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an dfricen. Yet thers were glimpses. If I knew two lsnguages and was
trying to learn & third, then Lompo put me znd my fallow Amsricanzs %o
shamey Tor he knew five. In Higer and Burkina Fasc you have to know
&35 many lsnguages to really communicaste with esveryone. French is
goods bDut only goss so far.

With Lompo I shared somsething of 2 closszness to ths Africans in
the sireety, sometimes more 50 thsn wmith my osn fellow Wesstesrners. At
that time I think 3 lot of my snergy in associating with them was
motivated by the abilding sscapism that wses a part of amy 1ifs during
that period, I could lose myself amounpgst such strangers--penple who
had a bit 2n common wiin me but mnoc were sufficient light yvears away
tfrom me to be satfe. OF courss that 13 not alles I 2am still very ‘
curiouss. The wasy of 1ife I szdepted with the Hourmas and the Hsusas on
thelr busn taxiss in their merkeitvlsces, in their company and in their
homes has lzft & desp mark on me. Hod”s chisal. For ysars I have
wanted %o live in & socisty from two hundred years ago, and the land
and 1ts people around Fads or in ths bush nsar Maradi provided that
piace 1in 2 zhadowy Way. Is it possible that in running awsy I found
myself--in & sens=2? What makes God’s redemptive grace so totally
surprising and amszing is this--that which I did for the wrong reasons
has bgen transformed into something goods. I cvan only say this from
the perspesctive of nindsight. Lompo was something »f & mentor--as was
Wombo—-—3 mentor representing z friend, teacher and ambassador of ths
African geople. in a sense wme 40 sae eys 1o 2ys more than I assume.

Scmetimes he had & meal for me 10 gat--straight from the local
marketplace. I hagd glready sateny but thas food is 30 good I did not
minde As with womboy, Wws would sit on either side of & small table
with asn oil hurvricene lamp between Us or on & chair nearby. 50 much
of the Africa that antsred me took place near an oil lamp, sheowing
only Taces snd the common foody surrsunded by the immenss darkness of
the nights. » « '

After finishing the lesson snd talking 3 bity, I would leave Lompo
and walk back to the compound at Maza Tsave. Sometimes the straets
were dim and guiety but near the small eating place and the market it
comprissd 1ifz went on—--shadows flitting amoungst the constellations
of oil lamps. After scwme mors dark streets I passed 3 small outlying
bush taxi stopy whers various pzoples sat drinking tes and munching
white dusty French bresad, talking softlye. I never really made it into
their midst. Somstimess 1 would walk past them in the shadouws, but
they most probsoly knzw sho I was bscause of my vary Western way of
waliking-—-fast snd with a timeframs and ozl in mind. Sometimes I was
hungry and sat amoungst them, but said very littles. I wonder if I
felt threatensd; not in terms of wiclence, but more. « » [ supposs I
was Just at 3 very insecure time during those days. When I had 1sft
them I would walk down the sawme paved road that left Maradi and headed
out to Zinder--I think it was the linder road. Darker the nights and
darker still sy thoughts sometimes 25 waslked down that guist stretch,
now thinking of the lessony now imagining the next day and what it
would brings. I wisn I haa Just mentally sat bdack and enjoyed the
present momant for what 1t wase » » but that i3 past now.

&



Page ©

dack msocross the millet field that led up to the farm schooly
Tony®s house and the other buirldingsy up the hill and through 2
terrain I imsgined as infestes with all sorts of snakes but did not
taks much cars about. DJuring the growing sszason the millet stalks
forssted the ground and hemmed in the path, but with the harvest
everything was taken in--the grainy, stalks and ally, to be used as
foody fodder and building metsrials. Throughout the dry season the
land ley strippsad, perhaps as 2 microcosm of what could and probably
might happen on a grandsr scale. fnly the stalk stumps which escaped
the machete bumpaed the landsczpess The 301l was dusty and dry--oh so
dryl The path curved through the fisld iike 5 grest river sesn from a
high airplane on 3 meooncast nighty, unmoving and stark. No snakess but
in oy imegination they werse sveryuwhers. Everywhers. Under my feet,
peing chopped into piecses by my machete, and chasing me over thse dusty
deserts » » dezerted fields of the night and oy dreams. After the
field came the more scary talk-—or run--—-up the hill within an avenue
of shade trees which channelled and ocwercame me. FPoerhaps I dashed up
that path? I do not remember. Soon it wass time for bed and my
thoughts supbsided upon the mattress in tiredn=zss.

The ilgst I saw of Lompo was ths night § left Marasdi for the last
time during thst Tims to &fricz. The bush taxi 12t z2arly the next
gay from the markstplace, 30 I wanted & head start. I spent the night
in his digs--rough by my standardsy but I do not regret having done
it-—and got up with him the nexit morning. He did not come with ma,
but saw me off to the bush taxi stands. That was the last I saw of
himy zsnd I do not know if there will ds anothsr time. But thes past
was more than worth it.
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ON THE LADDER.

Sometime in bDetwsen August and Jcoctober I madse 3 laddsr for the
compound at Maradi. 4t the time { was doing all kinds of oddjob work
and maintenances being supvervised by John Ockears but basically running
on my own each day. He was the only fulltime male on the compound
amoungst the missionariesy, and as the srea leadsr he had his work cut
out in liszising mith the Hausa Church. True, bordon Sishop and Gzorgs
Learned camg in from Soura and Aguis to halp with the zadministrative
tasks that had to be done, bHut for the most part it was I who did the
repair works. The last time somsone had come »nut to Maradi to do
maintenance work was two years agos (1982)s and the compound certainly
showsad signs »f having been neglectesd. The only times John could come
out to repair somesthing was during a3 crisisy as when 3 pipe burst and
the preciosus water 2scsped or when an important window was broksn.

My workshop mas John"s garsagse. What amazed me was all the styff
and accumulation i1nside! In the middle of Af¥rica here was a garage,
full of useful things and Jjunk that had built up over forty or so
yeurs, Jjust like one would find in 4merica. John pointed out that in
Maradi one really nesded the toolsy spare parts, impedimentia and the
l1ike that horrifiesd mey, who thought that missionaries did awavy with
all thst Western truck. Yet he was right. You cannot just go to the
iocal store and buy everything you need whenaver you want. It was
cluttered inside, and dime. John”s Datsun sat in the middle of the
room, surrounded by shelves. Woocdworking tools, plumbing impliments,
oilsy paints, laguers, stripping chemicalsy lumbers, a workbsnch next
to & filthy dusty window and alsssy a container of ODT which was used
mixed with old oil when building foundations were laid to keep auway
the termites. Two or three metal lockers were so full of tools and
equipment it was a chore to figure out whsre to ¥ind 3 screuwdriver,
Tat it was thesre. John knew his system since he had made 1t to me it
was begning for & reorganisstion. But how? In any cases 1if I had
done 30y John would have been a2t 3 loss 19 find his screwdriver. This
i3 one 2xample where & newly arrived summer missionary did well not to
rock the boat as it ftiloetsd in Maradi. We compromiseds, and I cleared
ocut the windowside table and arranged some key tools around it: Ffrom
there on the clutter became bearabdble and the place turned into a
retreats. In hindsight,y, I think I bscame something »f a troglodyte in
that dim garage. Although [ spent 2 lot of time working outside under
the sun fixing things I also spent many hours inside the garage. How
strangel! To come out all the way to Maradi and work in 3 dim garage
like that. Uf course that wsz not ail my lifey, but in 2 ssnss it was
those hours within that increassd my loneliness as I ruminated on many
thingsy good and pdady and gavs me the screaming urge to get out and do
those wildy, incredibie trips on the bush taxis. It wss in that garage
that, 2fter several weseks of saying litils and holding my pain within
that I said to John, "I think I am beginning to crack up.® That wise
man knew me then through and through I thinky and he just put his arm
cver my shoulder like a father and said it wss alright asnd why not
take a break and s trip to MHismey? Of course, on & bush taxi. What =
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great man.

One other thing. Thossz ssemingly futile days 83 & repasirman have
been softaned by time and I know they were very wvaluable. Not only
did I learn the basics of seversl skills, especially plumbing, but I
found out how useftull Ymissionary engineering® can be. There are no
professionals out there on tap like therse ars herse in Americaz. OF
course the #fricans are geniuses in this works, but theare are certainly
iimitations when it comes %o parts and availability. You must be very
sdaptable and able to do many things. Not svarything nor perfectlys
but the bassics surely help! 1 gsined the confidence to try ssaveral
things: I think that I would not have tried and dons so heres because
in this culture people ara so0 preoccupied with their schedule and
their priorities—-myself included 3t present. {(Reacculturation will
be hardy but then it is for aznyons who will sdmit this.) In hindsight
I sae that my time spent repairing things fresd up John and the others
for their worky and put me in a placse where I could observe what was
going on about me. In any case, they knew much more about the Hausass
than I. It was & good recconnaissance in deptha.

In any cases. » » about the ladders, Thers were 3 few ladders on
the compound but they wers too short or so wmeak from termites and
powdering as to b2 dangerous. I asked John if I could make one and ha
agreeds Why write about 3 ladder? 1 think the projsct was important
because it gave me a task I could see finished and 4o with pride. ut
in the Maradi there were ne real deadlines for me, apart from crises
and smergencilias. You got up in the morning, worksed, rested during the
midday heaty workad againy and went away with the c¢ool and darkening
evening to supper, fellowship and bed. It 135 & laid back way of life,
yet thare 1is every chance 1o work hard--I wish to stress this. In
time I went down to the lumberyard wmith 8 larges thick plank (and
beorge?)y and had it ripped down the middle snd rough-trimmads. John
took his Datsun out of the garage to give me room znough fto spread out
and stand the ladder arms betwesn two saw horses. Outside 1t was
Bright and hotj walking across the courtyard was painful to the eyes
gs sunlight bounced off the brightly painted walls and up from the red
dusty esarth. Inside it was still hot yvet coolery, & real shelter.

Planing down long bosrds is a besutiful experience. I am not the
best planer but that does not matter! That sounds. » » the leaping
shavings that come osut of the plsneg, onto vour hands and down to the
floor. « «» peering down the lonyg plank to sse how strasight it is. » «
trying to remember the little tips that John Ockenga and John Cushman
taught me. » » I think I forgot mysel¥ for many hours. In hindsight I
would have done the Jjob more thoroughly by planing the plank sides
tooy but it is done. I cut the rungs out of ZX4 stock. Instesd of
nailing them straight onto ths arms st the right distances I decided
to do it better and chisel notches for tham, so half of their depth
iay within the arms and half stuck out. Measuring and chiselling was
a pleasurs. Theres was no rushy no pressurey, and I am proud of what I
dide In spite of being in Nigery, 3 land under famine and drought, it
seemed alright to take the loving time and 2tfort to chisel sway and
shave off splinters Yo make the ladder. It sounds paradoxical in a
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sense but I think it works. I drilied out the noles full size through
the ends of the rungs and countarsunk themy, and part size into the
armse. Home I scrswed iny some I nailed. After stamping in John’s
initials and crzosoting the ladder it was done--blacky about twelve
feet long and very heavy. Perhaps it wass too heavys but then it will
not lack for uses when thers is 8 need for heavier construction work.

i do not rayret making that ladder, for it wass of use to the
compound and certainly had a healing #ffact on me. However, I think I
ganted to leave something that would gndure when I had left. In spite
of anyone”s best efforts, Africa remains & vast, seemingly unchangable
countrys. 1 was really no different than Nebuchadnezzar, Xerxes,
Dariusy Cyrus and 3ll the rest of thes who, after making an empire on
tne earthy, wantsd to e remembered for it and made 3 monument. Now, I
can accept the eventusl destruction of that ladder, for this new
lesson nas made me think differently and reminded me of what is
lasting, permanent and cternzls a2nd what i35 not.
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5. Van Wyék{ Hindsight Entry for African Journal. 1i1.12.°87.
ON JOHN AND ANNE OCKERS.

My first and most enduring memory of John Ockers remains this; after
studying a Scripture passage and sharing concerns with one another, John would
just drop his head and be leading us into prayer. He reminded me of & crash
diving submarine, he was so quick into prayer with God. His faith was not
shallow or pretentious, but he was wise, very wise, knew how to love people and
rertainly loved God. Both he and his wife Anne loved me and cared for me
during my darkest days at Maradi, and 1 remember them especially with a few
others, like Tony and Liz, Ulrike, and Hugues.

I forget exactly when John came to Niger but it was a long long time ago.
Maybe not as far back as when Gordon, Lena and Marcia arrived in the 1940°s,
but then, when you have lived in Africa for more than thirty years, you pick
something up. Ferhaps vou become cynical, but then you should not last that
long. John was not cynical. As head of the Maradi main compound, which was
the administrative headguarters of SIM in the Niger Republic, he had a lot of
work and responsibility on his shoulders. Not only did he run many aspects of
the mission station and whatever beyond, he had extensive contact with the
Hausa Church. Perhaps he was there in its early days, when it was expanded
from a few disciples. Like Gordon, John was someone who was a part of the big
picture, who saw the local church grow and become something new on its own. Oh
sure, there were problems, hassles, crises (or "pallavers"” as John almost
always loved to call them), betrayvals, setbacks, infighting and the like, but
with them came hope, friendships and discipleships. leaders of the present and
those in formation, a shared effort and the love of Christ shown both in the
mission and the Hausa Church. John did not try to carry all the weight alone,
however. His friendship with Gordon Bishop and Gsorge Learned went back years,
and they spent many times together working through lssues, carrying on the
church in that land, but above all praying. After Gordon died, John recounted
the many times together when, after all else had failed, the three of them fell
on their knees and prayed. John was not pretentious in his faith.

Great leaders have been known to do something in their spare time to
recreate themselves. Gladstone felled trees with an axe. Churchill layed
bricks. John grew watermelons. Outside his house he had a small patch which
he looked after very carefully--at least, when he could get to them. During
the "rainy" season he would search through the plants for pests, keep them
watered and perch the melons atop ting. Perhaps he even kept them inside the
tins, with a small entrance provided for the vine to enter. 1 am not sure
hers. (Perhaps this gives some indication of the challenges of bringing
anything to fruition in Niger, given the parasites and other factors.) John
would sometimes dust some mean chemicals on those plants during the coritical
stages of their development, but he said if he did not, he would lose them.

John was my boss during the time I worked at Maradi. Until I arrived in
August 1984, he was the only full time man on the compound. He only left his
administrative tasks at the behest of a crisis--burst pipe, falled greywater
system, or some dangerous situation which he had to fix. He was very glad when
the mission sent me as the maintenance man. HEssentially I bhad two years worth
of repairs to do on the compound--some desperately needed, many Jjust needing
the time and effort to have them fixed--two years since the last short term
maintenance man left. There were unseen windows missing one pane, leaking taps
here and there, faulty ballcocks in the tolilet reservoirs and other minor
projects on the compound, which nobody had had the time to finish themselves.
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John’s garage was something else too! It was just like any other American
garage. . . in the middle of Niger. Inside, Africa seemed to vanish for a
while. It was dim and dusty inside, the windows were dirty and there was junk
everywhere--so it seemed. There were almost forty vears of accumulated tools,
widgets, old lumber car parts, electrical fixtures and parts, the Ocker’s
Datsun, saw horses, and whatever else you might need on a misgsion station if
yvou had the patience to dig for it. (Up at the back were some cases and boxes.
One was full of a white powder and carefully wrapped over. It was DDT. John
said it was mixed with old oil and poured along the foundation trenches of
buildings before the concrete wall bases were poured, as one of the few
effective ways of keeping the wood ants and termites away from the timbers.) I
remember asking him why he kept so much impedimentia. Well, he had a point.

In Maradi--and that is Niger’s second city-—-some parts are not easy to get.
Sears and Roebuck is not Jjust down the road like it is in America, and in many
respects the mission station must be somewhat self-sufficient in terms of
repair needs. My philosophy of missioning tends to favour being lightly
equipped, but then I have never had to settle down and oversee the workings of
a compound over time.

John showed me what love meant on many occaisions. The maintenance work
at the Maradi compound was hard for me, not because of the tasks and the
challenges they raised for me most days, but because of my loneliness and the
isolation of soul I was going through at that time. As Ulrike said, she
recognised my type from the start and began to pray for me accordingly. I did
most of my work as regquired and some even better, but I was not treating myself
fairly--bad thinking, overwork and not enough rest during the siesta break,
keeping myself away from others when I needed them and the like. Perhaps John
saw this. I am one who sometimes sayvs nothing until 1 really begin to hurt.
One day when it was hot, when I was weary and very vexed inside, when I wanted
out of the compound and onto a bush taxi over the great road to Niamey to
defend my beekeeping project to the B5IM authorities, I said to John, "1 think I

am beginning to crack up.” I hadn’t really planned sayving it for effect; 1
really was at the end of whatever rope. Like a father he put his arm around ne
over my shoulder and comforted me only as fathers can do. That’s all right.

Go and take a break, Stephen. This was apparently gquite natural for hinm.

Then there was Anne. She was John’s second wife. His first had died in
Nigeria from the Lasser fever outbreak in the 1960°’s. Anne loved only like
mothers do. What can I say about her now? I can see her smiling at me as I
fixed some broken plumbing fixture or replaced a shelf in her refrigerator.
Her food was plentiful and tasty. She was a godly woman, a good one too, and
spoke Hausa wvery well. The Ockers’ honey came in tins from the Rocky Mountains
of Colorado--at the time I thought it strange, but the honey great. There was
almost always some lemonade in the refigerator; through that 1 learned about
hospitality and restraint. Anne made me welcome To drink lemonade when 1 came
into her house, and I did; however, I came too often and learned it was my
responsibility not to take people or their lemonade for granted--even it the
work caused me to sweat a great deal.

Ferhaps my defination of appreciating love sounds suspliciously like a
child’s "cupboard love"--what with Ulrike’s milkshakes and Anne’s cold
lemonades. Maybe so, but in the Nigerien climate my body needed such payment;

what is more, my soul was fed through this liquid refreshment. I #igure it you
are loved and let yvourself be loved vou could be on the way to loving. Ulrike,
Tony and Liz, and John and Anne set me on that route. The years until now and

the ways I have changed are my testimony to their love.
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John and Anne introduced me to the writings of Norman Vincent Peale during
the end of my time at Maradi, when my self esteem and dejection were very low.
{Looking back on that time, I think of the different reactions and help I was
getting from the missionaries at Maradi: Ulrike gave me milkshakes and a book
on the healing of inner wounds and emotional disturbances, both she and her
friends prayved over me, Tony and Liz shared their own lives and an upbeat,
positive-thinking book by Zig Ziglar, and John and Anne shared their love and
Feale.) As John said, in earlier years Peale was not acceptable amoungst the
conservative Christian community; "Paul is appealing but Peale is appauling.”
I have not even glanced at The Power of Positive Thinking since I first read it
in 1984, but this much sticks. Peale made the claims of Christ, the Christian
life, life in general, and many other things more hopeful to me. He did not
present the "gospel according to Tantalus” but amoungst other things made me
feel better. Oh yes, feeling is not everything, but in a brain-bound person
like myself Peale hit many right spots, when I really needed them. Fositive
thinking does help, and I do not think Peale had the secular humanist’s stance
when he preached the goodness of positive thinking to Christians or others. I
wonder if he had an "I can do all things. . . through Christ" attitude.

This then is the message of hope that John and Anne shared with me. 1 do
not know when or if I will see them again, but I look forward to that day.
Through them and others God made that difficult time in Africa into my finest
hour.
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'S. Van Wyck. Hindsight entry for African journal. 17.9.°87.
On SIMAIR.

If you thought SIMAIR a romantic part of the mission, think
again. Yes, the work they do would take on an almost majestic
stature if only they had some biplanes, perhaps an SE5 and a few
beat up Avros from the Great War, their gun rings taken off and the
canvas faded and worn in places. Their pilots would be men to match
Errol Flynn in peacetime, flying out desperately needed medical
supplies to some far out mission station during a duststornm.

No. The picture appeared different to me. At times, the
pilots seemed to be airbourne taxi drivers ferrying MK’s to and from
school, taking people and mail all over the countryside, helping
keep the mission viable. They could just have well served in the
Outback, or in some remote part of Texas. Their pilots were
missionaries too. So why the big deal with SIMAIR, then? On the
surface, mission life could be very humdrum, day in and day out.

I did not get to know the pilots well or spend much time about
the airplanes, but they were a part of my life in West Africa--
indeed a part of everyone’'s life. Boy, did we love to see those
mailbags come in. . . Marcia Mowatt (the accountant at Maradi main
station) would jealously guard that bag and slot the mail in her own
time before we took our letters. Every morning John QOckers would
sit next to his radio--the one with the wire stretched out over the
compound--to listen to the mission broadcast. At times radio
messages would be sent via whichever plane was in the air to
increase the range, and of course the pilots carried all sorts of
news themselves.

My first flight with SIMAIR was between Mahadaga and Niamey in
July. I had spent a week or so with Elizabeth and Sonja when the
mission plane landed at Mahadaga to drop off two missionaries and
take me on to Niger, for my reentry visa had finally come through.
It was a hurried departure, for Elizabeth was halfway through
cutting my hair when the plane landed. However, the pilot had
apples for us and the other missionaries, and we craved them. They
were delicious. About half an hour later the plane took off and I
left my friends. The dirt strip behind the dispensary was red and
dusty, with weeds growing around the edges and the occaisional
animal wandering across it, but what I remember is the closeness and
flatness of the African countryside bursting open as the airplane
rose into the sky. The dispensary buildings became dots, Elizabeth
and Sonja vanished, and I saw the greatness of the land. You could
not see into the distance because of the heat haze. The pilot

. pointed us towards Niamey but there were no countries, no national
boundaries, just this great land beneath us.

We arrived in Niamey, spent the night at the guest house, and

~continued on to Maradi the next day. For three or four hours the
land unrolled beneath us. - I remember dreaming some of Handel’s
Water Music to myself through the sleep-giving noise of the engine
as I looked at the land, the black line of the trans-Niger highway,
the occaisional patch of green amoungst the semidesert and the wink
of some reflecting tin roof. I thought the trip long--and this was
before I began those memorable bush taxi travels.



During the time at Maradi I did not use SIMAIR to get to Niamey
or elsewhere because I thought it cost too much. In addition, I was
somewhat Jjudgemental of the other missionaries for flying when a
perfectly good bush taxi route existed. That was not the right
atittude. . . In any case the bush taxi to Niamey, although much
cheaper (a few thousand CFA francs?), took eighteen hours and was
tiring to say the least. Still, it was enormous fun, and I would do
it again. Perhaps if I have children and send them to MK school the
prospects of sending them SIMAIR will prove more attractive than
driving out and fetching them overland.
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Whenever SIMAIR arrived somewhere in the bush they would buzz
the mission compound to announce themselves. Like the mail, this
became a part of life.

The S5IMAIR hanger at Niamey airport was a fun place to visit.
Although parts were much more available in Niamey than in the bush
the pilots and mechanics would sometimes have to wait for some part
from outside or make do with taking it out of an older airplane.
SIMAIR had one or two single-engine planes in active service, and
were in the process of rebuilding/refitting an old two-engined
Beechcraft. It was Jjust the place for a zealous mechanic. One of
the engines was stripped down and spread out over the concrete,
waiting some part for the carburettor. The windshield was covered
over, almost as if the Beechcraft had been in mothballs for several
vears. The pilot’s dachund wandered about the machinery, very much
at home. The office walls were covered with old fading calendars
advertising aircraft parts and machinery. Again, the scene could
have been drawn from a guiet part of Texas or the Outback. Outside
the scene changed; the sun was bright, the land hot and ruddy dusty,
and the sense of wvastness untouched. A Tuareg family who helped as
caretakers lived next to the hanger, their woven grass compound
fence making an annex to the building. I am not sure how I would
describe their feelings towards their situation. As caretakers they
had steady work, in a land under famine. They lived a falr distance
(a few miles) outside the busy part of Niamey, so had peace yet
access to the market. Yet what must it feel like, to have one’s
family’s very life and death dependent on keeping that job as hanger
caretaker? At the time I passed them over and the compound seemed
gringy, but now as I write they come back.

One more SIMAIR story. SBometime back in the 1960°s President
Kennedy gave a single-engined plane to the Niger Republic. Later on
it somehow changed hands and returned to America. One of the pilots
or mechanics told me that all the interior furniture except the
pilot’s seat was taken out and fuel drums fitted in. For the first
leg of the Jjourney the plane went to one of the coastal cities,
refuelled, and flew over the Atlantic to America. During the flight
the pilot would trim the aircraft level, then crawl back to handpump
fuel from a drum into the wing tanks. All this in a single-engined
plane. . . I thought this went out after Lindburg, but no--many
single-engined aircraft are delivered to site in this way.
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T ON THE MAKING OF TEAs AND TEA STORIES. :

In a sense a part of African life revolves about tea, but then it
has an effect on many other cultures. Whether travelling by bush taxi
and stopping in some marketplace or meandering through the streets of
Raradi I found it, along with the great variety of marketplace food.
In Maradi, tea was sold in enamel mugs or in whiskey shot glasses. As
a resulty there appeared to be teo types of tea seller, for the tea
served in mugs was different from that slurped from shot glasses.

I drank less tea in the calm of the bright day than din other
situations——on dark streets and meetingplaces or dauwn marketplaces as
the sun was lifting itself off the horizon--on the move from one touwn
to: another or resting from a3 walk. Like the bush taxis, it was a
catalyst for meeting the Africans and glimpsing them and their ways.
It was also the subject of many Jjokes, especially amoungst the
missionaries, for from a distance one would think you were drinking
whiskeys.

Jutside the main compound at Maradi rested a refugee camp made of
cornstalks. ‘The Ockers” housemaid lived there year round and near her
the nightwatchman and his son, Abous There were many nights when I
would cross the still compound at some late hour, watching insects
flitting about the bright flourescent lights on the corners of the
important buildings. Beyond the gate lay the refugee camp and beyond
it Maradi, with all its sounds and activities. There was a raised
concrete porch on the courtyard side of the business office and
beneath it Abou and his father would sit through the long night
watchesy brewing tea. All they had was a coloured straw maty perhaps
a nightstick and whatever they needed to make tea.

For many nights I just said goodnight and passed by, but later on
I joined them. I was shy, but perhaps also a littie proud. Un that
night Abou was there with a friend. WNe sat there in the night for
quite some time drinking tea, and waiting as it was brewed up. Abou”s
teaset was typical of the ares. It looked like a chalice or an
enormous martini glass woven out of coathanger wirej the lower part
rested on the ground and ths upper part served as & basket to hold
charcoal. It stood about eight to twelve inches taille. I never sauw
them lighting upy but came and saw softly glowing coals with a small
enamel teapot atop. Few people would burn more coals than was
necassary for the jobs, 'For many minutes Abou would sit still looking
at the dusty ground or talking quietly to his friend, while the tea
boiled. Perhaps the tea was not supponsed to be drunk for the sake of
being drunk, but was like a catalyst that marked off the passage of
the night and directed and sustained the conversation or thinking
through the long hours. Indeed it was like a thirty-minute cycle,
like a ship®s clock -at seas around which mariners told stories. The
water would rustle and stir softly until it boiled; even then it was
quist. "Abovey the stars or the moon would shine douwn out of a clear
sky-—-unless it was harmattan season and dusty--and the sounds of the
neighbourhood would whisper on. The tea was loose China green tea,
shipped into Niger in chests and sold about the town in plastic bags




or other containers. Abou put 3 lot into the poty, and a lot of sugar
too. Sometimes, I thought, enough to make a spoon stand upright in
the brew. Howewver, the tea was never stirred. Abou placed the tray
with the round of shot glasses on it nearby and: proceeded to pour tea
from two feet high into the glasses without spilling. This he could
do back in his own compound too, without good light. He then put the
round of tea back into the pot and poured it out agains put it in
again, and poured it out again. Sometimes he did this three or four
timesy until the tea and sugar were mixed.

Abou and: others who brewed up like this uwere wvery polite, for
they offered me the first glass or else & part in their round.  The
tea was sipped slowlys but it was meant to be sipped noisily-—-almost 3
slurp if there was more to drink. I wish I had been older and more
mature at those times, for I thought of tea drinking in terms of Jjust
gulping, drinking and eyeing up the next rounds instead of in terms of
fellowship. Perhaps I asked for too many glasses, reckoning on Abou’s
politeness. However, this and other similar experiences taught me a
lot about the Africans and their politeness, their respect for people
and not things and time schedules? -giving, not taking. Indeed, the
night watches spent around the ccathanger wire brazier and the enamel
teapot would be a fine way to learn more about:the people and their
ways. ‘In a sense it reminds me of the times with Lompo Larraba or
Wombo-—a few people seated about & small fire or oil lamp, under the
dark skys surrounded by the vast presence of Africa. "Miles and miles
of bloody Africa®” then? I suppose so0y but for me the vastness of
Africa was something awesomes something to marvel at, something only
just manageable in dreams and imagination--not in toil, acheivements
or projects. It is too big for that.:
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There are other tea stories I could tell--too many, perhaps. f{ne
though sticks with mes On the road from Hiamey to Diapaga the bush
taxi had to rest the night at the last police roadstop in Nigerien
territory. It was a long night on that converted truck, stretched out
on hard convex seats. The next morning I got ups left the trucks and
the many slesepers scattered around them and crossed the road to the:
sounds of breakfast being prepared. It looks and tastes like the
leftovers of last night’s supper and indeed it is-—but refried millet,
bits of chickeny warmed rice and the occaisional stick of bread all
taste wonderful. They were part of the resard for travelling by bush
taxi! :There was also tea in abundance. Like the foody it was heated
up over small fires under an open-walled tin-roofed leanto. That mas
the roadside kitchen. The December morning was a little chill and the
air was still with a very light misty the smoke lingered,; the women
huddled within their cloak-like clothing stirring pots or cauldrons.

I thought of Macbeth”s witches making potion.:

The tea was heated up in five-litre tins formerly used for
soybean oil. The tops had been cut ocut and they were perched on the
three firestones. Someons took the tea off when boiling and carried it
to a serving table. Serving it was simple; a large enamelled mug was
used as a ladle to pour tea into other mugs. ' In many cases. there was



no need for sugar since the Africans liked to use imported condensed
milke ‘Instead of pouring it into the tea they just perched it upside
down on the tea mug and left it for a while. It was very thick and
came out slowly.

After that night or miles and hours of hard road a mug of tea was
really welcompee o«
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5. Van Wycka Aindsight entry for african Journals Hede 87
ON DRIVING FOR GORDUONTS BUSH TEAM,

Serdon Bishop’s death a2t the wellhead in the Scurzs compound brokae
us ail in Marsdi. Howewer, his dezath was not a vain thing, for it
brought together 8 community that had squabbled and guarrslsd for
monthsy perhnaps yzers. UOnce his colileaguss and frisnds had gone
through the iamediste grisf and the calebration of Lena’s birthday a
‘week latery, life bDegan to return to 1ts usual pattern. The infighting
stopped, st least for the momsnt, 53 people thouont about what Gordon
had mzant to them. His sxample came wp & lot in the prayer meetings
and Bible studiess I suppose like othars I was being affectad by
Gordon and his 1life. How strangel When he was siive I sort of
avoided him because [ wass afraid of his gruff and very blunt and
forthright way of dealing with pegople--including mysel¥. If nothing
more had happensd and I had resturned to fmerics I do not think hs
gould have hsad more of an influencse on med certsinly he has bsen an
inspiraticn for my sriting. Howsvery hiszs dzath changsd mae.

Soon after Gordon®s desth John Ocokers asked me 1§ I would like to
grive for hiszs busn evangelisation tezme. I agreed; and tha sxperience
geeply affected me.

Ever since coming to West &frics in 1944 Gordoen had preached the
Gospels in ths last ssversl y28rs &t Scoura he hzd gone into the bush
with an African pastor and a3 few evangelists most weeks for overnight
or two night trips. He drove Thes pickup 2and slayed an important role
in the tesm, but I wonder if much of the asuthority was deliesgated to
the african pastor who went with hime Until Jonn asksd ms to drive I
had no real idez what Gordon got up to in the bush and I had no ides
what s bush preascher did. OFf coursse I sa3id yes)y [ wes also curious,
and wanted to get swsy inte the bush. 5Since the pastor could speak
French snd I could drive sverytning ssemed to be slright. In & sensey
I was in Sordon”s shoesy and thiszs realissetion has grown over tha
yes8rss.s Theny I was just 2 driver, an explorery driven Dy curiosity
and & wish to gst asway from it 31l ana2 inte the bush.

i iett the maln Maradil compound and drove over 1o Souray where
the psasstor and his crew were getiing readye. Hsgs and mats leaned
against the wzall of the pastor”™s house and chickens wandered about in
the courtyard and outside. Only a3 stonetnrow sway lay the well,
covarad up for the moments: it was later deepened. The pastor greeted
me ang asked 1if I had everything for the two nights in the bush.

Since I thought tne paoplsz in the villasge would provides I said ves
without thinking. The bHags asnd mats #ssre loaded up onto the roof rack
of the covered pickup truck, 2 %) Nissany but nodody was in any hurry
to be off and moving vetlas

Thers were & fTew buzzards circling over the compound watching tha
chickensy esprcially the hens with their chickse One buzzard dove
down from z height into the courtysrd, oulled up in time and tried to
snatch a chick by skimming the ground and flying through the opaen
door that 1:d out of theg courtyard. Ths mother hen shrieksd and threws
herself over ner brood with spread out wingss the buzzard flew away
gmpty handed.s In Niger the two nmoszt sgriocus thrests to chickens are
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Newcastie s Uisesase and hawksa

Hemambers There 1s no rush to gos Qo Jos Everybody mas there so
we got in aftsr 28 wnile and drove through Maradi and sut the other
side. I do not remember shich wsy that rosd genty, but after 3 while
the red strip bacams bumpier snd bouncisr. The unpaved red earth
roaids become corrugsted s2a3sily asnd driving is rough on ths suspesnsinn,
aven in & Pasugeost 404. Howavsry by going a8t 50 mph or faster the
corrugated bumps arg misssd. Tnat 4is why peonls ¥fily the piste™ out
thers. Tne fastar osne go2sy the less the corrugatisns bounce the
vehicle aptouts There were 2 few crszy drivers out therz. I have a
flash recollsction of an sporosching Land Rovsr with 2 fTes Africans
inside. They cams straight 2t us douwn thz centsr of the road {(which
has fewer bumpsy and vearsd off 21 ths lest moment., I think I was too
surprised %o reslly undarstand shat had Just hzppensd. Jur pickup
purst through & cloud of momentary red dust and snot on over tha open
road and clear sky. 1 did not evan 2other to loock in the mirror at
that Land EBover but L have not forgotiten it

The rsd road continusd on and on over 3 odarely inhabited land.
nce gvery fow miles we would pass scme geddlar or a few wmen herding
their livssitock towards Msradi. Thars were no rosdside shelters with
someone 5it1iting next to & fTrail table selling s Tew sweets or grain.
The lang was filat with =an occcaisionsl tres hersy 3 group of thorn
bushes thera2. dhsre thers had been millet fislds the opsen spaces wers
barsy barren it ssemed, the ground dottsd with miliet stumps. With
the winter and ths dusty hermatian wing the lsnd bacame emptier,
ioneiiery bloun awsy and pulverissd. I naver saw sny dust-devils but
they wWould nave been suited herey crossing ths smpty fields sucking up
and spiiling out Just. I1T is & miracle anvithing grows here. The land
dapends on the rainj there2 really are no permznent rivers save thes
Miger and what flows comes with the flash rains. Desep underground,
the water table sinks and sinksy partly bacause Lske Chad to the zast
is drying upe Later onyg I droppsd a stons down ons well and it took
apout four ssconds to hit the water 2t the bottom. No wonder the
@omen havs huge bicsps and dry season gardens are confined to 3 very
gmall ares sround 8 wasllhesad!? Sophisticested Westarn technolony would
not do hers.

We droppsd one of the svangelists off at the first stop and wment
on. More milesy Flst landy the vibrating pounding of the Nissan over
the road kept ms conscious as 1 was lesarning to drive this way for ths
first long trip yat wors me out. wWe arrived at z larger wvillage which
marksd our turnoff, offt the hard red zarth and onto loose sande The
pastor wantsd to stop and grest the chisf. I am glad he wmwas in chargs
as I would probably have driven straight through and on my @aye. (It
takes 2 long time to fully internalise the culturs.) It was also s
test of patience; the pastor foock hisz tims in gresting the chief and I
ivoksg about 5t the village. Severasl round nmudgsilied houses with
their conical roofs, mudbrick or woven milletstalk walls marking off
the compounds, children peering 2t us from a distance 335 through an
uns2en wally the vpsn ares litterasd with footprints and debris. - o
gndy of 31l thingss, a solar photowvoltaic pansl on z rod over ong of




the houses. The government has dozensy mavbe hundrads of televisions
over the country in the villsges to broadeast to the gpeople. {Une
vilisgey one T.¥.2? Usually they wmers s2t up in 2 place wheare sveryonsa

in & wvillsge could gather around and watch.

We did not stay for 3 mesl. &L1 the paster wantsd to do was
establish and continue goog ralstionzhios with those he met on his
tripgs in the bush. Building friendships takes times patience and
wfforts againms I z2s glad 1o learn from the pastor by Just shutting up
and watching what he dide

The road after thnet villasge more or iLess ended and I switched to
four-uhzel drive. #Many of the paths gave over to deep sandy clearings
betwesn the thorn tress. 4Ancther hamlet or two owver the miles and the
last two =svangelists l2ft tousther. The pastor and I continued alone.
He knew whers to go but I falt losty, in 5 bushn whare 81l the trees
sgemed the ssme2. The deepsr sand increassd the sense of being a long
way tTrom anywhsere. The farthesr I traveiled away from familiarity,
friends and presumed security the morse I would come up against myself.
JUst myseif and my ihought o Myself and the wvery presenss of the wvast
push. Mysslf and God. In 3 way 1t was a stripping downy 2 naking
At that time though I was not thinking thisy, but sxpverisnc 1ng it aut
not reslising it. The pastor who I sse now a3s such & wise man was
then more of a3 chapsronsey who looked aftter ms while 1 ﬁrove and
indulged my sopstite for axperisnco.

Sometime in the late afternoon we arrived 3t the last village, I
ngver remembered or wrote down its name but the fezaturss and images
are clear. It wmas miles and miles from anywhars ons might dare to
call cosmopolitan (and certainly 23 long way from Maradid, but that is
not the point or an insult. It was smack in the middle of vast,
sparsely populsted pushliand ang 1t had two wslise. {One was traditionasl
and unlined whide tng other had been dug and lined with concrete rings
by & rurail development well-diguing crew. 1 dropgpsd 2 stone into it
and hsard the splasnh sbout four ssconds z2fter.) Tha pastor bade me
grive 1o the chief’s houss, s2i amoungst shade trses., The other
houses were surroundsd and enclossd by millatstalk fences) they gave
the hamlex ths asppegarance of being divided into somswhat regular
streets and svenuazs and throughout I felt a3 1f I were walking down
streets and not betwesn compounds. The chiet’s houses largsr than
the othars, was buillt in mudbrick and mud plaster. Pigeons ¥lapped
about overhead and donkeys looksa at us in silencsz. Its domed roof
was the pride of the village becouse it had bsen whitewnshed. Boyy
wuss I young then. I took one look a2t the dusty wnite rocf and asked
the psstor 1f the pigsons had been living there that long. I am olad
e did not repeat my guestion to the chisefe « o

Later on thnaet day I sa3t stogy the Nissan looking out =zt the bush
whnide suppey w€as Ssing pravaresg.  After lesving the chisf we drove to
the other sias of the hamiet and parked in the compound where Gordon
usually stayeds. The placs he uUsed wss sinple--two round mudbrick and
conical thatch structuraes doined togsthar. Ths compound and the
inside were swept and bare. Dare bzcause the African’s enemy is the
snake and svarything in and around his home aust oive & snake nowhsre




to hide. The host offered me a straw rollup mat and I realised that
was w8ll thers would bz. I think %ths pastor offsred me his sleeping
sag for the night pbut I =zsid [ would have snough clothes to pad me and
keep werms. I was too proud 1o zdmit I nad gaa?ed, a0 I said I would
be alright. In any csssey I felt I had srough clothess. T hope T will
not do someithing L1ike th3at agsin.

The compound lsy on the edge of tha village snd from the top of
the Nissan §{ looksd owver ths milletstalk fencs and 3t the siripped
millet fislds. With winter snd the dry s28s0n thay ware bare and vary
dustys. During the rainy season when the ¢raop was growsing one could
see whers the villsgers had gone o2ut intoe the field to go to the
toilet for the s5tsiks became shorter and less strong the farther away
from the fence one went. Nowy sveryvihing was equale. The day dimmed
#5 the sun fell sway snd the asir grew cooler. The land was so very
guist; in facty, guist enough to hzar or imagine the blood singing in
my 28rs. Thers were ne braying donkeys or the sound 2f guinea hens.
This part of the bush was dead still outside the compoundsy whars
supper was cooking and people talking. Sccalsionally though I heard a
loud sgueaking sowund from nesr ths well thst I could not plsce, as 1f
somaone wss dolng somsthing tarrinlse to a vieolin., It stopped and the
Iow volces sunk into the silencs of the largsr bushe. 1 hezard no wild
animails calling.

Just ouiside the compound under & shade tree 2 few men sat in the
sand pleaiting rogs made from palwm strips. They wers about a foot long
#ng half asn inch wide. « » 50 short it sesmad for ropey yot the Hausas
plaited them tightly snd patiently. Ropes like thess took hours upon
hours 1o make and tney broks with sge like anything slses yet they
Wera straﬁg &nd mar&atmbl%. I s3w them being used to bucket up large
waterskins ar to securely Dind 3 cow in its desath throes
in the iiaugnmer%aush. Sometimes they talksd amoungst themselvess or
glse they becams part of the gulet compound. Sometimes the white
Nissan looksed very out of place.

{ had a3 card ¥rom Shelly snd I rzad 1t in this place before the
reading light wsnt completely. 1t hag arrived at Marsdi st the right
tima and wsas typical of our friendshite. « » #Much of thes time we have
known gach other has besen with 3 few thousand miles baotween us) yet ws
have come 1o know sach other well through istters. I supnose she cams
at a time when I nesgsd hsr. You cannot imagaine how strengthening and
uplifting it Ls to get & lettsr and raad it in the despest bushy way
sway from homs when you ars running out of strenagth. IFf course she
had no snswsrs but her care helped.

The pastor called me down and I walked over to where supper was
being prepered. L think 1%t was sorghum snd gravy. The famine in
this part of the bush had baen harsh s¢ the pastor hsd come with some
grain so &8s not to burdsn the host. Host of the penpls thers ate fronm
shared bowis but the pastor and I wears given separsite dishes, pernaps
with & pilece of guines hsn tooc. The generosity of the Hausas {and

LGourmas too) was beyond description. This wass a real sacrifice and
cffer of hospitality. 4after the long day on the bush roads and tracks

it wss peaceful. We 2dzed closs to the potlass cooking ¥fire to keep
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giowing fiamess the dim shadouws of

5 thrown into the light, the feoling
s the milletstalk walls and about us
h2 stars wgsre brighty unlass the

wErme. Some things stend out~-the
thoss sitting aboutl and their facse
of companionship with these people
the vast bush., How vast it wasi T
harmattan hid them.

after supper I followsd the pastor over to the shade tres where
the men had piaitad their ropes throughout the day. &n oil lamp sat
on a medeup tables surroundsd by several chsirs. Again, sveryone was
very polite and gave mz 5 seatly although thare was grey hair
sverywherss. The psstor had his tape recorder snd battery pack with
him to play bDack a prarecorded sermon in Hausaa. When it finished he
gave nis own commentary and answvesred gusstionse.

He woes & guist man but zn axperienced pastor. At first I
wondered what he nad ascheived over ths yesrs as & bush pre2acher. A1l
e did was play 2 tape of 3 szrmon and taik sbout it. It was dark,
the isolated fizsmes from the oil lamp hAurt my syess and made me sSleepye
in addition, my mind followsd 3 dozen distractions about the compound.
Since the szermon was in Hauss I felt morse and mors removed from the
pastor and the iist2ners,; wmors of & driver than a ¢o Llabourer. Yt in
lacking what Gordon had used as part of the team I came to understand
him better. To effectively resch thess peopls takes loves but also
the wherewithall to communicate with and understand them. Lross
cultural work is zxactly thate » » understandings insight and 5 pood
bayg of experisnce. Hut of my insdeguscy 1 learned from Gordon and the
pastors The &fricans are the bast messengers to their own culture in
the lonyg haul I tnink. Even Lordon could not go within certain places
in their culturse, since he was not from it himself. Howevery hsz
worked well with the pastor. After his death people recalled him
saying 1t ke could go through life again ne would not do it as a bush
preacher or ewangelist. Instzad, he would disciple 2 dozen or so key
people with the fire in their hsarts and let them do it. Thinking
back on those lampdside ssrmons and seainyg the long hard climb I would
nave faced 1t I had tried to do the gastor”s works I agres with him.
In a real sense, Gordon and the pasteor have greatly affected my
spproach to mission. The discipling of ksy peoplzs for lonoterm, louw
Key witness 1o thsir own people. OGorden gas not John the Baptist, yet
there was & grandeur and scope to his work--not epic like Homer”s
peopiey yet great in his own way. Howsver, aven he wss limited. He
is dead now but his discowery i3 alive and ready to be used by whoever
is5 humble encugh 1o entrust his or her dreams of spesding the gospel
1o Sod 3nd through Himy thoss few key people by discipling them.
Africa and its people are too vast to tackle on one”s own steam and
succesds In addition, 1t later dawned on me that there was nothing
wrong ®ith playing the same gospel messagsy since there was little
chance thst peopls in 1sclated communities would hear 1t twice3 in any
casey so mhat 1f they di1d? The pzstor had to be patient in his work
and prayer—-—and hs was 3 Hausal an wally at least I 4id not have
lzarn that lesson the hard way, after saveral fruitless years trying.
to go it Blone.

it was stone guiet that night. Lying alone in the hut I listensd
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for a soundy 3ny soundy but heard nothing. The bush remained still
cutside in ths grsst darkness. It was also chill thast nights 1

feit the conssguences of my foolishness in not oringing any bedding,
as well of my pride in pretending I could manage the night sn a3 woven
strag mat in my clothes. I was colds uncomfortable and slept with
difficultye. in faci I was impatisnt for ths dawn and remember getting
up once or twice in the night to step outside snd loox for the lighter
tinge in the sastern skys. Those nights pass siowiys I hope I lsarned
my lesson fthen.

When I 4inalily did crawil out from the nut ths dawn had passed. A
Yaow peoplies were up and they huddled in cape-liks blankets about the
fire 1o ksep warms. £Even atier 3 few months in Africa I had becoms
used to hot days and the mornings mads me shiver o bit. it was more
extreme for the Hausas--they reslly were colds. Breakfsst cams from
last night’s leftovers. The miilet wss shapad into flaty hand sized
patties and dsen fried in pesnut or soybesan oil. Parhaps the pastor
prought along soms presd, but I &9 not remenbsr. Those millet patties
became a Ffavourits] I liksd their gressy and salty taste, especially
since I sweatsd 89 much and bscams hungry from long dayse. Howevery I
ate whatewer thzy offered me--which was 5 lot-—and now rasliss that
someaoneg prodably ate less on account oF my appetite. When peopls are
hospgitablse there they are ssrious about the guest’s wsllbsing. Soms
newcomers 1o Africs have problems eating thes food that is offsrad to
them for fear of getting sicki in my case I ate whatever was put
batores me and somstimes gave in to my appetite. When Africans sit
down to sst millet one thinks they ars gorging and 2ating far too
muche towmevery millet only has szbout a third the nutrisnt walus of
wheaty 50 one has 1o zat 3 lot in order t5 be fede 4And that on land
that sometimes produces small tonnages of millet per acre. And that
in 5 climste that sometimes drops very little rain. I heopse I will pnot
go that 25281i0e » a

The pastor preached agaln afiter brezaxkfast to 2 small group. I
falt alisnated through not understanding Hauss and reslissd one naeded
great pstisncae, perssverancs snd 2 Joyfull dedication from God to do
vordon’s ana the pastsr”s work. In 2 sensze I glimpsed agzin what sort
ot 3 man Lordon was through segseing the paster preschy imagining what
Gordon wouid have donse or said. This was the part of his life that
had been a mystery to me pack a3t Marsdi when sall { s3aw was Gordon the
sanior missionary——noi Gordon the man of LGod out hare. I do not mean
12 idoiise nim here or that hz mas a3 Jerk in Maradi for he w33z not.
Yet in sslking in his shoss and driving fTor his old cres I felt
somethning profound.

I asked ths pastor 1f I could walk 2bout the village and look
ground after the first lesson endszd. In 3 sense I forgot my Job and
sated my curiosity. HSetussn the open mesting space and the compound
where w2 had slept was a3 gourd o1 It was dry s=2ason yet some of
the vinss waere bareiy gresn a3s the gourds ripensd, Some wmere groun
for food wet tThey were really used to maks containers, vessslss bowls
and ladles, depsnding on their size and shaps. ®When ready ths gourd
was cudty scooped sut asnd dried. In the bush Marsdi lay a longy long
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way sway sna the people hars nad to make a3s much of their 1ifs as
possible with what was 3t hand. Like the plaited rops from the fronds
the gourds were nat & craft—-—they wers s part of survival. Rain was
scarce and well wster & lonyg way underground. The vines also grew
glong the milletstalk walls of some of ths compounds. Ons ran onto a
thatched root on 1ts own. Throughout the willage the ground was
streen with l1ittle bits of broken and drisd up gourdy wooden
implimentsy scraps of wovan mat and the like. Herey this was not a
problem since sverything turnszd to powdsr with tims. I 4o not
remember seeing plastic or the like blowing about.

I left the gourd patch and walked over to the wells. Twice a day
the villagers drew water tTor their flocks. The wa2ll nsar the compowund
where w2 sispt was traditicnal—--that isy it had besn dug by hand and
was unlined, Somse time ago & gang of men had risked their lives to
make its The spillings they dumpsd around the shatty giving the well
& siight conical rise over the grade of the land., The rim at the top
ley level with the ground, framed into a3 triangle of sorts By thrae
round beams that were deeply scorsg from miles and miles of plaited
rope t(hat hag run owvsr them., Thearse #ss no other razstraint to prevent
tne whole sheft from falling in and rulining thne wellse Someone told me
that masintenance on tns bottom of the shatt was very dangerous, and 1
can believe 1t. I wondsrzd why there waz no guard rsil for children.

alls are such a part of 1ife there that the children grow up knowing
th@y are éangurcuo places; like our cnildren with cars—--ws hope--they
keep awgay from i EERT {1 dropped 3 z%tona down the othar well and it
took about four SQCORﬁS to PDit water. « -0 A forked beam from a trunk
or pranch stuck out of the ground near the shaft and rose Yo Jut out
over the hole. The ends o0t the fork had been boraed and & homemade
wooden pulley put in. It was the rubbing of ths nulley on itz axle
that had made that strangs sgueaking sound the night before.

Two men and 3 boy ussd tne pullsy to water their flock. Inztead
of thes ususl two-gallon waterbag and asrapowsr they nad a fifteen to
twenty gailon bag asnd & bullock to haul it up. Tney lowered the bag
and Jerked 1t up and down until it filled, then lad the bullock awmay
from the wellhead. The pully sguesled agsin. I zlmost wanted to send
them a meitsl pullesy later ong but I wonder 1if that mould hsve helped
in tha long run. When the bullock resched the 2nd of his walk the boy
stoppsd him as ths two men carried the bagy away from the shaft and
goured the wetsr into a trough. Thz animals really crowsd about and
someiimes the herders hag to kisk them away whiles others took their
turn to drink. This hsppenad every day and like other things was part
cf a cycles. Pulling up the watsers day and nights pounding the millet,
sowing and harvesting the crops, rainy season and dry seasony being
porn and dyinge. There wers no satches heregs. Thelr world ran to 3
gifferent clocky, its ticking as slow as the davs and sound up once a
years No rushy sweat and toily Flesh and biloods. » turning into dust.

Even in this lonely willage there was o bDlacksmitha. He sat in
sight of the welil with his apprentice under 2 small shelter that had
no wellse His anwil looksd like @ woodsplitting wednge tapered out
inte 3 rod to bury i1 in the sznd. Since most of his work inwvolved




