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 On February 24, 2009, President Obama invoked the idea of “hope” more than once as he outlined his 

response to the economic crisis before a joint session of Congress, in his first State of the Union address.   

 

The same evening in New York City, and three days later in Washington, D.C., a woman named Vicky 

Aryenyo from Uganda described hope in somewhat different terms, as she told a packed auditorium the story of 

what had happened in her life to give birth to her hope. 

 

And her hope is a remarkable fact in itself, because Vicky Aryenyo has HIV.  

 

Like most stories, Vicky’s began with drama. She described how she was abandoned by her husband in 

1992 after she refused to abort their third child, a son. She supported her three children by working at a hospital 

in Kampala, Uganda’s capital. In 1996, her youngest child became sick with tuberculosis, and soon afterward, 

she became too sick to work; she later learned that both of their illnesses originated in HIV. She had contracted 

HIV from her former husband and unknowingly passed it onto her son.  

 

Because she was unable to work, her family fell into poverty. Her older children dropped out of school. 

Her youngest was ridiculed as “Skeleton” by his classmates. Her extended family and friends cut her off, 

because of the stigma of HIV. She and her children lived in isolation, without food, medicine, or friends. Vicky 

described herself and her son as locked in a “death competition.” She was without hope and begged God: 

“Either take us or heal us.” But He was silent.  

 

 But Vicky did not die, and neither did her son. One day in 2001, some women from Meeting Point 

International visited her house. Meeting Point is a community organization of HIV-positive women that was 

born in 1990. Vicky distrusted these women’s motivations for offering friendship; she was convinced that they 

were trying to make her a “project.” One day these women brought Meeting Point’s Director, a woman named 

Rose, with them. Rose told her: “If you don’t want our support, at least give me your little boy; he has his own 

life to live.” Vicky relented, and the women continued to visit, now taking her son with them to Meeting Point, 

and returning him home again at the end of the day. 

 

One day, out of curiosity, Vicky followed them to Meeting Point. To her surprise, she found women 

there singing and dancing and laughing. This sight reinforced her conviction that the ladies who visited her 

house were insincere. “Sick people don’t laugh and sing,” Vicky told herself. She went home. 

 

About a year after Rose first met her, Rose sent for her. She told Vicky she was trying to raise money 

for anti-viral therapy medicine for her son. Vicky was unimpressed. Rose fixed her eyes in Vicky’s eyes and 

asked:  “Do you know that you have a value that is greater than your virus?” Vicky said nothing but met her 

gaze. Minutes passed, and nothing was said.  Vicky went home. 

 

But that moment was Vicky’s turning point. No one, she recalled, had ever spoken to her that way. She 

knew that she was embraced by love. She remembered how often, in her despair, she had prayed to God for 



mercy, without expecting any answer. She realized that God had revealed His merciful face through Rose. 

Vicky wept all day and felt some joy for the first time in years. She had become aware that Someone was with 

her; she was not alone. 

 

Vicky developed an interest in going to Meeting Point. Rose had begun buying medicine for Vicky’s 

son. Rose put Vicky’s older two children back in school.  While Vicky herself was still hardly able to walk, 

Rose asked Vicky to offer counseling to other people with HIV. In 2003, Rose was able to buy medicine for 

Vicky too.  

  

Vicky asked herself: why does Rose do these things?  Over time, she recognized that Rose’s character 

was linked to a certain character of people—the people in the Movement of Communion & Liberation. Vicky 

began going to School of Community. Last year she went to Communion & Liberation’s annual Meeting in 

Rimini, where she gave her testimony. (You can read Vicky’s testimony there at www.traces-

cl.com/2008E/09/issayingyes. html.)  

 

At Rimini she understood that School of Community is not a club, but a group of people who gather to 

embrace a Mystery that goes beyond them.  It is this Mystery, Vicky said, that she longs to know: “I want to 

know the root of the power that makes people in the Movement act as they do.” 

  

Vicky calls herself “recycled”—an American might say “reinvented.” She says she has been able to 

forgive her husband and view him with pity, as someone who himself needs help. And to forgive, Vicky said, 

means also to receive forgiveness from God. Vicky said: “I give glory to God for all of the tests I have 

undergone, because they gave me a testimony.”  

  

For Vicky, hope evidently is not based on a feeling of optimism, or a can-do attitude, or confidence in 

her own abilities. It was born at a particular time when she said yes to Rose after a particular conversation, and 

it grew out of her recognition that what had happened to her was an answer to her prayers.  

 

“We read about Jesus’ words in the Bible,” Vicky said.  “But he still does works; He saved me.”   
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