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Endorsements 

“These fascinating eye-witness accounts make one see and feel 
what life is like for women who are locked into an existence of 
subservience in the male-dominated societies of many developing 
countries. We can thank this intrepid and sensitive author, who 
made many dangerous and difficult trips to remote areas of these 
countries and shares here the engaging stories of what she found.” 

—Mary Glazener,
author, The Cup of Wrath

“These profiles of unforgettable women provide a stiring reminder 
of the power of the human spirit to rise above significant cultural 
and economic barriers. It is clear that these women, and many 
other unforgettable women just like them, possess an inner 
strength that shapes and changes our world. A remarkable look at 
the truly powerful spirit of these women.”

—David J. Spittal, President,
Southern Wesleyan University

“Women I Can’t Forget is a book I can’t forget. The stories and 
the truth revealed here cannot be forgotten or ignored. Winnie 
Williams has given us powerful and haunting glimpses into the 
lives of women in other parts of the world. They are women who 
have been painfully disenfranchised because of religion, history, 
tradition, power, and male domination. We need to hear their 
stories because they, too, are our sisters.”

—Raye Nell Dyer, 
President, Baptist Women in Ministry, 

Chaplain, Vanderbilt University Medical Center

“Women I Can’t Forget is a book that will quickly capture your 
interest. It literally takes you on a journey to other countries, 
allows you to view different cultural lifestyles and at the same 
time tells a moving story of the degradation of women and their 



struggles. This is a must-read book for every woman.”
—Jo Ella White, 

author, Jim’s Court House

“Winnie Williams ventured where those of us who consider 
ourselves sensible thought she shouldn’t go.... This book creates 
mental images vivid enough to ensure that you, too, can’t forget 
these women.” 

—Sandra A. Reeves, Ed.D.
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Foreword

Have you ever wanted to see beyond the narrow confines 
of your own little world  ave you ever felt so blessed with 
material and spiritual things that you wanted to share them with 
someone in need  Winnie Williams had these desires and more 
and, as a result, traveled far and wide, ministering educationally, 
spiritually, and emotionally to many different groups of people. 
She ventured where those of us who consider ourselves sensible 
thought she shouldn t go, e.g., traveling on a narrow-gauged train 
full of peasants across China alone  Most of us would not have 
the courage to undertake such a trip, when we knew no one nor 
spoke the language, but Winnie Williams never let hardship and 
discomfort stand in the way of accomplishing her missions. The 
conditions of the women she encountered interested her enough 
for her to write this wonderful book.

For  years of friendship, Winnie and I have worked 
together as psychologists and educators. She has shared with me 
the fact that her early training in the ministry was hampered by 
her being a woman. aving grown up in the deep South during the 

s, she knew about gender discrimination, but her experience 
with seminary training greatly increased her awareness of our 
society s discrimination against women, which was so much 
greater then than it is today. er work in education with poverty-
stricken families gave her even greater insight into what that 
discrimination can mean when gender and socioeconomic status 
are combined as discriminating forces.

Since retirement from college teaching, Winnie has had 
opportunities to travel with mission groups. er missions have 
been varied. In diverse regions of the globe she has taught a course 
on mental retardation to teachers at the university level China , 
taught in several seminaries and at conferences South Africa and 

aiti , served as speaker in ten cities in India even participating 
in the installation of a public toilet , studied Inca Indians as a 
Fullbright scholar Peru , instructed missionaries regarding the 



homeschooling of their children Thailand , and consulted with 
public school teachers in the area of special education Albania . 

n her return from each trip, I have been fascinated by her stories 
and distressed by her resultant depression. She has had the 
opportunity to see those two factors, gender and socioeconomic 
status, in combination with extremely diverse cultures and her 
heart has been torn by the lives of the women. In Women I Can’t 
Forget, she combines descriptions of the beauty of the places 
she saw and the fascination of the cultures with insight into the 
forces which shape the lives of people ecological, economic, 
and social. She goes further by looking at what hope there is and 
what progress is being made in the lives of women. She knew that 
where there was hope, there could be dreams. Where there were 
dreams fulfilled, there could be change for the better. It was the 
conditions under which these very special women worked and 
struggled for a brighter tomorrow that interested Winnie enough 
to write this book so that she could also share her experiences 
with other women of the world.

I think you will find that the reading of this book will create 
for you mental images vivid enough to ensure that you, too, can t 
forget these women. I further predict that Winnie Williams will 
become another woman you can t forget.

Sandra A. Reeves, d. D.
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Introduction

I am, and have been for most of my life, intrigued with people 
who live in countries a world apart from my comfortable life in 
America. Thus, over the past twenty years I have roamed the 
world in search of vastly different places and people, specifically 
those in developing countries. In traveling to more than fifty 
countries, often alone, I have spent up to six weeks in some of 
these countries in exploration of remote villages with primitive 
settings, observing and talking to people dwelling in slums and 
villages, and relishing in the splendor of a few wealthy people. 
I have seen a wide variety of human problems and have viewed 
a slice of people’s lives that is both fascinating and disturbing, 
especially those facets related to the vulnerability of women.

Through my travels I have explored the enchantment and 
seductiveness of these countries and have been privy to the 
views of women whose voices celebrate their joys, especially of 
motherhood, and lament their exploitation. I have been touched 
by the struggles of my sisters in societies that reject women as 
significant others and cheer with those women who are riding 
an upward trend in securing professional jobs and joining 
organizations which seek to empower women.

I mingled with crowds amid the stifling smells of cities and 
have had women thrust their children with cancerous sores near 
my face, begging for coins or food. I have spoken with women who 
have experienced senseless persecutions and hopelessness in 
their quest for freedom, women, rich and poor alike, who related 
their struggles of coping with the fact that an intrinsic part of 
their culture, their religion, and the ideologies of their countries 
demand the subjugation of women. I became aware that there is 
no dignity for many of the world s women, only a life filled with 
despair and a quest to be loved and accepted.

The woman of China, for example, faces tribulation as she 
seeks to cope with the limits of one child per family, threats to 
unwanted female children, and lack of parity in the workplace. The 



Albanian woman is unable to break out of the trap of domesticity 
and grueling farm work. Though her mind is athirst for a life 
that gives her joy and hope, she is hopelessly bound by the long-
standing customs of servitude.

The pleas of the Amazon woman are timeless as she ekes out 
her living along the Amazon River and in the surrounding jungles. 
Living in a hut built high on stilts, she is surrounded by her half-
naked children and condemned to a life of toil.

The South African woman, perhaps the most vulnerable of all, 
keeps going in spite of adversity as she is beaten by her husband, 
sometimes raped, and forced to share her husband with other 
women. She may be left behind when her husband goes to the city 
to work and adds one or two additional wives to his harem and 
fails to send money back home to the township to support her, his 
first wife and his children.

In Thailand, often called the land of the “smiling people,” the 
woman is controlled by the male, and she does not smile as she 
endures a subservient status and physical abuse. The land of 
Thailand offers beauty, enchantment, and splendid ocean resorts 
along with enticements of the prostitute for the visiting male. 
Thus, many of the women of Thailand are afflicted with AIDS, 
especially in Bangkok, the prostitution capital of Asia.

As I encountered the women of these countries, I peered not 
only into their lives and heard their laughter but their hopes as 
well as their cries and shared in their revelations. I learned of 
the joys of motherhood and their acts of heroism as well as their 
menacing bondage. I tried to measure the cost of living for these 
women and saw that it is a price that no woman should have to 
pay. Their pleas are timeless as they reach for hope.

I have tried to arouse the reader’s sensitivity to the culturally 
based roles forced on these women. It is difficult to view their 
situation without identifying with the intensity of their yearnings 
and experiencing a strong desire to facilitate change, even though 
it may be small. My aim in writing Women I Can’t Forget is to 
elevate peoples awareness of the status of women in developing 
countries.

My primary sources of information have been my personal 
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observations, my contacts with people in specific countries, 
and my conversations with missionaries and other Americans 
living in the countries. I cannot document all of the information 
about which I have written, but I believe my sources to be honest 
and reliable. Some information came from local newspapers 
and television reports in specific countries. I have relied on 
Background Notes, published by the U.S. Department of Affairs, 

ffice of Public Communication, , for statistical information 
regarding various countries. The names have been changed to 
protect individuals.

These experiences of exploration have given me the freedom 
and delight to wander, to explore new vistas, and to develop an 
appreciation of other cultures even if at times it meant a cost of 
sacrificing my comfort and personal freedom. Most of all, however, 
my pilgrimages have revealed to me the beauty of the universe and 
its people who are diverse yet empowered with form and order. 
God’s master plan is to embrace all people with love, freedom, and 
dignity, women included.
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