
In the Shadow #13

A significant amount of time each day is expended thinking about food.  It is indeed an 
important part of life.  Jesus mentioned “our daily bread” in the Lord’s Prayer, though He cautioned us
not to be consumed with thoughts about it (Matthew 6:25-34).  In spite of the Lord’s cautions, I’m 
hoping some of you are interested in reading a bit about Rwandan food.

The first time I came to Rwanda was in 2016, with Marla Abe and Gary Benesh.  I recall 
thinking that I would probably not eat as well as I was accustomed to and would lose weight.  I was so 
wrong!  The bathroom scales indicated a pound or two of gain.  On all of my travels in Africa, I’ve 
always eaten well.  And I’ve been in Rwanda, DR Congo, Kenya, Burundi, Nigeria, Ghana and Senegal.

Thankfully, central Africa isn’t on the American fast food diet plan.  The only big chain 
restaurant I’m aware of is a recently opened Kentucky Fried Chicken in Kigali.  Most restaurants serve 
traditional foods, like beef, chicken, fish, rice, potatoes, vegetables and fruit, though there is the 
occasional one that has hamburgers and pizza.  

It is possible to buy prepackaged items like bread, corn flakes and macaroni, but these things 
are not the everyday foods for most people.  Food is typically bought at open air markets and small 
stores.  Whatever is cooked and consumed at home is usually the basics - meat, potatoes, fruits, 
vegetables – that sort of thing.  Some families have gas stoves or cook-tops, but most use charcoal in 
small cook-pots.  If there are any microwave ovens here, I’ve never seen one.   

Grace and I both really enjoy the food
here.  Part of it for us is that at home, Deloris
cooks most things from scratch, allowing us to
be somewhat accustomed to the simple food
diet that we are eating here in Rwanda.  A
couple of years ago, Grace contracted Lyme
disease.  Part of her healing regimen has been
to eliminate certain foods – sugar, dairy and
gluten in particular.  While this can be
challenging at times, even in the African
context, she has been doing well with the food
here.

Breakfast usually consists of eggs,
either hard-boiled or in an omelet, with some
bread and bananas.  Milk is heated and mixed
about half and half with coffee or tea and sugar
or honey added.  Grace loves the eggs, fruit and coffee, so her diet restrictions aren’t a problem.  I love 
getting the milk (and skip the sugar/honey).

Lunch will likely be potatoes cooked up with some beans or peas, maybe cabbage or carrots.  
Pineapple or mangoes for dessert!  

Suppertime comes around later than Grace and I are accustomed to.  We usually eat at 8 pm.  
Papa and Mama Timo don’t eat pork, but we often have beef, chicken or fish.  Meatless meals are not 
uncommon.  Rice, potatoes and a variety of vegetable are served.  We really love all the fresh fruit and 
vegetables!  Beans, peas, cabbage, carrots, broccoli, mangoes, pineapple, passion fruit, etc, all of these 
will make it hard for us to transition back to the US.   In Pennsylvania we have fresh things in season 
from our garden, but here these things are grown virtually year-round.  One thing that is different for 
us in Rwanda is their creative use of spices and herbs.  It brings out a lot of different flavors.  Food is 
more likely to be deep fried.  If either of us were on a strict “heart-healthy” diet that would be problem.
Meat is often a bit tougher, requiring more chewing.  I eat too fast, so slowing down a little isn’t a bad 
thing.  Maybe a bit tougher, but generally better flavor.  Mama Timo’s chicken is fantastic.

A common African dish is a concoction called “ugali.”  It can be made from a variety of flours – 
corn, wheat, cassava.  Sitting on a plate in the middle of the table, it’s looks like a big blob.  A person 
will cut or tear off a wad of it to eat along with the vegetables and is especially good when eaten with 
gravy or soup.  You can make a small ball with it in your hand, then dip into the other foods you are 
eating it along with.  There are other names for it, depending on the locale (for instance: fufu or pap)



One of the big treats for us is on Sunday night to walk down the street to a neighbor that has a 
small restaurant at his house.  We eat goat brochette and deep-fried potato halves. The goat is 
fabulously roasted over charcoal.  It’s definitely among our favorite local foods.

I will admit to having an occasional 
yearning for the taste of Deloris’ cooking.  Even 
something as simple as oatmeal.  Recently 
though, that desire has been mitigated somewhat. 
Part of the nursery school routine is to give the 
children a snack.  They get a mondazi, which is a 
small ball of bread dough deep-fried.  The best 
comparison I can make is to say that it is like an 
unsweetened doughnut.  And they are given a 
mug of porridge – a cornmeal, sorghum flour 
based mixture.  Though the taste doesn’t 
necessarily remind me of oatmeal, it does have a 
warm, cozy feel going down, filling a sort of 
comfort food role for me.  
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