1

proverbial "experts” but just practical, improving idealists left to
their own work. In fact, this task was a pleasure to work on, for
there was a great level of autonomy--there were no bosses to pray note
of, and ideas and initiative had to come from within. Of course, the
Gourmas had their expectations, but they just left me to work it out
in the main.

(kk*I have to add, that my attitude at the time was somewhat
over-deferrential. Thinking that most Western ideas and projects
failed because they were culturally insensitive, depended on outside
capital, or whatever, I downplaved myself and my ideas. However,
Fastor Paul, Wombo, Telford Ruten and others supported and encouraged
me a lot. They wanted my ideas. Shall we say that I had unbounded
cautious oOptimism and ideas? The project went very well, and this
was certified by Martha Phelps when she passed through in the summer
of 1986. I learned some very valuable lessons. I had something to
offer them (honey-house reorganisation and ideas). They too had
something to offer me (African beekeeping and many, many other ideas
and experiences). SUCESSFUL RURAL DEVELOPMENT OCCURS WHEN PEOFLE, AS
EQUALS, SHARE WITH EACH OTHER WHAT THEY KNOW. Never forget this. kkik)

With just a few days to fill before moving on to Mahadaga for a
visit, there is no real time to continue the bee-project by seeing
the local beekeepers; instead, there is a little work to be done with
the Gourma pastor’s garden (Pastor Faul). At present it is a cluster
of young fruit trees and weeds on subsoil. Just something to dol
Thinking on the work here reveals a certain irony. All of the work
done so far--and the garden--is just what the Gourmas asked the
residing missionary to do, so far without any results;, and I suspect
more than just incidental tension between the two parties exists.

Not a lot of fun, you say. . . Yet again, one is thrown in the
middle of a potential fire-fight.

Friday, 20th July, 1984--

I am now in Mahadaga, still waiting for that visa to Niger and
wondering if it will ever come. The nurses at the dispensary have
much to be done, but since they were not expecting me, there is
"nothing” set aside in terms of projects. One still needs
inventiveness here. '

The last few days in Fada were hard; every day one expected to
move on and out, but sucessive delays kept on holding up the works.
There was no concern on the part of the Fadsa missionaries, who are
used to delays. However, a lesson in patience had to be learned.
That is what should have been done, but in desperation I could only
Tind succour in digging trenches, and and fell into exhaustion at the
end of the day. It was a hard lesson, alright. (k**] reached s
stage when doing something just to be busy and not accepting the fact
that I had to simply wait it out patiently became an end in itself.
It became more important than resting and waiting, of being aware
that this American drive, this urge to do something, no matter how
vain in the short term, was not helping my image in the eves of the
Africans passing by. Oh well, at that time I acted like an impatient
young fool, and did not care. I sought escape from the frustration
of delay-—-and other things--through work and exhaustion. I hope I
have learned better by now.ikxk)
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In any case, the trip to Mahadaga came, and with it the chance
to see nmy friends Elizabeth and Bonja there. However, this is where
this pen falters. In the days here, there transpired a sharing of
experiences, a talking and caring that cannot be recorded, for to do
50 would be an insult to the art of writing. Suffice to say, that
the rigours of African life had worn us all, and this time of talking
together rebuilt and strengthened us. I now see how friends in need
can pull each other up. To spend all the time alone would drive one
mad, especially in a strange place of the soul, let alone country.

While doing fix-it jobs at the dispensary, there was the chance
to see how medical missionaries work. It is a bit gruezome. I do
not wish to work as a medic, after seeing the raw ruggedness of this
dispensary. The long lines of stoic Africans, all with their
maltifarious diseases. You name it--it was there. V.D., leprosy,
hernias, and death. It was here that I saw the mother carry her dead
child, a victim of hunger and sickness. What to say about this?
While fixing cabinets and walls, tiptoing amoungst the filth and
misery, and seeing the same needles going into fifty-odd arms, 1t was
all one could do to keep sane. Those nurses are truly brave.

Yet in the midst of this place of death was to be found one
person who performed her work unflinchingly, loved her patients,
smiled when babies within her arms fouled her dress or face, and
examined skin-snips and pap-smears with joy. . . The essense of the
past Florence Nightingale lives on in Mahadaga in the present WOman,
whom yvou all know. (***That is, Elizabeth Latimer.ikik)

(**kDuring this time at Mahadaga I talked with Elizabeth Latimer
and Sonja Fayne, worked in the dispensary for Pauline Clarke, learned
mach from Betty Eichhorst, and had one of the best times of my life.
One funny pasttime which Elizabeth, Sonja and I loved to do was tell
"snake stories" in which some pulpy romance novel character wanders
into a dark room alone and gets bitten by a snake, usually a puff-
adder. For us, it was a way of being children in the face of our own
pain and questions, of drawing closer together. I would trade that
week and & bit with them for very little else.¥xx)

?2°27?% July, 1984--

The stay in Mahadaga was brought to an abrupt end (¥dkduring a
haircut!*%%) when the SIM plane buzzed dispensary, landed, and took
me back to Niamey, in Niger. The six weeks in Upper Volta were
ended, but it is only the beginning--the call has never been stronger
to return in a few years, for many years, as a missionary beekeeper/
gardener. It remains to be seen how eight and a half months in
Maradi, Niger will change that, as well as the next few years.

Friday, 27th July, 1984--

The last few days have been heavy. Looking over the last few
entries, 1 see that not a lot has been said; yet there has been much
transpiring within. Yes, this is Maradi, and the honeymoon in the
bush is over for the moment; with the move to a town-based compound
there arise interpersonal strains and woes. Somehow, the world that
was viewed through the wide-angle lenses in Fada n’ Gourma has heen
supplanted by the slit of the mental pillbox. The voices of sharing
at Mahadaga are snuffed out, and I find myself a spectator and
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stranger to that which happens in the run of missionary life. How to
account for this? Here, it is so easy to be irratated and upset over
the actions and attitudes of those around me: not that they are to
blame, either. It is Jjust the quarters. There is enough foundation
here for real sguabbles to arise, and I am sure that veteran
missionaries know what I mean here. Oh for the wings of a dove!

Then I would flee to a desert place. Dead right, David. However,
this is hard in a part of Niger that is heavily populated.

The ministry that SIM has set up here is a bit curious, but
still necessary. There is every chance that the bee work of Fadsa
will not be repeated here, for the work is all repair-handyman-
maintenance. In Africa, things break down all the time; in the
Maradi (Central) station, there has been no repairman for two and a
half years. This is the case at the local farm-school too; either
there are no repairmen, or all available men have other ministries to
follow. The bottom line is that all the wiring, plumbing, carpentry,
glazing, (arc-welding), well digging etc. falls to . . . me. Yes, I
am a novice, but then short-termers in the medical fields have done
things that would have them sued in America. Is this a dead end?

No, for it is very necessary for the others here, and in any case, it
is a wonderful chance to learn skills that are hard and expensive to
learn back home. This is a truth about Africa--if something is

banned in America, it is sure to be here. This runs from bad drugs,
to milk powder, to gquack doctors, to cars that fail inspection. The
lot. . . Given that, people cope very well, considering they have

some justification to be upset. Life here is one great
improvisation, and I suspect this job will be full of it.

50 much for life within the walls; as for Maradi, there are two
animals that are unforgettable. The first is the local red goat,
whose skins are seen all over Europe. Why so famous? Yet they
wander everywhere and eat the rubbish off the streets. The other
animal is the fruit bat--the "flying fox.” I must be the only person
in Maradi--certainly in SIM--that likes them, for they are rampant
fruit destroyers and carriers of rabies. Yet they are so beautiful,
(in a way. . .) Aboult the size of a crow, they can be seen best at
the parting of the daylight when they return to roost. Looking just
like a bird they approach, and one still thinks thev are birds--until
they fly past. Their sideways profile is just like that of a barn-
storming fox.

(Ended here, as a missionary was going back to the US today.)
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: » ©'reason, procrastination has set in, so this entry will -be 7
limitedi, \The past few weeks have been likeXX the landscape-~flat and ... .
hazy, with' the heat waves hindering wision. Work at the mission-yard ey
'has been varied, it is true; however, it has bred .the same sort of dust - -
that arises to obsocure the, broad:. vision..: On the one hand, the work.is '

. necessary: for.the others here, and it.is good.trainingé- In.the past .....

~ time, the mission has turned me loose on plumbing,-wiring,.woodwork,.eto. ;-
~that would be hard to do back home, -what with all-the codes, atandards,. . -
and expectations, -rHere, there 1sythe~dubious“1nst1tutiansot}ﬂatr9y;f RO
~engineering!, (or %Missionary engineering"), that ullonsgall;doxtsyqt';ng?,.
“~ventures,iOne-has-heard of the. pre-meds.who do things mnheard of in<.i . =
American hospitals--the same is.true in this field: Due: to a--lack of .~
professional tradesmen, the mission takes-on all comers to £ix Atw.r . e
The work done:1s a form of ministry,, discovery and- trial-and-errory ., -
it helps here,.but would get me sued back home, Ot wells ' o;  However, ., ..
therev1s.a:racetvto~thia-rapair:nprk;that"grlndSyoneﬁdown,and could - . . ~
lead to problems, -Life is tied down to action on the compound,.and. ... -. .
this 1s:too 1imitings after all one comes out here ta.rub elbows:with .. .;
‘more than; the. few nationals who come- within the.walls, .Every-trip to.-~ v
the market is a breath of fresh .air--new facesl - Those days in the bush . .
of Upper Volta were beautiful. for the: living with the Gourmas, and---:2: .o
the restricted presence of white people, with all their baggage. Life-: +
here could become a spectacle, as in the day's work, I strut and fret . -~
my hours on a sandy stage in an avian cage, gazed at by those who, pass ..
by. That is the grand paradox--in serving someone elses needs- for an
important end, one finds the high, aspiration somehow transformed to a- s
state. of-being. that could be. termed commonplace. . Therefore,-the 80le . ..
ution is plaingt.get out. of- the yard,’and dnto:the towne e-e @ vt i v uc
— :'In.terms;pr_qxercise.nthia:was.tortunate.erherev&g@aiswimming;géwvﬁwc
pool in the-.0ld. part of town-which used to, be.run by the.governing: ; ;- -
French expatriatgs,nbutqwhichgnonfharbours~thqseeyho»remainedubehind,v¢;iT,
Peace=Corps voluntger85pandﬂthe,missionar1e3¢u‘Amoungst;tpgyold~and,wynjqz,
chipping whitewash, surrounded by vestigial tennis courts-and flanked .- .
by mosailc courtyards lies this swimming: pool. -One- 18 amazed}- ~Here, -
in the middle+or,th18Adessicatedsland,glies~the.rema1n8<otfwhat~oncerrvg -
¥vas. I feel like:I am transposed to another age, and keep expecting-. , -~ ..
to see the Foreign legion commandant burping over his Pernod. They
even serve Perrier here, or rather, something rebottled in those XHXXXAX

St e

demilitres, Still, the pool is there, works well, and 16f§3¥98}.f9r;‘”:

burning off parts that the sun cannot reach, - - ’ )
There "is something strange about the pnol, and the reasons one
goes there, ' One could well argue that such practice is ‘a real o
abomination in a land that 3s drying up so fast, with people who are
following suit, Yet, it is 'Intensly therapeutics ‘to live too long
on the cutting edge of life here is an invitation to turning dull and
callous, or mad and errant. One jumps into the water to flee, yet
the return is allways imminent. The pool 1s the vortex that divides
the reality from the fantasy, and under the waves, one forgets, Maybe
this 1is why one can see expatriates and‘voludtgq;s”hlik€ at this place,
which 18’ almost a century out of ¥XaExX alignment ‘with reality. -~
R o o : N A N
20th August, 198i4, =@ ' T S R : £ s
There 1s something about these past days that defies a complete : - "
recording; perhaps it 18 only now that one is forced to admit that this

Journal is finite. Like the rain here, it is spasmodics This -i§ a -
bump back down to earth, for in those early weeks, it seemed that

~




everything was recordable; now, I wonder, Even in this 'pgﬁé“webii, —
with the predlioctable run of maihtenance work,' there. has been a great .

“ ) T i
v _ ~

amount-of looking ahead, plahning, and’ also:dreaming,. ' Yes, the . ., .::>77
~ semi-desetrt'makes one do: tHat anyway, butithere.is more to it this :v ,ysnc -
~time’’:This week has been ‘boaded with wislong! poud L IN Jiakres peead aag
~ . Ever sinte’ leaving Upper Volta and’ thebtees,: 'I' have wanted to' go: “2:i*.
backs - ‘hot because NMigeri1s terrible or' upsetting, but: because.-those:zmnn s’ -
81X’ weeks ‘are-'a' watershed- "“In short, there is every' reason to believe: ¢
that: the® bee-ministry amoungst the Gourmas:is where God would have me: ‘i’
work;;1t“Ibidlsb‘d€tdhk'thatiI‘w15h~tafrbrlwamwcblr;“ror there is the “rr -
...Challenge” of establishing beekeeping 1n'a' hitherto'nderhived aremy =unf=2 .
“%“”Hﬁﬁfddbifbhé”diﬁlﬁfﬁ“thib?toTthe'tvadétiﬁback?ﬁéhe;“who’ranse“rrom-theu”ﬁmv““
profoundly evangelidal to the profoundly skeptical? To the formey ~«:; i
group, there ‘18 nothing iout of ‘the ordinary,”and this account makes ~«i~~~
sense, But thelatter, and their 1lk, .. ' .Just a few days before -n- -+
leaving for: Africa, someone came out boldly and said,"You really are-‘ »i +tt°
not going'‘out there for the bees-~in fabt}’ I wonder if’you know: for:: et
what you ‘are. going out at alls ' I hopé you find it, whatever it/iB.® ' “r={ -
How percéptive. of you,' friend! ~ Indeed,:I went out®in ai dazeé'of Borts, “!:i '
. but have found that which has eluded me*for too longs' “ some 0all’ it v v T
- a calling}’ some call it a sense of direction; and & few calls it "the .: + it
big 1ssue." &he ultimate irony lies in'the:fact that'the bees were . i '~
in 1t; how hilarious that the person whoasked 'me ‘that’question was - < =~1
the oné who gave me a nameless book on &' man in search of a golden «:- - :°
queen=bee,: - . . - v T ooem s zaldye mnoot T ngm TR T o s e o
-~ Enough’ of bee riddles, The net result--4s that several of the - o
past MIYNXK days have been spent dreaming,. and the nights writing - e
up a proposal to the mission and 'the Gourma church  over a bee=project,. -~~~
You will find 1it. enclosed, I‘'hope, 'This document::is a substantial ¢ aci o
synthesisibr:tha;pastiweeks;Jusbﬁlike;SOmoﬁxerm?papetsiéinfboﬁﬁeBPBtﬂﬁ'*J‘
eclally those during finals week, ~There 1is' something ominous about ~! [
writing'pb“sngh“aidoéument;"ltfisrﬁhb-drhftingfof'potentdal*ruture”* sgerae ]
history.?ﬁnowewer;-the~updpm1ng‘mbetink”bf'church;and“mission in¥ 7o
November will prove the'issue to be real ori vapld, i i . row’ ilve efn g
A thought: strikes:at this. point."!'This account:is obviously ' = %:
limited to certain anecdotes, 80 those of you' who wondei about-the’
unrecorded tpings have. Just'to ask. "“Memory X Experience=Story. ' I . =7
R L laer ' T e
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Monday, 2nd September, 198%,. . e et et e

Death arrived with the morming and .returned in the evening, each . .
time in a .a new guise,. It was hard to believe it had two faces. . o

For some-days, there had been a pulling.to visit the local  _ .
abbatoir on market day, 80 as to see how the animals ended up and ., .,
where their carcaces went.  Having worked and visited other slaughter- =~
houses, this visit was not motivated by the macabre or ghoulish, but =~ ° °
by a desire to see now the Hausas ran these affairs. I was not at all ,
ready for what happened. . . e

Maradi at six in the morning was cool for once, and the air was =
s8lightly damp. People wandered to and fro, passing sonambulist goats Ca e
and guinea-hens, who photographed their world from rawhide tethers, =
Here, the silence was due to the owlishness of those who were arising,
ard not the walled reserve of the more conscious daytime, Even the
taxi driver was reserved, as he drove out to the abbatoire The few
street-lights were being dimmed as the sun arose amoungst them, all
being weakeded by the rising vapours. It was hardly the day to see .., . ..
an abbatoir, but still. «. . KA IR L : ot
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tin roof, about the side of a tennis- court  each., If I were a USDA é{:——q
meat inspector, I do not know what would have happened, but-then, —_
this 18 their culture., It was straight out of Agooalxgse Now, or. . ./~ ~
worse. Lines of small farmers beside the deathyard, se ing their . uglén

. last few animals before the drought -and famine  wiped . them out: they 7

~ would have..loved to have kept them, ‘but could note. . .. -
' + The .roof was_adorned -in.cobwebs, but- the floprwas oovered 1n o
red. There- 18 no desoription--just snapshots, a furious taking. 1n over
- of particulars. The grinning and . laughter of the. older’men, -and th
scurrying about. or the apprentices,, carrying water XX. to' the carnage. i/
1ike Nelson's:powder-monkey’s.to. tha 24-pounders, ., The. gasp: -.of; cut. -

.. throats and arteriea; one could have.been whale-watohing Af ‘one shu

———off-yigion -and- dreamed*hard.ﬁﬁﬂWisted”neoksw*dangling*iegs;wsvirming-
bodies, no concerny as work continued. People wading in. red, all . . i
barefoots the flashing of curved- ¥nives being sharpened by hand; or ..
by running past a cement wall and skipping the blade on the top.. The. ,
silence of the sheep, whatever their state.. The mind numbed, set.in e
shock... Men with woodcutting.axes. .cleaving the cattld in.twain. .On . ..
top of this, the psychotic and -dissonnant screach of the hand- . .. . 'giv,i

- powered 11rt wiich raised up .the cattle to a workable height; ‘that’ e
sound was. 1noidental, but.could. have been adoptéd as special etfects e
were it.in a film.-.Reality was nowhere, ‘orientation had fled. Out- Hﬁ i
side, the discarded parts--{oofs, goat heads, and others all thrown .
in a trash-heap -or arranged with pride, Why the distinction? .The . ..
grinning of a camel's head on a cement slab, 'Chickensvand»uuscovy ‘
ducks wading about, and nibbling; the vultures waiting patiently. .
Behind® the building, the few who prooessed the. tripe and. stomachSe=
like bld sacks with winged.fungus -growing off ite. An old man with -

a shovel, clearing the Via Dolorosa of the animals, onto the manure-
heap. That was bearable, ‘but behind him, .a woman washing her baby. 1n
1t--!§z%? Why?.. .The ‘workers Just went on and slaughtered, cut, and,, :
marketed s with no. second thoughts; here, it was the pondering one o
who would curl.up under his own’ vexed questions. The steady flow or
bicycles leaving the abb?toir, with a.goat,. sheep, or half a bull .;
8lung accross the. rear rack.’ The diminuendo of the sheep's tails
ping-pinging on the ‘bicyocle spokes as. they dissappeared from view.,’

The rest of the day.was passed in fog--the demiworld of post-'"
operation anaesthesia. . There are no comments, no recriminations,

yet an etching has occured.. The screech’'of the hacksaw or banging
of the hammer is mechanical,.yet for some reason ’'the mind is still.
able to smifle over the ribbons of wood'leaping forth from the
plane  spdsamistte 11ke shorn locks to the ground. . AP

That evening, the day died’too, but it was different. There 1is

a 8lab of concrete behind one of the offices, and .from there one can
sit and ponder. Whereas the abbatoir was violently blatant to the.
inner perception, here on this slab, overlooking the valley and
behind it the dying day, the view was outward. It was a still-
shot, mellowing out under the long exposure of dripping seconds,as
the sun departed. As the egrets made wing to rooky wood and the
shadows arose, the bats came forth; the flying mice somersaulting
after insects, and the flying foxes crashing into the fruit trees,
Gazing out into this entr'acte, on the edge of the finite, there was
the immésurabe comfort of knowing the infinite that had made thas
sunset possible., Was I really in the place of slaughter this day?

That hour of sound and fury really did signify nothing, but these
moments of departure trickeled away in peacej there was the knowing
that the sun would rise, enthroned in gold, as Homer says so well,

With that hope, there was release--and sleep.

C‘.
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?77 September, ¥y84--

I took a short break from the maintenance work just to get away
from it all, but also went to Niamey to see the powers that be in SIM
to discuss the bee project in Upper Volta. The first part of the
trip was in a missionary’s car and the last in a bush taxi,; although
the two ways of travel were different, the impressions gained from
looking at the land were the same.

The journey was a filmstrip of changing colours and shapes, yet
again the impressions were the same; as with the trip to the abbatoir
one could do little but photograph with the eyes. The car left
Maradi and the police checkpoint as the vaunting heavens above
changed colour, as one sees sped up in a planetarium. Below, the
policeman, shrouded in a black cape with hood and looking just like a
Spanish Moor on contract to the Inquisition, merely blinked at us and
let down the wire. The road was black but paved in drifting sand: ,
straight and deserted, it could have been the haunt of The Nightrider
or Mad Max. The trees should have appeared green, yet they were
without leaves and frosted with egrets; sometimes as we passed, they
- shed their dandruff as the birds took off.

Along the roadside, the fields gave their own sad account--
millet and guinea-corn for miles on end were standing burnt, yellow,
dry, headed and empty of seed. It was the precursor of famine, oane
that has not been experienced for decades. In many places the ground
sprouted plants of six inches or less. Everything was vellow, bent
over, and still. The only water to be seen constantly was the mirage
upon the piste as it fled from us into the sky.

The land changed towards Galmi, but not so the impressions. The
s0ill became stony and the form mountainous. For all I know, the
Viking spacecraft could have dropped upon Galmi and not Mars, for
those famous pictures match Galmi perfectly. Truly, it was unreal!
Thatched houses sat upon a slight slope in solitude--there were only
stones underfoot and wind without and sky above. It would have been
enrapturing if it were the wilderness, yet this was an abode where
people tried to live. The distant islands of green in the valley
were pecariously mounted in their frame of red stone and vast
distances.

After Galmi the land changed once again, the surface becoming
flat, but dotted with miniature mountains--it was like driving
amoungst extinct volcanoes, except that past flash-floods had worn
thenm down. Yet still the millet was dead and the air hot and still.
A silent requiem. R

Thus it continued, all the way to Niamey. The usually loud bush-
taxi was subdued for miles, save at pick-up points or at the frequent
police roadchecks. It was very different from that bush-taxi ride
from Ouagadougou to Fada n’ Gourma, where people frollicked and
gabbled without end. The observation is endless yet the provoked
thought and interpretation of that which was seen is very nigh
infinate. BSuch vision is the seedbed of theodicy, and I have not
figured out why yet; it is too vast and frightening. It was a relief
to see the bush-taxi arrive in the Niamey marketplace, where the
vastness of open space and contemplation was sucked into the black
hole of peering faces, the fleeing from street hawkers, and the
return to the mission guest house.

(D
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here 18 a malgisQ sorts which is coming upon this mission
. statibng' . From the inside viewy¥kMXpoint of the maintenance work, |
~one chn jsee the oracks appesring in buildings . fences, but also—
ople~-=their attitudes, actions, and relations, With the .
f arts 4s showing up

~.the nastier side ofiall of use.. = - .. . . R
i However,:there ‘are reasonss . after:the.time fspent in the :bush=

- 8tatlons of Gourmantché, one.can see how a busy yard at Maradi can’ .
- become a rat's nest, To ‘1ive -here is similar to: being a fly which *
foous; of ‘a large parabolis mirror-on a hot, -

‘sunny day--not; only:ido you burn up, you see it happensng in a

=« Warped -3 p- gnifications-—The“image~of being in+thetryingspot; -
the fulcrum, the scales, the focus is everywherej however, I am
wondering if anybody else sees it thus here, for K they run about
under pressure, bleeding off steam and verbal vapoure .

- The 1land is a trying-pot. Daily, it is chastised by the sun,
even though the latter has broken and destroyed the millet filds,
People are smitten as well. There is the language of hatred in the .
way the land speaks to the soul; although it is flat and has trees

. on 1t, the relief makes one.feel hemméd. in--almost claustrophobic. .

"4.Q~I,cannot%tigurOJthicﬁparadot?dut?“hbw§h”great€1and“closeswabout7bne's

very being., It is.incessant in reminding one of its hostilitys

this was brought about during 8 walk in a large grove of nim trees,

© These trees were planted in rows to help stop the desertification
of the area, yet being in them was a paradox., Their green closeness
Wwrapped the senses=-all was well, yet underfoot was. sparseness and

' ‘the- buzzing of flies, for people would use the grove to releive

~ themselves, Morbid!egrets stalked under the trees, and ate the =
- flies, and through the breaks in the trees one could see the few -
..remalning heads of millet, all turned brown or black and void-.of . " .
- grain, - The disparity 18 shocking to the senses,'yet the land is '
~always silent,’ i IR e 1 TS S R
.. The image of being in the focus is never stronger than when

- walking accross the courtyard at noon. The surrownding buildings
have been given new paint, and the glare 1s fiercej 'ILike Don -
Quixote surrounded by flashing mirrors, one walks:in, on, and throu
light to the welcome dimness of the toolshed., I know we should
. Wwalk in the 1light, but. « « The exterior appearance of the
mission buildings and grounds has never been better, yet within
‘itself, there 18 delapidation and strife. We areiall set in sun-
spun limbo--am I the only one who sees this? 1In the daily task
and temperament of each day, in the relative internal 1isolation
that is the lot of g station maintenancemari, one notices this

‘and others. The tagte of sweat and the saltiness of someones
/ sarcasm., The MNXXK olinking of a chain: being dragged over steel, and
¥X two forceful chargcters argu - None but the typewriter's

rapld rattle, or the demented sh k of a mud-wasp as it welds

mud to nest, only to have it broke up when the cleaning maid »
returns., The beautiful work of a spider, with the guyropes to

the web four rget long--all dismissed as passing by some, or

passed by and dismiggsed by others., The basso continuo of the

Maradl town generator in the murky air--reality in time and

sound from without this, our demiworld. -

Yea, though I descend into the uttermost parts of the earth,

thou art there also, After two months of life above, the cap to
‘the well was opened, and the wedl-crew went in to deepen the

shaft, for the table had fallen a metre or two., The cemented
casements fell for two seconds, so to speak, yet even there, one

was hemmed in and tested. The bottom was hidden in darkness,

dusted from careless stones above, and full of dead air. Now, I
respect minerst At the deptnh of the earth, one did not escape

I Sune . © W
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tfeeling really small, as I had within the vastness above. You are a
part of me. . . it said.

I did not try to think about the quality of the rope ladder;
some of the rungs were missing and all one was able to do was
"chimney” up and down the shaft. Life at the bottom was a test. The
pipes from the former digging were embedded in the mud and would not
be pulled. There was only room for two--and the other man only spoke
Hausa. Try communicating in such circumstances. . . it is hard. Two
totally different people, in the bowels of sand, foot deep in water--
a conditional intimacy. In this place the strain grinds you down,
and the air 1s such that upon emerging you feel cold, clammy,
shivering and weary. Down under you laugh at anything--you must.
Farts brought ripples of joy from those above, for the shaft
amplified everything. In this place I wonder, what does it mean? In
this place of filth and testing, of scaking shoes and saturated
clothes, underground, with a stranger for fellowship, what does it
mean to learn patience and forebearance? Everyone in the mission
station has undergone stress and frustration in many different ways,
and they are under pressure to burst assunder. The mystery, and yvet
the tragedy, is that one holds out well when under great pressure
from forces that cannot be readily put down, and then blows up at the
slightest subsequent provocation, and from a fellow at that. We come
out here to do the world’s most noble dirty work--and blow it! We
give our bodies to be burned by the sun and the comments of others

vet, not having love, we are accounted as nothing. Theretfore at this
time one sees a group of people together, yet not together. Some
bicker openly, and other pull apart into isolation and fret in
silence. It is in this drawing within that we are changed; from this
metamorphosis comes a stunting of life--in relations, work, and above
all in prayver meets. "Beven days without prayer makes one weak” yet
seven days with stunted prayer makes one warped. This seems to be

(part of) the malaise of Maradi Central these days.

It is in this time of bickering and withdrawal that the time in
Mahadaga returned to mind as a balm--perhaps the lessons learned
there could be applied to Maradi today. Although there was no
bickering in Fada n’ Gourma the pressures of circumstance were great
and the spirit shrunken. All it needed was a time to talk (and pray)
with two others who loved and cared; to this day, the time in
Mahadaga stands as a thing of great beauty. I say this because
nobody seems to talk much here, for many rest under a different
blanket. Indeed, I was warned of the way of life here before
arriving; however, that "firefly in the heart of darkness" is 1in
danger of becoming the fly in the parabolic mirror and being
scorched. Yes, life here is rough, but must there be all this
bickering? For outside, the land laughs at us. . . There is no )
inpenetrable wall of jungle between us, but a wall nonetheless. In a
sense I am beginning to feel like Marlowe (going up the river)--the
similarities are becoming frightening.

17th October, 1984--

After three months (at Maradi Central) the Mission moved me to
the Farm School, which is on the edge of town.

Looking back on the past month, I am very glad there were no
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entries in this journal, for I was sick with serious introspection.
The negativism, fear, worry and other garbage were just as effective
as hepatitis or the like. However, a consideration of that time may
be of use to those at home with a similar experience.

As can be gleaned, introspection came about by the isclation
from open friends who were willing to comfort or challenge me,
separation from those at home--and especially those of Mahadaga.
Here, one has plenty of challenge in the daily maintenance work and
one is amoungst others, but alone--blindfolded, groping, lost. The
rest hours become very dangerous, since everyone retires within to
sleep or read. It is then that the walls become too familiar and the
floor worn with caged-in pacing. The mind, unable to speak or see
without turns within, and encounters a dark and bottomless pit.
Believe it; the Jjourney up the river into the heart is just as
Marlowe said it was.

All manner of questioning arises within--what did I do wrong?
why so tough” what am I doing here? were the motive for coming here
true and in the Spirit, or am I here otherwise? It is spiritual
warfare, for in these times the enemy attacks and accuses with scorn;
his aim is to keep one concentrating within, and not without at God.
Spiritual siege stinks. Others in the mission compound comment on
the dangers of such, but the questions continue to demand an answer--
the beggars, food, anguish at others bickering, the meaning of life
and the essence of true gratitude. . . when the world all about lives
on uncaring, unsaved, unfed, ungrateful, unconscious and
unquestioning. Woe to the soul who tries to search for such an
answer on his own power! It can do little but drive one within, into
a spiritual and mental black-hole, where all is compressed. It is a
terrible place, but it is a valuable lesson from one who has been
there. Do not go up the river.

In time, one realises that this inward analysis is rotting
everything, for if taken to its final conclusion one is left with
nothing but self, and its full revelation is brutal. {Thanktfully I
did not go that far.) The horror, the horror! This trip could only
have occurred in Africa, away from the familiarity of Massachusetts
and its people. Hven now while at this table, I wonder why that
happened-~was I being "sifted as flour"” and tested like Peter, or did
God wish to show me the bankruptcy of the inward-looking life as a
sort of lesson? Even Christians have to be reminded of the need to
look up and out. It is to the grace of God that I owe the rescue
from introscection, for He used an Australian missionary (Tony
Rinaudo) and the writings of N.V. Peale to effect this. There are
3till questions and no visible answers, but at least the perspective
is correct again. Enough said: I just wanted to tell you lot back
home that missionaries are not unbuathed . . they are tested, then .
proofed.

During this time the yealnlng to return to Bourkina Faso lhas
continued unabated, and the wish to work with the Gourmas and the
bees likewise. Therefore I am taking Gourma language classes with
one of the hundred or so Gourmas who live in Maradi (Lompo Larraba).
Considering they are so rare here, I praise God that this tutor is
tfrom Fada, and a Christian too. . . {(The Hausa language) never
caught on due to lack of interest, but Gourma has been a pleasure to
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study. This is helpful, for it is somewhat difficult, and the
Gourmas speak even faster than Italians. Hopefully by Decemher
Monsieur Roger (Lompo Larraba) will have taught enough to be of use
back at Fada with the bees.

Tuesday, 23rd October, 1984--

Oh God! Why did it happen? So sudden. So sudden. . . and so
pointless. How is it that a death does such things to us?

I am not even sure how to write this, for reality has fled and
the world has died in its tracks. The morning was hot and dusty, and
action was lethargic. Work was done in limbo and the body was sullen
to saw and pound nails. Lunch at Tony’s was quiet and satisfying,
with the children crying at table or throwing crumbs. . . yes, guiet
it was. Young Benjamin and Mellissa were moved to the bedroom to
talk with Tony, while Liz and I sat at table. 1In time a mission car
came, and Liz went into the kitchen to talk.

There is an unmistakable fluttering of wings, a knowing when
news of death is whispered in the next room. One knows, but one
cannot hear the words: 1 thought it was news of a heart attack, but
it was not.

The unfolding scene was fascinating to watch, but too sad, too
sad. There were two halves to the house--the wrenching and the
oblivious, the kitchen and the bedroomn. In the middle lay the dining-
room, the point of meeting, of seeing and hearing, of shocked
observation, of a very sad paradox. In the kitchen Liz whispered to
the unseen visitor, and the news froze the ears. Through the doorway
to the bedroom, Tony could be seen with his two children reading a
story, unaware of everything. My ears and eves told contrary

stories. When Liz came in the news was haltf-expected--but Tony! He
too came in from reading stories and.

Our world is out of it. You know? The unreality of where we
stand. Gordon (Bishop) was killed in the bottom of a well shatt, as
a concrete well-ring fell down on him. Something tells me to write
this, even so soon after the news. There is something very

indescribable--known only to those who have seen it, or been seen by
it.
Why write? It is worthless.

Wednesday, 31st October, 1984--

A week has passed since Gordon died at the well, and the
intervening time has answered some questions--at least. Later on
during that day, we learned the truth about his death. No, he was
not in the well: he was under the large tripod that was being used
to lower a one-ton concrete well-ring down the shaft. The tripod
splayed apart like an overloaded giraffe, the well-ring fell down the
shaft, and Gordon was crushed between the lip of the well and a
tripod leg. Just like that.

“"The blood of the martyrs is the seed of the Church. " How true,
Tertullian! They came from far and wide--missionaries and Africans--
to say goodbye to Gordon. I forgot that burial in the tropics has to
be quick; at that time I was shocked at the speed of it all. Under a
few flourescent lights and surrounded by dozens of oil lamps, over a
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hundred met together. "Why seek you the living amoungst the dead?
He is gone." These words and more made this burial very unique, for
in the midst of shock came an outlook that amazed the Muslim
onlookers.

However, what was the more amazing was how this death united the
Maradi missionaries. For too long there has been bickering and
infighting within SIM, and it toock a death to stem and end it. Old-
timer missionaries were reduced by their tears and others walked as
shell-shock viectims. . . certain of that hope, but still shocked.

I watched the burial from within the crowd and will just give
commentary--again, one can only record sight and sound, as at the
abbatoir. The bright but local-lighting lamps, and the dim forms of
the crowd behind. The thump-thump of the dirt on the coffin lid, and
the agitated dust rising upwards. The strangeness of a nighttime
burial. The unfamiliarity of the open buffet dinner that night--
almost a wake?--and then the bangquet at a local restaurant the week
after on the widow’s birthday. I dare not ask such questions here
lest they turn on me, but pose them to you at home. How long will
the orations hold this peace?

Enough of this. After much, delay the local government was able
to give permission to the mission to deliver grain to the outlying
villages. Acheiving that aim was a hard task for Tony, who is in
charge of the grain work. There are endless papers to fill out,
bureaus of authority to visit and permissions to gain--the complete
runaround. Oh yuk. Tony had been doing this for weeks before the
mission sent me to work for him, and he has been running about as a
caged leopard. It was even quite a task to gain permission to borrow
a Maradi DFW truck to transport the thirteen and a half tons of
sorghum, milk powder, oil and sugar--but it was done. A few days ago
it was carried to a certain village and under a large spreading thorn
tree; there, representatives from the fifteen villages (that Tony
serves on the tree-planting/conservation project) met with their ox-
carts and took it off. What was a substantial pile of food vanished
when set apart for each village. It was only good for one month or
maybe two. Truly, it is mere dust in the scales when ranged against
the need. These fifteen villages were lucky, since they are served
by the chicker/well/tree project. . . otherwise, they would starve.

The attitude of these people is memorable. It is a trying but
necessary duty to accept a chicken or a guinea-hen from the village
chief or project agent. HEven though they are near starving this goes
on. (Sometimes there were no more than a handful of scrawny birds in
the village, but the chief or agent gave Tony a cock out of respect
and gratitude. Usually, Tony gave the bird to one of his men who
passed it on to someone else in need.) During lunch it is a relief
to eat in the agent’s compound, and not have to brave the gazing eyes.
of the children without. There are so many questions raised that it
is best to just forget them and keep on working--visiting villages,
passing out food, and giving trees to the village agents for local
reafforestation.

(Driving from village to village I saw what famine did to these
people. The pasturage failed, and so did the grain crop. The men
drove their herds to Maradi--one group even deep into Nigeria to the
south--to try and sell them, and find whatever work was availlable.
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Ferhaps these were the people I saw lined up outside the abbatoir
that morning a few weeks ago, who sold their livestock for pittance
and then had to buy grain at greatly inflated prices--kept high in
some cases by merchants who knew that hungry people would buy. Back
in the villages the strength was going, if not gone with the men.
Hometimes there was just the old chief, women and children . . . ves,
the children too, living in a village surrounded by dead vellowed
diminishing millet and ramshackle, collapsed granaries. No, this was
not like the pictures of Ethiopia--in one case some impish children
Jumped onto the rear bumper of Tony’s Datsun and hung on for the
ride, and he stopped and really chewed them up--but it was famine. I
do not know who lived and who died and became part of the dust.

One night Tony and his contact had a Hausa Bible study around a

Gy

hurricane lamp and a few people listened in. Someone had real
faith. The village was quiet then and the stars clear, so very
bright! Ferhaps you could say the nighttime hid the ugliness. . .)

The fifteen villages used to be just for the tree project; now,
due to the famine, this has ceased. The government has refused mere
food handouts, so these villages are now in the strange position of
having to plant and maintain trees in order to be fed--and starvation
level rations at that. It is here that one sees humanity at its
rawest, and even though one is delivering grain in an effort to save,
the image of mere delay is everywhere. Why, there are thousands of
tons of grain to the south yet the border (to Nigeria) is resolutly
closed. There are hills of grain in Maradi but high prices and other
things hide it from the bush villages. Oh well.
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There is now more chance to continue work in the bush, as the
Mission has asked me to drive the pick-up for the village evangelism
team. This is a bit sobering as Gordon used to lead and drive for
this group. Still, it is an open door for learning more about
village evangelism, the nationals, and the bush. I am very grateful.

Finally, some beautiful news from Fada n’ Gourma, where the bees
are. One of the Gourmas there wrote a letter, dropping such hints as
"wish you were back--we miss your work with the bees--my children ask
after you a lot--Paul and 1 want you back,” etc., etc. (Pastor) Paul
is one of the Gourmas whose word makes or breaks this bee ministry
proposal. Open doors? This seems to be very true, and I rejoice
that God has shown me thus.
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END OF ORIGINAL JOURNAL. Left Maradi around the 20th December, 1984.
Spent Christmas in Mahadaga, then worked on the beekeeping project
near Fada n’ Gourma until early January, 1985. Went to Ouagadougou,
then took the "Gazelle" train to Abidjan. After a few days I flew to
Nairobi, where 1 met my father and travelled with him for about two

weeks in Kenya and Tanzania.
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S quc>Afr;ca,_;_d the oourma bhurch. S ok o

»,;concenns; Innroduccion and Backg
- Losus - rroblems - onclueions‘

5 ;gmodest income' food and employmenu.
,,b) Privata beekeepers?f |

INTIOWUOPIOV &Nﬂ“%ﬁCKO%ﬂﬂNQ
a) Ferceived lavel of beekaeping in uourmanncne voday, b
nB p esent, chera is limined beekeapinm in uourmanccne, no cne exbent tnat

_,che few who keep bees haVe £

' ives'(under cen).‘ A8 & aecond inoome

*"_::;.:jmetier, any beckeop fglia local), an pz‘ivately rui. the honey is uaually
sold locally, wzcn the baeswnx being 80ld to the’ bronzeworieru dn- uuaga~
douﬂou. uue to rthe acarc*ty of beekeepars, and the very local nacura of

' ”;the art be@kecping in uourmanucne 1s reiacively unuerused as a- source ox

here seem to bu certain fhcuors wnicn OQnurioune to uhe presenc role and
condition of the ‘small scale beexeepex. rirst, a lack of Transport oy
high cost of same forces the selling beekeeper to une local markete in
this way, the higher prices of,wax and honey in Quagadougou are lost to
local nmerchants or tdddlemen, who themsslves ray be shaped by locél marges
conditions, liecond, the production and processing of honey and wax is
hindered by a lack or shortage of resources, equipment, ideas and innovatic
loéél support, and money. chird, there is the question oi hive theft or
vondalism, (hese all contribute to the underusing of beckeeping; however,
it 18 my contention that tnese can all b8 reuoved in bLlie.
¢) The Gourma Church's rola in beekeecping Lo dave,
the main,and possinly only cfiort of the goursa churen in oackeeping'coday
is that of the uible wchool near raua n'uoWrnide  this bee projuct was set

u" in the 1370's by .r, .dchard SWansoa, nd av Lresent provides an incoue
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_that helps operabe tho school. Honey and wax comes from uha sohool's .
} hives or ‘m’m 1oca1 boekeepers who sell their oomhs, wh:l.oh are thm S
"ﬁprooessed and soldqat profit locally or in Ouagadougouyf? 5~~ o

th the honey pro:ject. Howayer,

record what was done t.o remedy many og these problems, and maxe Pecomme
_endations as to wha’o should be done to keep the project v:lable until 1

Mreturn 1n '88 to eabablish beekeeping in Gourmanteohe. SRt
' ing &} ' ‘I‘he honey hous

o_ the pro;ject; was: aimple.

o rubbish ‘and- thrown in'oo a corner with all menner of Junk._ Old ‘md torn

X

pieces of wire mesh Were used for honey atraining. 'rhere was filt'.h and

~old honey all over the ‘cemem-. floor. Honey barrels were uaed for storage
vithout being washed\ . T

" and other apii _;’diseaaes. In the field, the hivea Were in _
' state, though the drought is partly to blame for this, ‘as well as' severa

waxmoth and ant’ ingescation. I

v

E what had: led 'bof.this state oi‘ boing? After more. observation and talk,

‘the follouing was" discovered: the problen began when the- expabr‘iaw )
beekeepers left, for it would appear they left behind no training in ..

project management labour use, how to run a clean and oraerly honey house

and above all a well-formed cadre of Gourma: beekeepers. ‘Lhey aeem to have

bequeat ed equipment; alone, so that when they lc.f‘t most of tne project
'went too. '

.Therefore in time the honey house becnme rundown a team of five or more
was needed to fil'c er. honey because the equipment was laoour-intensive

(this cost the project dearly in lost revcnue) and the work was largely



B dumped upon one mane Considering that wombo is a millec farmer and
~qffather of six, it is a mirecle that he was able to achieve thi*'mncn at
'“fgagall. Due to circumstance, he wae 1eft w1nh the role or projec

| prgjecc manager/organiser. Thie tact was not lo""

"thif matte ,;bh re much unhappiness among the Gourna ¢ -When..on
up with a ounnlative.sibuatien like that it is hardly snrprising that the

u.projecc geta into trouble. : ' . ;,.ﬁ_eeeewe;

Ihig being eo, my immediane objective during those weeks in June was to
ZV};‘rehabilitace the project to full working order, especially in the honey

o house. vThe interior was cleaned ouz all Junk removed, the eq 'pmenc was

‘j‘repaired and all spare parts etored up on shelvea out of che way; The

"honey straining equipment was repaired nnd adapced, eo that iu could be 7'A
operated attended by one man, A multitude of dirty. honey Jara Were

"vi»washed out and stored. AThe room next: door, which used to- beefullm%f rubble

:wae cleaned out, given a cement. floor and plastered walls, and.'c"w vexfted

ufy

'  for hive: building and storage.’ The porch oubside was cemented for,use as
a washing area; the necessary hot water came from a batch solar‘ eater (a

bucket in.a. g;lazed tin-lined box, made with 1ocal materiale) _;—,}ggé,a@d‘ |
other taske were carried out eucceeefully. : o

.ol»., P

In this way, I would consider .the success. of this vennure as adequate proof
that. rehabilitation worka, and that a bee project can be_run by a skilled
beekeeper, with ‘mich innovavion and enthusiasm, and. running ‘Ot “minimal
funds. ‘I also. ‘submit it as an example of my workmanship,. since this is..
only the beyinning of the proposed task that will see beeckeeping- establisne
throughout uourmantche. R R

However, with respect to the operation of the Fada Bible School proaeoc,
there remains the. question of continued euccessful managenent until such
time as I return, which could be 1988, The weeks of repair ia.June must |

be supplemented by one -or two months of follow=-up in nmnagement,.orgenis-~

atlon of thce honey house and field hives, and tnae iinding of a second



;?7ftheir evangelical work;*

'*\-@‘f

beﬂkeapev to ﬂbpaentioa to nombo. In anorn, the projoen has b@an repaired

, ;nancing paru/hll qﬁ? h 'ﬁihle
: achool'a needs, and tnac it is aucoaasful in eatahliahiug inberesbed

"zaur@ounding Ead n'Gourma. . o *>'“"’;Hhﬁffﬂ'

*'c) %0 use nhe'Fada Bible School as- a baee froa’ walch toxspreaayboakeeping ,
~géross all Goursantche, uite aimply, bhis means teacnlng beexeeping to
';;'inberesbed Bible Sthol acudenc’"' . _thea

:u\l._,

?uhare are aevaral diauﬁncu advantages bo chisymennod;og\epreading’beekoeping.
.,}birat, all bhg beekaen&ng snudenna are nqgenner in one glace 1or much of
%«xthe yoar. winn“g worxing bee projecn on cneir doorsnequP _ £1el

.fall around thém; they will be easy uO ceach. Jecond’.;;{¥
3chool’ stunemts Will Join the claaaea and fewor 88T up \

lists and beeleepers who return to their houe cowna, tpex wil:ﬂ_‘ 

troudle in e¢sablishing and doveloping the Pelabiona wnicb Joul.to. vilg .

acceptance of Qhriat and the eqtaulishmann oi poue 01VQ3,\_bndééﬂ in the

i

process of sharing the one, thnere is the chance to inuq?dqcéﬁ&he.  her;
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uhristuions can be led to bees, oz-non-neliavezo can bo led bo bhrisn oy .
workinm wich a bhriabian beukeeper¢ Fourtn, tney 1orm a very aati :
cadre of volmteers,’ who will be the lifeblood and leadorahip of this

px'ojeot when I leave._;: B‘ifch, ‘in_‘acti.ng as "m.ssiomy oekeébera" to
o -:__apemk, they will f‘ulﬂl, one of tha church '3 roles as cabalysﬁ for local -

= wdevelopmem» cav» ald-d: téﬁbéiom&d&ﬂf&\m.;‘.;aﬁgmagroo.;.-gl;;AQkiopfriir

In this hay, beekaepinuawill be spread over uourmancchs in a lowwkoy manne

each year, asg each }ear'a braduaning clasa is dispersed from Fada bo tha

home towns or eloewhere. | o ISR SEk
d) to have all’ the bee work, 1n all placea, ulbimanely run’by-ﬁhe Gdurmaa.

fherefora, handoveryis t°.b° °“°i°1pa“°d 8ﬂd prcpared for.ﬁ-ﬁowever, aéww

the beekeopera will be also busy as wteachers and halpera" the principles
of hcts O3 I - h will apply in who becomes a beekeeper. This 13 why I

'Aanticiaate more 1ay uorkers irow the nible Qchool studenna enrolling in

‘,_.’th' bee courso "th,se destined co be paatora. B ”,L,' .,g,m;n-~~

~w~ g

+ f) to, promoua tho value of boney as a 1ine food, andunoc jusc aa a cash
Crope. nerein lies nho underlying obaeccive for this’ projecbs that o
Gourma ramilies raise beea and uae honey to the extenc thac thcy ‘do millet

\

b) to vasuly 1mprove overall plant pollinanion; nnd to encaurage the
planting of beeuforage tree Crops, such a3 Prosopis dqlizlora, as paru

of anti-dcsert work. Naturally vhis will come about ii tiue as.the bee
work advances. 7 f R S ot
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This seczion wil? show how tho aius are to de implemenced, and over what

period of time. Lt will be oroken up into 8ix wain garts: Lhe survay,
initial work in' Fada disvricu, teachlng, gebbing up volunueers, volunteer

ex»ansion and advanced training, and phaseout .
a = ‘the survey)

Gotvin s iuforration: before «oin; any teacnin:; oif bes work, it is nec-
assary to oe inforikel and cdueate! 03 Lo vredeut Deekesping ia uourmantcen,



This will involve ‘learning the Gourma language and customs, a. tour OVer’6

: much of the area to visit as many beekeepere as possible. and awsurvey of
where the best honeyflowers are. If the proJect is to_be lo ”

‘I‘his comd"mk‘

'e the survey.'

liet of aims will be.drawn up than listed here.
b - Initial ork in the Fada District)

School will be brought to as full a potential aa possible”t'a L
be. built and eet out, end old ones cleaned up. It is hope ueach
apiary will consist of - 20 or so hives together, surrounded by planted

wild thorn bushes. In eddition the techniques that are to be taught to
future villagers and volunteers will be well experimented end tested.

"Hive building equipment will be installed- in effect this means a home-
‘made table eaw in the present honey house. at the samevtime, the villager

to emerge as part of the teacning syllabus. 'Tne actual process ofﬂgf”ff;;
spreadlng beekeeping to the Fada villagers will be similer te thatw;{»’

practised by the Bible School volunteers, 8o it will be described in
section e) . -

Note' Even thqugh there are still some years until the. re-establishment
of the present, honey project I do not wish to infer that it will be left
neglected. The present management will work well under direction albeit

distant‘ . . ' : . . '\‘\ o
By now the prgject,shculd bs in its second or third yeari_,. ¥
¢ - Teaching) |

If the stage on teaching seeus uelayed, 1t is deliberate. - A souhd s8yllabus
grounded in the survey'e Ainforanation and the Fada district experience is
necessary; otherwise bad practices will be spread all over uourmantcne.
Although the syllabus 1s as yet unwritten, the course, selection of

students, and pedogogy can be examined here,



| I~ TheVCOurse) ‘Phis will be caught to available interested Bible
*'School studentsﬁduring the school year. xhe aim is to ueach baekeeping

11~ Selec‘bion of Sbudent;s) Even though few should, enroll, there will have

abeen a natural sclection° namaly, the lacx of intcrest, a iear of oees, or

commitmenss. Beekeeping is not notad for drawing.the

lukewarml R | . : b "
III adPedogogy) Teachingimethod is important,‘since the volunteers will

‘have to teach otliers as well as learn themselves., The. course will contain
a minimum of lecturing, but will ‘be heavy on audiovisuals, demonsurations

':dialogue, small nersonai expariments and field tripe. There’ Wil Tiot be

: uchf”but short seminars over. a soan of time, °:-"Plan‘9dA;_
;wi;l 1ink in winh the academic anﬂ beekeeping ‘ar,;,

claasea a

be issued, so everyone knows ‘what to expect and what to glvec ,bi;sses
will be reinforced by each student managing a few hiVes, in’ addibion, grou
will visit the local private beekeepers who were established oy - ‘the
,honey project iﬂbrder to see ‘what "beekeeping outreach" is all abput¢
Hence the course will be a prototype of their own eiforns when nney return

,‘home ns newly-trained beekeepers.

Note: Here it should be ‘added thac the beekeeping course is a'basic one;
not everything is taught at once. A student is considered to have learnt
basic beekecping when he/she returns home and has uaught it to otners;
this in itself is education, Une is then reaay for advanced education

by ext: nsion, visiting the new beekeeper at home to teach vhe finer polntc
As can be sew, the course instructor is one step ahead of his studeants,
who are over and ‘above their own students., This avoids technological
indigestion, and the wasted tecaching of a-dead-end student. "hus beee

keering can evolve 1n a freer way, from Kenya Top dar hiv .8 to irame
hives with as litile pain as possible.



