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ELCG – Summer Devotional Series 
“Voices of Faith” 

 
Week of 5 September 

 
by Fulata Moyo 
 

Birth and naming contextual theological narrative 
 
I come from a people where spoken words, more than written words, carry the stories 
of beginnings, victories and struggles of the amaNgoni, who in the first half of the 19th 
century trekked from South Africa and some settled in northern Malawi. Among the 
amaNgoni, our names often tell the stories that surround our birth.  
 
I am Fulata, because at 26 weeks of enjoying the serene safety of my mother’s womb, 
my tiny body was by nature forced ‘feet-first’ out of my abused mother’s body. For the 
amaNgoni, the Sendo clan of Mateyo Mbano, if such a vulnerable tiny bundle of life that 
defies the normal ‘head-first’ birth survives, s/he must be a messenger from the Creator 
to warn, heal and teach the people back to their God.  So right from the way I was born, 
my people could predict what kind of calling I would exercise if I survived the health 
challenges delivered by traditional birth attendants away from the health scientific care 
of the hospital.  
 
This deep-rooted belief of birth and naming theological narratives and prediction of my 
people was later confirmed by the stories of one of my favorite theologians and mentor, 
Prof Mercy Amba Oduyoye, a Ghanaian Akan theologian, whose own birth narrative 
involved the planting of a yam crop together with the placenta of her birth. In her 
writings,1 she has put into print rich African narratives that unpack a wealth of African 
wisdom that often has been misappropriated by global players without the 
acknowledgement of its source because of its unwritten sources as orally transmitted 
through storytelling, proverbs and sayings.   
 
Amba is the first born of nine children. She was named “Amba,” 
because she is a girl born on Saturday, and she bears the 
middle name“ Ewudziwa” named after her grandfather, Kodwo 
Ewudzi Yamoah, which was given to her on the eighth day after 
her birth, according to the Akan naming traditions. Her birth 
theological calling as an influencer of the global ecumenical 
world is unpacked by the abundant yield of the yam crop that 
was planted with the placenta of her birth. Oduyoye, as an 
African woman theologian, privileges storytelling as a theological 
method that vulnerably unveils the African women’s encounter 
with God as well as the vulnerability that builds a basis for 
meaningful sister-solidarity:  
 
 

 
1 Mercy Amba Oduyoye’s writings include: Introducing African Women’s Theology (2001), Daughters of Anowa: 
African Women and Patriarchy (2005); Beads and Strands: Reflections of an African Woman on Christianity in 
Africa (2013); African Women’s Theologies, Spirituality and Healing: Theological Perspectives of the Circle of 
Concerned Women Theologians (2019) 
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“The stories we tell of our hurts and joys are sacred. Telling them makes us 
vulnerable, but without this sharing we cannot build community and solidarity. Our 
stories are precious paths on which we have walked with God and struggled for a 
passage to our full humanity. They are events through which we have received the 
blessings of life from the hands of God. The stories we tell are sacred, for they are 
indications of how we struggled with God. While we were yet asleep or presumed 
dead, we heard the voice of Jesus saying amka! Those who declared us dead will see 
the resurrection of the image of God in the humanity of the African woman. We share 
our stories with you as people who believe that true community thrives where there 
is sharing in solidarity.”2   

 
I am vulnerably sharing the story of my birth narrative as it unveils my encounter with 
God and fellow humanity - the peeling off of my life’s layers. I call myself a scholar-
activist with a 2 year-secondary school teaching and a university teaching career, an 
activist preaching gender justice and peace towards a world without sexual gender-
based violence. My healing ministry is rooted in my own search for healing from 
traumatic memories, or woundedness as my people call it, caused by the triggered 
memories of my childhood sexual abuse. An encounter with a 14-year old Myanmarese 
8 months’ pregnant trafficked girl in Thailand became the epiphanic present of my past. 
My journey of healing of memories through the process carried out with the Institute of 
Healing of Memories in Cape Town, South Africa, peeled off a layer of life that revealed 
my own passion to accompany many wounded women and girls towards resilience and 
healing.  
 
I am Fulata, and my calling was predicted by the way I was born; and to accomplish 
some of the prophecy, I was also trained to value and keep to memory the dreams 
encountered in my sleep. So, I keep a journal of my dreams, which often contain 
biblical verses that help unpack the meanings of such dreams. From these dreams, I 
can also predict some things about life that slowly unveil as time goes.  
 
As a Christian who believes and practices the presence of God through the saving 
grace of Jesus Christ and the power of the Holy Spirit, I gain some deep understanding 
of my calling through the verses revealed in my dreams that often affirm my life’s 
mission and the equipping for such service of love for my neighbor. Like my mentor 
Mercy Amba Oduyoye’s Akan indigenous theological understanding of birth and 
naming, my being born Fulata has determined a lot about my own life today.   
 
 
 
For Further Reflection: 
 
Reflect upon these words that the psalmist writes: 
 
“O Lord, you have searched me and known me… it was you who formed my 
inward parts; you knit me together in my mother’s womb. I praise you, for 

I am fearfully and wonderfully made. Wonderful are your works; that I 
know very well. My frame was not hidden from you, when I was being 

 
2 Mercy Amba Oduyoye, Introducing African Women’s Theology. Sheffied, England: Sheffield Academic Press, 
2001), 21. 
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made in secret, intricately woven in the depths of the earth. Your eyes 
beheld my unformed substance. In your book were written all the days that 

were formed for me, when none of them as yet existed.  
(Psalm 139: 1, 13-16) 

 
 
How is my faith shaped by the truth that I am intimately known by God… that I am 
deeply loved by God… that even before I was born, I was known and loved by God my 
Creator?  
 
How can I express praise to God today for this gift of love and life?  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


