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INTRODUCTION

	Children are a gift from God. They are precious, vulnerable and full of wonder. Because of this, it is important to ensure their safety and protection. Children need to be safeguarded from neglect and harm and protected from abuse, exploitation and violence so that they can fulfil God’s purpose in their lives.

	However, children can sometimes find themselves in dangerous situations due to their own innocence, curiosity or the negligence of those in charge. Younger children often engage in daring acts by copying adults or doing things that make them feel like little heroes. Most of the time, they do not fully understand the danger around them until they get into trouble or are injured.

	God’s Miraculous Rescues is a compilation of real-life stories, many of which recount first-hand near-death experiences that I went through. I wrote this book as a personal testimony of God’s Miraculous Rescues and His protective power over children.

	Some of the stories also include dangerous situations that children within the family circle found themselves in through sheer ignorance. At such times, help came with no other explanation except God’s own divine intervention.

	These stories testify to God’s protective power. They also remind children, parents and guardians to be watchful, wise and prayerful. To protect identities, the names used are not real.

	




CHAPTER ONE

	The Baby and the Big Snake

	[image: Image]“Uuuuiiii! Uuuuiiii!” Grandma, known as Baba in Gusii land, wailed loudly.

	She threw her basket of sweet potatoes and her hoe to her right side.

	“Uuuuiiii! Help! Help!” she continued to scream while running towards home.

	Sammy, who was nearby watching over his goats, rushed to her in response to her cry for help.

	He rushed over quickly. “What is the matter?” he asked breathlessly.

	“Run and call everyone to help! A huge snake has encircled my grandchild, Boke!” Grandma shouted back, her face pale with fear.

	The situation sounded urgent, and Sammy didn’t hesitate to offer his assistance; he had to act fast. Without even stopping to secure his goats, Sammy took off towards the eastern side of the village to call for help. It was clear that he was willing to do whatever it took to ensure the safety of baby Boke.

	Two men whose homes were nearby heard Grandma’s cries and ran quickly with their spears, asking her where the snake was while crying in panic, wondering whether the snake would harm Boke.

	Just then, Sammy appeared with three other neighbours, all armed with spears. They were running towards the shamba (plantation), following the two villagers ahead of them.

	From the eastern side, two other men could be seen running with bows and arrows.

	Grandma appeared shaken as she followed behind, wondering if Boke had managed to survive or if the python had suffocated and swallowed her whole.

	The group hastily approached the shamba (farm) where Grandma had left the child. The village women and children who followed them were also in a hurry to see what had happened.

	As they approached the shamba, they saw all the men and Grandma sitting down, looking towards the centre of the shamba under a big tree where Baba said the baby had been lying.

	Moraa, a neighbour, led the group of women and children who had followed them to the shamba. As she approached, she noticed that everyone was sitting down and looking towards the centre of the area under a big tree.

	She tried to ask Grandma what had happened, but Monda, the village elder, motioned for everyone to be quiet.

	Moraa looked around in an attempt to catch a glimpse of what was happening, but she could only see a big round object that was glittering.

	She couldn’t see baby Boke and was left wondering what was going on. She was met only by the shocked looks of the other villagers who had gathered.

	Monda, the eldest in the village, scanned the area, observing the seated men, women and children. As he began to speak, he intermittently gazed at the tree in the centre of the shamba, as if searching for answers.

	He cleared his throat and spoke softly, not wishing to disrupt anyone. “Good afternoon, everyone,” he greeted, even though it still appeared to be morning.

	Sammy found it strange that the village elder greeted everyone with “Good afternoon,” even though it was still morning. Perhaps the elder was confused due to the situation.

	Monda asked everyone to be quiet and the children to stop talking, emphasising the need for total silence.

	He then sat down and whispered to the man next to him while intermittently glancing at the object under the tree in the centre of the shamba. The man could only be seen nodding his head from time to time.

	The atmosphere in the village was tense and awkward. Some women could be seen whispering to each other in low tones. Meanwhile, two girls who sat facing one another at the back were drawing in the soil where they were sitting as they giggled.

	They suddenly turned their heads and looked around to see if someone was watching them. They were immediately reprimanded by a mother who was sitting next to them.

	That interruption was followed by total silence as all the adults keenly watched the object under the big tree in the middle of the shamba.

	The sun was right overhead, and it was getting very hot. The mood was tense, with everyone on edge, particularly the elderly members of the group, who were all quiet and fixated on something in the distance. Baba cried; her sobs echoed through the air.

	One of the two women sitting next to her rubbed her shoulders from time to time in an attempt to comfort her, but she kept observing the direction of the tree with a very sad look on her face.

	It felt like time had stood still, even though it had only been half an hour since the villagers were called.

	Suddenly, a voice was heard. It sounded like that of Baba’s daughter, Sandimu, the mother of Boke.

	Turning backwards, Baba saw a village woman striding towards the group, carrying her baby on her back.

	Without hesitation, she asked loudly, “What is the problem? What happened?”

	Almost everyone silenced her immediately. She was then motioned to sit.

	Baba was so frightened when she thought her daughter had returned from the market, but it was a relief that it wasn’t Sandimu, her daughter.

	She kept praying in her heart for little Boke’s safety.

	The village elders were on high alert as they noticed movement under the big tree. By now, everyone else was standing and trying to get a space to glimpse what was happening under the tree.

	All the men stood ready with their weapons, but the elder commanded them not to attack and to let the snake go.

	Women and children were worried about the safety of the baby and breathed a sigh of relief when the huge snake moved slowly and slid into the thick bush.

	The village elders could not stop the crowd any longer, as everyone wanted to look at the baby. They quickly moved forward and surrounded Boke. She was wide awake, staring up at the branches of the tree.

	Boke turned to the left and moved her hands and legs. Then and there, Baba shouted, “She is safe, she is well! What a miracle! What a miracle! Only God can do this!”

	Baba then proceeded to carefully check baby Boke to make sure she was unharmed. She then looked up at the sky and expressed her gratitude to God.

	Suddenly, her daughter Sandimu ran up to her, crying hysterically. Sandimu had heard about a large snake in the area and was worried about the safety of her family.

	She rushed to the location where the villagers had gathered and found her baby being held by her mother.

	She called out to her baby, tears streaming down her face, hoping that she was unharmed. To her relief, the baby immediately jumped into her arms upon hearing her voice.

	The village elder, who had been looking at Sandimu, started addressing her to calm her down.

	He said, “I am sorry, my daughter, for that shock, but it is well by the grace of God! What everyone has witnessed is a miracle that will be told for generations to come. Your mum here saw it all and will never forget what she saw!”

	After the incident, Baba began recounting the story to the villagers. She explained that Sandimu had come with her daughter, Boke, from the village where she lived with her family to visit her parents for a week while her husband stayed behind.

	Sandimu had gone to the market that day instead of her mother to buy fresh food for the family, which included her mum, father and younger sister.

	She had left home at 10:30 a.m. and left Boke with Grandma, intending to return at 12:30 p.m., before the heat of the sun became too intense.

	Meanwhile, Grandma remembered that her sweet potatoes were ready in the shamba for harvest. She left with the baby strapped on her back, along with

	a basket and a hoe. It would take no more than 15 minutes to dig out some sweet potatoes for the family’s breakfast the following day.

	By the time Grandma reached the shamba, baby Boke had fallen asleep. She found it difficult to work with her on her back.

	Grandma saw a good shade under a big tree in the middle of the shamba and decided to lay her on the ground using a long cloth she had wrapped herself in.

	The ground had been dug for harvest and was fairly flat. She put the cloth on the ground, laid the baby on one side of it and covered her with the rest.

	She thought that since she was not working far from the tree, she would keep glancing to see if the baby was still asleep as she continued harvesting her sweet potatoes.

	After fifteen minutes, the potatoes were enough. She gathered them into a basket and carried it in one hand and her hoe in the other. She started walking towards the tree to pick up Boke from where she had laid her to sleep.

	To her shock, she saw something big and shiny surrounding the spot where the baby was lying. She moved two steps forward with her head lifted to get a better view. She saw that it was a python (a huge snake) that had encircled where the baby had been lying!

	She could not see Boke. Her heart was pounding like a drum! She had no strength and could not make a sound due to shock. She managed to take a step back and dropped her potatoes and hoe.

	Gathering courage, she ran towards home to call the villagers to help her kill the snake. After Grandma narrated the incident, Monda, the village elder, spoke and thanked all the people who had turned up for their quick response to Baba’s call.

	He went on to say that in the tradition of the Abagusii people, the python could not be killed. The reason was that though it had encircled the baby for about half an hour, it did not kill or harm her.

	A python can suffocate and swallow an adult person or an animal, but since it did not kill Boke, it could not be killed.

	The elder announced that from that day forward, the baby would be given the name Basweti, meaning “python” in Ekegusii, the language of the Abagusii people, as a way to remember the incident with the huge snake.

	Basweti lived for a long time and died when she was 120 years old. She told this story to her children and grandchildren.
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