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Jouspevdujpo!
The following stories and essays were written as “newsletters” by both of us, Adam and Lora
Willard, throughout the duration of our service as Peace Corps Volunteers in South Africa, from July
17, 2008 until November 18, 2010. They were first sent by e-mail to a small list of friends and
family, who mostly reside in the USA.
We lived in Dumphries village, a medium-sized rural community a good distance from any tar road,
but only a few kilometers from the fence of the private portion of Kruger National Park, one of the
most famous tourist destinations in South Africa. We lived in an average-size and typical-style
house on the main road of the village and had a sizable host family that lived both across the street
from us and scattered throughout the major cities of South Africa. We worked in two primary
schools, one less than half a kilometer from our house and the other about five kilometers away in a
neighboring village. In most aspects of our lives, we lived just as our neighboring villagers did, and
we did our best to learn more about their way of life and the meaning it holds for them.
Rather than simply detailing every event that’s happened to us and giving news updates to our
friends and family that are strictly factual and potentially repetitive or uninteresting, we decided to
take a different approach. Instead, we’ve attempted to detail life for us as Peace Corps Volunteers
here in South Africa in such a way that our readers in other parts of the world may have the
opportunity to get a “feel” for it, to understand a bit better what life in our shoes is like, though they
may have never visited here or ever even left their own country. We want them to understand what
kind of issues are pressing in our work and in our community, and the struggles and successes, the
joys and sadness that are inherent in this lifestyle for us and for those around us.
In addition to simply helping our readers “feel” or understand our lives here, we also believe that we
have learned a tremendous amount throughout this time, and we’ve attempted to share some of it.
The experiences we’ve had here and the accompanying lessons learned may never be repeated for us
or for anyone else who might care to write about them. So we’ve done our best to transmit these
insights as clearly and persuasively as possible. As Christians, we can’t help but see God and his
work throughout much of what we’ve encountered and learned, oftentimes receiving what we
believe is a deeper understanding of what it means to live our lives in pursuit of him. We’ve shared
these things as well.
Every newsletter we’ve written during the time of our service is collected here, with only minor edits
being made, and they’ve been compiled for anyone else who may be interested in reading and
learning more about life and culture in South Africa or the types of issues that all sorts of
development workers are confronted with in similar work. So, as you read the following stories and
musings, I hope you have the chance to feel somewhat connected to our short-lived but very
significant (to us) South African lives. And if we’re lucky, you may also have the chance to learn
something meaningful from our experiences, just as we were taught so much through them every
day.
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There are a number of obstacles to any kind of work here in South Africa, and only some of them
have to do with physical resources. One of the biggest and most widespread challenges that we
frequently encounter is racial or tribal prejudice. Sometimes it’s based strictly on skin color; South
Africa certainly has a bad history of breaking people of different shades into different categories for
the purpose of oppression and control.
But sometimes prejudice here rears its ugly head as tribalism or xenophobia (fear of strangers).
Many people in South Africa, including those who have historically been oppressed the most, are
often themselves the main perpetrators of negative stereotypes about their closest neighbors, simply
because they belong to a different tribal group, speak a different dialect, or come from a different,
but neighboring African nation.
After our first week in South Africa, it was time for Lora and me to move to a temporary “homestay”
for the two month duration of Peace Corps training. We were given no details about the family,
location, living arrangements, or any of it until it was time to actually meet the new host family. He
or she could be anybody, with any size family, living in any type of home, near or far from the
campus we were training at, anything was possible. We had no idea who it was or what it would be
like. But we were very excited at the chance of interacting on a much more personal level with the
South Africans who lived around us, and we hoped for a nice family where we could learn a lot.
Well, as it turned out, we went to live with one widowed lady of the Tswana tribe who was in her 60s
and she had a very nice house in a quiet rural area a little ways outside of the already-small training
town. Her name is Ma (Mrs.) Mashishi. The first few days were awkward; I mean really, what was
she to do with the strange white people who suddenly moved into her house?
But in a short time we all warmed up to each other, especially when she realized that we didn’t want
any special treatment and we simply wanted to enjoy life as she did. The fact that she spoke rough
but good English certainly helped, even more so since we were spending most of our day learning
xiTsonga and not seTswana (which was her language). We ate dinner with her every night, shared
recipes, chatted from time to time, and hung around her house whenever we could. She wasn’t a
very talkative or emotional lady, but she liked having us around and she often worried if it started to
get dark and we weren’t back from the day’s training yet.
A bit over a month later, the time came for us to visit our permanent site for a week, check it out, see
how things were, and agree to stay there. In preparing to leave, Ma Mashishi started becoming
increasingly more worried about whether or not we had everything we needed, especially food. She
told us several times, and very emphatically, “you don’t know what kind of people they are!”
We were both surprised that she didn’t realize that “we didn’t know what kind of people they were”
the very same day we moved in with her and that our upcoming visit to our permanent site wasn’t
any different than that day was. But we just chuckled to ourselves every time she gave the warning.
Of course, we were going to visit the Shangaan people and since they were so far removed from the
Tswana people, they might eat food from leaves, wear shoes on their hands, and live in trees for all
she knew. She finally decided the only good way to make sure we were taken care of was to bake a
big batch of scones and rolls and make sure we took a huge bucket full of food along with us.
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Of course our
o site visitt went just
fine, the peeople were great, the
food
w
was
grea
at,
and
unfortunateely many of Ma
Mashishi’s delicious rolls and
scones spoiiled before we
w had the
chance to eat
e them. But
B with all
the food th
hat was beiing poured
out to us leeft and rightt, we really
didn’t havee a choice.
We only ha
ad a couple weeks left
at Ma Mash
hishi’s afterr site visit.
At some point durring those
weeks, Pea
ace Corps informed
everyone’s host fam
milies that
they’re hoping to do another
training in the same lo
ocation the
following January.
J
T
They
asked
the host fam
milies whetther or not they’d be willing
w
to host
h
new Voluntteers-in-tra
aining again
n. Ma Mash
hishi was qu
uick
to offer herr house for a new one or two Volu
unteers to stay
s
with her ag
gain.

No one
o really lives in trees here, but
b the kids do
enjo
oy climbing theem and hangingg out in them!

We talked to
t her aboutt it a couplee of times, probing
p
how
w she felt ab
bout the ideaa. We decid
ded to makee
a joke out of
o her earlieer fears abo
out our site visit and to
old her, wh
hile laughing
g, “but you don’t know
w
what kind of
o people th
hey are!” In
nstead of lau
ughing back
k, she just sa
aid, “Mmm
m! Mmm!” (“Yes!
(
Yes!”))
while nodd
ding her hea
ad vigorouslly.
The thing iss, until you meet someeone, and ta
ake time to get
g to know
w them, you
u obviously “don’t
“
know
w
what kind of
o people th
hey are.” With
W
the histtory of racia
al oppressio
on and interr-tribal con
nflict here in
n
South Africca, that often
n translatess into seclussion and xen
nophobia.
Just a few months beefore, there were masssive xenoph
hobic riots in the poorrest areas surrounding
s
g
South Africca’s capital that
t
left oveer 50 Africa
an immigran
nts dead and even morre homes bu
urned down
n.
The second
d elected So
outh Africa
an Presiden
nt got kickeed out of offfice in 200
08 because he and thee
aspiring president for 2009’s elecction were locked in a political/leg
p
gal battle th
hat clearly divided
d
theirr
constituenccies along trribal lines, the
t ousted President
P
beelonging to the smallerr of the two tribes.
Almost anyy time (but not every tiime) we meeet a white South Africcan in town
n and talk a little about
what we’ree doing and
d where wee’re staying
g, they exprress shock and often try to conv
vince us wee
shouldn’t be
b living in the village with “them
m”. At the same
s
time, I can’t even
n tell you all
a the funnyy
and clearlyy exaggerateed stories we’ve
w
heard
d from rurall black Sou
uth Africanss about wha
at the whitee
Afrikaaner minority must
m
still be doing to keeep the black
k majority down.
d
All of thesee fears and misundersta
m
andings abo
out one ano
other are surrely based o
on some kerrnel of truth
h
or some bitt of history where one person of one tribe or race or na
ation did so
omething deespicable to
o
someone off another. It
I happens.. South Afrrica just hap
ppens to ha
ave a LOT of history off that sort of
thing. And
d so the corrresponding fears and misundersta
m
andings are similarly exxtreme.
But South Africa is also
a
a natio
on in transiition. Thin
ngs ARE ch
hanging. R
Racism, trib
balism, and
d
xenophobia
a are generrally decliniing. Theree were seveeral people in our traiining village who havee
taken in Ziimbabwean
n refugees, sometimes
s
whole famiilies, who are
a fleeing ffrom the cu
urrent crisiss
there. Man
ny of the peeople in ou
ur current Shangaan
S
viillage, inclu
uding our nearest neigh
hbors, weree
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once refugeees from a Mozambiq
quan crisis and
a
many of
o the rest of the villaage helped to
t integratee
them.
When we to
old Ma Masshishi, “you don’t know
w what kind
d of people they
t
are!” sh
he agreed with
w a heartyy
“Mmm! Mm
mm!”, but itt didn’t cha
ange her min
nd about ch
hoosing to host
h
them. She’ll bring
g one or two
o
more into her
h home an
nyway, rega
ardless of heer fear of the unknown.
In the end,, what else can you do
o? A shared
d history off conflict orr personal eexperience with
w
peoplee
who’ve trea
ated you ba
adly can lea
ave you warry and skep
ptical. It’s easy
e
to talk
k about thatt skepticism
m
when you’rre talking ab
bout people you don’t know
k
and who
w you’ve never
n
met.
But while acknowledgi
a
ing the posssibility thatt anything could
c
happeen, even som
mething bad
d, I supposee
the best solution is to
o go through
h with it an
nyway. Meeet the perso
on. Take th
he time to get
g to know
w
them. How
w else can South
S
Africa
a overcome its past and
d achieve th
he reconciliaation that iss the goal of
its new govvernment? Let’s hope and pray th
hat more peeople here in
n South Afrrica give oth
her people a
chance.
(First writteen by Adam
m Willard Seept. 28, 200
08)

Standing with Maa Mashishi at th
he end of our Pre‐
P
S
Service
Trainingg.
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Adjusting is definitely more than just living arrangemen
a
nts. One off the first areas we’ve had
h to adjustt
to is the drastic differeence in clim
mate here… both in tem
mperature and
a humiditty. Though
h we’ve been
n
j
over a month now
w, I can say it’s only in the
t last weeek or two th
hat the issuee
here at our village for just
of water ha
as really beg
gun to sink
k into our pssyches. Wh
hat the wateer issue reaally comes down
d
to is a
huge shorta
age of it… th
his year esp
pecially. Livving with su
uch a scarcitty of water, it really tea
aches us thee
value of som
mething wee’ve so often
n taken for granted
g
- jusst like the air
a we breath
he.
In our village, Dumphries, there is
i no water supply
s
and tap system like we’re u
used to in America.
A
No
o
one, includ
ding us, has running wa
ater inside their
t
home. That mean
ns no sinks for washing
g vegetabless
or dishes. No
N showerss or tubs. No
N flush toileets. Certain
nly no dishw
washers or w
washing ma
achines.
The only way to store and
a use watter is with huge
h
jugs an
nd large bow
wls. That m
means that anyone
a
who
o
wants wateer has to go fetch it fro
om a limited
d range of water
w
supplly choices aand transport it back to
o
their homee. There are
a really only
o
a few sources off water in the whole of Dumph
hries A and
d
Dumphriess B. Out of the
t three main
m
optionss, most (beccause of lack
k of money)) are depend
dent on just
two: villagee wells or th
he river.
For those with
w enough
h money (wh
hat you mig
ght call the “elite” of th
he village – those few teeachers and
d
few others with jobs outside th
he commun
nity), they can hire so
omeone wiith a pick-u
up truck to
o
transport la
arge jugs off water from
m a nearbyy town. In American
A
t
terms,
hirin
ng someonee like that iss
relatively in
nexpensive,, but in Dum
mphries term
ms, the num
mber of peop
ple who can
n afford it arre very few..
ge wells an
nd the riverr. There’s maybe
m
five to ten wellls scattered
d
So for the rest, there’’s the villag
allow but many
m
of them
m are in eassy-to-accesss locations. When rain
n
throughoutt the villagee , fairly sha
is plentiful so is waterr in the wellls. But duriing the restt of the yearr, especiallyy by this tim
me, they can
n
dry up entiirely. In geeneral, the well
w water seems to bee a bit clean
ner than th
he river, butt when theyy
start getting
g low, the pollution
p
an
nd general dirtiness
d
starrts becomin
ng obvious.
w were to walk at a brisk
b
pace sttraight to th
he river’s w
water supplyy point from
m
On the otheer hand, if we
our part off the villagee, while carrrying nothiing, it would take a miinimum of 30 minutess. With thee
unusual lacck of rain th
his year, that area is also
a
sometim
mes dry and
d then peop
ple have to either dig a
deep hole in
nto the riveer bed or sea
arch even fu
urther upstrream or dow
wnstream.
Thee jugs for collecting water (usu
ually 20-30
0
literrs each) ha
ave to be carried com
mpletely on
n
foott, including
g up and d
down a few
w somewhat
steeep hills. Ma
any people have wheeelbarrows so
o
thatt they can bring a few
w at a timee, but somee
people, especia
ally women
n, carry the buckets on
n
theiir head, wh
hich allows o
only one att a time. Ass
you
u can imagin
ne, this trip
p can requirre well overr
an hour
h
of ha
ard labor an
nd it’s som
mething that
has to be repeated every day or two
o since most
people also ha
ave very larrge familiess and manyy
chilldren.
Sincce the riveer is rarelyy flowing rapidly
r
and
d
som
metimes jusst dries up, the waterr that most
peo
ople are usin
ng for drink
king, bathin
ng, cooking
g,
etc. is also stagnant water.
w
Theree’s no way of
o knowing what pollu
utants may h
have entereed the waterr
upstream or
o from land
d run-off on
n the rare occcasions tha
at it does raiin.
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On Saturda
ays, people have
h
the strrenuous cho
ore of transp
porting theiir clothes to
o and from the
t river forr
washing th
hem – mixin
ng laundry detergent into the riv
ver for anyo
one who m
might be fetcching waterr
downstream
m. Thankfu
ully, they don’t
d
drink much
m
waterr anyway an
nd almost aall food is prepared
p
byy
boiling, so it’s
i likely th
hat the mostt harmful ellements in the
t water arre sterilized
d.
For Lora and me, we’’re not giveen enough money
m
by the
t Peace Corps
C
to payy someone to bring uss
water everyy time we need
n
it. Butt the schoolls who are hosting
h
us have
h
alloweed us to get water from
m
their boreh
holes and water
w
storagee tanks. On
ne of our scchools is on
nly about half a kilomeeter (maybee
1/3 of a mille) away and
d it’s only a minor uph
hill slope on the return to our housse.
So we take a wheelbarrrow and fettch about 13
30 liters of water
w
twicee a week. Itt’s definitelyy a workoutt,
but it’s mu
uch easier th
han most of
o our neigh
hbors’ only options. Because
B
it ccomes from deep down
n
and it’s nott open to th
he air, it’s veery clean wa
ater and ha
as only a verry small am
mount of sed
diment in itt.
We use thee water forr bathing, washing
w
ou
ur hands, cooking,
c
driinking, and
d washing our
o clothess.
Peace Corp
ps also proviided us with
h Brita wateer filters, so
o everything
g we drink, w
we filter firsst.
You may assk why the schools
s
don
n’t allow thee
entire com
mmunity to have access to such a
ready supp
ply of clea
an and nea
arby water.
Well, that goes back
k to the lower-thanl
average raiinfall this year
y
and th
he fact thatt
there reallly never is much
h rain in
n
Dumphriess.
d
According to the old raciallyy-segregated
d, most bllack South
h
system of Apartheid
Africans were
w
forced to live in
n territoriess
known as “Homelan
nds”, much
h like thee
original reeservation system created
c
forr
Native Ameericans. I’m
m told that these areass
were often
n chosen because theyy were thee
areas that the
t ruling minority
m
did
dn’t want –
especially because off lack of rainfall
r
and
d
asons. Therre certainlyy
other agriccultural rea
are parts of
o South Afrrica that recceive quite a
lot of annu
ual rainfalll and they can grow a
wide varietyy of crops, but
b that’s no
ot our area..

It takess two trips to fill our water con
ntainers and pu
ush them all bacck
to our
o house via w
wheelbarrow.

Though thee “Homelan
nds” system
m was abolished nearlyy 15 years ago
a and blaack South Africans
A
aree
free to movve whereverr they wantt today, man
ny choose to
t remain at
a home neaar their fam
milies, in thee
only place they’ve
t
know
wn growing
g up: the “H
Homeland”.
But this year, the rain
n is drastica
ally low in what’s
w
an allready dry part
p
of the ccountry. So
ome say thee
ally suppossed to start heavy arou
und the end
d of August. But, the eentire time we’ve been
n
rain is usua
here, we’vee only seen a few light drops
d
of rain
n and it usu
ually only la
asts a few m
minutes. Eveen when thee
rain cloudss come in, th
hey someho
ow miss Du
umphries orr just aren’tt full enough
h to dump much
m
waterr
anywhere.
Of course, no one heree knows wh
hy the rain is
i so little and
a so late this year. O
One man frrom a majorr
city blamed
d it on Glo
obal Warmiing. But most
m
peoplee in the village have never hearrd of globa
al
warming an
nd their con
ncerns are more
m
immed
diate: drink
king, cookin
ng, and grow
wing subsisttence crops..
In most normal
n
rain
nfall years Dumphriess is appareently overlo
oaded with
h mango an
nd avocado
o
harvests, and
a
each person
p
is ab
ble to grow
w a significcant portio
on of their necessary maize and
d
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vegetables. But because the rain is so late and so little this year, most people haven’t even been able
to sow their regular seeds yet and they say we may get only a few mangoes, if we’re lucky. I’ve heard
many related complaints about how skinny their cattle are becoming.
Most days I ask people what they think of the water situation and if rain will come anytime soon. I
get a classical two-part African response: “Sure! Of course it will!” … and, “If it doesn’t come soon,
we’ll all die!” followed by a chuckle and a warm smile. I suppose many South Africans are used to
living on the narrow edge of needed resources, right between just enough and a woefully short
supply. And yet life goes on, and that kind of light-hearted look at it all is definitely reassuring to us
as the dry weeks drag on.
So, this year especially, the water source where our schools’ boreholes draw their water supply can
get dreadfully low. Many children get their main meal of the day provided by the school. So the
school needs quite a bit of water for their garden, for cooking all the learners’ food, and to make sure
the children also have something to drink during the day. Some days when the water table is too low
for the schools’ boreholes to pump enough water into their storage tanks, kids can go home hungry
and thirsty.
If everyone in the village were allowed access to the schools’ short supply of water, the children
certainly wouldn’t have enough. So, they have to draw a line somewhere and they decided to include
us in it. Some days we feel bad for being part of the privileged few, but most days we’re just glad to
have water at all.
For our own part, we use as little water as we can, to make what we have go further and to spare us
more frequent trips hauling water! We have a small bowl with a small amount of water that we wash
our hands in all day. We try not to bathe every day (though we often have to wash our feet), and
when we do, we use a small amount of water – just enough to get our bodies wet and to wash off the
soap. We try not to use many dishes to avoid water use that way and we only wash our clothes every
other week and even then, only the clothes that are noticeably dirty or smelly.
Then, when we’re done with the water for each of these chores, we use it to water our small garden
and some of our fruit-bearing trees. We’re also trying to get some barrels for catching rain run-off
from our roof during any occasion when there’s even a few drops. Many other villagers also use this
method as their principal source of water during the rainy season and it certainly saves them
strenuous trips to the river. The only area we give ourselves freedom to splurge is drinking water.
It’s just too often too hot to cut that short!
The good thing is, there’s good news for Dumphries on the horizon. The local municipality has been
busy laying pipes to bring a water supply to the village – whereby people could access several taps
throughout to have a closer, cleaner supply of water.
Some people say the municipal pipes are already finished and are complaining that the municipality
simply hasn’t turned it on yet. Many hope that the water will be turned on by December this year.
With South African bureaucracy the way it is, no one really knows for sure when if ever it will
happen. They also say that municipal water supplies in rural areas throughout South Africa are
often turned off several times a week to conserve water. But it’s certainly better than nothing and I
think it must be better than what Dumphries has now. It’s a definite hope.
I’ve been planning on writing this newsletter on Dumphries’ water issues for several weeks now.
And to top it all off, we had a very significant rainfall last night! It started yesterday afternoon like
usual: just a few drops for a few minutes that left everyone disappointed and some very pessimistic.
But by evening time, the clouds had returned and they were pouring down rain! It lasted well into
the night and the sky was still overcast today, leaving the ground noticeably moist for quite some
time. Everyone’s been in obvious high spirits today and some of our neighbors are beginning to hoe
their yards and plant their gardens.
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So, things are
a looking up. Maybee the municiipality will finish
f
the pipes
p
and tu
urn on the water
w
supplyy
soon. Mayb
be the rain was just rea
ally late, bu
ut it’ll contin
nue strong from
f
this po
oint. We ca
an only hopee
and pray!
m Willard, Oct.
O 18, 200
08. NOTE:: The municipal water supply for Dumphriess
(First writtten by Adam
wasn’t com
mpleted untiil March 2010, but it’s been
b
a mosstly consisteent supply o
of good, clea
an water forr
the whole village
v
sincee then.)

When the rivver has enough water, Lora oftten brings the laaundry there to
o wash with thee other women
n. It
definitely savves us from maaking more tripss to the school’’s borehole and
d we can swim aat the same tim
me!
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Lora and I have been living and working in our rural village here in South Africa for several months
now. Before arriving, we were hoping that people would be glad we’re here and available to help.
We even expected a bit more attention than we were used to, for a variety of reasons. But we had no
idea what it’d be like to be full-blown celebrities here.
We’re not actually famous celebrities everywhere in South Africa, mainly just in our little portion of
it. But here, we definitely are celebrities, whether we like it or not. I’ve never been a celebrity
before, so I don’t have a lot to compare it to, but it’s definitely an interesting, sometimes funny, and
sometimes disappointing situation to be in.
I’m serious though: everyone knows our names. I suppose it’s only natural when we’ve met so many
people in a short span of time and for each of them, they’ve only met two of us. It makes sense that
in that situation there’d be people who know our names but we forgot theirs. But there are people
we’ve never met who know our names. We meet them for the first time, tell them our names, they
say, “I know”, we tell them where we stay, they say, “I know”, and it continues like that. It’s true that
they don’t know everything about us, but they know about as much of us as you might expect
someone to know about a celebrity.
Any time we step outside of our house, walk down the road, go to town, anywhere, we hear shouts of
“Nyiko!” and “Tsakani!” (our Shangaan names given to us by our host family). We look left and
right, up and down, sometimes the person may be a quarter of a mile off and they’re shouting our
names, just to say “hi”.
It’s more surprising in town. The nearest one, Thulamahashe, (still about 15km away) where we
sometimes go to buy groceries, has at least 15,000 or more people in it. Yet every time we go, at
least a few people who we don’t recognize at all greet us by name. It’s a shame we don’t know their
names, it makes us feel a little bit bad. But then again, it’s kind of nice if everyone knows you and is
happy to see you, right?
Other than just being famous, there are other rewards to being celebrities. Anytime there’s a public
gathering, there’s food available. As celebrities, we receive one of two privileges: we’re either sent
straight to the front of the line or they have someone prepare a plate and serve it to us, even when
everyone else is serving themselves. No matter how much we protest that we want to wait in line or
serve ourselves (and therefore hopefully avoid being served too many chicken feet or hairy pieces of
cow head), it’s to no avail: we’re always catered to.
Some activities even have a VIP eating area for the main speakers or government officials or family
of those being married and we’re always included in the VIP area, even when we’ve had nothing to
do with the activity at all. And the food’s usually a bit higher quality than everyone else’s too. We
can’t complain about that.
If we arrive late at a funeral, in time to stand at the back with everyone else, we can usually stay in
that position for no more than five minutes. People near us start whispering that we’ve arrived.
They pass the news quickly through the ranks. Before we know it, a couple people seated near the
front of the funeral gathering are getting out of their seats to offer them to us. Even if we refuse,
they make a show out of bringing their seats back to where we are so that we can sit down and not
“have to” stand.
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All this is happening while som
me
relative or loved one is giving a
eulogy for the deceaseed. And wee,
the celebriities, are an
a unwillin
ng
distraction.. I was alm
most asked to
t
speak at a funeral oncce, a funera
al
of someone I’d never
n
mett.
Thankfully we left justt as the new
ws
of the impeending requ
uest reached
us and I wa
as able to avvoid it.
But there’’s no avoiding it at
a
church… any
a
churcch. In ou
ur
village, all of the ch
hurches arre
small, with
h anywhere from 20-80
people in regular attendancee.
We’ve mad
de a point of trying to
t
visit every one,
o
both to
o experiencce
the differen
nt church cultures
c
and
to get to kn
now more people
p
in th
he
village. Allso, to keeep any on
ne
Being local celebritiess often means that at least onee of us has to be in every photto
church from
m being jea
alous that th
he
t
in our viccinity, even if we
w have nothingg to do with the
e event or group
that’s taken
“village ceelebrities” go only to
in the photo.
someone ellse’s church
h. But everry
time we atttend church
h, even if we’ve
w
been th
here beforee, they ask us
u to go to the front and speak to
o
them, preacch to them, pray for them, someth
hing. Theree’s no gettin
ng out of it.
nes, and ev
Even thoug
gh our xiTso
onga isn’t nearly
n
good enough to say
s more th
han a few lin
ven when no
o
one in atten
ndance speeaks good enough Engllish to hopee to undersstand us, evven then theey ask us to
o
publicly address the en
ntire church
h. It was su
urprising an
nd really cau
ught us off g
guard at firsst. That wass
a horrible speech!
s
Bu
ut thankfullyy, we’re preepared for it now. Eveen though w
we say mosttly the samee
things everyy time, it’s something,
s
and everyo
one’s just ha
appy that wee spoke at ttheir church
h.
At the requ
uest of one of
o our schoo
ol’s teacherss, we agreed
d to visit heer church in
n town (Thu
ulamahashe))
for their big
g 10-year ceelebration. We were veery surpriseed when wee arrived. Itt was the beeginnings of
a mega-ch
hurch, at least a cou
uple thousa
and peoplee in attend
dance, elab
borate and
d expensivee
architecture, a nice so
ound system
m, the wholee works. An
nd because it was a 10
0-year celeb
bration, theyy
had politica
al leaders an
nd guest speakers from
m all over th
he country come,
c
with ttitles like “A
Apostle” and
d
“Bishop”, etc.
e
All the dign
nitaries werre sitting in
n one two-ro
ow section at the frontt right and when we arrived,
a
theyy
escorted uss over to th
he same sea
ating, on thee same row
w as the rest of them, eeven when we told thee
usher we weren’t
w
guest speakerss. Thankfullly, they did
dn’t ask uss to speak tthis time, but
b they did
d
make a point of welcom
ming us fro
om the stagee, along witth all the oth
her guest sp
peakers who had much
h
han “Volunteer”.
more imposing titles th
I was even made “prin
ncipal-in-ch
harge” durin
ng a school trip
t
we wen
nt on one tim
me, when th
he principa
al
himself cou
uldn’t makee it. Even th
hough I havve no schooll managemeent experien
nce, my xiT
Tsonga skillss
are too rou
ugh to comm
municate ad
dequately with
w
either th
he teachers on the trip
p or their kin
ndergartenage studen
nts, and I didn’t
d
even know the schedule
s
fo
or the day; despite alll that (and despite mee
clearly expllaining all th
hat), I was made
m
“principal-in-cha
arge” for the day.
But being a celebrity is
i more than just peop
ple knowing
g your namee and askin
ng you to sp
peak at theirr
public funcction. I ima
agine any celebrity
c
exp
periences some of thee other thin
ngs we do. People notinfrequentlly ask us forr money. Or
O they ask us
u for a job. They takee pictures of us with th
heir camera-
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phones. Orr they ask iff we know the
t other ceelebrities in
n America (the ones th
hey see on TV
T or whosee
albums theey buy or listten to on th
he radio).
The funny thing
t
is, a real
r
celebrityy, the richlyy famous Siir Richard Branson
B
(off Virgin Records, Virgin
n
Atlantic, Viirgin Mobille, and even
n Virgin Ga
alactic, amo
ong others), has his ow
wn private game lodgee
j
just
a few kilometers away. I’vee heard he comes a few
fe times a year and even visits our villagee
sometimes.. But in thee minds of most
m
peoplee in our villa
age – we’re at the samee level as him
m.
And it mak
kes it hard to find a friend.
f
Peop
ple are hap
ppy to see us
u and be sseen talking
g to us, but
they’re usu
ually too nervous to ap
pproach us at our house, to enterr into our yyard – as iff they’re not
good enoug
gh for us.
aff explaineed that mostt people here are too embarrassed
e
d to invite us
u into theirr
One of our school’s sta
homes or even their yards, thin
nking that we’ll see too much th
hat isn’t up
p to our “sstandards”..
Certainly when
w
we do
o enter peo
ople’s homees from tim
me-to-time, the first th
hing they usually do iss
apologize about
a
how small their house is or
o how theyy don’t havve nice thin
ngs. The tru
uth is, theirr
homes are always bigger than th
he one we have
h
now, and
a
often bigger
b
than our apartm
ment was in
n
America. And
A I can’t tell you wh
hat I’d give if
i I could bu
uy just one couch to h
have in our home
h
here..
Yet most off them havee entire livin
ng room sets and kitcheen sets, etc.
Maybe theey don’t believe
M
b
ourr
h
home
aand
our
living
g
a
arrangemen
nts here in the
t village iss
o
our
real ho
ome for th
he next two
o
y
years.
“Surrely a celeb
brity doesn’t
r
really
live like that, likee us.”
I suppose celebrity status iss
n
necessarily
a confusin
ng situation
n
f most peeople around us. Otherr
for
t
than
greeting, they siimply don’t
k
know
what to make of
o us. Theyy
a
apparently
don’t believe us when
n
w say we’ree “volunteers” and that
we
w
we’re
workiing for free – usuallyy
o
one
of the first conveersations wee
h
have
with p
people wheen we meet
t
them.
E
Even
the o
ones who’v
ve come to
o
know
k
us
a
b
bit
better
oft
ften
ask
why
y
Our home in Dumphries, sim
mply average by village
wee don’t buy this thing or
o that thing
g for our ho
ouse, or whyy
standarrds, even a bit on
o the small sid
de.
wee ride bicyccles instead of buying a car or at least taking
g
the taxi. When
W
we telll them it’s too expensiive, that wee’re volunteeers, that w
we’re only giiven enough
h
money for our basic needs, theyy act like it’s
i the firsst time theyy ever hearrd it. Then
n the wholee
conversatio
on repeats itself
i
a few days later, and they’ree just as surrprised as th
hey were th
he first timee
we told them.
g our yard to plant so
ome seedlin
ngs, they’re sometimess surprised that I even
n
If they see me hoeing
know whatt a hoe is. Even thoug
gh our housse was therre before we
w were and
d hasn’t cha
anged much
h
since we’vee arrived, so
ome people are even su
urprised tha
at we don’t have
h
our ow
wn tap and magic
m
waterr
supply – th
hat instead we
w have to haul
h
our wa
ater in a wheeelbarrow liike everyon
ne else.
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I tried to explain to one young man, who seems more discerning than most, that we don’t really like
people to treat us “special” like they do and that when it comes down to it, we’re just like everyone
else. The only response he could come up with was, “but you are special!”
So, all this “celebrity distance” has made our desired level of integration into our village community
more difficult than we expected. After being here for two now, it seems it may slowly be fading
away, if not the celebrity status itself, maybe at least the safe distance associated with it.
The people we’ve already known best seem to be more comfortable coming over to our house from
time to time and even a few new people have surprisingly stopped by unannounced in the last few
days. We haven’t heard as many requests for money or jobs lately and it seems like some people
may be starting to realize that we’ll actually be here in Dumphries for two years, and that we’re not
going to be jet-setting back and forth to America in the meantime.
We certainly haven’t reached this more informal stage with everyone. Actually, it’s only a few so far.
But it’s a start and we think it promises more natural relationships to come. We hope that we can
each find a close friend (or even more than one) in the community, someone that we can each build
a strong relationship with, with whom we can increase our language skills, learn more about the
people here, and just relax with if we’re feeling stressed.
Oh, and in case you’re wondering what we did to become celebrities in our portion of third-world
South Africa, the answer is simple: nothing. Our work is only just beginning and the few results
have been nearly invisible to everyone outside our schools.
We didn't do anything to achieve this celebrity status, it’s simply from being who we are: white
Americans. But it’s from being who we are here rather than there at home in America. The first
aspect (that we're white) is of course the most noticeable. But the second is what really seals the
deal - that we're all the way here from America (though most aren't really sure where that is), the
land of Hollywood, of money and everything a person could ever want, the place where everyone’s a
celebrity.
If you ever have the chance to visit and spend some time in a third-world country, I hope you have
the good luck to enjoy only the privileges of your new-found celebrity status, rather than its
disappointments and obligations. In the meantime, we’re simply trying to convince everyone here
in Dumphries that we’re normal just like they are. And we’re also busy trying to avoid giving
eulogies for people we’ve never met!
(First written by Adam Willard, Nov. 7, 2008)
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Lv!ijtb!ohpqgv"!
We hear that almost 100 times a day. “It’s very hot!” may sound like a boring conversation topic,
but when it’s actually this hot every day, there’s really not much else worth saying.
At 24 degrees south of the equator, the tropical climate is really starting to heat up around here. As
we hear reports of snow back home in the Northern Hemisphere, we’re trying to survive blistering
days of well over 100 degrees Fahrenheit. It’s amazing what a difference another 10 latitudinal
degrees from the equator can make. The sun itself just feels hotter.
And when we think about how Christmas is just right around the corner, the time where everyone
hopes for snow, the hot days here just seem that much hotter. South Africa’s summer is supposed to
be over by March, but according to everyone around here, we don’t have much hope for cooler
temperatures until around May or June… just in time for things to start heating up again back there
in the United States.
In general, cross-cultural adaptation can be a topsy-turvy situation. So many of the common social
rules we’ve grown to understand and apply are turned around and upside down. We have to develop
a new understanding and a new way of life (if we want to be successful, that is). But few things have
the immediate effect on our consciousness the way that reversing the seasons and experiencing total
climate change have had. I imagine that if the climate was milder, then maybe it wouldn’t stand out
so much. But there’s nothing mild about the heat here.
When we first arrived in Dumphries at our new home, I thought that for some odd reason the
previous owners of our house had decided to cover half the yard with concrete. Odd as I first
thought it was, the idea didn’t seem so out of place after we got used to most yards being entirely
dust, with grass existing only outside the yard. It’s just part of the culture here. I even told some
other Peace Corps Volunteers about the concrete covering our yard and they hypothesized that it
acted as a sort of “fire barrier” to prevent the frequent wildfires from spreading to individual homes.
That seemed plausible enough.
But it was all wrong. Our yard’s not covered in concrete at all, but in baked sand and clay. No
person intentionally did that, it’s just the natural result of the ridiculously hot sun here. I wouldn’t
have been so surprised if the ground was simply sandy (like all the roads are). I just never expected
that a bit of rain mixed with the soil the day before a typical scorcher would’ve created a sort of
natural kiln and baked the surface of the ground nearly as hard as concrete.
When I decided to plant some herbs around our house, I had to use a pickaxe to get through the top
layer. Thankfully, the earth was much softer underneath or I think it would’ve been an impossible
endeavor.
The oppressive heat around here isn’t merely a physical discomfort – it greatly affects the way
people think and live. During the heat of the day, almost no one is moving anywhere, even on the
main roads. It’s as if it were a ghost town. And we live in a fairly large village, housing at least a few
thousand people.
But if you look closely into the shade of any large tree or even the shade of a small house, you can see
everyone there sitting, or more often laying, in a quiet stupor, not stirring at all. Only a few brave
children (and recently arrived Peace Corps Volunteers) are foolish enough to leave the safety of the
shade during the middle of the day.
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You may think thaat everyonee would stayy
in theiir houses d
during the heat,
h
wheree
they co
ould have aan electric fan to coo
ol
them down,
d
but you’d be wrong.
w
Thee
homes here are aalmost alwa
ays built of
concrete brick w
walls with tin or zincc
corrugated roofs. This acts as a sort of
greenh
house, with
h all the heat
h
coming
g
inside the housee but rarelly escaping
g
again.

By mid‐summeer, our shade trrees are
quite beautifful with red flow
wers.

An ind
door therm
mometer wee have hass
frequen
ntly record
ded the temperature
t
e
inside our housee at over 100
1
degreess
Fahren
nheit, even until 6pm
m and laterr.
We go
o to bed sw
weating unccomfortablyy,
trying to fall asleeep and forg
get the heatt.
Forr a few hou
urs in the middle
m
of th
he night it’’s sometimees blissfullyy
coo
ol enough (as long ass we have two to thrree fans go
oing in ourr
bed
droom) thatt we can falll into a deep
p sleep.

But the hea
at returns in
n the early morning
m
an
nd there’s no
o chance off sleeping in
n past 7 am; it’s just too
o
hot. Not th
hat anyone here
h
but us ever tries to
o sleep thatt late. Everyyone else waakes up aro
ound 4am orr
5am and beegins taking
g care of anyy household
d chores du
uring the tim
me of day w
when the tem
mperature iss
still bearab
ble enough to
t do so.
Around 10 AM (and sometimes by 9 AM),, people sta
art finding the biggesst tree to siit under, orr
lacking a trree, the wh
hole family squeezes in
nto the coup
ple feet of shade
s
on one side of their
t
housee.
From about that time until at leasst 2pm and sometimess as late as 4pm,
4
most p
people just sit and wait
for the hea
at to relax its
i overwheelming pressure. Therre’s almost nothing to do. I’ve never
n
seen a
person read
ding and an
ny physical activity
a
wou
uld quickly become
b
unb
bearable eveen in the sh
hade.
If Lora and
d I happen to be out during
d
thiss time of da
ay, we hearr shouts of “ku hisa ng
gopfu!” and
d
sometimes receive som
me pretty incredulous
i
s looks from
m people wondering
w
w
what mightt be passing
g
through ou
ur minds to cause
c
us to be moving around und
der such exttreme condiitions.
Well, as I sa
aid, Lora an
nd I do som
metimes movve around during
d
this time
t
of day. Like almost any otherr
American, we get resttless when we’re unab
ble to stay inside
i
(and
d that’s definitely not an
a option –
nting to sit in
i a sauna) and we loo
ok for someething else u
useful to do
o. And untiil
unless we’vve been wan
the rains of
o a month
h ago, nonee of the treees in our yard proviided any sh
hade at alll. So, we’d
d
sometimes roam aroun
nd, trying to
o occupy ou
urselves whiile we also waited
w
for th
he heat to dissipate.
d
Now, we’vee given up on
o all that. The villageers definitelly have the right idea – find shad
de, whereverr
you can, an
nd just wait it out. At least
l
we havve books to
o read. But when you’rre sweating
g even in thee
shade outsiide, books sometimes
s
l
lose
their en
njoyment.
So, we’re slowly
s
adap
pting to thee South African pace of
o life. Wee’re learning
g to wait when
w
there’ss
simply noth
hing we ca
an do to allleviate an uncomforta
u
able situatio
on. Waitin
ng isn’t som
mething that
comes easyy to us Amerricans, but we
w really do
on’t have mu
uch of a cho
oice.
But it’s a sk
kill that app
plies to much more than just the heat here in
i South Afr
frica. With a culture of
waiting on the unrelen
nting heat comes
c
a cullture that’s content to wait
w on eveerything. Itt’s a culturee
where indiividuals alsso don’t mind
m
makin
ng people wait
w
on th
hem, with or withoutt reason orr
notification
n. And so we’re
w
adjustiing in moree ways than one, with th
he differencce in climatte helping to
o
affect a diffference in our understa
anding.
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One aspectt of the heat
h
that I might’ve
never guesssed if I ha
adn’t experrienced it
first-hand is
i the way the oppresssive heat
affects the mind as well
w as the body. It
seems tha
at it actua
ally slows down a
person’s ability
a
to think and
d process
thoughts.
oesn’t just take
t
away a person’s
The heat do
desire to bee physicallyy active; it evven slows
their abilityy to be men
ntally activee. I know
because it happens
h
to
o us, most days
d
from
around noo
on to 2 PM. Thus thee frequent
difficulty of
o using ourr obligatoryy time in
the shade for
f reading or as brain
nstorming
sessions for
f
projectt plans.
There’s
definitely no
n brainsto
orming forr us; the
only weath
her in our brains
b
is a heat
h
wave
– a mentallly crippling one.

Even the wild
w animals of South Africa sp
pend the middle
e‐part of every
summer daay in the shelteer of the shade..

But as the day
d cools do
own and wee regain ourr mental facculties it’s ea
asier to app
preciate them. We mayy
have to givee up several hours of each
e
day to the heat, bu
ut we’re slow
wly gaining
g a quiet pattience that I
think must be the foun
ndation of th
he often rem
markable reesilience of South
S
Africcans.
t
Thou
ugh some with
w an unyiielding Wesstern perspeective might
The historyy here is a really dirty thing.
argue that South Africca is effectivvely non-functioning, the
t truth is that it’s acctually rema
arkable how
w
well they’ree currently functioning
f
g, in spite off their dirtyy past. The past atrociities committed against
the black majority
m
heree are incred
dible to say the least – horrible
h
is a huge undeerstatementt.
Every aspecct of the go
overnment, education, even wheree people liveed, was legiislated so ass to prevent
black Soutth Africans from succceeding and
d getting ahead.
a
Wee’re currenttly living in a formerr
“Homeland
ds” area of South Africca, akin to the “reserv
vations” forr Native Am
mericans in the United
d
States.
0% of the population
p
o South Affrica is com
of
mprised of black South
h Africans, the formerr
Though 90
ruling mino
ority chose a scant 10%
% of the lan
nd, specifically selectin
ng the mostt arid and inhospitable
i
e
areas, on which
w
to con
ntain and ovvercrowd th
he black majjority. Theyy had no ch
hoice but to try and ekee
out a living
g there. Beelieve it or not,
n
there are
a many arreas of Sou
uth Africa w
where the heat is much
h
more frequ
uently balan
nced by rain
n or altitudee. But the “H
Homelandss Act” forced
d the majorrity of South
h
Africans to quietly perrsist in the dryness
d
and
d the heat.
Thankfully,, something
g positive might’ve
m
eveen come of that. The people heree are used to
t sitting in
n
the shade, making
m
do with what they
t
can, an
nd quietly waiting
w
out the
t uncomffortable tim
mes. It’s that
quiet patieence and enduring reesilience tha
at I mentio
oned. Wh
hen South A
Africa fina
ally had thee
opportunityy to right th
he wrongs of
o its past, it
i happened
d with almo
ost no violence againstt the formerr
oppressing group. In
nstead, therre was reco
onciliation. It’s by no
o means to
otal and co
omplete, it’ss
certainly a long
l
processs and it hassn’t even beeen 15 yearss yet, but recconciliation
n and not reevenge is thee
choice that was made.
Today, we work
w
with adults
a
who were
w
beaten
n by the poliice dozens of
o times, evven while they were stilll
children. But I’ve yeet to meet any who harbor
h
anyy desire forr vengeancee against th
heir formerr
oppressors. They say the system
m has gone, its time ha
as passed, and
a now it’ss time to wo
ork forward
d
again. Justt like they know
k
how to
t wait out the most oppressive
o
h
hours
of thee hot days, they waited
d
out their ow
wn oppressiive politicall past. And when the oppressive su
un relents, it’s time to work again
n.
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So, regardleess of how hot
h it is herre or how so
o many good hours of the
t day beccome useless as a result
of the heat,, there’s som
mething wee can learn from it. If we’re able to pick up jjust some of
o that quiet
patience an
nd enduring
g resilience that
t
our neiighboring South
S
Africa
ans have, it’lll be worth it.
ur work, we’re slowly leearning wh
hat kind of effort
e
is useeful here an
nd what kin
nd falls flatt.
Even in ou
It’s a long and
a trying process,
p
butt we’re learn
ning patiencce when theere’s really n
nothing elsee we can do
o.
;-)
m Willard, Dec.
D 3, 2008
8)
(First writteen by Adam

And
d if you have to
o go somewheree during the miiddle hours of the
t day, it’s besst to just bring ssome shade alo
ong with
you; an umbrella does the trick
t
well enouggh.

18

X o!Ux
Xifo
xp!Xps
smett!Dpm
mmjef
f!
ar olds stoo
od there sta
aring at thee
The doors opened and the kids poured in. The five and six-yea
m
jaws, grinding up
p and down
n. The crow
wd of kids beehind them
m pushed theem closer to
o
menacing metal
the unknow
wn danger. Their teach
hers grew im
mpatient an
nd urged th
hem to movve forward. The kids at
the front sttarted crying
g, turned arround, and tried to run
n away.
It was quitee a spectaclle. What ellse could th
hese kids do
o when faced with som
mething so fiiercely hugee
and monsttrous, someething so fo
oreign and fearsome, something
g so innoceent and effiicient as an
n
escalator att a shopping
g mall?
w
one of our sch
hools took their “Foun
ndation Ph
hase” learneers (studen
nts between
n
Last year when
kindergarteen and third
d grade) to the
t “big cityy” just two hours
h
away,, it was the ffirst time most
m
of them
m
had ever seeen an escallator. It wa
as the first tiime many of
o them had
d ever seen a flush toileet, and most
still didn’t get the cha
ance to use it. It was probably
p
the first timee they’d seen
n automaticc doors, but
since young
g children are
a used to adults doin
ng everythin
ng for them
m, they probably didn’t even noticee
that the doo
ors had opeened on theiir own.
member the first time I saw or useed an escala
ator, but I do rememb
ber playing on them ass
I can’t rem
much as I could
c
when I was a you
ung kid. It was
w always a delightfull occasion.
ally sure wh
hat it must’’ve felt like for these kids
k
to be confronted b
by one as soon as theyy
I’m not rea
stepped intto the mall,, but it musst’ve been terrifyingly
t
bizarre and
d most of tthe kids weeren’t nearlyy
brave enou
ugh to appro
oach it. Mo
ost of thesee kids have probably neever even seen a stairccase leading
g
up to a second-story, let alone a moving meetal one. So
o, I don’t bllame them for crying or
o for being
g
too scared to
t try it out.
I along with
h a few of th
he teachers,, were able to get somee of them to
o ride up thee
Eventually,, Lora and I,
escalator holding
h
our hands. Bu
ut many were
w
even to
oo scared for
f that, an
nd I guess the
t elevatorr
seemed to be
b the lesser of two evils.
mpanying ch
hildren from
m our villag
ge on their first trip to
o the city, to
o
It was quite an experiience accom
t shoppin
ng mall. Thee hospital to
our wound up falling through,
t
but
see the prisson, the hosspital, and the
the kids weere very impressed at the large piieces of breead the prissoners receiived at everry tea break
k
and they were eveen more
impressed at the wateer running
through thee toilets… some
s
kids
even got to try using th
hem.
But the shopping
s
m
mall
was
more of a sensory overload.
The kids flowed
f
thrrough the
mall, streeaming pa
ast other
mall-goers like a rush
hing river,
excitedly filling
f
up any
a
open
space in th
he hall whille holding
hands and always ma
aking sure
not to fall away
a
from the
t group
in such a huge and unknown
place. Th
heir destina
ation was
the arcadee, where th
hey were
each able to
t play a few
w fleeting
games befo
ore returnin
ng to the
bus and to the
t village.
The mall in Pretoria,
P
South Africa’s capital. It’s the largest in the Southe
ern Hemisphere.
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The thing is,
i South Africa
A
has tw
wo large ex
xtremes, bo
oth first-world develop
pment and luxury, and
d
third-world
d subsistencce and poveerty. Both are often found
f
in veery close prroximity to each otherr,
sometimes mere minu
utes apart.
u can find some
s
of thee fanciest shopping
s
m
malls
I’ve evver visited, enjoy highOn the onee hand, you
speed interrnet access in an air-co
onditioned room, or drrink an exp
pensive marrtini at a hig
gh-class barr
overlooking
g the beach
hfront. You
u can even shop aroun
nd for $4 million+
m
luxxury beach condos and
d
have plentyy to choose from.
f
On the oth
her hand, yo
ou have rurral villages without plu
umbing or
electricity where
w
peop
ple rely on yearly maizze harvests and $100
monthly go
overnment pensions
p
to
o provide fo
or families of
o children
and their grandchildr
g
ren. You have
h
squattter camps of tens of
thousands of filthy tin
n shacks crrammed neext to each other just
nutes awayy from th
he skyscra
apers and beautiful
thirty min
landscaping
g of a well-d
developed downtown
d
c center.
city
at South Afrrica has (in
I suppose itt’s both a bllessing and a curse tha
places) onee of the mo
ost well-devveloped inffrastructurees in all of
Africa. It’s definitely a land of co
ontrasts, eco
onomically more than
anything else. And where
w
conttrast meetss, you’re su
ure to find
ohannesburrg, the coun
ntry’s capita
al, is said to have the
conflict. Jo
highest crim
me rate of any
a city in th
he world. It’s
I where hu
undreds of
foreigners from otherr African co
ountries weere killed in
n riots last
aid they weere “taking” too many
year because residents were afra
j
jobs.
a violencee though; itt weighs on
The conflicct is not onlyy in crime and
people’s heearts and minds.
m
Eveeryone takess it differen
ntly. Somee
people’s on
nly goal is to get out of the villa
age and rarrely return..
Even for weddings
w
a
and
funerals, many urrban familyy memberss
avoid comin
ng back, an
nd they neveer stay for lo
ong when th
hey do.

In our villlage, many of the
t kids’ familiees
can’t afford
d to buy balls fo
or their kids to play
with. So
o the kids get crreative and makke
their own ttoys out of lefto
over trash, like this
soccerr ball made from
m plastic bags.

t
as helplesss victims off an unjust system. Some peoplee
Many rurall South Afrricans see themselves
resign them
mselves to th
he bottom of
o the socia
al hierarchyy, assuming there’s onlyy one way to
t get ahead
d
and that th
hat way is cllosed off to
o them. Som
me kids watch TV and
d dream of a nice job, but
b have no
o
idea what are
a the steps in-betweeen, or even where
w
the nearest
n
colleege is. Too many men
n, young and
d
old, just spend their da
ays drinking… a LOT. And many girls offer sex
s in exchaange for a ceell phone orr
some nice clothes.
c
It may
m not be quite as crude as prosstitution, ussually they’lll have the same
s
“sugarr
daddy” for a while. Bu
ut it works out
o about th
he same in the
t end.
Even as Peeace Corps Volunteerss, the two colliding worlds
w
of So
outh Africaa can be difficult. Wee
supposedlyy have one of
o the higheest “early teermination”” rates of an
ny Peace Co
orps post in
n the world
d.
And yes, most
m
of us, even
e
those of
o us station
ned in rurall villages, ca
an often tak
ke a few miini-bus taxiss
far enough to go to a movie thea
ater and come back in
n the same day, or find
d a pizza reestaurant orr
coffee shop
p. But we’ree always go
oing and com
ming back; we’re alwayys seeing w
what some people
p
havee,
what otherss want, and
d what most will never have.
h
Many South
h Africans thought tha
at abolishin
ng Apartheid would ma
agically red
distribute wealth,
w
but it
hasn’t happ
pened yet. The end off Apartheid has opened
d up previou
usly unavaiilable opporrtunities forr
some, but the
t rural areeas are still by far the furthest
fu
beh
hind.
The main difference
d
n
now
is that if
i any perso
on wants to,, they can ea
asily go and
d see what others
o
havee,
what they’lll probably never havee. And beccause tradiitional Africcan culturee doesn’t in
nspire much
h
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long-term vision,
v
man
ny of them don’t
d
often think abou
ut creating opportuniti
o
es for theirr children to
o
have what they
t
couldn
n’t. As far as
a they’re co
oncerned, what
w
happen
ns this week
k, this mon
nth, and thiss
year, is wh
hat’ll happen
n every weeek, month, and year to come. And
A
with thaat way of th
hinking, it’ss
usually truee.
t
ng in the ed
ducation pro
ojects here.. Most inteernational developmen
d
That’s why we’re glad to be servin
groups havve found tha
at just givin
ng money orr food to peeople usuallyy doesn’t laast long and
d sometimess
they even stop
s
their own
o
farming
g or self-pro
ovision beccause of it. Sometimess even digging wells orr
s compared
building wa
ater pumpss is a failurre because of people’ss differing expectation
e
d with theirr
existing meethods of geetting waterr.
But educatiion, we teacchers hope,, is a way of
o laying opp
portunities before people, letting them know
w
that they ca
an do almosst anything they’re dettermined to
o do and tha
at life is mo
ostly what th
hey make of
it, not whatt it makes of them.
unate that th
he rural areeas of South
h Africa usu
ually have th
he poorest educated people in thee
It’s unfortu
country, oft
ften even including ma
any of the teeachers and
d staff. It’s hard
h
for a teacher to pass on what
they never had
h to begin with. Apa
artheid’s leg
gacy of mis--education will
w take at least a few generationss
to be eraseed in South Africa’s ru
ural areas. But it’s also
o where wee can be of the most seervice. Ourr
project is to
o help build
d the capaciity of teacheers so they can do their jobs betteer, so their learners
l
can
n
benefit thro
oughout thee school, an
nd so the teeachers can
n (hopefullyy) continue doing a good job even
n
after Lora and
a I are go
one.
If South Affrica has a hope of righting som
me of the wrongs
w
of itss past, of ttruly makin
ng its richess
(economic and otherw
wise) availab
ble to all, itt’ll have to happen
h
thrrough educaation. So we’re
w
glad to
o
be working
g here as we are, learnin
ng and teach
hing.
(First writteen by Adam
m Willard, Feb.
F
5, 2009
9)

In contraast to the Preto
oria mall, our village has a marrket that
com
mes through once a month and
d sells basic goo
ods.
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One of thee most frusstrating and
d perplexin
ng things
since we’vee been here happened to us the other day.
We were outside
o
onee night eatiing dinner with the
Pakistani guys
g
who run
r
the sho
op across th
he street
(they rent it
i from ourr host familyy), when on
ne of our
host brotheers walked up to talk to them. When
W
he
saw us therre, he casually informed
d us that hee had just
eaten one of
o our two ch
hickens.
We though
ht maybe it was a joke. He was so
Our two ch
hickens, one off which fell into our pit toilet.
nonchalantt about it. He said hee ate it beca
ause it was
the one tha
at fell into our pit toilett (which is another
a
storry altogetheer). I figureed I might as
a well try to
o
play along, so I asked him how he knew it was
w the same one. So, he
h shoved h
his hands up
u under myy
nose and sa
aid to smelll, that he kn
new he got the right one
o becausee he could ssmell it (eveen though it
had been ou
ut of the pitt toilet for over
o
a month
h).
He said wee had mentioned how we
w weren’t going
g
to eat it since it had fallen into the toiilet and that
he was reallly hungry. I told him he
h owed us 35 rand (th
he price we paid for thee chicken so
ome monthss
ago) and hee looked a bit
b surpriseed. He didn
n’t talk with
h the Pakisttanis for lon
ng and wan
ndered back
k
over to his house.
h
b
of ours,
o
Nkosin
nathi, has definitely
d
beeen my bestt friend so ffar in the village.
v
He’ss
This host brother
only 19, jusst finished high
h
schooll over a yea
ar ago, but he’s
h a greatt young man
n and has been
b
a great
friend. Hee’s smart, he
h understa
ands the co
oncept of differing
d
cu
ultures, his English is very fluent
(mainly fro
om watching
g a lot of TV
V), he eats dinner with
h us often, he
h sometim
mes takes uss around thee
village, he tutors
t
us in
n xiTsonga twice
t
a weeek, I’ve been
n helping hiim look for a job or a scholarship
s
p,
and he cam
me sightseeiing with us one day wh
hen Lora’s sister
s
was visiting.
v
In a country where
w
we’ree
told that an
nyone could
d turn criminal, Nkosin
nathi was th
he one guy I trusted outtright.
Well, after the announ
ncement hee just madee to us abou
ut stealing and slaughtering our chicken, wee
didn’t know
w what to do.
d So, we went
w
and ch
hecked firstt to see if it was the tru
uth. Sure en
nough, onlyy
one chicken
n was left. So
S what wa
as the next step?
s
I was stunned th
hat he, Nkossinathi, wou
uld steal onee
of our chick
kens.
We’ve been
n in our village long enough now
w that we’rre beginnin
ng to underrstand how
w the familyy
structure works
w
here. We knew the norma
al next step was to info
form his graandmother (one of thee
three matriiarchs in ou
ur host famiily) and posssibly his un
ncle (the Vice Principaal at our nea
arest schooll,
the pastor of the fam
mily church
h, the man whose hou
use we’re living
l
in, and also thee one most
responsiblee for Nkosin
nathi’s geneeral well-beiing).
ally-approp
priate next step was definitely
d
to
o tell a meember of h
his family, particularlyy
The cultura
someone responsible
r
for him. Because in
i tradition
nal Shangaan culture,, no one’s completelyy
autonomou
us, even you
ung men who
w should be finding jobs and working.
w
Th
here’s alwayys someonee
you’re acco
ountable to and
a someon
ne, or several, you’re reesponsible for.
f
When someething goess wrong, thee whole line of respon
nsibility is in
nvolved. Iff it’s not fix
xed, the onee
who did thee wrong thin
ng brings sh
hame on evveryone arou
und: those who
w he’s acccountable to
t and thosee
who he’s reesponsible for.
f
So, to risk
r
being reedundant, the
t right thiing for us to
o do was to tell the onee
who’s responsible for the person
n who did the wrong thing, so that
t
the on
ne who’s in charge can
n
negotiate a solution an
nd thus avoiid shame.
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So, we’ve been
b
in the culture
c
long
g enough no
ow that we decided to go tell his g
grandmotheer, who wass
the only on
ne responsib
ble for him who
w was aro
ound at thee time. His grandmoth
g
er, who ofteen has somee
bad mood swings,
s
wass furious. She sent som
me nearby grand-childr
g
ren or greatt grand-chilldren (thosee
two genera
ations often blend togetther in our host familyy) to go fetcch Nkosinatthi so she co
ould reckon
n
with his reccklessness.
By the time he got
g back ovver to us, h
his eyes were
w
alreadyy
waterin
ng and he was
w clearly in
n a differen
nt mood. An
nd this is in
n
a culturre that rarelly cries, whether men o
or women. By the timee
he got within rang
ge of us to hear him, he was alrready in thee
middle of some prrofuse apolo
ogies and th
he apologiees continued
d
for seveeral minutes.
And rig
ght after cam
me the explanations an
nd the excusses. He wass
hungryy, he said. He needed to takee care of his
h youngerr
brotherrs. He has no
n job and no
n future, b
but no one in
n the familyy
really helps
h
him out any morre. He even
n confessed
d, with somee
obviouss hesitation
n, that his father
f
someetimes send
ds money to
o
his gran
ndmother to
t take caree of him an
nd his broth
hers but shee
keeps it
i all for heerself. He said
s
it’s haard to be so
o hungry so
o
often.
hing is, in traditional Shangaan
n culture, families
f
aree
The th
deeply connected. A HUGE part of our host familyy lives right
d
across the streett from uss in one giant interr-connected
und
(and
a
few
more
o
of
them
on
e
either
side
of
o
us
on
our
r
compou
Our pit toilet.
side of th
he street). They’ve
T
gott three gran
ndmothers, all married
d
to one man
n who died a few years back. Also living theree are MANY
Y of those grrandmotherrs’ children
n.
And with th
hem they’vee got their children’s
c
ch
hildren, and
d those children’s child
dren. And maybe
m
a few
w
of their chilldren’s child
dren; I’m no
ot totally su
ure. But theey multiply fast here in
n South Africa.
The family members still
s living in
n the villagee, as many of
o them as th
here are, arre mostly still following
g
the old trad
ditions. Th
he way it wo
orks is that if any of th
hem have a child, theyy’re also con
nsidered thee
child of th
heir motherr’s sisters and
a
their father’s
f
bro
others, calliing those aaunts and uncles also
o
mothers an
nd fathers. And thosee cousins of
o theirs aree also conssidered (and
d called) brrothers and
d
sisters.
onally, they all live together in on
ne giant inteer-connecteed web and just like a mother and
d
So, traditio
father is traditionally responsiblee for their child,
c
so arre these mu
ultiplied mo
others and fathers also
o
responsiblee for their “children”.
“
Basically, the
t responssibility for a child is sp
pread out to the entiree
extended fa
amily, with no one persson taking on
o all the reesponsibilityy by themseelves.
I think tha
at would bee a good th
hing – in a society wh
here moneyy is hard tto come by, where thee
weather’s not
n always what’s hop
ped for in terms
t
of ra
aising cropss, and where death byy disease iss
rampant. This
T
should
d mean preccious resourrces shared
d and spread
d more even
nly and it sh
hould mean
n
very few orphans. Theey call this way
w of living
g “ubuntu.””
h Westernization and
d globalizatiion, the saame thing that would
d
But in thiss culture’s clash with
normally tiie the families togeth
her is also starting to
o fragment them aparrt. Becausse what thee
traditional Shangaan system serrves to do is take aw
way individu
ual responssibility (thee type we’ree
familiar witth in Ameriica) and rep
place it with
h communall responsibiility. Person
nally, I supp
pose it’s OK
K
not to havee your own private
p
resp
ponsibilitiess so long as others are responsible
r
for you and
d you’re stilll
responsiblee for others..
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But Westernization in developing countries such as South Africa often removes the concept of
communal responsibility and replaces it with the idea of individual fulfillment. What’s left is a
certain number of people (always growing) who have no concept of either communal responsibility
or individual responsibility, and they instead focus their efforts on individual fulfillment – after all,
it’s what they see on imported American TV shows, right?
So men and women are making babies left and right around here and most of them have almost no
feeling of individual responsibility to care for them. After all, the grandmothers (who still feel the
communal responsibility) are more than willing to look after the new generation. But many of the
new generation, in their daily encounters with the Western world both on TV and in town, lose their
concept of communal responsibility and leave the family compound far behind. Instead, they go out
to find some way to make a lot of money and buy the things they’d like to have for themselves. And
when they find out they’re burdened by some recent offspring, they usually send them back home to
the rest of the family to care for, sometimes sending money to help, sometimes not.
So while not technically “orphans”, very few members of the last two generations here have had
their actual fathers in their lives. Of the now-occurring generation, many of them don’t even have
their actual mothers. They’re all off elsewhere too busy enjoying their own lives and don’t want to
bother concerning themselves with children that other people still see as part of their own
communal responsibility. Whereas the grandparents and great-grandparents taking care of all their
children are the ones who are still “traditional”; you may even say they’re unable to confront the new
way of life that the children themselves are constantly encountering.
So more than in any other instance I’ve heard of, you have a HUGE generational gap. Children are
being parented by their grandparents and/or great-grandparents. They’re being parented by people
too old and “traditional” to offer a practical model for how to deal with the challenges and pressures
of the new society that these same children will have to live in. And these children see their own
parents avoiding them and the traditional communal responsibility in order to pursue personal
gratification.
So what can they do? What are these left-behind kids supposed to make of their lives? Especially
these young men, who are in a position that they’re “traditionally” supposed to begin working and
contributing to the rest of the family? And then the rest of the family often forgets to contribute to
them when they’re jobless, an all-too-common situation in today’s South African economy.
My friend Nkosinathi is a good kid, smart too. In America, you’d say “he’s got a bright future ahead
of him!” But in rural South Africa, where he sees only a privileged few (now privileged more by
money than by race) attain that future, it’s easy to grow despondent and try not to think about it.
But as a smart kid, Nkosinathi can’t help but think about his future, about making something of
himself. His dream is to learn about computers and get a job working with them, in any capacity.
So, when Nkosinathi realized that word of his chicken-stealing had gotten out to his family, when his
grandmother threatened to tell his uncle, he really started to panic. The tears were really streaming
down his cheeks. Nkosinathi’s uncle, like me, has been trying to help find scholarship and workstudy applications for him. So Nkosinathi was worried that his uncle’s punishment to him would be
to no longer help him apply for these scholarships and internships. And trust me, there’s NO way
for Nkosinathi, stuck as he is in a rural South African village, to find these things on his own. He
was afraid his whole possibility of a future was being shot down right in front of him.
So, while we were trying to grapple with the idea that one of our chickens, an animal that Lora had
come to affectionately consider as a pet, had been stolen and eaten by the one guy in the village we
trusted most; that same guy’s mind was racing with how one ill-considered mistake cost him his
life’s dreams. I asked him why he didn’t buy food with the money we pay him for tutoring (which
isn’t much, but is all that Peace Corps allows us to offer), and he said he often buys treats for his
brothers living with him (those he’s responsible for) so that they’ll have a snack after school. He said
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he’d tutor us for free for a year, for two years, four times a week (twice what it is now), anything, just
tell him what to do to make up for it so long as his uncle doesn’t find out.
I didn’t know what to do. Clearly we had different thoughts going through our heads. I told him
we’d think about it that night and talk with him after church the next day. He said he probably
wouldn’t be there, he’d have to run away now. He said he might even commit suicide, he’s been so
depressed, he has no job, no future ahead of him. He was obviously distraught.
So I said whatever I could to convince him to stick around long enough to have a talk with us the
next day. We even asked his grandmother not to tell his uncle, but she said there was no getting out
of it for him. Thankfully, Nkosinathi said he’d stay long enough to talk to us the following afternoon.
We all walked off in separate directions, with lots of different emotions.
We really didn’t know what to do. I mean, we’re beginning to understand the kind of social pressure
and dysfunction that the young people here are living with. But Nkosinathi also stole our chicken
when we trusted him, when we’ve fed him freely on plenty of occasions. I don’t think there was any
real excuse, cultural or otherwise, for him to take and eat another person’s chicken without their
permission. Other members of his family have confirmed this. If he took our chicken, what else
might he take? We went to bed without any clear decisions on the matter.
Well, the next morning, we decided to take an altogether different approach than we’d been
previously considering, than anything we’d ever done before. Jesus said in Luke 6:29, “If anyone
strikes you on the cheek, offer the other also; and from anyone who takes away your coat do not
withhold even your shirt.”
At the end of ourselves with what to do, we decided to do that: to give him the other chicken also.
Not ask for any repayment, not ask for any work done on our behalf to make up for it, continue to
pay him as usual for tutoring sessions, continue to invite him over for dinner, and let him know the
other chicken was his to eat at any time he wanted it.
It was definitely a tough decision. More for Lora than for me… she’s really grown attached to those
chickens, even though they haven’t produced nearly as many eggs as we’d have liked. But honestly,
it seemed to be the right decision. It was our first chance to make a choice like that and we decided
to try it out.
So, Nkosinathi came over that afternoon, definitely more composed than the previous night and we
talked about it. When we got around to telling him our decision, he was pretty surprised,
“embarrassed”, as he put it, saying that nothing like that’s ever happened to him before. Later that
evening, he ate the other chicken.
And that was pretty much that. We haven’t seen any miracle take place. We don’t know that he
won’t steal from us again. But, he’s putting more work into preparing for our tutoring sessions. And
although he hasn’t started coming by again with the usual frequency that he used to, he still borrows
books from me and we still invite him in for dinner. He’s a pretty good kid, and rather than cripple
him with a weight of guilt and shame from one mistake, we opted to restore him with grace. And it’s
a lot more comfortable for us to resume our friendship with him that way, too.
What else may come of our decision about “if a man takes away your chicken, give him the other
also”, well, I don’t know. That’s between Nkosinathi and God. We just hope we’ve given him
something easy to work with. It’s definitely the kind of grace God shows us on a regular basis.
As for Nkosinathi’s uncle, he did find out. As far as I know, he still hasn’t talked to Nkosinathi about
it yet. He agreed that he definitely wasn’t going to take away his help and support in scholarship
and internship applications. He said if Nkosinathi doesn’t make something of himself, that’s also
shame for him as his uncle, but that if he does well, that’s also good for him as his uncle. It’s that
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“traditionall” concept of commun
nal responssibility agaiin. Which side Nkosiinathi will take
t
in thiss
culture cha
ange, I don’’t know. Hopefully hee’ll get one of these sch
holarships ssoon and will
w have thee
opportunityy to make of
o himself an
nything he chooses.
c
(First writteen by Adam
m Willard, March
M
2, 2009)

My friend Nko
osinathi
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We started
d the race, a bit early,, but with high expecctations. Th
here were probably tw
wo or threee
thousand people
p
theree running th
he maratho
on. We all had our tem
mporary liccenses safetty-pinned to
o
our backs (yes,
(
in Sou
uth Africa, you
y need an
n official liccense to run
n a race). W
We’d been training forr
over a mon
nth, maybe not
n enough
h, but with a lot of efforrt. We started high in the mounta
ains, ran up
p
a few hills, and spent most
m
the tim
me running
g down. Wh
hen we finisshed the racce, almost 22
2 km laterr,
we were strruggling, lim
mping, and sore all oveer. We finish
hed, but barely.
For over a month before thee
F
L
Longtom
M
Marathon wee ran to and
d
f
from
one of the schools
s
wee
w
worked
at. It was onlly about 5-6
6
k
km
away, but we ran with
h
on (carrrying ourr
b
backpacks
c
change
of cclothes and
d things wee
n
needed
for work). So, we thought
t
that
would
d make it significantly
s
y
e
easier
to run the real thing
g,
w
without
bacckpacks.
IIn a way it w
was true. The
T first 5-6
6
k of the marathon breezed
km
b
byy.
W weren’tt at the fro
We
ont, but wee
c
certainly
w
weren’t at th
he back and
d
t
things
weree going sm
moothly and
d
t
the
surroun
ndings werre beautifull.
E
Every
coup
ple of kilom
meters, theree
w
were
stands with peo
ople passing
g
out bags off water and
d cups of powerade
p
an
nd little en
nergy-provid
ding snackss. It was a really nicee
atmospheree. It was allmost hard to believe when
w
we reealized we’d
d already ru
un 9 km – itt seemed so
o
quick.
he 12 km ma
ark we startted having some serious problem
ms. I’d been
n feeling thee
But sometime after th
small rock
ks from thee paved roa
ad through
h the soles of my sho
oes for a w
while, with
h increasing
g
sensitivity. Lora’s musscles were starting
s
to stiffen
s
quitee a bit, so wee stopped fo
or a quick stretch.
s
As I
was shifting
g my balancce on my feeet, I realizeed that I had some veryy large liquid-filled blisters on thee
bottom fron
nt halves off both my feeet. I was also
a
chafing
g a bit on th
he inside of my leg. We
W were both
h
only a littlee sensitive at
a this pointt, so we weren’t overly concerned,
c
but we had
d a bit less th
han half thee
race still to go, so we weren’t
w
suree how our pa
ain would progress.
p
It progressed fast. Th
he chafing got worse, I could barrely put weeight on thee front of my
m feet, and
d
ued to stiffeen. Her rig
ght leg was having
h
trou
uble bendin
ng – a big trrouble when
n
Lora’s muscles continu
you’re in a marathon. By the time we got to the 5 km (rremaining) mark, we d
decided to sttop running
g
altogether and
a walk th
he rest of th
he way. Sin
nce we ran 5-6
5 km everry time to sschool, we thought
t
that
only 5 km left should go
g by fast. But
B it didn’tt.
There was no 4 km mark
m
and we
w realized how
h
much of a differeence those marks mad
de when wee
desperatelyy needed motivation.
m
I found a fu
unny way to walk thatt didn’t put too much pressure
p
on
n
the front off my feet orr cause too much contact where I was chafin
ng. And Lo
ora was doin
ng a bit of a
robot walk to avoid th
he sharp pa
ains when her
h leg woulld bend. We
W must havve been a pretty
p
funnyy
looking paiir, and we did
d receive a few comments along the
t way.
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Overall, wee had to slow
w our pace a LOT. Myy stopwatch
h had someehow stoppeed at some point that I
didn’t noticce, so I had no idea how much tim
me we had left to makee it before th
he cut-off. It definitelyy
didn’t seem
m like it coulld be much..
To top it all off, the last 3-4 km brought uss out of thee mountain
ns and into a busy tow
wn, with carr
nd not much
h worth loo
oking at – no
n positive distractions
d
s from our pain.
p
Eitherr
exhaust eveerywhere an
we didn’t notice
n
the km
k markers towards th
he end or th
hey simply weren’t theere. But those last few
w
kilometers kept stretch
hing on and
d on and on. Both of uss were abou
ut as sore ass we could’v
ve imagined
d,
hurting in ways
w
we’d never
n
known
n. The finissh line was nowhere
n
in sight, even
n when we knew
k
we had
d
to be gettin
ng close. I seriously
s
tho
ought abou
ut giving up,, but I thought more ab
bout how I’d like to get
a wheelchair and simp
ply push myyself across the
t finish liine.
W saw somee people wh
ho’d alreadyy finished, cheering
c
us on near thee end. Then
n
But we presssed on. We
we saw it: a big sportss field, with
h a big bluee arch that said “Finish
h Line.” I ttalked to Lo
ora, and wee
decided, lim
mping and in
i pain or not, we weree going to reesume running and run
n across thee finish line.
So, we starrted jogging
g again about 50 yardss from the arch, but ass we got clo
oser we rea
alized it wass
more of a mirage.
m
Thee real finish line was stiill another 100
1 yards or
o so away. But we kept going, and
d
as we got cllose to thatt one, we sa
aw the big clock
c
next to
o it: 3 hourss and 16 miinutes. We still had 45
5
minutes beefore the cut-off tim
me. We’d
finished, an
nd we’d fin
nished with
h plenty of
time to spare.
As soon as we passed the line, peeople were
standing there
t
to put
p
bronze medals
around ourr necks. We
W limped over
o
to the
last water station to quench ou
ur thirsts.
Professiona
al leg ma
assages weere freely
available fo
or anyone who
w finished
d the race.
We found
d some other
o
Peacce Corps
Volunteers who’d allready finished and
plopped on
nto the ground next to them,
ready for rest. I to
ook off myy shoes to
relieve myy blisters and
a
didn’t put them
back on forr a few hourrs.
It was the hardest ph
hysical thing
g either of
us have evver done, bu
ut we did it,
i and we
finished. Though
T
we prepared for
f it, we really
r
didn’tt prepare adequately.
a
There wa
asn’t a great
selection of shoes in our nearbyy town and
d we didn’t have a lott of spare m
money as Peace
P
Corpss
Volunteers,, so we setttled on buyying some ru
unning sho
oes that costt about $5 and $8 eacch. It was a
bad decisio
on.
After I took
k my shoess off, I look
ked at the bottoms
b
and
d saw that a few chun
nks here and
d there had
d
fallen off an
nd other pa
arts were wo
orn down seeveral layerrs. I pushed
d in on the middle to see
s how stifff
they’d be and
a
they ben
nt in easilyy, as thin ass a plastic water
w
bottlee. The masseuse cond
descendinglyy
told Lora th
hat her infla
amed leg muscles
m
weree a result off bad suppo
ort in her sh
hoes. Thosee shoes weree
definitely a bad decisio
on.
Being our first
f
big racee, I also did
dn’t realize how
h
importtant athleticc shorts wo
ould be, and
d my regularr
canvas shorts were th
he cause of a lot of myy pain. Fiv
ve to six kilo
ometers a ffew times a week weree
h the first 10
1 km of th
he race, butt not enoug
gh to see uss
apparently enough to easily get us through
smoothly th
hrough the whole thing
g. We had trained
t
and prepared, but
b we hadn
n’t prepared
d well.
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But the racce was still a success. We
W finished
d, and with time
t
to sparre, and we w
won a couple of bronzee
medals. We
W personallly raised oveer $800 forr the scholarship and Peace
P
Corpss as a wholee raised overr
$14,000 for the schola
arship this year.
y
That’’ll allow ano
other deservving child ffrom rural South
S
Africa
a
to receive a quality edu
ucation at one
o of the hiighest-rank
ked private schools
s
in th
he country.
mething too: the impo
ortance of preparation
n, and mayybe even more
m
so, of
And we leearned som
perseverance. There were somee things wee didn’t do right that we should have donee better; wee
especially should’ve
s
g
gotten
betteer quality shoes.
s
Butt other thin
ngs, like bu
uying athlettic shorts, I
simply had
d no idea an
nd nobody had
h recomm
mended it. It
I was our first
f
time ru
unning a ma
arathon and
d
we gave it our
o best sho
ot. We persevered and we finished
d.
As we strug
ggled towarrds the end of that racee, I was rem
minded seveeral times off a few impo
ortant Biblee
verses. Phiilippians 3:113-14 says, “…but this one thing I do: forgettiing what liees behind an
nd straining
g
forward to what lies ahead,
a
I preess on towa
ard the goall for the prrize of the h
heavenly ca
all of God in
n
Christ Jesu
us.”
The authorr of Hebrew
ws says in 12:1-2,
1
“Theerefore, sincce we are surrounded
s
by so great a cloud of
witnesses, let
l us also lay aside evvery weightt and the siin that clings so closelly, and let us
u run with
h
perseverance the race that is set before us looking to Jesus
J
the piioneer and perfecter of our faith.””
These versees encourag
ge us to pay attention not
n to the struggles, no matter how
w severe theey seem, but
to the finish
h line, the prize,
p
the pu
urpose of th
he race.
n that race for a few hours,
h
we struggle in ou
ur work, daaily. We’re deep into it
Just as we struggled in
unning, som
me recently launched, some still beginning,
b
and otherss just wordss
now, with projects ru
spoken herre and theree, waiting until
u
the com
mmunity orr the teacheers catch th
he vision an
nd decide to
o
run with it.
i
But att every sta
age we facce obstaclees: lack of concern, inadequatee resourcess,
communica
ation barrieers, absenteeeism, even the death of colleagues. Sometiimes we don
n’t properlyy
prepare forr each ventu
ure we set out
o on, for multiple reeasons, but most often
n just becau
use we don’t
know all th
he factors invvolved. It’ss still new to
o us.
But we thin
nk that the work we’ree doing is im
mportant. We
W believe it has the p
possibility of
o making a
significant and long-teerm difference in the lives
l
of tho
ose we work
k with and iin the comm
munity as a
whole. So we
w press on
n, we meet the obstaclees as they co
ome, and wee persevere..
s
dly different
very broad
And that’s life. We’re all workiing in different placess, towards sometimes
goals. Butt those of us
u who are Christians know thatt our work,, obstacles and all, is in just onee
direction: towards him,
h
the
author and
d perfecterr of our
faith, Jesus Christ. He’s run
the race before us,
u
he’s
finished, an
nd he’s cheeering us
on towardss the finish line.
l
And
when we geet there, wee can rest,
be reward
ded, and enjoy
e
the
prize of th
he heavenlyy call of
God in Chrrist Jesus. So, we’re
encouraged
d not to lo
ose heart,
the finish
h line isn
n’t much
further awa
ay.
(First writteen by Adam
m
Willard, Ap
pril 7, 2009))
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Following South
S
Africa
a’s fourth democratic
d
e
elections,
th
hey have a new
n leader ttoday: Jacob
b Zuma, thee
head of thee African National
N
Con
ngress (AN
NC). It hasn
n’t really su
urprised an
nyone that he
h won and
d
people havve been preedicting it for monthss, even witth upheavalls within th
he ANC an
nd with thee
blemish of multiple criminal charrges currenttly being pu
ursued again
nst Jacob Z
Zuma. But, as everyonee
expected, he
h still won
n and his pa
arty just ba
arely fell sho
ort of sweeping up tw
wo-thirds’ majority
m
votee
again. How
wever, to an
n outsider liike us Amerricans, a lott of the elecction and po
olitical systeem in South
h
Africa is sig
gnificantly different.
d
only have th
he option to
o
To start wiith, people o
vote for a party, not a person lik
ke we do in
n
America. Individualls have no real say in
n
who their party
p
choosses as its lea
ader. South
h
Africa’s deefinitely mo
ore of a repu
ublic than a
democracyy. This is aalso why So
outh Africa’ss
ruling party, the ANC
C, was ablee to “recall””
the formeer Presiden
nt (i.e. forcce him into
o
early resig
gnation) and replacee him with
h
Motlanthee, who wasn
n’t the Vice President
P
at
the time, simply a high-rankin
ng memberr
within thee ANC. T
The reason being, thee
people had
d voted forr ANC in the
t
nationa
al
elections four
f
years previous, so
s the ANC
C
had the riight to change the President anyy
time they wanted.
w
So,, when a South African
n votes on ellection day,, as they did
d
on Wednesdayy, they choo
ose a party to represen
nt them, not
a person.
p
Sou
uth African
ns make tw
wo votes: they have thee
option to choose
c
one party to reepresent them in the national
n
go
overnment, and one party for thee
provincial governmen
g
t (like our States). Bu
ut they hav
ve no option
n to choosee among can
ndidates forr
those posittions and th
hey know th
hat the currrent candid
date for a particular paarty can be replaced at
any time.
People in
n Thulamahashee were singing and
a
dancing with
w excitemen
nt on election day.
d

d
e
elections
go
o, South Affrica has an
n incrediblyy high perceentage of elligible-voterr
As far as democratic
turnout. This
T
year theey topped 80%,
8
signifiicantly morre than the percentagee of people who
w vote in
n
the U.S. Pa
art of the reeason is tha
at the majorrity of South
h African ciitizens are sstill very proud of theirr
recently-wo
on ability to
o vote. Untiil 1994, nea
arly 90% of South Africcans weren’tt allowed to
o vote in anyy
elections beecause of reestrictions placed
p
on th
hem by the Apartheid
A
g
government
t.
Now, fifteeen years la
ater, the majority of South
S
Africcans are sttill very pro
oud to “ex
xercise theirr
democraticc right to vo
ote”. The country
c
as a whole app
preciates th
his so much
h that schoo
ols are shut
down and many
m
businesses are closed, just to
o make suree people areen’t too pre--occupied to
o vote.
hat, many South
S
Africans are willling to wait in lines forr three or fo
our hours or more, just
On top of th
to get theirr vote in. In
n the nearbyy town of Thulamahas
T
she, the linee was aboutt one to two
o hours long
g
on average,, but in our village wheere voting was
w held at the
t schools,, the line ussually wasn’’t more than
n
fifteen or th
hirty minutes. Everyw
where I wentt people weere asking me
m if I was g
going to votte and when
n
I told them
m I couldn’t, they tried to
t convince me to find a way to votte anyway.
Overall, So
outh Africa
a has moree than tweenty compeeting politiical partiess, every on
ne of them
m
represented
d on the na
ational ballo
ot and moree than half of
o them rep
presented on the provincial ballott.
Most partiees are led by
b the majo
ority popula
ation, black South Africans, and m
most of theiir platformss

30

are about the same with minor variations, sometimes running along tribal lines. But they also have
parties specifically representing South Africa’s significant Indian population, Muslims, mixed racial
groups, and even parties that want a return to Apartheid-era ways (though of course they never gain
much vote anymore).
So, leading up to the elections, campaigning was in full swing. ANC has ruled South African politics
since 1994, but they always campaign hard anyway. Unfortunately this year, violent clashes between
political parties arose again reminiscent of 1994, but it was mostly isolated to a province south of
ours – Kwa-Zulu Natal. A few people were killed on both sides, but the incidents were supposedly
not coordinated.
In our small village, there were weekly rallies for the ANC right in front of our house. They
resembled parades that marched around the streets with people singing, dancing, and shouting
slogans. Oftentimes the majority of the attendants were actually transported in from surrounding
areas but it helped give ANC a show of strength. (That also happens to be one of their slogans:
“Amandla!” – “Power/Strength!”) The rallies would last two to three hours and then disperse.
During the week right before the elections they held several rallies and the night before they had a
big tent meeting with someone preaching late into the night about the merits of the ANC.
Not all ANC campaigning was honest though: apparently many ANC representatives told lots of
villagers who were receiving welfare grants that if they didn’t vote for the ANC they’d no longer
receive their welfare grants. We also saw ANC party representatives taking the opportunity of the
preaching pulpits at funerals to encourage everyone to vote for the ANC.
Also, South Africa’s biggest labor unions, including the Teachers’ Union, openly endorse the ANC.
The South African Teachers’ Union (SADTU) publishes a frequent and free newspaper for educators
and the most recent headliner was “Why You Should Vote for the ANC”. Even the comic inside
wasn’t funny at all, but was just a story about people voting for the ANC.
There were a few posters for other political parties hanging around in the village, but none of them
were well represented like the ANC. Most people say the main reason they all vote for ANC is that
they’re committed to them as the “liberation party” that freed them from Apartheid. There is a lot of
truth to that, but a few people are beginning to be disillusioned with the ANC’s past failed promises
and I heard many people saying they weren’t sure if they’d still vote for them this year.
However, few of the people I spoke to said they were worried about the possibility of Jacob Zuma
being found guilty of the multiple criminal charges against him. The idea of a South African
President who’s also a criminal doesn’t seem to bother them. Maybe it’s just because the majority of
the “liberation party’s” representatives in the past were at one point or another put in jail for defying
Apartheid. Some, like Nelson Mandela, were in prison for decades before being released and
resuming activity as politicians.
As I said, a person’s right and ability to vote is still held very dear in South Africa. For the two days
preceding the official election day, “special votes” were taken. These were from old and disabled
people and anyone who registered saying the long lines of the official election day were too difficult
for them to bear. And for those unable to walk to the voting station, some of the election officials
actually went to their individual houses to help them vote.
Voting stations were in school classrooms and public government buildings. On the official election
day, people lined up from 6 am, even though the voting didn’t start until 7 am. The lines were
actually the longest early in the morning and died down in the middle of the day, only to get much
longer again close to the voting stations’ closing time at 9 pm. In some areas, voting lasted well
beyond midnight just because the lines were too long to close at 9 pm.
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Once insidee the voting
g station, a person’s
p
ID is first checcked to veriify their elig
gibility to vo
ote. Then, a
line is marked on theiir thumb with
w
a permanent mark
ker. That’s the primarry method to
t keep onee
m voting more than on
nce. It also doubles ass a replacem
ment for thee “I Voted!” stickers wee
person from
have in Am
merica, as many
m
peoplee showed me
m their marrked thumb
bs to displaay their prid
de in having
g
voted that day.
d
After that, a person reeceives two stamped ba
allots
and takes th
hem over to
o a folded-ccardboard voting
v
booth. Thee ballots theemselves ha
ad the nam
mes of
each partyy, the na
ame of th
he presideential
candidate for
f that parrty, a picturre of that pa
arty’s
logo, and a photo of that partty’s presideential
w mark an
n “X”
candidate. All a voter had to do was
in the box next
n
to theirr choice.
“
Agen
nts” were avvailable at every
e
Even still, “Party
voting stattion to help
p make su
ure anyone with
difficulties would ma
ake the rig
ght vote. The
“Party Ageents” actuallly were rep
presentativves of
the differeent partiess, and AN
NC had seeveral
representattives at eacch voting sttation. In smaller
s
Voting in our village
v
was held
d inside a schoo
ol classroom.
voting stattions, like our
o
village,, multiple parties
were repreesented by a single Pa
arty Agent. It’s prettty interestin
ng to me aas an Amerrican how a
representattive of a pollitical partyy is allowed to help peo
ople (who maybe
m
have vvision prob
blems) makee
the “right vote”.
v
Finallly, the voterr places his//her ballot in a cardboard “ballot box”.
As for partyy representtation that near
n
the votting station
n (and withiin it), there apparentlyy are certain
n
rules surrou
unding it siimilar to the USA. Thee major diffe
ference of co
ourse is thaat party reprresentativess
are allowed
d within thee voting sta
ation and are
a allowed to interactt with voterrs while theey’re voting
g.
But, their purpose iss supposed to be lim
mited and outside
o
the voting staation camp
paigners aree
supposed to
o maintain a certain diistance.
However, as
a I saw in Thulamaha
ashe, most ANC suppo
orters didn
n’t regard th
he rule too closely and
d
instead theere were AN
NC campaiign posters and t-shirts and sing
ging and daancing on their
t
behalf
surroundin
ng the voting station. And
A nearly every taxi or
o pick-up truck
t
that p
passed by th
he road wass
plastered with
w ANC po
osters, so I suppose
s
theere wasn’t much
m
that co
ould be don
ne about tha
at anyway.
Overall, thee main diffeerence I notticed about elections here
h
in South Africa, otther than ju
ust the smalll
details con
ncerning thee methods, was the high
h
level off pure excitement peo
ople had ab
bout voting
g.
Sure, lots of
o people wa
anted to ma
ake sure eveeryone else was voting
g for the AN
NC, but there were even
n
more peoplle who just wanted to make sure everyone else was voting. The siinging and the dancing
g
weren’t just part of th
he campaign
ning, it was also peoplee’s overflow
wing excitem
ment about taking part
in democra
acy. It makees me glad to
t have seen
n and experrienced it.
at with Zum
ma as Presid
dent of Soutth Africa, th
hings mightt not run as smoothly as
a they havee
It’s true tha
in the past.. And conssidering AN
NC’s high nu
umber of ad
dmittedly fa
ailed promises, that’s not
n saying a
lot. Noneth
heless, I thiink the average rural person
p
heree in South Africa
A
is mo
ore concern
ned with thee
simple abillity to votee than with
h the resultts of their voting. You
Y
may saay it’s typiccal of manyy
traditional Africans’ in
nability to lo
ook and pla
an ahead, bu
ut I’d ventu
ure to say itt’s better tha
an foresight
preventing someone frrom action as often ha
appens to us Westerneers when considering politics.
p
Forr
now we ca
an just hop
pe and prayy for furth
her democra
atic reform
ms in South
h Africa so that South
h
Africans’ lo
ove of democracy will be
b rewarded
d with good governancee and develo
opment!
(First writteen by Adam
m Willard, April
A
22, 200
09)
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Every school here hass a file foldeer labeled “Death
“
Rep
port.” At on
ne of our scchools it’s on
o the shelf
ave Registeer”, the file for keepin
ng track of teachers’ ab
bsences. At
A the otherr
right next to the “Lea
school, I’vee only ever seen
s
it on th
he principall’s desk, ready to be useed.
pal’s desk iss probably a good placce for it: av
vailable for easy accesss. Deaths here
h
happen
n
The princip
often enoug
gh that therre’s not mu
uch good rea
ason to put the folder back
b
on thee shelf. Rig
ght when wee
first arrived
d, one of the school’s general
g
work
kers had died and it was
w the first funeral we attended in
n
our village.
udent died along
a
with her cousin when a wall they weree
Not long affter, a gradee R (Kinderrgarten) stu
playing nea
ar collapsed
d on them. A few mon
nths ago, th
he second grrade teacheer at one of our schoolss
died from some
s
type of
o abdomina
al illness. A few weeks ago, a grad
de 3 studentt died from a persistent
sickness. And
A it’s a sm
mall school in
i a small viillage.
Almost
A
everry Saturdayy there’s a funeral in
n
our
o
village.. Sometim
mes it’s ollder peoplee
who’ve
w
lived
d their livess, but just as often it’ss
young
y
men and women
n or even children.
c
In
n
less than a year
y
we’ve aalready beeen to severa
al
times
t
more funerals heere than the combined
d
number
n
of all the funeerals eitherr of us havee
been
b
to in
n our entiire lives in
n America
a.
Almost
A
eveery week, at least one
o
of ourr
teachers
t
has a few dayys off for bereavement
b
t
leave for thee funeral prreparationss of a familyy
member.
m
Usually
U
the most you h
hear about the
t cause of
someone’s
s
d
death
is thaat “they werre sick for a
while”.
w
Ma
aybe that’s why when
n I was sick
k
and
missed
sc
chool
earli
er
this
we
eek
all
the
e
Our villagee’s main cemetery.
teach
hers becam
me very con
ncerned and
d offered to
o
come by an
nd visit. You
Y
never hear
h
what someone’s sickness was
w though, and I’ve never
n
heard
d
anyone ask
k. Sometim
mes, as in thee case of ou
ur teacher th
hat died, yo
ou hear thatt they were “sick in thee
stomach” for
f a vaguee period off time, but that’s the most amou
unt of detaails we’ve heard
h
about
anyone’s deeath.
A
and AIDS-related
A
d illnesses are
a one of th
he leading ccauses of deeath around
d
Some people say that AIDS
ntire countryy, 20% of So
outh Africans have HIV
V or AIDS. That would
d
here. That may be true. As an en
be one out of every fivve people tha
at you know
w. It’s hard
d to compreh
hend and I personally rarely think
k
hat is, excep
pt at funera
als for a receently deceassed “sick” person.
about it. Th
Anyway, att funerals, they
t
always just keep it
i simple, “H
He/she wass sick.” No one ever ta
alks directlyy
about AIDS
S, though sometimes
s
people speculate geneerally aboutt how manyy people arround them
m
probably have it. Ourr province has a sligh
htly higher rate
r
than th
he nationall average: 30%
3
is what
they’ve reco
orded.
But sometiimes people die violen
ntly, especiially involv
ving cars an
nd trucks. Road safeety is rarelyy
considered here and I don’t know
w that I’ve evver seen a South
S
Africa
an wear a seatbelt. Th
hey certainlyy
should thou
ugh, with th
he reckless way nearlyy everyone drives
d
and the
t fact thaat most road
ds, paved orr
not, are fulll of potholees and blind
d corners. And
A full of pedestrians.
p
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People like to walk slo
owly in the middle of the
t road here, whetherr the road is busy or not.
n
Most of
the time th
he pedestriians jump out of trafffic’s way, but
b all too often reck
kless driverrs hit them
m,
sometimes killing enttire familiess or groupss of friendss as they walk
w
along the road. One of ourr
school’s tea
achers was driving herr truck and accidentallly killed a lady
l
walkin
ng along thee side of thee
road with her
h child.
A common form of tra
ansport is to
o fit 15 to 20
0 people standing in the back of a sstandard-siized pick-up
p
truck (calleed “bakkies”” here). On
ne time last December, two such ba
akkies collided head-on in a mistyy
mountain pass
p
near a local
l
town. Twenty to thirty peop
ple were killeed.
But people die in violeent crimes too, too oftten. Some people say that South Africa has the highest
crime rate in
i the world
d. It rarelyy affects ourr village lifee, but it doees come closse. Some high-ranking
h
g
police officcers in the nearest
n
disttrict died reecently in some
s
kind of
o shoot-ou
ut with each
h other. It’ss
often that you
y hear of a jealous lovver killing their
t
significant other and
a all theirr children to
oo.
olice officer pursuing a young susp
pected thieff in a classrroom in onee
A few montths ago there was a po
of the high schools in our
o district. The officeer had his gun out and told all thee children to
o stay low to
o
the ground
d. The unarrmed “thieff” jumped out a window
w and anotther nearby student sat up to look
k
j
just
as the policeman fired his gu
un, acciden
ntally shootiing the inno
ocent kid in
n the head, killing him
m
instantly ass his classm
mates watcheed.
There’s no shortage off tragedy heere. We useed to be surrprised each
h time we h
heard anoth
her shocking
g
story like th
his. It’s still unsettling
g, but we ca
an hardly still be surprised, week
k after week
k as we hearr
more “death reports”.
w
mostt surprising
g is the way people herre handle it.. Any of uss would thin
nk they’d bee
I suppose what’s
persistentlyy sad or mo
ournful, deepressed, an
nd crying often,
o
mayb
be some eveen hysterica
al. But I’vee
never seen someone like that. People
P
weree silent for a short tim
me when thee news of ou
ur teacher’ss
death sprea
ad througho
out the scho
ool. But lesss than fifteeen minutess later, theyy were calm
mly planning
g
their part in
n the memo
orial servicee and funerral arrangem
ments, as iff it were a reegular scho
ool function
n.
(And I guesss in some ways,
w
it wass.)
When the students died,
d
the scchool staff only
briefly mett and even added on a few sep
parate
points to th
he meeting. School wa
asn’t even ended
e
early that day
d (though
h it’s very frrequently ended
e
early for an
ny number of
o other reasons).
ponse
People here definitelyy have a diffferent resp
w of it
to death. Itt seems theey have a diffferent view
as well. Ou
utside of a few
f
speechees at the fun
neral,
I never rea
ally hear peo
ople talking
g of the reccently
deceased person,
p
thee way theyy would in
n the
States. Butt I hear a lo
ot of talking
g about the food
that was served, abou
ut the fam
mily members or
friends therre whom th
hey haven’t seen in a while;
w
I hear jovia
al greetings and not a liittle bit of la
aughter.

The older meen gathered to talk around a fire
f before a
funeral begins.

Rather than
n depressio
on, there acttually seem
ms to be a litttle bit of ex
xcitement leading up to
t a funerall.
Everyone’s going to bee there; it’lll be cause for
f a big ga
athering of those
t
still lliving. And
d I guess forr
people heree, that’s eno
ough.
They speak
k about it th
hat way too. There’s tw
wo main typ
pes of socia
al gathering
gs we’ve atteended heree:
funerals arre by far the most com
mmon, and occasionallly there aree weddings.. But one time a man
n
invited us to
t his 42nd birthday
b
pa
arty. The prroceedings were more or less the same as a funeral or a
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wedding (iit seems th
hey only ha
ave one sta
andard outline of even
nts for anyy social gath
hering, and
d
apparently that even includes biirthdays), but
b it was on
o a smalleer scale and
d had only a bit moree
laughter an
nd merrimen
nt included
d.
At one poin
nt, the man
n who’s birtthday it was made an interesting statement.. He said, “We should
d
come togeth
her more offten for hap
ppy reasons. Maybe Go
od sees us liiving separaately and th
hinks of how
w
he can causse us to com
me together and so he has
h to kill so
omeone so that
t
we’ll gaather for a funeral.
f
Wee
should meeet more ofteen for happyy reasons so
o we can hav
ve less funeerals.”
ks at the isssue, it seem
ms to be veryy nonchalan
ntly. One o
of our schoo
ol’s teacherss
However a person look
was encourraging me one day to kn
now where each of ourr teachers livved (only on
ne of them now lives in
n
our village,, the rest are
a in town or in otheer villages a ways awayy). I wasn
n’t exactly sure
s
why hee
thought I should
s
know
w where theey all lived until he saiid, “you nevver know, aany time wee could die.””
He wanted to be sure I knew wheere each tea
acher lived so that I wo
ouldn’t get llost on the day of theirr
funeral. Bu
ut there wassn’t anythin
ng sad in thee way he saiid it. It wass just a mattter of fact.
And that’s what
w
death
h is to the So
outh Africans we live among.
a
It’ss a matter o
of fact, a reg
gular part of
life. None of the third
d-grade stud
dent’s schoo
olmates seeemed particcularly sad tthat she dieed. But theyy
g
time while
w
singing
g a song tog
gether for her
h funeral. They had aalready pick
ked up theirr
enjoyed a good
culture’s va
alues: life is for the living, so whatt is death? It’s not worrth spendin
ng too much
h thought on
n
apparently;; rather enjo
oy the comp
pany of thosse around you.
y
oned earlierr, Lora and I have had a bit of a hard
h
time co
oming to terrms with th
his idea, and
d
As I mentio
with death so rampant around uss. But in so
ome of the time
t
I’ve sp
pent thinkin
ng about it, I can’t help
p
but think maybe
m
the Shangaan people
p
havve a healthier perspecttive on it th
han we do,, than most
people in th
he US.
Death is fin
nal, and it’ss unavoidab
ble. None of
o us can esccape it. An
nd we can raarely length
hen our own
n
lives by end
dlessly conttemplating the deceaseed. Do we really belieeve we owe them a certtain span of
time spentt in misery because of
o their dep
parture? Or
O is our tiime and th
heirs better spent fullyy
enjoying th
he company of those wee’re still with?
I don’t kno
ow. Those are
a all tough
h questionss and tough
h thoughts, ones I’ve had far moree frequentlyy
since being
g here. I’m sure
s
that th
he South Afrricans we liv
ve among would
w
be neaarly unable to live at alll
if they responded to deeath the way we as Am
mericans do.
And I’m sure there’s nothing
n
wron
ng with anyyone being sad
s at
the absencee of someon
ne they deep
ply loved. I have seen a few
South Africcans cry at funerals.
f
T
They’ve
been
n whisked off
o by
other familly memberss to mourn alone, and I’ve only seeen it
twice, but even
e
they ca
an be madee sad by the loss of som
meone
else. I thin
nk there’s qu
uite a bit th
hat’s natura
al about tha
at and
quite a bit that
t
some people
p
heree must be feeeling sometimes
that they simply keep under
u
the surface.
uestion of death
d
isn’t the end. We
W as
But thank God the qu
Christians have less reason
r
to be
b startled than any South
S
o matter how frequen
ntly any off us experiences
African, no
Wheether we choose to visibly mourn
death nearby.
m
someone’s absence orr not to mou
urn at all, we
w know it’s not
the end. As
A Psalms 30:5
3
says, “W
Weeping may
m linger fo
or the
night, but joy
j comes with
w
the mo
orning.” Neeither this world,
w
a loved onee’s death, nor
n even ou
ur own is th
he end of th
hings.
That’s just the
t nightfalll. But the dawn
d
is stilll coming.
(First writtten by Adam
m Willard, May
M 14, 200
09)

Everyone’s h
heading back to
o the family’s
house for a big meal after the funeral.
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I know theyy say, “You are what yo
ou eat.” Bu
ut if that sayying were trrue, I’d havee chicken leegs and feett,
the body of
o a locust, my brains would be made
m
out of
o mopani worms,
w
and
d my insidees would bee
composed of mushy mealie
m
pap and slimyy green leav
ves and vin
nes. Thank
kfully that saying isn’t
completely true and a person can
n eat some pretty
p
bizarrre things an
nd still rem
main at leastt reasonablyy
normal.
I’ve written
n a lot of seerious newsletters lateely, so I fig
gured this time
t
would be a little more lighthearted, bu
ut no less im
mportant to
o our daily lives and th
he lives of those
t
aroun
nd us. Let me tell you
u
about the fo
oods of Sou
uth Africa, well,
w
especia
ally the food
ds eaten in and
a around our village.
All food is usually
u
eateen with you
ur hands, an
nd it’s perfeectly accepta
able to use both handss. Howeverr,
most peoplle in the villlage were under
u
the false
f
assumption that all
a white peeople eat alll their food
d
with a fork
k and a kniife and thatt we consid
der it crudee if we see them touch
h their food
d with theirr
fingers. Th
hus, when we
w had a feew people ovver for a pa
asta dinner one night, we never were
w
able to
o
convince ou
ur guests th
hat they did
dn’t need to
o cut up their toast wiith a fork aand a knife,, even when
n
theyy saw us eat ours with our hands. Their
T
racia
al
assu
umptions are so deeply
d
ing
grained th
hat they’ree
som
metimes unchangeablee, and otherrwise they simply
s
need
d
a lo
ot of time to
o be convincced.
Firsst, no mea
al here is a meal w
without “vu
uswa”, also
o
varriously know
wn as “pap
p” or someetimes just “porridge””.
It’s a white creamy-loo
oking subsstance thatt resembless
mashed potato
oes but turn
ns out to bee a lot stiffeer than thatt.
m
it’s a small
s
round
d mountain that usuallyy
Forr a regular meal
tak
kes up aboutt 2/3 to 3/4
4 of the platte. It’s mad
de of a reallyy
fineely ground maize flou
ur (a ratheer tastelesss variety of
corrn), which iss also called
d “mealie m
meal”, and it’’s cooked byy
sim
mply boiling
g the mealie meal wiith water and
a
stirring
g
ofteen.

The white blob on the lefft is the “vuswaa”.

Wh
hen you eatt vuswa, you
u pull a chu
unk of it offf with yourr
fing
gers and dip
p it in the reest of the fo
ood. It’s a pretty
p
messyy
pro
ocess. It’s often too hot
h to tastee (and defin
nitely burnss
you
ur fingers), but when itt’s had the chance to cool
c
down a
bit it usually just tastess like a reaally bland and mostlyy
flavvorless starcch. Being mostly
m
flavo
orless, it’s not
n that bad
d,
butt can get nau
useating wh
hen you eat too much.

People eat vuswa witth pretty much
m
every meal and a slimier variety of it is often cooked forr
breakfast. To give you
u an idea off how often and how much
m
is consumed, peo
ople often purchase
p
thee
mealie mea
al in 70 kg bags (overr 150 lbs.) and cart it to their ho
ouses by w
wheelbarrow
w. Even thee
women wh
ho regularlyy carry 25 liter buckets of waterr on their heads
h
for m
miles have no hope of
similarly transporting that much mealie mea
al.
So vuswa iss always thee staple foo
od, but peop
ple also feell that they always
a
havee to eat som
mething elsee
with it. The “somethin
ng else” (“xiixevo”) usually takes th
he form of a “gravy”, an
nd if it’s a regular
r
mea
al
they only prepare
p
one gravy to go
o with it. But “gravy” is
i just the word
w
they usse to descriibe any kind
d
of slimy, sa
aucy, soupyy stuff, wheether it’s made
m
with meat,
m
beanss, tomatoess, it doesn’tt matter. A
pretty stand
dard gravy is
i made witth tomatoess, onions, beell peppers, and water. It’s not too
o bad reallyy,
but since th
hey rarely use spices it also comes off as bland
d, day after day after day.
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South Africca is a very carnivorouss country, so
s everyonee feels that they
t
should
d always eat some kind
d
of meat witth their vusswa. The thing
t
is, definitions off “meat” varry from plaace to placee and in myy
opinion, they use the term
t
very lo
oosely here. The regula
ar meat eateen with vusw
wa, especia
ally for thosee
on a tight budget
b
(mosst villagers) is chicken feet, heads,, and intestiines. Now, I wouldn’t particularlyy
call any of this meat, but since itt comes fro
om an anim
mal on land they consid
der it meat here and it
apparently satisfies th
heir craving
gs pretty weell. It’s alm
most alwayss cooked in the standa
ard gravy of
tomatoes, onions,
o
bell peppers, an
nd water.
You can bu
uy a pre-pacckaged frozeen bag of ju
ust these parrts, but peo
ople eat them
m whether they
t
bought
them frozeen or killed
d the chickeen themselvves. As for the chick
ken feet, yo
ou don’t jusst chew thee
rubbery skiin off the bo
ones, like you
y might ex
xpect. You’re supposeed to pull th
he claws offf the toes, to
o
discard, and then crussh the boness and skin and
a everyth
hing togetheer in your teeeth, and th
hen swallow
w.
out like wha
at you’d exp
pect… not much,
m
but fa
airly unappeetizing in th
hought and texture.
It tastes abo
However, everyone
e
heere really beelieves that eating thesse chicken parts
p
are m
much superiior to eating
g
any combin
nation of veegetables allone. Often
n, when peeople find out
o we’ve haad a meal without
w
anyy
meat, they say, “but aren’t
a
you still
s
hungryy?”, or simp
ply, “but wh
hat about th
he meat?” And this iss
from the sa
ame people eating the chicken
c
feett, intestines, and headss.
It was form
merly my beelief that peeople ate th
hese chicken
n parts just because th
hey’re cheap
per than thee
more “legittimate” partts, which arre also readiily availablee for purcha
ase. Howevver, at speciial functionss
where theyy serve the best
b
food, th
here’s also often
o
a heallthy mix of feet
f
and inttestines and
d everything
g
else thrown
n in with ch
hicken brea
asts and chicken legs, etc.
e
I’ve even seen thee most hono
ored guestss,
whether thee chief of th
he village orr the head of
o an
organizatio
on or whateever, specifiically selectt the
feet and inttestines along with chiicken wings and
breasts and everythin
ng else. I’ve
I
seen other
o
people seleect only feeet and inttestines ou
ut of
bowls with everything
g available. So, regard
dless
of how mu
uch I dislik
ke those pa
articular “m
meat”
choices, many
m
peoplee legitimateely enjoy them
t
here.
However, the
t “xixevo””, or side diish, varies from
f
season to season.
s
Meeat (in any form)
f
is alw
ways
the prefereence. Therre’s one seeason in which
w
dried mop
pani worm
ms are rea
adily availa
able.
They’re not really worms, more
m
like fat
hes long an
nd they actu
ually
caterpillarss a few inch
become verry pretty bu
utterflies when
w
alloweed to
survive. Bu
ut that doessn’t happen
n much; mopani
worms are intensely en
njoyed by nearly
n
everyo
one here.

Mopani worms fresh‐ccaught from a trree at school.

Mopani wo
orms are usu
ually boiled
d for a whilee first (sincce they’re ussually dried
d when purcchased) and
d
then cookeed in the sta
andard gravvy. They don’t
d
taste as
a bad as you
y might eexpect when
n looking at
them, but they
t
don’t taste
t
that go
ood either. In my opiinion, they have a veryy earthy flav
vor, kind of
like dirt, no
o matter wh
hat gravy theey’re cooked
d in. And th
hey’re alwayys very chew
wy too, (Lorra describess
it as “pricklly”) so that each worm
m could requ
uire up to a minute
m
of chewing.
c
Th
hat leaves you plenty of
time to thin
nk about wh
hat’s in you
ur mouth an
nd plenty off time to begin feeling nauseous ju
ust thinking
g
about it. Bu
ut all in all the
t taste isn
n’t really ba
ad, just not good.
g
here’s aboutt two month
hs out of thee year when
n
Another intteresting seeasonal “meeat” is fried locusts. Th
there’s liteerally hund
dreds of loccusts in evveryone’s yard
y
every night and so people go around
d
collecting them
t
to be eaten. Sincce we obvio
ously don’t know
k
the art
a of locustt catching and cooking
g,
some enterrprising neig
ghbors send
d their kids over from time
t
to timee to harvest them in ou
ur yard.
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It turns out that after people catch the locusts, they pull of their wings and legs so that it’s mainly
just their body that’s being eaten. Then they fry them in oil until they’re a bit crispy. And once
again, they’re eaten with vuswa, the staple food. I had some of these fried locusts and they honestly
weren’t bad at all… reminded me quite a bit of over-barbecued chicken. I wouldn’t mind eating
them again sometime, but I still don’t think I’ll be going around harvesting them and cooking them
myself.
A few other interesting meat choices are termites and these strange, huge, winged ant-things that
come out for just a few days of the year and leave their thousands of wings all over our porch. I
haven’t eaten either of these, yet, so I can’t tell you much about them.
One more interesting meat fact: fish isn’t really considered a meat. A lot of people seem to like
eating fish from time to time, but I guess because it comes from the water it’s not considered meat.
But as I said, the “xixevo” (side dish) is usually seasonal. So during other parts of the year,
especially the middle and end of summer, “miroho” is often eaten. “Miroho” is any kind of leafy
green vegetable and everyone seems to have their own particular favorite.
Because miroho includes any kind of leafy green vegetable, some comes from regular leafy plants
like we’re used to such as cabbage and “spinach” (which is actually a type of chard), some comes
from what looks like weeds that grow wild in people’s yards and in the bush around the village, some
comes from vines that grow on fences, and some comes from leaf stalks of much bushier plants.
Though miroho is usually a substitute for meat when eaten at a regular meal, most people seem to
enjoy it enough that we don’t hear the common complaints about lack of meat. All miroho is boiled
and peanuts are often cooked into it, and less often, onions, tomatoes and/or chili peppers.
The two main crops that people grow, and only during the summer when there’s enough rain, is
maize and peanuts. The maize is basically just corn but with harder kernels and not nearly as sweet.
The “peanuts” apparently aren’t actually peanuts, but some kind of ground nut that’s mostly like a
peanut. So, around the end of summer when it’s time to harvest these, they roast or boil the maize
and they boil the peanuts and snack on them throughout the day. Sometimes, if they snack enough,
they skip their regular meals and only eat a little vuswa during mealtimes to supplement their
snacking.
And sometimes people eat beans with their vuswa. I don’t think it’s so much seasonal as it is the
cheapest food option people have. It’s what they almost always feed the kids at school since it’s so
cheap, while the teachers eat chicken feet, etc. When a family eats beans for dinner is when you hear
the most complaints about lack of meat.
The only beans anyone really eats much are called “red speckled sugar beans”; they seem mostly like
pinto beans to me. Usually they boil them for a long time with onions, green pepper, potatoes, and
sometimes carrots. They also use quite a bit of cumin for seasoning them. In my opinion, it’s one of
the best xixevo’s that they have, with a rich smoky flavor, but I guess most people here would rather
gnaw on chicken feet most days so that they can get their share of “meat”.
But those are all the options for regular day-to-day meals: a HUGE portion of vuswa (the mealie
pap), with a small portion of xixevo (side dish) – usually meat in a gravy sauce. Kids will often snack
in between meals on any fruit they can find. There’s quite a variety of wild fruit, home-grown fruit,
and store-bought fruit: anything from mangos, guava, oranges and apples to wild berries, grapes,
plums, and “black monkey oranges” (a pulpy fruit that grows wild – nothing like an actual orange).
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Special occcasions likee funerals, weddings, organizatio
onal eventss,
etc. call for special selections of food.
f
For larger specia
al occasionss
like funera
als and wed
ddings, peop
ple start coo
oking the night
n
beforee.
They havee HUGE po
ots, usuallyy about 3-4
4 feet tall, for cooking
g
vuswa in and there’ss never anyy shortage of that. There’s
T
also
o
usually a significant
s
amount
a
of stteamed ricee available.
Though most
m
people prefer vusw
wa, rice is cconsidered a starch forr
special occcasions an
nd so mostt people w
will also ha
ave a smalll
portion of rice in add
dition to theeir vuswa. I think mayybe they feeel
slightly hiigher-class to be eatin
ng rice, tho
ough if theere were no
o
vuswa pressent, most people
p
woulld be grumb
bling.

A boyy climbing a treee to get some in
ndigenous
jackal‐berry fruit, a favorite
f
for man
ny people.

The meat selection
s
is usually veryy large and plentiful: battered
b
and
d
oil-fried ch
hicken (inclluding all pa
arts), boiled
d chicken in
n gravy, and
d
boiled beef in gravy. Cows are almost
a
alwaays slaughtered for big
g
occasions, so there’s usually
u
plen
nty of that to
o go around
d.

The occasiion and a person’s
p
rela
ation to thee principle members
m
of
the special occasion often
o
affectss what porttion of the cow a persson eats. F
For examplle, a bride’ss
uncles sharre the head
d of the co
ow, with th
he brain beiing one of the most ccoveted portions. Wee
participated
d in eating the head on
ne time. I don’t
d
know if
i we also had
h some off the brain or
o not, but it
was honesttly pretty grross overalll: bony, fattty, and grea
asy, and I don’t
d
think they did a good job of
removing th
he hair from
m it first.
In addition
n to starches and meatt, special occcasions alm
most alwayss have boileed cabbage, the regularr
tomato gra
avy by itseelf, boiled beets, and
d “pumpkin” (any kiind of mashed orang
ge squash)).
Depending on the tim
me of the yea
ar, there ma
ay also be one
o or two miroho’s.
m
S
Since most people onlyy
ever have one
o xixevo to
t eat at reg
gular mealss, they usua
ally eat a lo
ot of everyth
hing during
g the specia
al
occasions.
A lot of peeople show
w up just fo
or the food
d, and whoever’s hostting the speecial occasiion has thee
responsibillity of feedin
ng anyone who
w shows up, even pa
ackaging fo
ood for peop
ple to take away
a
if theyy
say they do
on’t have tim
me to rema
ain and eat it. So, most people don’t
d
serve tthe food un
ntil after thee
occasion iss over, to avoid
a
peoplle eating and leaving before thee occasion has even begun.
b
Forr
possibly thee same reasson, most people
p
show
w up late, no
ot wanting to
t remain fo
or the full meeting,
m
but
wanting to get there in
n time for th
he food.
Since the food
f
is trea
ated as the most impo
ortant partt (or even the
t
only im
mportant pa
art?) of anyy
occasion, itt’s often the only way our schoolls get the kids’
k
parentts to particiipate in anyything – byy
feeding theem the food
d the kids would
w
norma
ally get for lunch that day. So on
n those dayss, which aree
few, the kid
ds often don
n’t get lunch
h.
d
here where
w
we liive. The tru
uth is that most peoplle don’t drin
nk anything
g
There’s nott a regular drink
while they’’re eating and
a
don’t drrink much in general,, but throug
ghout the d
day they’ll drink
d
waterr
from time to
t time. If it’s a semi--special occcasion, theyy’ll buy “cold
d drinks” (tthe title for any type of
soft drink here)
h
to share.
But on the very specia
al occasionss, they’ll breew what’s called “mqom
mboti” – a fermented drink madee
out of mea
alie meal, water,
w
and “brewer’s yeeast.” Sometimes theyy only brew
w it for a few days, butt
supposedlyy the best sttuff is breweed for a week. During
g the occasio
on, they’ll ffill up jugs (often
(
madee
out of gourrds) with thee mqombotti and pass it
i around fo
or each persson to drink
k some. It’ss really sourr
and really strong
s
– nott very good overall.
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January an
nd Februaryy is ripe marrula season – a kind off small yello
ow fruit thaat grows on some of thee
largest treees around. It has a sliightly sour, slightly cittrusy flavorr and is squ
ueezed to make
m
marula
a
j
juice.
Then
n the juice is
i allowed to
t naturallyy ferment fo
or a few dayys to make a strong “m
marula beer””
and it’s gen
nerously sha
ared with an
nyone aroun
nd, special occasion orr not. It’s acctually prettty good, but
still very so
our.
Legend hass it that elep
phants, who
o are known
n to be fond
d of marulass, would sto
ockpile a lott of the fruit
and let it naturally
n
feerment on its own, th
hen eat it
and go on drunken ra
ampages kn
nocking dow
wn trees,
ouses, etc. However,
H
itt seems thee truth is
peoples’ ho
that elepha
ants, who are fond of
o marulass, would
smell the feermenting marula
m
in pots behind peoples’
houses, com
mpletely drrink it all, get
g very dru
unk, and
then go on drunken ra
ampages kn
nocking dow
wn trees,
trampling peoples’ ho
ouses, etc. So, the ellephants
n to get drunk,
d
but it does
apparently don’t plan
actually hap
ppen and itt’s quite a da
angerous sittuation.
One time while we were visitting my frriend in
d
Chrristmas breeak, they say an
Pretoria during
elephant broke throu
ugh the Kru
uger Nation
nal Park
fence and was
w causing
g trouble in our village. So the
villagers co
ontacted th
he park ran
ngers to com
me take
the elephant out of there.
t
However, beccause an
elephant iss so heavyy and diffiicult to mo
ove and
because th
hey’re overp
populating Kruger rig
ght now
anyway, th
he rangers just
j
shot and
a
killed it
i in the
village and
d let everyyone take what
w
they wanted.
They say th
here was en
nough meatt from it th
hat every
family in the
t
whole village (som
me 2000 or
o more
people) had
d a feast tha
at night.
But that’s basically itt for food in
i South Africa,
A
well, our
Lorra standing with the massive 80kg
8
bags of
portion of South Africa anyway.. Though it
i turns ou
ut we
mielie meal sold at the village store. Most
don’t appreeciate the flavor
f
/ tex
xture of a lo
ot of the sttaple
fam
milies eat one o
of these bags evvery month!
foods, we’’ve definiteely had our
o
share of interessting
experiencess with the fo
ood here an
nd have foun
nd a few tha
at we really enjoy.
nterested, here’s
h
a sho
ort list of other
o
meatss I’ve eaten
n since I’vee been heree, those not
If you’re in
included in
n the abovee descriptio
ons: impala
a, crocodile,, kudu, Afrrican water buffalo, hiippo, zebra
a,
springbok, blesbok, warthog,
w
ela
and, gemsb
bok, and wiildebeest. As
A I said, South Africca is a veryy
carnivorouss country and
a nearly everything
e
i eaten! Th
is
hey say tha
at giraffe is actually verry tasty and
d
we hear tha
at guinea fo
owl is delicio
ous. We’ll surely
s
have a few moree interesting
g food experriences heree
before we leeave.
(First writteen by Adam
m Willard, June 20, 200
09)
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We’ve been in South Africa now for just over a year. It’s crazy how time flies! I can still vividly recall
our goodbyes at home, our initial training, our various expectations for what South Africa would be
like, all our ideas of what we might do here. Our perspective has definitely changed in most of those
regards, but it’s hard to believe we’ve really been working here for more than a year already.
It’s funny because there’s not a lot that we can say we’ve “accomplished” already – that’s one of the
things that makes the one year mark seem unbelievable. But in some ways you may say time flows
differently here. What may take 10 minutes in the US may take 1 hour here. Or what may normally
be accomplished in a week there may take several months here. And what may take a year in
America, well, that may not even happen within someone’s lifetime in South Africa. But whether or
not time really flows differently here, I can tell you that certainly it’s perceived differently.
More loosely, you might say. Everyone here is very well aware of time, they have words in their
language for referring to it and they understand you when you talk about it. But maybe they don’t
understand you quite the same, at least not the way us Americans talk about time: most Shangaan
people here just don’t put as much weight into it. I guess to them, time means something, just not
everything.
Let’s take this for example: if I told you something started at noon, you’d check your watch before
arriving and make sure you came probably not more than 15 min. early (if it was very important),
but probably not more than 15 min. late. Most likely you’d arrive within a few minutes of noon. If
for some reason you didn’t have a watch/clock with you (unlikely as it is), you’d make sure to ask
someone, wherever you were, what time it was. That question, “what time is it?”, is one of the first
questions Westerners learn when learning a new language, right up there with “where’s the
bathroom?” But even the chance of you being caught without your own personal reference to time is
very slim.
A contrasting example is when we recently started a program here whereby we set up some
computers in our house (borrowed from one of the schools we work at) so that kids in the village
could come over and learn to use them and also participate in some other activities at our house
during the recent school holiday. We made sure all the kids knew that the program would be
starting at twelve and continuing until four every weekday and we even had a translator with us just
to be sure they understood.
So, a few days before it was supposed to start, we had some kids stopping by asking if it had already
started. There weren’t a lot of them, but a few throughout each day, and so we continued to remind
them it didn’t start until Monday and that it was going from noon to four.
Well, on Monday we were glad to sleep in for once, but by the time we woke up just after eight, there
were already several kids waiting outside for us. They actually assumed it was already starting and
didn’t even think to ask whether or not it really had started yet. So we reminded them again that it
would be starting at noon and to come back in a few hours. About thirty minutes later, a different
set of kids came by and we told them the same story.
Within another thirty minutes or so later, both of the first two groups of kids had returned and were
ready to begin. We told them they still had to wait three more hours and most of them looked pretty
surprised. This cycle continued every thirty minutes to an hour until it was close to twelve and we
decided to go ahead and begin.
We thought for sure that because they had to wait so long the first day before we started, that they’d
come back much closer to noon the next day. But it wasn’t so – the kids kept coming anywhere from
2-3 hours early every day for weeks. They’re not completely without clocks either – they could’ve
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asked any teenager
t
orr adult wha
at
time it wa
as, since allmost all of
o
them have cell phones. But theyy
didn’t just come early,, a lot of thee
kids came late also – sometimes
f
so we’d
d send them
m
even after four,
away saying
g we’d alrea
ady finished
d
for the day..
h
two com
mputers seet
We only had
up, so we had
h them alll take turnss.
They knew
w that their turns weree
only 5 min
nutes long each. Butt,
the first few
f
days didn’t
d
havee
quite as many kids as wee
s we gave them a biit
expected, so
over 10 miinutes each
h. Howeverr,
the kids allways referrred to their
scheduled time as 5 minutess.
Later, as we
w got moree kids, I did
d
reduce theiir time to fiive minutess,
but no onee seemed to
t notice th
he
difference at
a all.

The co
omputers at our house alwayss attracted a bigg crowd of specctators at the
window, justt waiting their tturn.

One day, fo
or whatever reason, wee only had 2 boys show up by noon
n. So, I didn
n’t even set the timer, I
j
just
let them
m play gam
mes on the computers
c
f about an
for
n hour and then told tthem their time
t
was up
p
when a cou
uple other boys
b
showed
d up. Becau
use I never set
s the timeer, it also neever ringed when I told
d
them they were
w
finisheed. The boyys looked att me almostt stunned, liike they cou
uldn’t believ
ve their timee
was finisheed already. These kids apparentlyy couldn’t veery well disstinguish beetween 5 miinutes and 1
hour… and these aren’’t little kids – most of them
t
were around
a
12-14 years old..
ds. It was simply
s
that activity witth them tha
at made me realize whyy people aree
But it’s nott just the kid
always so la
ate to eventts here, and it made mee recall a lott of details that
t
I’d prevviously overrlooked.
w
alwayss late to eveents, somettimes severral hours late, sometim
mes arriving
g
It’s true that people were
a
the eveent is over. But it was also true th
hat people were
w
often vvery early, even
e
severa
al
even long after
hours earlyy. As an Am
merican, I siimply barelyy noticed th
hat people were
w
early; I was only concerned
c
if
they were late,
l
especia
ally since most
m
peoplee were never on time when
w
it invo
olved us, lik
ke when wee
hold trainin
ng sessions for the teacchers. We were
w
thinking maybe they were laazy or sometthing, whilee
for us, we were
w
just tryying to use our short time
t
here wisely.
w
But the
t reason tthey’re late, or early, iss
because a unit
u of time has a much
h wider definition for th
hem than itt does with u
us.
A minute to
t an avera
age Shanga
aan person is just a sh
hort unit of
o time, so short it’s hardly
h
even
n
mentioned.. A typical short
s
unit of
o time migh
ht be anywh
here from 5 minutes to
o 1 hour – th
hat segment
of time mo
ore or less blends
b
togetther for theem. A mediium segmen
nt of time iss anywheree from a few
w
hours to ha
alf the day. And a long
g segment of
o time is so
omething th
hat takes up
p the full da
ay, or maybee
even multip
ple days. Within
W
thesee few segmeents there’s a LOT of leeeway, not rreally observ
ved by most
rural Shang
gaan peoplee; it’s just sh
hort, medium, and long
g segments of time.
In sharp co
ontrast is uss Westernerrs, closely measuring
m
our
o hours, our
o minutess, even our seconds. If
we set a speecific time to
t start som
mething, then that’s wheen we’re going to start it and anyo
one showing
g
up significa
antly early or late is disrespectin
d
ng the timee available to everyon
ne involved.. If we telll
someone we’ll
w
do som
mething witthin a certa
ain span off time or bee available at a speciffic time, it’ss
considered a slight (orr in some ca
ases, major)) offense to not
n be read
dy by that tim
me.
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But here, one commonly heard phrase is, “Na vuya sweswi!” – meaning literally, “I’m coming now!”
The thing that quickly clued us in to its other-than-the-obvious meaning was that people always said
this at the same moment that they were actually leaving. So, someone may be passing by the house,
you engage them in customary greetings, tell them they should come in for a visit, and they tell you
“I’m coming now!” just as they’re walking off!
That person may show up a bit later, maybe a few hours later, maybe the next day, but oftentimes a
person who says that will make an appearance at some time in the future. But, “now” definitely
doesn’t mean now. For them to shorten that period of time, they’ll double it and say “sweswi
sweswi!” or “now now!” which basically means “with some urgency”. It still doesn’t imply a strict
time limit, but it does usually mean that coming back to you will be the next thing that person does.
And that’s certainly a lot quicker than it might be otherwise.
This vague reference to time isn’t only applicable in the present. When we first arrived, many people
told us of this guy named “Greg”, apparently the only other white person to have spent much time
talking to a lot of different people in the village. Everyone talked about him like we’d just missed
him, like he’d just left the day before, and maybe we’d bumped into him on his way out. Even
beginning to realize people’s broad usage of units of time, we assumed he must’ve been there within
the last year. But no; recently we learned that the last time Greg was really seen around here was 5
years ago!
It’s the same with the patriarch of our host family. He’s referred to in nearly the exact same way, as
if he’d only passed away yesterday. But it was with the same result – he died almost 10 years ago! I
guess for people who don’t distinguish much between units of time in the present, neither does the
past ever seem too far away.
It’s also probably why most people don’t know how old they are. Every time, they have to recall the
specific year a person was born in and subtract from the current year. They simply don’t regularly
keep track of the passing time.
However, as might be expected, Shangaan people do seem to have at least a few mechanisms for
remaining somewhat cohesive in such a loose time structure. One important method is that events
are classified by type. Certain types of occasions all start at the “same time” regardless of who’s
holding the occasion or where it’s located.
For example, all funerals start at “6 AM”; it’s the exact same answer we get every time we ask, no
matter who we ask. But that answer’s not exactly accurate (in the American sense) and we can tell
you from personal experience that they sometimes start a full hour or more after that. But
sometimes they start an hour or more earlier. What we’ve realized people mean by “6 AM” is just
some time corresponding with when the sun rises, or shortly after it.
Parties and other celebrations (like weddings) always start at “9 or 10 AM”. Always. No one ever
knows when they actually start, because that’s when they “always” start. Apparently that’s around
the time most people finish their morning chores, so they begin showing up for the event.
Sometimes a given event like that might actually be delayed until 1 or 2 pm, but no one ever seems
to mind. As far as most people are concerned, it started around 9 or 10 am.
They take this same easy-going approach to time no matter what it is they’re waiting on. Grocery
store lines are rarely less than half an hour long, and if it’s near the time of the month when most
people are paid the lines are usually an hour long or more. The lines in banks here are ridiculous,
almost always lasting a few hours.
But I’ve never really seen any Shangaan person in one of these lines, in either the grocery store or
the bank, looking upset about waiting. They say the wait to get into the hospital is even worse. They
say they have to show up at 6 AM on one day, wait most of the day to get an appointment, and then
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show up ag
gain at 6 AM
M (noticing
g a trend?) the next day to wait for
f their tu
urn in the appointment
schedule. But
B they tak
ke it all in sttride.
After all, iff you don’t easily
e
distin
nguish betw
ween five minutes and one hour, w
what’s a sim
mple wait in
n
line? But for
f us Westerners, who
o are acutelly aware of each secon
nd and minu
ute passing, those kind
d
of waits can
n be gruelin
ng. For Lo
ora and I heere, we’ve had
h to adap
pt, at least ssomewhat, to this new
w
perspectivee on time. It means thiings go slow
wer, or at lea
ast are “acco
omplished”” more slowlly.
But it’s also
o very liberrating in many
m
ways. We can occcupy our minds
m
with other conceerns, ratherr
than worryying about minutes
m
lostt here and there. Certtainly a preeoccupation
n with time won’t affect
the actual speed
s
at wh
hich time passes,
p
nor will it brin
ng back anyy given min
nute just because we’vee
realized it was
w “wasted
d”.
The truth is, I think our Westeern obsessio
on with co
onstantly monitoring
m
tthe passing
g of minutee
quantities of time ca
an be dama
aging to reelationships and even contributee to over-in
nflated selffesteems. It makes us easily offen
nded when people don
n’t respect our
o time, aand thus wee’re quick to
o
offend in return.
r
Wee often valu
ue availablee quantitiess of time more
m
than tthe people who might
otherwise occupy th
hem.
And
d
we’re so u
used to wa
atching thee
minutes aand the hours
h
thatt
belong to o
our own liffetimes thatt
we easily forget wh
hat a vast
quantity o
of time has
h
passed
d
before us and how much willl
likely pass after us. We
W begin to
o
believe th
he only thing thatt
matters iss the inffinitesimallyy
small amo
ount of time
t
which
h
affects uss because with ourr
attention sso narrowed
d, it’s often
n
the only thing we see. We tend to
o
miss the biig picture.
It’s probab
bly also whyy we have so
o
much trou
uble relatin
ng to thatt
Bible versee about God
d, the one in
n
2 Peter 3:8
8 that says, “...with thee
Lord one d
day is like a thousand
d
years, and a thousand years aree
like one da
ay.” We usu
ually only hear
h
about that
t
verse preached
p
or sung in reg
gards to thee concept of
“eternity” especially
e
a eternity in heaven,, and even then mostt of us are generally baffled and
an
d
quickly move on to another topic of thought.. It’s also why
w if we get to thinkin
ng about Jessus’s return
n,
we may eassily wonderr exactly wh
hat it is thatt’s taking hiim so long to
t come back. He did say he’d bee
returning soon, right? So doubt begins.
b
n heaven ass it is an exp
planation of
But that verse doesn’t seem to be so much a reference to eternity in
the looser view
v
of timee that God takes,
t
mayb
be in some ways
w
similarr to the cultture that Lo
ora and I aree
living in no
ow. It’s ob
bviously nott a referencce to our Am
merican cu
ulture or wee wouldn’t have
h
such a
hard time relating to that verse. No… thatt verse is definitely
d
m
more
an exp
planation off God’s own
n
unique persspective on time, a rem
minder even
n.
ntext for th
hat verse rea
ads like thiis: “But do not ignore this one fa
act, beloved
d,
The slightlyy larger con
that with th
he Lord onee day is likee a thousand
d years, and
d a thousand
d years are like one da
ay. The Lord
d
is not slow about his promise,
p
as some think
k of slownesss, but is patient with yyou, not wan
nting any to
o
perish, but all to comee to repentan
nce.”
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It’s a particularly good reminder for us living here and adapting to this new culture, a place where
we tend to think people are “slow” or even worse, “lazy”, because of their perspective on and use of
time. Now, our situation helps brings a much clearer meaning to these verses. If translated to
vernacular xiTsonga, Jesus’s promise of return might have been, “Na vuya sweswi!” He’s coming
now, or soon. But then again, what is soon really? According to Peter, God takes a much looser view
of time, much more broad even than the Shangaan people that Lora and I are living among.
What Jesus is saying is that there’s a few things he’s taking care of first. One of those things is
bringing about the redemption of more people. Another he mentioned is preparing a place for us in
his Father’s house. But he said he’ll be back soon. He hasn’t forgotten, he hasn’t delayed, and he’s
not slow about it, at least not as we’re used to thinking about slow.
Maybe we should try to adapt to that broader view of time that he has and stop trying to count the
minutes and seconds… then when Jesus returns, we’ll be ready for him, not impatient and not with
bad attitudes or false expectations. We’re very thankful that the Shangaan people and their culture
have helped us to better understand that.
(First written by Adam Willard, July 27, 2009)
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Bd
dujpo
o!Qb
bdlf
fe"!
I set out ea
arly last Sa
aturday morning to ga
ather up so
ome 7th gra
ade boys an
nd wander around ourr
village to ta
ake more piictures for th
he Yearboo
ok project th
hat I'm work
king on with
h them. Wee made it alll
the way bacck to the ba
ack of the village
v
and were
w
approaching the area wheree most of th
he village on
n
that side do
oes their wa
ashing in the river. Theen we heard
d three gunsshots.
We did som
me question
ning and fou
und out tha
at some peo
ople were th
here at the rriver shootiing a hippo
o.
So, we wen
nt looking for
f it and only
o
a few hundred
h
feeet upstream
m from wheere everyonee does theirr
washing, we
w found it. We were some of the first peoplee there afterr it was sho
ot. At first it
i was just a
small hump
p in the watter and none of the peo
ople right byy us were su
ure if it was dead yet.
But someo
one must'vve known because
pretty soon
n a couple of guys go
ot in the
water to reetrieve the dead hipp
po. They
attached a long
l
rope to
o the hippo's leg and
guided it th
hrough the water as people
p
on
the shore pulled
p
on an
nother rope to drag it
down-riverr to a more shallow
s
area
a.
More and more peop
ple started arriving
and they fo
ormed a big
g crew for chopping
c
down the bush
b
on the bank of the river in
order to cllear a spacce for drag
gging the
hippo up on land. Oth
her people formed a
crew for pulling
p
on the massivve hippo.
They eventtually dragg
ged the hippo to the
area wheree they wanteed to haul itt up onto
dry land. The
T plan wa
as to use thee strength
of a farming tractor to get the hippo up.
Around tha
at time, I meet the guy who
w had sho
ot the hippo
o. He said he
h was from
m Nelspruit (the nearest
city - a cou
uple hours away)
a
and he
h said tha
at someone in the villa
age had callled him beccause they'd
d
spotted thee hippo. So his job wass just to com
me out and shoot
s
it.
n is, hipposs are the #11 deadliest animal in the
t whole continent
c
o
of Africa. Even
E
though
h
The reason
they're herrbivores, theey're very aggressive
a
w
when
they'rre trying to
o either retu
urn to wateer, or when
n
something they don't like is app
proaching their
t
territo
ory. They'vve got HUG
GE mouths and HUGE
E
teeth for deefense, so if
i they want to, they can
c just bitee a person right in haalf. And sin
nce so manyy
people in Africa
A
wash their clothees and bathee and do oth
her work in
n and near rrivers, it ofteen conflictss.
So, when hippos
h
are spotted,
s
at leeast in our area,
a
they have
h
someon
ne come to kill the hipp
po and then
n
the meat is distributed
d among thee nearby villlagers.
So, I talked
d for a shortt while to th
he guy who shot it, butt he was preetty busy tryying to help
p coordinatee
the efforts to get the dead
d
hippo
o out of the water. The tractor ca
ame, but wh
hen it tried
d to pull thee
o the waterr, the hippo
o's massive weight wass just pullin
ng the tracto
or down intto the waterr
hippo out of
instead. Th
hey also trieed attaching
g the tractorr to half thee hippo and
d having a lin
ne of aboutt 30-40 men
n
pull on the other half, but it was still
s no luck.. The hippo
o was just to
oo big and h
heavy.
So, they decided to cutt the head off
o first to remove
r
som
me weight. It
I took abou
ut 20 peoplee to pull thee
head up thee river bank
k and it stilll took aboutt 10-15 wom
men pulling just to drag
g the hippo head acrosss
the flat grou
und. The head
h
alone was
w that hea
avy.
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Then they
t
tried the
t
tractor and the people again
n
with th
he rest of th
he hippo, bu
ut it was stiill much too
o
heavy. So, they ga
ave up altog
gether on trrying to pulll
the hiippo's bodyy out of th
he river and decided
d
instead
d to simplyy butcher itt in the watter and pulll
up big chunks of it
i one at a tiime.
At onee point, theyy cut into th
he hippo's stomach and
d
it was incredible to
t see how full of grasss it was. I'd
d
guess that at lea
ast half of the hippo'ss mass wass
comprrised only of
o grass... U
Unfortunateely, it stunk
k
REALL
LY bad wheen they gott to that po
oint - it wass
like th
he collected
d and focu
used stench
h of twentyy
cows defecating
d
a at once. So I had to get awayy
all
from itt for a whilee.
The crew of about 10 guys
g
worked on butcheering the hiippo in the river for ab
bout four ho
ours, mostlyy
chopping at
a it with an
n axe, but sometimes with mach
hetes. In th
hat time, th
he onlookin
ng crowd of
villagers keept growing
g until it rea
ached abou
ut 200-300 people, inccluding peop
ple from th
he village on
n
the other side
s
of the river
r
(Dum
mphries C). Lora also came
c
to meeet up with
h me and seee what wass
happening..
t
(“bakk
kie”), and that
t
was aftter someonee hauled offf
The hippo meat filled up an entiire pickup truck
nd a few oth
her large ch
hunks of meeat. It was also exclud
ding all the intestines, which weree
the head an
put directlyy on the gro
ound, and all
a the skin, which theey never botthered pulliing out of the
t river. Itt
was a BIG animal,
a
and
d the quantiity of meat was
w plentifu
ul to say thee least.
So, once th
hey were fin
nished with all the basiic butcherin
ng, it was tim
me to distriibute the meat.
m
At first
they made pretenses of making
g a couple lines - onee side for Dumphries
D
C, the oth
her side forr
Dumphriess B (our villlage). So we
w stood in the line on
n our side waiting
w
for our own sh
hare as theyy
unloaded a couple big
g pieces of meat
m
onto the
t ground. The grou
und itself waas first covered in treee
branches an
nd leaves to
o keep it "cleean".
Things seem
med orderlyy for the firrst few minu
utes, but th
hen all of a sudden som
mething hap
ppened, I'm
m
not sure wh
hat. Men and
a
women
n everywherre (mostly women
w
thou
ugh) just sttarted divin
ng en massee
onto the meat
m
and ha
acking awayy with theirr knives and
d machetes. Within a few second
ds the truck
k
tires spun out
o and it took off into
o the bush, all the whille people were
w
grabbin
ng onto it an
nd trying to
o
pull more meat
m
out of the back. Chaos
C
began
n.
At the pile on the grou
und, it remiinded me off vultures at
a a kill, onlyy much mo
ore crazy an
nd energeticc.
They weree surroundiing it from
m every posssible side and angle, both high
h and low. Arms and
d
machetes were
w
flying everywhere
e
just hackin
ng away at itt, even as more
m
people were trying
g to squeezee
in from thee side, macchetes alrea
ady swingin
ng up and down
d
beforre even reacching the pile.
p
I don't
know yet, but
b if no onee got cut bad
dly, it'd be a miracle.
After a min
nute or so of
o this, a few
w people wh
ho were app
parently wo
orking togetther picked
d up a wholee
huge piece of meat an
nd started trrying to run
n into the bush with it.. The otherrs were trying to pull it
back and were
w
still swiinging mach
hetes at thee meat even as they ran
n. It was serriously veryy crazy.
The surge came
c
in ourr direction a couple tim
mes and we had to quicckly jump o
out of the way
w so as not
to get strucck by one off the machettes flying evverywhere. Eventuallyy the first grroup, the on
nes who had
d
initially fled
d with the meat,
m
won and
a they ma
ade it a hund
dred feet orr so before tthey stopped
d running.
They set th
he meat dow
wn again and
a
were bu
usy trying to
t divvy it up
u amongstt themselvees when thee
second gro
oup caught up again an
nd the macchete tug-off-war continued. It co
ontinued ba
ack into thee
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river, then onto the otther side of the river, still
s
fighting
g for the meeat until wee couldn't seee them anyy
more. It ho
onestly seem
med a lot more
m
wild th
han any of the animalss we've seen
n here, and
d we've seen
n
quite a lot of
o wild anim
mals doing some
s
crazy stuff.
After a quicck recognitiion of the ch
haos of the scene, we decided
d
to ju
ust stay outt of the who
ole mess and
d
we didn't pursue
p
the meat
m
at all. One of the boys I was with really wanted som
me for his fa
amily, so hee
chased afteer the fightting groups. After wattching for a bit to seee if we coulld make ou
ut what wass
happening with everyyone, and fa
ailing to do
o that, we started head
ding home. I arrived in the earlyy
morning an
nd it was no
ow the late afternoon.
a
Along the way,
w
I met a few guys with
w a reallyy big chunk of hippo meat and we asked them
m for a smalll
piece. Theyy gladly cut off for uss about a po
ound or tw
wo of really high-qualitty looking hippo
h
meatt.
Then, as we
w were crosssing the rivver to returrn back hom
me, we enco
ountered some others who
w wanted
d
to just givee us a piece of theirs, without
w
us so
s much as mentionin
ng their quaantity of meeat. So theyy
gave us ano
other pound
d or two.
We then wa
ashed the meat
m
off som
me in the riiver. It had
d quite a bitt of grass an
nd some san
nd and stufff
stuck to it, since most of the meatt was laid on
n the groun
nd or chopped on the ground at so
ome point. I
was carryin
ng it in my hands up to that poin
nt, but one of
o the ladiees who was washing heer clothes at
the river ga
ave me a pla
astic bread sack to carrry it home in, so that helped
h
keep
p the flies away
a
from it
and we werre very than
nkful.
o
On the waay back we stopped to
talk to qu
uite a few people and
d
eventually the first boy who
o
accompaniied me caug
ght back up
p
with us. Someone had gotten
n
angry with
h the truck driver and
d
made him come back
k with somee
of the meaat and then the boy had
d
grabbed a pretty big piece of rib
b
and rib-meeat and ran
n off with itt.
He was really proud of his wellwon hippo
o meat and he got a lot
of compliiments on it as wee
walked hom
me.
When we g
got home, I cleaned offf
our meat a lot bettter and cut
away the faat. It was pretty
p
tough
h
meat. I maarinated som
me of it in a
cajun black
kening seaso
oning, and the
t rest I ju
ust cooked in a little bitt of water an
nd oil. It tu
urned out to
o
be very delicious, with
w
an exccellent flavo
or, even th
he un-mariinated onee. But the blackening
g
seasoning went
w
really well
w with it and was evven better.
Unfortunattely, the meat was prettty tough and hard to ch
hew. So ma
aybe I shoulld've cooked
d it medium
m
rare instead
d of well do
one, but I do
on't have much
m
experieence with frresh killed g
game that's been in thee
river and on the groun
nd, so I didn't really want
w
to take any chancees with food
d poisoning
g. At least it
tasted excelllent, and our
o share off meat was way
w more th
han enough for the botth of us. Wee're going to
o
thin slice ou
ur left-overs for some hippo
h
steak
k sandwichees tonight.
ng event, with a happy ending for many - lotss of free meeat! It's incredible how
w
It was quitee an excitin
some peoplle can be so
o excitably dangerous
d
a greedy (like
and
(
those in
i the hippo
o meat tug-of-war) and
d
others can be so generrous and sellf-giving (lik
ke those wh
ho gave us the
t extra po
ortions of meat
m
without
king and theen also the bag
b for tran
nsporting it home).
us even ask
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Unfortunattely, the acttion didn't stop with the
t hippo la
ast weekend. Just yessterday, a gang
g
of fourr
showed up at the storre directly across the street from
m our housee. They haad a shooto
out with thee
store's gunm
man as theyy were robb
bing the storre.
f
myselff and one off the guys I was with thought
t
that
I was inside our housee when it sttarted. At first,
hild had a balloon
b
tha
at had popp
ped. Then when
w
the seecond shot was fired, we thought
maybe a ch
maybe theyy were tryin
ng to shoott a snake. I hurried out of the house in thee direction of the storee
because I wanted
w
to seee the snakee before it was
w complettely destroyeed.
Then we heeard the gu
unshots com
ming from two
t
differen
nt direction
ns and saw d
dust fly offf the ground
d
and off thee wall of thee store from
m stray bulleets striking
g. Old ladiees selling veegetables an
nd would-bee
shoppers were
w
fleeing
g the area of
o the storee with theirr hands covvering theirr heads. We
W ran back
k
inside my house
h
and waited
w
it ou
ut. There were
w
probab
bly 10-15 gu
unshots totaal before th
he criminalss
sped down the dirt roa
ad in their vehicle.
v
Thankfully,, everyone was
w such a bad
b aim (an
nd poorly su
upplied with
h bullets) th
hat no one was
w shot. Itt
was a closee call though
h and the criminals
c
ap
pparently in
ntended to kill.
k
The sto
ore's guard was simplyy
lucky that when they were only 10 feet from
m him and
d pulled thee trigger theey were alrready out of
bullets.
The police didn't arriive until ab
bout 2 hourrs later and
d apparentlly the same criminalss have been
n
making a sttring of robb
beries on Pakistani-ow
wned stores in our area
a over the last week or so.
s
South Africca never cea
ases to be a land of ex
xcitement an
nd adventu
ure! It certaainly has more
m
than itss
share of tra
agedy, but th
hankfully no one was hurt
h
in the events
e
of ou
ur last few w
weeks.
(First writteen by Adam
m Willard, Aug.
A
29, 200
09)
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///Lopxjoh!upp!xfmm!
We've spent over a year now living in a village among the Shangaan (or vaTsonga) people in the
former Gazankulu area of South Africa. Most of what perplexed or surprised us during the first few
weeks and months and which sometimes caused considerable amounts of anxiety for us and the
Shangaan people we lived closest to has now simply become a comfortably expected routine way of
life.
During our first two months of Peace Corps training, we lived with one older Tswana lady in a small
mostly Tswana village. She definitely treated us with deference, but we chalked it up to decades of
working as a "domestic servant" (i.e. maid) in a white household in nearby Pretoria. Especially as
she quickly opened up to us in the ensuing weeks and with the broadly warm welcome we
immediately received from everyone else in the village. We soon came to expect the open
friendliness of the Tswana people, their love of partying for any occasion, their quickness to strike
up a conversation (regardless of the difficulties of communicating past our language barrier),
frequent visits to other households, etc.
So, when we arrived in our permanent Shangaan village where we're now living, we very taken aback
by the variety of careful measures widely used to keep us at a "social distance". It's true that the
Shangaan people appeared friendly and smiles weren't uncommon (as long as we displayed a smile
first), but we could feel something hanging in the air, affecting their every action and word (or lack
thereof) that kept them at a distance from us. And it wasn't from lack of effort on our part; we knew
this is where we'd be living for the next two years and we believed (and rightly so) that integration
into this community would be essential for both our work and our own psychological well-being.
So we tried whatever we could to bridge that gap: we greeted everyone we passed, we attended every
funeral and any other public event that we knew of, we invited lots of people to our house, we
eagerly hoped for invitations to other people's houses, we baked things for our neighbors, we spent
dinners with our host family, hoping to get to know them better and then somehow extend that into
a chain of relationships with the rest of the village. We put a LOT of thought into how to make this
social and cultural integration happen and we were willing to try anything we could think of or
anything that came up. But to our surprise, nothing ever worked to really lower that social distance;
our expectations were never satisfied.
That kind of concerted and continuous effort with no apparent results can really take a toll on
people and people deal with it in different ways. I'd been surprised by culture a few times before, so
while the new surprise of this exasperating "social distance" continued to annoy me, I was willing to
wait it out and see what happened. Lora, on the other hand, was sure the "problem" originated with
her and was almost equally sure that if she just discovered the right solution, it would go away.
Needless to say, our months and months of effort caused her considerable stress and anxiety.
Other Volunteers, with the same or different "problems" that they're confronting, sometimes just
decide to go home, and with the individual emotional turmoil involved, you can't really blame them.
But the solution is something that kind of just arrives with time, probably inevitable in many ways:
our expectations change. They change to more accurately fit the reality we find ourselves in.
Slowly and gradually we learned, the way any Shangaan child growing up in our village does, that
"social distance" is just part of "the way it is". As we were able to think less of ourselves and spend
more time observing the Shangaan people around us, their interactions with each other, and hear
their responses to some fortunately-phrased questions, we learned that keeping people at a certain
distance socially was their habit long before we arrived.
Maybe the revelation culminated for us when one of our schools' principals one day remarked that
now he's "knowing us too well" and "that's not good." We were perplexed at that statement and
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asked him to explain
n. The besst answer he
h gave us was that people
p
say someone "is
" knowing
g
someone ellse too well" in a negattive sense, because
b
if they
t
know a person too
o well they may ask forr
too many fa
avors or tryy to take advvantage of you.
y
In fact, wh
hen most peeople in ourr village applied their same stand
dards of "so
ocial distan
nce" to us, it
was actuallly a sign off communitty inclusion
n rather tha
an exclusion
n. They weere treating us the wayy
they treated
d everyone else. But itt took us a LONG
L
time to recognizze that. And
d contrary to
t our initia
al
reactions, the
t few who
o spoke direectly to us and
a confronted us direcctly weren'tt the few wh
ho valued uss
more, they were the feew who valued us lesss and chose to violate their
t
culturral norms because
b
theyy
saw us as ex
xisting entirely outsidee its bounda
aries.
So now ourr expectatio
ons are chan
nged. We know
k
that people
p
don''t look us in
n the face because
b
theyy
don't want to disrespect us and th
hey’ll only steal quick glances
g
at ou
ur faces wh
hen we're no
ot looking at
them. Wee know thatt conversattions among
g most Sha
angaan peo
ople in our village rarrely extendss
beyond thee same smalll talk of forrmalized greeetings and responses. They mention whetheer it's hot orr
cold and in
nclude greeetings to an
ny family members
m
no
ot immediattely presentt. To repea
at the exactt
same greetiing or respo
onse severa
al times in the
t same sh
hort converssation is no
ormal and not
n a sign of
awkwardneess.
We know that any question
q
is usually an
nswered wiith the vag
guest and lleast-detailed possiblee
response with
w more deetails only slowly
s
becom
ming availa
able as the same questio
on is repeatted multiplee
times. Closse friends orr family meembers morre often sit for
f long tim
mes in silence than in co
onversation.
We know th
hat almost no
n one will ever visit our
o house ass a result off an invitatio
on by us, att least not at
the time fo
or which th
he invitation
n was inten
nded. And when unex
xpected vissits happen, they often
n
won't last more
m
than a few minutees because anything
a
lon
nger would be imposin
ng.
It's good fo
or us to kno
ow becausee we're expected to vissit others occasionally
o
y, without in
nvitation orr
announcem
ment, but we
w shouldn'tt stay for more
m
than a few minuttes. And w
when we arrrive, we can
n
expect to be quickly seeated at a diistance of fiifteen feet or
o more (deepending on
n how large the yard is))
from the ones we'vee come to viisit, as theirr
way of showing u
us maximu
um respectt.
We'll be offered som
mething to drink
d
or eat
and if acccepted, we'lll have to ea
at and drink
k
mostly in
n isolation. We then need to leavee
rather qu
uickly, with
hout any reeason being
g
given exccept a simp
ple announccement that
we're leavving.
In the tim
me we've beeen here, wee've come to
o
expect th
hese and evven more su
ubtle detailss
and we'vve grown co
omfortable with
w
it. It'ss
definitelyy differentt from th
he Tswana
a
people of
o our traiining villag
ge, and it'ss
different from some Zu
ulus we'vee
encounteered and it'ss different from
f
storiess
we've heard
h
from
m other Volunteerss
working with
w
differeent people groups.
g
Butt
for the Sha
angaan peop
ple of our arrea, this is the
t way it iss, and now that we kno
ow and exp
pect it, we'ree
comfortable with it and the large portion of anxiety
a
it orriginally cau
used for us iis now gonee.
ggeration at
a this point to say tha
at we comp
pletely und
derstand thee
Though it would be a huge exag
Shangaan people
p
in ou
ur village an
nd their cullture, I thin
nk we can sa
afely say thaat we have successfullyy
adapted to most of thee broad asp
pects of ourr local Shan
ngaan culturre and we g
generally kn
now what to
o
expect in evveryday situ
uations. So
o, when we left
l a bit ov
ver a week ago
a to spend
d a relaxing
g vacation in
n
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nearby Mozambique among
a
a sig
gnificantly larger
l
grou
up of Shang
gaan peoplee, we didn't expect that
there'd be many surprrises in sto
ore for us. Especially because a large
l
portio
on of our own village'ss
que in the 80s.
8
But an
nother surp
prise was in
n
inhabitantss immigrateed to our viillage from Mozambiq
store. In Mozambique
M
e, many of th
he Shangaa
an people arre different in differentt ways.
ambique, ma
any people we passed llooked directly into myy
For examplle, in Maputo, the capital of Moza
face, and even
e
if I loo
oked back at
a them, theey didn't diivert their gaze
g
quicklyy to the gro
ound as I'vee
grown accu
ustomed to. I haven't passed
p
nearrly so many people outside of Map
puto, but it seems to bee
similarly trrue further north
n
and towards
t
thee coast: therre's no tabo
oo towards llooking a peerson in thee
face, even if they're loo
oking at you
u. For myseelf, I was sim
mply no lon
nger accusto
omed to loo
oking peoplee
in the eye and
a having them
t
return
n their gaze. So it surprised me.
ggest surpriise for us ha
as been thee varying reeactions of us
u speaking
g Shangaan
n (xiTsonga))
But the big
with them. In Maputto and seveeral small to
owns we stopped in on our way to the beacches, peoplee
aren't at alll shy to speeak Shangaa
an with us, as we're ussed to. Theey're excited
d and surprrised to find
d
that we speeak Shangaa
an, but theyy soon startt speaking it
i back to us
u just like a normal co
onversation
n.
Unfortunattely, in Ma
aputo, it's nearly uniintelligible for us beecause it seeems to be primarilyy
Portuguesee with a deccent bit of Shangaan
S
th
hrown in ju
ust for good
d measure. Outside of Maputo it'ss
much moree like the Shangaan
S
w
we're
used to
o, so the co
onversation
ns work outt pretty welll and movee
along mostly just like we're
w
used to
t in our villlage.
The big surprise
s
iss the wayy our
Shangaan has been received in
n the
beach tow
wns/villagess.
Peoplee can
clearly und
derstand us, and we can
n hear
them speaking to ea
ach other in
i the
Shangaan that
t
we're used
u
to, but they
almost nevver replied directly to us in
Shangaan.
nvariably began
b
They in
speaking to
o us in Porttuguese, butt even
after that failed,
fa
they seemed intent to
speak to us
u in brok
ken English (or
continued Portuguesee) rather th
han in
the Shang
gaan which
h we'd allready
demonstratted to them
m that we were
able to spea
ak and undeerstand.
At first, it was
w just fru
ustrating beecause
it made com
mmunicatio
on more difficult
A fresh fiish market in M
Mozambique.
than usua
al, but it was defiinitely
something we noticed with the majority
m
of people
p
we tried to speak to in
n the beach towns. An
nd the funnyy thing was that their S
Shangaan, as
a we heard
d
them speak
king to each
h other, wass the most "pure"
"
(not mixed with
h Portuguesse) and thuss the easiest
for us to understand,
u
if only theey'd use it when
w
speak
king directlyy to us. Bu
ut unfortun
nately, most
people just wouldn't.
We didn't spend enou
ugh time in
n Mozambiq
que to say that we co
ould've notiiced any other distinct
a
of "social disstance" (or any other cultural aspect) whicch I've just
differences in those aspects
described. But those two differeences: of loo
oking a person in the face,
f
and off people in some areass
being shy to
t respond to
t us in Sha
angaan, ma
ade me realiize just how
w strongly a thing like colonialism
m
or other typ
pes of cultu
ural domina
ation can disstinctly affeect the cultu
ure of a grou
up of peoplle and causee
it to develop in differen
nt ways.
South Africca was vario
ously colon
nized by thee Dutch, wh
ho after tim
me developed
d their own
n identity ass
"Afrikanerss", and then
n by the Briitish. Paralllel to that, the Zulu peeople spent a long timee subjecting
g

52

other tribes, including the Shangaans, to their own rule or they simply chased the other tribes out.
Governmental ruling power alternated between the British and the Afrikaaners but it was always a
rule of hierarchy, distinguishing different people of varying levels on a social scale, culminating with
what's called "Apartheid" and finally ending in 1994.
It's easy to see Apartheid's continued effects in South Africa today, anything like that is definitely
slow to change, and we've long since realized that it also affects the hierarchies by which the
Shangaan people we live among view themselves and by which they structure their own form of
"social distance".
To most Shangaan people in our village, Shangaan people from Mozambique are actually at the
bottom of the hierarchy. People with nicer jobs (like teachers) are a step up, and tribes of
significantly larger populations like Zulus are next up the ladder, and the steps continue up the rest
of the way mostly the way Apartheid was structured. I hadn't realized it before we encountered
Shangaan people living in Mozambique, but it may be that this directly identifiable hierarchy is also
the cause of increased social distance, such as not being able to look a person in the face.
In Mozambique, though I don't know its history so well, there was never a directly legislated
hierarchy like Apartheid in South Africa and it seems that the Portuguese colonizers there were
never quite so prevalent as the British and Afrikaners in South Africa. And the Shangaan people in
Mozambique also never lived directly under the rule of Zulus or even in close proximity to too many
other tribes as they do in South Africa.
It may be that "social distance" among Shangaan people here was never increased to the point of not
being able to look a person in the face simply because they never lived under the direct hierarchy
that South African Shangaans have lived through. In contrast, the beach towns we visited while on
vacation had many Portuguese vacationers, many apparently intent to display their machismo or
their wealth, and the Shangaan people there may have developed an inferior attitude about their
own language in regards to outsiders. Thus their frequent refusal to respond to us in Shangaan even
when we spoke to them in Shangaan and heard them speaking to each other in Shangaan.
It's a simple explanation for a few simple observations, and I may be incorrect in making these
connections. Nonetheless, I find it remarkable to note how essentially the same group of people
(Shangaans) can differ in distinctly noticeable cultural ways in different countries and even in
different but nearby towns within the same country. A group of people's cultural norms is a
dynamic landscape influenced by many factors, including a history of the people who've dominated
them either by legislative or economic means and the proximity of other people groups.
While it may be impossible to take all these factors into consideration at the same time, I think it's
important to remember or at least be aware of how cultural influence is continuing around the
world. Many are aware of what's called "globalization" - of how many aspects of the dominant
Western culture, even specifically the American culture, are being adopted in governments and
urban/semi-urban centers around the world.
As a result of our large volume of media output which makes its way all around the world, American
culture does more giving than taking. Consequently, many people in developing nations now feel
the need to buy a large stereo system so they can loudly blast the latest rap or house music singles
before they feel the need to take care of other more basic needs; we simply don't often cover those
other more vital subjects in American media.
But cultural influence isn't a one-way street. You should take a look around America and see if you
can figure out just what exactly has been recently borrowed from somewhere else. The most obvious
of course is our taste for "international" foods. You wouldn’t have to explain to anyone in America
what "salsa" or a "tortilla" is and most people quite enjoy Mexican food, cooking some form of it
regularly even in homes with no other relation to Mexico or Mexicans.
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It's a bit further in the past, but most Americans are entirely unaware that a large portion of our
language is derived from French. I think that most Americans by now know that "gracias" is
Spanish for "thank you" and the majority of American students are now learning Spanish from an
early age, rather than French or German. How long will it be before Spanish words make up a
significant portion of the American language?
Many, maybe even all, "new age" religions have their fundamental thought processes borrowed from
Eastern mysticism, and more and more Westerners are subscribing to these types of beliefs.
Cultural influence never ends as long as different cultures are coming into some form of proximity.
So when you come into proximity with someone from another culture, I guess the question to ask
yourself is: are you sharing cultural traits that can help to build that person up or will it only tear
them down, making them feel inferior or relegated to the bottom rung of a hierarchy? I think that
deserves a lot of careful thought, all the more so with the work that Lora and I are doing.
"Let us therefore no longer pass judgment on one another, but resolve instead never to put a
stumbling block or hindrance in the way of another... Let us then pursue what makes for peace and
for mutual up-building." Romans 14:13,19 Even the early Christian church had troubles sorting
out the colliding cultural influences of its recent converts, but Paul's instructions on handling them
are clear. Go ahead and read that whole chapter, it's a good one.
(First Written by Adam Willard, Sept. 29, 2009)
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For the passt six montths or so, we've
w
been able to go to bed with
h relativelyy few disrup
ptions. Few
w
noises outsside, and no
othing insidee the house but us and our two catts.
About
A
a weeek or two aago, I stepp
ped outsidee
th
he house at
a night and
d saw one particularlyy
la
arge beetle scurrying aacross the ground,
g
veryy
distinct
d
beca
ause of two large round
d and bright
yellow
y
spotss just behin
nd its head. I was a bit
surprised beecause I haadn't seen this
t
type of
beetle,
b
hadn
n't seen mucch of any bugs,
b
for thee
la
ast six mon
nths. But h
here's one, obviously a
resident of our
o yard, w
who re-surfa
aced after a
lo
ong absencce. In partiicular, it reeminded mee
th
hat the seassons are chaanging.
In America we know th
he seasons change in a
feew primarry ways: h
holidays, co
old vs. hot
weather,
w
an
nd plants b
blooming. Some even
n
keep
k
track of the chaanging seassons by thee
ch
hanging sch
hool calendar.
i South Africa,
A
in the
t
whole Southern Hemisphere
H
e, the seassons are pretty
p
much
h
But here in
backwards,, and are different
d
in other wayss as well. So
S since arrriving, and until now, we've been
n
working to re-orient ourselves,
o
to
o come up with
w
a new grasp
g
of thee seasons off the year and
a of life in
n
general.
That's not always
a
easyy when we leeft the US (in
( July) and the weath
her was oveer 90 degreees there, but
less than 40 the next day
d when we
w arrived in
i South Afr
frica. It getss particularrly confusin
ng when you
u
know it's Ch
hristmas-tim
me (from lo
ooking at th
he calendar)) but the tem
mperature b
both outsidee and insidee
is pushing past 100. Even the school
s
year ends in December
D
an
nd a new o
one begins in Januaryy.
But we've been
b
here in
i one placee well over a year now
w and havee been able to make qu
uite a lot of
sense of th
he differentt seasons. In many ways,
w
the sig
gns of the changing sseasons herre are moree
obvious tha
an the ones we rememb
ber from the States.
After all, in
n the States, we often only
o
directlyy experiencce the seasons for a few
w minutes each
e
day, on
n
our way to and from our car, an
nd to and frrom our wo
ork or hom
mes. If the w
weather is in a perfect
balance, wee may spen
nd more tim
me relaxing outdoors, but
b generallly we stay in
nside placees where thee
climate is perfectly
p
co
onditioned to be the way
w that wee like it - an
nd so the sseasons can
n often passs
without us noticing theem too stro
ongly.
But in Sou
uth Africa, not
n only can we not avoid
a
the ch
hanging sea
asons so easily, they also
a
seem to
o
come with quite a few
w more indiicators of various
v
typees. For exa
ample, that big beetle with yellow
w
spots remin
nded me tha
at our nightts of un-disrupted sleep have com
me to an end
d; when I sa
aw it, I knew
w
what to exp
pect next.
ks we've had
d a plague of
o annoying
g "stupid bu
ugs" - somee
And sure enough, oveer the last couple week
g
beettle that likees to fly all around insiide our hou
use with ap
pparently no
o
kind of small round generic
sense of diirection and no collision detection. There are dozenss of them aand they ru
un into thee
curtains, th
he walls, ou
ur food, us. They land on our sea
ats if we stand up for a split secon
nd and then
n
are immediiately squasshed when we
w sit back down. Theyy fly directly under ourr feet as we''re walking..
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They fly in
nto the oveen if we op
pen the doo
or to it. Th
hey fly stra
aight into o
our cats' mouths
m
(who
o
apparently enjoy them
m quite a lot)). They fly right
r
into our forehead
ds just as wee lie down to sleep.
They're rea
ally "stupid bugs."
b
Few
w of them seeem to surviive each nig
ght and Lora sweeps th
hem up each
h
morning, but
b there's always plen
nty more to
o replace th
hem the neext evening. Yet they'v
ve got theirr
season... th
hey'll probab
bly only be around to annoy
a
us forr another month
m
or so and then th
hey won't bee
seen again until this time next yea
ar.
But that's certainly
c
not going to be
b the end of
o the bugs. The large yellow-spott
y
ted beetle iss simply thee
herald for about
a
six mo
onths of thiis kind of la
arge-scale crreepy-crawlly activity.
There's a la
arge varietyy of cool beeetles, largee spiders, intricately-p
i
patterned m
moths, and others that
hang aroun
nd for the du
uration of this
t
time. Of
O the beetlees, there aree some dung beetles, so
ome hissing
g
beetles, som
me rhino beetles,
b
man
ny of them
m with cool shapes and
d designs aand limited
d enough in
n
number so as to be mo
ore fascinatiing than annoying.
But many other bugss come in waves. The next larg
ge wave is going to b
be some so
ort of flying
g
ant/termitee sort of thiing that's evven more disgusting
d
th
han the "stu
upid bugs" and they sw
warm in thee
thousands for about a week, disccarding theiir wings (an
nd many off them, even
n their bodies) all overr
our porch, to
t be sweptt off and blo
own about liike chaff in the wind.
al food source to manyy
Then after that will co
ome a month
h or two of locusts - prroviding a supplement
s
o the emerg
ging "mopan
ni worm" seeason right now, a sortt of caterpilllar delicacyy
in our village. It's also
that can bee easily fou
und on larg
ge trees, an
nd either so
ome love to eat them
m or others hate them
m.
(Personallyy, I just thin
nk they're blland and thee texture's disagreeabl
d
e.)
And all durring this tim
me, beginniing just lastt week, the frogs comee out at nigh
ht. They're usually out
every nightt, croaking loudly, butt they're lou
udest immeediately afteer rains havve come. Th
hough theirr
ruckus ca
an be ann
noying, we
w generallly
appreciate them - afteer all, what else is goin
ng
to put a den
nt in the ho
ordes of bug
gs during this
time? Not only that, but
b one typee that likes to
t
live around
d here, callled a "rain
n frog" (bu
ut
which we refer
r
to as "marshmallo
"
ow frogs") is
pretty cutee - it's a sm
mall fat ma
arshmallow--y
ball of a fro
og with sho
ort stubby hind
h
legs, so
s
that it wad
ddles acrosss the groun
nd instead of
o
hops.
ould deny th
hat winter is
There's no way we co
over here and summer is quick
kly upon uss.
oubt summ
mer's consttituency wiill
And no do
progress th
hrough theiir phases th
his year jusst
like we saw
w them do la
ast year.
But the bu
ugs and oth
her animalss aren't thee only signss of the tim
mes. Of cou
urse it's getting hotterr
FAST! Tha
at's anotherr thing thatt can make it more diffficult to sleeep at nigh
ht and moree difficult to
o
stay awakee during thee day. Anotther Voluntteer likes reeferring to the "heat-iinduced narrcolepsy" of
this time off year.
But other seasonal sign
ns are moree obvious in
n how they impact
i
the community
c
y as a whole.. This is thee
oming dry, the
t wells aree empty, an
nd even our school's deeep boreholee
time of yearr when the river's beco
is pumping
g only dust.. Last year,, we though
ht we were at the edgee of a crisis,, but now we
w know it'ss
common to
o run into th
his dry spelll at the end
d of winter and the beeginning of summer wh
hile we wait
for the rain
ns to come and
a for the water
w
table to be replen
nished.
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And some seasons arre just for that: waitin
ng. But a person can
n wait expeectantly, an
nd everyonee
eagerly stattes that the heavy rainss are comin
ng soon. Wee've been lucky to havee a few light rains in thee
last week already
a
and some (inclu
uding us) have
h
collecteed the wateer run-off frrom our roo
ofs while wee
wait for thee rest of thee water to trrickle down
n into the ea
arth and refill the wellls and boreh
holes. Even
n
as I type this, I can hea
ar thunder in
i the distan
nce, so mayybe today's the
t day for the start off heavy rainss
here.
Even in ourr work, we'rre going thrrough the seeasons. Thee recently fiinished Terrm 3 at our schools wass
very productive for bo
oth of us - in
i some wa
ays the culm
mination of many of ou
ur efforts, and
a also thee
beginning of
o some new
w ones.
ast year, Lo
ora and I ha
ave known that
t
this terrm, Term 4 – the last of the scho
ool year, is a
But from la
term of alm
most zero productivity
p
y. When we've
w
gone through
t
cyccles of "useelessness" (or
( at leastt,
inability to work as wee wish) in th
he past, it's been easy to
t be disapp
pointed. Bu
ut we've com
me into thiss
term expeecting disru
uptions to our work
k and neitther us no
or our exp
pectations have been
n
disappointeed.
o
thingss to
Instead, wee've found other
do: I've been
b
busy preparing
g a
garden bassed on new
w methods I've
recently leearned, and
d Lora's been
finding tim
me to tryy to integrrate
better intto the co
ommunity by
washing ou
ur clothes down at the
river with the rest of
o the ladiies.
(That one'ss kind of a necessity
n
siince
it's the on
nly place reemaining with
w
much waterr anyway.)
It's also thee same timee the rest of the
communityy is beginniing to hoe the
ground, prreparing it for the ra
ains
that will su
urely come any
a time no
ow.
And in a week
w
or two
o, maize seeeds
and peanuts will be sown into the
ground. A few weeks after
a
that sh
hould see th
heir sproutss sticking an
n inch or tw
wo above thee fresh soil..
And a few months
m
afteer that, theyy should be ripe
r
for the harvest. Evverything h
has its seaso
on.
I think thee author of Ecclesiastees must've lived in a situation
s
m
more
like th
his one, onee where thee
passing of seasons
s
and
d their acco
ompanying signs
s
is morre direct an
nd life-affectting than we're
w
used to
o
experiencin
ng in Ameriica. Certain
nly what's written
w
in Eccclesiastes 3 : 1 – 8 rin
ngs all the more
m
true to
o
us with ourr experiencees here. "F
For everythiing there is a season, and
a a time ffor every matter
m
underr
heaven."
oo, many off them mucch less tang
gible. Initiallly, we weree
Because of course, theere are otheer seasons to
pretty cluelless and losst when wee showed up
p here - completely ou
ut of our co
omfort zonees, very few
w
accurate ex
xpectations of life heree or the peo
ople around
d us. It wass a season o
of new begiinnings and
d
fledgling starts, of mistakes and leessons learn
ned.
But right now
n
we're feeeling prettyy well adjussted cultura
ally. We're comfortablle with thin
ngs here, wee
have a good
d idea of wh
hat to expecct in many areas, we'ree becoming
g better at o
our work, kn
nowing how
w
to navigatee the system
ms here thatt before werre only obsttacles. Soon
n, it feels to
oo soon reallly, will be a
season for good-byes
g
a leaving..
and
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But like alll seasons, even
e
these will continue to be reepeated yea
ar after year. After ou
ur season of
good-byes will
w be a seeason of rea
adjustment to living in the US. Th
hat one maay not last lo
ong though
h,
followed byy a totally new
n
season
n of adaptattion to life in Madagasscar. And aat some po
oint there in
n
Madagasca
ar we should expect to
o enter the same seaso
on of cultural well-adjjustment th
hat we're in
n
now. And then
t
no dou
ubt at leastt some aspeect of our work
w
will cha
ange, we'll find ourselv
ves in somee
new commu
unity, and the
t cycles off seasons will
w start all over
o
again.
I think therre's some reeassurance in the repeetition of th
hese seasonss. Maybe th
he main rea
assurance iss
that we kno
ow what to expect. It'ss true that not
n every seeason is a pleasurable
p
one. Theree's a time to
o
laugh, but also a timee to cry. Th
here's a tim
me for mourrning, a tim
me we've su
urely experienced often
n
here, death
hs and funerrals never decrease
d
in frequency.
f
here's also
o a time fo
or dancing
g,
But th
plentyy of it heere, and maybe thee
dancin
ng is all th
he more en
nergetic and
d
enjoyeed becausee it followss so closelyy
upon the time off mourning
g. A person
n
mourn
ning the deeath of an immediatee
familyy member traditionallyy "wears thee
black clothes" forr a full year.. At the end
d
of thee year, a ccelebration is held forr
"takin
ng off" the black cloth
hes and thee
celebrration is ussually highlighted by a
day fu
ull of traditio
onal dancin
ng.
ame way th
here's usuallly a funera
al
The sa
every Saturday somewheere in thee
villagee, there's aalso usuallyy a "taking
g
off" celebration
n with mchongolo
o
dancing eveery Sundayy somewhere in the areea. So whilee mourning
g may be alll that's visib
ble one dayy,
another dayy of dancing
g and celebrration can surely
s
be ex
xpected to reeturn.
With everyy time for being
b
born, there also
o follows a time to diie, to be exxpected and
d not to bee
escaped. But
B for everry time of breaking
b
do
own, there follows a tiime for buiilding up. Even
E
as thee
ground is broken
b
and smashed by
b the hoe before
b
the rains
r
come,, a seed is d
dropped in which then
n
springs to life, rises quickly
q
and
d multiplies, and sprea
ads new lifee to those around. An
nd with thee
seasons, bo
oth those wee desire and
d those we don't,
d
we can see the sig
gns of theirr coming.
mes are follo
owed by goo
od times. And
A
with a good God, can we nott surely exp
pect that thee
So bad tim
good times, when theyy come, will be so much
h better than
n the bad tiimes are bad
d?
hole of Crea
ation: "I con
nsider that the
t sufferin
ngs of this present
p
timee
In Romanss, this appliees to the wh
are not worrth compariing with thee glory abou
ut to be reveealed to us. For the creeation waitss with eagerr
longing for the revealing of the ch
hildren of God...
G
in hop
pe that the creation
c
itseelf will be set free from
m
its bondagee to decay an
nd will obta
ain the freed
dom of the glory
g
of thee children off God." (8:18-19,21)
In Revelation, there's a long desccription of breaking
b
do
own and desstruction off everything
g, of entirelyy
s
we know. Butt this is theiir end: "Beh
hold, I am m
making all th
hings new!""
putting an end to the seasons
(21:5)
So the seasons themseelves are a reminder
r
to
o us that afteer the winteer destroys,, the spring arrives and
d
brings life. And one day
d a final winter
w
will bring
b
an ulttimate and eternal
e
spriing. Jesus on
o the crosss
took death to its gravee and then rose
r
again to
o bring fina
al life to us all.
a I'm thankful that little yellowspotted beeetle remindeed me of thiis.
(First writteen by Adam
m Willard, Nov.
N
7, 2009
9)
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There’s onee thing alw
ways confron
nted here in
i South Affrica: the teension betw
ween too litttle and too
o
much. Anyy small am
mount of mo
ovement fro
om place to
o place takees a person
n from one side to thee
other, in a very short amount of time. The movementt takes you through the severe ten
nsion at thee
edges and indeed, eveen through a strong teension withiin, just for having thee mobility to
o pass from
m
one side to the other.
I think thiss ability to move
m
from poverty to riches,
r
and from richees to povertyy, to drive from
f
a wellappointed mansion
m
to
o a tiny tin shack
s
withiin less than five minuttes is one off the biggesst strains on
n
South Africcan life tod
day. But it may not be
b a strain for everyon
ne… maybee mostly just for thosee
people with
h the mobillity to movee from one side to the other. Tho
ose people iin the deepeest forms of
poverty herre, people th
hat are lack
king all mob
bility, may not
n suffer frrom that so
ort of tensio
on at all, but
of course, th
hey suffer from
f
entirelly different stresses insstead.
But most people
p
in So
outh Africa
a do have th
hat mobilitty to move from one sside to the other, from
m
riches to po
overty and back again. Even if most
m
don’t have
h
the meeans to rem
main in the place
p
they’d
d
desire mostt, they can still
s pass byy or even lin
nger. And th
hat producees a very stro
ong tension
n.
Certainly forr us Peace Corps
C
C
Volu
unteers, I th
hink it often
n
hits hard. We
W spend most
m
of our yyear, most of our dailyy
livves, living in villages without ru
unning watter, withoutt
cllinics or hospitals or any
a modern
n medicine, without thee
ab
bility to pu
urchase more than a vvery limited
d variety of
fo
ood, sometiimes even without
w
elecctricity. Most people’ss
houses are small and
d built fro
om bricks they madee
hemselves out of riveer sand and
d they hav
ve a slat of
th
co
orrugated iron
i
for a roof
r
as welll as a stink
ky pit toilet
so
omewhere in the yard.
y
Thee common
n mode of
trransportatio
on is walkin
ng. But if w
we ride a tax
xi for just an
n
hour or tw
wo we can buy orgaanic soy milk,
m
eat at
M
McDonald’s,
, watch a movie, orr even go to the carr
dealership an
nd check ou
ut the newesst Porsche.

Our bath
hing room at ho
ome in our villaage.

Oftentimes, the contra
O
ast here beetween villa
age life and
d
va
acation tim
me for Peacee Corps Vo
olunteers is even moree
siignificant. If a Voluntteer has vissiting familyy, they mayy
sttay in a con
ndo overlook
king a pristiine coastlin
ne and eat att
fiine restaura
ants every day of the week. They may nott
evven see a single “African” for d
days at a tiime (unlikee
viillage life where
w
most Volunteerss are the on
nly white orr
forreign person
n seen for weeks
w
or mo
onths or yea
ars).

Several oth
her Peace Corps
C
Volun
nteers havee stressed to me just how
h
much these drasttic switchess
mess with their
t
percep
ption of rea
ality. We ca
an have a ha
ard time un
nderstandin
ng our own “lot in life”:
is it to worrk through hardships with the sa
ame peoplee we’re work
king for, orr should wee be able to
o
enjoy comfforts and lux
xuries when
n we know that
t
the mo
oney spent on
o them forr a week cou
uld feed ourr
whole scho
ool for a mo
onth? Shou
uldn’t we feeel guilty? Some certainly do. A
Another sen
ntiment I’vee
heard expreessed is tha
at a Volunteeer’s time serving in a village is in
n effect “paaying rent” for
f enjoying
g
some of lifee’s luxuries from that point
p
on. Personally,
P
I don’t think
k either thee feelings off guilt or thee
idea of bein
ng “paid up”” is quite rig
ght.
s
versess in Philippiians that I’vve thought about
a
in diffferent wayss for a long
g time: “I’vee
There are some
learned to be
b content with
w
whatevver I have. I know wh
hat it is to have
h
little, aand I know what
w
it is to
o
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have plentyy. In any and
a
all circu
umstances I have learn
ned the secrret of being
g well-fed and
a of going
g
hungry, of having
h
plen
nty and of beeing in need
d” (4:11-12))
I think in th
he past I’ve tended to look
l
on thosse verses fro
om only one angle. I g
grew up in a family that
always had
d plenty, more
m
than enough.
e
W weren’t rich by Am
We
merican staandards, bu
ut we weree
certainly neever hungryy and we ha
ad the freed
dom to indu
ulge in a lot of our desiires. I think
k that’s truee
for almost all of us who’ve gro
own up in America. It’s even enshrined in our decclaration of
independen
nce: we havve a right to “the pursuiit of happin
ness”, not just the right to “try to su
urvive.”
a maybe to
t many of you, the pa
arts that sto
ood out in those
t
versess were: “to have little…
…
So to me, and
going hung
gry… being in
i need.” Itt seemed to
o me that I already
a
knew
w the otherr parts, so th
his is what I
had to learn
n. So as a teenager
t
I sometimes
s
practiced fa
asting, in part just to u
understand those samee
verses. I th
hink I did learn
l
sometthing from those timess. And I th
hink my few
w months viisiting rura
al
areas in Madagascar in
i 2002 and
d our year and a half here have taught
t
me ssomething more about
“having litttle, going hu
ungry, and being
b
in neeed.”
But our tim
me here hass also taugh
ht us sometthing about “having pllenty and beeing well-feed.” Now, I
think that part
p
is just as
a importan
nt, just like it was writtten in thosee verses, and
d that it eveen can seem
m
like a “secreet” to be acq
quired, or an
a art to be mastered.
m
Living on our
o Peace Corps
C
budgeet really is enough. When
W
we’re in the villaage, that is. But to livee
that other kind of lifee here: the city life, th
he vacation life, the liffe of plentyy, well, then
n our Peacee
get falls prettty short. Then
T
it doessn’t seem lik
ke we have plenty, nor does it seem
m like we’ree
Corps budg
being
g well-fed…
… not when
w
we’ree
vacattioning tog
gether with others and
d
we can’t
c
afford
d to eat out often likee
they want to, no
or when we can’t afford
d
even the simple accommod
dation at thee
placees with the tourist attractions, not
to mention tryin
ng to find transport
t
to
o
thosee types of places – that
t
can bee
impo
ossible. Th
hat kind of second lifee
requiires sometthing moree than ourr
Peacee Corps bu
udget: eith
her dipping
g
into precious
p
savvings from back homee,
or reelying on the pure geenerosity of
otherrs.
That’’s what we’vve been learning about
“haviing plenty and being
g well-fed.””
We’vve encountered that generosityy.
We have som
me great friends in
n
Preto
oria
(one
of
f
South
Afr
ica’s
capita
al
Our bathroom
m at Ulusaba, the
t private gam
me lodge just 2 km
k from
citties) that have treaated us like
l
familyy
our villagge, where theyy invited us to sttay one night frree.
th
hroughout our
o time in the Peace Corps, and
d
especially during
d
the holidays.
h
Th
hey’ve taken
n us on vaca
ations, treatted us to vaacations justt for us, and
d
didn’t sparee any expen
nses along the
t way. An
nd they hav
ve friends and family (who barelyy know us orr
who only ju
ust met us) who’ve sho
own a lot off generosityy as well. So
ome peoplee, the very same day wee
met them, graciously provided frree transporrt to our reecent hiking
g trip and p
plenty of freee meals (at
good restau
urants) alo
ong the wayy. Not to mention th
he many from back h
home who’v
ve sent caree
packages, kind
k
letters, financial gifts and oth
her things th
hat have hellped us duriing our timee here.
But they do
on’t owe us anything. No one doees. Some of these peop
ple don’t evven know us at all. Wee
can’t ever pay
p any of th
hem back, certainly
c
no
ot financiallly, but not even
e
usuallyy with serviices of equa
al
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value, and often with absolutely nothing at all. And yet they give, and if we want to know what it’s
like to “have plenty and be well-fed”, we have to accept. That’s what we’re learning. To accept.
Because in America, our culture is one that often makes it hard to accept a gift; I mean a pure gift.
Sure, if it’s reciprocal, it’s OK. If it’s something that we could, in effect, just buy for ourselves
without any trouble, then we’ll accept it, as long as we also have a plan for repaying the favor pretty
soon. I think that’s generally true of most of us Americans. And it’s so engrained into our
understanding of “gifts” that we sometimes even begrudge receiving too many gifts at Christmas,
because then that just means we have to go and get another gift in return. We sometimes mentally
add up the probable value of gifts received and weigh that against gifts given, to make sure we’ve
come out pretty even. If our math brings us up short on gift-giving, then we might feel guilty or
embarrassed or obligated towards some last-minute gift runs with a sorry excuse about having
forgotten “just one more” in another location.
It could be American culture – that spirit of “rugged individualism” that saw us through our
independence from Britain, through the Wild West, through a mostly unfettered capitalism today.
That thing in our American culture that believes the only way to survive and prosper is on our own
individual merit. Or it could just be part of human nature… thinking that we somehow have the
ability to earn whatever we need or want, that we ourselves (or even our group) are good enough and
that we don’t need, and thus don’t need to accept, anything from anyone else. But do those ideas
reflect truth?
Well, now that we’re living the village life, and are budgeted for the village life, we have to accept
gifts, without calculating or expecting to repay those giving them, if we also want to participate in
other parts of life. And we do; it’s basically just the same life-style we grew up with and earned for
ourselves when we were working back in the States, so why should we refuse to participate if
someone’s making the means available? It’s a bit tough being so often on the receiving end like that,
but there’s simply no other way. And so we not only learn about “having little, going hungry, and
being in need”, but we’re also starting to learn what it really means to “have plenty and be well-fed.”
Because when it comes down to it, I don’t think any of us, no matter the circumstances of our birth,
can really earn all the things that we need most, nor can we repay the things that go into us
throughout the course of our lives. Education is generally free, but even its financial costs don’t
account for everything that’s gone into it. All the thoughts that have gone into our present education
have generally taken thousands of years to develop. Doing our schoolwork certainly doesn’t repay
our education, it simply helps us receive it. Our tuition and tax bills are only enough to cover the
costs for those who pass the accumulated knowledge along. Even if we become teachers ourselves
and worked for free for the rest of our lives, we’d barely approach repayment of one small bit.
And then there’s our food – we may nurture it, cause it to grow nearer to us, make it more readily
available to us, even bio-engineer it to produce more, but it’s the sun’s energy that actually makes it
grow. And we can’t add anything to that, nor put the energy back. And we had nothing to do with
the existence of our food in the first place. And there are so many more examples, too many to even
approach. No, when it comes down to it, I think we neither earn what makes us live, nor come close
to repaying it before we die. We don’t even earn enough to “pay rent” on it.
So we might as well start learning to accept it, to accept gifts, pure, un-repayable gifts. Our lives are
a gift to us. We can re-gift our lives to others, even to those who can’t re-pay us, but that doesn’t
actually pay the bill on our own lives.
I think there is a secret to being content with being well-fed and with going hungry, of having plenty
and of being in need. I think they’re two sides to the same coin.
Being hungry and having little reminds us that we do need, that what we have isn’t nearly enough.
It keeps us looking for more, needing more. And if we also know what it really means to have plenty
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and be well-fed, then it means we
w know how
w to acceptt gifts and simply
s
be th
hankful for them, even
n
those un-reepayable pu
ure gifts tha
at we actua
ally need th
he most. Without
W
this double-sid
ded “secret””,
how can an
ny of us reco
ognize our need
n
for red
demption, for
fo someonee to save us?? And how else can wee
get past thiinking we ca
an earn we need,
n
and simply
s
accep
pt him, Jesu
us.
c
with
h whatever I have. I kn
now what itt is to have little, and I know what
“I have learrned to be content
it is to havee plenty. In
n any and all
a circumsttances I hav
ve learned the
t secret o
of being welll-fed and of
going hung
gry, of havving plenty and of beeing in neeed. I can do all thin
ngs through
h him who
o
strengthenss me. In an
ny case, it was kind of you
y to sharee my distress.” Philippiians 4:11-14
4
(First writteen by Adam
m Willard, Jan. 10, 2010
0)

We had
d the chance to enjoy Capetow
wn, one of the nicest
n
cities in South
S
Africa, thanks to the
greaat generosity off our South African friends in Pretoria.
P
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Hi everybod
dy. I thoug
ght that I, Lo
ora, would try my hand
d at writing
g one of thesse newsletteers. I found
d
it quite diffficult to put into words how my ex
xperience in
n South Africa has affeccted and cha
anged me.
I was at thee river one Saturday
S
do
oing my wasshing, and when
w
I finisshed I went for a swim with all thee
children wh
ho were alreeady playing in the watter. This side of the rivver had a diifferent atm
mosphere. It
is nearer to
o the side of the villagee we stay in
n, so many of these children are o
over at our house dailyy
and their families
f
aree now used
to having white peeople near
them; we attend their church
and stay right
r
acrosss from the
main store in the villag
ge.
Seeing me come
c
towarrds them in
the water with
w my blin
nding white
skin, moree exposed than
t
usual,
was no pro
oblem for them, and
they were happy
h
to have
h
me. It
was quite a contrastt from the
other side of
o the river.. There the
children stared at us in wonder
and kept their distance even
though theey see us evvery day at
school.
On this sidee of the riveer, I get out
of the wateer and lay there with
two of the girls.
g
I lay belly
b
down
on a sand bed
b (as in the
t old dayss of laying poolside
p
on
n a lawn cha
air, basking
g in the sun
n). But even
n
here, the sttark differeence betweeen our skin colors is un
navoidable,, bringing o
out the mussings of onee
boy: “black
k and white, black and whitee,” he said
d. “White is
i nice. W
White peoplle are veryy
beautiful. But
B us black
k people, wee’re like mo
onkeys.”
Being moveed by this observation
o
n (it is not the
t first tim
me I’ve hearrd black peo
ople here compared
c
to
o
monkeys), I explained
d in the besst Shangaan
n that I cou
uld conjuree up, that “it doesn’t matter
m
what
color you are. We are all people and
a black peeople are veery beautifu
ul.” We aree all people. The longerr
I’m here, the more of what’s being imprressed on my heart is not ourr differencees, but ourr
similaritiess. In the wo
ords of Pat Cook, a fo
ormer theatre teacher at Baylor U
University, I have been
n
“…awakeneed to the many-colore
m
ed coat of our
o sameness.” Reachiing this poiint in my Peace
P
Corpss
service (it has
h been ovver a year and
a a half) and
a having gone throu
ugh the diffeerent stagess of cultura
al
adjustmentt, I can now
w say this is my
m home.
However, in
i the first stage of ad
djustment, all
a I noticed
d were the differencess. It made me anxiouss
because I didn’t know
w what to expect. I didn’t
d
know
w the proto
ocol. When things did
dn’t go as I
o
becam
me frustrateed and blam
med myselff. I thoughtt I was the cause of th
hese alleged
d
desired, I often
problems. Inevitably, I often esca
aped into th
houghts of home. I fellt much likee Frodo Bag
ggins in Thee
Hobbit (asiide from jusst the shortt stature) off whom wass written: “H
He was thin
nking once again of hiss
comfortable chair befo
ore the firee in his favo
ourite sittin
ng-room in his hobbit--hole, and of
o the kettlee
singing. No
ot for the la
ast time!” But
B my thou
ughts of hom
me in the beeginning off this journeey were, as I
mentioned,, an escape.. They weree a way of trrying to cop
pe with the differences
d
aaround me..
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Yet slowly and gradually, I began to see patterns in the differences and to understand people’s
actions, and even some of their thoughts.
One of the biggest things that bothered me when I first came to the village was the lack of
curiosity. I was so excited to share myself with others, but they never seemed that interested when
we talked of home. Nobody seemed to ever ask me questions about myself or my family. I was even
astounded that they wouldn’t be amazed at how outstandingly delicious our food is. I mean, they eat
mostly the same food day in and day out. There was no doubt our food would give them a high they
never had before, right? It was not the case.
I thought, I am a connection to the outside world that they never get. Why are they not jumping
on this opportunity?
Then you go to the schools. As you walk by the classrooms you hear the students repeating over and
over exactly what the teacher says. Although the current education system is trying to move away
from rote memorization, this is the predominant method of teaching and learning in the rural
schools. Why? Because that is how the teachers learned when they were in school. They know
nothing else. Most of them don’t know what it means to ask questions and to gain further
knowledge. Their knowledge was always limited and kept at a minimum.
So can you blame the teachers when you receive fabulous new storybooks and they’re not
interested? They never had books like that to read when they were kids. They never grew up with
stories being read to them as we do. It’s an unexplored world. I began to understand. Through my
efforts over time, I am understanding that many learn through observation and imitation.
Another thing that bothered me when I first came was the loneliness and alienation I felt. I longed
for relationships with people in the village, but nobody came to the house. Nobody volunteered to
show me around the village or even show me how to learn to do certain things. I was dying to learn
about anything and everything, but it seemed nobody cared to teach me.
So, not knowing the rules of the game, I ventured out of my house to make visits. I found that
sitting with someone in silence was very awkward for me. My language skills were minimal and
there was nothing to do but sit. Yet, over time I realized how those visits made a difference to
people. They would say they missed me if I hadn’t visited in a while. Some would even say that I
was “scarce” or “running away.”
So, I started looking around and observing people together. Often they just sit, not saying
anything. Or they walk slowly down the road together not saying much at all. It’s not that they don’t
share news. They just obviously don’t feel the need to talk like we do. I began to understand.
I can sit with my grandma for an hour without saying much of anything, and her face lights up with
gratitude that I visited her. Even a short visit of 10-15 minutes means that you value the person and
want to have a relationship with them. It’s in your presence that they find joy. If a person works too
much, it can be seen as a sickness. Here in the village, one must stop and be near the ones they
love. You must keep your family close. You must keep your neighbors close.
Those were the two greatest causes of unrest in me at the beginning of my experience. And it was
observation over time that brought me understanding. It was time that helped the people open their
hearts to me in their own way. It was time that brought the exchange of two cultures, of two worlds.
Once I understood, it culminated in the conclusion I come to today: at the very core, we are all the
same. We all learn from what’s available and make the best with what we know. We all desire
relationships with other people. We’re all just people making it through life the best way we know
how. And the best way we know how usually looks different. But it’s when we focus on the
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differences, that we risk thinking our ways superior. It’s then we risk conflict. It’s then that people
put a value on skin color.
With that realization has come a release and freedom to be me, with all my Americanisms at the core
of who I am. At the same time, I adopt as many wonderful aspects of South Africa as I am
able. Each day I am becoming more of a complete person as I embrace the best of both worlds,
whether it be in relationships, work, or day to day activities.
An even now, as I continue on this adventurous journey, I still have fleeting thoughts of home and of
the people I know and love. When people here mention how our time is up this year and how we
must be happy, I say that yes, I am eager to see family and friends. Not only that, but having this
experience has made me appreciate my home culture and country in ways I never have before.
Yet herein lies the paradox: I tell them that I miss home, but as soon as I get home I will miss South
Africa. When our time is up, South Africa will always have a piece of my heart. I am torn between
two worlds. So all I can do is strive to be a person who is willing to learn and adjust to all situations,
lands, and peoples.
As Paul says in 1 Corinthians 9:22, “…I have become all things to all people, that I might by all
means save some.” To become all things to all people, I must work to understand the people with
whom I live life, both here in South Africa and in my home culture in America. Only then can I be a
vessel for the love of Christ and His peace.
And so I leave you with a poem, a poem that seeks to bring two worlds together as felt in my heart.

On the other side of the world,
I once built a life,
Of which I now sit and dream
On the other side of the world.
On the other side of the world,
Where friends talk, friends do,
Here friendship is just sitting in someone’s presence,
On the other side of the world.
On the other side of the world,
Chores are dull and alone, and finished quickly,
But I do my laundry at the river while I swim with my family,
On the other side of the world.
On the other side of the world,
The monotony of traffic is braved in the comfort of my car,
But on my bicycle I brave the cattle, the children, and the strength of the sun,
On the other side of the world.
On the other side of the world,
Church is big, with lights and sound, stimulating the senses,
Or just one small room with only the sound of voices around you,
On the other side of the world.
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On the otther side of the
t world,
A coffee shop
s
is a place of stimu
ulation or reelaxation,
a place to plan and
d mingle, orr of quiet refflection,
And it can
n be under a tree watch
hing the chilldren play,
ass I hear peo
ople greet me
m as sister, mother, or “Happinesss”,
On the otther side of the
t world.
On the otther side of the
t world,
I am
m going to slleep.
I am just awa
akening to life
l complette,
On the otther side of the
t world.
And to the other
A
o
side of
o the world
d,
I will go and
a come ba
ack again.
W
Feb. 7, 2010)
(First writteen by Lora Willard,
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A while ba
ack, we werre at the ta
axi rank in Pretoria, which
w
is wh
here all thee mini-busees for longdistance tra
ansport gatther, waitin
ng to fill up with peoplle and leavve for their destination
ns. It’s a lot
like a bus station, but instead itt’s full of white
w
vans (taxis)
(
fillin
ng every avvailable space, whetherr
paved or no
ot, and passsengers and
d vendors fillling whatev
ver space th
he taxis aren
n’t.
The vendorrs are alwayys walking around sellling food fo
or the road and other snacks and
d drinks and
d
often even some bizarrre items likee toothbrusshes, featherr dusters, and belts, ass if those weere potentia
al
last-minutee impulse purchases
p
f the tax
for
xis’ passeng
gers. And sometimes
s
they are; it’s
i a funnyy
system.
Taxi ranks are interesting places, always busy,
b
full of people co
oming and going, usu
ually excited
d
people. Th
he drivers arre almost allways young
g men, usua
ally with an attitude as if they own
n the world..
And I guesss the freed
dom to drive on South Africa’s op
pen highwa
ays from on
ne province to anotherr,
with your own
o
choicee of house music thum
mping loudlly the wholle way, and
d being ablle to pocket
several hun
ndred rand
d (South Affrica’s curreency) while you’re at it
i can reallly feel like owning thee
world.
So the driveers are milling around in their litttle groups, acting
a
cool, waiting forr passengerss to squeezee
into the tax
xi and fill up
u every lasst inch of sp
pace with th
heir bodies and their lluggage. An
nd usually a
few passengers have a friend or family
f
mem
mber waiting
g anxiouslyy by the win
ndows, talkiing to them
m,
buying them
m any last minute iteems and wa
aiting to sayy their goodbyes. And
d sometimees a woman
n
(young or old)
o
has a sm
mall child th
hat she’s pu
utting on th
he taxi, unacccompanied
d, and is ask
king around
d
to find outt which passsenger is going
g
to thee same desstination ass their child
d, or at lea
ast a nearbyy
destination
n.
We were sitting
s
in th
he taxi for
Bushbuckriidge: it’s a pretty
p
large
region,
probably
several
hundred thousand
t
people or
more, and with lots of smaller
destination
ns to go to
o after you
get there. After Bush
hbuckridge,
we were go
oing to Thullamahashe,
and from there, hom
me to our
village – Du
umphries B.
B The trip,
including time spent waiting
w
for
the taxis to
o fill up, ussually takes
around 8 hours,
h
som
metimes an
hour moree or less. This time,
there was an unacccompanied
child and it
i turned out
o that we
were the only
o
ones going
g
to a
nearby desttination.
One
O of the first times we took a taxi from ourr village to

The child was
w a cute liittle girl, about 4 or 5 years
y
Pretoria, it broke
b
down on the side of the
e road.
old, and accted very sh
hy. She wa
as also goin
ng to
Thulamaha
ashe, and frrom there to
t another small
s
villag
ge in the arrea. She haad been in the
t Pretoria
a
area visitin
ng her moth
her, a visitt that proba
ably only happens
h
a few
f
times a year at th
he most, orr
possibly evven just oncce every few
w years. We
W weren’t familiar wiith the villaage where the
t girl wass
going nor had
h we everr before seeen the girl or the wom
man who wa
as putting h
her on the taxi.
t
But of
course we knew
k
Thula
amahashe pretty
p
well and
a since wee were the only
o
ones g
going there, the woman
n
put us in charge of heer child. Sh
he sat her on
o the seat next to us, gave us heer small bag
g, asked myy
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name and phone number, gave us 20 rand for the girl’s connecting taxi to Thulamahashe, and that
was it. Shortly after, the taxi finished filling up with people and luggage and we were off!
Of course, the girl didn’t speak any English and by that time, our ability to speak Shangaan was a lot
more limited than it is today. We greeted her, introduced ourselves, and asked her name, but the
girl was so shy and (perhaps) our ability to speak Shangaan so limited that conversation never
progressed beyond that. When we had our single stop along the way for a bathroom break and for
food, Lora took her into the girls’ room and we shared some snacks with her. She smiled, but was
still too shy to speak. After about 4 hours, her mother called me to ask if we’d arrived yet and I told
her we would probably arrive in a couple more hours. Even the girl’s mom didn’t speak that much
English (or wasn’t comfortable with it), so it was difficult communicating with her on the phone in
Shangaan only.
When we did arrive in Thulamahashe, we hadn’t heard back from her mother yet and we really
didn’t know what to do with her since we didn’t even know where the village was that was her
ultimate destination. For ourselves, we were anxious to get on our own taxi and get home.
So, we asked around, tried to explain the situation, and tried to figure out which taxi to put her on.
Thankfully, one lady who’s usually selling snacks near the Dumphries taxi is always very friendly to
us. We called the girl’s mom and she seemed to be asking me to get on another taxi and take her
home myself. Of course, I wasn’t too keen on this idea since I didn’t even know where I’d be going
and I really didn’t want to go out of my way. So, we put the other lady on the phone with her in
order to figure out better exactly what was going on. Then, she directed us to another taxi that was
supposed to be the right one for the girl.
To our dismay, the other taxi was full. That meant we were going to have to wait for it to leave and
for another one to arrive and start filling up. As I said, we were anxious to get on our own taxi and
get home after a long day’s travel. But, as we poked our head in and inspected the taxi to see if there
was any inch of space left, one older lady saw the little girl who was with us and promptly reached
down, picked her up, and put her on her lap.
The old lady certainly seemed to recognize the girl. When we asked, she said she was the girl’s
“mother” and she also said she knew where the girl lived. Of course, she looked too old to be the
girl’s actual mother, and we were also pretty sure we had just been speaking to the girl’s actual
mother on the phone. But she could’ve been any relative, like an aunt, grandmother, or someone
like that who in this culture could also take the title of “mother” for the child. Since she’s more of a
relation than us who first received the girl at the beginning of the trip, we decided we’d fulfilled our
duty, gave the old lady the little girl’s bag and the remainder of her 20 rand and that was it. We
called the girl’s mother back to try to explain to her what happened (even though we didn’t even
know the old lady’s name) and she seemed pleased enough. It was the last we saw or heard from any
of them again.
If you think about it, if we think about it, it was a strange situation. Certainly, you’d never hear of
anything like that in America. For starters, our public transportation system isn’t nearly as robust
or frequently used; most people take themselves wherever they want to go by driving their own cars.
But when a person is on public transportation, they’re usually not packed in so tight and usually
don’t feel much of any connection to the people sharing the transport with them, physical proximity
or otherwise.
And really, in any public situation, a child, especially a small child, is almost never unattended.
Couldn’t a person be charged for neglect for something like that? We even teach children not to
“take candy from strangers.” So to send a four- or five-year-old girl across the country in the care of
a couple of adults you’d never seen before and who aren’t in any way officially connected to the
person/company providing the transport, well, that would be unheard of. To us Americans, this taxi
situation would be an impossible one.
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I’m sure yo
ou’ve all heard, “it ta
akes a villa
age to raisee a child.” When we hear that in
i America
a,
sometimes we can be simply
s
perp
plexed becau
use it’s onlyy “I”, the dirrect parent, who’s raisiing the child
d
and who’s entirely ressponsible fo
or him/her.. Or if not caught off--guard by tthe statemeent, it might
o think of ou
ur societal structures
s
l
like
police and
a fire dep
partment an
nd public ed
ducation, orr
cause us to
we think off it in the larrger sense of
o globalizattion and an internation
nalized econ
nomy.
But in thiss culture heere, the one shared byy most Sou
uth African
ns and prob
bably most Africans in
n
general, it really
r
does take a village to raise a child. It just
j
so hap
ppened that on that particular tax
xi
ride, Lora and
a I were essentially the child’s only fellow villagers. Most
M
childrren here don
n’t live with
h
their directt parents. Instead,
I
theeir parents (by function
n and by tittle, “mhaki” and “bava
a”) are theirr
aunts and (less
(
often)) uncles and
d especiallyy their gran
ndparents (o
often only ttheir grandm
mothers). I
could coun
nt on one hand the number of
o children I know here
h
who h
have anythiing like an
n
appropriateely-aged fa
ather figuree in their lives. And although there
t
are q
quite a few
w aunts and
d
especially grandmothe
g
ers, there are so manyy more child
dren that itt’s just too m
much work
k for the few
w
adults to bee responsiblle for everytthing they need.
n
The reason
n is, most fa
athers are either
e
comp
pletely abseent from thee lives of th
heir children or they’ree
j
just
physica
ally absent because theey’ve moved
d away som
mewhere to either work
k or look forr work. But
that doesn’’t stop anyo
one from ha
aving childrren. So wh
hen it’s timee to raise a child, it tak
kes a wholee
village. Usually a child’s old
der siblingss,
even iff only olderr by a few yeears, are thee
ones most resp
ponsible for watching
g
d their gen
neral wellafter them and
ny time a child iss
being. But an
somew
where else in
n the village and needss
or wan
nts someth
hing, whoev
ver’s around
d
will ussually give iit to them, whether
w
it’ss
water, fresh fru
uit, or wha
atever, theyy
usuallyy get whaat they ask
k for from
m
whom
mever they assk it.

A couple of
o young girls from our host family, neither off them have
their own mother around
d often. One off them is alread
dy practicing
takin
ng care of a bab
by, by tying herr toy doll to her back.

So forr Lora and m
me to be in
nvolved in a
similarr exchange of childcarre on a tax
xi
actuallly wasn’t abnormal at all. It’ss
really quite comm
mon, even if
i it was thee
first tiime for us. Chances arre good thatt
if we left our ow
wn child in
n a similarr
situatiion, our kid
d would arriive safely att
his/her destination just like eveeryone else.

But when
n living in a village in Africa, in a
communityy-oriented culture,
c
chilldcare isn’t the only thiing the villa
age works to
ogether on. In generall,
any time so
omebody neeeds someth
hing and so
omebody elsse has the skills
s
or thee resources to give it to
o
them, theyy usually do
o give it to
o them and
d they’re even
e
expectted to. Of course it’s reciprocal;
eventually the one doing the giviing now ma
ay be the one needing
g later, and when he or
o she needss
something,, they’ll receeive it from someone ellse who hass it.
ng large or small. Wh
hen it’s harv
vest time, if
This workss out mostlyy the same whether itt’s somethin
someone ha
as specializzed in growiing peanutss, they give lots of pean
nuts to mosst everyone they know..
If someonee else has ha
ad a really good
g
harvesst of mieliess (maize/corn), they givve lots of th
hem to most
everyone th
hey know. If someonee makes a big
b pot of leeafy vegeta
ables, they o
often send a bowl of it
over to ano
other part off their exten
nded familyy.
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If a young man
m is finallly ready to propose to his future wife
w (or mo
ore accurateely, her family), he askss
all of his fa
amily, his un
ncles, etc., to
t give him
m some mon
ney to help pay
p the lebo
ola (bride price)
p
to herr
family. An
nd they do, always, without fail, even thoug
gh the total sum is usu
ually severa
al thousand
d
dollars or more.
m
But th
hat’s why he needs his extended fa
amily to hellp.
h most skillls that anyo
one has: fixiing bikes, construction
n, any bit off knowledgee
It’s also thee same with
or a helpin
ng hand th
hat someonee can sharee with som
meone else who needss it, they do
d so freelyy,
especially iff it’s a mem
mber of theirr HUGE exttended famiily.
Of course, sometimes people neeed more mo
oney for onee-time expeenses than m
most peoplee have lying
g
around to give
g
them. But they’vee worked ou
ut a system for that too
o. There arre funeral so
ocieties and
d
women’s so
ocieties thatt work prettty well. Ba
asically, a grroup of wom
men, usuallly anywheree from 10 to
o
30 of them, join a “socciety”, either a general one for wom
men (since they’re usually the actiing heads of
or funerals. Every mon
nth, they meet
m
togetheer to sociallize and payy
householdss), or a speccific one fo
their dues, which is usually
u
a sm
mall enough
h amount fo
or each indiividual wom
man, but a rather
r
largee
amount wh
hen taken to
ogether.
n who’s in ccharge of a funeral that
If it’s a funeral societyy, the moneyy collected is given to any woman
mong them if
i it’s moree than one, sometimess even going
g beyond th
he standard
d
month, or divided am
monthly am
mount if tha
at month ha
as extra neeed. If there are no funeerals that m
month, the money
m
stayss
in storage until
u
it’s neeeded for a fu
uneral. It’s basically a communityy-run life in
nsurance.
If it’s a reg
gular society, then evvery woman
n is schedu
uled to havve “her own
n month” at
a a regularr
interval, ussually once every
e
year or
o two yearss. Every mo
onth is one of
o the women’s turn. On
O her turn
n,
the other women
w
thro
ow a partyy for her an
nd either giive her all the moneyy gathered that month
h
(especially if she hass bills to
pay), or buy gifts for her
(usually
large
household
h the mon
ney from
items) with
that montth. It esssentially
works out to be a com
mmunity
savings acccount, prreventing
the womeen from spending
their moneey in the meantime
m
and elimin
nating theirr need to
keep track of it, but sttill giving
payouts to
o each wo
oman at
scheduled intervals. It’s the
same idea as the resst of the
helping
communityy-focused
each other out, only scheduled
and organizzed so as to
o work for
larger sumss of money. And all
of these thiings seem to be very
effective heere. I’ve nevver heard
anyone co
omplain ab
bout the
Som
me of the manyy gifts being giveen at a woman’’s society functtion.
results.
ations in th
he USA, rig
ght? We ha
ave insuran
nces and ch
harities and
d
Of course, we have siimilar situa
welfare and
d savings acccounts and
d all the restt, to providee for peoplee’s needs and security. And I think
k
those are siimilarly com
mmunity-fo
ocused ideass, just like here
h
in Sou
uth Africa. O
Only they don’t
d
usuallyy
work the sa
ame way. They’re
T
usu
ually institu
utionalized, or capitalizzed, or ridd
dled with bureaucracy
b
y,
and at the end
e of the day,
d
people rarely
r
seem
m to benefit the
t same way.
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The community-focused ideas that started these things seems to be taken up by individually-focused
people and exploited for quick profit (like insurance and savings/investment accounts), or they
become so legislated and controlled by a few (the few that are directly involved) that special
allowance can never be made for special circumstances. A lot of the resources collected are often
wasted just because one actually unnecessary instance fits the profile and the one giving the “help”
doesn’t know the recipient well enough to know they don’t need it. Or maybe sometimes people just
give money to a charity and assume they’ve “done their part” for their community without putting
any time or other thought into it, thereby placing the burden of a lot of work on the shoulders of just
a few.
But when it’s all said and done, most people are just looking at what’s in it for themselves. And they
forget that they’re part of a community and that these structures they’re a part of financially
(welfare, investment, insurance, charity, and the rest) are the result of joint effort and combined
resources and that they certainly can’t be effective when the community focus that inspired them is
forgotten in the interest of the individuals controlling them and supporting them.
And so they’re usually very ineffective – I think health insurance is the best example of that. It
started off essentially the same way funeral societies work here: everyone pooled their money each
month and whoever had need of it for healthcare bills received as much as they needed. But
eventually it lost connection with the people who comprised it and now it only exists to help its
money-makers at the top profit off of society’s fear of rising healthcare costs, and a person rarely
receives what they actually need from it.
In the end, people feel like, “the only one I can really trust and rely upon is myself,” and that
correspondingly, “no one else should be relying on me, but instead they should also be relying upon
their own selves.” It’s a vicious cycle and eventually any community-centered motivations get
distorted grossly or neglected entirely.
There’s no way that South Africa, or our village here in South Africa, is perfect in these regards
either. It used to be that when marulas (an indigenous fruit) were plentiful and ripe, everyone
would gather them and make their own batch of marula beer (“vukanyi”) and then invite all their
friends and neighbors over to celebrate and share it with them. But that rarely happens anymore.
Now, most people don’t share vukanyi for free, instead they send someone to go sell it by the
roadside. And because South Africa’s current legislation gives social grants (i.e. welfare) pretty
indiscriminately, there are plenty of out-of-work alcoholics with a little bit of money to buy some
cheap traditional beer.
Nowadays, many of the elected officials and contractors in South Africa have developed such a
distance from their home communities that they don’t mind exploiting public budgets intended for
development work and they use the money to line their own pockets instead. Unfortunately, much
of South Africa’s traditional community-focused approach is giving way to a much more globalized
individualistic approach.
But that community-centered focus is still far from gone in areas like ours. Wherever people still
feel like they belong to their community, they still treat their community like it’s part of them, giving
and taking when there’s need and respecting their own community enough not to exploit them or be
exploited by them. There’s all the examples I mentioned, but there’s also many more. I remember
one time when a family from our church here had a son that died. That Sunday the whole church
moved the service to that family’s house rather than leave the family alone or make them move
around too much during their time of grieving. I think that was a great demonstration of
community.
However, it’s true that being more community-focused or more individually-focused is mostly just
an aspect of culture. Emphasizing one over the other isn’t necessarily the “right” thing to do and
Americans aren’t necessarily wrong because they prefer to focus on the individual rather than the
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community. But losing one or the other entirely can be very damaging to societies and to
individuals. Both focuses have their place.
Personally, I think we’ve lost too much of our community-focus in America, and I think it’s seriously
damaging many aspects of our society that were founded on that, as I’ve already mentioned. But I
think one place we should really be able to re-gain community focus in America is in the church.
Members of churches should be part of their own community. Within that community, they should
be more than willing to help each other out with funerals, healthcare costs, weddings, food supply,
and anything else really.
Unfortunately, it seems that churches in America are rarely like that. Instead, our churches often
reflect our society. We show up, we watch someone talking, just like we do with politicians on TV, or
if entertainment’s our thing, we show up to watch someone make jokes or to hear good music,
maybe we vote on some issues some times, and then we go home, rarely communicating much with
the other members throughout the week.
If someone at church needs something, maybe we’ll give some money; certainly many pay their
taxes/tithes to the church. But few church-goers are actively involved with a significant amount of
their time or skills and few church leaders make serious attempts to involve them. Instead, it seems
most people are content with the spectator / speaker format, or what you might call the “media
format” (since it works the same way as the rest of the media we consume on a regular basis) and
few are involved in anything like a community.
So then, where’s the opportunity for the church in America to re-gain a community focus that’s been
lost? Well, I think it can easily work the same way as communities do here. Though I’m not at all
related to anyone here by blood, they can still call me “bava” (father) or “bhuti” (brother) because
they know I’m part of their community. Not that the titles themselves are what’s important, but it’s
the recognition of relation. A church doesn’t have to be built on blood-related family members
(though it can be), but an even stronger relation: we’re all adopted sons and daughters of Jesus. The
blood that we share is his, it’s his Holy Spirit.
As a member of a community here, if someone needs my services, I give to them. Whether it’s
pumping soccer balls and bicycle tires 20 or 30 times a day (because we’re apparently the only ones
with a pump), or whether it’s fixing decades-old computers as well as I can, or whether it’s giving
chili peppers from my garden to anyone who wants them, I offer my time and skills and resources to
anyone in my community that has need.
Why shouldn’t the American church be like that? We’re all supposed to be brothers and sisters,
mothers and fathers of each other. And we all have our own skills and services, our own resources.
So why can’t we offer them freely to those in our community who need them? It’s probably because
we don’t know them and we don’t know if we’ll be exploited by them. But what’s preventing us from
coming to know them? Why can’t we trust them the same way God has entrusted us with everything
we have and everything we are?
I don’t think the “media format” version of church has much to do with the real church, at least no
more than a separated windpipe, tongue and lips, with a huge crowd of separated ears for hearing,
has to do with a real whole human. As it’s written in 1 Corinthians chapter 12, we’re all members of
one body. And as members of the same body, we should all be different functioning parts. No
function of the body is simply spectating only, and a head has only two eyes and only two ears. We
should ALL function. Every one of us – and that means time and skills and relationship, in addition
to resources.
Our gathering together should be to know each other, and to use our differentiated skills and
resources wherever they’re needed. And they’re all needed: “the eye cannot say to the hand, ‘I have
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no need off you’”. Insstead, “if one memberr suffers, all
a suffer together with
h it; if one member iss
honored, alll rejoice tog
gether with it.”
mmunity, ass adopted brrothers and
d sisters, as members of
o the same body, we sh
hould all bee
So as a com
working together for the
t greatestt honor of every mem
mber, and fo
or the greattest honor of
o the head
d,
Jesus. If we’re
w
not working
w
togeether, then what are we
w really a part of? Itt takes a viillage. That
village shou
uld be us.
(First writteen by Adam
m Willard, March
M
6, 2010)
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Taxis don’t always get to wh
here they’re going. The bridge
e between our village and the other village
where we work collap
psed one morniing and this taxxi fell in. Thankffully no one waas hurt.
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When you go to ano
other country, especia
ally a hard--to-reach and mostly undevelopeed one likee
Madagasca
ar, you sometimes expeect everythiing to be different. An
nd so when
n you find a few thingss
that are sim
milar to wha
at you alrea
ady know, itt can somettimes be com
mforting, evven things as
a simple ass
the availabiility of Coca
a-Cola (for Lora)
L
or French pastries (for me). Some thin
ngs, like Coca-Cola, aree
apparently pretty mucch universall no matter where
w
you are
a on earth
h.
When we go
g to differeent churchees in differeent towns and
a
villages in Madagaascar and th
hey all havee
many simillarities with
h churches we alreadyy know and
d understan
nd, it can b
be very reasssuring. It’ss
nice to reccognize thee church bu
uildings, th
he praise and
a
worship time, thee preaching
g time, thee
testimony time,
t
the offfering time, the pastorr, the choirss, etc. Insid
de these chu
urches, it’s really
r
only a
few minor things thatt are differeent from wh
hat we’re ussed to; som
metimes the only real difference
d
iss
uage the service
s
and
d
the langu
songs are conducted in.
i
To be aable to immediatelyy
recognize all these things ass
“church”, as a ga
athering of
orship and
d
Christianss for wo
learning, ccan be refrreshing in a
place wh
here so many
m
otherr
things aree drasticallyy different..
Even a short-term visitor can bee
quickly reeminded th
hat we’re alll
part of a ““universal Church”
C
that
stretches past national, ethnicc,
and langu
uage bound
daries. And
d
that’s a nicce reminderr.
After all, in
n John’s Reevelation, hee
ssaw as partt of the church “a great
t
no onee could coun
nt, from evvery nation, from all trribes and peeoples and languages.””
multitude that
(7:9) And when
w
we vissit differentt countries and
a are ablee to quicklyy recognize o
other churcches, even in
n
a different language and
a with people of a diifferent ethnicity, aren
n’t we seein
ng the same thing John
n
saw?
It’s easy to identify the chu
urch in this pictture of a rural village
v
in Madaggascar.

I don’t kno
ow… maybee. But reallly, I don’t think
t
so. As
A I said, prretty much everything
g else in thee
culture is drastically
d
d
different
fro
om the Wesstern world
d, so why sh
hould their churches lo
ook and act
the same ass ours?
And it’s no
ot as simplee as appearrances either. The thiing is, Mala
agasy churcches look good
g
on thee
outside, especially to visiting Westerners
W
l
like
us: theeir building
gs are usually some off the nicest
buildings around
a
(and
d always aree if it’s a rurral area), they have sevveral servicees througho
out the week
k
and membeership is gen
nerally veryy high and consistent.
c
The major denominatiions in Mad
dagascar aree
even highlyy influentiall in governm
ment and po
olitics.
But most Malagasy
M
ch
hurches are rotting on the
t inside. The most im
mmediate aand obviouss example iss
the denom
minational bickering
b
an
nd fighting
g. Church denominations in Maadagascar are
a used to
o
perpetuate ancient cla
ass differencces and opp
pressive sysstems that consider
c
som
me groups of
o people ass
“nobility” and
a others as
a “slaves”, and they also
a
strength
hen tribal and
a politicall differencees that often
n
result in bla
ackmail and
d even sabo
otage of chu
urch propertty and prop
perty of chu
urch membeers. And it’ss
not one-sid
ded: nearly all Malagassy denominations partiicipate in th
hese very un
n-Christ-lik
ke behaviorss
and attitud
des.
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When you look even deeper
d
thou
ugh, you fin
nd something else, jusst as bad orr worse. Trraditionallyy,
agasy peop
ple have feared
f
and
d worshipp
ped their ancestors, relying on
n them ass
most Mala
intermediaries betweeen themselvves and God
d the Creato
or, believing
g their ancestors to be the
t primaryy
rulers of alll things sp
piritual and physical, attempting
a
to please or
o appease tthem throu
ughout theirr
everyday livves, and wiith great fea
ar of a dang
gerous or even
e
lethal reprisal
r
if eeven a very minor (and
d
possibly un
nknown) tab
boo is trespa
assed. At sccheduled in
ntervals, anccestors are even dug up
p from theirr
graves and elaborate celebration
ns are
held in theeir honor, with
w
time being
b
taken to sh
hare any news
n
with them
t
and show them
t
any ex
xpansions of
o the
village or to
own.
But for most
m
Mala
agasy, anccestor
worship isn
n’t just trad
dition; it’s ju
ust as
much a pa
art of theirr lives now that
they’re “Ch
hristians” as it ever was
That’s
before.
w
what’s
c
called
m”: an un-crritical and often
o
“syncretism
contradicto
ory combination of fo
ormer
religious beliefs
b
and practices with
newer “C
Christian” ones.
M
Many
Malagasy people attend
a
ch
hurch
because th
hey believe their anceestors
want them
m to, and if
i they diso
obey,
then they risk punish
hments succh as
illness or infertility
i
or crop failu
ures.
A typical family grave in Madaggascar, more stturdily built, mo
ore costly and
It’s even th
he same mo
otivation forr many
m
more
decorated
d than their own
n homes – all to
o be sure their ancestors are
Malagasy church lea
aders. Deceased
pleased and
a don’t cursee them.
ancestors run the show for most
Malagasy people
p
in Madagasca
ar, includin
ng Malagassy “Christians”. And
d that’s obv
viously not
Christianityy, no matterr what the outside
o
look
ks like to a passing
p
Wesstern visitorr.
I don’t thin
nk these inteernal probleems of Mala
agasy churcches are enttirely their ffault either. I guess it’d
d
be nice and
d easy to bla
ame them (a
after all, non
ne of us Weesterners wo
orship our aancestors, right?),
r
but I
don’t think
k that’s wheere the blam
me lies. I th
hink the pro
oblem is tha
at most, maaybe all, earrly missionss
efforts in Madagascar
M
r focused on
n bringing the “church
h” to the Malagasy
M
peeople. Sincee they weree
Westernerss (mostly Frrench, Dutcch, and Brittish) bringing the churrch, they brrought a Western-style
W
e
church. An
nd really, th
hey were preetty successfful at what they did.
All towns and cities in Madagasca
ar and mostt of the villa
ages in a deccent radius around thee towns havee
u
of multiple
m
denomination
ns (generallly represen
nting the diffferent natiionalities of
churches, usually
early missiions effortss). And thee churches have been
n pretty weell maintain
ned, even enlarged in
n
physical sizze and mem
mbership. And
A as I men
ntioned, theey’re still veery much reecognizable as churchess
to us Westerners and probably to
t anyone from
f
anywh
here in the world. So I think earrly missionss
efforts, inassmuch as th
hey attemptted to bring the “church
h” to Madag
gascar, weree very succeessful.
oblem is th
hat “church” doesn’t sa
ave anyonee. And wheen what peo
ople need is
i liberation
n
But the pro
from a fearrful bondage to ever-prresent anceestors that can
c curse orr bless them
m at a mom
ment’s noticee
depending on well-fo
ollowed or accidentallyy overlookeed taboos that are baased entireely on theirr
ancestors’ unforeseeab
ble persona
al whims, well,
w
in tha
at situation
n, a Western
n-style chu
urch doesn’t
t
much to say. As I said, we do
on’t deal with that. An
nd so when a Western-sstyle church
h
even have that
is what’s brrought and emphasizeed, it just makes
m
sensee that the reesult would
d be some weird
w
mix of
outward Western
W
stylee and structture and an
n underlying
g or untoucched core off oppressivee traditiona
al
beliefs and practices.
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The church doesn’t save anyone. Jesus does. If our missions or ministry efforts are to bring our
own cultural style and structure of church to people of a different culture, then we’re not only
neglecting to meet the people where they’re at, but we’re also subjugating them to a new form of
colonialism (a.k.a. “cultural imperialism”). Church as an institution or organization isn’t the “good
news” that Malagasy people would like to hear, but instead they need some way to be free of
ancestors and spirits and their accompanying taboos, something to liberate them from a limited life
and release them to an abundant one. Only Jesus can do that.
So I think missions efforts should be focused on the core of the “Good News”: Jesus crucified and
resurrected to establish our reunion with God and each other. And the forms and structures that
have developed around that in our own cultures should be left in our own places of worship back
home. The Malagasy church should be free to develop something more appropriate to their own
way of life, their own cultural structures and forms of worship and expression and teaching,
something that speaks to every aspect of their lives; something that’s not just an outward Western
addition.
I don’t know what that would look like in the Malagasy church. I imagine there will still be some
strong similarities to some of the most positive parts of our own churches; the results of Jesus’s
commandments to love our God with all our heart, soul, and mind, and to love our neighbors as
ourselves will probably be noticeable no matter what cultural forms they take. But some things will
probably look significantly different. After all, many cultures organize themselves and their
communities in very different ways than we do, worship in very different ways than we do, and teach
and share thoughts and information in very different ways than we do.
If a church, a group of people attempting to follow Jesus, isn’t allowed to do these things in
accordance with their natural cultural forms, then they’re likely to be pushed into syncretism or
completely unreached altogether. During our time in Madagascar, we met one man who’s been
leading some church-planting efforts in rural areas of eastern Madagascar for about ten years now.
He told us that most of the churches they’ve started have no buildings at all. And he said, “why
should they? People don’t worship their ancestors in buildings or do their rituals for possession or
sacrifices in buildings, so how can the church affect that area of their lives if it’s centered around
services inside a building?”
Many, maybe even most, people in Madagascar have never heard about Jesus in a way that speaks to
the most important areas of their lives. Recent reports suggest that as much as 55% of the
population (or about 11 million Malagasy people) still haven’t heard the good news. There are very
many, mostly in villages that can only be reached by walking and not by any kind of road, who’ve
never heard the name of Jesus at all. It’s our desire and our hope that we can return to Madagascar
next year and be part of God’s work to reach these people. We want to help lay the foundation for a
Malagasy church that’s centered firmly on Jesus and that naturally develops its own cultural forms
of worship, structure and doctrine that can speak to every aspect of Malagasy life.
I don’t think this can be quick, and it won’t be easy. I don’t think it would even be possible if we
were relying on ourselves as Westerners to do it. Our own culture is too much a part of us. But if we
rely on the Holy Spirit to draw people to Jesus, to liberate and establish them in his work, and to
give them the freedom to worship and follow him in culturally meaningful ways, then it can be
possible. And then we can see the same church that John saw in his Revelation: “a great multitude
that no one could count, from every nation, from all tribes and peoples and languages.”
(First written by Adam Willard, April 21, 2010)

!
!
76

Ui
if!Cf
ftu!Difb
bufs
s!Xjjot!
Early last winter,
w
we accompanie
a
ed one of ou
ur primary schools
s
to a far-off tow
wnship as th
heir “Underr
12” boys’ so
occer team competed for
f the title of provincial soccer ch
hampions. It was an ex
xciting timee
for us, to ta
ake an all-d
day trip witth some of our
o school’s students and
a almostt all the stafff to a placee
we’d never been beforee and see what
w
the larg
ger sports co
ompetitionss were like.
We hadn’t even realizeed that ourr small rura
al school’s soccer team was perforrming so weell that theyy
could comp
pete at the provincial
p
leevel, that th
hey had firstt beat all the other scho
ools in the circuit,
c
then
n
everyone in
n the region
n, and were only a few more
m
games away from
m representting our pro
ovince in thee
competition
n for the en
ntire nationa
al champion
nship.
So, we foun
nd some sea
ats (or mad
de some),
endured th
he cold (yess, South Africa
Af
can
get cold in the winterr, not every day, but
some dayss), and wa
atched our school’s
team beat the other regions’ teeams one
after the otther. It wa
as impressivve; many
of the games were wo
on without the
t other
n scoring a single poin
nt against
teams even
ours. And this wasn’’t regular liittle kids’
soccer gam
mes; African
n kids are GOOD
G
at
soccer.
W
When
theyy have a ball, or
anything liike a ball, they’ll playy all day
every day. Still, our team seem
med to be
smoking th
he competitiion.
So, I expressed my surprise at th
he quality
of our boyys’ soccer teeam to theeir coach,
one of the teachers with
w
whom I’d been
developing a good frieendship. He
H started
pointing ou
ut which off their playyers were
the best, sa
aying they were “new players”. I asked theeir names and
a
grades and said that I didn’t
remember seeing them
m in our Grrade 6 or Grade 7 classses at our school.
s
He said, “no, they’re
t
from
m
Mawewe.” Mawewe iss the name of the high
h school for both our viillage and th
he neighborring village;
it starts from Grade 8.. Many kidss in our Gra
ade 7 class are
a 15 or 16, some even
n 18, so I didn’t see anyy
way that so
ome of the kids
k
from Mawewe
M
coulld be “undeer 12”.
Their coach
h smiled and
d told me siimply, “we have
h
a sayin
ng here: ‘thee best cheatter wins’”. That
T
caught
me off guarrd. I mean, by then we’d
w
seen som
me people cutting
c
corn
ners, we kn
new of somee large-scalee
governmen
nt corruptio
on and things like thatt, but we never expectted anyone to flat-out tell us that
they appro
oved of cheating. Tha
at statemen
nt was so much
m
the opposite
o
of our Americcan phrasee:
“cheaters never
n
prospeer.”
Their coach
h went on to
o explain (o
on that occa
asion and in
n subsequen
nt conversattions) that without
w
anyy
regard to age,
a
they picck from am
mong the besst players th
hey want to
o be on their soccer teeam that aree
also still sm
mall and you
ung-looking
g enough. Because
B
thee teams havve to presen
nt birth certtificates and
d
photo IDs to
t the comp
petition, thee kids that are
a over 12 simply
s
borro
ow birth cerrtificates fro
om youngerr
kids, attach
h their own
n photos, an
nd also mem
morize theirr “new” nam
me and birtth-date, in case they’ree
questioned by the tourrnament offficials.
It works ou
ut easily eno
ough becausse birth cerrtificates don’t automattically inclu
ude photos (for
(
obviouss
reasons) an
nd the younger kids’ parents do
on’t mind lo
oaning them
m to the older kids on
o the team
m
because th
hey also know the sam
me maxim: “the best cheater wiins.” Besid
des, even some
s
of thee
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legitimatelyy under 12 soccer playyers don’t have
h
birth certificates
c
because theey or their parents aree
refugees fro
om nearby Mozambiqu
ue. Borrow
wing birth certificates
c
i “necessarry” in any case,
is
c
so theyy
figure they might as well
w also use it to the advvantage of their
t
team.
This coach and severa
al other tea
achers and sports loveers told me that in Afrrica, everyo
one has two
o
ages: their real age and
d their “socccer age” (th
he soccer ag
ge being significantly lo
ower). Socccer is such a
widely-loveed sport in Africa
A
and there are plenty of tea
ams and tou
urnaments ffor specific age rangess,
that cheatiing on a peerson’s agee to give a younger teeam an advvantage is supposedlyy as equallyy
widespread
d as the sporrt itself.
They even told me tha
at the natio
onal “underr 20” team for anotherr African co
ountry nortth of us wass
recently in a big scan
ndal. A new
w system fo
or identifying the app
proximate aage (give orr take a few
w
years) was developed that someh
how measurres an aspeect of the bo
ones in thee forearm. Because it’ss
approximatte, anything
g registering up to 25 years
y
old sttill has to be accepted. Even still,, nearly half
of the 20 orr so playerss from this national
n
tea
am were disqualified byy this testin
ng method. This meanss
that many of their tessts registereed above 25
5, for a tea
am that wass supposed to be comp
posed of alll
“under 20ss”. How ma
any of the reemaining pllayers are sttill cheating
g and still fiit the narrow
w margin of
test accepta
ability?
It was an interesting
i
concept forr me. The coach told
d me that “tthe best ch
heater wins”” just a few
w
games befo
ore our scho
ool’s team played
p
the finals and I figured I’d
d pay atten
ntion and seee if I could
d
recognize any
a cheatin
ng myself. One region
nal team wa
as disqualiffied along tthe way, beecause theirr
soccer playyers forgot what
w
the nam
mes on theiir birth certiificates werre supposed
d to be.
And sure enough,
e
the other team
m in the final play-offss against ou
ur school’s tteam was composed of
quite a few
w boys that looked
l
quitee a LOT old
der than 12. No facial hair
h yet, bu
ut almost. Or
O just wellshaved. Ou
ur coaches and
a teacherrs started co
omplaining that the oth
her team waas “obviously” cheating
g
and should
d be disquallified. But nothing cou
uld be donee because th
hey had you
unger birth
h certificatess
and haad memorrized theirr
names and birth
hdates welll
enough to pass the test.
The en
nd of that story: ourr
team lo
ost. They weren’t thee
best cheeaters in th
he provincee
that yeear, only the secondbest. Trruly the tea
am that won
n
were thee best cheaters. Thosee
kids weere definiteely way too
o
old and everyone agreed.
a
Butt
our
tteachers
and
stafff
begrudg
gingly adm
mitted that
the winn
ners deserv
ved the win;
they had
d outsmarteed everyonee
and had
d managed
d to get thee
oldest p
possible kid
ds on theirr
“under 112” team.
So far, we’ve onlyy heard that
saying, “the best cheaterr
wins,” aapplied to sp
ports. But I
have a feeling that it extends to a lot more of everyda
ay life than just that. Certainly we
w notice itss
effects all th
he time. When
W
peoplee are involvved in a tran
nsaction an
nd have the chance to set
s the pricee
for somethiing, they ussually add 10 or 20% to
o the original, nothing specific, bu
ut enough th
hat they can
n
take some real
r
benefit from it. Evveryone seems to know
w and expectt that too.
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If kids are in line to receive some sort of handout (like fruit or candy or pencils or anything a kid
would want) they fight for the front of the line and then after they have their turn, they almost
always try to quickly sneak in again at the back of the line, hoping the adult won’t notice. When
they’re caught they sometimes first try to argue a bit and convince you they’ve received nothing or
that some tragedy has befallen their first portion. But in the end, when they see it’s really not going
to work, they just smile and shrug their shoulders. Sometimes a teacher or other adult will also
smile and point out that the kid is “clever”, whether they catch him/her in the act or even if they
don’t realize it until sometime later.
Most of the time that someone thinks we (or any foreigner, but especially white people) don’t know
the correct price of something, they’ll jack it up a bit, maybe adding as much as 50 or 100% of the
original price, or try to charge us extra for something like luggage (though they don’t charge for
anyone else) and they try to pass that one by on us. Then if we demonstrate that we know the actual
expected price and refuse to pay anything above it, they often laugh or smirk and sometimes even
say, “well, I had to try!”
Really, I’ve seen taxi drivers try the same sort of trick on out-of-towners who are from the same
ethnic group as themselves and speak the same home language. The trick may be less likely to work,
but they still make an effort.
The smiles and the overall friendliness involved when someone tries to dupe you is nice enough, but
it can still be very frustrating. Especially when you see those things as symptomatic of the whole
culture. Especially when you see that your schools aren’t getting their allocated funding or
improvements to infrastructure or new learning resources because some guy at the top “got away
with” millions of the government’s rands.
A lot of externally funded and managed development agencies and their foreign workers simply
refuse to work in that type of system at all, either completely closing up shop or only attempting
efforts that don’t involve any money or responsibilities passing through local hands. This often
continues to hurt local economies that are already hurt by frequent corruption, while perpetuating
the same kind of unequal relationships that characterized the colonial era.
Other development groups and workers seem to simply ignore the likelihood of corruption entirely,
not attempting to find any method of avoiding any of it and not notifying any of their donors that it’s
a likely obstacle to achieving their stated developmental goals. They’re basically willing to blindly
face the high chance that all their efforts will be wasted, which are the only real reason for trying to
raise money in the first place. Maybe they’re worried their funding and/or their job will be cut out if
the likelihood of corruption affecting their projects is known about. And maybe they’re right.
For us, being confronted with these issues has been difficult for other reasons. Thankfully we don’t
really have any money and almost none of the work we do involves us in financial transactions or
“valuable” resources at all, certainly not in a local scale that would attract much shady dealing. But
when we find out that people we’ve come to know and trust and respect are sometimes involved in
these types of dealings and that they do sometimes delay or hinder our own projects to help our
schools, well, that’s just difficult. Sometimes it makes you wonder who you can trust at all.
But then again, this is where we are. Peace Corps placed us here. Unlike other development
agencies, we don’t have much choice about where we work and who we work with. So even with the
knowledge that someone we formerly trusted and respected was involved in something we’d
consider improper, we’re still around that person often, sometimes every day, talking to them, trying
to work with them, etc. And we get to know them even better. And we regain trust and respect for
them. That person may even be the best and most responsible worker we know here. And they’re
still involved in those sorts of dealings that we consider “improper.” But so is everyone else, usually.
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When we take a poll of everyone we know and trust here, and we ask them about certain types of
transactions that seem shady to us, we find out that no one really considers most of them improper
at all. They’re normal and quite expected. And this is from people we know and trust, from all of
the people we know and trust here.
If you think about it harder, a lot of the “shadiness” of these transactions results in them being
informal and non-universally applied, changing from person to person and from time to time.
Otherwise they’re essentially the same thing we know of as “service fees” and “interest rates” in our
own country and that are usually part of most transactions there. All of our trusted friends here do
agree that the same basic practice of taking extra for oneself, but expanded on the much larger
provincial and national scale (where they already have service fees, etc.) is deplorable and is keeping
the country down.
However, it still leaves the question: why is it that “the best cheater wins” here in South Africa and
“cheaters never prosper” in America? I think it has a lot to do with our respective histories.
In America, we’ve been lucky enough to establish our own government, “by the people, for the
people.” It’s our own society, our own banking systems, our own work ethics, created by us and for
us, to help us to live long and prosper. To maintain it, to make it successful, pretty much everyone
needs to work within the system and its guidelines. A “cheater” is violating that and threatening the
stability of the system for everyone. But, because we know the system, if we’re determined enough,
we can work within it and usually get ahead just fine.
In Africa, the history is quite different. They did have their own systems, ones that worked quite
well for them. They were much more informal though and of a much smaller scale. Most of them
were systems where “one good turn deserves another”; basically everyone was supposed to help each
other out when they could and where they could and they also received help in return and it all
worked mostly fine.
But then France and Holland and Portugal and England and other colonial powers showed up and
set up their own system. The African system and the African guidelines were completely
disregarded and overlooked as if they’d never existed at all. Quite the contrary, the new systems
were being set up to exploit material resources as quickly as possible, and for the benefit not of the
country they were located in, but instead for the benefit of people and places much further removed.
Other than some scattered early missions efforts (which really focused almost entirely on Western
enculturation, not necessarily a good thing), you can’t really say there was anything in the whole
setup that was good at all for Africans. Repeat this story around most of the world and you can
quickly account for several hundred years of world history during the age of colonialism.
So what kind of response do you think Africans really had available to them? If a person doesn’t
know or understand a system, or if the system is designed to abuse and not benefit him/her, what
can they do but try to work outside the system, find some loophole or local knowledge that helps and
doesn’t hurt them? And that’s called “cheating.”
In that case – a situation where the entire system is constructed and maintained without your input,
either personally or culturally, a system that takes advantage of you and your land and all your
resources – at that point, really only “the best cheater wins.” A lot of Africans had to cheat the
system to survive. Many still do.
And all this thinking about cheating and shady dealing reminds me of the parable that Jesus told at
the beginning of Luke chapter 16. It’s a parable that always just seemed strange and didn’t really
seem to fit with everything else in our belief systems.
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In this story, there’s a dishonest manager (essentially a personal financer) gets caught by his master
and will soon be fired. So, he goes and lowers the debts of most of his master’s biggest debtors,
lowering them by huge sums as big as annual salaries for wealthy business-people. His idea is that if
he does this for them, then later on when he’s out of a job and threatened with living on the streets,
they’ll put him up in their homes for a while and then he can move on to the next “friend” he made
from cancelling lots of their debt.
It’s a shady deal that he quickly performed when he knew he was going to lose his job for being a
dishonest manager in the first place, but it’s also a decent solution for a soon-to-be-unemployed
man with nothing saved up for a rainy day. Certainly the story seems more familiar to me now that
I’ve lived in South Africa for a couple of years.
But the finale of the story is the big surprise: the master who was firing this dishonest manager (and
presumably still will) actually commends him for acting so shrewdly! Translate that as “wise”,
“clever”, whatever you want, but he tricked his master one last time, losing LOTS of his masters’
profits, and gained some security for himself. And for that, his master apparently had to admit that
he did well, begrudgingly or not. And this is a story being told by Jesus.
In our system where “cheaters never prosper,” this story is bizarre in the least, especially when we
consider it comes from a book of moral and religious instruction. But in South Africa where “the
best cheater wins,” it actually makes perfect sense. He “had to try”, and he was “clever” and
succeeded, and therefore worthy of commendation (even if not worthy of continuing to manage
anyone’s personal finances).
I think it also makes a bit more sense if you consider that Israel at that time was being colonized by
Rome mostly the same way many African countries were colonized in their past. Jesus himself,
always one to cause a stir, wasn’t just standing against the Roman system though. He even stood
against the Jewish system of his day, a situation that had become so perverted and heavily
institutionalized that it subjected most of its constituents to all sorts of abuses simply in the interest
of the social and financial gain of the elite few.
The history of that time actually sounds a LOT like Africa and all other sorts of colonial and abusive
systems, situations where “cheating the system” is the only way to get ahead or even survive. And it
sounds like Jesus himself may be commending that sort of solution.
It may be a little different though too. Part of verse 8, right after the master commended his
dishonest manager for acting shrewdly, says that “the children of this age are more shrewd in
dealing with their own generation than are the children of the light.” Some other statements by
Jesus and another parable (about Lazarus and the Rich Man) seem to follow it up with less
“dishonest” dealings and for less selfish motivations. But I think the point is still basically the same:
some situations require a person to deal wisely, within or even outside the established systems of the
time, using resources to benefit people but not to be pursued as an end in itself or for selfish gain.
The Word Biblical Commentary makes a good point about this passage, saying: “the law of the Old
Testament and the gospel of the New Testament speak with a united voice about the need for a
practical moral response to be lived out in the human interactions of life.”
I think the point isn’t that we should engage in corruption or dishonest dealings for personal gain.
But we do need to be shrewd, we need to be clever. We need to recognize the systems we’re working
in, both where they promote abundant life (the very thing Jesus came to offer) and where they
hinder it. And we need to recognize and understand the people we’re living among and dealing with,
whether they’re “dishonest” or not. Neither ignoring the systems and the corruption they breed nor
refusing to work with them is the right answer.
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I think the right answ
wer is to kn
now who an
nd what we’’re dealing with so thaat we can fiind creativee
solutions both within available
a
syystems and outside
o
opp
pressive onees. Our solu
utions need to take into
o
ny accepted cultural prractices of deal-making
d
g and find ways to miinimize losss and wastee
account an
along the way.
w
And alll along, thee solutions need to be geared tow
wards offerin
ng Jesus’ ab
bundant lifee
to everyonee. Either wiithdrawing from or ign
noring obsta
acles cannott offer that.
So the “chiildren of the light” neeed to be jusst as shrewd
d or even more
m
so thaan the “children of thiss
age.” But rather
r
than for selfish motivations
m
s, it’s to help
p establish the
t kingdom
m of God an
nd abundant
life for everryone.
(First writteen by Adam
m Willard, May
M 18, 2010
0)

They even have a soccer league for “grandmothers” heere. But is theirr
“soccer age” actually
a
older th
han their real age?
a
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Mbevn
nb"!
"Laduuuum
ma!” The crrowd went wild!
w
Everyyone in theirr yellow and
d green (an
nd some also
o in red and
d
blue and bllack and wh
hite) jumpeed up and down,
d
screa
aming, flailiing their arms, waving
g their flagss,
blowing as hard and as loud as th
hey could on
n their vuvu
uzelas. Man
ny were hug
gging, manyy more weree
da
ancing wheere they stood. Somee
ra
an down to the front an
nd started a
ru
unning paraade that qu
uickly grew
w
in
n number. One man had
h brought
th
he back sid
de of a toiilet and itss
atttached pipe and did his best to
o
m
make
horn sounds witth it. Thiss
weent on for a good 20 to 30
0
m
minutes,
reg
gardless off what elsee
wa
as happenin
ng. Bafana Bafana, thee
So
outh African
n team, had
d scored thee
firrst goal of th
he World Cu
up!
Th
he kind of atmosp
phere and
d
ex
xcitement here righ
ht now iss
in
ncredible. Itt builds intto a sort of
wiild fervor when Soutth Africa iss
pllaying a gam
me, and boills right overr
wh
hen they sccore, but ev
ven when no
o
teeam is cu
urrently pllaying, thee
tingling exccitement is nearly tang
gible. And itt’s everywhere. Vuvuzelas (the traaditional So
outh African
n
soccer horn
n) can be heard
h
at alll hours of the day orr night, eveen one or two still too
oting in thee
distance heere in our reemote villag
ge at 3 am and 4 am.
t World Cup
C has eveer been held
d anywhere in Africa, tthough variious African
n
This is the first time the
teams havee regularly competed in the Worrld Cup forr quite som
me time now
w. As the most
m
widelyy
viewed sporting event in the worlld, this is BIG news forr Africa, and of coursee, even biggeer for South
h
Africa!
The thing is, the Afrrican contin
nent is sorrt of the neglected
n
sttep-child leeft over fro
om colonia
al
d whether th
his apparen
nt post-colon
nial failure is simply beecause of cu
ultural, env
vironmentall,
times. And
or other facctors, the trruth is thatt Africa as a whole is still
s
far beh
hind the resst of the wo
orld in most
developmen
ntal standarrds. And most
m
people are more orr less awaree of somethiing like thatt.
ommon ideea is that Affrica is still completelyy full of peo
ople in grass skirts or animal-skin
a
n
I think a co
loincloths and
a with litttle to no ed
ducation. An
nd yes, thatt’s still true in a few off the most reemote areass
throughoutt Sub-Saharran Africa, but it’s no
ot widely trrue. Africa and African
ns have a lot
l to offerr,
despite anyy challengess and difficu
ulties throug
ghout the co
ontinent. And
A I think tthose types of common
n
misconcepttions have often prevvented peop
ple from no
oticing som
me of the b
broader goo
od qualitiess
within Africca, which has further contributed
c
to keeping Africa behiind.
So, as I saiid, the World Cup heree in South Africa
A
is HU
UGE news! The entiree time we’v
ve been heree
with the Peace
P
Corpss (since Ju
uly 2008), people eveerywhere have
h
been eagerly exp
pecting thiss
moment. They’ve
T
placced so manyy hopes on this time an
nd what it can
c do for ttheir countrry and theirr
continent. Some peop
ple have ha
ad fears tha
at the wholee propositio
on would b
be a failure somewheree
along the way.
w
But it’ss here now. It’s happen
ning. And I think man
ny of the peo
ople’s hopes were wellfounded.
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To start with,
w
the Wo
orld Cup in
n South Affrica gives many peop
ple the chan
nce to see Africa in a
different lig
ght, while watching
w
sa
afely on theeir TVs on the other side
s
of the world. And
d of coursee,
there are hundreds
h
off thousands of tourists already heere visiting just
j
during
g the time of
o the World
d
Cup, and the gamess aren’t thee
only thing
g they’re going
g
to bee
seeing. No
o doubt this willl
provide a permanen
nt boost to
o
tourism, thus boo
osting thee
economy, of South Africa and
d
neighborin
ng
African
n
countries. If any of
o you aree
wondering
g, South Africa
A
is a
really cooll place even
n just for a
visit; theree’s tons of great
g
stuff to
o
see and do
o here.
But the W
World Cup also givess
he chancee to rub
people th
b
shoulders with millions
m
of
average A
Africans. Though
T
wee
don’t currrently have access to a
TV, I havee no doubtt that manyy
regular peeople heree are being
g
intervieweed
about
differentt
Our school celebratting the openin
ng of the World Cup in front
topiics and theeir responsees are being
g
off a soccer‐them
med mural we painted
p
with thee Art Club.
broadcast and
d printed around thee
world. And
d of course,, many South Africanss are attend
ding the Wo
orld Cup gaames in larg
ge numberss,
and well, th
hey live and
d work here!! Anyone viisiting for th
he World Cup
C can’t hellp but meett them. And
d
many Africans are reallly cool peop
ple!
This gives the chancee to counterrbalance much of the negative media
m
and ideas about Africa that
often only focus
f
on sta
arvation, child soldiers, and corrup
pt politics. And those tthings are true
t
in somee
parts of Afr
frica and fro
om time to time, but it’s
i not the full story here,
h
not evven the majjor story forr
most Africa
ans in most of Africa.
The World Cup also giives the cha
ance to displlay South Africa’s
A
widee diversity. Not everyo
one who’s an
n
African is black.
b
Heree in South Africa
A
theree are many people of European
E
aancestry, of Indian and
d
Malaysian ancestry, an
nd from oth
her places. And they’rre all just ass much Africans as eveeryone elsee,
uth Africa and throu
ughout thee
and just as much an importtant part of life heere in Sou
h South Afrrica’s wide diversity
d
of ethnic back
kgrounds (p
probably thee
continent. Though of course, with
widest on th
he African continent),
c
comes a hisstory of raciism and raccial oppresssion as well as tribalism
m
and tribal oppression
n. And in South
S
Africca, as I’ve said beforee, a lot of that is stilll fresh and
d
impacting daily
d
life here.
b
hop
pe for the im
mpact of thee 2010 Worrld Cup liess: reconcilia
ation. South
h
And that’s where my biggest
he decades and even just in thee short 16 years sincee
Africa has come a long way thrroughout th
legislated racism
r
heree has ended
d. But the effects of thee past are still
s
very mu
uch in the present
p
and
d
South Africca still has quite
q
a way to go. Divisions based
d on past racial and eth
hnic lines sttill exist and
d
affect peop
ple’s though
hts and feeliings toward
d one anoth
her. A fulleer reconciliaation is stilll very much
h
needed herre. And the World Cup
p offers a un
nique opporttunity to prrovide it.
n throughou
ut South Afrrica during this time is “United for Bafana Baafana!” And
d it’s true, it
One slogan
really has brought
b
a lo
ot of people together. In
I South Afr
frica, the ma
ajor sports h
have traditiionally been
n
divided into
o rugby and
d cricket forr white peop
ple and socccer for black
k people. B
But becausee this is such
h
a major eveent, everyon
ne’s getting in on it. So
occer fans in
n stadiums,, pictures, eeven just on
n the streetss,
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are now mu
uch more reepresentativve of the co
ountry’s div
verse popula
ation. Theyy’re sitting next
n
to each
h
other in thee stadiums, cheering fo
or the same team.
The World
d Cup is evven bringin
ng people into previo
ously-segreg
gated areass that havee still been
n
considered off-limits by
b many white
w
peoplee in South Africa toda
ay. The larg
gest stadium
m, used forr
both the op
pening and closing of the
t World Cup,
C
is locatted in Soweeto, the sam
me location as the most
famous of riots and rebellions
r
a
against
the former Apartheid era
a, a place th
hat many white
w
South
h
Africans ha
ave still misb
believed to be run-dow
wn and overrly dangerou
us.
f
game in May wa
as also held
d at another stadium right
r
in thee
On top of that, a receent rugby final
S
beca
ause the normal stadiu
um was bein
ng prepared
d for World Cup use. That
T
brought
middle of Soweto,
plenty of white
w
fans in
nto the streets of Soweeto to enjoyy a rugby match and su
upport the teams
t
along
g
with their fellow bla
ack South
Africans frrom the arrea. Many
Sowetan reesidents opeened their
homes nea
arby for the
t
rugby
supporters to braai (b
barbecue)
and have drrinks.
All of thesee occasions are giving
the chancce for all
a
South
Africans to
t reconsid
der their
country, th
heir bound
dary lines,
and theirr common
n goals,
something that woulld not be
happening if it weren
n’t for the
World Cup
p. So whilee I think
the World Cup will ceertainly be
South
good
forr
Africa’s
economy (a
and corresp
pondingly
for the eco
onomy of the
t
whole
African con
ntinent), an
nd it will
be good fo
or South Africa
A
and
Africa’s global
g
ima
age, the most
important thing we have
h
to win here
is further reeconciliatio
on.

In ceelebration of th
he World Cup, a local game lod
dge brought some of their
staff and touristss out to play a soccer
s
game against our village
e’s team.

2 Corinthia
ans chapter 5 encourag
ges us that we’ve been given a miinistry of reeconciliation
n. First and
d
foremost, we
w all need to be recon
nciled to God,
G
the worrk that has already beeen completted in Jesuss
and is availlable for an
nyone who wants
w
it. Bu
ut secondlyy, and just as
a importan
ntly, is our relationship
r
p
to one anotther. We ha
ave to be reeconciled an
nd in the prrocess of reeconciliation
n, setting asside wrongss
of the past, on all sidees, and join
n together. We need to be able to
o “rejoice w
with those who
w rejoicee,
weep with those
t
who weep.”
w
(Rom
mans 12:15)) And though I myselff have neverr been a big
g sports fan
n,
there’s no doubt
d
that the
t World Cup
C here is providing an
a awesomee opportuniity for exacttly that typee
of reconciliiation.
Sitting in a stadium or fanpark
k, standing around an
nd watchin
ng a TV at a gas stattion or barr,
ple from evvery cornerr of the cou
untry and the
t world. A
And the ex
xcitement iss
everyone’s there, peop
there. And
d the goal iss the same: for their ch
hosen team
m to win. It’’s really briinging peop
ple togetherr,
uniting oveer somethin
ng good. And
A
even when
w
the ga
ames are ovver, when tthe winner is decided
d,
whoever it may be, I don’t
d
think people willl too quicklly forget wh
ho was stan
nding or sitting next to
o
them, at tim
mes celebra
ating and att times facing defeat, but
b doing itt together. Laduma! South
S
Africa
a
wins!
m Willard, June 18, 20110)
(First writteen by Adam
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“Mabirivirii! Mabiriviiri! Kombella mabiriviri!” The kids continueed to insistt! “Chili pep
ppers! Chilli
peppers! I’m asking for
f chili pep
ppers!” Som
me kids do appreciate spicy foods (I think I was one of
those kids)), but if you
u’ve got a grroup of 5 or
o 10, some of them on
nly 4 or 5 yyears old, do
o you reallyy
think theyy all wantt chili pep
ppers? “Ko
ombela
mabiriviri!”” in a big ch
horus. But they all perrsisted!
“Ma rhand
dza mabiriiviri?” – “Y
You all lik
ke chili
peppers?” I asked skep
ptically. “E
Ee!” they all agreed
strongly.
o
ones over
o
to the part of
I took seveeral of the older
my garden where I’vee got a long
g row and a large
variety of different
d
tyypes of chilli peppers, all the
way from somewhat
s
m
mild
to verry hot (haba
aneros,
the hottest chili peppeers in the world).
w
Lora
a and I
eat them alll frequentlyy, but we sttill have a surplus
s
and I definitely don’t mind
m
sharin
ng an appreeciation
for chili pep
ppers.
But I was skeptical
s
of all these kids. “Bava ngopfu,
n
kumbe bavva leyi tson
ngo?” “Veryy spicy or a little
spicy?” I asked.
a
“Bavva ngopfu!” – “Very spicy!”
they all saiid in unison
n! I was veery very skeeptical.
My haban
neros are probably
p
att least 100
0 times
spicier than
n any other chili peppeers availablee in the
area. I deccided to com
mpromise with
w
my skep
pticism
and these kids’ insiistence by giving theem an
“average” spicy
s
chili pepper,
p
but one that’s still at
least as spiccy or a bit spicier than the ones avvailable
locally.
m
I assked. “Ma ku tala!” – “A lot!” th
hey all said
d. I eyed th
hem up and
d
“Mangaki?”” – “How many?”
down, theyy were all veery eager an
nd grinning widely. I decided
d
to give
g
them 5 each, just to
t see. Theyy
held them in their ha
ands or put them in th
heir pocketss and wentt back over to playing marbles orr
w other to
oys there on
n our porch and in our yard. I wen
nt back insiide and con
ntinued with
h
soccer or with
whatever I was workin
ng on.
Later in the afternoon
n, after the kids had leeft, I went outside
o
to put
p the toyss back in th
he box. And
d
nd, around the yard! Some weree in fine con
ndition and
d
there were chili peppers all overr the groun
could still be
b used, oth
hers had beeen stepped on and crushed. Theyy were obvio
ously throw
wn carelesslyy
around, at least
l
10 or 15
1 of them, probably alll that I’d giv
ven away!
It really dissappointed me. I do have a surplu
us of chili peppers,
p
butt I’ve spent a long time and a lot of
them. The soil here issn’t rich at all
hard work cultivating
c
a and wateer is hard to
o come by. The surpluss
could’ve beeen turned into hot sa
auce for latter if/when
n the plantss die. And
d I really lo
ove my chilli
peppers. I hate to see them wasteed like that.
uth is, I deffinitely coulld’ve seen it
i coming. It’s actuallly fairly typ
pical around
d here. Not
But the tru
asking for chili
c
pepperrs, that’s no
ot what’s typ
pical, as mo
ost people don’t have an
ny chili pep
ppers to givee
away. But asking for something.
s
Something
g that a persson doesn’t particularlyy need, or doesn’t
d
even
n
really wantt, or maybe doesn’t even know wha
at it is, but asking
a
for itt anyway.
Most all Peeace Corps Volunteerss in South Africa are very accusttomed to p
people askin
ng them forr
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stuff. Walking through the local town, you might be stopped several times and asked for five rand
(the largest coin here, worth almost $1). If you’re a woman, you’ll be asked for marriage at least a
few times every time you go somewhere new. At home in your village, you might be asked for bread,
cell phone airtime, a job, a cold drink, money to build someone’s house, more marriage proposals, a
trip to America, a bag of chips, a car, a computer, or even chili peppers. Anything they can think of
really.
Some of that makes sense and can be freely given: bread for hungry people (though are they really as
hungry and short on money as often as they say they are?) or a drink to share. Though somehow the
more you give, the more people seem to come and ask. Some of those things, of course, are out of
our reach or unreasonable. And when people realize you have skills to share but not necessarily
physical resources, they’ll ask you for those, which is fine, I mean, that’s what we’re here for.
But it can all get pretty old. Yeah, I can train you to use computers, or I can teach you to speak
English, but do you really want to use computers or speak English? It takes a lot of work and a long
time! Are you willing to practice? Yeah, we painted a world map on the wall of this school, with the
help of Art Club students who’ve been training for over a year, but I’ve never met you and I have no
idea where your school is nor whether the learners there know how to help, so how can I paint one
there?
And yes, we helped this school arrange with a local donor to build a new room for a computer class
and library to supplement the programs we’ve been working on here for almost two years. But no,
we won’t do the same for you because you already have plenty of empty rooms at your school and
no, money doesn’t grow on trees where we’re from in America just like it doesn’t grow on trees here
in South Africa.
At this stage, I think you’re all probably agreeing with me whole-heartedly, agreeing with my
frustration and disagreement that is. Of course the truth is, asking for stuff, especially asking for
stuff you don’t really need or maybe even want, is VERY contrary to American (and generally
Western) culture. It’s just not right. And it’s not just wrong practically; to us it’s morally wrong.
Pretty much every example I’ve given so far is definably immoral, to us that is. But I think the
reality is a lot more complicated than that.
Historically, most Africans have lived in an environment that’s been less than kind to them.
Weather’s unpredictable, harvests couldn’t always be assured, and tribal allegiances changed
frequently. Africans are tough, they survive, and they often do it through surviving mechanisms
built into their culture. Asking for things, even when they weren’t needed, could be a way of saving
up potential necessities for a time when they might very well be needed. And when they ask, they
generally expect something to be given. Because giving things to a neighbor or community member
can help store up social credit for a time when they also need to ask for things in return.
So all in all, it’s probably a survival tactic that’s seen them well enough through the centuries and
millennia. Even with the arrival of colonizing Europeans, though many Africans had no idea what
sort of technology they brought with them or what its use was, still a lot of it turned out to be
beneficial, so why not ask? So the whole culture of asking for whatever might be given still exists
today, even when the environment for many Africans has changed considerably.
Conversely for us Americans, and most Westerners, our history comes from a much more temperate
climate and environment. We’ve had more freedom to create our own food storages, or experiment
to increase crop productivity, even to specialize and create technologies which have made it even
easier than ever before. For the most part, our future and especially our immediate future is secure;
and we believe that each one of us individually can secure our own futures individually.
For Americans to ask too much for things, especially when not in dire need, is a shameful act,
placing burden on others who are shouldering their own burdens as it is. Each person is expected to
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have developed their own independently secure future, and someone simply asking for something
for nothing is obviously mal-adapted to our society and culture. Even when a person is actually in
need, we have organizations and charities that they can go to so they don’t have to commit the
shameful act of personally requesting something of another person.
But back to the culture in our area here in South Africa: even if we could ignore the obvious moral
connotations, something that’s not easy as Americans, there’s still a lot of practical challenges. This
situation here, of tending to ask for anything that can be given, makes development work very
difficult. The thing is, with modern development work, you don’t really want to force or push
something on people that they don’t want for themselves, because that’s obviously not “sustainable”
and you’ll be pushing it for the rest of your life or it’ll just collapse. So you need to hear their ideas
first, about where and how they want to develop, what kind of assistance they’re asking for, etc. The
trouble is that here, people ask for everything.
Schools are asked to list areas of development or skills that they prioritize the most when requesting
Peace Corps Volunteers. Out of a list of 50 or more options, every school still prioritizes everything
with the highest rating. Even after being here for two years and our schools absolutely know that we
have a limited set of skills and that the next Volunteer will also have a limited set of skills, they still
have to be coached through the idea of picking the skills they want/need the most, and giving lower
priorities (at least by 1 point) to the other things they desire less. They really feel like they need to
ask for everything that can possibly be given to them.
On top of that, the ideas that people here have for their own development are nearly always based on
someone else’s, regardless of whether or not the situations are the same. For example, if one school
gets something new (like a small guard-house building next to the entrance gate, or covered parking
for the teachers), then every school makes it their top priority to get one too.
Even if they’re short of classrooms, even if the budget could be better spent on office supplies or
learners’ desks, their top priority becomes whatever’s most obvious that their school is lacking and
another school has. So if they make a “wishlist” of whatever they want, they’ll put the guardroom or
the covered parking or something realistically unnecessary on the top of the list. And even after you
see that list, if you offer office supplies or learners’ desks, something you’ve noticed is a need but
they haven’t prioritized, they’ll still say “yes, give it to us.”
And that’s true even if you’ve “noticed” wrongly. An outsider might see 5 kids crammed at one small
classroom desk and assume the school is lacking an adequate number of desks. The school may
realistically have 30 or 40 perfectly good desks locked in a storage room somewhere that’s not easy
to notice. But if you offer them more desks, they’ll say, “yes, we need it.” And when the new ones
arrive, they’ll probably get transferred to the storage room along with the rest of the surplus.
One great example of how this increases development difficulty is a recent water issue (and
“solution”) that one of our schools had. They have a borehole (essentially a well made for a pipe and
a pump) that often pumped only sporadically around September through November, the same time
the rest of the wells in the village were getting low and drying out. The school always assumed they
needed a bigger or better pump, especially since they couldn’t see down the hole to how much water
might or might not be available down there.
An organization called “Water For All” was contacted for free assistance. Water For All determined
that the borehole was simply of limited water capacity and subsequently installed a new pump of a
more adequate size for the water capacity as well as a solar panel and a merry-go-round (for kids)
that powered it; a great solution for the sometimes unreliable electricity of the school and village.
And it was all completely free for the school.
However, the water supply isn’t enough for all the school’s needs. Also, the new pump isn’t strong
enough to pump the water half-way across the school yard to another water tank, unlike the old
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will really eat them and enjoy them, or maybe he won’t, but he did work hard for it and he
entertained me at the same time! ;-)
Even still, I don’t think these explanations of their cultural background and our attempts to work
within it as it is will satisfy most of you Americans and Westerners. It’s not all that satisfying to us
either. When you grow up with the idea that asking for things, especially things you really don’t
need, should have a certain amount of shame attached to it, then you encounter so many people and
organizations asking shamelessly for so much stuff, stuff they often don’t need at all, it’s still tough
to swallow.
But after thinking long and hard about it, I’ve come to the conclusion that people here might be onto
something, with this system of asking for anything that might possibly be given. No, I can’t say I
appreciate it, especially not when I know they’re asking for something they won’t use or don’t at all
need. I still believe that overall resources are limited and that it’s better for everyone if the people
who need or will best use or even just desire certain resources most are the ones who get them. But
I think the overall philosophy behind asking for anything that might be given has something we
Westerners can learn from.
Whereas we tend to think we’re individually responsible and that our futures are secure (and
predictable) enough, I don’t think that’s entirely accurate. Even when we’re offered something, if we
don’t think we desperately need it (and sometimes when we do), we tend to reject it in order to reassert our own self-reliance. We sometimes even carry that idea into thinking that we’re “good
enough on our own” and that what anyone else offers is not necessary to us.
That’s a major part of what I don’t think is accurate: I think we really aren’t good enough all on our
own, but that we really and truly do need other people, and that other people often have something
to offer to us that may be invaluable in the future, even if we can’t recognize it now. So a preemptive rejection based on the fear of becoming inter-dependant can actually hurt us more than
we’d ever realize.
And I don’t think our futures are all that secure and predictable. Sometimes they really do fall right
in line with our expectations. But isn’t life also filled to the brim with the unexpected? An African
knows that asking and receiving what’s offered is one way of being prepared for life’s unexpected
events and situations.
But what I’m really taking from this “asking for what might be given” idea is something even deeper,
not so much related to physical resources. In our Christian churches, we tend to suggest caution
when asking for things from God. We may say, “be careful when you ask for patience, because God
will put you in a situation that requires you to have it!” Or even just as simple as, “be careful what
you ask for, because you might get it!” Always worried about the side effects of asking for something
more than we have now, especially in regards to character.
I’m not advocating some sort of “name it and claim it” where we ask God for every sort of luxurious
desire we can think of; that’s a different discussion. But I do think we don’t need any reservations
when we ask for something from God. We can’t see or know it all the way he can. Who are we to say
what we do or don’t lack? What we will or won’t need in the future? Especially as it regards our
personal character, that part of us that’s supposed to truly be in God’s image, what can we ask of him
that we don’t truly need?
Instead, God holds all that we need, even the fulfillments of all our deepest desires, so why not freely
ask now, trusting that what he gives will be good for us, no matter what it feels like or seems like
during the process of receiving it. Maybe that damage to our own feelings of self-reliance, the
belittling of our own ideas of self-secured and predicted futures, maybe that’s one of his greatest
gifts to give, something given even through the process of us asking for what we need. So we should
ask, shamelessly and without reservation.
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That’s quite a lofty position to be in. Being an outsider, overseeing a societal and cultural change is
one thing; directing it towards something “positive” is quite another. Anything traditional in the
culture of the people we’re living among has been that way for centuries or even millennia. It’s
developed as a way of coping with their own environment and their own society and surviving at
least at a minimal level. Essentially, it has proven to work, and work well enough, for a very long
time.
Now, their environment and their society is changing rapidly, and with it is also coming rapid
cultural change. In some of the changes, there is no choice available; it must be a certain way for the
people to continue to survive. But in plenty of the other changes where there is a choice, no one has
any real idea what the changes should look like, what directions they should choose, or even what
vast range of directions are available. For a person to search out all these things and choose from
among them the one that is most “positive” is very difficult, to say the least.
As outsiders with only a faint glimpse at where the people are coming from, and an even dimmer
view of where they’re going, what ability do we truly have at all to choose the best change for them?
And this is all beside the question of the challenges and obstacles we face along the way in the
process of directing and implementing whatever change we’ve chosen.
Nonetheless, here we are living in Dumphries, working in the village and in two primary schools,
and making significant changes that will impact many of these people and their lives forever. We
often have to question ourselves about whether the change we’re making can truly be considered to
be “positive”, and we often fall short of any solid answers.
This culture is traditionally so much more community-centered. When kids are testing in school, it’s
culturally accepted, and expected, to copy off the other kids and share answers freely so that
everyone “does well”. But the school system itself is the product of a very individualistic culture, one
not their own.
This form of education, with classrooms and professional teachers and textbooks and assignments
and tests, was all introduced by the Western world. And now it’s a requirement for all South African
kids to attend school up until a certain age. And it’s a requirement for them to adjust to the
Western-based educational system and even succeed within it if they want to succeed in life in their
new society, if they want to pursue the goals the new society offers them. And they do want that, the
vast majority of them.
So they can’t cheat on tests or freely share answers; it’s not allowed in the Western world that’s
growing ever stronger and more influential around them, changing their own culture even from
within. So we try to help the students learn how to turn in their own work, write their own answers,
and think for themselves; we even try to help the teachers understand that and how to teach it.
In their educational system, Western-based as it is, it’s a big priority that the kids be literate, that
they can read and write and understand and interact with printed information. Maybe because it’s
so new to their culture or maybe because of the deliberately dumbed-down education they received
in the past, but whatever the reason, basic literacy is still a huge struggle in our community and in
plenty of rural communities like it throughout South Africa.
So we’ve both tried (but Lora especially) to address that issue, to improve literacy through a large
variety of programs, from basic alphabet teaching, to the process of reading stories, enjoying books,
and writing letters. We’ve even started a library at each school, something they’ve never had before
and with which even their teachers have never had much of any experience. We’ve had mixed
success in some of the efforts, but overall they’ve worked. Literacy is beginning to improve in our
schools and an excitement for the written word is quickly developing.
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She wants him to simply just be there with her, doing nothing except maybe “looking her in the
face.”
On the one hand, it’s an example of traditional cultural values becoming directly threatened by
newer ones, and reacting to the threat. But on the other hand, it’s an example of a situation that us
Americans are rarely likely to encounter. And I think it says something about the nature of
relationships and time spent with each other, something that may no longer be heard once literacy
really fully takes hold in our community here and in South Africa as a whole.
Life and culture for most people here in South Africa has historically been free from many kinds of
distractions. There are lots of chores to do and some very hard work from time to time. But in the
past there wasn’t much of any media to be consumed, and what there was – story-telling traditions
– was available to the whole group at once and was very much interactive and socially constructive.
But many things now imported from the Western world, literacy included, is changing that life and
culture drastically.
In a few generations, who will still be able to tell the story of his attempts at reading and his wife’s
resistance so that her husband can simply sit there and “look in her face”? Maybe no one. Won’t
everyone here in South Africa be so busy, so individually engrossed in the media available, with an
accompanying culture to promote that lifestyle, that it would be considered ridiculous to spend time
simply sitting and looking at someone’s face and doing nothing else? And who would understand
his wife if she asked that of him and who would then be in the right state of mind to give that to her?
I barely understand the idea myself and I’ve spent a lot of time thinking about it within its cultural
context – a cultural context that I’ve had the chance to live immersed in for the last two years.
That culturally-founded message of silent love and existence, of proximity and relationship, and
many of the other messages we’ve learned in our time here, may no longer exist in the near future.
Like an endangered species on the brink of extinction.
But we’re not strictly anthropologists. And even if we ourselves could somehow avoid influencing
the culture and society we’re observing and living in, they themselves can’t avoid the influence and
the change that comes from the vast multitude of other encounters they have with the rest of the
world. It’s impossible. As they say, no man is an island. I think in the present globalizing world, no
one community is an island either.
The world is changing. No one knows for sure into what or even exactly what it should change into.
But that it’s changing, no one can doubt and no one can successfully resist. Maybe as some of these
old messages disappear, some new and just as valuable ones will be heard more clearly.
The kids of Dumphries need literacy to succeed in the modern world. Their world is now much
bigger than Dumphries whether they like it or not and whether we like it or not. So our attempts at
“positive” change are hopefully enough to somewhat prepare them for what they’ll likely face in the
future. We hope it will give them some say in the change that’s happening to them and to
Dumphries, even though at the same time it takes away some choices in other areas. After all, once
a kid finds himself individually engrossed in a great book, and then one after another, he’s forever
severed some small connection to that community story-telling past.
And keeping all this in mind helps keep us humble, and listening. Those are traits we need.
Whatever we think is “positive” for someone else and for their culture, is not always so. It’s best to
listen to their own stories, of their fears and hopes for their own future and the changes occurring.
We then offer whatever we can to bring them to their hopes. And we know that we might still mess
up along the way, or that they may never arrive there but branch down a different path sometime
later. But we can listen to their stories and the messages they hold. If the stories won’t still exist in a
few generations, then at least we can keep them in mind now.

95

I like what our Princip
pal’s wife iss saying. So
ometimes we
w should stop
s
doing. We should
d come back
k
out of our own
o
world and our ow
wn activitiess. Even worrds and speeech often aaren’t enoug
gh. Literacyy
can be a heelp for manyy things, bu
ut it can also
o be a distrraction from
m what’s unable to be contained
c
in
n
words. It reminds
r
mee of the ending of onee of C.S. Leewis’s greattest books, “Till We Have
H
Faces””,
where the main
m
characcter says:
“I know no
ow, Lord, why
w
you utter no ansswer. You are yourseelf the answ
wer. Before your facee
questions die
d away. What
W
other answer
a
wou
uld suffice?”
Or as said in
i Psalms 46:10,
4
“Be still
s
and kno
ow that I am
m God!” Itt’s a messag
ge worth rem
membering
g.
m Willard, Sept.
S
27, 20110)
(First writteen by Adam

The opeening day of thee new Mahlahlu
uvana Primary School Library. There were so
o many
k wanting to enter that theyy were limited to
kids
t 10 minutes at
a a time each!

96

Npwjoh!gpsxbse-!Mppljoh!
Cbdl!
We arrived in South Africa on July 17, 2008 knowing we had committed ourselves to a two-year
volunteer service with the United States Peace Corps. Emotions were high as we left everyone and
everything we knew back home and embarked on a new way of life. We had no idea all the
challenges and joys that South Africa had in store for us. Now we are preparing ourselves to leave,
having completed a few months past our two-year term.
Over the course of our service, you have read many stories about our experiences here. You’ve read
about what it’s like living between and constantly adapting to the clash between the first and third
world, remembering how the children from our rural village clung to each other in fear as they tried
to gain the courage to get on an escalator at the city mall. Then, of course, there were the animal
stories of our chicken falling down our pit toilet and then getting stolen. There was the big day when
a hippo was shot in our river and the chaos that ensued as machetes flew around, people grasping
for pieces of the meat. And who can forget experiencing the excitement in South Africa for the
Soccer World Cup as flags from all over the world waved proudly and the sound of vuvuzelas could
be heard from miles away.
We will forever have great stories to tell of South Africa, but at the end of our service, it is time to
stop and reflect on the work we’ve done. Our primary area we were assigned to is the School and
Community Resources Project. As both of us came with teaching experience, we were placed in two
primary schools from Kindergarten to Grade 7. Our mission: to help develop the schools in any way
needed.
Although that mission is very broad, Adam and I worked our way through the new culture, tried
many things, had many failures, and finally came out with many successes. As Peace Corps
Volunteers, most of us hope to have developed sustainable projects after living and working amongst
the people for two years. However, it is a long process. A lot of what we do is through trial and error
as we adapt to the new work environment and navigate our way through the culture in which it
functions.
For those of you wondering what work we actually did on top of all our adventures, here are just a
few things that we can smile about, knowing that we have left our schools with skills they can and
are willing to replicate.
After working on several other projects, I realized that one of my real passions matched one of the
schools’ top priorities. So I began my work with literacy. Dumphries as a whole is essentially nonliterate; parents do not read to their children and books are not found in homes. Textbooks are in
abundance at both schools, provided by the national government. But they’re rarely ever brought
out for the learners to use as many of the educators themselves have little idea of how to practically
use them. I was faced with a very challenging and often daunting task.
So I started small to see the reaction I would get and with the hopes of working up to a greater longterm literacy scheme. I created a small mobile outdoor library and for weeks it was swarmed by
learners during lunch and recess. On several occasions, the learners were so engrossed in looking at
the books that they forgot to eat their school lunch.
From this stemmed the idea to have an after-school Book Club where learners had story time and
fun activities to help them remember and interact with the story. Activities have included dramas,
games, and even making their own book! After a year, the kids are still going strong.
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To most people herre, a libraryy
means a sstorage room
m for bookss,
particularrly
stock
kpiles
of
textbooks, where mo
ost never get
used. Aftter a year of sorting
g,
organizing
g, and preparing a
room, I fiinally had a chance to
o
open a liibrary at one
o
primaryy
school. L
Learners were
w
wideeyed wheen they reealized that
they coulld actually handle thee
books and the educcators weree
mpressed to
o learn how
w
equally im
to use th
he library. They weree
especiallyy amazed to
t see how
w
easy it waas to find a book on a
certain top
pic.
After my orrientation leessons, I ha
ad the pleasure of watcching one off the educattors give a leesson in thee
library: “If you want to
t learn abo
out Michaell Jackson, where
w
woulld you find the book?”” she asked
d.
Hands all over the ro
oom shot up
p and snapp
ped to get her
h attentio
on. “Peoplee,” one boy said with a
grin. That was
w when I knew they were reallyy getting it! It eventuallly led to a ffull year’s curriculum
c
I
developed where educcators brin
ng their learrners to th
he library evvery week to practicee reading in
n
groups and
d independeently.
s much exccitement th
hat once we opened thee library afteer school, w
we had over 60 learnerss
There was so
j
just
waiting
g to get in!! Since we can only allow
a
20 lea
arners at a time in thee library du
ue to spacee,
several of my
m library helpers
h
had to be bounccers, letting
g more learn
ners in as so
ome came out while thee
rest pushed
d each otherr to move fo
orward in th
he line. Thee other educcators and I just sit bacck and relax
x
as the libra
ary helpers run
r the library all by th
hemselves. I’ve made it
i a point to
o simply obsserve during
g
these after school librrary times, and have watched
w
as my library helpers cho
ose books for
f the littlee
ones and read
r
to them. Sometiimes they even
e
do miiniature lessons with llearners to see if theyy
comprehen
nd the bookss they are reeading.
t classroo
om returned, and I staarted teach
hing English
h
After a whiile, the dessire to step back into the
literacy lesssons to Gra
ades 2 and 3.
3 Beginnin
ng with thee alphabet as
a a review, I learned that
t
most of
the learnerrs in Gradess 2 and 3 diid not know
w the alpha
abet and at least half o
of them coulld not writee
their namess!
My explana
ation on sta
arting with the alphab
bet was justt as much for
f the educcators as it was for thee
learners: “Y
You see, if you
y know the
t sounds of the letters, you can make thosse sounds to
o read basicc
words.” In
n response, one educattor told me that they never
n
knew they were supposed to
t start with
h
the alphabeet. Anotherr educator has
h told me she’s alread
dy seeing im
mprovemen
nt. Over thee course of a
year, I taug
ght, trained
d, and obserrved the edu
ucators as they
t
followeed the full yyear’s dailyy curriculum
m
that I created for Engliish literacy in these tw
wo grades.
While I focu
used prima
arily in litera
acy, approa
aching it witth every meethod and frrom every angle
a
I could
d
think of, Ad
dam dabbleed in many different
d
areeas.
Through th
he letter corrrespondencce he directted between
n the Gradee 7 learners in Dumphrries and thee
Grade 7 lea
arners in Brroken Arrow
w, OK, spra
ang the idea
a to make a yearbook. No school in our area
a
had ever made
m
one or knew what it was. It tu
urned out to
t be a pictu
ure of the leearners’ livees in and out
of school, with
w each to
opic written
n by a Gradee 7 learner in
i English. Adam musst have trekk
ked over 30
0
miles follow
wing the kids
k
to theirr houses, th
he river, an
nd the bush to take p
pictures of every topicc
covered!
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Fortunatelyy, upon com
mpletion, a local gamee lodge (Ulu
usaba) decid
ded to prin
nt the bookss for free to
o
distribute to
t each Gra
ade 7 learneer at their farewell
f
fun
nction (Grad
de 7 is theiir last year before high
h
school). Ad
dam and I will
w never fo
orget watchiing as the 1,000 villageers who sho
owed up to the
t function
n
stood in la
arge family groups, en
nthralled ass they passeed around and pored over the 62
6 copies of
yearbooks given
g
to thee learners.
We could immediately
i
y feel the sense
s
of commun
nity pride. When we first
arrived in Dumphriess, many peeople
would ask, “How can you live heere?”
Now peo
ople were seeing their
t
communityy in a new
w and possitive
way. Sincee that day in
n Novemberr last
year, thoussands moree have seen
n the
book and many
m
peoplee still talk about
a
how wond
derful it is. On a la
arger
scale, the local gam
me lodge has
decided to
o sell the book to their
t
tourists, with
w
all profits going
g
towards pro
ojects in thee schools!
g the art entthusiast tha
at he
Then being
is, Adam decided
d
to start
s
sometthing
that would help him sh
hare his lovve for
art. So he created
c
an after
a
schooll Art Club att one prima
ary school th
hat meets evvery week. It’s a prettyy
informal seetting wherre learners can practicce art in diifferent med
diums whille learning some basicc
techniques.
ool art com
mpetitions and assem
mblies to reecognize th
he learners’ work, thee
Through seeveral scho
environmen
nt at schooll has begun
n to change.. Educatorss are seeing
g the value o
of recogniziing learnerss
and encourraging them
m in their ab
bilities and interests.
i
A good exam
mple of this was when Adam
A
had a
few of his top
t Art Clu
ub learners help him with
w
a big World
W
Cup mural on o
one of the walls
w
at thee
school. Thee school ma
anagement had
h doubtss when he sa
aid he wantted to use th
he learners, but when it
was finisheed, they werre amazed. They told him that the Art Club
b must do a mural on every wall!
Well, they did
d one morre at least: a large Soutth Africa an
nd world ma
ap!
The peak off the Art Clu
ub experien
nce was wheen the top 17
1 learners from
f
the lasst art competition weree
able to go on
o a two da
ay trip to Prretoria, the nation’s ca
apital, with all expensees paid by Ulusaba
U
(thee
local game lodge). A whole
w
new world was opened
o
to them
t
as ma
any of them
m had never been to thee
big city. They went from
fr
one arrt museum to anotherr, met sculp
ptors and o
observed th
hem in theirr
work, wentt to the mo
ovie theaterr, visited th
he zoo, and many ate pizza for th
he first tim
me. The trip
p
motivated them
t
so mu
uch that som
me learnerss bring artw
work to Adam
m daily in tthe hopes th
hat they can
n
create something good
d enough to
o sell to thee tourists att the game lodge. Nott knowing th
he word forr
artist, they refer to theemselves as Art Men!
Finally, a large part of
o Adam’s work
w
has involved com
mputers, fro
om training people on how to usee
orts of prob
blems. Freq
quently peo
ople from the
t
commu
unity and surrounding
s
g
them, to fiixing all so
villages brin
ng computeers to our house
h
to be fixed.
f
Sometimes theyy show up u
unannounceed, don’t telll
us their names or the problem with
w
the com
mputer (likeely because of the lang
guage barrieer), and just
show up sevveral days later
l
to see if
i it’s fixed.
From the beginning
b
of our servicce 2 years ago,
a
Adam began
b
one-o
on-one traiining with educators
e
at
both schools, many off whom starrted from th
he very beg
ginning: lea
arning how to turn on a computerr
t mouse. Through his
h training
g at several schools, hee was able to show th
he educatorss
and move the
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how
h
to quiickly and efficiently enter theirr
grades,
g
havve the com
mputer calcu
ulate it forr
them, and print theirr grade reeports. Thiss
solved
s
the problem o
of educatorrs spending
g
days
d
out off class enttering and calculating
g
their gradess by hand an
nd also boosted moralee
at
a the same time.
Over
O
the co
ourse of tim
me he was able to seee
which
w
few educators w
were the mosst dedicated
d
and
a
took ex
xtra time to
o practice. It is thesee
few
f educato
ors with who
om he has been
b
able to
o
continue
c
mo
ore advanceed work.
It has been Adam’s lon
ng-term go
oal from thee
beginning to
t create a computer
c
c
class
for thee learners. He
H now hass one educaator at each school who
o
has proven
n to be ded
dicated and able to tea
ach these cllasses. Ourr church baack home has
h recentlyy
shipped com
mputers heere to South
h Africa for the purpose of fulfillin
ng this goal. Unfortunately due to
o
timing and delays, we will not bee able to seee this projecct through to
t its complletion. How
wever, theree
are two new
w wonderfu
ul Peace Corrps Volunteeers replacin
ng us in the Dumphriess communitty. They aree
more than willing
w
to fo
ollow this prroject throu
ugh to its in
ntended goal.
When we jo
oined the Peeace Corps back
b
in 200
08, we comm
mitted to itss three goalls: to help th
he people of
interested countries
c
in
n meeting their
t
needs for trained
d men and women;
w
to help prom
mote a betterr
understand
ding of Am
mericans on
n the part of the peop
ples served
d; and to h
help promo
ote a betterr
understand
ding of otheer peoples on
o the part of
o all Amerricans. In reeflection, A
Adam and I feel that wee
have served
d Peace Corrps and our country by fulfilling alll three of th
hese goals. Of course, the
t last goa
al
will only co
ontinue when we get home,
h
as yo
ou will no doubt
d
hear us talk abo
out the peo
ople and thee
country we have grown
n to love.
Coming as a married
d couple wa
as a big pa
art of whatt made us productive and effecttive. In thee
communityy they see us
u as a fam
mily unit, wh
hich autom
matically putts us on a h
higher levell with moree
respect and
d trust. On Father’s Da
ay in church
h Adam wass told to stan
nd with thee rest of the fathers. Hee
exclaimed that he did
dn’t have any
a
children
n, but theyy said that it didn’t m
matter beca
ause he wass
nd therefore a father to everybody.
married an
Because th
he family sttructure in South Afriica has beeen falling apart
a
for deecades now
w, seeing uss
together fo
or two yearrs has been
n different and
a
sometiimes strang
ge to manyy people. Itt’s a societyy
where mostt of the men have movved to the city
c to find jobs,
j
leavin
ng their fam
mily (including wife and
d
children) behind whilee they often
n start anoth
her family in
n the city. In sharp co
ontrast, Ada
am and I aree
always togeether. Theyy have seen
n that we trruly enjoy each
e
other’ss company, which is unusual
u
in a
culture thatt is so gender separated
d.
Some have learned abo
out our non
n-boundariees with gend
der roles wh
hen they fin
nd out that Adam
A
cookss
and enjoys it. Althoug
gh some of these thing
gs may be oddities
o
in this
t
culture,, it’s wondeerful when a
person can get a new perspective
p
e. This gives us great opportunitie
o
es to explaiin that man
ny people do
o
the things we
w do becau
use they aree American and it’s the Western cu
ulture that h
has influencced us.
Finally, we believe tha
at being a married
m
coup
ple has giveen us huge advantages
a
in our work
k. We comee
as two diffeerent peoplee with differrent skills and
a desires.. I have foccused mainlyy on teachin
ng practicess
because it’ss what I enj
njoy and feeel passionatte about. Unfortunate
U
ely, this sortt of work usually
u
stayss
behind thee scenes an
nd often go
oes unnoticced. Throu
ugh many of his morre visually--stimulating
g
projects Ad
dam has don
ne a lot to make
m
the sch
hools proud
d of their work and theeir beautifull school and
d
communityy.
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In my poin
nt of view we
w have wo
orked out to
o be the peerfect team. Adam gaiins credibiliity with thee
school for both
b
of us through
t
hiss computer and mural work, whille I work on
n improving the issuess
closer to th
he core of ed
ducation and
d developm
ment for both
h the educa
ators and the learners.
ans, our work here hass often been
n at the foreefront of ou
ur minds and we’ve alw
ways tried to
o
As America
keep ourseelves busy. We know the people are overw
whelmingly appreciativve of what we’ve
w
donee.
However, work
w
is nott the end-alll be-all herre and we wouldn’t have been aable to work
k effectivelyy
without firsst building relationship
ps. Becausee ideas of geender inequ
uality are sttill widespreead, being a
married couple here has
h again beeen a beneffit to us. I’v
ve been able to develop
p positive and
a trusting
g
working rellationships with the women and Adam
A
has been
b
able to
o form a bon
nd and frien
ndship with
h
many of thee men we work
w
with, in
ncluding tho
ose in mana
agement.
The key tha
at held it alll together was
w simply this:
t
we opeened ourselvves up to th
he people, an
nd although
h
timid with us at first, they finallyy opened th
heir hearts to
t us. Years later, som
me will remeember what
we did, butt most will remember who we aree. In spite of their raccially charged past, theey once had
d
white peop
ple from Am
merica stay with
w
them, people who
o were not scared
s
of th
hem, who leearned theirr
language, who
w went to
o funerals with
w
them, who
w ate theeir food, and
d who had tthe couragee to live and
d
“suffer” witth them. Th
his is what Peace
P
Corpss does. It breaks down
n racial and economic barriers
b
and
d
brings peacce.
Although th
his is the time to reflect on what we’ve donee in our com
mmunity, th
houghts inevitably turn
n
to what’s been
b
done within us. There aree so many things tha
at we are ttaking awayy from thiss
experience that have changed
c
us so deeply. We will no
ot be the same people when we reeturn homee.
We’ve been
n forever alttered.
(First writteen by Lora Willard,
W
Occt. 26, 2010))

A Grade
G
4 teacherr is using the World
W
Map Muraal painted by th
he Art Club to teeach geographyy to her learnerrs.
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Lv
v!Uttvoe
e{vl
lb!
Our time iss up. We ex
xtended a couple
c
of months, but those
t
are fiinished now
w too. Afterr nearly two
o
and a half years
y
here in
i South Afrrica, it’s tim
me to call it quits and head
h
back home to America. We’lll
be there to see all of yo
ou (or at lea
ast most of you)
y
any da
ay now.
n coming back with all
a of us. Th
here’s quitee a lot we’ree leaving beehind. We don’t
d
have a
But we’re not
choice reallly. In order to be succcessful, likee we have, in
i order to enjoy our laast 2+ yearrs, which wee
have immensely, we’vee had to ma
ake this placce our hom
me, to sink in
n and set ro
oots here. And
A it is ourr
home now, but it won’’t be, not rea
ally, for mu
uch longer.
We’re very happy to bee coming ba
ack soon, to
o see all of you,
y
to see the
t home w
we’ve left beh
hind, and to
o
fall back in to an envirronment and culture th
hat we know
w intrinsicallly, withoutt challenge and
a without
question. But
B it’s com
ming at a big
g price to us. A loss ev
ven. There’’s a lot we’rre leaving behind. And
d
we’ll never be coming back here, not
n to live, only
o
to visitt at best.
m
we’ree going to miss
m about th
his place. We’ve
W
tried for a long ttime now to
o tell peoplee
There’s so much
that we’re going
g
to miiss them, an
nd how mu
uch, but theere’s no direect translatiion. Maybee that’s truee
for any lang
guage. Mosst people heere have jusst been tellin
ng us “swa vava”
v
– “it h
hurts.” Cerrtainly that’ss
true. Receently a coup
ple of our teeacher frien
nds told us that the beest translattion is “ku tsundzuka”
t
”,
which geneerally mean
ns “to remeember.” I suppose iff there wasn’t so mucch to remem
mber, theree
wouldn’t bee so much to
o hurt eitheer? So, in Sh
hangaan an
nyway, that’’s what it m
means for us to miss thiss
place.
We’re goin
ng to miss, above and
d beyond everything,
e
the peoplee here. Th
hey’re at th
he heart of
everything we’ve experrienced and
d everything
g we’ve done in our tim
me here. Th
here are far too
t many to
o
name, and they includ
de both of our
o incredib
ble principa
als, all of th
he teachers and other school stafff
we’ve work
ked with, evveryone in our
o host fam
mily, and alll our neighb
bors; they’vve all befrien
nded us and
d
taught us so much. We’re
W
going to miss ourr wonderfull network of
o friends an
nd “family” in Pretoria
a,
who’ve been so graciou
us and geneerous to us through
t
thee years. Wee’re going to
o miss our fellow
f
Peacee
Corps Volu
unteers, who
o’ve shared so much off this with us.
g to miss th
he kids in our
o Art Club
b and Book
k Club and the
t Library Helpers; th
hey’re reallyy
We’re going
special kidss. We’re go
oing to misss the kids who
w come to
o our housee every day and the kid
ds who onlyy
show up on
nce in a blu
ue moon, the kids who are always polite and even the kiids who clo
osely inspect
ev
verything through ourr windows and ask forr
everything
e
they see. Th
hey’re all an
n importantt
part
p
of our daily lives.. We’re go
oing to misss
th
he people we
w walk or ride our biikes past on
n
our
o way to and from work, the taxi driverss
and
a
fellow passengeers when on longerr
jo
ourneys, an
nd so manyy random people
p
even
n
th
he first timee we meet th
hem.
The
T people are incrediible. It can
n take somee
tiime to get to know th
hem for wh
ho they aree,
but
b when yo
ou do you caan’t forget. If it weren’tt
fo
or the peop
ple, nothing
g else abou
ut this timee
would’ve
w
ma
attered at aall. Some teachers
t
aree
already
a
talkiing about vvisiting us in
n the Statess
or
o later wheen we’re in Madagasca
ar. Though
h
th
hat’s a slim
m chance forr most of theem, we mayy
be lucky eno
ough to weelcome som
me of them
m.
We
W hope. And
A for otheers, I’ve beeen anxiouslyy

Lora witth her Library Helpers
H
at one of
o our schools.
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pushing them to get on the internet, get an e-mail address, and find a way to stay in touch. Some
have been asking about how to call us while we’re in the US, no matter the cost. We’ve become a
part of their family and they’ve become a part of ours; that’s something time and distance won’t
change.
We’re going to miss the culture. That’s not an easy statement; there are so many things about life
and culture here that we still don’t understand. But culture has been a part of our whole lives here,
like the air we breathe, so that even if we don’t know its constituent parts, we know it’s there, it gives
a certain flavor to the day, a flavor that’s part of our lives now. So that even those aspects we don’t
yet understand, we’ll still miss. Even if we can’t place a finger on that particular thing that we wish
was still with us back in the States, we’ll know something’s missing.
But what we do know of the culture, we also know we’ll miss. The proximity of people, whether
squeezing onto every inch of space on a bench at home or chairs at church, crowding each other in a
line, or cramming more people into less space on a taxi than you’d think was possible – we’re always
rubbing shoulders with everyone around us. Life back home may now seem like more of a cold
distance to us. Here, there are people around you and they can’t be denied. It’s a loud and vibrant
life.
We’ll miss the mchongolo dances in our village, even as few and far-apart as they were, they were
always such happy times. We’ll even miss the frequent funerals, that a time of sadness can be such
an occasion for people, for the whole village, to be happy in each other’s company and in the food to
be shared. We won’t miss how early we have to wake up to get to the funerals on time; some things
never change. ;-) We’ll miss our church here, that adopted us, was proud to have us, and always
made us aware of their welcoming.
We’re going to miss the way everyone’s a part of everyone else’s family. I’ll miss being “father” and
“brother” and Lora’s going to miss being “mother” and “sister” to everyone who greets us. Maybe we
won’t miss the occasional feeling that someone’s trying to take too much advantage of our
generosity, but who will even believe in personal generosity back home? What neighbor or friend
will ask us for anything? People here don’t just take, they give too. So much more is shared.
We’re going to miss the work. It’s much different here than it is in the States, much different. It
goes at a different pace, one that’s intensely frustrating when we first arrived, and one in which two
years isn’t nearly long enough, but a pace that seems to fit the human spirit a little more snugly. It’s
not so frenzied, not so self-aware, and not so likely to take the people managing it captive to its own
passing. Time passes, people work, and life goes on.
Our work has had an incredible array of challenges too. Even when we think we’ve well-guessed the
problems we’ll face, even then a few new ones always pop up to surprise us. But sometimes, rarely,
we have correctly predicted the obstacles we’ll encounter, even the ones that still seem so bizarrely
ridiculous to us, but there they are just like we expected, and our plan for overcoming them went
like clockwork. That’s so satisfying. The work almost never becomes tedious. In some ways, work
back in America’s too easy, in other ways it takes too much out of us. Our work seems to have been
very well balanced here, and very rewarding, and we’ll miss it.
You know, we’re basically rock-stars here. Everyone knows us, including tons of people we
ourselves don’t even know; everyone’s happy we’re here and basically everything we do is
appreciated. This whole “celebrity status” was a burden at first, I suppose it’s still a burden in some
ways, but we’re used to it now. Back home we’re mostly nobodies. I mean, yeah, we’re somebody
special to most of you, but in the larger community, the larger sphere of our influence, well, we don’t
have much influence. We’re normal just like everyone else. So with both its burdens and its
privileges, we’ll miss a bit of our celebrity status here.
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And we’re going
g
to miiss the envirronment. There’s
T
not too many cars
c
going b
by, almost never
n
do you
u
hear the so
ounds of heavy
h
mach
hinery or honking
h
of horns. Th
here are ro
oosters crow
wing in thee
morning, and
a through
hout the dayy. (Though
h I can’t say I’ll miss att all the “freee-range” ch
hickens that
roam straig
ght into ou
ur yard every day and
d scratch up
p my gardeen. Nothin
ng to miss there, good
d
riddance to
o them!) Th
here are goa
ats roaming
g the villagee, and herdss of cattle m
moving throu
ugh, usuallyy
in the earlyy morning or early even
ning hours, tinkling theeir cowbellss pleasantly.
We’re going to miss th
he bugs and creepy-crrawlies, at least
l
some of them. O
Others, like the “stupid
d
bugs” that seem to ha
ave no sensse of directtion (and th
hus crash in
nto people all the tim
me) won’t bee
missed at all.
a
But thee ones that are big and
d strange, brightly-colo
b
ored, or obsservably fun
nny in theirr
behavior (tthat don’t interfere too
o much witth my own personal space),
s
we’rre going to miss thosee.
Each summ
mer brings a new disco
overy, or seeveral, for us,
u some bizzarre or mu
utated creatture that wee
simply won
n’t find in the US. And
A
we’ll miss
m
the “m
marshmallow
w frogs”, so
ome obscen
nely fat and
d
stubby-legg
ged guys tha
at waddle in
nstead of ho
op. They co
ome out afteer the rain aand try to heelp clean up
p
the less-sattisfying bug
gs that plag
gue us throughout thee summer. They first appeared a few nightss
ago, to wish
h us goodbyye. We’ll miiss them.
We’ll miss our proxim
mity to Krug
ger, and to all
a the crazyy wildlife th
here. Durin
ng our two years,
y
we’vee
ance to see, up close and
a persona
al, some inccredible stu
uff that you
u’d think on
nly exists on
n
had the cha
nature docu
umentaries. We’ve seeen some of the
t largest animals stilll on earth, have watch
hed them do
o
their thing,, mostly obllivious to us. It feels like
l
Jurassicc Park, but with no fen
nce in-betw
ween. We’vee
even had a few close calls, somee very scaryy situations (scary to us
u at least),, and one time
t
a giant
baboon eveen jumped in
i our car grabbing
g
for whatever he could ta
ake while L
Lora and another Peacee
Corps frien
nd were screeaming wild
dly, trying to
o get away. We’re goin
ng to miss K
Kruger for su
ure.
bush”, so diifferent than
n everything
g back hom
me. At least to me, the native
n
plant
Even the pllants, the “b
life is so mu
uch a part of
o the overa
all environm
ment, wheth
her it encroaches direcctly up to yo
our home orr
you only seee it when going outsid
de the city, it’s a part off the feeling
g of the placce. And it’s so different
here. In th
he early su
ummer, therre’s usuallyy so many beautifullyb
blooming ttrees, very vibrant
v
and
d
welcoming.. There’s so
o much indiigenous fru
uit, most of it not as pleeasant as th
he commerccially-grown
n
stuff, but sttill a part off the place. During mo
ost of the year,
y
all the plants’ seed
ds are thorn
ny and tend
d
to stick and
d scratch alll over a peerson. Theyy’re very ha
ardy and sp
pread and g
grow exactlyy where you
u
don’t want them. I ca
an’t say I’ll directly miiss that. Bu
ut it’s all a part
p
of the place here,, part of thee
entire envirronment. And
A we will miss it. It will
w take tim
me to get ussed to the en
nvironmentt back homee
again.
In some seense, we’ll even
e
miss the
t seasons. The weatther here in
n winter is nearly perfect, almost
never too cold and nevver too hot. On the oth
her hand, wee’re leaving
g just in timee to avoid several moree
n-out, blisteering heat. You can’t really miss that, not w
when there’s absolutelyy
months of long, drawn
no clima
ate-control anywhere you
y go. Butt
as we avvoid the heeat, we’ll allso miss thee
heavy summer
s
sttorms, the clashes of
lightnin
ng. The waay the rainss pound on
n
our tin roof, mak
king a rucckus unlikee
he way it momentarily
m
y
anything else. Th
o
yard aand is directed to myy
floods our
garden by
b a series o
of ditches, where
w
it can
n
collect and
a
sink in
n. In a wayy, we’ll misss
how mu
uch our livess are depen
ndent on thee
weatherr; it makes u
us so much more a part
of this place.
p
We’lll miss going
g to the riverr
on hott summer Saturdayss, to wash
h
clothes and swim with the kids
k
in ourr
host fam
mily, trying
g to beat th
he heat and
d
simply enjoy
e
oursellves.
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And we’ll miss
m
our ho
ome here. It’s
I small, it
i doesn’t keep out thee hot or thee cold, it’s always
a
dirtyy
from dead bugs
b
or thee ever-preseent dust. Bu
ut it’s our home
h
now. Or it was. We had everything set
up the way we wanted it, to makee use of all th
he availablee space. Wee had our litttle routiness. We had a
few decora
ations on th
he walls. I’ve done so
ome landsccaping durin
ng our timee here, mak
king a food
d
garden, and
d more receently a deco
orative garden around our
o house. We even reecently receeived a clean
n
water supp
ply pipe righ
ht in our ow
wn yard and
d my gardeening has been going w
wonderfullyy ever sincee,
our mango trees are go
oing to havee a great harvest this yeear.
We’ll miss our pet cat,, “Rat”. Wee only have one left, no
ow that our other, “Catt”, disappea
ared about a
month ago
o. I guess she just co
ouldn’t stan
nd the goo
od-byes; sh
he was alwaays pretty emotionallyy
dependant.. Thankfully, the two new Peacee Corps Vollunteers rep
placing us h
here are ta
aking Rat ass
their own pet.
p
They’ree taking oveer our work too, that wh
hich needed
d some extra help or wh
hich we had
d
to leave un
nfinished. And
A they’ll have
h
the ch
hance to exp
pand into arreas we onlly hoped for, and build
d
on their ow
wn skills and talents in
n ways that Lora and I couldn’t. We’re
W
glad that they’ree coming ass
we’re going
g, and thankful for thee couple of months wee had to gett to know th
hem. We’lll miss them
m
too.
ur time is fiinished, and
d all that’s left is “ku tsundzuka”, to rememb
ber, to misss,
But that’s it for us. Ou
“swa vava”,, it hurts. The
T people the
t most; th
here are so many
m
wond
derful people here. We hope to seee
many of theem again, on
o our way to and from
m Madagasccar, but we’lll never havve a chance to live with
h
them again
n and share our lives so
o deeply.
There’s a fa
amous quotte by a persson named Miriam
M
Adeeney that sa
ays, “You w
will never bee completelyy
at home again, becausse part of yo
our heart alw
ways will bee elsewheree. That is th
he price you
u pay for thee
ore than onee place.”
richness of loving and knowing peeople in mo
So, if by th
he time you do see us, and we gett the chancee to spend some time together, iff it happenss
that we don’t seem to
o be 100% there,
t
or if one of us is
i looking off
o into the distance when
w
there’ss
nothing rea
ally to be seeen, or mayybe we’re no
ot respondiing quite th
he way we u
used to; welll, please bee
patient with
h us. We’ree now living
g in more th
han one pla
ace. We’ve left
l a lot beh
hind in ord
der to return
n
to you. Bu
ut we’re glad we have, that we’ve had so mu
uch to leavee. It’s a priice to pay, a burden to
o
shoulder, but
b also an incredible jo
oy. Our livees are rich.
(First writteen by Adam
m Willard, Nov.
N
8, 2010
0)

U with our hosst family, or at least
Us
l
most of th
hem, in our villaage in South Africa.
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