIX /  The Register-Guard
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12 million people have died of AIDS in a region where the subject of sex is virtually off-limits



check on their emotional and
physical well-being.

Barron’s eyes scan the building’s
main room and then lock on those
of a frail 14-year-old girl with high
cheekbones and huge eyes that
stare back from under a long white
scarf.

Her name is Kabibi, and she has
tuberculosis and AIDS. Severely
anemic with a heart swollen several
times its normal size, she’s
exhausted by the two-mile walk to
the center.

But the warm food — and the
sight of Barron — bring a soft smile
to the girl’s face.

Barron stands transfixed, even
in the chaos of a room crammed
with kids who, fueled by food and
affection, have shed their
listlessness and started to laugh,
sing, dance.

“Look at you, kiddo,” Barron
whispers. “Look at you smile.” 

A child’s smile. That’s all it
takes — that’s all it ever took — to
seize the heart of this 41-year-old
woman.

That’s how it all began five
years ago in the nearby African
nation of Rwanda.

A child’s smile. That’s what
appeared unexpectedly one day on
the face of a 5-year-old girl named
Marie Nyirandorere.

She was in the hospital, near
death after lying almost two weeks
under a pile of her family members’
bodies. They had been slaughtered
in a mountainside village, part of
the genocide that claimed up to a
million Rwandan lives in 1994.

Barron, working on a medical
relief team in Rwanda, helped
rescue Marie by gently but firmly
pulling her back into the world of
the living with medicine, food and
hugs.

She had hoped to adopt Marie,

but in a bitter twist of fate had to
pull out of Rwanda suddenly to
accompany a medical team member
who suffered a massive head injury
in a car accident and was rushed
out of the country for surgery.

Barron’s adoption plans further
unraveled after she returned to
Oregon and learned that the
Rwandan government had decided
to bar all out-of-country adoptions.

Then Marie abruptly vanished
from the hospital where Barron had
been working and was swallowed
up in the tumult of war-ravaged
Rwanda. None of Barron’s contacts
knew where she had gone, or even
if she was still alive.

Barron spent the next three
years trying to find the girl: making
phone calls, sending faxes and
telegrams to officials in Africa and
Washington, D.C., keeping up a
constant stream of inquiries. She
built up thousands of dollars in
phone bills and filled boxes with
her correspondence.

In a final act of desperation,
Barron returned to Africa in 1997
and took a job as a relief worker at
a hospital in Makindu — an
impoverished rural village — with
the hope of slipping into nearby
Rwanda to search orphanages for
Marie.

It was on a trip to Rwanda, as
she looked down a long row of
children lined up for her inspection
at one orphanage, that Barron was
struck by the awful similarity of
their plight to the children she had
just left in Kenya.  She knew that
every one of these children — and
hundreds of thousands of others
like them across Africa — needed
the same help as Marie. The same
rescuing. The same love.

Barron didn’t find Marie that
day. But she had found her mission.
When she returned to Oregon, she
told her friends that she planned to
establish a center for orphans —
not in Rwanda but in Kenya where
she’d seen firsthand how the AIDS
epidemic was producing thousands
of destitute orphans.

Most friends were supportive.
But a few shook their heads at the
sheer impossibility of it all.

Impractical and dangerous, they
called it. Some went even further.
Crazy, they said. 

In the joyful confusion of her
center in Makindu, Barron gazes at
the children — her children — and
shakes her head in amazement.

“This,” she says, “is probably
the sanest thing I’ve ever done.”

Learning the village
It’s the start of the rainy season

in eastern Kenya and an overnight
storm has transformed the
meandering goat paths of Makindu
into streams of red-clay slurry.

Barron, wearing a Brownsville
Fire Department T-shirt and a pair
of mud-caked jeans and sandals, is
out shortly after dawn. She’s
making her rounds of the scattered
mud huts where guardians care for
the orphans who come to her
center.

Barron has decided not to place
children in orphanage dormitories
because of limited resources, a
desire to keep children in the
community and the need to move
slowly in starting the center.

Instead, she relies on guardians,
often extended family members, to
provide housing. The guardians
receive no money from the center
but their charges get free food,
health care and schooling.

Still, many orphans live on the
streets or in the countryside.  

KENYA AT A GLANCE
■ AREA: 582,646 square miles
■ LOCATION: Astride the equator,
extending from the Indian Ocean in the
east to Uganda in the west and from
Tanzania in the south to Ethiopia and
Sudan in the north. On the east and
northeast it borders Somalia
■ POPULATION: 26.7 million
■ RELIGION: About 73 percent
Christian, 19 percent traditional, 6
percent Muslim
■ LANGUAGE: Swahili is the national
language, while English is the official
language
■ INDUSTRY: Four-fifths of the
population works in agriculture. The
next largest employer is tourism,
followed by manufacturing
■ PER CAPITA ANNUAL INCOME: 270
U.S. dollars

Barron stands transfixed, even in the chaos of
a room crammed with kids who have shed
their listlessness and started to laugh, sing,
dance. “Look at you, kiddo,” she whispers.

The path to the
Makindu
Children’s Center
shamba leads past
a stream, which
serves as a fishing
and swimming
hole for kids and a 
water source for
the village.

Mass transit in Kenya is a spine-rattling adventure, with
passenger-crammed mini-buses called matatus and buses
traveling the badly deteriorated roads. Above, a strip of shops,
cafes and bars in “downtown” Makindu.

Madonna, a streetwise 12-year-old orphan who helped
inspire Barron to start the Makindu Children’s
Center, listens with interest to Barron’s offer of
sending him back to school at the center’s expense.

CHILD Continued from Page One_____________________________________________________________
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Barron calls them the “invisible
children,” because they abruptly
appear at center feedings and then
just as abruptly disappear into the
landscape.

“I couldn’t believe it the first
time I saw the children at the
center,” Barron recalls. “There they
were laughing, dancing and playing
one minute and then, suddenly, as
if by magic, they were all gone and
there wasn’t a trace.” 

As she talks, Barron turns onto
a dirt road, deeply rutted from the
passing of ox carts, which leads
through the heart of Makindu — a
flyspeck of a village, midway
between the nation’s capital of
Nairobi and the seaport city of
Mombasa.

From 10,000 to 15,000 people live
here — nobody seems to know
exactly how many. They belong to
the Akamba tribe, which migrated
from the south centuries ago.

The Akamba, tradition says,
came in search of food. If so, they
made a poor choice. The savannahs
are dry and barren for much of the
year — and when the rains come,
they often come in gully-washing,
seed-rotting overabundance.

The town consists mainly of a
ragged strip of shops, bars and
overnight lodgings. They cater to
the truckers whose rigs rumble and
slam at all hours over the collection
of ruts and potholes that is the
Mombasa Highway.

The rest of the town consists of
“dukas,” local shops, most of them
in rusting corrugated-steel sheds or
tiny brick-and-mortar cubicles.
They carry everything from warm
bottles of Tusker beer, the local
favorite, to Lifebuoy soap to slabs
of raw goat meat that dangle from
hooks.

Makindu’s claim to fame, if it
has one, is the gleaming white, gold
and azure minarets that sprout
incongruously from the midst of the
squalid landscape. 

Surrounded by high walls and
guarded by men wielding machetes
and bows and arrows, the Sikh
temple and an adjoining mosque
serve as holy places for the faithful,
mostly well-to-do Kenyans of Asian
ancestry who stop to worship and
eat in immaculate dining halls
while traveling between Nairobi
and Mombasa.

In contrast, most villagers draw
their water out of a parasite-ridden
stream a couple of miles west of
town. Modern sanitation is
nonexistent. Trash is tossed into

piles on the street, where it’s picked
over by beggars, street kids and
goats.

Disease is rampant: cholera,
dysentery, hepatitis, typhoid,
tuberculosis, meningitis, malaria,
yellow fever, typhus — and, of
course, AIDS.

The hospital has one doctor and
so few beds that two, even three
patients, share mattresses. The
tuberculosis ward is a separate aisle
in the men’s quarters, and goats
drink from open drains that run
through the courtyard.

Makindu has water and
electricity lines, but they’re shut
down much of the year, usually
because the government has fallen
behind on utility payments.

A majority of households survive
mainly on corn and other produce
they grow on the small “shambas”
(Swahili for farms) that are usually
next to their huts. If there’s any
excess, it’s sold at the outdoor
market along the highway where
old women exchange gossip as they
sit next to baskets of cucumbers,
dried beans, tomatoes, avocados and

potatoes.
Two of the primary industries in

Makindu appear to be begging and
prostitution. The latter thrives on
children, with girls as young as 12
and 13 inside the bars, sipping
warm Fanta sodas and waiting for
the next trucker to pull off the
highway. 

These, too, are invisible
orphans, who disappear into
brothels and, in time, from life,
often leaving behind invisible
orphans of their own.

An orphan’s plight
On this muddy Makindu

morning, the rains have brought
the villagers out of their huts and
into the shambas.

A barefoot elderly woman
wearing a bright red and green
cloth wrap drops corn seeds into a
patch of freshly hoed earth. She
pauses to look up at Barron, who by
now is a familiar sight in the
village.

“Wa ja,” the woman says,
waiting for the requisite response
to the traditional greeting of a

senior from a younger person.
“Ahhhhh,” is the proper reply

offered by Barron. The old woman
is so pleased that she greets Barron
two more times, pumping her hand,
cackling so hard it gives her a
coughing fit.

Barron is heading for the home
of the guardian who has taken in
Kabibi, the teen-age orphan dying
of AIDS and tuberculosis.

Kabibi is the child of a single
mother who died two years ago of
AIDS, Barron explains. The girl’s
father is listed in center records as
“unknown.” 

After her mother died, Kabibi
was taken in by an aunt, a bulky,
abrupt woman who dresses her own
children well and sends them to
school but keeps Kabibi in tattered
hand-me-downs and makes her stay
home to cook and clean.

Kabibi’s situation is far from
unusual in Kenya where orphans
are often treated as outcasts, even
when living with extended families.

The hard reality is that more
than half of rural Kenyans live in
extreme poverty and face a daily

struggle for simple survival. Many
are ill-equipped for the strain of
caring for additional children.

While some guardians treat
orphans as their own, it’s not
unusual for them to get less food,
clothing, schooling — less of
everything, than other children in
the household. 

It can be far worse for orphans
who have AIDS. Such children often
are seen as pariahs and subjected to
rejection, deprivation, beatings and
even sexual abuse.

Barron anticipates that the
problem will only worsen in the
future, especially in communities
such as Makindu, where as many as
three out of every 10 people over
age 15 are infected with HIV.

Kenyan officials estimate that
the number of AIDS orphans could
double from the current half-million
mark by 2005. The United Nations
says the number may already have
reached 1 million.

Kenya is just a small piece of a
much larger orphan crisis. In the 34
countries that make up sub-Saharan
Africa, health experts estimate that

there are more than 8 million
children orphaned because of AIDS.
At least an eighth of them are HIV
positive themselves.

“The orphans keep coming and
coming and coming,” Barron says.
“There is no end to it.”

Making the rounds
Kabibi is standing outside her

guardian’s hut when Barron
approaches.

The girl walks slowly, gracefully
to Barron, who kneels as Kabibi
climbs on her lap, places her head
on the older woman’s shoulder and
smiles.

“Kabibi,” Barron says. “How’s
my kid?”

The guardian emerges from the
hut and watches in silence. Barron
greets her respectfully and then
asks why the guardian hasn’t taken
Kabibi to the hospital for her daily
intravenous doses of tuberculosis
medicine.

The guardian replies that she
didn’t know that Kabibi needed
medicine and claims that the
hospital wants payment for the
medication. Perhaps, if the center
would give her some money ...

Barron swallows her anger at
the reply — an obvious ploy for
money. The guardian has been
reminded repeatedly about Kabibi’s
need for treatment, and the center
has arranged to pay for the
medication.

After giving Kabibi a long, last
hug, Barron stands to leave. But
before going, she asks the aunt if
Kabibi can come to the center for
the scheduled feeding later in the
day.

The guardian gives a
noncommittal shrug. Maybe, she
says. We’ll see.

A short distance down the path,
Barron comes across three young
orphans who live in a hut only
slightly larger than a chicken coop.
It’s devoid of furnishings other than
a few rags on the floor where the
children sleep.

There’s a guardian here, too, a
teen-age aunt who has taken them
in, even though she’s unmarried
and unemployed. She’s gone now,
each day leaving the children alone
in search of day jobs — hoeing in a
shamba or cleaning house for a
local family.

When she’s gone, 5-year-old
Kajoni assumes the role of parent,
watching out for his 4-year-old
brother, Mwanzia, and their
1-year-old sister, Wanza, foraging
for food in the shambas and in the
garbage heaps in town.

They stand outside the hut, tiny
Wanza blinking with alarm at the

“I couldn’t believe it the first time I saw the children at the center.
There they were laughing, dancing and playing one minute and then,

suddenly, as if by magic, they were all gone and there wasn’t a trace.” 
— WINNIE BARRON

Suffering from
malaria, 12-year-old
Munira lies
sweating and
shaking on the floor
of the Makindu
Children’s Center.

More than half of Makindu residents live in what the government calls “absolute poverty.” Musyoka Matua has numerous children but can’t work because he’s blind and sick. His wife died of AIDS. 

Orphans Mwanzia, Kajoni and Wanza live with a teen-age aunt who is often gone trying to find work. Kajoni, 5, assumes the role of parent
and cares for Mwanzia, 4, and Wanza, 1. The children suffer from malnutrition, and Wanza often eats dirt to satisfy her craving for food.

Turn to CHILD, Page 15A
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unexpected visitors. She begins to
wail and Kajoni bounces her up and
down on his hip, trying to calm her
down.

The children seem weary, and
Barron quietly points out the
telltale signs of malnutrition, the
distended bellies, the retarded
growth, the physical exhaustion.
Often, Barron says, she has seen
Wanza eating dirt to satisfy her
craving for food.

Barron reminds Kajoni of the
feeding later in the day and then,
after a few more stops, heads off to
the center to help oversee the
preparations for the feeding.

For Barron, it’s been a good
morning with the children, exactly
the way she’d prefer to spend her
time instead of meeting with local
bureaucrats or traveling to Nairobi
to do the endless rounds of
networking with government
officials, nonprofit agencies,
embassies, corporations — all of it
essential for the center’s survival
and Barron’s goal of helping
hundreds more orphans from
surrounding villages.

“I hate all this administrative
garbage with a passion,” she says.
“If I had my way, I’d rather be
airdropped into the middle of
nowhere with a bunch of kids. Then
just leave me there forever — and
I’d be happy.”

Connecting with street kids
Madonna is a 12-year-old boy

with the face of an angel, and he
spots Barron long before she sees
him.

But that’s the way with street
kids like Madonna. Their survival
depends on it. 

Barron is walking back to the
village after looking at a plot of
land that village elders have offered
to donate as a future home for the
children’s center. It’s an offer that
Barron is considering, although
she’s reluctant to spend the center’s
limited money on buildings,
especially when the physical and
emotional needs of her orphans are
so urgent.

“Madonna,” Barron cries out
when she sees the slender youth.
He’s peering from behind a hut,
eyes filled with amusement and just
a hint of caution.

Barron’s face explodes into a
smile. “Get over here, you
munchkin,” she says. “I haven’t
seen you for a long time. Where
have you been?”

The boy walks shyly up to
Barron. His mother and father both
died of AIDS before he was 2, and
he has grown up living alternately
in his grandmother’s hut and on the
streets of Makindu.

He’s wearing an ancient, filthy
rugby shirt and a pair of ragged,
drooping tan shorts. Barron hugs
him as she whispers to him,
inquiring about his absence from
school. 

She has heard that Madonna,
like many orphans, has quit going
to school and is back living on the
streets, where he earns a few
shillings a day doing odd jobs.

Barron knows Madonna quit
school partly because his
grandmother couldn’t afford the
cost— public schools aren’t free in
Kenya — and because the
headmaster treated orphans as an
inconvenience and embarrassment.

She fears that if Madonna
doesn’t return to school soon, he
will fall too far behind and remain
on the streets.

She asks if he wants to go to a
boarding school, with the center
paying the expenses. Madonna
looks intrigued — yes, he says, he
would like to talk about that.

Barron says goodbye but not
without a final, lingering look at
Madonna.

Despite the center’s efforts, she
worries that he’s slipping from her
grasp. She has heard that Madonna
has been getting into trouble with
local authorities — petty offenses
but the kind she knows can lead to

serious crimes. The kind that can
lead Madonna, like so many other
orphans, to the hard streets of
Nairobi.

It wasn’t always this way.
A year earlier when Barron was

working as a volunteer medical
relief worker at Makindu Hospital,
it was Madonna who insistently
befriended her, coming alongside
her as she walked through town
and holding her hand.

Yes, he was hustling the mzungu
(Swahili for white person) for a
handout. But he also wanted Barron
to meet a scraggly gang of kids,
orphans like him, who spent their
days scavenging the streets for
handouts and scraps of food.

As the oldest, Madonna was
their self-anointed leader, their
“mom” he liked to call himself.
Often he would take Barron to their
hiding places — abandoned huts,
alleys, ditches, lean-tos — any place
that could afford a vulnerable kid a
measure of protection.

There she would give them
candy, pencils, pens, notebook
paper — anything and everything
she had in her pocket.

It was Madonna who came to
her one day at the hospital and led
her about two miles out of town to
a tiny lean-to.

Inside was one of Madonna’s

“kids,” a 12-year-old girl named
Nyumbani who was lying on the
ground, feverish and delirious from
pneumonia.

Barron carried Nyumbani in her
arms to the hospital. She hooked
her up to an IV and did what she
could — but there was nothing to
be done for the girl, who was
suffering from the onset of AIDS.
She died within a few days.

It was also through Madonna
that Barron met Dianah Nzomo, a
local teacher who was struggling to
find a way to reach out to Madonna
and the other orphans of Makindu.

Starting the center
Nzomo was a well-known figure

in the Makindu region because she
had done something extraordinary
for a rural Kenyan woman.

For years, Nzomo had been
married to a man she says abused
and tyrannized her and their four
young children. 

She realized that her life might
be in danger, she says, when she
injured her leg and her husband
refused to let her go to the hospital.

So Nzomo fled to live with
family in a nearby village — ran in
a culture where it’s not unheard of
for wives to be beaten, even killed,
for attempting to leave their
husbands.

Eventually, with the help of
friends and co-workers, Nzomo
managed to get her children back
and to build a modest brick home
in Makindu with banana trees in
the courtyard.

Nzomo says she felt an
immediate spark, a kinship with
Barron as they spent time together
with Madonna and the street
children. They began to talk about
how they might meet some of the
orphans’ many pressing needs.

But Nzomo was cautious,
keeping her feelings to herself,
wary that Barron was like so many
other Western relief workers who
spouted good intentions and then
suddenly were gone.

Little by little, Nzomo began to
feel that maybe Barron wasn’t like
the others. There was something
about her that was down-to-earth,
gritty.

When the two of them spoke —
as they often did late into the
nights in the courtyard outside
Nzomo’s house, their chairs pulled
close to the charcoal stove for
warmth — Nzomo sensed none of
the superiority or arrogance she
had felt around other relief
workers.

“There was a time when I knew
in my heart that we were like
sisters — no, that we were sisters,”

Nzomo recalls.
Gradually, the two began to

formulate plans for a center that
would do what no relief agency, no
government office, no religious
institution was doing: reach out to
the invisible orphans of Makindu.

The idea was deceivingly simple
— Barron would return home to the
United States and raise money that
would enable them to start a center
to provide food and shelter, health
care, education — and, above all,
love and emotional support.

They even picked a symbol for
the new center — the baobab — a
tree that has great significance for
the Akamba people.

To say baobabs are
unusual-looking is an
understatement. They have great,
elephantine trunks with strange
marks that look like ancient runes.
And the branches, surprisingly
slight after sprouting from such
immensity, reach upward like
grasping fingers.

Akamba tradition says such
trees sing songs for unborn
children. Before they become
pregnant, women sit under them,
often walking for miles to find one,
waiting to hear the song that will
belong to their child.

When children are born,
mothers teach them the song. It’s
also sung by friends, family and
neighbors at special events —
birthdays, initiations, weddings.

The idea, Barron and Nzomo
agreed, was to provide a new song
for the orphans of Makindu. A song
of “tumaini” — the Swahili word
for hope. For a promise and a
future.

When Barron left Makindu in
1997 to return to her work as a
physician’s assistant in Junction
City, Nzomo waited patiently,
reading Barron’s letters that told of
how she had managed to raise
thousands of dollars in
contributions and how she had
affiliated with a nonprofit
organization, even forming a board
of directors to help oversee the
project.

Barron had told Nzomo that she
planned to return by midsummer
1998. But the details, the
unanticipated challenge of planning
such an ambitious enterprise —
from crafting a budget and a
long-range plan to acquiring
donations and equipment — kept
Barron busy through the end of
August. 

Nzomo had great faith in
Barron, recalling the nights that
they had talked about their hopes
and dreams.

But, still, the delays were
worrisome.

Finally, she wrote a note to
Barron. “Are you really coming?”
she asked.

“Yes,” Barron replied. “I’m
really coming.”

CHILD______________________________
Continued from Page 14A

“There was a time when I knew in my
heart that we were like sisters — no, that

we were sisters.”
— DIANAH NZOMO, Co-founder of the Makindu Children’s Center with Winnie Barron

Children relax on
the floor of a small
rented building
that serves as
temporary
headquarters for
the Makindu
Children’s Center.

Dianah Nzomo is working with Barron to make the Makindu Children’s Center a reality. Here, she plays games with some of the orphans.

Women bring crops from their small farms to sell in a market along the Nairobi-Mombasa Highway. Through her work, Winnie Barron has become a familiar figure to them.

THE REGISTER-GUARD FOR A CHILD’S SMILE SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 20, 1999___________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________15A



Study: Midlife’s prime time

By ERICA GOODE
The New York Times

On Madison Avenue, childhood is carefree, adoles-
cence equals angst and middle age is synonymous with
emotional upheaval — and a passion for sports cars.

But researchers who study the unfolding course of
human lives have learned to distrust such popular
stereotypes. The reality of development across the life
span, they find, is almost always more complicated,
less romantic and far more interesting than any por-
trayal offered up by the world of advertising.

Certainly this is true of the portrait of middle age

emerging from a 10-year study of nearly 8,000 Ameri-
cans by the MacArthur Foundation Research Network
on Successful Midlife Development, which just released
the first in a series of reports on its findings.

Far from being a time of turmoil, for most people
the midlife years appear to be a time of psychic equa-
nimity, good health, productive activity and communi-
ty involvement, the MacArthur researchers found.

“On balance, the sense we all have is that midlife is
the best place to be,” said Dr. Orville Gilbert Brim,
director of the network, which is made up of research-
ers from many different academic disciplines.

The years between ages 35 and 65, and in particular
the decades between ages 40 and 60, are a time when
people report increased feelings of well-being and a

■ Aging: Researchers find middle age
a time of well-being for men, women.
_____________________________________________

Turn to MIDLIFE, Page 15A

MAKINDU, Kenya — It’s
early afternoon and
Winnie Barron has been
waiting nearly a full,

sweltering hour for one of the local
chiefs to show up for a meeting — a
meeting he requested — to discuss
the future of the Makindu
Children’s Center.

Barron and Cathy DeLong, a
center volunteer from Chicago, sit
in plastic chairs outside a gas
station cafe. They sip bottled water
and wait patiently.

The official’s support could
prove critical to the long-term
survival of the center and its efforts
to rescue hundreds of orphans from
hunger, homelessness, crime and
disease.

Finally, they see the man, who’s
about to get into his car in the
station’s parking lot. He avoids eye
contact, and when the women
approach, looks at them as if
they’re strangers.

“We need your time,” Barron
says.

The official says he’ll be back
later and that perhaps they’ll talk
then. When the women remain, he
looks at them with disdain. “Are
you Americans always in such a
rush?” he asks.

Barron, usually the soul of
restraint, is simmering. She has
spent too many hours waiting for
too many indifferent officials.

“Look,” she says, her voice

edged with exasperation. “Time is
running out — and children are
dying.”

The official lifts his head,
looking mildly surprised. “They
are?” he says.

There is an ancient saying in
Swahili, one most Kenyans know
well and one every visitor quickly
learns.

“Pole pole diomuendo,” it goes.
The translation: “Slowly, slowly —
the world still turns.” 

It’s a mantra for Kenyans who
say it when snaking along the
cross-country nightmare called the
Mombasa Highway at 5 mph. They
whisper it when phone lines are
down. They mutter it when water
and electricity are shut off. They
murmur it when rains are late and

The

Waiting
Game

Children’s center founder fights
red tape, suspicion, cultural
differences to establish
orphanage in Kenya

The Makindu Children’s Center’s feedings are a time of joyous celebration, when orphans shed despair and spend long afternoons playing, singing and dancing. 

BY  PAUL NEVILLE   PHOTOS BY  NICOLE DeVITO   The Register-Guard

Winnie 
Barron’s 
mission to 
Africa
Second of three parts

■ TODAY: Winnie Barron
struggles to lay the
groundwork for the
Makindu Children’s
Center amid rampant
AIDS, extreme poverty
and official corruption
and indifference.
■ MONDAY: Five years
after they were
separated, Barron returns
to Rwanda to find a girl
whose life she once
saved and who inspired
the children’s center.

INSIDE
■ BACK IN
BROWNSVILLE:
Residents follow Barron’s
exploits in Africa / 10A

For a
Child’s
Smile

Chief David Kisilu discusses
plans with Winnie Barron and
volunteer Cathy DeLong.

Turn to WAITING, Page 10A

Film critic Siskel dies
surrounded by family

By HERBERT McCANN
The Associated Press

CHICAGO — Film critic Gene Siskel, known for
the thumbs-up and thumbs-down reviews he and Rog-
er Ebert shared on their popular TV show, died Satur-
day. He was 53.

Siskel had surgery in May to remove a growth
from his brain, but returned to the syndicated televi-
sion show “Siskel & Ebert” soon afterward. He an-
nounced earlier this month he was taking time off
from that show to spend time recuperating from the
surgery.

He died at Evanston Hospital near Chicago,

Turn to SISKEL, Page 15A

Gene
Siskel

Deadline
extended
for accord
on Kosovo
■ Peace talks: Citing
progress, officials give
both sides until Tuesday
to reach an agreement. 
______________________________

By BARRY SCHWEID
The Associated Press

RAMBOUILLET, France — Un-
able to win Serb concessions on a
NATO peacekeeping force but re-
porting “substantial movement” to-
ward Albanian autonomy, the Unit-
ed States and five other nations
agreed to extend to Tuesday a dead-
line for a Kosovo peace agreement.

NATO had threatened airstrikes
against the Serbs if they did not
reach an agreement with Albanian
insurgents by noon Saturday.

The talks continued for more
than seven hours beyond that dead-
line, and British Foreign Secretary
Robin Cook
and French
Foreign Minis-
t e r  Huber t
Vedrine told a
S a t u r d a y
night  news
c o n f e r e n c e
that the new
d e a d l i n e
would be 3
p.m. Tuesday
(6 a.m. PST).

“Neither of
us is predict-
ing there will
be an agree-
ment by Tues-
day, but what
we have seen
over the past
24 hours is
s u b s t a n t i a l
movement , ”
Cook said, re-
ferring to pro-
visions in the
plan to give
the Albanians
maximum autonomy but not
independence.

Vedrine said the Yugoslav gov-
ernment of Slobodan Milosevic has
not yet agreed to the NATO peace-
keeping troops that would enforce a
settlement. But he did say negotia-
tors have not given up on convinc-
ing the government of Yugoslavia.

U .S .  Secre tary  o f  S ta te
Madeleine Albright made clear who
she felt was preventing a deal, ac-
cusing the Serb negotiators, led
from Belgrade by Milosevic, of
“evasion and delay.”

She said that without NATO
peacekeepers taking over for Serb
troops in the province, an agree-
ment would be “just a piece of
paper.”

“The Serbs’ refusal to even con-
sider the peace implementation
force is largely responsible for our
failure to reach an agreement,” Al-
bright said.

But “it is worth trying, it is
worth pushing again with
Milosevic,” she said, adding: “It

Turn to KOSOVO, Page 14A

“It would be
a grave

mistake for
Milosevic to
miscalculate

our
intentions.

... We’re not
into endless
extensions.”

 hhhhhh
MADELEINE
ALBRIGHT

Secretary of state
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seeds haven’t sprouted.
It can be an excruciatingly hard

concept for solution-oriented
Western relief workers, who are
driven by a sense of urgency in the
face of dire need. But in the end,
they must either embrace it — or
leave in frustration and failure.

To build her children’s center,
Barron knew she had to yield to the
timeless wisdom of Kenya: Pole pole
diomuendo.

Abandoning original plans
When Winnie Barron was a girl,

her parents used to take her
mountain climbing.

Barron grew up the youngest of
seven children in an upper-middle
class Jewish home in
Massachusetts. Her mother, Gloria,
was in her mid-40s and carried
Winnie to term despite a doctor’s
warnings of risks to mother and
child.

“I just laughed in his face,” her
mother recalls. “I was determined
to have that child.”

It was Gloria Barron who
imparted to her children the gift of
that determination — and a heart
for the poor.

Each year, she had her children
go through all of their belongings —
clothing, books, toys, everything
they didn’t need and use — and
give the excess to charity. And each
year, the Barron kids had to come
up with a public service project,
such as sewing clothes for the poor
or working in a soup kitchen.

Winnie’s father, Arch, was a
prosperous real-estate consultant, a
distant man whose closest moments
with his children came when he
took them with him into the
mountains.

Although Winnie was the
youngest, she never fell behind,
even on tough climbs.

“I’d look behind for her — but
she’d always be right there with
us,” her mother remembers. “I
don’t think Winnie ever lagged or

quit — not once.”
That tenacity helped Barron

survive the first  difficult months
as she struggled to establish the
children’s center in Makindu.

She arrived early last September
with a detailed strategic plan she
had crafted with painstaking care
back home in Oregon.

It called for construction of
dormitories, offices, a health clinic
and agricultural and vocational
training centers — all in the
Makindu area where Barron had
worked for several months in 1997
as a medical relief worker.

But within a few weeks, Barron
scrapped the entire plan — tossed it
into a corner of her tiny quarters at
the local Sikh temple, where she
slept amid a jumble of surgical
gloves, antibiotics, files, medical
books, mosquito netting and hand
tools. 

One of the first obstacles that
Barron encountered was a
deep-seated resentment and distrust
of foreign relief workers.

On her third day in Makindu, a
delegation of local officials
confronted Barron at a cafe,
informing her that the center

wasn’t welcome and that they’d had
their fill of foreigners who swept in
making promises and then left with
most of those vows unfulfilled.

In fact, a California-based relief
agency had recently done just that
in Makindu. One worker had
promised to build a dorm for
homeless girls, but departed with
no warning, leaving behind a shell
of a building and unpaid bills.

Next, Barron encountered a
bureaucratic maze of “official
meetings” that began with the
provincial district commissioner,
moved on to the district

commander, division commander
and all five regional chiefs and each
village elder. All to assert the mere
fact that, yes, Winnie Barron was
indeed in Makindu and planned to
help orphans.

Barron also was thrust into the
snarls and complexity of Kenyan
politics — a realm so corrupt that
the nation’s attorney general last
year issued a plea for U.S.
assistance, saying graft had frozen
the government’s ability to provide
even basic services.

There is an ancient saying in Swahili, one
most Kenyans know well. “Pole pole
diomuendo,” it goes. The translation:

“Slowly, slowly — the world still turns.” 

An orphan ponders
visitors to Mission
Hope in the
Mathari Valley,
the oldest, largest
and worst slum in
Nairobi.

WAITING______________________________
Continued from Page One

Orphans at the Makindu Children’s Center savor a rare feast that includes goat meat, boiled spinach and goat intestines.

Turn to WAITING, Page 11A
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By PAUL NEVILLE
The Register-Guard

BROWNSVILLE — Winnie Barron
loves the orphans of Makindu. And
Brownsville loves Winnie Barron. 

It’s that simple — a straightforward
equation of relationships that has
inextricably linked this tiny rural
community in the Willamette Valley to
another more than 10,000 miles away in
eastern Kenya.

Friends describe Barron, a 41-year-old
paramedic and a physician’s assistant
from Brownsville, as an intensely private
person who endures publicity only when
she thinks it will help the children to
whom she has dedicated her life.

“Winnie would be totally happy if
nobody ever connected her to what she
was doing in Africa,” says Don Andrews,
a fellow paramedic and director of
Sharing Hands, a nonprofit United Way
agency overseeing the Makindu project.
“That’s just the kind of person she is.”

But Barron has become a high-profile
figure in Brownsville, where her
activities in Africa are chronicled
weekly in the local newspaper under a
column called “Winnie Watch.”

It’s not unusual for Barron and her
Makindu Children’s Center to be the
topic of conversation at bull sessions
down at the fire department or when
local business folks gather at C.C.’s for
their morning coffee.

Most people here are familiar with
Barron’s struggles and successes in
starting up the center. Many recognize
the names of center orphans such as
Kabibi or Madonna or Emma Rose.

“Winnie’s just plain big news around
here,” says Tim Frost, chief of the
Brownsville Fire Department, where
Barron has been a volunteer paramedic
and a member of the search-and-rescue
team for nearly 14 years. 

After stories about Barron appeared
in The Register-Guard last year,
residents of Brownsville and
surrounding towns in Linn and Lane
counties donated more than $40,000 to
the Makindu center. Area Rotary clubs,
combined with their national and
international organizations, have
committed another $25,000.

“Winnie’s highly regarded by just
about everyone around here,” Frost says.
“To tell the truth, this is really the
community’s way of paying her back for
all she’s given us over the years.”

Barron is held in high esteem outside
the Brownsville area, as well.

Shortly after leaving for Kenya, she
was named the state’s “Paramedic of the
Year” by the Oregon Department of
Health and Human Resources.

The award is stored for now on
Frost’s bookshelf. The chief says the
department’s volunteers are figuring out
a way to give it to Barron when she
returns home for a breather in March.

“If she knew we were planning to
honor her at some event, she’d never
show up — not in a million years. That’s
the way she is,” Frost says. “Winnie is
someone who never asks for credit for
what she does and who does everything
she can to avoid it.”

Friends describe Barron as a
dedicated volunteer who responds to
calls day or night, regardless of what
she’s doing.

“She can walk into the midst of chaos
in the middle of night, stare at the
situation for about 15 seconds and then
start organizing,” Andrews says. 

Co-workers also describe how Barron
typically keeps working long after other
rescue workers have called it quits, often
returning to the hospital to check on
injured patients or giving rides to
distressed family members.

“She’s someone who always does
more than is necessary and everyone
here knows it,” Frost says. “When people
call 911, Winnie’s the one people want to

show up.”
The Makindu Children’s Center also

has strong support in Junction City,
where Barron has worked for the past
year and a half as a physician’s assistant
at a medical clinic operated by Dr. Doug
Bailey.

Bailey says he tried for years to hire
Barron because of her reputation for
making patients feel at ease, especially
children.

When Barron went on extended leave
to go to Kenya, the staff at the medical
center donated everything from medical
supplies to clothing to money to help the
project.

Someone even donated a sewing
machine — “We’re still working on how
to get that to Africa,” says Bailey, who
has helped by picking up the cost of
Barron’s medical insurance while she’s
in Africa.

The Makindu center already has
attracted a local volunteer, Eugene
resident Betty Kellow, who has been in
Makindu since November and is
scheduled to remain through February.

A family counselor at Serenity Lane
Treatment Center in Eugene, Kellow was
so moved after reading about Barron’s
plans to help orphans in Kenya that she
drove to Brownsville to meet her.

Not long afterward, Kellow had taken
leave from her job and was on her way

to Makindu to work as a volunteer with
Barron at the center.

“It wasn’t a very hard sell — not
when you’re talking about needy
orphans,” Kellow recalls.

Kellow, 50, was well aware that Africa
would mean some hardships. But she
confesses that she was far from prepared
for the grim realities of Makindu.

“My first reaction was, ‘What am I
doing here — I’m an alien. I don’t belong
here,’ ” she says. “As a tourist, I would
have been taking pictures — but I’m
thinking, ‘How can I be part of this
community? What can I possibly do to
help?’ ”

But little by little, Kellow says she has
become acclimated to Makindu and her
role at the center.

“The children are astounding,” she
says. “When you’re around them, you
forget everything else. They become
everything.”

The center’s other U.S. volunteer is
Cathy DeLong, a 37-year-old  insurance
executive from Chicago.

DeLong was finishing a stint as an
HIV education worker in Makindu when
she met the newly arrived Barron in
September. It didn’t take long for DeLong
to change her plans, staying to help
Barron start the children’s center, doing
everything from planting the center’s
farm to keeping the books.

“Winnie makes an impression,” she
says. “And I thought maybe, just maybe,
we might make a difference in this
place.”

Barron says the center is in serious
need of more volunteers, with expertise
ranging from agriculture to social work.

Andrews says the project has
attracted interest from prospective
volunteers from as far away as Turkey,
France and England — and as close as
Brownsville.

Daneé Cliver, who works at a bank in
downtown Brownsville, is seriously
considering a volunteer stint in Makindu
this spring.

If she can’t make arrangements to go
herself, Cliver says she wants to help set
up a fund that would enable others to go.

The mention of Barron’s name
literally brings other bank employees out
of their chairs.

“Winnie’s got a good heart and all the
feeling comes from her soul,” Irene
Ellefson says. “She’s just one of those
people who really, genuinely cares about
the plight of children — and is doing
something about it.”

Her passion makes an impression
Winnie Barron’s work in Africa is big news in her small town, and others want to help

NICOLE DeVITO / The Register-Guard

Betty Kellow, a volunteer from Eugene, plays with children in Makindu. 

REPORTER’S
NOTEBOOK

Reporter Paul Neville and
photographer Nicole DeVito spent
two weeks in Africa, traveling in
Kenya and Rwanda. Here are
entries from Neville’s journal:

MAKINDU — There are children
wherever you go in Kenya.

You see them in the markets, the
streets, the rivers, the alleys, the
fields, the rural settlements —
everywhere.

And most of them have the
same greeting for mzungu (white)
visitors.

“ ’Ow are you?” they shout,
using exaggerated nasal tones that
are so unlike their melodic, smooth
Swahili that I was baffled — until I
was informed that the children are
merely imitating the speech of U.S.
tourists and relief workers.

While I was walking with two
people one evening down a
mosquito-ridden path to the
Makindu Children’s Center shamba
(farm), a little boy popped out of a
hut and pointed at each of the three
passing mzungus. He shouted both
his greetings and — the ultimate in
Kenyan courtesy — provided his
own responses.

“ ’Ow are you? Fine. ’Ow are
you Fine. ’Ow are you? Fine,” he
shouted, laughing so hard he fell
on the ground.

MAKINDU —  To understand the
sheer depth of poverty in rural

Africa, the best place to start might
be with Mr. Kampana, the old man
who lives in a tree.

There’s no way of knowing
exactly how old Mr. Kampana is,
since he himself has forgotten, and
no one else in Makindu has the
faintest idea whether he’s 52, 82 —
or 102.

Nor, apparently, is there any
way of knowing what his first name
is. Ask, and he replies “Kampana.”
Ask for his last name and he replies
“Kampana.”

He wears a turban and a
clay-stained suit, and has cataracts
on both eyes. But he sees well
enough to pick up pieces of scrap
metal, which he sells to buy food.

Mr. Kampana spends his days
foraging for scrap, sweeping the
packed red earth under his tree
with a bundle of dried reeds, and
begging in front of the resplendent
Sikh temple next to a sign that
reads, “DON’T ENCOURAGE THE
BEGGARS.”

When Winnie Barron met the
old man a year ago, he used
whatever leftover money he had to
help feed a group of street kids
who often came to sleep at night
inside an enclosure made of metal
scrap that surrounds his tree.

But lately the old man’s health
has been failing, and he no longer
can care for street kids. And, often,
he needs help climbing into his
tree, where he sleeps resting his
head on a small blue plastic bag
that contains all of his worldly
belongings.

MAKINDU — There’s nothing
like living in a malaria zone,

especially one where new strains of
the disease are resistant to
medications and where you watch
people literally collapse from it
before your eyes.

At night you find yourself
slathering your bed with pesticides
that make DDT look like baby
shampoo. And you sleep under
mosquito-net domes that drive you
insane when you awaken in the
middle of the night and hear the
drone of a cruising mosquito and
you can’t tell if the scum-sucking
insect has dive-bombed under your
netting or whether it’s still out
there. Waiting.

NAIROBI — I’ve just been asked
a wonderful question, one I

could never hear again if I traveled
the globe for years.

I spent the afternoon at the
children’s center, where I found
myself surrounded by teen-age
boys who wanted to know what life
was like in the United States.

“Do your kids dance?” “What
are the schools like?” “Have you
ever been on television?” “How big
are the trucks?” “Where do they
make airplanes?”

And then a 17-year-old orphan
named Kimeu asked the one
question I thought I’d never hear
from anyone. Anywhere.
“Who’s Michael Jordan?” he asked.

ON THE WEB
■ MISSION TO AFRICA: Find
complete coverage on our Internet
site at www.registerguard.com
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Winnie Barron, a physician’s assistant, playfully examines an orphan in the nearby village of Nguumo. Barron overlooks  minor problems and focuses instead on life-threatening diseases.

After a couple of months in
Makindu, Barron says, she was
stunned to learn that one official
had been accepting payoffs from
mothers in exchange for his
promise to represent their children
as orphans who needed help from
the center.

In her planning, Barron also had
failed to fully take into account the
extent of the destitution in
Makindu, where more than half of
the people live in extreme poverty
and where center volunteers
regularly met women such as
Nuduki Mutati.

On one visit, center volunteers
found that the elderly woman, who
cares for four orphans in a
one-room hut, had only a small
wooden bowl containing an
inch-deep of dried green peas to
feed her family.

Barron soon found that dozens
of Makindu parents were so
desperately poor that they were
sending their children to the center,
having them pretend to be orphans
so they could receive health care,
schooling and food.

All this made Barron rethink
her approach, but she was confident
that a new plan would emerge.
“God must have something
different in mind,” she thought.
“Now we’ll see what it is.”

Pole pole diomuendo.

Paying the price in Nairobi
Winnie Barron is taking a taxi

into the valley of death.
When in Nairobi on center

business, Barron often visits an
orphanage called Mission Hope in
the Mathari Valley, the oldest,
largest and worst slum in the
nation’s capital.

Nearly a half-million people live
in this swamp of tin-roofed lean-tos,
open sewers, bars and brothels in
an old rock quarry. A yellow haze
hovers over the valley, which has
the highest suicide, murder and
infant mortality rates of any of
Nairobi’s many slums.

Barron savors her trips to the
mission, where she does medical
exams of the orphans in exchange
for advice on her own project from
the Pentecostal church officials who
operate the orphanage.

Mission Hope is little more than
a large shed that houses 68 orphans
— children such as 6-year-old
Monica, whose neck and shoulders
are scarred from burns inflicted by
a deranged mother.

For Barron, Mission Hope is a
model of how much can be
accomplished with a little money —
its kids receive housing, food,
health care, schooling and
counseling for a few dollars a
month.

“It’s a lesson we need to
remember in Makindu,” says
Barron, who twirls Monica in the

air as other orphans wait their
turn. “They’re spending money here
where it needs to be spent — on
house mothers, food and education.
They’re not worrying about big
buildings that they can photograph
for donors to marvel at.”

Mission Hope is often the
highlight of Barron’s visits to
Nairobi, a city she dislikes for its
horn-blaring commotion, where
tourists get mugged so often that
the locals have nicknamed the city
“Nai-robbery,” where 60 percent of
the residents live in slums.

But Nairobi is part of the price
Barron knows she must pay to save
Makindu’s orphans. The center
needs the support of corporate
benefactors, government officials
and the international relief agencies

that can provide everything from
grants to drought-resistant seeds to
advice on digging wells.

So far, her trips to Nairobi have
paid off. The center has been
adopted as an official project of
Rotary International, clearing the
way for a $25,000 contribution from
clubs in Oregon, with the promise
of more help from chapters in
Kenya.

There are grant requests
pending with the Japanese Embassy
and the European Community.
Barron even managed to track
down an irrigation firm that
donated and installed a pump at the
center’s shamba (farm).

While walking in Nairobi one
day, she stopped by the front gate
of the national health ministry and

on a whim announced that the
director of the Makindu Children’s
Center was here to see Dr. Cleopus
Mailu, the government’s minister of
health reform.

In a nation where two- and
three-hour waits for even scheduled
appointments are common, Barron
was shocked to find herself
immediately ushered into an office
where she spent the next hour
describing her vision for the center
to Mailu, who it turns out was born
and raised in Makindu.

Mailu was so impressed by
Barron that he introduced her to
the minister of health, who is a
member of the president’s cabinet,
and then offered his own home in

MAKINDU
CHILDREN’S
CENTER
■ NEED: The center cares for
more than 100 orphans in the
Makindu area. As resources and
staffing allow, the center hopes
to reach out to hundreds more
in surrounding communities.
■ GOALS: The center is
committed to meeting
nutritional, medical, emotional,
housing, educational and
vocational-training needs of the
orphans. Organizers hope the
project will be at least partially
self-sustaining (through the sale
of produce from the center’s
farm and from craft sales)
within three years and that
management of the project will
be placed under Kenyan
leadership. When financially
feasible, center officials hope to
build physical facilities in
Makindu, including a possible
children’s home.
■ BUDGET:  $75,000 a year for
operating expenses, and a
long-term capital plan of
$75,000. The center has raised
$40,000 so far in operating
money and has $25,000
pledged for capital expenses.
■ HOW TO VOLUNTEER:
Volunteers with experience in
medicine, counseling, nutrition,
agriculture, crafts and a range of
other areas are needed on-site
in Kenya. “But mostly people
just need to love kids and be
able to hug them,” says Don
Andrews, director of Sharing
Hands,  a nonprofit United Way
agency overseeing the project.
Stateside volunteers are needed
to help with fund raising, school
presentations, program
development and volunteer
training.
■ HOW TO HELP: Tax-deductible
contributions to the Makindu
Children’s Center may be made
to Sharing Hands. Checks
should be marked “Makindu
Center” and sent to Sharing
Hands, P.O. Box 335,
Brownsville, OR 97327. The
agency’s phone number is (541)
466-3110 and e-mail address is
sharinghands@dnc.net.  

“Some day this Winnie will leave and then return again
to Makindu where she will be celebrated as the founder
of a very big home for orphans. This is my prediction.”

— CHIEF DAVID KISILU

The center’s
orphans play
traditional tribal
games, but other
games, such as
“follow the
leader,” at left, are
identical to those
that children play
across the globe.

Nuduki Mutati has taken four orphans into her one-room hut, but her business hasn’t been good and the family’s food supply is nearly gone.

Turn to WAITING, Page 12A
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Makindu as a place to house future
center volunteers.

Connections that lead to
connections that lead to more
connections. That’s how it’s done in
Kenya.

Back in Makindu, some local
officials have become allies,
including David Kisilu, one of the
region’s government-appointed
chiefs. He quickly became a big
booster, and took an orphan into
his own home.

Sitting in a chair of bent
branches as children gather at the
center, the chief watches as Barron
sweeps the floor, gives medication
to a girl with malaria, examines a
girl with an eye deformity and then
spoon-feeds an infant suffering from
a congenital heart defect.

“This is a woman who knows
what hard work means,” the chief
says.

“Some day this Winnie will
leave and then return again to
Makindu where she will be
celebrated as the founder of a very
big home for orphans,” he says.

“This is my prediction.”

Rewriting the plan
The center’s shamba lies a

couple of miles west of the village, a
20-acre field of plowed ground,
which, at first glance, has nothing
growing out of it except weeds.

Barron and other center
volunteers planted the field
themselves several weeks earlier,
slogging behind a rented tractor
and dropping seeds into the furrows
— maize, pigeon peas, beans,
sorghum, millet and cassava.

They rented the field for $170 a
year, gambling that they could grow
enough produce to feed the orphans
and sell enough excess to help
support the center.

Makindu is an unlucky town
and almost always the last in the
region to get rains. As Barron
travels up and down the Mombasa
Highway, she sees shambas in other
villages that are a lush green. Not
in Makindu.

But now the rains have fallen
for three consecutive nights. And
Barron and DeLong, the volunteer
from Chicago, are hiking out to the
shamba to look at the field.

DeLong is the first to see it — a
rogue sprout popping out of a
furrow. It’s a tiny cow-pea — and
cause for high-fives, whooping and
hollering.

One day — and another
downpour later — the field is
sprinkled with new sprouts —
maize, sorghum, millet, and Wendi
Kalingu, the center’s shamba
caretaker, strolls between rows,
talking up the harvest prospects
like a carnival huckster.

“I’m telling you, my friends,
everything that we planted will
grow — everything,” he says,
glowing as if he brought the rains
from the sky himself. “These plants
— they cannot be stopped now.”

Just as the first sprout took a
long time to emerge, so, too, did
new plans for the center.

What emerged were modest
plans that called for slow, steady,
patient growth, the kind Barron
hopes will produce broad
community acceptance and
participation.

She began with some hard
decisions about what children she
could — and couldn’t — help.

Though it was painful, Barron
decided against helping children
abandoned by their parents. Barron
had learned that the poverty of
many families was so deep that
parents might be tempted to put
their  children on the streets if it
meant the center would provide for
them.

She would help only those
children whose mothers had died
and whose fathers had died, or, as
is often the case, had disappeared.

Another hard decision was to
place orphans with guardians
instead of building a traditional
orphanage.

There were many reasons for
this — a desire to keep kids in the

community and to teach them
self-reliance — but the biggest was
expense. 

For $50,000, Barron knew she
could build an impressive-looking
complex. But she remembered the
lesson of Mission Hope — to put the
money where it was most needed.
And for now it was needed to
provide food, health care, schooling
and counseling and to reach as
many kids as possible.

In time, there would be
buildings and perhaps even
dormitories. But for now, there
were children to be rescued.

Watching kids slip away
Barron’s center began to grow

slowly, steadily under the guiding
philosophy of pole pole diomuendo.

But the approach also took a
toll.

Barron and fellow volunteers
have watched in agony and
frustration as children have slipped
away — some to the streets, others
to death — as they worked to
establish the center.

Emma Rose was a 15-month-old
wisp of a child who lived with her
guardian great-grandmother, a
leathery, temperamental widow
named Sophia with a penchant for
the high-octane beer that she brews
in plastic jerrycans and sells to
neighbors.

Sophia also had seven other
children staying with her in a
one-room thatched hut, the
offspring of her two daughters, who
both died of AIDS. The children’s
fathers either died or disappeared
— no one seems to know — or say. 

Emma Rose was the daughter of
one of Sophia’s grandchildren,
15-year-old Rose who, like many
orphans, turned to prostitution.

Sitting inside her dimly lighted
hut, Sophia recalls how the playful
Emma Rose quickly became her
favorite, how the girl made her feel
like a young mother again. “She
made me happy,” the old woman
says.

But Emma Rose fell ill and
didn’t come to the center’s feedings
for two weeks. Barron went to
Sophia’s home to check on the girl
and found Emma Rose fevered and
coughing. The hut’s thatched roof
had partially collapsed, leaving the
child exposed to the elements.

A quick glance told Barron that
the girl was malnourished and
dehydrated, and suffering from
malaria. Barron carried her to the
hospital, where the child’s feet
slapped weakly against Barron’s
arms as she started an IV.

Despite Barron’s efforts, Emma
Rose died within days. The child
was buried under an acacia tree a
few yards from Sophia’s hut.

After Emma Rose died, the
center’s other guardians, many of
them elderly, poor women like
Sophia, contributed 40 cents each —
the cost of a day’s food — to help
build a new hut for Sophia.

But the shelter proved scant
solace for Sophia. “Maybe it was
the wind that made little Emma get
sick and die,” she told a visitor, her
face half hidden in the shadows.

Such losses are excruciating for
center volunteers, especially when
they involve health problems that
could be remedied with relative
ease back home in the United States
and especially when they know that
their slow start meant no health
clinic or dormitory was available
for Emma Rose.

Barron consoles herself with the
belief that some day there will be
daily feedings and enough
volunteers to check on all the
Emma Roses of Makindu. Enough
food from the shamba to feed them.
Enough medicine to treat them.
Enough good homes to take them
in. Enough money to send them all
to school.

Some day, when it’s time to
build a new home for the center,
Barron and the volunteers have a
name already picked out:
“Tumaini,” the Swahili word for
hope.

Already making a difference
It’s a feast day at the Makindu

Children’s Center, the likes of
which most of the orphans have
never seen. And some, such as
Kabibi, a 14-year-old dying of AIDS,
may never see again.

Barron has invited local officials
and relief workers from the region
to attend a Thanksgiving
celebration.

Over a fire outside the center,
Dianah Nzomo, Barron’s close
friend and co-founder of the center,
is hard at work with her teen-age
daughters, cooking up the feast of
goat meat, ugali — corn meal and
water — and sukuma wiki, boiled
spinach mixed with something that
looks suspiciously like goat entrails.

The children inhale the food.
There are no leftovers — not one
bean, not one fragment of meat.

With each bite, the orphans gain
new spark and life. Five-year-old
Kajoni, somber and listless when he
first arrived, sprints across the
room and climbs up Barron’s back.

In the middle of the room, a
group of teen-age girls in dresses,
some of them torn and missing
buttons, giggle as Betty Kellow, a
volunteer from Eugene, teaches
them the macarena to the tinny
accompaniment of a small boom
box.

With a few claps, Nzomo
assembles the children and stands
them up against the opposite side of
the room from Chief Kisilu and
other visiting officials.

With vibrant voices, the
children sing a song that honors
each guest by name, giving them
the title of “sister” or “brother.”
But when it comes to Barron, the
title changes to that of “mother.”

“Mother Barron, Mother
Barron,” the children sing, swaying
and clapping hands. “Mother
Barron, what a wonder you are. We
love you so, so much, Mother
Barron. Mother Barron, what a
wonder you are.”

When the singing is done, the
visiting dignitaries rise to offer
some words, then the children spill
outside where they play games in a
sun-baked dirt courtyard — games
like “duck, duck — goose” and tag.

Even the few youngsters who
are too sick or tired to play seem to
savor just watching their friends.
One of them is Kabibi, who barely
has enough energy to stand.

Barron pulls Kabibi onto her lap
and hugs her long and hard. Kabibi
rests her head on the woman’s
shoulder and looks supremely
happy. As if this day was going to
last forever.

“Look at you, kiddo,” Barron
whispers. “Look at you smile.”

The children sing a song that honors each guest
at the children’s center by name, giving them the
title of “sister or brother.” But when it comes to
Barron, the title changes to that of “mother.”

Wambua, a
14-year-old
orphan, lives in
this hut that he
and his brother,
Musingilu, 15,
built by
themselves.

WAITING______________________________
Continued from Page 11A

Munira, a 12-year-old orphan, finds comfort and medicine for her malaria at the Makindu Children’s Center.
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Pumps
get mostly
seawater
from bow
■ New Carissa: Coos
Bay residents and salvage
crews hold forum to
discuss the shipwreck.
______________________________

By BILL BISHOP
The Register-Guard

NORTH BEND — Standing in
front of 100 local residents and
cleanup workers at a community
forum on Sunday, salvage consult-
ant Bill Milwee apologized on be-
half of the owner and insurer of the
wrecked New Carissa.

“Every time I talk to these peo-
ple (the owners), they ask me to
apologize to you,” said Milwee, an
agent of the owner, Tory Shipping
Co. of Japan. “These people are tru-
ly sorry about this. We will stay
with it to the end, and we will pay
for it.”

Sunday’s forum at North Bend’s
community center allowed local res-
idents to air their fears that the
wreck may erode tourism and harm
the oyster industry, to offer ideas
on what to do with the stern of the
ship, and to ask questions about the
cleanup.

But it marked another day of
frustration for a U.S. Coast Guard
anti-pollution strike force attempt-
ing to remove an estimated 135,000
gallons of oil from the vessel’s
beached bow section.

Because waves would eventually
destroy the beached vessel, Coast
Guard officials said they remain re-
solved to tow the bow off the beach
as soon as possible, even if no more
oil can be removed first.

Milwee said the New Carissa’s
248-mile trip to be scuttled in cold,
deep Pacific waters could begin as
soon as Tuesday. An approximately

Turn to SHIP, Page 4A
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on our Internet site at
www.registerguard.com

NEXT SUNDAY
■ OTHER LANE COUNTY
residents travel the world
over to do good works

For a
Child’s
Smile

By CHARLES TRUEHEART
The Washington Post

RAMBOUILLET, France — U.S.
Secretary of State Madeleine Al-
bright said Sunday that NATO will
not bomb Serbia if efforts to reach
a Kosovo peace deal are blocked by
objections from both the ethnic Al-
banian and Serbian sides in negoti-
ations here.

Serbian negotiators have been
described as the main obstacle to
an agreement. They have rejected
the idea of a NATO-led peacekeep-
ing force on Kosovo soil to enforce
the settlement. But neither are the
ethnic Albanians ready to accept
the deal.

The proposed peace accord envi-
sions three years of ‘‘autonomy’’ for
Kosovo. But ethnic Albanian lead-
ers want the pact to include lan-
guage for a referendum for indepen-
dence after the first three years.

Western mediators have given
the parties until midafternoon
Tuesday — an extension from the
original Saturday deadline — to
complete the talks. But Albright
said Sunday that “if this fails be-
cause both parties say no, there will
not be bombing of Serbia, and we
will try to figure out ways of trying

■ Kosovo: NATO will
bomb only if Serbs are to
blame for failure of peace
talks, diplomats say.
______________________________

Airstrikes
are off if
both sides
reject pact

Turn to KOSOVO, Page 4A
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‘‘He had great
name recognition,
but not a real high

quotient of
excitement.
Dull, boring.
He was the

first president.
Of course.
So what?’’

   hhhhhh  MICHAEL QUINN
Public relations man for

George Washington’s legacy

First president needs sizzle, by George
By WILLIAM HAMILTON
The New York Times

MOUNT VERNON, Va. — He is a
president with a problem.

“I know that he was one of the
first presidents,” 10-year-old Lon
Beard said of George Washington dur-
ing a visit to Washington’s 18th-
century estate.

Lon’s sister, Coral Krebs, who’s 28,
added, “He’s on the dollar bill.”

Posterity is a rough game. After
more than 200 years, this is how
George Washington is remembered.

We even play fast and loose with
his birthday — observing it, along
w i t h  L i n c o l n ’ s ,  l a s t  we ek .

Washington’s birthday is actually to-
day. He was born Feb. 22, 1732.

Well, get ready.
The people who care for Washing-

ton’s legacy have decided it’s time to
spiff him up a bit. The first president
is getting his first-ever public rela-
tions and marketing team. And 1999
is his campaign year.

Troubled by stagnating attendance
and a rocky recognition factor, espe-
cially among schoolchildren, the di-
rectors of Mount Vernon, the capital
of George Washington’s legacy, have
inaugurated a $3 million public rela-
tions campaign to reposition him as a
n a t i o n a l  f i g u r e  w i t h  wha t

spinmasters might call “heat.”
Think Leonardo DiCaprio, Diana,

Elvis.
“We were looking for something

with a lot of sizzle,” said Michael
Quinn, one of Washington’s campaign
men. “He had great name recognition,
but not a real high quotient of excite-
ment. Dull, boring. He was the first
president. Of course. So what?”

The campaign is called “Only in
1999.” It’s a year of celebration pegged
to the bicentennial of Washington’s
death on Dec. 14, 1799.

At Mount Vernon, 375 volunteers

Turn to GEORGE, Page 4A

Reunited
Five-year search ends in joyful, bittersweet meeting with Rwandan war refugee

BY  PAUL
NEVILLE
PHOTOS BY 

NICOLE
DeVITO
The Register-Guard

Winnie Barron’s fears that Marie Nyirandorere might not remember her vanish when the child recalls a peekaboo game the two used to play in Kibuye.

Barron is swarmed by orphans at L’Esperance orphanage in Mugonero.

Turn to REUNION, Page 9A

M
UGONERO, Rwanda — 
Winnie Barron gazes in
silence out the window as
the airplane drops out of a
cloud bank and drones low

over the sea of slopes and shadows that is
Rwanda.

Not many people visit Rwanda these
days, even though nearly five years have
passed since the genocide claimed up to a
million lives and displaced millions more
from their homes.

For the most part,
the visitors are foreign
diplomats,
missionaries,
journalists and a few
relief workers whose
agencies haven’t
departed because of the
ongoing violence.

But Barron fits none of those
categories. She’s coming home. Not to the
tree-shaded farm where she lives in
Brownsville, Ore., or to the orphan’s
center that she operates in rural Kenya. 

Barron is coming to see Marie
Nyirandorere, the child who seized the
medical worker’s heart five years ago and
never let go. 

Marie had been just 5 years old when
they’d met in the western Rwandan
village of Kibuye in 1994, when the Hutu
majority slaughtered more than a tenth of
the nation’s population in just three
months.

Marie was living in a nearby hillside
settlement when the Hutu death squads
came to do what they called “bush
clearing.”

United Nations workers had come
upon what remained of the settlement 10
days later. Inside one hut, a worker saw
what he thought was an entire family
lying dead in a bloody mound.

As he marked the remains for

bulldozing, he heard a faint whimper. It
was Marie Nyirandorere and she was
barely alive. He took the girl to an
orphanage in Kibuye — and it was there
on a night in late October 1994 that the
course of Winnie Barron’s life changed
forever.

Barron, then a 37-year-old physician’s



“We had a belief that if the people could resist long
enough, if they could fight hard enough, then they would

survive. But that was not true. Not in this place.”
— NGARAMBE VEDASTE, soldier, designer of the Resistance Memorial 

Normalcy has
returned to the
Rwandan
countryside — men
working in the
fields and women
carrying children
on their backs,
huge baskets
balanced on their
heads.
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By PAUL NEVILLE
The Register-Guard

B ISESERO, Rwanda — Ngarambe
Vedaste is standing next to a
mountain of bones.

Shattered skulls, jawbones, hip bones,
ribs, spinal columns, legs, hands —
they’ve all been gathered here in a
mound as big as a two-story house.
There are remnants of clothing — a
jacket, a sock, a ball cap. Even five years
after the massacre, the stench of death
overwhelms visitors.

Near the top is a torso held intact by
sun-bleached tendons. It appears to be a
small person, perhaps a woman, cringing
from a death blow.

This is Bisesero — a steep, craggy
region in the remote province of Kibuye
on the country’s westernmost edge. 

It is here that an estimated 50,000
starving, desperate Tutsi men, women
and children fled in the final days of the
genocide in 1994.

It is here that the Tutsis, armed with
clubs and stones, mounted their last
defense against the Hutu government’s
death squads, hoping in vain for the
nations of the world to intervene.

It is here that tens of thousands of
Tutsis were hacked to death with
machetes and small scythes called
pongas.

And, it is here that Vedaste is
building a powerful memorial — literally
made of bones — to the souls who fought
for their lives.

“We had a belief that if the people
could resist long enough, if they could
fight hard enough, then they would
survive,” he says. “But that was not true.
Not in this place.”

The 30-year-old Vedaste, 6 foot 8
inches tall with a .45-caliber revolver
tucked in the belt of his combat fatigues,
explains that he was born and raised in
Bisesero, but was away when the
slaughter began in summer 1994,
studying architecture in the Congo. But
he soon quit to join the rebel army made
up of Tutsi expatriates.

The rebels moved swiftly, and by late
summer had taken the capital of Kigali
and overthrown the Hutu regime. But
even then, the bloodshed continued at
Bisesero as Hutus passed through on
their way into exile, killing as they fled.

Vedaste estimates that 300 members
of his extended family lived in Bisesero
and the villages below. After the
massacre, there were none — he was
alone when he returned to his ancestral
home after the fighting was over.

“They are lying here before you —
they are somewhere in this pile,”
Vedaste says, sweeping a long arm over
the bones next to where he’s standing.

It was on that first return home that
he had the vision for the memorial. It
would begin with the gathering of the
remains, which had been hacked into

pieces and scattered over the ground,
stuffed into latrines, thrown into bushes.

“Those of us who returned would
walk in the bush and hear bones
cracking under our feet,” Vedaste says.
“So we brought them to this place.”

As the government-sponsored
memorial nears completion, the
survivors of Bisesero still seek justice.

Some accused architects of the
massacre are awaiting trial in the United
Nations’ International War Crimes
Tribunal in Tanzania. Others remain at
large.

Whether they’re found or not,
Vedaste plans to have all their names
inscribed on a wall that is part of the
monument. 

“Their names will be there for
generations — forever — for all the
world to see,” he says.

Rivers choked by bodies
More than a tenth of the population

died in this Central African nation in
less than three months in 1994, a
systematic attempt by the Hutu
government to annihilate the Tutsi
minority. 

United Nations officials have
estimated that the hurricane of killing
claimed 80 percent of the genocide
victims in just six weeks. That’s at least
800,000 people slaughtered, most by
machete — a daily killing rate at least
five times greater than that of the Nazi
death camps.

Garbage trucks were used to pick up
the dead in the capital of Kigali. The
bodies often were piled 4 or 5 feet high
— so many that relief workers resorted
to bulldozer burials. Rivers were choked
with bodies — so many that Lake
Victoria became seriously polluted.

Historians say many factors led to the
slaughter — poverty, ignorance,

superstition, the political violence
between Hutus and Tutsis that began
with the Hutu revolution of 1959; the
guerrilla war waged by expatriate Tutsis
in the 1990s;  and the mysterious
downing of the jet that carried Hutu
dictator, Juvénal Habyarimana, whose
death enabled Hutu extremists to seize
power and begin the slaughter of Tutsis.

But most agree that the critical factor
was the radical polarization of the Hutu
and Tutsi populations under Belgian
colonial rule from 1923 to 1962.

The Belgians promoted the concept of
ethnic supremacy and elevated first the
Tutsis as an ethnic group and then the
Hutus, encouraging each to dominate the
other, says French historian Gerard
Prunier, who recently wrote a book
about the genocide.

The supreme irony is that the ethnic
groups have mixed so completely over
the years that they’re no longer
considered distinct by most historians
such as Prunier. But identification with
one group or the other proved a matter
of life and death in 1994.

‘They are coming to kill you’
There is little, at first, to suggest to a

first-time visitor that anything out of the
ordinary ever happened in Rwanda.

Take a drive down any rural road and
you’ll see women with babies wrapped
tight against their backs and carrying
huge baskets loaded with avocados or
bananas.

Boys roll wooden wheels with sticks
and shout greetings whenever they see a
mzungu (white person). Hillsides that
were once burned are now green and
replanted with banana plantations.

But it doesn’t take long before you
begin to notice the burned-out hulks of
cars and mini-buses, the bullet holes on
the sides of buildings and walls in Kigali.

Just outside Butare, 60 miles south of
Kigali, gangs of men do manual labor in
bright pink shirts and pants — they’re
Hutu prisoners, among an estimated
250,000 charged with participating in the
killing and still awaiting trial.

In the city of Kibuye, the provincial
capital in western Rwanda, a gated wall
surrounds a mass grave — one of dozens
throughout the country. A hand-lettered
sign reads — “Cemetery: More than
10,000 people were inhumated here.”

Fighting continues in some border
areas, clashes between troops of the new
Tutsi government and  Hutu rebels based
in neighboring countries.

The distant pop of gunfire can be
heard at L’Esperance Children’s Center
in Mugonero in western Kibuye
Province, where 100 children — nearly
all of them orphans of the war —live.

Pastor Eleazzar Kwizera, the center’s
director, points out abandoned adobe
huts that scatter the surrounding
hillsides.  They are, he says, the former
homes of many of his orphans.

“In many of them you can still see the
blood stains on the walls — the blood
never goes away,” he says. 

He points to a hut just beyond a
clump of trees where an orphan, now a
14-year-old nursing student named

NICOLE DeVITO / The Register-Guard

Ngarambe Vedaste stands next to the remains of Tutsis massacred in western Rwanda. The remains include all 300 members of his extended family. “I am alone,” he says.

Memorial won’t let massacre fade
A monument of bones honors tens of thousands of Tutsis slaughtered in the genocide of 1994

“It is here that the
Tutsis, armed with
clubs and stones,
mounted their last
defense against

the Hutu
government’s
death squads,

hoping in vain for
the nations of the

world to
intervene.”

This is the view from the first steps of the
Resistance Memorial in Bisesero. 

Turn to MASSACRE, Page 9A

MORE
INFORMATION

For more information about the
genocide in Rwanda:

■ “We Wish To Inform You That
Tomorrow We Will Be Killed With
Our Families,” Philip Gourevitch,
Farrar, Straus & Giroux Inc.
■ “Kill Thy Neighbor : One Man’s
Incredible Story of Loss and
Deliverance in Rwanda,”  Corrine
Vanderweff, Pacific Press
Publishing
■ “The Rwanda Crisis: History of a
Genocide,” Gerard Prunier,
Columbia University Press
■ “Season of Blood : A Rwandan
Journey,” Fergal Keane,  Penguin
USA
■ “Rwanda and Genocide in the
Twentieth Century,” Alain Destexhe,
New York University Press and
Pluto Press.

Web sites:
■ Background information on
recent “Front Line” special, “The
Triumph of Evil” —
http://www.pbs.org/wgbh/pages/
frontline/shows/evil/
■ International War Crimes Tribunal
of Rwanda —
http://www.un.org/law/rwanda/

REPORTER’S
NOTEBOOK

Reporter Paul Neville and
photographer Nicole DeVito spent
two weeks in Africa, traveling in
Kenya and Rwanda. Here are
entries from Neville’s journal:

SOMEWHERE IN THE RWANDAN
COUNTRYSIDE — We’re

driving through Rwanda in Pastor
Eleazzar Kwizera’s battered
four-wheel drive. Watching the
spectacular landscape,
contemplating the genocide — and
listening to the pastor’s favorite
cassette tape: vintage Dolly Parton.

“Oh the pain of loving you. Oh
the misery, I go through,” Dolly
warbles, the pastor crooning softly
in the front seat as we crash along
butt-bruising clay roads — gullied
by the rains and then baked
stone-hard by the equatorial sun.

It was on a rare paved stretch
that I watch what appears to be our
vehicle’s universal joint fall off and
roll to the side of the road.

Javon, the pastor’s driver, stops
the clanking vehicle and we get out,
the pastor clicking his tongue
against the top of his mouth.
“Well,” he finally says. “Now we
shall have to trust in God.”

Javon disappears under the car,
and Winnie Barron and I walk down
the road, looking for four missing
bolts.

Amazingly, we find three of
them in short order, and then a
United Nations vehicle stops to
loan Javon a wrench. We’re about a
quarter of a mile down the road,
still scanning the pavement for
bolts, when Winnie hears a rustling
noise and is startled to see a wild
pig staring over an embankment.

Winnie calls me to point out the
pig and as she does, both our eyes
land on the same place on the road
— the missing bolt.

About a half an hour later, we’re
back on the road, cruising to the
accompaniment of Dolly singing,
“Just Because I’m a Woman.”

MUGONERO — I have rarely
experienced anything so joyful

and beautiful as Winnie Barron’s
reunion with Marie Nyirandorere at
the orphanage L’Esperance.

The look of shy, slowly dawning
recognition — and then delight —
on the girl’s face was astounding.

The children of L’Esperance
were astounding, too. They
surrounded the three of us —
Winnie, Nicole and me — first
reaching out shyly to shake our
hands and then boldly hugging our
legs, asking to be picked up.

Marie’s brother, Straton,
seemed to take a liking to me, a
sturdy little manchild of 5 who
planted himself beside me, patting
me on the back and fending off
rivals with a strong right forearm.

Eventually, a group of small
boys wrested me away, led me
down a hill and with laughter led
me into a girl’s dorm.

When the girls inside let out a
scream of surprise, the boys
tumbled outside, falling over with
laughter. I’d been had — the victim
of a grand, wonderful prank, one
which any child — in Mugonero or
Eugene — would be proud. 



“So you really have come back to see us ...
 We did not know if you were really

coming.”
— PASTOR ELEAZZAR KWIZERA, director of L’Esperance orphanage

There are 100
orphans at
L’Esperance
Children’s Center,
a Seventh-day
Adventist
orphanage in the
hilltop village of
Mugonero in
western Rwanda.

RWANDA AT A
GLANCE
■ AREA: 10,273 square miles
(slightly smaller than
Maryland)
■ POPULATION: 7.7 million
■ RELIGIONS: Catholic, 65
percent; Protestant, 9 percent;
Muslim, 1 percent; indigenous
beliefs, 25 percent
■ LANGUAGES: Kinyarwandan
and French are the official
languages
■ CAPITAL: Kigali
■ ECONOMY: One of Africa’s
poorest nations, with the
economy still reeling from
1994 genocide and war.
Dominant industry is
agriculture.

Orphans peer out a broken window at L’Esperance orphanage, which is on a hill just above a Seventh-day Adventist hospital where 2,000 Tutsis were massacred in 1994 after fleeing there for refuge.

assistant, had volunteered to serve
on a medical relief team that was
going to Rwanda for two months to
treat sick and wounded refugees.

A veteran paramedic, Barron
had seen some horrific sights. But
nothing could have prepared her for
her first day in Kibuye.

She was walking with a
colleague past a church orphanage
when she was summoned inside to
examine a sick child.

Barron had never seen anything
resembling what had become of
Marie. The girl’s 4-foot frame had
withered to less than 18 pounds and
pus dripped from her ears. She was
malnourished, had pneumonia and
drifted in and out of consciousness
and hallucinations.

Shaken to her depths by the
girl’s haunted eyes, Barron carried
Marie to the Kibuye hospital and
left her with nurses, expecting the
child to die in the night.

The next morning, Barron
showed up and saw an IV coming
out of what appeared to be an
empty bed. Then she heard a
whimpering. She pulled the blanket
away and the emaciated child began
to scream, stopping only when
Barron placed the blanket over her
head again.

“My God,” Barron thought. “If I
ever see a smile on the the lips of
that kid, I will be forever blessed.”

Though the hospital was flooded
with sick and wounded refugees,
Barron stopped by the girl’s bed

several times a day.
It wasn’t long before Marie

began to sit up, even letting the
blanket slide from her head. The
two devised a private greeting that
began with rubbing noses and then
ears and ended with placing hands
over the other’s heart.

Then came the morning when
Marie pulled herself up on Barron’s
back and climbed into her
backpack.

Surprised and delighted, Barron
turned her head to see the sight she
had never expected to see — a
smile.

The two became inseparable pals
over the next six weeks. Wherever
Barron went, Marie followed
behind, riding in the backpack.

To bolster Marie’s fragile health,
Barron cornered the local market
on eggs, the only food the child
would eat without vomiting. Barron
scrambled them on a camp stove
and fed them to Marie several times
a day.

It was an act of love that
brought Barron a new nickname.
“Eggs,” Marie called her one
morning when she arrived at the
hospital. And “Eggs” she remained.

As the weeks passed, Marie
continued to heal — and to bond
with Barron. As the time for her
departure neared, Barron began to
think seriously about adopting
Marie and bringing her to
Brownsville, fearful of the impact
their separation might have on the
girl.

But then the medical team had
to make an abrupt departure when
a member suffered a massive head
injury in a car accident and Barron

had to accompany him to Nairobi
for surgery. From there, the
exhausted team was sent directly
home to the United States.

Before leaving Kibuye, Barron
had only minutes to say goodbye
and no time to make arrangements
for Marie’s future.

She slipped a necklace with a
silver bell around the girl’s neck
and then played their private game
one last time — nose to nose, ear to
ear, heart to heart.

“I have to go away for awhile,”
she told Marie. “I want you to eat
lots of eggs and be happy.”

Marie responded with a smile.
“Eggs,” she said.

Finding Marie
Now five years later, Winnie

Barron is getting off the plane and
walking across the tarmac to a
modern terminal in the Rwandan
capital of Kigali.

Waiting in the baggage claim is
a tall, thin middle-age man wearing
a black suit, a white shirt and tie.

“So you really have come back
to see us,” he says to Barron. “We
did not know if you were really
coming.”

“Nothing could keep me away,”
Barron says. “You knew that,
pastor.”

It’s true. Pastor Eleazzar
Kwizera knew nothing could keep
Barron away. Not the woman who
had slipped across the border in
1997 to search for Marie in his
orphanage and others in the remote
western province of Kibuye.

Kwizera hadn’t known exactly
what to think when he first met

A teen-ager named Anatlie lost all her family except for one sister
in the 1994 genocide. Anatlie was tortured and left for dead with a
deep machete wound above her right ear. Turn to REUNION, Page 10A
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Jaclyn, once lived.
Her parents were among hundreds of

local Tutsis who fled to a nearby church
seeking refuge, but the death squads
came and killed her parents and sisters.
Jaclyn was slashed in the head and left
to die.

The wound was deep, but she
managed to crawl out of the church.
After a day of hiding in the bushes, she
emerged the next night and went down
to a river where she drank and washed.
Then she walked into the hills where she
found a relative who was also in hiding
and helped her elude the death squads.

Kwizera says Jaclyn still suffers from
headaches and sleeplessness. “She
dreams often that men are coming to kill
her with pongas,” he says.

Germaine Rachel works at the

orphanage as a cook and house mother.
Kwizera fondly calls the 79-year-old
woman his “Mum.” 

She previously worked as a nurse at
the Adventist hospital in Mugonero from
1939 until one day in April 1994.

Rachel, who is half Tutsi and half
Belgian, recalls how nearly 2,000 Tutsis,
some wounded in other attacks, fled to
the hospital compound for protection at
the invitation of the president of the
Adventist church, a pastor named
Elizaphan Ntakirutimana.

But Rachel, a thin woman with a soft
voice, says the opposite was true. She
says she learned that death squads were
on the way at the invitation of
Ntakirutimana and his son, the hospital
administrator.

Because she was only half Tutsi,

Rachel says she was warned to flee —
and escorted out of the compound — by
Ntakirutimana himself. “He told me,
‘You are not Tutsi. Run quick — they are
coming to kill you.’ ”

Rachel ran and lived. But her Tutsi
co-workers were slaughtered when
carloads of men armed with machetes
and scythes arrived shortly after 9 a.m.
on the morning of April 16.

‘’My friends were all killed — every
one of them,” Rachel says. 

Ten-thousand miles away in Laredo,
Texas, Elizaphan Ntakirutimana sits in a
jail cell and awaits extradition to the
United Nations’ International War
Crimes Tribunal in Tanzania, where he
has been indicted on charges of genocide
and crimes against humanity. His son,
Gerard, already is in custody and is
awaiting trial. 

“I believe this — that if the people
are patient, there will be justice,”
Kwizera says.

Memorial made of skulls
In honor of the Tutsi resistance at

Bisesero, the government last year held
the fourth anniversary of the genocide
there.

Rwandan President Pasteur
Bizimungo laid a foundation stone for
the Resistance Memorial, which clings to
the side of a mountain summit in this
high country.

Ngarambe Vedaste built the
monument that way for a reason: He
wants all those who make the grueling
climb to suffer not only emotionally but
also physically. Just like the men,
women and children who died.

“Perhaps in that way they can
become one with the people who died,” 
he says.

It’s the dead themselves who serve as
portals to the memorial. The first stop up
the steep steps is a tower with a large
mound of skulls inside.

“I want people to feel that they have
entered the valley of the shadow of
death,” Vedaste says.

There are four more tall brick towers
that will contain the rest of the remains,
which will be chemically treated for
preservation.

“These buildings are open graves,”
Vedaste says.

It’s a rough climb through the rest of
the monument, a climb laden with
symbolism.

Near the summit is a small grove of
trees, each cut off just a few feet above
the ground, their trunks peeled and
painted blood red. “We cut these trees,
just as the hopes of the people were cut
— just as their lives were cut short,”
Vedaste says.

“We are doing this so people will
remember what happened here,” he says.
“We are like the Jews — we must
remember.”

MASSACRE Continued from Page 8A______________________________________________________________________



Five years, Barron thinks. So much time.
What’s happened to Marie? How is her
health? Will she remember? Will she be

angry that I left?

A tiny orphan at
L’Esperance
summons the
courage to
approach a visitor,
hiding behind one
of the orphanage’s
house mothers.

After arriving at L’Esperance, Barron blew up several “glove balloons,” which the orphans chased through the grounds, freeing Barron to spend time with Marie and her brother, Straton.

Barron at his Seventh-day
Adventist orphanage in the hillside
village of Mugonero.

At first, the pastor was
suspicious of this mzungu (white)
foreigner who had come to a region
where Hutu rebels still staged
attacks from neighboring Zaire.

Why, he asked himself, would
anyone go to such lengths to find a
child that wasn’t her own? 

“What kind of craziness is this?”
he mused. But as he listened to her
story, his opinion began to shift.

“If it’s not craziness, then it
must be love — maybe even the
highest love,” he thought.

It didn’t matter to Barron what
you called it. All she had wanted
after leaving Rwanda in 1994 was to
find Marie and make sure she was
safe and well.

When she returned to Oregon,
Barron learned that Rwandan
officials had banned all foreign
adoptions of the tens of thousands
of “unaccompanied children” whose
parents had been killed or had
disappeared.

Through contacts in Kibuye, she
learned that Marie had left the
hospital and had disappeared from
sight, lost somewhere in a land
filled with lost children.

Barron built huge phone bills,
pleading with Rwandan and U.S.
State Department officials,
contacting every relief worker she
knew in Central Africa for help in
finding Marie.

The first surprising glimmer of
information came in 1995 when a
nurse working at the Kibuye
hospital said someone had dropped
off a note for Barron saying he had
run across a woman with the last
name of Nyirandorere. She was
being treated at a nearby medical
camp and had spoken of a daughter
named Marie whom she believed
had been killed.

Barron called United Nations
contacts in Rwanda who confirmed
that Marie’s mother was, indeed,
alive and being treated in a medical
center for AIDS.

It turned out that Marie’s
mother had been gone with an
infant son to a distant village
during the attack and had returned
to find her community destroyed
and a mass grave containing what
she believed was the remainder of
her family — her husband, three
daughters, two sons, grandparents,
aunts and uncles.

Then Barron got another

message in 1995, this one from a
United Nations official in nearby
Zaire who said that Marie, now a
healthy 6 years old, had been
located at a children’s center in
Kibuye.

Barron immediately contacted
Save the Children, an international
relief agency that was working to
reunite lost children with their
families in Rwanda, and asked them
to help bring the family together.

Later through a fax from an
agency administrator, Barron
learned that the three had been
reunited. But when Barron tried to
write them, she found that the
family had moved on to an
unknown location.

For the next two years, Barron
tried to trace Marie with no
success. She even signed up for
another relief stint in Rwanda in
1996, but the agency canceled the
trip, citing the threat of violence.

Finally in 1997, Barron accepted
a relief assignment in the eastern
Kenya village of Makindu. From
there, she hoped to find a way to
slip inside Rwanda and find Marie.

But Makindu proved to be far
more than a means to find Marie.
She encountered a new group of
orphans that touched her heart,
whose ranks were swelling from
Africa’s rampaging AIDS epidemic.

Shortly before she was
scheduled to return to the United
States, Barron got word that
Uganda had opened its border with
Rwanda to travelers. Within days,
she flew to the Rwandan capital of
Kigali and found her way to Kibuye
where she began searching
orphanages for Marie.

One of her first stops was in
Mugonero where she met Kwizera
at his orphanage called
L’Esperance. Marie wasn’t there,
but Kwizera told her to leave a
description and that he would write
if he found the girl.

Barron continued from
orphanage to orphanage. At the
eighth one, a house mother had the
children line up and lift their faces
for inspection. It was at that
moment that Barron recognized the
sameness of the children’s
desperation. Suddenly she was
gazing at a long row of Maries, all
of them connected through their
need to the child who had
transformed her life.

Barron returned to Kenya
without Marie but with a new
mission. She resolved to start a
center for AIDS orphans in Kenya.

Back in Oregon planning the
center, she received a note from
Kwizera saying he had found Marie
living with a younger brother

named Straton on the streets in
Kibuye. The pastor said he had
taken the two children into the
orphanage and asked Barron for
financial support.

At first, Barron was suspicious
of the claim and request for money.
But then another envelope came in
a few weeks — a letter loaded with
detailed information about Marie
and her family and containing
photographs of a sturdy-looking
young girl wearing a red
sweatshirt.

One look at the girl’s eyes and
Barron knew she had found Marie.

‘Do you remember me?’
Winnie Barron braces herself

against a mound of duffel bags in
the back of a four-wheel drive as it
bumps and bashes up the
switchbacks in the rutted red-clay
road that leads to Mugonero.

The view from the dust-coated
rear window is spectacular. Clouds
hang low over the vast inland sea
called Lake Kivu. Shafts of
late-afternoon sunlight caress the
slopes and their terraces of freshly
hoed black loam, banana trees and
silvery eucalyptus.

Five years, Barron thinks. So
much time. What’s happened to
Marie? How is her health? Will she
remember? Will she be angry that I
left?

The four-wheel-drive passes a
modest hospital compound, swings
through another switchback, and
pulls into an orphanage compound
of small, neat brick buildings.

Barefoot children pour out of
dormitories and classrooms, racing
alongside the car, shouting at the
pastor. “Papa arrago (Our Dad has
come).” 

Kwizera points to a short, sturdy
boy wearing a blue Cub Scout shirt
with a patch on the sleeve that
reads, “Troop 561 Niagara Falls.”

“That’s Straton — Marie’s
brother,” the pastor says.

The rig stops in front of the
pastor’s small home, and Barron
climbs stiffly out of the car, her
eyes anxiously scanning for Marie
in the horde of shouting children.

Then the pastor appears around
the side of the car. He’s standing
with his arm on the shoulder of a
pretty young girl wearing a blue
dress. She looks, shy, puzzled,
intrigued.

“This is Marie — your girl,” he
says. 

The girl, 9 years old with a
round, attractive face, looks at
Barron intently for a few seconds
and then turns away shyly. She

Kiki lost his family in the genocide and has AIDS. He is shunned by the other orphans. Turn to REUNION, Page 11A
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“If you cannot forgive your neighbor, then you will
not find forgiveness. So you must ask God to help you

forgive so that your own eyes will not be clouded.”
— PASTOR ELEAZZAR KWIZERA, in his message to his orphans

Orphans emerge
from a gate at
L’Esperance,
where children
receive an
elementary
education and then
learn vocations
such as nursing or
tailoring.

Winnie Barron’s time in Mugonero passes quickly and she must leave after a three-day stay to return to her own orphans in Makindu, Kenya. Aware that Barron is leaving, Marie
runs away  on the morning of her departure but then returns for a few final minutes of snuggling. “I want you to know that I am coming back,” Barron whispers to her.

stands in front of Barron, her back
against the woman’s legs, as if
waiting for clouds to clear from
distant memories.

As the other children mob
Barron, Marie sneaks a quick peek
at the woman who is now reaching
down to hug her. Then she looks
again.

“Do you remember me?” Barron
says softly, then pats the girl’s
stomach, the comfortably plump
belly of a well-fed child.

“Oh, you beautiful thing you,”
Barron says. “Look at this tummy,
where did it come from?” 

Marie speaks only
Kinyarwandan and a smattering of
French, and Barron speaks neither.
But it doesn’t matter. Suddenly the
two are communicating, oblivious
to everyone around them.

Barron kneels down on one
knee. And then a strange, but
familiar thing happens. The two of
them — the woman from Oregon
and the long-lost girl from Rwanda
— put their faces together and rub
noses. They touch ears and put
their hands on each other’s heart.

“You remember,” Barron says.
“You do remember.”

Marie buries her head in
Barron’s chest and whispers one
word.

“Mama,” she says.

Meeting Marie’s mother
It’s morning in Mugonero, and

Barron, Kwizera, Marie and Straton
are taking the long walk into the
countryside to the home of Marie’s
mother.

It’s a journey that neither child
seems eager to make. But it’s one
Barron has long planned.

As they walk, the pastor tells
Barron what he has learned about
Marie and her family.

The mother had believed that
only she and her infant son had
survived the massacre, he says. It
was a year later, through Barron’s
efforts, that the mother learned
Marie had survived.

Eventually, she also learned that
two other daughters, Esther, who
was 9 at the time of the attack, and
Margaret, who was 12, had
survived. Both had fled the village
as the screams of the death squads’
first victims filled the air.

Esther had run from the family’s
hut and eventually joined a group
of Tutsi refugees who stayed alive
by hiding in the mountains.
Margaret followed another group of
Tutsis who took her with them on a
harrowing boat ride across Lake
Kivu to Zaire, where she lived in a
refugee camp. 

Marie’s mother had lost a
husband, two sons, grandparents,
aunts, uncles, neighbors and
friends. Yet in a country where
survivors often found themselves
completely alone, she still had four
children who were alive. But, as
was also true of many survivors,
something had broken inside her. 

“She is a woman who is sick in
life,” the pastor says. “There are
many who survived who are sick in
this way.”

Kwizera says the mother,
homeless, desperate and with no
means of support, had married an
elderly man who refused to allow
any of his wife’s surviving children
to live with them.

The four children had to fend
for themselves, the pastor explains,
as the group begins the climb up to
the mother’s hilltop hut. 

Esther and Margaret found
positions doing cooking and
cleaning for local families in
exchange for food and board. “They
get no clothing or money — they
are like slaves,” Kwizera says.

Marie did similar work in
Kibuye but chose to sleep at night
on the streets to watch after
Straton who had no place to stay,
says the pastor, who found them
and brought them to the orphanage
after Barron’s 1997 visit.

After a steep climb, they see the
small thatched hut. In front of it
stands Marie’s mother, a slender,
middle-age woman with a small face
and a back bent from years of
manual labor.

She walks slowly up to Barron,
eyes downcast and embraces her,
placing her head briefly on
Barron’s chest. Then she looks up
at Barron with a sweep of emotions
— gratitude, shame, helplessness,
resignation, grief.

Margaret and Esther are there,
too, invited by the pastor to meet
the woman who saved their sister. 

The husband — who reeks of

banana beer, a Rwandan staple —
enters the compound from the
nearby fields where he has been
working. He shakes Barron’s hand
and greets his visitors in a loud
voice before inviting them inside
the dirt compound outside his
house.

The pastor speaks to the mother
in Kinyarwandan and then to
Barron in English. “I am saying
that you are here to see Marie’s
mother and her family and to find
out how they are doing,” he tells
Barron.

Barron crouches in the dirt
compound and pauses a long time
before answering.

“Tell her that I hope that Marie
and Straton’s mother knows that I
will try to help her care for her
children the way she would want,”
Barron says. “Tell her that her
children are not mine but they are
part of my heart.”

If there were any questions
Barron had wanted to ask, they
dissolve in the presence of this frail,
weary woman.

The pastor translates Barron’s
words and the mother nods. And, in
a few minutes, the visit is over,
nearly as quickly as it started.

The two women embrace one last
time, and the pastor interprets the
mother’s final words, spoken in a
voice so weak they’re barely
audible.

“She says, ‘Thank you very
much for my children,’ ” the pastor
tells Barron. “And she asks God to
bless you.’ “

‘I am coming back’
The time in Mugonero passes

quickly — far too quickly for
Barron who must leave Rwanda
after only a three-day stay to return
to her own orphans and the center
she has started in Kenya.

The reunion was nearly
everything Barron wanted and
prayed for — Marie was safe,
healthy and happy, with a mother,
two older sisters and a younger
brother.

But the visit also has left Barron
with many unanswered questions.
What should she do next to help
Marie and Straton? What about
Marie’s two older sisters? What
kind of future awaits Marie in
Rwanda?

One question that Barron
quickly resolved, even before
traveling to see Marie, was whether
to adopt Marie and bring her back
to Oregon.

“This is a girl who has lost her
father and brothers and friends and
neighbors — nearly everything,”
Barron says. “Taking Marie away
from what’s left of her family, her

culture and all that’s familiar
wouldn’t be doing her any favor.”

While visiting L’Esperance,
Barron makes arrangements to pay
for Marie and Straton’s care at the
orphanage. But other issues remain,
such as Kwizera’s suggestion that
she consider building a small home
at a cost of $2,000 or $3,000 for
Marie and her siblings that would
help give them security and a
future.

But for now, Barron must return
to the Makindu Children’s Center,
though she plans a longer visit in
Rwanda soon.

The orphans of Mugonero say
their farewell to Barron after
evening prayers in a classroom
filled with the clatter of rain pelting
the building’s metal roof.

Led by a tall girl with a long
machete scar behind her right ear,
the children sing hymns in gentle,
flowing Kinyarwandan. “God’s in
heaven where there is no more
crying,” one verse says.

As his wife and sons bring in
large bowls filled with fried bread
and the rarest of treats, bottled
sodas for the children, the pastor
picks up his Bible and preaches a
short sermon to the children.

“If you can forgive your
neighbor, God will forgive you,” he
tells the children, who listen with
rapt attention.

“If you cannot forgive your
neighbor, then you will not find
forgiveness. So you must ask God to
help you forgive so that your own
eyes will not be clouded.”

Early the next morning, the
pastor readies the car as Barron
searches the orphanage grounds to
say goodbye to Marie.

But all she sees is a flash of
Marie’s purple T-shirt as she runs
barefoot along a foot path that leads
down the mountainside. 

Barron starts after her and then
stops, knowing it’s hopeless. If a
9-year-old girl doesn’t want to be
caught by a 41-year-old woman,
then she’s not going to be caught.

But it turns out that Marie is
quite willing to be caught. She’s
waiting at the car when Barron
returns, smiling shyly and standing
next to Straton, who’s still wearing
his Cub Scout shirt.

Barron looks at Marie and talks
to her, pausing every few words for
the pastor to translate.

“I want you to know that I am
coming back,” she says. “I will be
back soon.”

The girl looks up.
“I want you to know that I love

you,” Barron says. “I want you
always to remember that I love
you.”

Marie (far left) accompanies Winnie Barron to the home of her
mother, center, holding a neighbor’s child. To the mother’s right is
her daughter, Esther, and, to her left, is her new husband.

Mzungu (white) visitors are a rarity in remote western Rwanda,
prompting inquisitive stares and big smiles from children.
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