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*%!..-!26ȭ3 !&2)#! ςπρψ 
4ÏÎÉÇÈÔȟ 4×Ï .ÉÇÈÔÓ Blog 1410, 26 January 2018, Friday 
Dear friends, 

I came to the conclusion last night that Africa to us is like pornography to a pornophile. 
We want to look away but are happiest when we keep dipping our souls into that sauce, mixed 
metaphors being the most accurate form of description for convoluted emotions. Africa 
ÃÏÎÖÏÌÕÔÅÓ ÍÙ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÓȢ /Òȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎ Á ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ ÓÔÁÔÅment: we love having people 
around with whom we can share Africa. Last night we had dinner with friends from Tanzania. 
Jeff was born there to a missionary couple and grew up in northern Tanzania. He filled us in on 
some of the unrecorded histories and personalities in preparation for our upcoming trip (in 
Ô×Ï ÄÁÙÓɊȢ !ÆÔÅÒ ÄÉÎÎÅÒȟ ×Å ÓÁÔ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÆÏÕÒ ÈÏÕÒÓȟ ×Å ÎÅÖÅÒ ÌÅÆÔ ÏÕÒ ÓÅÁÔÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÉÍÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
hamper us. In 1993 Jeff and Barb were the couple, then in their 20s, who tried to kill us with a 
sprint up 14,950 foot Mt. Meru. They made it to the top. Jean and I were content with our 
ÃÏÎÑÕÅÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÙ ÏÆ ,ÉÔÔÌÅ -ÅÒÕ ÁÔ Á ÍÅÒÅ ρςȟτφχ ÆÅÅÔȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȢ )Æ ×ÅȭÄ ÇÏÎÅ ÕÐ ÔÈÁÔ 
ÌÁÓÔ ÈÁÌÆ ÍÉÌÅȟ ×ÅȭÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÍÅÍÏÒÙ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÁÓ ÉÎȟ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÁme of that couple 
×ÈÏ ÄÉÅÄ ÃÌÉÍÂÉÎÇ -ÅÒÕ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓȩȱ 

%ØÃÅÐÔ ÆÏÒ ÐÁÃËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÐÕÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅ )ȭÍ ÔÁËÉÎÇȟ )ȭÍ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÇÏȢ 3Ï 
3ÁÔÕÒÄÁÙȟ Á ÒÁÉÎÙ ÄÁÙȟ ÉÓ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÇÉÖÅÎ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ &ÉÒÓÔ 4ÉÍÏÔÈÙȟ ÃÈÁÐÔÅÒ ÔÈÒÅÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÅÁÓÙȟ 
especially after the shoals we ÃÒÏÓÓÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÅÖÉÏÕÓ ÃÈÁÐÔÅÒȢ 3ÕÎÄÁÙȭÓ ÌÅÓÓÏÎ ÌÉÓÔÓ ÔÈÅ 
fourteen virtuous standards one must meet to be a bishop, of which I meet two: married to one 
×ÏÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÏÂÅÒȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÓÏÂÅÒ ) ÁÍ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÓÏÂÅÒ 0ÁÕÌ ×ÒÏÔÅ ÏÆȟ ÈÅ 
meant serious of heart. So that makes me one for fourteen, about average for me, not that I 
mean to be bragging. And even that one that I am, I am thus only because I was extremely 
blessed to have married Jean. Others, through circumstances beyond their control, though 
ÂÌÅÓÓÅÄȟ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÂÌÅÓÓÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÏÎÅ ÓÐÏÕÓÅȢ )Î ÃÌÁÓÓ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÁÓÓÕÒÅ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄȟ ÔÈÉÒÄȟ 
fourth, or whatever spouse is still OKɂÕÎÌÅÓÓ ÙÏÕ ÁÓÐÉÒÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÂÉÓÈÏÐȢ !ÎÄ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÉÔȭÓ 
ÄÅÂÁÔÁÂÌÅȢ -Ù ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ÖÏÃÁÂÕÌÁÒÙ ×ÏÒÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ÉÓ ȰÄÉÇÁÍÙȱ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ Ȱ4Ï ÔÁËÅ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄȟ 
ÒÅÐÌÁÃÅÍÅÎÔ ÓÐÏÕÓÅȟȱ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÃÏÍÅÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÌÁÔÅ ρωÔÈ ÃÅÎÔÕÒÙ ÃÏÍÍÅÎÔÁÒÉÅÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÖÅÒÙ 
different from bigamy. 

Tomorrow will probably be my last blog from this side of the Atlantic and this side of 
ÔÈÅ ÅÑÕÁÔÏÒȢ )ȭÄ ÇÕÅÓÓ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÏÎ ÌÉÎÅ ÏÎ 7ÅÄÎÅÓÄÁÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÍÁÙÂÅȢ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÁÎÙ 
extra prayer material? If so, think about us. Love, Jeannmarv 

4Ï -ÏÒÒÏ× "ÒÁÖÅÌÙ 7Å -ÁÒÃÈ Blog 1411, 28 January 2018, Sunday 
Dear friends, 

) ÇÏÔ ÕÐ ÁÔ υ ÁȢÍȢ ÁÎÄ ÓÐÅÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÉÎ &ÉÒÓÔ 4ÉÍÏÔÈÙȟ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÔÅÁÃÈȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
need to wake Jean for another hour. I glanced at the calendar and saw the number 28. When it 
ÓÁÙÓ ςωȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÕÓ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÖÅȢ )ÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÓÏ ÇÏÏÄ ÔÏ ÓÉÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÅȟ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÉÎ 3ÅÁÔÔÌÅȟ 
ÁÎÄ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÙ ×ÏÒË ÉÓ ÄÏÎÅȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÍÏÒÅ ) ÃÁÎ ÄÏȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÏÎÅ ÍÏÒÅ 
tense moment ahead in customs at the airport in Tanzania, but we have our shots (we needed 
noÎÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȦɊȟ ÏÕÒ ÖÉÓÁÓ ÁÒÅ ÉÎ ÏÕÒ ÐÁÓÓÐÏÒÔÓȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÒÅÁÄÙȢ !ÌÌ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÓ ÒÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÅȟ 
ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÅȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÉÎ ÆÉÖÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÉÆ ×Å 
ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅÌÌ ÐÁÃËÅÄȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÁÔ Á ÐÏÉÎÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ× ÉÆ we think of something, we stop 
×ÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÇÏ ÄÏ ÉÔȟ ÌÅÓÔ ×Å ÆÏÒÇÅÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÌÅÄÇÅ ×Å ×ÁÌË ÉÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÎÁÒÒÏ×ÅÒȟ ×Å 
need to be more careful with every step. 

https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/01/27/tonight-two-nights/
https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/01/29/to-morrow-bravely-we-march/
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Vacuumed socks and school supplies 

7ÈÅÎ ×Å ÇÅÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÅȟ )ȭÌÌ ÓÉÇÈ ÄÅÅÐÌÙ ÁÓ beside me Jean will start to remember all 
the things she forgot, things she intended to do, and new thoughts about the things she could 
have brought. Such is life. 

Unrelated: I know a young man who had a car accident this week, nothing serious but 
the car ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÍ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅȢ $ÁÍÁÇÅ ÏÎ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÖÅÈÉÃÌÅ ×ÁÓ ÍÏÓÔÌÙ 
ÓÕÒÆÁÃÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÃÉÄÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÕÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÓÅ ×ÏÒÄÓȟ Ȱ4ÈÅ ÃÁÒ ÈÁÄ ÁÎ ÁÃÃÉÄÅÎÔȢȱ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ 
ÌÉËÅ ÍÅ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȟ Ȱ-Ù ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍ ÓÃÁÌÅ ÒÅÁÄÓ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÌÁÒÇÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÍÅȢȱ )Ô 
×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒȭÓ ÆÁÕÌÔȠ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÁÌÅ ÉÓ ÔÏ ÂÌÁÍÅȢ ) ÄÏ ÎÏÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȢ -Ù ÉÇÎÏÒÁÎÃÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ 
kind of Ȱblame-thinkingȱ may have roots in my Lutheran background or in the fact that I am 
almost always the guilty party. I am, because I do things and often reach out further than I 
should, sometimes I get left looking really guilty although more often stupid is the word that 
best describes the situations I get myself in. An example: when I was in college I found one of 
my dorm-mates being sick among the rhododendrons. I tried to get him to his room but we 
were caught and both accused of drinking. I was a senior, he was a freshmanɂ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ 
ÔÈÅÍ )ȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÏÎ Á ÄÁÔÅ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÇÉÒÌ ÎÁÍÅÄ -ÁÒÓÈÁ ÁÎÄ ÎÏÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÍȟ ËÎÏ×ÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
throw him  out because I was a senior they were eager to get rid of, just weeks from graduation. 
)ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÈÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȟ Ȱ)Ô ÉÓ )Ȣȱ ) ÆÅÁÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÍÁÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÃÃÉÄÅÎÔ ÍÁÙ ÎÅÖÅÒ 
ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÒÇÉÖÉÎÇ ÇÒÁÃÅ ÏÆ 'ÏÄȢ 4ÈÉÓ ×ÅÅË ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÎ ÁÃÃÉÄÅÎÔȟ ÔÈÁÔȭs why they call it an 
accident. A ticket was issued, but not to the car. Silly car! 

 
Our church 

This afternoon our church had its annual meeting and Jean was elected to the church 
ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌȢ )Î ÃÅÌÅÂÒÁÔÉÏÎȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙ ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅÌÙȢ 7ÈÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ either of our last two 
presidential candidates run on such a platform? This will impact our lives somewhat, but we 
ÈÁÖÅ Á ÍÏÎÔÈ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÈÏ×Ȣ !ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÔÅÌÌ ÕÓȢ 
Such is life. And now, off to Africa! Let there be love and blessings to you all. Love,  

Jeannmarv 

4ÈÁÔȭÓ 2ÉÇÈÔȟ 7Å ,ÅÆÔ Blog 1412, 29 January 2018, Monday 

https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/01/29/thats-right-we-left/
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Dear friends, 
!ÍÏÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÎ ÏÕÒ ȰÒÅÍÉÎÄÅÒ ÔÏ ÃÈÅÃË ÉÎȱ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÍÐÅÒÁÔÕÒÅ ÔÏÄÁÙ 

×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ωφȍ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ +ÉÌÉÍÁÎÊÁÒÏ !ÉÒÐÏÒÔȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ &ÁÈÒÅÎÈÅÉÔȟ ) ÔÒÕÓÔȢ ) Á×ÏËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ËÎÏ×ÉÎÇ 
everything was packed. There was an e-mail last night telling us that an expected package was 
not arriving and so I was able to put the last of the toys into the last suitcase. It will be sad to 
return home in a few weeks and have our place Duplo-free and dinosaur-less. 

This evening we fly United to Washington, DC (2,306 miles), then Ethiopian Air (7,193 
miles) to Addis Ababa and down to Tanzania (861 more, a 10,260-mile total), landing at 1 p.m. 
ÏÎ 7ÅÄÎÅÓÄÁÙȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÅÌÅÖÅÎ ÔÉÍÅ ÚÏÎÅÓ ÅÁÓÔ ÏÆ 3ÅÁÔÔÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÅÑÕÁÔÏÒȟ ÏÕÒ ÆÌÉÇÈÔ ÔÉÍÅ 
ÉÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÏÖÅÒ ςπȢυ ÈÏÕÒÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ȰÇÒÕÍÐ ÆÁÃÔÏÒȱ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÈÉÇÈȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÆÏÏÄ ÔÏ $#ȟ Ìunch and 
ÄÉÎÎÅÒ ÔÏ !ÄÄÉÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÏÄ ÔÏ 4ÁÎÚÁÎÉÁȢ 3ÅÒÉÏÕÓÌÙȟ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÎÕ ÆÒÏÍ !ÄÄÉÓ ÒÅÁÄÓ ȰÆÏÏÄȡ ÆÏÏÄȢȱ #ÁÎ 
you ask for anything better? Our return trip will be by way of Dublin feature five flights (two 
more than getting there), and take 25 hours of actual airÔÉÍÅȢ 'ÏÉÎÇȟ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÓÉØ ÒÅÌÁØÉÎÇ 
ÈÏÕÒÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÔÅÒÍÉÎÁÌÓȠ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÓÐÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÎÉÎÅ ÁÎÄ Á ÈÁÌÆ ÈÏÕÒÓ ÉÎ ÆÏÕÒ ÔÅÒÍÉÎÁÌÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 
ÒÅÔÕÒÎ ÔÒÉÐȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ÉÎ 4ÁÎÚÁÎÉÁ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÒÅÅ ×ÅÅËÓȢ .Ï× ) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ×ÈÙ ×ÅȭÄ ÓÔÁÙ 
a year, to avoid these flights. Also the ELCA was willing to pay more to let us have the saner 
!ÍÓÔÅÒÄÁÍ ÆÌÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÁÎ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ×ÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÐÁÙ ÆÏÒ ÏÕÒÓÅÌÖÅÓȟ ÓÏ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÎÅ ÓËÉÐÐÉÎÇ 
across the waters, this time three hops, next time five. 

)ȭÍ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ÈÏÍÅ ÔÏÄÁÙȟ ÌÁÂÅÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ suitcases (and 1 trunk), doing the phone calls, 
insurance, international computer protection, and just generally being charming while Jean is 
ÏÆÆ ÔÏ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ÁÎÄ Ó×ÉÍȠ *ÅÁÎ ÂÅÉÎÇ *ÅÁÎȢ )ȭÍ ÁÎØÉÏÕÓȠ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÁÔ ÅÁÓÅȟ ÐÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓ 
been doing the detailÓ ÏÒ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ *ÅÁÎȢ )ÔȭÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÉÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ȰÈÕÍÁÎ 
ÂÅÉÎÇÓȟȱ ÁÓ ÉÎ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÈÕÍÁÎȢ 7ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÅØÔÒÁ ÂÌÏÇ ÇÏÅÓ ÏÎ ÌÉÎÅ ÁÎÄ ) ÇÏ ÏÆÆȢ ,ÏÖÅȟ 
Jeannmarv 

Take Flight,  Monday           Blog 1413, for 29 January 2018, Thursday  

Dear friends, 
If you know the anguish and trials of long distant flights, it might be best for you to skip 

reading this blog lest it bring back too many memories that are best left forgotten. 
It had been our last night in our bed, the last night before the two nights on the planes 

when we can sleep flat again, in a place where our feet can be at the same elevation as our 
ÈÅÁÄÓȢ 7ÅȭÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÄÅÌÉÖÅÒÅÄ ÏÕÒ ÆÉÆÔÈ ÓÕÉÔÃÁÓÅ ÔÏ $ÉÃË 3×ÁÉÓÇÏÏÄȟ Á ÂÅÌÏÖÅÄ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÆÒÏÍ 3ÁÉÎÔ 
!ÎÄÒÅ×ȭÓ ÁÎÄ ÎÏ×ȟ ÆÏÒÅÖÅÒÍÏÒÅȟ Á ÃÏ-conspirator of smuggling socks, underwear, and toys to 
ÃÒÉÐÐÌÅÄ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ ÉÎ 4ÁÎÚÁÎÉÁȢ )ȭÌÌ ÁÓÓÕÍÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÁÓËÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÓÅÍÉ-criminal 
ÓÍÕÇÇÌÉÎÇ ÈÅȭÓ ÄÏÎÅȢ (Å ÆÌÉÅÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÎ 4ÈÕÒÓÄÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÌÁÎÄÓ ÏÎ &ÒÉÄÁÙ ÔÏ ÁÔÔÅÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÄÉÃÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ 
the last and perhaps final classroom building at the Maasae Girls Lutheran Secondary School. 
(ÅȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ Ô×Ï ÓÕÉÔÃÁÓÅÓȟ ÏÎÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÁÎÄ ÏÎÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȢ #Ï-conspiracy sounds 
ÌÉËÅ Á ÄÉÒÅ ÔÅÒÍȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÁÓÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÏÍÅÈÏ× Á Ó×ÅÅÔ ÂÌÅÓÓÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÍÏÒÅ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄ 
ÄÏ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÏÒ ÈÉÎÄÅÒ ÈÉÍȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÎÏ× ÏÎ ÈÉÓ Ï×ÎȢ 

On that last day, I was up at 3:30 in case there was anything else I could do with the 
already packed, weighed, sealed luggage: two suitcases, an old black plastic trunk from our 
missionary days, and a wheeled duffle-bag. The weights, again I repeat myself, registered at 
τωȢφȟ τωȢφȟ τωȢτȟ ÁÎÄ τχȢς ɉÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÕÆÆÅÄɊȢ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÁÄÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ /ÕÒ ÃÁÒÒÙ-ons 
were all overweight but not by much, they had a 7-kilo limit each. Had they demanded money 
because our carry-ons were overweight, we both had clothes to put on until we got past their 
ÓÃÁÌÅÓȢ 7ÅȭÖÅ ÔÒÁÖÅÌÌÅÄ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ×Å ËÎÏ× ×ÈÉÃÈ ÒÕÌÅÓ ÔÏ ÐÕÓÈ ɉχ ËÇȢɊ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ push (50 
lb.). Translation: there was nothing for me to do until our 10:10 p.m. flight. Oh, I hate days like 
ÔÈÁÔȢ 7ÈÁÔ ) ÄÉÄ ÁÃÃÏÍÐÌÉÓÈ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ×Å ÃÁÎȭÔ ÌÏÃË ÁÎÙ ÌÕÇÇÁÇÅȟ ) ÔÏÏË ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ÌÅÁÔÈÅÒ 
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shoelace and tied the zippers or padlock holes (trunk only) with a double knot and then cut off 
ÔÈÅ ÅØÃÅÓÓȟ ÓÏ ×ÅȭÄ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅÙȭÄ Âeen in them. Then I obviously duct-ÔÁÐÅÄ ɉÔÈÁÔȭÓ Á 
verb, right?) the knots. I thought obviously insecure knots might get past where padlocks could 
not. 

Jean is so very different than I am. She slept in, went to church to count the Sunday 
offerings, then went swimming and shopping and treated the day as if it were a gift to her. 
Meanwhile, back in the cave, the grouch was grumping. I walked, I fussed, and I watched Hansel 
and Gretel ÏÎ 46Ȣ ) ÈÁÔÅ ÓÈÏ×Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÒÅÍÉÎÄ ÍÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÃÈÉÌÄÈÏÏÄȢ ɉ)Æ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ movie, 
you may not know what a ridiculous statement that is.) Our grandnephew who we hoped 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÕÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒÐÏÒÔ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ×ÏÒË ÔÈÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȟ ÓÏ ×Å ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ *ÁÎÅ 0ÒÅÓÔÂÙÅȟ *ÅÁÎȭÓ ÇÏÏÄ 
friend. Jane is someone whose life has few quiet moments for herself, so naturally she agreed to 
leave her meeting early and take us to the airport. That means our car got left in Kent rather 
ÔÈÁÎ ÌÏÃËÅÄ ÕÐ ÉÎ *ÅÁÎȭÓ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÇÁÒÁÇÅȢ )Ô ×ÏÒËÅÄȢ *ÁÎÅ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÏ !ÆÒÉÃÁ Á ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅÓ 
and knew dropping us off was part oÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÅÓÓÉÎÇÓȢ ) ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ÉÆ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÔÈÁÔ 
way about our leaving. 

We were at SeaTac three hours early. We walked up to the United Airlines counter; no 
other customers were there. Jean regaled them with tales of our coming adventures. They 
×ÅÉÇÈÅÄ ÅÁÃÈ ÔÒÕÎË ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÎÕÍÂÅÒÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÁÌÅÓ ÍÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÍÉÎÅȟ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË 
they were expecting. How better to take an extra five pounds along than by writing 50 pounds 
on the package. They were on to that trick. I think the honesty surprised them. But Jean was 
charming; they checked our luggage through to Kilimanjaro Airport. I, ever the cynic, thought 
ÔÈÁÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÕÇÇÁÇÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÒÒÉÖÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒÐÏÒÔ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÄÅÌÉÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏ ÕÓȟ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ 
if the luggage ever showed up in Tanzania. But as of that moment, it was their problem; my 
purpose was getting dinner. 

Boarding the plane was easy, the seats equally uncomfortable. This was the day before 
4ÒÕÍÐȭÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ Ȱ3ÔÁÔÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 5ÎÉÏÎȱ ÁÄÄÒÅÓÓ ÁÎÄ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅ ÃÒÏ×ÄÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ 
people heading to Washington D.C. In fact, in the first-class section alone, there were already 
ÓÅÖÅÎ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÕÐÇÒÁÄÅÄȢ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȟ Ȱ&ÕÌÌ ÐÌÁÎÅȢȱ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ-class people 
were crowded, but we simple souls in steerage all had three seats to ÏÕÒÓÅÌÖÅÓȢ )Ô ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ 
any better than that. We slept as well as could be hoped for, landed in DC and with four hours 
to kill until our 10 a.m. flight to Addis Ababa. Thus, Monday ended. Others were handling our 
heavy luggage (you do realize that our four pieces of luggage and four carry-ons equal my 
weight, a thought that should embarrass me but instead only makes me chuckle, those weight-
conscious fools). All we had to do was eat breakfast and catch the next flight on Ethiopian Air, 
13¼th hours of being pampered. Thus ends day one. Stay tuned. Love, 
Jeannmarv 

A Day That  $ÉÄÎȭÔ Exist Blog 1414, 30 January 2018, Tuesday  

Dear friends, 
4ÈÉÒÔÅÅÎ ÈÏÕÒÓ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÅÉÇÈÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÚÏÎÅÓ ɉ×ÅȭÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÃÒÏÓÓÅÄ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ $Ȣ#ȢɊ ÆÅÅÌÓ 

like this. We landed in DC at 6, our bodies said 3 a.m. We waited until ten (body says 7 a.m.) and 
then got on the flight. The rest of the day goes like this: four hours until dusk, the night lasted 
seven hours, and the next day lasted an hour before the plane landed. Our watches and bodies 
said Tuesday, 7 p.m., everyone around us thought of it as Wednesday at 6 a.m. Our brains asked 
ÔÈÅ ÉÍÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȡ Ȱ!ÒÅ ×Å Á×ÁËÅ ÙÅÔȩȱ 4ÈÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÎÅ×Ó ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÄ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ !ÆÒÉÃÁȟ ÔÈÅ 
ÓÁÄ ÐÁÒÔ ÉÓ !ÄÄÉÓ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ +ÉÌÉÍÁÎÊÁÒÏ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ρȟπππ miles to go. Insert explicative here. 

*ÕÓÔ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄȦ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÄÁÙȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ×Å ÆÅÅÌ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙȟ ÔÏÏȢ -Ù ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ 
ÌÉÔÅÒÁÒÙ ÎÏÔÅÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÉÐ ÒÅÁÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȡ Ȱρπ ÁȢÍȢɂland at 7:15, 7,193 miles, 777-200 LR, seats 
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ρτ # Ǫ $Ƞȱ Ȱφρρ ÔÏ ÇÏ ωςς ÔÏ ÇÏ Ⱦ υȟφωχȠȱ Ȱ)Î ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÕÒÂÕÌÅÎÃÅ ÈÉÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÅÁÔ ÂÅÌÔ ÓÉÇÎ 
lit telling me to return to my seat. I held on instead. I was OK, the old Atlantic fisherman skills 
ÓÕÒÖÉÖÅȠȱ Ȱ.ÉÎÅ ÈÏÕÒÓ ÏÆ ςς ÈÏÕÒÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÅ-×ÁÙ ÔÒÉÐ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÁËÅ ÕÓȟ )ȭÖÅ ÓÌÅÐÔ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ Á 
quality-ÆÒÅÅ ÅÖÅÎÔȢȱ Ȱ7Å ÃÒÏÓÓÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ .Å×ÆÏÕÎÄÌÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ &ÒÁÎÃÅ ÁÎÄ )ÔÁÌÉÁÎ ÔÏÅȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÏÕÔÈ ÏÆ 
)ÒÅÌÁÎÄȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÏÖÅÒ %ÇÙÐÔ ÁÎÄ 3ÕÄÁÎȢȱ Ȱ4ÏÐ ÓÐÅÅÄ ×ÁÓ χςφ ÍÐÈȟ ÓÌÏ×ÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÉÄ-500s over 
Europe, elevation 36,000, outside temp. -96oȢȱ 3Ï ÍÕÃÈ ÆÏÒ ÌÉÔÅÒÁÒÙ ÎÏÔÅÓȟ ÈÅÙȩ 

It iÓ ÔÅÒÒÉÂÌÅ ÔÏ ×ÁÓÔÅ Á ÄÁÙȟ ÏÒ ÔÏ ÌÉÖÅ Á ÄÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ a lot like 
being sick; you just survive until you reach tomorrow. Short blog, little content. We just 
survived. We flew out at 10 a.m., we landed at 6 a.m., and we called it a day. Our bodies were 
ÍÕÍÂÌÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ χ ÐȢÍȢ ÂÕÔ ×Å ÉÇÎÏÒÅÄ ÔÈÁÔȢ )ȭÖÅ ÒÉÄÄÅÎ 'ÒÅyhound 
Buses across the country; it feels the same way. You endure, but you do not live. With 
Greyhound, that airline with the really long runways, you doÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÊÅÔlag, you just go 
comatose. I recognized the feeling getting off the plane in Addis. Love, 
Jeannmarv 

The Loveliest  Sight       Blog 1415, 31 January 2018, Wednesday  

Dear friends, 
Unbeknownst to most people in my life, I sometimes I have moments ÏÆ ÐÁÎÉÃȢ )ÔȭÓ 

ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌÌÁÂÌÅȟ ÁÌÌ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÓ ÁÖÏÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÕÓÅÓ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÐÁÎÉÃȢ )ÔȭÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ 
Ȱ#ÕÓÔÏÍÓȢȱ 

We were spending another four hours of meaningful time in an airport. Jean had wisely 
bought the newest Time and The Economist in D.C. They are good magazines to bring to Africa, 
ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÂÒÅÁËÉÎÇ ÎÅ×Ó ÂÒÏËÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÅÖÉÏÕÓ ×ÅÅË ÓÏ ÔÏ ÁÒÒÉÖÅ ×ÉÔÈ ȰÎÅ×ȱ ÎÅ×Ó ÉÓ Á 
treat. She also bought a $15 book of short stories by P. $Ȣ *ÁÍÅÓȟ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ *ÅÁÎȭÓ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ÍÙÓÔÅÒÙ 
writers who stopped wrÉÔÉÎÇ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÅÄȢ 4Ï ÈÁÖÅ ÓÉØ ÎÅ× ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓ ×ÁÓ Á ÔÒÅÁÔȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ 
read half of the first story on the plane but left the book for others to read when she got off. I 
ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÍÏÓÑÕÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒÐÏÒÔ ÌÏÕÎÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÉÔ ÉÓ Á ÔÈÒÅe-person, 
backward bidet where they who need clean feet before they pray can wash their feet before 
×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÌÔÈÙ ÔÅÒÒÁÚÚÏ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ Á ÐÌÕÍÂÉÎÇ ÆÉØÔÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÄÁÙȢ ) ËÅÐÔ 
walking. There were probably 200 blue-beret wearing UN peacekeepers in the airport. I 
ÌÅÁÒÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ !ÒÁÂÉÃ ×ÏÒÄȟ ȰYaloȱ ɉ9ÅÁÈ-,Ï×Ɋ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÍÅÁÎÓȟ Ȱ-ÏÖÅȟȱ ÔÁÕÇÈÔ ÔÏ ÍÅ ÂÙ Á ÃÒÁÎËÙ 
-ÕÓÌÉÍ ÌÁÄÙ ×ÈÏ ÒÅÓÅÎÔÅÄ ÍÅ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ *ÅÁÎȭÓ ÓÅÁÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÎÃÈ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÁÔÃÈÅÄ 
luggage. Ever the international, cultural charmer ) ÁÍȟ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ3ÕÒÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÍÁÍÁȭÓ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÓÉÔ ÏÎ 
ÙÏÕ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÔÕÒÎÓȢȱ ) ÍÏÖÅÄ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅȟ ÓÈÅ ÐÌÕÎËÅÄ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ) ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÍÏÖÅÄ 
far enough and I had a twinkle in my eye. She then thought she might find a more comfortable 
seat elsewhere and left ÍÅȟ ÎÏÔ ÏÆÆÅÒÉÎÇ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄ !ÒÁÂÉÃ ×ÏÒÄ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÕÓÅÄ ÉÎ 
polite company. I sometimes think I enjoy encountering pushy people. 

To board an airplane there, security being what it is, you have to go through another 
ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÓÃÒÅÅÎÉÎÇȢ )ȭÄ ×ÈÉÚzed through the US security, I had my computer and CPAP readily 
available to show them, I was wearing sandals, my little clear plastic bag containing hygiene 
ÓÔÕÆÆ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 7Å ÓÔÏÏÄ ÉÎ ÌÉÎÅȟ *ÅÁÎ ÁÈÅÁÄ ÏÆ ÍÅȢ !Ó ) ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÔÁÂÌÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ )ȭÄ ÐÕÌÌ Ïut 
ÍÙ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÒÅÁÄÙ ËÉÔȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÎ )ÎÄÉÁÎ ÆÅÌÌÏ× ×ÈÏÓÅ ÂÅÌÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÆÆȟ Á ÌÏÏÐ ÈÁÄ 
latched onto a belt loop behind him. He blocked everything. I had to take my sandals off (why?), 
) ÆÏÒÇÏÔ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÐÏÃËÅÔ ÃÏÎÔÁÉÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ #0!0ȟ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÔÏÇÅÔher, and in a second I became 
hyper-frazzledɂfrazzled being my normal state, non-frazzled is good, hyper-frazzled is like 
removing the bones from a puppy and then watching it try to fetch. My natural reaction is to 
break into a deluging sweat that blinds me. This is the time to try not to look guilty. I was safe, 
clean, and legalɂÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ×ÈÁÔ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ used to. Jean, ahead of me, gathered our things 
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as they slipped through the X-ray scanner, I shoeless, stepped into that rotating x-ray machine 
which offered some screener a view no one really wants to see, but I was still wearing my 
watch. I knew better ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÁÔȢ 4ÈÅ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ ÌÁÄÙ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÃÈÉÎÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ 
ÁÎ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁÎȩȱ #ÕÓÔÏÍÓ ÆÏÌË ÁÒÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÐÏÌÉÔÅ ÁÎÄ ÂÒÉÅÆ ×ÉÔÈȟ ÓÏ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 
ÃÕÓÔÏÍÓ ÁÎÇÅÌȟ Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÆÉÖÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÁÇÏ ×ÈÅÎ ÍÙ ÂÒÁÉÎ ×ÁÓ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÁÃÃÅÐÔÅÄ that as a 
proof of something only an American would say. Drenched like a Gatorade-drenched winning 
football coach, Jean watched everything as I reassembled my luggage, water dripping off me 
like a leaking gutter, and we moved into the bright waiting room. Because of the light, I reached 
for my sunglasses and the stem broke off in my hand. Jean let me curl up in a corner for a while 
so I could regain my focus. The room was warm, I was sweating like someone with malaria, and 
I just wanted to get back to my Bellevue studyɂit was not an option. 

The plane came. We got on. We sat, she reading the Time and I read a Wikipedia article 
on Arthur Rimbaud, an old French poet, total screw-up, and precursor of the Surreal 
Movement. This would be my third and final time to start to read through this biography and 
poems, the other two tries had fallen flat quickly. The plane landed on time, the third time in a 
row we arrived uneventfully. We had our visas, all we had to do was find our checked luggage, 
sneak 300 pair kids underwear, 325 pairs of socks, 100 sweatshirts, 52 floating toys, 231 
dinosaurs, and 172 cars and trucks, not to mention 1124 pencils, 42 scissors, 18 rulers, and 
countless Duplo blocks through CUSTOMS. But that, my friends, is for the next blog, possibly a 
book length blog. Love, 
Jeannmarv 

Wednesday Customs II       Blog 1416, 31 January 2018, Wednesday 

Dearly beloved friends, 
"ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÌÉËÅ ×ÈÁÔ )ȭÖÅ ×ÒÉÔÔÅÎȟ ) ÒÅÐÅÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÐÅÎÉÎÇ ÌÉÎÅÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÔÅÓÔ 

ÂÌÏÇȢ Ȱ5ÎÂÅËÎÏ×ÎÓÔ ÔÏ ÍÏÓÔ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅȟ ) ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ) have momeÎÔÓ ÏÆ ÐÁÎÉÃȢ )ÔȭÓ 
controllable; ÁÌÌ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÓ ÁÖÏÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÕÓÅÓ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÐÁÎÉÃȢ )ÔȭÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ 
Ȭ#ÕÓÔÏÍÓȢȭȱ !Ó ÔÈÅ ÓÏÎÇ ÓÏ ÒÉÇÈÔÅÏÕÓÌÙ ÓÁÙÓȟ Ȱ(ÅÒÅ ×Å ÇÏ ÁÇÁÉÎȟȱ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÅ 2ÁÙ 
Charles/Norah Jones version. 

All we had to do was have all our documents in order. Just off the plane they were 
ÃÈÅÃËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÙÅÌÌÏ× ÆÅÖÅÒ ÓÈÏÔÓȢ #ÈÅÃËȢ 4ÈÅÎ ×Åȟ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȟ ÐÒÏÃÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅ Á ÖÉÓÁ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙȱ 
line. Then we went back and filled in the form that gave us our address while in Tanzania, that 
eØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄ ×ÈÙ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÏ× ÌÏÎÇ ×ÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 7Å ÆÉÌÌÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÒÍȟ ÇÏÔ ÂÁÃË ÉÎÔÏ 
line just as a new woman came on line. She was a little short tempered with Jean; in rebuttal 
*ÅÁÎ ×ÁÓ ×ÉÓÅȟ ÃÈÁÒÍÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÖÅÒ×ÈÅÌÍÉÎÇȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÎÅØÔȢ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ)ȭÍ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÔÁÍÐÅÄ ÍÙ 
passport, I said thank you and we were in. That led us into the luggage room where everything 
×ÁÓ ÓÔÁÃËÅÄ ÕÐȢ 7Å ÇÏÔ Ô×Ï ÃÁÒÔÓ ɉ(ÅÙȟ 3ÅÁÔÔÌÅȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÆÒÅÅȟ ÎÏÔ ÃÏÓÔÉÎÇ ΑυȦɊ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÌÉÎÅ 
separately, if possible. They kept us tÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÒÉÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Ȱ.ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÅÃÌÁÒÅȱ ÌÉÎÅ 
ɉÍÙ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ÃÈÏÉÃÅɊȢ 4ÈÅ ÍÁÎ ÉÎ ÃÈÁÒÇÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÔÏ ÍÅȟ ÎÁÔÕÒÁÌÌÙȟ Ȱ/ÐÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÅȢȱ ) 
ÔÒÉÅÄ ÂÕÔ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔȢ (ÅÁÒ ÔÈÉÓȟ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÏÐÅÎ ÔÈÅÍ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ÎÅÅÄÅÄ Á ËÎÉÆÅ ÔÏ ÃÕÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ 
leather stripsɂno one that touched our luggage. Oh, the hand of God is discrete and strong. 
They had a cutter that enabled me to cut through the duct-tape and leather and, behold, the 
trunk was full of sweatshirts, underwear, socks, and toys. We told him what they were for. He 
ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ/ÐÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒȢȱ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÓÁÍÅ ÓÔÕÆÆȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÇÒÅ× ÓÉÌÅÎÔ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÓ ÍÁÎÙ 
words and graces took over and told of the gifts from our church (actually three churches, we 
were the main one). He wanted to know the value of everything, we had no idea what the cost, 
most were used (not the underwear or socks), and everything was bought as a gift. Everything 
she said was the truth, she added no other details. He said we should have had a letter of 
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donation. She whipped out the letter, double notarized and signed from our church. He looked 
ÁÔ ÕÓ ÁÎÄ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÕÇÇÌÅÒ ÔÙÐÅÓȢ (ÉÓ ÎÁÍÅ ×ÁÓ 2ÏÂÅÒÔ +ÁÓÅËÏȢ (Å ÔÏÌÄ ÕÓ 
ÈÏ× ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÏ ÕÔÉÌÉÚÅ Á ÌÅÔÔÅÒ ÏÆ ÄÏÎÁÔÉÏÎ ÎÅØÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÁÎÄȟ ×ÉÔÈ Á Ȱ"Å ÂÌÅÓÓÅÄȟȱ ÓÅÎÔ ÕÓ ÏÎ ÏÕÒ ×Áy, 
untaxed and unbound. 

                           
ȰAnything to declare?ȱ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÓË ÍÅȢ ȰNo, just my 300 pair of underwear and 325 pair of socks. Why?ȱ 

I, the great creature of faith until pressured that I am, was bouncing up and down, 
ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÓÉÎÇÉÎÇȟ Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔȦȱ 7ÈÅÎ ×Å ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅȟ ÏÕÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȟ ÄÅÁÒ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÅÃÉÏÕÓ 
ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȟ $ÁÖÉÄ -ÔÕÉ ÁÎÄ %ÌÉÚÁÂÅÔÈ (ÕÄÇÉÎÓȟ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÒÕÎ .ÁÔÕÒÅȭÓ 'ÉÆÔÓ 3ÁÆÁÒÉÓȢ 7Å 
showed up, they hugged Jean, but they looked at my sweaty, post-customs countenance and 
hesitantly shook my hand although their eyes told me they were glad to see me. They discretely 
wiped off their suddenly damp and clammy right hands. Coming through that emotional 
minefield of customs, then walking out into the heat of Africa summer and seeing friends 
×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÒÅÅÔ ÙÏÕȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÂÌÅÓÓÉÎÇȢ 

This day, the 8th anniversary of our last day of working with the ELCA and the Maasae 
Girls School, (Jan. 31, 2010), we were back. I now gush with the incredible belief that God hears 
the prayers of the saints. We were covered by prayers, an umbrella of blessing, and the poor 
×ÏÒÌÄ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÃÌÕÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÐÒÁÙ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȱ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÅÑÕÉÖÁÌÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȭÓȟ Ȱ(ÁÖÅ Á 
ÎÉÃÅ ÄÁÙȢȱ 2ÏÂÅÒÔ ÁÔ ÃÕÓÔÏÍÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÈÉÇÈÅÓÔ ÒÁÎËÅÄ ÃÕÓÔÏÍÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÉÁÌ ÁÔ +ÉÌÉÍÁÎÊÁro Airport, 
was there; he felt whatever the indescribable nature of prayer is, and he moved us through. The 
ELCA car was ready when we got to Arusha. Jean got a new phone card; ÓÈÅȭÓ ÏÎ ÌÉÎÅȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÁÔ 
our friends at the Snake Park. Last night was this super-ÆÕÌÌ Ȱ7ÏÌÆȱ ÂÌÕÅ ÍÏÏÎȢ "ÅÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÉÎ 
Africa is better than going back to Africa, for now the journey is over the adventures can begin. 
Now we get back to being dumb and blessed, rejoicing and awed. The predawn morning birds 
sang us awake beneath the bright moonlight, the fan was on all night, the drivers are still crazy 
ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÏÓ ÉÓ ÌÏÖÅÌÙȢ !ÆÒÉÃÁȟ ÈÅ ×ÈÏ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÒÅÔÕÒÎ ÉÓ ÈÏÍÅȢ )Î ÌÏÖÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÌ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÒ 
all your prayers, 
Jeannmarv 

2ÅÂÅÃÃÁ %Ȣȟ ρ    Blog 1417, 2 February 2018, Friday 
Dear friends, 

3 a.m., Friday morning. Today will see us leave at 6 a.m., pick up friend Dick Swaisgood 
at the airport at 7:15, visit the ALMC Hospital, the Snake Park, the Maasae Girls School, and visit 
ÂÒÉÅÆÌÙ ×ÉÔÈ 2ÅÂÅÃÃÁ %ÒÎÅÓÔȟ ×ÉÔÈ ×ÈÏÍ ×Å ÓÐÅÎÔ ÆÉÖÅ ÈÏÕÒÓ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÆÉÖÅ 
hours today. We know this truth about Africa, any time you have more than one item on your 
ÁÇÅÎÄÁ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÐÕÓÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÕÃËȢ 7Å ÈÁÖÅ ÆÉÖÅ ÉÔÅÍÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÉÍÐÏÒÔant is getting 
to the airport. Anything else we accomplish thereafter is a bonus. 

Yesterday we sat with our friend, Rebecca E., and listened to experts in the field talk to 
her about the necessity and consequences of taking off her left leg (below the knee) and the 
things she can still do in life from a wheelchair. It was a discussion Africans would prefer to 

https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/02/03/rebecca-e-1/
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ignore. There is a reality looming in her life that is forcing Rebecca to make a choice. She lives 
ÉÎ ÐÁÉÎȟ ÔÁËÅÓ ÈÅÁÖÙ ÄÕÔÙ ÐÁÉÎ ÍÅÄÉÃÉÎÅ ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÔÉÍÅÓ Á ÄÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÎÅÅÄÓ ÔÏ ÄÅÃÉÄÅ ÉÆ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ 
ÌÉÖÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÌÅÇÓ ÏÒ ÄÉÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÅÁÓÉÅÓÔ ×ÁÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄȟ ÄÏ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȢ "ÕÔ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË 
ÓÈÅȭÌÌ ÑÕÉÔȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÓÕÐÐÏÒÔ ÈÅr and, if possible, to make her life easier. Her leg will never 
ÈÅÁÌȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓ ÎÏÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ȰÌÕÍÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÎÅÒȱ ɉÍÙ ÐÈÒÁÓÅȟ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÒÓɊȢ (ÅÒ ÃÁÓÅ ÉÓ Á ÂÉÔ ÏÆ Á 
nightmare. Many people who lose legs wake up without them, the result of an accident, bomb, 
sÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅ ÔÅÒÒÉÂÌÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÍÕÓÔ ÃÈÏÏÓÅȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÏÕÇÈȦ 

Rebecca has a bakery she cannot work in now, but she has two employees and there is 
no doubt that she has trained them up in the ways they should work. Rebecca, much like Jean, 
believes in clean and the bakery shows it. They make cookies and sweet cakes, bread and rolls. 
She has three ovens. She does quality control carefully. In addition to the bakery, in the back of 
ÈÅÒ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓ Ô×Ï ÒÏÏÍÓ ×ÈÉÃÈ 3ÁÉÎÔ !ÎÄÒÅ×ȭÓ ÐÁÉÄ ÆÏÒ ÆÉÆÔÅÅÎ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÇÏȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÅȭÄ 
hide girls, there are many sad stories about why that was necessary and there are mostly 
joyous outcomes for these girls, some of whom feared for their lives, hid from kidnapping, 
and/or were sheltered through pregnancy. When we left, the rooms beÃÁÍÅ 2ÅÂÅÃÃÁȭÓ ÔÏ ÒÅÎÔ 
out. She has a third room also converted to rental room. Rebecca is set up to live a fairly 
comfortable life by Tanzanian, and then she lost her right leg, and now, perhaps, her left. 

4ÈÉÓ ×ÅÅË ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ Á ÍÁÊÏÒ ×ÅÅË ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÁÔ one of those moments which will affect 
the rest of her life and from which there is no return. We will return to this later. Love, 
Jeannmarv 

$ÒȢ -ȭÓ "ÉÂÌÅ Blog 1418, 3 February 2018, Saturday 
Dear friends, 

!ÆÔÅÒ ÁÃÃÏÍÐÌÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÁÌÌ ÆÉÖÅ ÉÔÅÍÓ ÏÎ ÏÕÒ Ȱ4Ï $Ïȱ ÌÉÓÔȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÈÅÁÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ 
ÂÌÏÇȟ ×Å ÐÁÕÓÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÌÁÔÅ Á ÓÔÏÒÙ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȢ ,ÉÆÅ ÈÁÓ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÎ ÁÍÁÚÉÎÇ 
world over here. 

Dr. Misinjili, the head of school for eight years at the Girls School, is a Russian trained 
veterinarian. While in Russia, he was forbidden to share the news of the Bible and forced to 
attend classes on atheism. He vowed, after Russia, he will always teach the Good News. He does 
that, even now with a schedule that is insanely overloaded, he takes the time to teach A-Level 
$ÉÖÉÎÉÔÙȟ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ *ÅÁÎȭÓ ÏÌÄ ÁÎÄ ÂÅÌÏÖÅÄ ÓÕÂÊÅÃÔÓȢ 

One day he was called away from class to take a phone call. He left his Bible behind, 
ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÈÅȭÄ ÒÅÔÕÒÎ ÔÏ Ôhe class but by the time he got back, the class was gone and his Bible 
×ÁÓ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇȢ (ÉÓ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌȟ ÂÅÌÏÖÅÄ "ÉÂÌÅ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÎÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÏ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÁËÅ ÉÔȩȱ ÈÅ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄȢ "ÕÔ ÏÎ Á 
campus this size (370 students right now), the word would get out, the truth would be 
reveaÌÅÄȢ &ÉÎÁÌÌÙȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÆÅ× ÄÁÙÓȟ ×ÏÒÄ ÇÏÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ×ÈÏȭÄ ÔÁËÅÎ ÉÔȢ (Å ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ 
office. She knew he knew, she brought the Bible with her. She handed it back to him and when 
ÈÅ ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÖÅÒ ÈÅ ÓÁ× ÓÈÅȭÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ×ÒÉÔten her name inside the cover. In his Bible she 
had written  ÈÅÒ ÎÁÍÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÙȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 

Ȱ"ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ×ÁÙ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÁÌÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÄÅÃÉÓÉÏÎȟȱ ÓÈÅ 
ÓÁÉÄȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÅØÐÅÃÔÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÓÈÅ ÕÎÆÏÌÄÅÄ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÉÓȡ ÓÈÅȭÓ Á -ÕÓÌÉÍ 
girl who attended the class because the law says she must take the same classes as her 
ÃÌÁÓÓÍÁÔÅÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÐÅÁË ÄÉÒÅÃÔÌÙ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅÒ ÆÅÌÌÏ× -ÕÓÌÉÍÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× 
why. She wanted to be baptized; ÓÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á #ÈÒÉÓÔÉÁÎȢ Ȱ-ÁÙ ) ÃÁÌÌ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ÁÎÄ ask 
ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ /+ȩȱ $ÒȢ - ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÒÅÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒ ÐÈÏÎÅȢ Ȱ/Èȟ ÎÏȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÐÁÎÉÃËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÃÁÌÌ 0ÁÓÔÏÒ .Ȣȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

0ÁÓÔÏÒ . ÃÁÍÅȟ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÂÁÐÔÉÚÅ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÐÒÉÖÁÔÅ ÉÎ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ 
ÏÆ ×ÅÅËÓȢȱ !ÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÃÕÌÔÕÒÁÌÌÙ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÇÉÒÌȭÓ ÄÕÔÙ ÔÏ ÏÂÅÙ ÈÅÒ ÅÌÄÅÒÓȟ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ.ÏȢ ,ÅÔ ÕÓ ÄÏ ÉÔ 

https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/02/03/dr-ms-bible/
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ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 4ÈÅ ÐÁÓÔÏÒ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ,ÕÔÈÅÒÁÎ #ÈÕÒÃÈ ÉÔ ÔÁËÅÓ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÕÄÙ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÁÙ 
ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÁÎ ÁÄÕÌÔ ÂÁÐÔÉÓÍȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ×ÈÏ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÏÕÃÈÅÄ ÏÒ ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ÈÅÒ "ÉÂÌÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ 
ÔÈÅ %ÔÈÉÏÐÉÁÎ ÅÕÎÕÃÈ ×ÉÔÈ 0ÈÉÌÌÉÐ ×ÈÏ ÁÓËÅÄȟ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ×ÁÔÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ×ÈÙ ÎÏÔ ÂÁÐÔÉÚÅ ÍÅ ÎÏ×ȩȱ 
$ÒȢ - ÁÎÄ 0ÁÓÔÏÒ . ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ Á Ȱ'ÏÄ ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢȱ 4ÈÅÒÅȟ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌ ×ÁÓ ÂÁÐÔÉÚÅÄȢ 

The girl, still a student, takes communion in private after the public communion to 
protect herself. She takes it with others who made that decision. The law is such that at 18 she 
can legally make that sort of personal decision, but society and family politics are such that 
discretion is wise. Dr. M treasures his BiblÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÎ ÉÔȢ 

      
TheÒÅȭÓ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÌÉÆÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÅÙÅÓ!  This is tÈÅ ȰÓÔÏÌÅÎȱ ÂÉÂÌÅȢ 

7Å ÍÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÅÙÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÌÉÆÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÉÎÓÉÄÅ 
that head and heart and soul. With love, 
Jeannmarv 

#ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ 5Ð ×ÉÔÈ 9ÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙ Blog 1419, 3 February 2018, Saturday 
Dear friends, 

Although we stay about eight miles closer to the airport than we used to, the trip now 
takes half-an-ÈÏÕÒ ÌÏÎÇÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÉÍÐÒÏÖÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÁÄÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ɉÁ ÔÅÎ-mile stretch) and added 
ÍÏÒÅ ÔÒÁÆÆÉÃ ÌÉÇÈÔÓȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÁÌÓÏ ÄÏÕÂÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÏÆ ÖÅÈÉÃÌÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÆÌÏÏÄÅÄ ÁÎÙ ÅÍÐÔÙ 
spaces in traffic with millions of mosquito-pesky motorcycles. Laws do not apply to the 
motorcycle, either legal or of physics (it seems) or logic (truly). Imagine flying along with a 
group of planes and you look to your left and see they are all Kamikaze pilots, and to your right 
ÁÎÄ ÓÅÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅȟ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÔÏ ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ×ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÐÌÁÎÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÆÌÙÉÎÇȩ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ 
×ÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÌÉËÅ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ !ÒÕÓÈÁ ÎÏ×Ȣ /×ÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÆÆÉÃȟ ×Å ÍÁÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÊÏÕÒÎÅÙ ÉÎ Ô×Ï 
hours. Our friend, flying directly overhead, covered the distance in less than four minutes in the 
plane. 

Only because his plane was late can we claim we were early. We got out of the car and 
ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ ÕÓȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÆÅ× ÍÏÍÅÎÔÓȟ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ-ÁÒÖÉÎȩȱ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÉÎÖÉÓÉÂÌÅȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
recognize Jean, he said he recognized me because I looked like me, but as soon as he saw me 
walk he knew it was me. I wonder, do I even want to know what he meant? He is the son of the 
ÆÉÒÓÔ -ÁÔÒÏÎ ÁÔ -',33ȟ ÈÅȭÄ ÇÒÏ×Î ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÉÓ ÎÏ× Á ÄÒÉÖÅÒ ÆÏÒ Á ÓÁÆÁÒÉ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙȢ 7Å ÔÁÌËÅÄ ÕÎÔÉÌ 
the plane came. His mother, at 78, a born teacher, had just started her own pre-school for 
neighborhood kids. That sounds like her. 

https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/02/03/catching-up-with-yesterday/
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Dick Swaisgood, looking distinguished, honoring those who honor Janet. 

Dick Swaisgood was on the plane, got off looking fit, absolutely glad to be leaving the 
plane behind. His suitcase, the fifth and final one for the Plaster House, came through 
unexamined. We drove into downtown Arusha, he and Jean went to the bank and did some 
shopping while I sat in the car with his luggage. I watched my old Arusha with all its mad chaos 
Ó×ÉÒÌ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÍÅȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ) ËÎÅ×ȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÓÔÒÅÅÔ ÄÅÁÌÅÒÓ ×ÈÏ ÔÒÉÅÄ 
to sell me hats (I was wearing one) and art and toys and pillows, whatever they had. I could 
speak enough Swahili to tell the man trying to sell me an English/Swahili dictionary that I 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÒÎ %ÎÇÌÉÓÈɂÓÁÄÌÙȟ ÈÅ ÍÉÓÓÅÄ ÍÙ ÈÕÍÏÒ ɉÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
understand my Swahili). When they returned, we went to the big Lutheran hospital, ALMC, and 
met with Dr. Mark Jacobson, our former colleague and current friend. We finally let Dick eat as 
we met with the people who were going to take him on a short safari in a few days, then we 
ÃÁÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 3ÎÁËÅ 0ÁÒË ×ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇȢ !ÌÍÏÓÔ ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅÌÙȟ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÌÉÅ ÄÏ×Îȟ 
we drove to the Maasae Girls School where Dick had paid for a new classroom in memory of his 
wife. Dr. M told us a certain Bible story you may have read about (see above) and he showed 
Dick the classroom. It was bigger than most, and there are two pull-down doors to separate the 
big cÌÁÓÓÒÏÏÍ ÉÎÔÏ Ô×Ï ÓÍÁÌÌÅÒ ÏÎÅÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÎÁÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÅØÁÍÓȟ $ÉÃËȭÓ ÒÏÏÍȟ 
dedicated to his late wife Jan (Janet), will house up to 75 students, with special desks. It is a 
classroom with minimal windows, no shelves, and no place to cheat. Every year the Girls School 
ÉÓ ÒÁÔÅÄ Ȱ#ÌÅÁÎȱ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÅØÁÍ ÆÏÌËÓȟ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔ ×ÈÏ ÓÉÔÓ ÔÈÅ ÅØÁÍÓ ÉÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ 
student and no cheating was found. To his surprise, Dick learned that Dr. M, with a little money 
left from the classroom, had also built a sleeping room for the morning cook so she could sleep 
on the campus without having to walk to work in the wee hours of the morning, or for some 
who lived further away who had to sleep in one of the dormitories. The 10×10 room with one 
window will ma ke life easier for the cook who works mornings on a rotating schedule. 

      
Snake Park scenes of Maasai (women bring grass to sell) and well-horned cattle being traded 

I think Dick loved it. It is a fitting tribute and memorial to Jan. She visited our campus in 
2014, she met and fell in love with the girls, the idea. In a world where so many dreams go bad, 
ÔÈÅ -ÁÁÓÁÅ 'ÉÒÌÓ ,ÕÔÈÅÒÁÎ 3ÅÃÏÎÄÁÒÙ 3ÃÈÏÏÌ ÓÔÁÙÅÄ ȰÃÌÅÁÎȢȱ (Å ×ÁÓ ÇÒÁÔÅÆÕÌȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÁÌÓÏ ÔÉÒÅÄȟ 
ÓÏ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÈÏÍÅ ×Å ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÂÙ 2ÅÂÅÃÃÁȭÓ ÂÁËÅÒÙ to drop off the spices that one of 
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*ÅÁÎȭÓ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄÓ ÈÁÄ ÆÏÒÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÔÏ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ before. Dick was in the bakery; he met our 
2ÅÂÅÃÃÁ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÓÏÎȢ 5ÎÆÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅÌÙȟ ×Å ÔÈÉÎË ÈÉÓ ȰÃÁÐÁÃÉÔÙ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÒÎȱ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÅØÃÅÅÄÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ 
day, so we skipped the ride to the top of the Monduli Mountains to catch the sunset and came 
ÈÏÍÅȟ ÁÔÅ ÂÕÒÇÅÒÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ 3ÎÁËÅ 0ÁÒËȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÌÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÓÌÅÅÐ ÁÔ ψ ÐȢÍȢ (ÅȭÌÌ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÓÌÅÅÐ ÕÎÔÉÌ 
Tuesday. Jean stayed at the Snake Park and socialized, I went to bed and slept until almost 3, 
ÎÏ× )ȭm up writing blogs that my computer still tells me I writing yesterday, but Dick, Jean, and 
I are already into tomorrow. Such is the world; such is life. Amen, with love, 
Jeannmarv 

0ÌÁÓÔÅÒ (ÏÕÓÅ ÔÏ !ÒÕÓÈÁ ÔÏ (ÏÍÅ Blog 1420, 3 February 2018 Saturday 

Dear friends, 
) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÓÐÅÁË ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÔȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÃÏÕÌÄȢ )ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÔ σ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎ ×ÉÔÈ Ô×Ï ÆÁÎÓ ÏÎ ÍÅȟ 

)ȭÖÅ ÄÒÕÎË ×ÁÔÅÒ ÕÎÔÉÌ )ȭÍ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÂÌÏÁÔÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ Snake Park. It was a long trip to get 
back here. We started the morning by driving to the Plaster House. On a whim, I just typed in 
Ȱ0ÌÁÓÔÅÒ (ÏÕÓÅȟ !ÒÕÓÈÁȟ 4ÁÎÚÁÎÉÁȱ ÁÎÄ 'ÏÏÇÌÅ %ÁÒÔÈ ÔÏÏË ÍÅ ÔÏ ÉÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÄÁÔÅÄ !ÕÇ 
2016 so the three new buildings ÔÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÄÅÄÉÃÁÔÅÄ ÎÅØÔ ×ÅÅË ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÂÕÔ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ 
ÔÈÅÒÅ ÔÏÄÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÓÁ× ÔÈÅÍȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÄÏ ÅØÉÓÔȢ ,ÏÏË ÕÐ Ȱ0ÌÁÓÔÅÒ (ÏÕÓÅ !ÒÕÓÈÁȢȱ 7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ 
ÃÏÎÓÔÒÕÃÔÉÏÎ ÃÒÅ×Ó ÍÁÄÌÙ ÒÁÃÅÄ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÉÓÈ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÙ 4ÈÕÒÓÄÁÙȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÓ ÇÏÏÄ Á ÖÉÓÉÔ ÁÓ 
others )ȭÖÅ ÔÁËÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÔÏÕÒ ×ÁÓ ÆÏÃÕÓÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇÓ ÁÎÄ ÍÙ ÈÅÁÒÔ ÉÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ 
welded to the kids. This week the buildings are the subject: a new dormitory for the older 
clients (teens, yes, really, that old!), a house for eight volunteers, and an office building to 
separate the clients from the visitors and to free up the old offices to be used as examination 
rooms. A fairly reliable source said the cost for the three buildings was a half-million dollars, 
three structures that would probably cost ten million dollars in the States. Money in the third 
world can be stretched farther than in the US. 

My plans were to return to our digs at the Snake Park right after we left the Plaster 
House but they who sat in the front seat chose to go into Arusha for some shopping. It being the 
first Saturday of the month did not seem to deter them at all. I saw three of my former street 
guys this time, they all looked skinny; times have not been good for those whose livelihoods 
depend on tourists. My sorrow was that none of them knew what happened to Fausti, a 14-
year-ÏÌÄ ËÉÄ )ȭÄ ÍÅÔ ÉÎ ρωως ÁÎÄ ×ÈÏ ÈÅÌÐÅd us in countless ways since. (An added note: it 
turns out Fausti is in Kenya studying computers, someone is sponsoring him. Really good news 
to his old heart.)  

A death in the family of our favorite shopkeepers meant our trip was in vain, except for 
some small purchases. The trip from the Plaster House to here took over four hours. The 
highlight being Jean getting stopped by the police. There is a new law in town, I ask you to 
imagine this: you must stop at every crosswalk, come to a complete halt, wait a few seconds, 
and if the walkway is clear you may proceed. Reckless Jean rolled up to the crosswalk, saw no 
one, and rolled through at about five miles an hour. She was pulled over. Treating this as 
another chance to be an obedient citizen of the world, Jean had the offended officer repeat his 
instructions and interpretation of the law several times, often enough that he gladly let her go 
with a warning while she, ever so graciously, thanked him for explaining the laws so carefully 
and promising to never do it again. I, sitting in the back seat, watched other cars, seeing the 
white police uniforms, would come to a halt, flash their emergency lights several times, and 
then proceed slowly over the crosswalk. Seeing the car do that, I figured that driver had been 
ticketed before and, seeing white uniforms, he proceeded, in obedience, to obey the foolishly 
strict procedures. There are crosswalks in town at a rate of two per ÂÌÏÃËȢ 9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÉÓ 
policy will  impede daily traffic, do you? No, especially not during busy times. If no one is in the 

https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/02/03/plaster-house-to-arusha-to-home/
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ÃÒÏÓÓ×ÁÌËȟ ÙÏÕ ÍÕÓÔ ÓÔÏÐ ȰÆÏÒ ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÓÅÃÏÎÄÓȱ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÐÒÏÃÅÅÄÉÎÇȢ (ÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÍÙ ÉÎÔÅÒÐÒÅÔÁÔÉÏÎȡ 
you look for white uniforms in the vicinity of crosswalks. React accordingly. Secondarily, see if 
there are people in the crosswalk yield to them, as necessary. If there are no white uniforms, 
ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÁÖÏÉÄ ÈÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÐÅÄÅÓÔÒÉÁÎÓȢ )Î !ÍÅÒÉÃÁȟ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÉÔÅ ÕÎÉÆÏÒÍÓȢ 

Tomorrow will be the dedication of the Janet Swaisgood Classroom at the Maasae Girls 
Lutheran Secondary School. The major guests are Dick Swaisgood and the Bishop of the 
Northwest Diocese. There is a silver plaque for Janet; the bishop gets a gold one. (Later note, 
the silver look was the protective sheet over the plaque, it came off and the plaque was golden.) 
)ÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÔÈat we are there to support Dick; ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÁÃÅ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÄÁÙȢ !Ó ÔÒÕÅ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȟ *ÅÁÎ 
and I will be there for him, and then escape as soon as we can, heading for two nights at the 
Tarengire Safari Lodge (they are tents) and be grateful to be farther away from Arusha. Dick 
×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÊÏÉÎÉÎÇ ÕÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ -ÏÎÄÁÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȠ ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÈÉÓ Ï×Î ÓÁÆÁÒÉ ÐÌÁÎÎÅÄȢ 

9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÈÉÍȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÈÅȭÓ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÔÉÍÅȢ $ÉÃË ÄÉÇÓ ÔÈÅ ȰÔÈÉÒÄ-world 
ÆÌÁÖÏÒÓȢȱ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÆÕÎ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ȰÓÁÆÁÒÉȱ ÒÏÁÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÏÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÄÄÅÎ ÒÏÁÄÓ ÏÆ 4ÁÎÚÁÎÉÁȢ )Ô 
ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÒÁÉÎÅÄȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ Ô×Ï-foot deep, road-wide moguls 
that dot the roadways. Short-wheelbase cars such as we are driving rock and roll their way 
ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÌÅÓȢ 4ÈÅÎȟ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÄÄÌÅ ÏÆ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÓÔ ÓÔÒÅÔÃÈÅÓ ÏÆ ÂÁÄ ÒÏÁÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÉËÅÌÙ ÔÏ 
ever find, there is a speed-ÂÕÍÐȢ 7Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎ ×ÈÙ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÇÌÁÄ ÈÅȭÓ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÔÏ 
see the dedication and be part of the tribute to his wife. Love, 
Jeannmarv 

! 6ÏÔÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ 4ÁËÅÎ  Blog 1421, 4 February 2018, Sunday 
Dear friends, 

Yesterday ended watching the sunset from Monduli Juu, the word juu ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ȰÈÉÇÈȢȱ )Æ 
you want to skirt the Monduli Mountains that ÁÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÎÏÒÔÈ ÏÆ ÕÓȟ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÇÏ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÓÔ 
ÓÉÄÅ ÁÎÄ ÃÒÏÓÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÓȢ )Ô ÉÓ ÁÌÌ -ÁÁÓÁÉ ÕÐ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ×Å ÔÏÏË 2ÅÂÅÃÃÁ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓȢ 7Å ËÎÏ× ÓÈÅȭÓ 
ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÈÅÒ ÌÁÓÔ ÃÁÒ ÒÉÄÅ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÇÏÅÓ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÒÇÅÒÙȢ 7Å ÔÏÏË ÈÅÒ 
to the loveliest spot in the area, I cannot go there without wishing I could live there. When we 
were there, all we could hear was the wind gently blowing and the tinkling of many bells, the 
ÃÏ×Ó ÁÎÄ ÇÏÁÔÓ ÁÒÅ ÓÏ ÄÅÃÏÒÁÔÅÄȢ )ÔȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄ ÆÅÅÔ ÈÉÇÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÅ town of Monduli 
×ÈÅÒÅ ×Å ÌÉÖÅÄ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÄÏÚÅÎ ÙÅÁÒÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÃÏÌÄÅÒȟ ÇÅÔÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÒÁÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÆÅ×ÅÒ ÖÉÓÉÔÏÒÓȢ )ÍÁÇÉÎÅ Á 
360-degree landscape of a Maasai paradise as painted by Grandma Moses. The road up there is 
treacherously steep and curvy, the maintenance is sketchy at best. So is the view, the best. 
 

 
This is Rebecca. 

https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/02/04/a-vote-to-be-taken/
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7Å ×ÉÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ 2ÅÂÅÃÃÁȭÓ ÌÁÓÔ ÔÒÉÐ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ !ÐÐÁÒÅÎÔÌÙ ÁÎÄ ÕÎÂÅËÎÏ×ÎÓÔ 
ÔÏ ÍÅȟ ÔÏÄÁÙ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÁÎ ÅÌÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÈÅÌÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÏ ÃÁÒÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÖÏÔÅ ÉÓ ÆÏÒ 
2ÅÂÅÃÃÁȭÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÌÅÇȟ the only one she has left, and we vote either for or against surgery to remove 
ÉÔȢ 3ÈÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÖÏÔÅ Ȱ.Ïȱ ÂÕÔ )ȭÍ ÖÏÔÉÎÇ Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ ) ÁÓÓÕÍÅ *ÅÁÎ ÉÓ ÁÌÓÏȟ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ 'ÏÏÄÌÕÃËȟ ÈÅÒ 
ÓÏÎȟ ×ÉÌÌ ÖÏÔÅ Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ )ȭÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ Á ÑÕÏÔÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÍÅ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙ ÔÏ ÅÎÃÏÕrage Rebecca (and 
ÍÙ ÖÏÔÅɊȡ ȰÔÈÅÙȟȱ ɉÍÉÌÉÔÁÒÙ ÖÅÔÅÒÁÎÓȟ ÍÏÓÔÌÙ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÄÉÁÂÅÔÉÃ ÓÕÒÇÅÒÙɀ-+Ɋȟ ȰÅÖÅÒÙ ÏÎÅȟ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ 
ÔÈÅ ÓÕÒÇÅÒÙ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÉÓÈÅÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ ÄÏÎÅ ÉÔ ÓÏÏÎÅÒ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ȬÄÅÁÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÉÎȭ ÊÕÓÔ 
to keep the leg. Being free of the pain made all the difference and they learned to adapt, even 
ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÁÍÐÕÔÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÓÕÃÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ Á ÍÕÃÈ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÌÉÆÅȢȱ ) ÔÏÌÄ 2ÅÂÅÃÃÁ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÆÅÅÌÓ 
as if she is alone, but that we represent armies behind her and when she looks back, she will 
see us all. 

Bellevue, Washington is having a school levy vote this coming week; 2ÅÂÅÃÃÁȭÓ ÖÏÔÅ ÉÓ ÓÏ 
much more personal. I think of my friend Johnny who, facing an unpleasant choice in life of 
whether to carry a bag around the rest of his life or die, chose life. The life ÈÅ ÌÉÖÅÄ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅÁÓÙȟ 
but through the gift of love and strength (and with his bull-headed determinism), he gave those 
around him a precious presence. He eventually died, but he died in community and did not fade 
away quietly from this life. Rebecca is not facing a lingering and inevitable death; ÓÈÅȭÓ ÆÁÃÉÎÇ 
ÌÉÆÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÃÏÎÓÔÁÎÔ ÐÁÉÎȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ Á ÂÁÄ ÖÉÅ×Ȣ 

) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÂÌÏÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒȢ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÍÙ ÈÅÁÒÔ ÉÓ ÎÏ×Ȣ 
Love, and pro-life, 
Jeannmarv 

3ÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÓ ÆÒÏÍ 9ÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ Blog 1422, 4 February 2018, Sunday 
Dear friends, 

/ÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÊÏÙÓ )ȭÖÅ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÉÎ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÏÌÄÅÒ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÃÁÎ ÎÏ× ÒÅÃÅÉÖÅ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅ ÐÁÃËÁÇÅÓ 
from myself, things from Amazon at my door ÔÈÁÔ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÂÕÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÏÒÄÅÒÉÎÇȢ ) 
can now also leave myself cryptic notes, reminders to remind myself but unclear what the 
ÒÅÍÉÎÄÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÆÏÒȢ )ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÃÁÎ Äo that. Jean and I can surprise ourselves. 
For example, we just ÄÉÓÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÏÕÒ Ô×Ï ÎÉÇÈÔÓ ÁÔ 4ÁÒÁÎÇÉÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÎÉÇÈÔÓȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ 
like finding another zero in your bank balance, just to the left of the decimal point; or 
discovering your bathroom scale has been reading ten pounds too much. Two nights there are 
really one full day and two partial days. The key to visiting National Parks is that you have 24 
hours from the time you arrive until you leave, so if you arrive at 1 p.m. you must leave by 1 
p.m. or pay for another full day. 

,ÁÔÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÒÉÐ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÓÐÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÆÉÖÅ ÎÉÇÈÔÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ )ÎÄÉÁÎ /ÃÅÁÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ τ ÄÁÙÓ 
actually there because the drive eats up the extra hours, a day driving in either direction. To get 
home you have to leave before breakfast. Also, driving to the ocean is easier because you drive 
the Arusha--ÏÓÈÉ ÌÉÎË ÅÁÒÌÙȟ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÂÁÃË ÙÏÕ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÓÁÎÅ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎ ÐÁÒÁÄÅȢ 7ÅȭÖÅ 
driven the 70 kilometer journey in three hours, which makes it about five times walking speed 
or causal biking speed. Between our two safaris, Jean has to work and Marvin has to play. 
3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓȟ ÌÉÆÅ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÆÁÉÒ ÂÕÔ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÉÔȭÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÇÏÏÄȢ 

)ÔȭÓ φȡσπ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢ *ÅÁÎ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏÔ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÖÏÔÅ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÔÏÄÁÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ Á ÒÅÁÌ 
vote. I think it is, I think Rebecca wants us to help decide. Jean thinks otherwise. All her life, she 
ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÏÔÈÅÒ×ÉÓÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÌÉËÅ Á ÐÒÉÍÁÒÙ ÅÌÅÃÔÉÏÎȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÏÍÅɂlike Rebecca. Oh, 
the day calls me forth. The next blog will be from a national park. We wish you were with us. 
Love, 
Jeannmarv 

https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/02/04/surprises-from-yourself/


JeannMarvs Africa 2018 

 14 

4ÈÅ /ÔÈÅÒ ,ÏÎÇÅÓÔ $ÁÙ Blog 1423, 4 February 2018, Sunday 
Dear friends, 

 
*ÁÎÅÔ 3×ÁÉÓÇÏÏÄȭs name with students reflected in the plaque  

This was the day to dedicate the new National Exams/Classrooms building built in 
honor of Janet Swaisgood, the beloved wife of Dick. She passed away in September, 2016 after a 
five year battle with cancer. Back in 2014 they (with the Macks from our church) visited the 
Maasae Girls School and they were impressed with the girls. Both couples sponsored girls. After 
her death, Dick asked Jean if there was any project he could do in memory of Jan. Too late did 
Dick figure out Jean was the wrong person to ask because. With Jean, the answer is always 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟȱ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÂÙ Ȱ(Ï× ÂÉÇ Á ÐÒÏÊÅÃÔȩȱ 

      
Dick Swaisgood and Dr. Msinjili and the roll-up walls 

            
The Janet Swaisgood Exam Building: external, empty within, exam ready 

Today was the dedication of a superior building. We knew the Bishop of the North 
Central Diocese would be there. I told Dick that meant the 9 a.m. service would start at 10:30. 
(Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅȢ 7Å ÁÒÒÉÖÅÄ ÁÔ ψȡτυ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÓÈÏÐ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÔÏÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÍÐÕÓ 
ÁÎÄ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇȢ 7Å ÊÏÉÎÅÄ ÔÈÏÓÅ ȰÂÉÇ ÐÏÔÁÔÏÅÓȱ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÕÒ ÅÎÄÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ωȢ 4ÈÅ ÇÉÒÌÓ ×ÅÒÅ in the 

https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/02/05/the-other-longest-day/
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chapel singing, but we had to go and eat boiled eggs, bread, and coffee/tea. At 9:40 we arrived 
ÁÔ ÃÈÁÐÅÌȟ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÓÉÎÇÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅ ÃÌÅÒÇÙ ɉσɊ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÒÏÏÍȟ ÉÎÔÏ *ÅÁÎȭÓ ÏÌÄ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȟ 
and robed. Slowly. At 10 Pastor Nangole requested a song, at 10:10 he led everyone out of the 
ÃÈÁÐÅÌ ÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ× ÃÌÁÓÓÒÏÏÍȟ ÎÏÔ ÁÃÃÏÒÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÁÎÙÏÎÅȭÓ ÓÃÈÅÄÕÌÅȢ &ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ςυ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ 
they stood on the porch of the new classroom, a set of silver and red ribbons were stretched 
across the entry, exactly ÁÔ $ÉÃËȭÓ ÎÏÓÅ ÈÅÉÇÈÔȢ %ÖÅÒÙ ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÅÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÍ ÈÁÄ Á ÒÉÂÂÏÎ 
across his face until he was given the scissors to cut it. He spoke well in praise of God, the  

      
$ÅÄÉÃÁÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓ "Å ÔÏ 'ÏÄȱ ÆÏÒ *ÁÎÅÔ 

school, and his Janet. At 10:45 we returned to the chapel to begin the 9 a.m. service. They cut 
the liturgy a little short, the bishop preached for 34 long minutes in Swahili, they had a long 
baptism service as one girl who dared to publically switch religion, took an offering, and at 
12:20 the service ended. Almost everything was done in Swahili. Then came the obligatory 
offering auction for those who had no money and so put pencils or whatnot into the offering 
basket. Jean ended up being the major buyer to get the service over. Then they fed us a real 
meal, and after the meal we enjoyed thirty minutes of Swahili speeches telling us about how 
wonderful everything was. We were done by 2:30. They mentioned Jean and me in the sermon 
four times, Dick twice. At the meal two people spoke in Swahili and no one offered us a 
translation, for which I am glad because the second speaker thanked Jean and I profusely and in 
detail of all the good that has come ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÍÐÕÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÕÓȢ Ȱ)Ô ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÕÓȟ ÉÔ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÅȟȱ ) 
say to you all. 

      
Dick Swaisgood being honored by the bishop and the school 

I thought the whole thing lasted long enough, we had to get to Tarangire National Park 
by 6, but first we had to get some diesel for the Land Rover and cast a couple of votes. Rebecca 
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said she was only counting four votes beside her own, and it looks like a landslide. Jean and I 
ÂÏÔÈ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ.ÏȢȱ ) ÁÓËÅÄ $ÉÃË ÔÏ ÖÏÔÅ ÉÎ ÃÁÓÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÔÉÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÖÏÔÅÄ Ȱ.ÏȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ 
ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÓÈÅ ËÅÅÐ ÈÅÒ ÌÅÇȢ (ÅÒ ÓÏÎ ×ÉÌÌ ÖÏÔÅ Ȱ.Ïȱ ÁÎÄ ×e think her mother will, too. It looks like a 
landslide, except Rebecca, very presidentially, apparently has veto power. We all want Rebecca 
to live. She was working in the bakery today, testing herself to see how much she could do. We 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÁÒÅ ÁÓËȟ ×Å were there to vote. 

Then we were off to Tarangire, slowing at every crosswalk while scouring the landscape 
ahead for men in white uniforms. None seen, no pedestrians hit either; what a coincidence! We 
got to the park with an hour to spare, half of which we used up trying to get permits to enter. 
Their old bureaucracy had always been complex; ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÉÍÐÒÏÖÅÄ ÉÔ ÂÙ ÁÄÄÉÎÇ ÍÏÒÅ ÌÁÙÅÒÓȢ 
"ÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÃÒÅÄÉÔ ÃÁÒÄÓȟ ÎÏ× ÔÈÅÙ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÁËÅ ÃÒÅÄÉÔ ÃÁÒÄÓȢ "ÕÔ ×Å ÇÏÔ ÉÎȟ ÅÎÔÅÒÅÄ 
the park, and drove into one of the most peaceful places on earth. We immediately hooked up 
×ÉÔÈ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȟ ÄÅÌÉÖÅÒÅÄ ÓÏÍÅ ȰÓÔÕÆÆȱ ×ÅȭÄ ÈÁÕÌÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 53ȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÕÓ ÓÈÏ×ÅÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ 
other one of us swam. 

Because we were the only ones checking in at such a late hour, the guard at the gate 
asked if he could give us a hundred dollars in small bills for a hundred-dollar bill. I asked him, 
Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÉÓ ÌÅÇÁÌȩȱ *ÅÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÉÔ ÉÓȢȱ ) ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÉÓ ÌÅÇÁÌȩȱ *ÅÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÉÔȭÓ 
ÌÅÇÁÌȢȱ ) ÁÓËÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÈÅ ÁÎÄ *ÅÁÎ ÅØÃÈÁÎÇÅÄ the money, three tens, ten fives, and twenty ones 
for the C-note (a non-musical term). He never answered my legal question, however he did say 
ÈÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ -ÁÁÓÁÉ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÅÁȢ )Ó ÔÈÉÓ ÌÅÇÁÌȩ /Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔȟ ÂÕÔ *ÅÁÎ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ 
know that. We ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÁÒÒÅÓÔÅÄȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÓÔÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÌÅÇÁlɂit just makes 
it cumbersome. She put it in my wallet, not hers. When we paid our bill, I used most of my 
newly acquired bills to pay. 

7ÅȭÒÅ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ )Î ÄÉÓÔÁÎÔ ÔÅÎÔ Πςςȟ ÂÅÓide the game trail, farthest away from 
ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÈÏÍÅȢ -ÁÙ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÉÖÅÓ ÂÅ ÂÌÅÓÓÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÃÕÒÅȢ ,ÏÖÅȟ 
Jeannmarv 

! -ÉÌÌÉÏÎ 9ÅÁÒÓ !ÇÏ 4ÏÄÁÙ Blog 1424, 5 February 2018, Monday  
Dear friends, 

4ÉÍÅ ÉÓ ÒÅÌÁÔÉÖÅȢ 3ÏÍÅÈÏ× ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ Á ×ÅÅË ÓÉÎÃÅ ) ×ÏËÅ ÕÐȟ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÐÁÃËÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÐÅÎÔ Á 
bored day until the clock said we could get on the airplane. It feels like a lifetime ago, at least a 
million years. This morning I awoke at 4 a.m., about twenty miles east of the Great Rift Valley 
×ÁÌÌȢ )ȭÍ ÉÎ Á ÔÅÎÔ ÏÕÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÇÈ ÓÁÖÁÎÎÁÈ ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙȢ /ÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÎÉÎÇ ÍÏÏÎ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ 
only light but it is still strong enough that I can see the trees, shapes, and stage setting that 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÏÎÖÉÎÃÅ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ) ×ÁÓ ÉÎ (ÅÍÉÎÇ×ÁÙȭÓ !ÆÒÉÃÁȢ )ȭÍ ÃÈÉÌÌÙ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ ÄÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÉÎ ÓÈÏÒÔÓ 
and with a sleeveless tee-ÓÈÉÒÔ ÏÎȟ ×ÅÁÒÉÎÇ ÍÙ ȰÓÁÆÁÒÉȱ ÖÅÓÔ ÆÏÒ ×ÁÒÍÔÈ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ 
clothes I brought with me yesterday, anticipating the summer eat in this National Park. 

       
Impalas and elephants, these are a few of my favorite things 

https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/02/05/a-million-years-ago-today/
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Did I know what happens to the temperatures in a high savannah when the sun goes 
ÄÏ×Îȩ 9ÅÓȟ ) ÄÉÄȦ )Ô ÇÅÔÓ ÃÏÌÄȢ "ÕÔ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔȢ "ÅÈÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍ door at the place 
×ÅȭÒÅ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ÎÅÁÒ -ÏÎÄÕÌÉ ÍÙ ÊÅÁÎÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÏÏÄÅÄ Ó×ÅÁÔÓÈÉÒÔ ÁÒÅ ÈÁÎÇÉÎÇȢ )Ô ÎÅÖÅÒ ÏÃÃÕÒÒÅÄ ÔÏ 
ÕÓ ɉÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ȰÕÓȟȱ ÉÆ ÏÎÅ ÈÁÄ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÒÅÍÉÎÄÅÄ ÍÅɊ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÄ ÎÅÅÄ ×ÁÒÍÅÒ 
clothes. To score high fashion points, I currently have my shower towel wrapped around my 
shoulders. 

Outside, beyond my sight as I write by the light of a tiny solar light and the light from 
ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÐÕÔÅÒȟ ) ÁÍ ÂÌÉÎÄÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÉÎÇȢ ) ÈÅÁÒ things move. Small things can 
make big sounds in the ears of those foolishly typing behind the protective safety protection of 
a mosquito net, especially in lion country. The smaller birds, in anticipation of the coming light 
(a bit after six), are starting their endless chirping. Later the headliner birds will a nnounce 
ÔÈÅÉÒ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÃÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÃÁ×Ó ÁÎÄ ÈÏÏÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÐÁÔÔÅÒÎÓȢ )ȭÍ ÓÅÃÕÒÅ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÍÏÒÅ 
than 99.99% safe. That one hundredth of one percent is like a spice; it adds a lot of flavor to an 
active mind in a timid soul. 

7ÅȭÖÅ ÓÐÅÎÔ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÆÏÕÒ Äays scrambling, bouncing between various social needs as 
we were setting up our remaining time. On Thursday The Plaster House takes over four days of 
ÏÕÒ ÌÉÖÅÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌȭÓ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÄÅÄÉÃÁÔÉÏÎ ÄÏÍÉÎÁÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÄÁÙÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÔÈÒÅÅ 
days bet×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÏÓÅ Ô×Ï ÍÏÍÅÎÔÏÕÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÇÈÌÙ ÓÉÇÎÉÆÉÃÁÎÔ ÅÖÅÎÔÓȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÁÔ ÐÅÁÃÅȢ &ÏÒ ÔÈÏÓÅ 
×ÈÏ ËÎÏ× ÈÅÒȟ %ÕÎÉÅ 3ÉÍÏÎÓÏÎ ÉÓ ÁÌÓÏ ÈÅÒÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÓÏÎȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÉÎÔÌÙ ×ÉÆÅ ÏÆ $ÁÖÉÄ 
Simonson, the missionary pastor who got us involved in Tanzania twenty-six years ago. 3ÈÅȭÓ 
ÐÕÓÈÉÎÇ ωπ ÎÏ× ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÒÓÈ ÌÉÆÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÌÉÖÅ ÉÓ ÃÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÉÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÈÅ 
ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔ ÌÁÄÙȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÃÌÁÓÓÙȦ !ÎÄ ÁÍÁÚÉÎÇÌÙȟ ÓÈÅ ÌÉËÅÓ ÕÓȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÓÏÎ )ȭÖÅ ×ÒÉÔÔÅÎ ÁÎÙ 
novels, because years ago she wrote in her autobiography that I was a writer and a novelist, 
ÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÐÒÅÖÅÎÔ ÈÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÅÉÎÇ Á ÌÉÁÒ ) ×ÒÏÔÅ Á ÎÏÖÅÌȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ Á 
lovely impact on our lives. 

Our friend Dick Swaisgood is joining us today, tonight will be his last night in Africa; he 
fÌÉÅÓ ÏÕÔ 4ÕÅÓÄÁÙ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇȢ (ÅȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÈÅÒÅ &ÒÉÄÁÙ ÔÏ 4ÕÅÓÄÁÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÌÉÆÅ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÏ ÉÎÔÅÎÓÅ 
×ÅȭÒÅ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÓ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÌÙ ÔÉÍÅ-acclimatized himself to East African Time and 
×ÉÌÌ ÓÕÆÆÅÒ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓ ÊÅÔ ÌÁÇ ÉÎ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÈÏÍÅȢ (ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÂÁÃË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÁnd of short, English sermons and 
ÓÁÎÅ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇȢ )ȭÄ ÌÏÖÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÔ ÎÅØÔ 4ÕÅÓÄÁÙȭÓ -ÅÎȭÓ "ÉÂÌÅ 3ÔÕÄÙ ÇÒÏÕÐ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÓ ÔÏ 
ÓÁÙȢ (ÅÙȟ ÍÙ ÂÌÏÇÓ ÔÏÏ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÎÄ )ȭÖÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÈÁÔÔÅÒÉÎÇȢ 7Å ÃÌÏÓÅȟ ÏÆÆÅÒÉÎÇ ÏÕÒ ÌÏÖÅ ÁÎÄ 
friendship, 
Jeannmarv 

4ÈÅ "ÅÓÔ -ÏÒÎÉÎÇ %ÖÅÒ   Blog 1425, 4 February 2018, Monday noon 
Dear friends, 

4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ )ȭÄ ×ÁÎÔ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÔȢ ) Á×ÏËÅ ×ÁÙ ÔÏÏ ÅÁÒÌÙȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÒÏÔÅ Ô×Ï 
blogs and then did somÅ ȰÓÅÒÉÏÕÓȱ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ ɉÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ Á ÃÈÒÏÎÏÌÏÇÉÃÁÌ ÐÁÔÔÅÒÎ ÆÏÒ 
2ÉÍÂÁÕÄȭÓ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇÓ ɍÎÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÎÏÒ ÒÅÃÏÍÍÅÎÄÅÄɎɊȢ ) ÇÏÔ ÂÕÒÉÅÄ ÉÎ ÍÙ ×ÏÒË Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÁÎÄ 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁËÅ *ÅÁÎ ÕÎÔÉÌ ς ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÁÒÄ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÏ ×ÁÌË ÕÓȟ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÒËÎÅÓÓ ÔÏ 
keep us safe, to where we were taking a sunrise ride (with coffee and cinnamon rolls). We got 
in the back of an open but seated safari vehicle, the four of them sat in the first two rows, the 
cinnamon rolls were in the third seat, and I was in the higher fourth seat with my eye on the 
food basket. So as not to disturb the animals, we drove without headlights, coming once to a 
ÓÃÒÅÅÃÈÉÎÇ ɉÈÁÒÄ ÒÕÂÂÅÒ ÔÉÒÅÓ ÏÎ ÓÁÎÄȟ ÍÁÙÂÅ )ȭÍ ÅØÁÇÇÅÒÁÔÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÅÃÈɊ ÈÁÌÔ ×ÈÅÎ Á 
little bunny jumped across the road. With all the interesting predators around, I thought a 
ÓÕÒÖÉÖÉÎÇ ÂÕÎÎÙ ×ÁÓ ÁÍÁÚÉÎÇȢ )ȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ Á ÒÁÂÂÉÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ 7Å ÄÒÏÖÅ ÔÏ Á ÈÉÇÈ ÐÏÉÎÔ ÏÎ 
the plain, knowing the sun would be rising near the volcanic mountain on the horizon, and 

https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/02/06/the-best-morning-ever/
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waited for the sun while drinking good, strong coffee and eating a cinnamon roll and talking. As 
a plane flew overhead, the driver checked an app on his phone that told him what any flight in 
the area was. The sky cloudless, the sunrise was a modernistic painting, the only sounds we 
could hear were natural soundsɂÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÍÁÚÉÎÇÌÙ ÒÁÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄ ÔÏÄÁÙȢ (ÅÙȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÆÒÏÍ 
Seattle, sunrises are pretty rare, too. 

7Å ÔÈÅÎ ÒÅÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÐÅÎÔ ωπ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÏÖÅÒ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔȢ 7Å ÁÔÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÏÓÅ ×ÅȭÄ 
been riding with, then we stayed at the table when Eunie Simonson came. Through some magic 
no one can comprehend, Jean and Eunie have been friends ÆÏÒ σσ ÙÅÁÒÓȢ )ȭÍ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ×ÃÏÍÅÒȠ )ȭÖÅ 
ËÎÏ×Î ÈÅÒ ςφ ÙÅÁÒÓȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ !ÆÒÉÃÁ ÓÉÎÃÅ ρωυφȢ 3ÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÁÂÌÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÃÏÆÆÅÅ ÁÎÄ %ÕÎÉÅ ÉÓ Á 
learning experience. Later I read, joined Jean at the pool for a quick dip, and friend Dick showed 
up for lunch. Every Simonson has been involved with the Girls School. They knew the gift Dick 
had given the girls with his Examinations Room. In Africa, no one is a stranger for long, nor can 
secrets be kept secret. 

It was hot. At 4 in the afternoon Dick and I got in his safari vehicle with his driver and 
rode around for nearly three hours and hardly saw anything. A leopard and lions had been seen 
earlier, but no one could find them. Every vehicle was looking for them, which is probably why 
they were keeping a low profile. The giraffes were few while the elephants were many, 
scattered, and uninspired today. Most of the antelope-type animals turned their backs to us 
ɉ×ÅÌÌȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÂÁÃËÓȟ ÂÕÔ ȣɊ ÁÎÄ ×Å ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÁÄÍÉÔȟ ÏÎ ÓÏÍÅ ÄÁÙÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÆÁÒÉ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ Á 
bust. The poor driver wanted to give his client a good safari, but there was nothing to be seen 
except a green, Eden-like landscape dotted by thousand-year-old baobabs, termite hills, etc. 
4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÇÏ ÏÕÔ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ× ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÒÅÓÕÌÔÓȟ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙ )ȭÄ ÓÁÙ ȰÓÕÒÅȟȱ 
ȰÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙȱ is more accurate. But Dick had been on safari at Tarangireȟ ÈÅȭÓ /+ ×ÉÔÈ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÓȢ 

(Å ÌÅÁÖÅÓ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣ (ÅȭÓ ÓÐÅÎÔ ÆÏÕÒ ÎÉÇÈÔÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÍÏÖÉÎÇȢ (Å 
may sleep for most of his 25-ÈÏÕÒ ÆÌÉÇÈÔ ÈÏÍÅȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅȭÌÌ ×ÁËÅ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 0ÁÃÉÆÉÃ 3ÔÁÎÄÁÒÄ 4ime 
:ÏÎÅȟ Á ×ÈÏÌÅ ÎÅ× ×ÏÒÌÄȢ ) ËÎÏ× ÆÒÏÍ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅȟ ÉÔȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÁÄÊÕÓÔÍÅÎÔȢ 0ÒÁÙ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍȢ 
Love, 
Jeannmarv 

!ÌÏÎÅ !ÇÁÉÎ Blog 1426, 6 February 2018, Tuesday 
Dear friends, 

Jean doÅÓ ÁÌÏÎÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÅÌÌȟ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÐÒÅÆÅÒ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ ÁÎÙ ÔÉÍÅȢ 4ÏÄÁÙ $ÉÃË 
flies out and the owners of the lodge (the Simonsons) left to go to the ocean, Eunie left, and 
ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÓÕÒÒÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÂÙ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒËÅÒÓȟ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÈÁÌÆ ÏÆ ×ÈÏÍ ×Å ËÎÏw only 
by sight. It feels like just Jean and I are here. Tomorrow will be a day of transition, followed by 
four days of chaotic celebration as The Plaster House, the whole reason for coming. It will 
ÄÅÍÁÎÄ *ÅÁÎȭÓ ÆÕÌÌ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÏÕÒ ÄÁÙ ÔÏ ÓÉÔȟ swim, nap, read, journal, blog, and slow 
our lives down. I read a sloth has a heart-rate of six beat a minute, but it can slow it down to 
Ô×Ï ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÕÎÄÅÒ×ÁÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÃÁÎ ÓÔÁÙ ÕÎÄÅÒ ×ÁÔÅÒ ÆÏÒ τπ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢ )Ô ÁÌÓÏ ÉÓ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÆÁÓÔÅÒ ÉÎ 
water than it can move on land. Today, Jean and I are trying to sloth our way through the day. 

The first thing I did after everyone left was to take a nap in the lobby. I poured a cup of 
ÃÏÆÆÅÅȟ ÓÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÐÕÔÅÒ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÍÅ ÔÏ ×ÒÉÔÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÐÁÓÓÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ ÁÎ ÈÏÕÒȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ 4ÁÒÁngire 
used to mean for us, Jean used to nap by the pool. But by 3 in the afternoon, we were missing 
everyone. Even the strangers were gone, the staff was at minimal, and we missed people. We 
ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÓ ÄÙÎÁÍÉÃ ÁÓ ÈÅÁÒÉÎÇ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȭÓ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓȢ /ÔÈÅÒÓ ÁÒÅ 
the vegetables we add to our own hot water to make the stew nutritious and edible. 

)Î ÔÈÅ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎ ÏÎ 4ÈÕÒÓÄÁÙȟ υ ÐȢÍȢȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙ ÐÁÒÔÙ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ #ÏÆÆÅÅ ,ÏÄÇÅȢ !ÌÌ ÏÆ 
our old cronies who can come will be there; many realize that this will be their only chance to 

https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/02/06/alone-again/
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ÓÅÅ *ÅÁÎ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ-his-name. In the old days, we were around and they were around and most 
ÏÆ ÏÕÒ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÂÙ ÃÈÁÎÃÅȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÓÔÒÕÃÔÕÒÅÄ ÅÖÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÎÙ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ 
ÍÁËÅ ÉÔȢ )ȭÖÅ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÐÁÒÔÉÅs of this kind are never satisfying. What we want most is to sit and talk 
and listen, sort of what happened with Eunie and us yesterday at the breakfast table. Dessert 
ÆÏÒ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÃÏÎÖÅÒÓÁÔÉÏÎȢ !Ô ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎÙ ÓÕÃÈ ÇÁÔÈÅÒÉÎÇȟ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÅØÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÇÒÅÅÔÉÎgs and 
ÂÒÉÅÆ ÎÅ×Óȟ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÓ ÏÎ ËÉÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÇÒÁÎÄËÉÄÓ ɉÔÈÅÉÒ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÓɊȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ×Å ÌÅÁÖÅ ×ÉÓÈÉÎÇ ×ÅȭÄ 
ÈÁÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÉÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÌÉËÅ ×ÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÍÏÎÅÙȟ ÉÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȢ "ÕÔ 
ÌÏÖÅ ÁÌÓÏ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÓȟ ÍÁÙ ×Å ÁÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢ (ÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ more. Love, 
Jeannmarv 

,ÏÎÇ )Ó ÔÈÅ 3ÔÁÙ   Blog 1427, 6 February 2018, Tuesday 
Dear friends, 

)Æ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÏÕÒ ÅØÈÁÕÓÔÉÏÎ ÍÅÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÔÈÉÎË ×ÅȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ 4ÁÎÚÁÎÉÁ for 
months, but the calendar says we arrived six days ago. That is not possible. Dick was with us for 
four nights, he said he was exhausted. Jean spent the whole day at the pool and barely swam, 
instead she read The Space between Us (English note: prepositions in titles are not Capitalized 
ÕÎÌÅÓÓ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÏÒ ÌÁÓÔ ×ÏÒÄȟ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÐÕÂÌÉÓÈÅÒ ÍÁÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÆÏÒÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÂÕÔ ) ÈÁÖÅ 
corrected here). I spent the day trying to think of ways to spend the day until the day was spent 
ÁÎÄ )ȭÄ ÁÃÃÏÍÐÌÉÓÈÅÄ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅÎ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ ×ÁÙÓ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÉÔȢ 3ÕÃÈ ÕÔÔÅÒ ÓÕÃÃÅÓÓ 
is rare in my world. 

7ÅȭÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓËÅÔchy side of the Internet here. RÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ× ) ÃÁÎ ÂÌÏÇ ÂÕÔ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÎÅÃÔ ÔÏ 
either of our e-mail accounts, not the g-mail or our commercial-not-for-friends e-mail. So, if 
ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÁÓËÓ ÆÏÒ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÉÎ ÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅȟ ÉÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÕÓȢ ) ÊÕÓt looked up; suddenly there are 32 people 
ÈÅÒÅȢ 7ÈÅÒÅȭÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÏÍÅ ÆÒÏÍȩ 4ÈÅÒÅ ÇÏÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÏÆ ÉÓÏÌÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÒÅÐÌÁÃÅÄ ÂÙ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ 
ÏÖÅÒ×ÈÅÌÍÅÄȟ ÏÎÃÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ )ȭÍ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ Á ÃÏÆÆÅÅ table surrounded by 8 easy chairs, 
ÂÕÔ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ÉÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÍÅȟ ÁÐÐÁÒÅÎÔÌÙ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÄÉÓÔÕÒÂ ÍÅȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÍÁËÅÓ 
ÍÅ ÆÅÅÌ ÇÕÉÌÔÙȟ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÉÆ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÍÏÖÅȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÍÏÓÔÌÙ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁÎÓ ÂÙ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÁÃÃÅÎÔÓȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ 
one of those, too. When we first caÍÅ ÈÅÒÅȟ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÃÃÅÎÔȟ ÉÔ ÔÏÏË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÉØ 
months before we began to pick up on the American vowel sounds. Our friend Rebecca speaks 
×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÖÏ×ÅÌ ÓÏÕÎÄÓȠ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ ÏÎ ÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ Ïther idiosyncrasies. 
Oh, wait! These last seven newcomerÓ ÁÒÅ &ÉÎÎÓȢ 9ÏÕȭÄ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÒÅȭÄ be a quota on them, 
×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩ ,ÉËÅ ÏÎÅ might be too many. 

)ÔȭÓ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÃÏÁÓÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄ ÂÅÄÔÉÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÏÎÌÙ ÄÉÎÎÅÒ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÕÓ 
and sound sleep, the sleep is a little sounder here ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÎÔÓ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÅÌÅÃÔÒÉÃÁÌ ÏÕÔÌÅÔÓ 
ÆÏÒ ÍÙ #0!0 ÍÁÃÈÉÎÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÏÏ ×ÁÒÍ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÁÂÌÅȟ )ȭÄ ÇÕÅÓÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÏ× ψπÓ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÌÌ ÃÏÏÌ 
to 70 before the night is over. This is summer; ÉÔȭÓ ÅÑÕÉÖÁÌÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÏÕÒ !ÕÇÕÓÔ ÅØÃÅÐÔ )ȭÍ ÉÎ Á ÈÉÇÈ 
desert no× ÁÎÄ ÂÁÃË ÉÎ 3ÅÁÔÔÌÅ )ȭÄ ÂÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÉÎ ÁÎÄ τπ ÄÅÇÒÅÅÓȢ 

) ÃÁÎ ÓÅÎÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÎÏ× ÓÏ ) ×ÉÌÌȢ (ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÆÅ× ÂÌÏÇÓ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ 
ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌÌÙ ÅÄÉÔÅÄȩ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÒÅÁÓÏÎȟ ÎÏÔ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÉÌÙ Á ÆÁÕÌÔȢ 7ÈÅÎ ×Å ÇÅÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÉÎ 
$ÕËÁ "ÏÖÕȟ )ȭÌÌ ÇÏ ÂÁÃË and proofread. Maybe. Love, 
Jeannmarv 

! $ÁÙ ÏÆ #ÈÁÎÇÅ Blog 1428, 7 February 2018, Wednesday 
Dear friends, 

If you hear I count days until something happens, it is not because IȭÍ ÕÎÈÁÐÐÙ ×ÈÅÒÅ ) 
am or seek change as if seeking improvement, but by keeping track of the time I might better 
use time I have. And then there are days like yesterday when Jean and I both let time run free. 
We never get many days like that, when we do get ȰÆÒÅÅ ÄÁÙÓȱ ×Å ÇÅÎÅÒÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÐÒÏÊÅÃÔ 

https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/02/06/long-is-the-stay/
https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/02/07/a-day-of-change/
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planned out. Not yesterday. We could have driven our own safari, we know this park from 
ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÆ ÇÅÔÁ×ÁÙÓȟ ÂÕÔ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÓÅÅË ÌÉÏÎÓ ÏÒ ÌÅÏÐÁÒÄÓ ÏÒ ÃÈÅÅÔÁÈÓ ɉÓÏÕÔÈÅÒÎ ÐÁÒË ÏÎÌÙɊȢ 
Jean thinks she took hundreds of pictures of elephants from the lodge veranda, I took a few 
pictures of uniquely lovely trees. It was a time of peace with a 24-hour lifespan. We call that a 
really good day. 

Thursday through Saturday will be the focus, the apex, of our journey. When we were at 
the Plaster House the other day, we were kept from the children. They are the purpose of 
everything, their faces and plastered bodies with missing limbs, crippled feet, and scarred faces 
could be used to move the hearts of donors. Sarah Rejman (pronounced Raymond with a silent 
D) works hard to protect the kids. That disappoints me, which in turn embarrasses me because 
)ȭÄ ÌÏÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÈÏÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏ× ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÁÌÌÙ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÉÍÁÇÅÓ ÏÆ ÓÁÄ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ ÁÎÄ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÖÉÎÃÅ 
the world what wonderful people we are because we care about crippled kids. When these 
ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ ÆÁÌÌ ÕÎÄÅÒ 3ÁÒÁÈȭÓ ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔÉÏÎȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á -ÁÍÁ "ÅÁÒ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ 
ÔÈÅÍȢ !Ó ÔÈÅÙ ÓÁÙ ÉÎ !ÕÓÔÒÁÌÉÁȟ Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÏÎ ÈÅÒȦȱ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÌÏÎÅȠ she has a young lady doing a 
year-long medical post-internship under her. She has a staff of Africans whose sole job is to 
take care of the kids as they heal. This weekend they are opening an eight-volunteer (4 rooms, 
2 shared bathrooms, 2 kitchens, and a lounge that opens to Mt. Meru and looks away from the 
Plaster House, a sanity view for emotionally overwrought volunteers, I think); a dormitory for 
older children; and an office that leaves the old offices to become a three-room clinic where the 
doctors can come to work on the kids without having to move the children to the hospitals. It is 
not an easy or pain-free journey to move the children over the African roads to the hospital. 

) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÉÓȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÄ ÇÕÅÓÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÈÁÌÆ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ËÉÄÓ ÁÒÅ ÉÎ ÒÅÁÌ ÃÁÓÔÓȟ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÁÒÅ ÉÎ ÂÒÁÃÅÓȟ 
crutches, bandaged, or with artificial limbs. Before, children deformed were kept out of sight, 
usually within the boma ɉÈÕÔÓɊ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÕÎÎÅÄȢ 4ÈÅ 0ÌÁÓÔÅÒ (ÏÕÓÅ ÇÉÖÅÓ ÔÈÅÍ ÌÉÆÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÏÐÅȢ *ÅÁÎȭÓ 
role here is to be on the visionary board, not the board of directors, the latter board oversees 
ÔÈÅ ÁÃÔÕÁÌ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÊÅÃÔȢ *ÅÁÎ ÉÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ×ÈÏ ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ȰÂÉÇ ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅȱ ÁÎÄ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ 
ÇÕÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÓÉÏÎȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔȟ )ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÒÉÄÉÎÇ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÏÂÓÅÒÖÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ 
sometimes running off at the keyboard, sharing what I see. I chatter in person and in print. But 
know this: there is hope in this world; I am its witness. With hope and love, 
Jeannmarv 

4ÏÏ #ÌÅÖÅÒ ÔÏ "Å 4ÉÃËÅÔÅÄ Blog 1429, 7 February 2018, Thursday 
Dear friends, 

Ancient history cites the example of Jean and Marvin leaving Phoenix in 2016, getting an 
oil change at the Kia dealer for our Sedona, and taking off to Seattle. In Idaho in a rest area, Jean 
saw smoke rising from the engine. Finally, after six years of owning the car, I opened the hood. 
There, sitting on top of the engine was the oil cap that was supposed to cover the hole where 
ÍÅÃÈÁÎÉÃÓ ÎÏÔ ÎÁÍÅÄ -ÁÒÖÉÎ ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÉÌ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÇÉÎÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÏÉÌ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÐÕÔ ÉÎ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ× ÁÌÌ ÏÖÅÒȡ 
under the hood, across the engine, and especially in the bottom of the engine compartment. I, 
single-handedly, replaced the cap and we drove to the Kia dealership in Boise. They believed 
me. They added oil, they then steam-cleaned the oil that was sprayed around. I tell you this 
story because, before driving back today, I opened the hood and found another cap sitting on 
ÔÈÅ ÅÎÇÉÎÅ ÂÌÏÃËȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÏÎÅ ×ÁÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÏÌÁÎÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÉÎÓÔÒÕÃÔÉÏÎÓ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ&ÉÌÌ ÃÏÏÌÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÌÅÖÅÌ ÍÁÒË 
×ÈÅÎ ÅÎÇÉÎÅ ÃÏÌÄȟȱ ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢ 4here was no hint of what the level mark was. 
Fortunately every African I ever met is a better mechanic than I am, the Tarangire head 
mechanic came over, added a liter and a half of water, checked the steering fluid, brake fluid, 
and oil levels and us pronounced everything fit to go. 

https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/02/08/too-clever-to-be-ticketed/
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Truly decadent, after my breakfast of dry cereal with hot rhubarb, a beef sausage, and 
two egg omelet, everyone went on safari and Jean and I opted to hang out at the swimming 
ÐÏÏÌȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÂÏÔÈ ÅÎÄÕÒÉÎÇ ÍÉÎÏÒ ÃÁÓÅÓ ÏÆ ÓÕÎÂÕÒÎȟ ÈÅrs in part because she has a new bathing 
suit and me because of poor sun management. She swam half an hour; I slept as long. At noon, 
when real clients appeared, we took off in our sufficiently lubricated Land Rover and drove 
around the park for two and a half hours. We saw about everything the park offers except any 
ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÔÓȟ ÆÁÒ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÔÈÁÎ $ÉÃËȭÓ ÒÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÈÏÐÉÎÇ ÈÅ ÒÁÎ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ 
way out. 

 
ȰRage Rover,ȱ my kind of African car 

Jean drove through the park and along the gravel road that leads into the park, about a 
five mile section of road with 36 amazingly high speed-bumps made by the locals to slow the 
safari vehicles down so tourists could throw money away, like the kid wearing only a Maasai 
blanket, knowing one word, Ȱ,ÕÎÃÈȟȱ ÁÎÄ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ Á ÈÁÎÄ ÆÏÒÔÈȢ (Å ÍÁÄÅ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÉÍÁÇÅ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ 
was only an image. At the tarmac road I took over driving, so wonderfully navigating the speed 
bumps (10 of the) with their zebra-stripes. All the way home until we entered the town where 
we were staying, I was careful. For the final five miles, knowing the police are always there, I 
followed a careful Dala-Dala, a mini-bus filled with paying passengers. Before the 50-kph sign, I 
ÓÌÏ×ÅÄ ÔÏ τυȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏ ÄÕÍÍÙȢ 4ÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅÍÁÎȟ #ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌ !ÌÌÙȟ ÔÈÅÎ Äirected me to pull over and 
ÉÎÆÏÒÍÅÄ )ȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÏÉÎÇ φτ ÉÎ a 50 zone and gave me a 30,000-shilling ticket. He explained to 
ÕÓ )ȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÒÅÃÏÒÄÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÉÄÄÅÎ ÃÁÍÅÒÁ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÏÐÅÒÁÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÍÅÒÁ ÎÏÔÉÆÉÅÄ 
him I was speeding. Of course, act surprised, he had deleted the message so could not show it to 
me but he claimed they had caught me red-handed. Of course there is no camera, he profiled 
me according to the money he assumed I had to pay the fine (about $13 US). And you just pay. I 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÖÅÎÔȟ ÂÕÔ one of us got out of the car and administratively admonished those others in 
the white uniforms who were willing to listen to her. 

(ÁÖÉÎÇ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÃËÅÔȟ ) ÔÈÅÎ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅ×ÁÙ ×ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ 
Snake Park, just a few feet from the coÒÐÕÌÅÎÔ ÃÏÒÐÏÒÁÌȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÏÖÅÒȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÐÁÕÓÉÎÇ 
because this blog is over 600 words. Love, 
Jeannmarv 

*ÅÁÎȭÓ "ÉÒÔÈÄÁÙ   Blog 1430, 8 February 2018, Thursday 
Dear friends, 

7ÅȭÖÅ ËÎÏ×Î ÆÏÒ ÍÏÎÔÈÓ ÔÈÁÔ *ÅÁÎ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÃÅÌÅÂÒÁÔÅ ÈÅÒ ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
ÂÉÇ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇ ÁÔ 4ÈÅ 0ÌÁÓÔÅÒ (ÏÕÓÅȢ )ȭÄ ÂÅ ÌÅÆÔ ÁÌÏÎÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ 3ÎÁËÅ 0ÁÒËȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇ ×ÅȭÌÌ 
gather with as many people as we can gather. Her meeting is scheduled to end at 4, the 
gathering is immediately afterwardsȢ 3ÈÅȭÌÌ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÂÅ ÌÁÔÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒ Ï×Î ÐÁÒÔÙȢ 

'ÏÉÎÇ ÏÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȭÓ ÓÔÏÒÙȟ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÈÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ ÏÐÐÏÒÔÕÎÉÔÙ ÔÏ ÁÄÄ σπȟπππ 
TZ shillings to the coffers of the government, we parked the car at Snake Park and walked, not 
drove, across the road to the Jema Stationary shop. Those with incredible memories may recall 

https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/02/08/jeans-birthday-3/
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ÔÈÁÔȟ ×ÈÉÌÅ *ÅÍÁ ÉÎ 3×ÁÈÉÌÉ ÍÅÁÎÓ ȰÇÏÏÄȟȱ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ ÁÌÓÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ Ô×Ï ÌÅÔÔÅÒÓ ÉÎ ÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅÓȟ ÁÓ ÉÎ 
*%ÁÎ ÁÎÄ -!ÒÖȢ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ Á ÃÏÉÎÃÉÄÅÎÃÅȟ ÔÈÅ Ï×ÎÅÒȭÓ ÅÌÄÅÓÔ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȭÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ *ÅÁÎ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÉÓ 
ÓÏÎȭÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ -ÁÒÖÉÎȢ 4ÈÅ Ï×ÎÅÒȟ *ÏÈÎȟ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ young man who stumbled into our AA meeting in 
our third or fourth week of being open and declared that if he kept drinking, he would die. Now, 
instead of being dead he owns his own business, is happily married, and is the unofficial and 
unpaid head of Alcoholics Anonymous in northern Tanzania. To support him, we went over and 
bought a fifty-ÃÅÎÔ ÓÔÅÎÏÇÒÁÐÈÅÒȭÓ ÎÏÔÅÂÏÏËȢ 

*ÏÈÎ ÈÁÄ Ô×Ï ÐÉÅÃÅÓ ÏÆ ÎÅ×Óȟ ÆÉÒÓÔȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÈÁÄ Á ÔÈÉÒÄ ÃÈÉÌÄ ×ÈÏ ÈÅȭÄ ÏÎÃÅ ÃÌÁÉÍÅÄ 
they were going to name Macho after our dog and, seÃÏÎÄȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÌÏÓÉÎÇ ÏÕÒ ÈÅÁÄÑÕÁÒÔÅÒÓ ÆÏÒ 
!! ÉÎ -ÏÎÄÕÌÉȢ 0ÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÅÉÇÈÔÅÅÎ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÇÏ 3ÁÉÎÔ !ÎÄÒÅ×ȭÓ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ÐÁÉÄ ÆÏÒ Á ÓÉÎÇÌÅ ÒÏÏÍ ÔÏ ÂÅ 
added onto the old Catholic church building to hold our AA meetings. We agreed to use the 
building ten years, and then the room was theirs but, if possible, it would remain for our use as 
ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÅÔ ÕÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÁÔÔÁÃÈÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ÎÏ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÕÓÅÄȢ 4ÈÅÙ 
ÈÁÖÅ ÒÅÃÅÎÔÌÙ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÒÁÚÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÂÕÉÌÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÎÅ×Ȣ (ÅÒÅȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ 
offÅÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÆÏÒ ÕÓȡ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÐÕÔ ÏÕÒ ÆÕÒÎÉÔÕÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÕÆÆ ÉÎÔÏ ÓÔÏÒÁÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÇÉÖÅ ÕÓ Á ÎÅ× ÒÏÏÍ 
when the building is done. In the meantime, we can use one of their classrooms. That is really 
sweet on their part. 
 
 
 

     
3ÁÉÎÔ !ÎÄÒÅ×ȭÓ built AA headquarters, Monduli and bought Pius shoes 

!ÂÏÕÔ Á ÔÈÉÒÄ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ ÍÅÍÂÅÒÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ #ÁÔÈÏÌÉÃȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ×ÈÁÔ Á ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅ !! 
ÃÁÎ ÍÁËÅ ÔÏ Á ÆÁÍÉÌÙȢ /ÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÍÂÅÒÓȟ 0ÉÕÓȟ ÐÒÏÎÏÕÎÃÅÄ ȰÐÕÃÅȟȱ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ 
ÃÌÕÂÆÏÏÔ ×ÈÏ 3ÁÉÎÔ !ÎÄÒÅ×ȭÓ paid the whopping sum of $35 so he could have a pair of shoes, 
one of which covered his clubfoot. He carries his shoes to worship and puts them on before 
service. I miss my AA meetings here, done in a mix of Swahili and English with occasional Maa. 

After some time with John, we walked back and made sure our good friend Corporal 
Ally noticed us. We had dinner waiting for us at 7 p.m., afterwards we were going to bed. And 
ÙÅÔȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÓÈÏÒÔ ÂÌÏÇȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÁÔ υππ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙȢ 3ÔÉÃË ×ÉÔÈ us. In 
!ÆÒÉÃÁȟ ÂÌÏÇÓ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÄÁÙ ×ÁÓȡ 4ÈÅ ÐÌÁÎ ×ÁÓ ÔÏ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒËȟ ÇÏ ÈÏÍÅȟ 
and behave. Plans never work here but adventure does. Love, 
Jeannmarv 

0Ȣ3Ȣ !Ó ) ÔÙÐÅ ÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÐÏ×ÅÒ ÇÏÅÓ ÏÕÔȢ 9ÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÙÅÔȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓ ÔÏÏ bad 
ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ Á×ÁËÅ ÁÔ σȡσπ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ 
installment about the middle of a hot African day. If you aÒÅ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÒÁÉÎȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÌÏÖÅ ÓÏÍÅȢ 

3ËÉÐÐÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ "ÉÒÔÈÄÁÙ Blog 1431, 8 February 2018, Thursday 
Dear friends, 

7ÈÅÎ /ÆÆÉÃÅÒ !ÌÌÙ ÇÁÖÅ ÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÃËÅÔ ) ËÎÅ× ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÅÓÅÒÖÅȟ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÓ ÁÎÇÒÙ ÉÎÓÉÄÅȢ 
But a child of an alcoholic knows how to hide that anger. I hid it, Jean vented a little, and then 

https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/02/08/skipping-her-birthday/


JeannMarvs Africa 2018 

 23 

×Å ÐÁÒËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒȢ "ÕÔ ÉÎÓÉÄÅ ) ×ÁÓ ÒÁÇÉÎÇȢ 7ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÆÒÏÍ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ *ÏÈÎȟ ) ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
be able to help Jean much in our drive to Pangani next week. It was stunning to realize how frail 
I was, I was exhausted. The heat and the drive had taxed me in that 90-minute drive. I told Jean 
and she considered the information without comment, thinking what it would mean. I napped 
ÂÕÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÁÎÙ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȢ !Ô χ ×Å ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÅÁÔ ÂÕÔ ÎÏ ÆÏÏÄ ×ÁÓ ÁÖÁÉÌÁÂÌÅȟ ×ÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÆÏÒÇÏÔÔÅÎȢ 
So, we got hamburgers and I barely got mine down, leaving Jean my salad and leaving them to 
carry on the conversations without me, going to bed. By the time Jean got there, I was asleep. 
Probably as tired as I was, she went to sleep. 

An hour later, I jumped up and raced to the bathroom, standing in the door, thinking, 
)ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÓÉÃËȢ ) ÈÁÄ ÃÈÉÌÌÓȢ I went to the living room where I stash my morning clothes so 
as not to wake her when I dressed and whatever I had hit me then, far from the bathroom. I got 
to the plastic garbage can and, with my head in the garbage can, had a major cleansing. It woke 
Jean up. After cleaning myself up as best I could, certain the lid was tightly on the garbage can 
ɉ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÅȭÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÏÕÇÈÔɊȟ ) ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÇÉÒÌ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÉÆ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
warn her. I went to bed. 

The second time up, an hour later, I was disoriented and banged off the wall before I 
saw the light coming though the bathroom window and got my bearings as I dove toward that 
needed fixture. For my third and fourth times up the bathroom light was left on. With brief 
ÂÒÅÁËÓȟ ) ÓÌÅÐÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ρȡσπ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎȢ 4×Ï ÈÏÕÒÓ ÌÁÔÅÒ )ȭÍ ÑÕÉÖÅÒÉÎÇȢ )ȭÖÅ ÅÁÔÅÎ Á 
ÓÍÁÌÌ ÂÁÎÁÎÁ ÁÎÄ Á -Ã6ÉÔÉÅȭÓ $ÉÇÅÓÔÉÖÅ ÃÏÏËÉÅȟ ÄÒÁÎË ×ÁÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ Á ×ÁÔÅÒȾ×ÁÒÍ #ÏËÅ ÍÉØȢ ) 
ÔÈÉÎË ÍÙ Ȱ/+ meÔÅÒȱ És up to 35%. And the question is, what happened? 

TIA: This is Africa. In America you can generally track down what made you sick, here 
you can do it about half the time. Was it food? Had I eaten with dirty hands? Did a nasty germ 
fly into my mouth? Had I infected myself with my sweat towel? Either there is no answer or 
ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÔÏÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÙÓÔÉÑÕÅ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÉÃÅ ÏÆ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÌÁÎÄ ÈÁÓ 
been occupied since time began, the temperatures are such that the germs never die off in the 
ÃÏÌÄȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÄÕÓÔÙ ÁÎÄ Á ÇÅÒÍ-filled volatile morass of disease, most of which Jean and I have 
learned to avoid, or at least tried to avoid. 

)Î ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ )ȭÄ ÔÏÌÄ *ÅÁÎ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒ ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙ ) ×ÁÓ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÁÌÏÎÅȢ (ÅÒ Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȱ ÄÉÄ 
ÎÏÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÓÉÎÃÅÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÃÏÎÔÁÇÉÏÕÓȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ×ÅÌÌȟ ÙÅÔȢ 7ÈÅÎ 
ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÉÃË ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÓÅÌÆ-ÆÏÃÕÓÅÄȢ 7ÈÅÎ )ȭÍ ×ÉÔÈ ÏÔÈÅÒÓȟ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÏÃÉÁÌ ÁÎÄ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ 
about when the next and final incident of this illness would occur. And regarding the driving to 
ÔÈÅ )ÎÄÉÁÎ /ÃÅÁÎ ÎÅØÔ ×ÅÅËȟ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÆÉÎÅ ÂÙ ÔÈÅÎ ×ÉÔÈ Á ×ÈÏÌÅ ÓÔÁÃË ÏÆ ÒÅÄ ρπȟπππ ÓÈÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÎÏÔÅÓ 
ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÔÁØÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÊÕÓÔÌÙ ÁÃÃÕÓÅÄȢ !ÎÄ ÎÏ× ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÂÅÅÎ Á×ÁËÅ ÆÏÒ ωπ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÉÍÅ 
to go complete my recovery. More sleep is needed. Love, 
Jeannmarv 

3ÅÅËÉÎÇ Á .Å× ÁÎÄ "ÅÔÔÅÒ $ÁÙ Blog 1432, 9 February 2018, Friday 
Dear friends, 

) ×ÉÓÈ )ȭÄ ÈÁÄ Á ÍÏÒÅ ÁÄÖÅÎÔÕÒÏÕÓ ÄÁÙ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÌÅÅÐÉÎÇ ςπ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ςτ hours 
limited the time of input, then when evening came again I slept for another six hours and woke 
ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ×ÅÁË ÂÕÔ ×ÅÌÌȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÏÄȟ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅȟ ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÒÔȢ 3Ïȟ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÄÁÙȟ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ 
ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ Á ÇÌÉÍÐÓÅ ÉÎÔÏ *ÅÁÎȭÓ ÄÁÙȟ ÓÅÌÄÏÍ ÁÓ ÂÏÒÉÎÇ Ôhan mine but always less spoken of. For 
example, she woke up and got up four times last night to the strange sounds her husband was 
making and still managed to sleep nine hours. Safari and sun are exhausting, but today at her 
ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ) ÇÏÎÅ )ȭÄ have been crushed by the boredom of the event, she would have 
been in her favorite place on earth: sharing visions and dreaming of what might be. After two 
hours of speeches and six hours of meetings, she attended her own birthday party at the Coffee 
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Lodge without me. She had a ball. She was with friends; she was in her element. Ten people 
ÓÈÏ×ÅÄ ÕÐȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÕÒ 4ÁÎÚÁÎÉÁÎ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ×ÈÅÎ ×Å ÌÉÖÅÄ ÈÅÒÅȢ !ÌÌ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÒÅÇÒÅÔÓ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 
there but Jean assured tÈÅÍ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÏÄȟ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÉÎÓÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅ bad entertainment. 

According to her, the meetings were wonderful. Everyone seemed competent, focused, 
and willing to work together. They come from New York, Montana, and Washington. 
Internationally they were from Australia and Tanzania. Someday there will be more countries 
ÒÅÐÒÅÓÅÎÔÅÄȢ /ÕÒ 3ÁÒÁÈȟ ×ÈÏȭÓ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÅÖÅÎÔÓȟ Á ×ÏÍÁÎ ÏÆ ÖÉÓÉÏÎ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÁÄ ÈÅÒ 
!ÕÓÔÒÁÌÉÁÎ %ÐÉÓÃÏÐÁÌ 0ÒÉÅÓÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒ ÈÏÍÅ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ !ÌÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÍ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÃÈÕÒÃÈȭÓ 
wedding planner consultant who came, at her own expense, to provide food. She bought local 
products and Jean said she produced a feast. Jean described what they ate in too great a detail 
even though none of it seemed appealing to me. 

            
In the Sea of Duplo; she will walk someday, almost ready to walk 

4ÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÇÏ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇ ÃÅÒÅÍÏÎÙȟ ÃÕÔ ÒÉÂÂÏÎÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÖÉÓÉÔ ÓÕÐÐÏÒÔÉÎÇ 
services that include the same nursing school where Jean and I taught in 2015. Depending how 
I am feeling, we may skip the nursing school and ALMC (the Lutheran hospital) tours. The good 
news is that I get to wear shorts this morning but must return in the evening for a fancy dinner 
ÁÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ×ÅÁÒÉÎÇ ÌÏÎÇ ÐÁÎÔÓ ÁÎÄ Á ÂÕÔÔÏÎ ÓÈÉÒÔȢ ) ÈÏÐÅ ) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÏ ÅÁÔ ÌÅÓÓȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ well and 
back into action. Love, 
Jeannmarv (currently at 3 a.m. and well rested). 

0ÌÁÓÔÅÒ (ÏÕÓÅ 3ÁÒÁÈȦ   Blog 1433, 10 February 2018, Saturday 
Dear friends, 

Confession: I love Sarah and everything she does. Confession 2: Jean does too, 
everything about her. Integrity might be the source of ultimate beauty. I did not know that all 
the building costs are already paid. There is no debt and no mortgage on the Plaster House. The 
cost per child per day will remain at $4. They charge the clients what they came. One mother 
came in with her flawed child and gave Sarah six eggs and asked if they could help the child. 
The cost of keeping a child at the Plaster House for a month is a quarter of a million shillings, or 
$120. There are amazing statistics in those six sentences. 

 
Plaster House Sarah 
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That introductory was written twenty -four hours ago, I planned to finish it when we got 
home, but we had to be at the site early in the morninÇ ÓÏ ) ËÎÅ× )ȭÄ ÆÉÎÉÓÈ ÌÁÔÅÒȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÌÁÔÅÒ 
became 11:30 and the a.m. became p.m., and, behold, the day and Marvin were shot. 24 hours 
ÌÁÔÅÒȟ ) ÒÅÓÕÍÅȟ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÁÌÌ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÆ )ȭÄ ×ÒÉÔÔÅÎ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȢ -Ù ÃÏÎÃÌÕÓÉÏÎ 
is this: I was sick on the ×ÒÏÎÇ ÄÁÙȢ 9ÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ )ȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÉÓÓÅÄ ÉÆ )ȭÄ ÈÁÄ Á ÃÈÏÉÃÅȢ 
(ÅÒÅȭÓ ×ÈÙȢ 4ÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇ ×ÁÓ Á ÔÏÕÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÉÌÉÔÙȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÓÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÔÏÕÒ ×ÅȭÄ ÔÁËÅÎ 
with friend Dick, but this time in greater depth, greater history, and a whole lot more people, 
many of whom considered themselves important. We were with the people who gave a lot of 
ÔÉÍÅȟ ÅÆÆÏÒÔȟ ÏÒ ÍÏÎÅÙȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÕÌÔÓ ÏÆ Á ÍÉÒÁÃÌÅȟ ×Å ÈÅÁÒÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ 

Ten years ago this coming April, Sarah rented an empty motel-like lodge, three rooms, 
nine old beds, a housemother, and a carport. With nine beds, she provided a place for children 
to complete their healings or to prepare them for surgery. Eight years later, the Plaster House 
had expanded to house, on average, 100 patients (with a high of 155), now with a hundred 
beds. As of yesterday they added a six-room, 48 bed dormitory for older (meaning larger, 
requiring more bed space, generally near- or teens); housing for up to 8 volunteers (half of 
them are already working there); and an administration building, which opens the old office to 
be clinic rooms. Tencents, the big Chinese Internet people, donated one of the buildings. 
Another building was mostly paid for by folks from Bozeman, Montana. The third was paid for 
by smaller (but never tiny) donations, of which I know many of you contributed. To make such 
ÁÎ ÉÍÐÒÏÖÅÍÅÎÔ ÐÒÏÊÅÃÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÐÁÉÄ ÆÏÒȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ 3ÁÒÁÈ ×ÁÙȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ 
time or means to download pictures before we go off today to do what I thought we were doing 
yesterdayɂenduring speeches (I hope in English) and this will be the actual ribbon-cutting 
ceremony, although doing it yesterday would have been fine with me. 

Last night was a reception night for the staff and donors and local supporters. All the 
ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÇÁÔÈÅÒÅÄ ÁÔ *ÁÃË ÁÎÄ 3ÁÒÁÈȭÓ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÉÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÎÎÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÐÏÓÔ-dinner drinks. Fully 
recovered, I still ate lightly and drank a soda water and Jean had tonic water, which gives 
insight into the nature of the crowd, mixers but no sodas. We circled around and had many 
conversations. We sat with Jaclyn, a second-year MGLSS graduate and now an Occupational 
4ÈÅÒÁÐÉÓÔ ×ÈÏ ×ÅȭÄ ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒ ×ÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÃÈÁÎÇÉÎÇ ÃÁÓÔÓ ÏÎ Á ÎÅ×ÌÙ ÆÏÕÎÄ ρχ-year-old with two club 
feet who will be walking normally in about ten weeks (it takes longer with older patients). As a 
Form Four student at the Girls School, Jaclyn went to the clinic where Sarah was working with a 
ÓÍÁÌÌ ÃÈÏÉÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÎÇȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÔÃÈÅÄ ×ÈÁÔ 3ÁÒÁÈ ×ÁÓ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 3ÈÅȭÓ 
ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔȢ 3ÈÅȭs married now, with two kids herself, and absolutely loves her job. 

AA took a serious blow this week when one of our main Arusha people, a man who 
remolded his life once he was sober, was a victim of a hit-and-run motorcycle accident. If he 
dies, his loss to the church, community, and the other survivors at AA will be significant. This 
has been a rushed blog; ×ÅȭÒÅ ÏÆÆ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÉÎ Á ÆÅ× ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÃÈÁÏÓ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ 
ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÇÏÏÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ )ȭÌÌ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÏ ÅÁÔ ÌÅÓÓȟ ) ÈÏÐÅȢ 7Å ÔÈÁÎË ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ your prayers. Love, 
Jeannmarv 

) 2ÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ "ÌÏÇÇÉÎÇ ÉÎ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁ Blog 1434, 10 February 2018 Saturday 

Dear friends, 
I remember when I was young, like ten days ago, IȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÈÉÃÈ 

ÔÏ ÂÌÏÇȢ .Ï×ÁÄÁÙÓ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ËÅÅÐ ÕÐȢ 4ÏÄÁÙ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÂÂÏÎ ÃÕÔÔÉÎÇ ÃÅÒÅÍÏÎÙȟ ×Å ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÁÒÒÉÖÅ ÁÔ 
ten to listen to some speeches, cut the ribbon, and eat, thus returning home to get pictures of 
the soon-to-be-demolished AA room, to see Rebecca, and to be home by 2. Instead we started at 
11:45, endured an amazing number of introductions of people not involved in the Plaster 
House, endured an unexpected 30 minute lecture of a mother on the wonders of bringing her 
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daughter to the Plaster House and how they changed her life, all spoken in Kiswahili. When that 
lecture was over, Sarah translated it into English in about 2 minutes. 

Daudi (David) Peterson, sitting next to me, defines a sermon as being able to say 
something in an hour that you could have been said in five minutes. Halfway through the 
ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÒÁÍÂÌÉÎÇ ÄÅÌÉÖÅÒÙ, ÈÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅ ÌÅÆÔ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÍȢ &ÉÎÁÌÌÙ 
ÔÈÅ ÂÉÇ ÐÏÔÁÔÏÅÓ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇȟ ÓÏ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÔÈÁÎ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȭÓ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÙ lesson which actually had 
taught us something, then we ate and were out of there about 3:30. On the way home I asked 
*ÅÁÎ ×ÈÙ ×Å ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÁÔÔÅÎÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅȟ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÍÁÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÇÁÔÈÅÒÅÄȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ 
ÔÈÅÍȢ 3ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ Á Ȱ3ÈÁÍÅ 3ÏÃÉÅÔÙȱ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÍÅÁÎÓ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÆÏÌÌÏ× 
ÔÒÁÄÉÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÐÁÔÔÅÒÎÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÃËÎÏ×ÌÅÄÇÅ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȭÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÃÏÎÔÒÉÂÕÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÎË ÔÈÅÍ 
ÉÎÄÉÖÉÄÕÁÌÌÙȢ )Î !ÍÅÒÉÃÁȟ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÓÁÙ Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȱ ÔÏ ÏÎÅ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ÏÒ Á ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÇÏ ÏÎȟ 
×Å ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÈÁÍÅ ÁÎÙÏÎÅȢ ) ÁÍ Óuch a selfish imp about my time that I resent sitting and 
×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÎÏÔ ÌÅÁÒÎÉÎÇ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁt is certainly the way I am. 
However, I did finish two difficult Sudoku puzzles while they spoke. 

           
New buildings at the Plaster House: administration, dormitory, and volunteer buildings 

But then we met Nanyokye and life was instantly better. She was one of our students, 
the first to get into medical school. She never went home after she started at the Girls School, 
she would arrange to meet her mother in various places and always in secret. She is one we 
ËÅÐÔ ÈÉÄÄÅÎ ÉÎ 2ÅÂÅÃÃÁȭÓ ÓÁÆÅ ÒÏÏÍÓȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÆÏÒ ÙÅÁÒÓȟ ÉÓ ÎÏ× ÓÔÕÄÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á 
surgeon. This is one of the many stories of a girl from just beyond the far edge of the bush 
making it beyond her wildest dreams. A mother of two now, she looks wonderful and knows 
what an education can mean. She has done surgery on several of the Plaster House kids. Her 
presence was a present to her old teachers. We are well, ready to survive one more day of 
festive activity, and then begin the journey to the Indian Ocean. If you want to hate us, look up 
0ÁÎÇÁÎÉ ÉÎ 'ÏÏÇÌÅ 7ÏÒÌÄȟ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÅÎ ÍÉÌÅÓ ÓÏÕÔÈ ÏÆ ÔÏ×ÎȢ ,ÏÖÅȟ 
Jeannmarv 

,ÁÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ #ÅÌÅÂÒÁÔÉÏÎÓ   Blog 1435, 11 February, 2018, Sunday 
Dear friends, 

)ȭÖÅ ÆÅÌÔ ËÎÏÃËÅÄ ÓÉÌÌÙ ÂÙ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÃÅÌÅÂÒÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ 0ÌÁÓÔÅÒ (ÏÕÓÅȟ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÓÉÃË Á ÄÁÙ 
ÁÎÄ Á ÈÁÌÆ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÄÄÌÅ ÁÌÌ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐȢ "ÕÔ ÔÏÄÁÙȟ 3ÕÎÄÁÙ ÁÔ ρπȡσπ ÁȢÍȢ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ &ÁÒÅ×ÅÌÌ "ÒÕÎÃÈȢ 
7ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÄÅÁÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÉÇ ÄÏÎÏÒÓȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÉÃÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍȢ )ȭÍ Á ÆÒÉÎÇÅ ÐÌÁÙÅÒ ɉÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȟ ×Å ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ 
ÙÏÕÒ ÔÏÙÓ ÁÎÄ ÕÎÄÅÒÔÈÉÎÇÓȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÆÒÉÎÇÅȦɊȟ )ȭÍ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÄÒÁÇÇÅÄ ÁÒound and feted as if I were one 
ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÎÉÃÅ ÔÏȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×Ȣ *ÅÁÎ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÅȟ ÓÈÅ Ó×ÉÒÌÓ ÉÎȟ ÄÁÎÃÅÓ 
with everyone, and just has fun. Recently one of the 3 High-Court judges in Arusha brought a 
little girl from her village to the 0ÌÁÓÔÅÒ (ÏÕÓÅȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÏ ÔÈÅ ÊÕÄÇÅ ×ÁÓȟ ÂÕÔ 
they swooped up the child and, always with the help of God, made her feet straight. The judge 
came yesterday as a voice of support and thanks, said nothing, but Sarah whispered to Jean, 
Ȱ'ÅÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÊÏÉÎ ÔÈÅ 6ÉÓÉÏÎ #ÏÍÍÉÔÔÅÅȱ ɉÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ×ÏÒÄȟ ÂÕÔ *ÅÁÎ ÉÓ ÏÎ ÉÔɊȢ *ÅÁÎ Ó×ÅÐÔ ÉÎ ÁÎÄ 
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was charming for at least half-an-hour while I grumped in the shade outside with another 
3ÕÄÏËÕȢ )ȭÍ ÂÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÊÕÄÇÅ ÁÃÃÅÐÔÓ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÖÉÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÌÁÔÅÒȢ 

After the Brunch toÄÁÙȟ *ÅÁÎ ÁÎÄ ) ÈÅÁÄ ÔÏ -ÏÓÈÉȟ ÁÎ ÈÏÕÒ Á×ÁÙ ɉÉÆ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÔÒÁÆÆÉÃȢ 
Yeah, nÏÔ ÌÉËÅÌÙɊ ÓÏ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÈÅÁÄ start to the Ocean on Monday morning, hopefully before 
the sun and traffic police are up. I checked the weather for Pangani for the week, the coldest 
wind-chill factor for the week will only be 27 degrees; fortunatelyȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ #ÅÌÓÉÕÓȢ 4ÈÅ τωρ-
kilometer trip should take 9 hours, it used to take 7 before some nitwit in America gave the 
police speed-torches (translation: radar guns). Speaking of traffic ÐÏÌÉÃÅȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÎÏ× ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄ 
ÔÈÅÉÒ ȰÚÅÂÒÁ-ÃÒÏÓÓÉÎÇȱ ÐÏÌÉÃÙ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÓÌÏ× ÄÏ×Îȟ ÌÏÏËȟ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÏÃÅÅÄ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌÌÙ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ 
have to come to a full stopɂwhich is what the law said a week ago. They change traffic laws 
ÄÁÉÌÙ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÁÎ ÁÐÐ ÏÎ ÐÈÏÎÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎÆÏÒÍ ÙÏÕ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙȭÓ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÓȢ 9ÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȟ ÉÎ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ 
about 30 kilometers, we were stopped twice. The first time because he wanted to check the 
ÅØÐÉÒÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÎ ÏÕÒ ÆÉÒÅ ÅØÔÉÎÇÕÉÓÈÅÒ ɉÔÈÁÎË ÙÏÕ %,#!ȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÃÕÒÒÅÎÔɊ ÁÎÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅ 
why, but he looked at Jean, recognized her, and waved us through. 

Now, the blog may end here as I try to get some pictures downloaded. I work to figure 
out systems most people understand already. Two-hours later, I find IȭÍ really missing my 
Mac! I hate apocryphal acronyms that, if decoded, might unlock the door to access to the 
pictures. Jean sleeps, soon she will awaken and soon we will be road-gone. Someday, there will 
be pictures, but it shall not be this day! Love, 
Jeannmarv 

3ÎÁËÅ 0ÁÒË #ÌÉÎÉÃ Blog 1436, 11 February 2018, Sunday 
Dear friends, 

As we stay above the Snake Park Clinic, the only place in the area that has anti-snake 
venom for each of the different poisonous snakes in the area. ItȭÓ Á ÐÌÁÃÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓ ÁÒÅ ÔÏÌÄȢ 
Try this one for a horror story. The little girl, not yet a year old, was set on the ground. Usually 
ÔÈÅ ÂÁÂÉÅÓ ÒÉÄÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÂÁÃËȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓȢ !Ó ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌ ÐÌÁÙÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÒÔȟ ÓÈÅ ÐÉÃËÅÄ 
up a little worm-thing and tried to put it in her mouth. The baby Puff Adder, already as 
poisonous as an adult but with less poison, bit the baby on the tongue and lip. They were within 
an hour from the Snake Park; they raced here. They knew the snake. They gave the right anti-
ÖÅÎÏÍȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÂÉÔ ÙÏÕȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÒeat you. Anti-venom is a poison; the wrong 
one kills you. As they sat with the girl, BJ (the owner) stood by ready to perform a tracheotomy 
but only if absolutely necessary. After three hours, the swelling began to decrease, next day she 
was fine, a week later she was a little puffy on one cheek. With a black mamba bite, most people 
ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÈÅÒÅȠ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏȟ ÉÔ ÃÁÎ ÔÁËÅ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÎÉÎÅ ÓÈÏÔÓ ÔÏ ÃÏÕÎÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÖÅÎÏÍȢ !Î ÁÎÔÉ-venom shot 
is sort of like a precursor of chemotherapy. Everybody knows about the Snake Park clinic, and 
"* ÁÎÄ ,ÙÎ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÒ ÃÈÁÒÇÅ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÆÏÒ ÁÎÙ ÔÒÅÁÔÍÅÎÔȢ %ÖÅÒÙ ÄÁÙ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÉÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ËÅÅÐ 
a full-ÔÉÍÅ ÄÁÙ ÎÕÒÓÅ ÏÎ ÄÕÔÙȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÓÔÉÔÃÈÅÄ ÕÐ ÏÕÒ ÄÏÇ -ÁÃÈÏ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÈÉÓ (ÏÎÅÙ 
BadgÅ ÅÎÃÏÕÎÔÅÒȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ Á 
blessing. 

https://jeannmarv2013.wordpress.com/2018/02/12/snake-park-clinic/
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Lyn Bale, Deon Naude, and BJ Bale, the Snake Park people 

The Brunch today was marvelous, even better were the conversations that followed. 
Repeating a line I wrote earlier: here conversation is the best dessert. Everyone was excited of 
how well the weekend had gone, glad to meet a small group of passionate people whose 
primary concern was the care of children, except maybe for that one rather large man who was 
ÏÎÌÙ ÓÅÅËÉÎÇ ÍÏÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÄÅÌÉÃÉÏÕÓ ÐÁÎÃÁËÅÓ )ȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÉÎ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÅÖÅÒȢ 4ÈÅ 
people at Pangani asked us to bring a tire and two inner tubes as we drive there tomorrow. We 
ÓÁÉÄ ÎÏ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȟ ÆÉÇÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÂÌÏ×Î Á Ôire and needed a new tube for their spare. We 
ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÉÎ !ÒÕÓÈÁ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÒÅȢ 4ÈÅ Ȭ9ȭ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÐÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÙÒÅ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ×Å ÁÓËÅÄ 
ÏÕÒÓÅÌÖÅÓ ×ÈÅÎ ×Å ÆÏÕÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÃÁÒ ÔÉÒÅȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ Á ÒÅÁÒ ÔÉÒÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÔÒÁÃÔÏÒȢ )Ô ÆÉÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÏÆ 
the short -ÂÏÄÙ ,ÁÎÄ 2ÏÖÅÒ ÂÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÓÉØÔÅÅÎÔÈ ÏÆ ÁÎ ÉÎÃÈȢ )Æ ×Å ÒÕÎ ÉÎÔÏ ÁÎÙ ÉÃÅ ÏÒ ÓÎÏ× ÉÔȭÌÌ 
ÉÎÃÒÅÁÓÅ ÏÕÒ ÔÒÁÃÔÉÏÎȟ ÁÌÂÅÉÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅÌÙȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓȟ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÉÎ !ÆÒÉÃÁ ÁÒÅ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÌÁØ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
petty details, like the difference between a tractor and a car tyre. With a Why, we add. 

We covered the 40 km drive from Arusha to Moshi in 90 minutes. The top speed is 80-
kph with half the area in 50-kph zones. All math works like that in Tanzania. 7ÅȭÒÅ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ÉÎ 
the Lutheran Hostel in Moshi, you can find it by turning ÌÅÆÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ -ÒȢ #ÏÆÆÉÎȭÓ &ÕÎÅÒÁÌ 
Supply Store. Here are a few other observations on Tanzania today: 1) Jean is 74 now and her 
hair has amazingly remained brown, but today when she washed her hair the water turned 
brown. I pointed it out to her with a smirk. But the color of dust was different than the color of 
ÈÅÒ ÈÁÉÒȟ ÐÒÏÏÆ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÃÏÌÏÒ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ ςɊ !Ô ÔÈÅ 3ÎÁËÅ 0ÁÒË ×ÁÓ Á ÍÏÔÏÒÃÙÃÌÅ ×ÉÔÈ ππππππ 
km on the odometer, the gas tank was caved in, a piece of cloth was stuffed in to aim the 
headlight in the right direction, and a rope across the handlebars, which I at first thought was 
ÔÏ ÈÁÎÇ ÉÔÅÍÓȟ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÎÄÌÅÂÁÒÓ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÐÅÅÄÏÍÅÔÅÒ 
ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ×ÏÒË ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢ 4ÈÅ ρςυ ÃÃ ÂÉËÅ ÉÓ ÕÓÅÄ ÁÓ Á ÐÏÏÒ-ÍÁÎȭÓ ÔÁØÉȢ 9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ Âe brave or 
foolish or drunk to ride on it, either as a passenger or a driver. It scares me just to look at the 
ÂÉËÅȢ σɊ &ÉÎÁÌÌÙȟ ÁÓ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÁ× ËÅÅÐÓ ÃÈÁÎÇÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÒÏÌÌ 
ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÄÅÓÔÒÉÁÎ ȰÚÅÂÒÁ ÃÒÏÓÓÉÎÇÓȱ ÉÎ 4ÁÎÚÁÎÉa until they kept adjusting the law (daily) until 
it went back to the way it was. But there is a new twist that has appeared, passengers who are 
seeking rides on the local busses (dala-dalas) have learned to stand on the crosswalks to catch 
the bus they waÎÔȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÓ ÈÁÓ ÔÏ ÓÔÏÐ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÍȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÃÌÅÖÅÒȟ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩ 4ÈÅ 
ÂÕÓ ÎÏ× ÓÔÏÐÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÏÓÓ×ÁÌË ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÐÁÓÓ ÉÔȢ #ÌÅÖÅÒÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅÒÓ ÌÉËÅ ÕÓȠ 
×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÏÐ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏÏȢ τɊ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ 3ÕÎÄÁÙ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÉÎ !ÆÒÉÃÁ ÉÔȭÓ υȡςπ Én the morning for you. 
You get up and ×Å ÇÏ ÔÏ ÂÅÄ ÓÏÏÎȢ 7Å ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÅÎÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÆÆ ÔÏÄÁÙȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÌÌ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÉÎ ρψ ÈÏÕÒÓȢ 
4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÌÉÆÅȟ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩ 'ÏÄ ÂÌÅÓÓ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÌȢ ,ÏÖÅȟ 
Jeannmarv 
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