July 29, 2010 Day 26 Thursday

| think I may have made a new psychological discov@rgximal schizophrenia. My
faithful journal followers may remember stories abolittie boy named Israeli who was scared
to death of me. Tonight on the way to choir, | wasipgsby his parents' shop, and he was
outside riding his bicycle. Somebody stopped me and pointetthat Israeli was there and
wasn't crying. | greeting his with the cool, friendly efieg that older kids use to greet each
other: “Mambo?” (“Things?”)

Israeli cracked a big smile and replied, “Poa” (“Cool”).

We smiled at each other for a moment...until an oldgrdushed his bicycle toward me.
At ten feet, he was smiling. At nine and a half feetjmmediately started screaming. He
jumped off the bike, wrenched himself from the other basnss, and ran through the shop and
into his house — crying. Proximal schizophrenia.

Besides making ground-breaking advances in social scieveaspknt most of the week
being thrown into new experiences at school. Mondayandesy of firsts in that it was both
Sarah “My New Secretary” Ezekiel's first day on thie and Stephanie's first day off the job.
Steph had gotten sick Saturday night and had to miss chuiSaralay. She wasn't feeling any
better that night, so | prescribed a day off of work.

Teaching without Stephanie actually worked much better thaecéed. In fact, she
missed witnessing the very first day that the sevemtihsath graders answered questions
correctly. Every day, we write a chart on the bahad says what we did yesterday, what we're
doing today, and what we will do tomorrow. Beforefiigjiin each section, we ask the students
the date and day of the week, as well as what we didrgst and what we are doing today.
Lately, the students have been getting close on the lbatésven't quite grasped ordinal
numbers. On Monday, | asked the sixth grade the date¢harsiudent | called on answered so
quietly that | couldn't hear him (this happens with alngstry student almost every time). But
during not hearing him, I thought | might have possibly caadii” at the end of the number.
A smile appeared on my face as | walked closer.

“What is today's date?”

“Today is the twenty-sixth of July, 2010.”

| let out a Coach-Green-style whoop. “WHAT A DAWHAT A DAY!! | LOVE IT! |
NEED IT! wHOO!”

The same thing happened in the seventh grade. Stepharaetwally glad she missed
those particular celebrations. She found that ouey@gy when the fifth graders answered a
guestion correctly. She (with the rest of the classiped at the sudden surge of vocalocity. But
even though the teaching worked out better than expeatediliothe day was terrible. As |
mentioned earlier, it was Sarah's first day of worke &rrived in the teachers' office, | spent a
little while training her as best as | could through tmgleage barrier, and we started our days.
The next time | was back in the office, | saw ev@acher in the entire school sitting at desks,
filling out stacks of paperwork. It was the perfect dayamew school secretary!

So | thought...but | was the only one who thought so.

| offered Sarah's services to help fill out the forritey were the applications for the
seventh graders to get into secondary school this falasltold promptly and firmly that the
forms were too important and Sarah couldn't help. | couénstand that the forms were
important, but | was also watching the teachers. Terg reading information from a school
report card and copying it onto the secondary school apiplhsa That's a perfect secretary job!
| had Michael show me how to do it, and it took me temubes to learn. It's not like Sarah can'’t



read and write! Then | really got irate when | foundtbat every student application needed
three duplicates of the fornkEveryteacher was writingveryform three times! If they didn't
trust Sarah to actuallyll out the form, they could at least give her the firghycand let her make
the next two.

C'mon, teachers — YOU'RE KILLING ME!

Anyway, none of the students had a single teacher thabdzpt for the three grades |
taught (and only when | taught them). When | went ieteesth grade, | was even more
miserable because | had promised to teach tenses, whatt that all | would be doing all
period was writing words on the board that | knew theuldi't understand. The information is
good, but they need to hear the same information in Swaltie able to use it in English.
Stephanie and | don't speak Swabhili in class because wezsiching them very basic things. But
the students aren’t ready to understand anything complexgisEn Stephanie and | really just
need to be prepping the material for grammar and handowvgitto a Swahili speaker. We need
to stick with the basics. So the whole time | wasgytio explain what I'd written, | was talking
half-heartedly about tenses and confiding in the classrhiserable | was about the day. Even
given that they collectively only understand 13-20 wordSmajlish, they were entirely
unsympathetic.

But somewhere along the line, | refused to have a badAftsr | finished my three-
classroom round, | went to find Anna, who had alreadypestéo lunch. | give Anna a hug
everyday at school. Sometimes | feel bad becausecsimfdetely embarrassed, but it's totally
worth it. That's the price she has to pay for beingfawvgritest. When we're not in school, |
hug and kiss her and sometimes spin her around and téfidteshe's my favorite. | had to
search all across the school grounds and ask other stwdenes she was, but | finally found
her. | gave her an extra-long hug.

“I'm having a bad day; | wasn't about to let it get worsediyseeing you.”

She was slightly sympathetic.

Then | went back to the seventh grade classroom, and lyy lgekrned every single one
of those kids’ names...ish. | can’'t handle BarakasEamdhanuels. Somehow, they all look the
same to me. | had to pull three of them up to the fbtite classroom to do an intensive
review: “Stand here. Baraka, Emmanuel, Baraka. Chdagegp Emmanuel, Baraka, Baraka.
Go outside then come back in. No, come back in. Guys

Nothing. | looked out the classroom door; they were nogvteebe seen. | was so
confused. They came back five minutes later and had switdbhes to try to confuse me.
Sneaky little guys. 1 still got it right.

Tomorrow, | will have a talk with the teachers aboatzh.

| also discovered, as | was learning how to fill out\hiés applications that six of the
kids are getting D’s in math. Craig to the rescuelvélmath, and as soon as | can speak
Swalhili, I plan on teaching math and English in the prynsghool. | also plan on taking over
the ministry of education, starting my own school egstand revolutionizing the way
Tanzanian students are taught.

But I'll start with tutoring those six kids in matfi.hey just took their practice national
exams, so | can take them through the problems theydrasgbwrite similar problems for them
to practice. | wonder if the school keeps past prackaens that | can review. | could ask the

Not that I'm bitter.



July 30, 2010 Day 27 Friday
“There is now a level zero.”

| had been telling Stephanie about how great our new @@anut butter was going to
be. It was going to last so much longer because the tulgie, and it's not as sweet as the other
brand, so people don't eat as much of it. As | strugglgaytit open, | made mental note to tell
her that another additional deterrent was how harduthevas to open — people would only be
eating peanut butter when thesally wanted it. Fifteen seconds later, the lid popped atf,la
spilled a week's worth of peanut butter into my lap other day's worth ended up on the table
cloth, and | spent the rest of the morning trying torclegerything up.

July 31, 2010 Day 28 Saturday

In his heart, a man plans his course, but the Lord determes his steps.”
Proverbs 16:9

| just barely pulled off a win in Craig vs. Peanut BytRound II. It was slopping all
over the place at breakfast this morning, but | somemawaged to keep | all on the plate. |
probably would have fared better if it hadn't been 5:30am.

Stephanie and | woke up early to walk to Mvumi Missionasd the Compassion
center there. | love Compassion centers becauseatbdiie epitome of what | try to do in
Africa. People in wealthy countries give out of tleundance to give life and hope to kids who
have next to nothing.

Stephanie and | had planned on going to the Compassiom ocehtakang'wa last week
before Mary got sick. That changed our Saturday plartise our first Compassion visit this
trip — Stephanie's first center ever. The standard foematait in the office, go to the mini
church service, watch the kids’ choir dance, pretend tbleeto hear the kids’ choir sing over
the blaringly obnoxious synthesizer-ridden sound systeait,ivthe office again, drink chai, get
bored and leave. Fortunately, | learned last year whiesited here with John that if | snuck out
during chai, | could drink uji (porridge), and hang out with kids. The porridge here is at least
3.14159265 times better than Makang'wa’s uji, so | have bepmdpto get more ever since last
year's visit.

After the church service, | performed evasive maneuvegsdape an invitation to the
office: first, | stayed outside on the pretense aiclimg the kids' morning drills. Then
Stephanie and | slipped inside with the kids instead cddiéts. We shared a 54” school bench
with three little girls while the class clapped andgsaongs. There is always a child leading the
songs who sings verses that the rest of the cldsr @epeats or replies. After each song leader,
the class sings a little song to choose the next sinbee leader sings about calling a new
person, and the class sings, “Who? Who? Who?” Titeedhfourth singer answered,
“Stephanie!”

| looked over at Steph, and she was happily looking ardwndlassroom. It wasn't until
| nudged her with my elbow that she registered what hetdgen said. She tried to protest, but
after | shoved her off the edge of the bench, she didw& hnywhere to hide. The kids tried to
help her sing an English song, but she sort of floppetDion't tell her | said that.) | was



actually kind of disappointed that they didn't call me upabise | know of two Swahili songs
from the Makang'wa Compassion center that | reddby. li

At that moment, the enemy scout team radioed bac&rtorand, who parachuted into
our camp and fired off round of invitations. | was so sheé: class was already filing out to get
their uji, and | had been captured moments too soon. Téealided us out of the classroom
like prisoners of war, across the compound, and throughathéhat led to the office — the
hallway that just happened to be the staging area for uiji!

Sweet! | swiped a cup of porridge off the table as w&edapast and got to enjoyanhd
jipati. What a morning.

| had been planning on buying bus tickets after our visitGmuat works things out in the
strangest ways. For one thing, Dinna had insisted theg s no way to buy bus tickets more
than one day in advance. Even though we were bringielyévpeople along, we had to wait
until the day before and hope that there were enoughlséatfidiculous. She said the same
thing about the hotels in Dodoma, assuring me that thesene such thing as a reservation and
that there would be plenty of rooms open the night ofeNdane. | decided to buy the bus
tickets today because | know that Dinna is a dirty, noite (see “Day 21”). Stephanie and |
had just made it across the shortcut to Mvumi Missibemwe heard a familiar voice shouting
to us. It was Wilfred Michaelanzi, one of the forenagéthe Amani Center. | have no idea why
he was running to Mvumi instead of walking, but it was titst 6f a series of “coincidences”
that God used today to show me that he likes working big timngde ways. We walked the
rest of the way to the Compassion center togetleewés heading to the grain mill beyond), and
| can’t even remember how our conversation steerell ittsthis direction, but we started talking
about our plans for the rest of the day, and | mentidhe bus tickets. It just so happened that
his cousin was the operator of the eight o’clock bushancbuld guarantee us tickets. On top of
that stroke of “fate,” we left the Compassion Cenaed | asked Stephanie if we could circle
around the village to look for a craftsman to carve ahirgures. We turned a corner and
walked right into the Amani Land Cruiser. Juma had brougig there to be cleaned, and he
was ecstatic to be able to send it back with us becausartted to stay in Mvumi for the
weekend. He also happened to know which wood carver lalkasg about and offered to track
him down for me.

When we got home, there were monkeys everywhere. Jlalsh’'sentence counted the
monkey population at twenty-five, but when they’re runnirguad, it seems like quite a bit
more. And when | got out the can of peanuts that tharAi@enter workers feed them, they
were running around an awful lot. Stephanie and | spent &lbdfiin hour feeding them, taking
pictures, and seeing how brave they would be to get dneupe Some monkeys took peanuts
off my head when | sat low enough for them to reaahnbne of them were willing to climb my
back to get them.

When we were done feeding the monkeys, Sarah was suppdss¢etarrived so that |
could teach her how to type. We need the class radpgrabetized so that it doesn’t take her
twenty minutes to find all the names, and Excel is ns fveend for that. (Sometimes, Excel is
my best friend in general.) Two hours later, she wiasdaen for Africa time, and | went
looking for her. | made it halfway down the lengthlw garden on my way to look for Sarah
when she called to me from the shortcut. | parked lkerdm the patio, took her into the office,
and started teaching her how to type. It was actualjyrin to teach, although there were
some complexities of running Excel that | really couldréicteand had to just fix for her if she



made a mistake. Between the two of us, we got almasthsses typed — a feat, considering
the size of classes there.

| offered to escort Sarah home, and Hayleth, the awak,also headed home. So the
three of us set off together. Seeing as how it wasdy dark, the girls were sure | would be
afraid to go back alone. | told them | wasn't scareaeyTidn't believe it and asked how | could
not be afraid. |told them that I'm not afraid becatit€ie, I'll go to Jesus. Hayleth agreed, but
said that she hoped it would be a long time before logetetet Him. In truth, I'm not scared of
walking back in the dark not because I'm faithful but becBimseocky. | assume that | won't
be attacked by a hyena or a snake. If | ever whene,|tlweuld indeed be scared of dying. But
beyond that feais a deeper knowledge that if | die, | will go with Jessit | can’t imagine not
being scared about the trip.

We got to the fork in the road where Sarah’s and Hlagl@aths diverged. I didn't want
either of them to walk by themselves, so | told them @liahree of us would go to Sarah's,
Hayleth and | would go to her house, and | would walk back yseih This choice turned out
to dwarf meeting Michaelanzi and the car as the greptest of God working big things in little
ways.

When we got to Sarah's house, | thought | sensed sonm@temdy spider senses were
correct. Sarah’s mom met us at the door of the hauseavere leaving and immediately began
a tirade. It was the strangest argument I've ever s8anah’'s mom started yelliagjSarahto
Haylethaboutme. She and Hayleth were the ones exchanging word vwag clear who
Sarah’s mom was mad at and why. She had the courtesi to wabhili, which is a bigger
favor than most people do around here (I had scolded tHaytel Sarah just ten minutes earlier
for speaking Gogo). | caught a few of the words of ttedteconversation. Sarah was in big
trouble. But by the end of the conversation, Sarah's haahtalmed down a little. | apologized
to Sarah before we left and told her that we wouldnétroa Saturdays anymore.

Hayleth and | continued on to her house, and she coultha¢ll was distressed. She
held my hand and told me that things at Sarah’s house goéng to be okay. | asked if Sarah
would be able to keep working as the school secretary, andrided like she would. | was too
scared of the answer to ask if her parents were goibgabher for getting home so late. But
Hayleth just kept talking to me and comforting me and hglany hand until | felt better.

Apparently Hayleth lives very far away because we stopp€dlab Dobogo’s house as
the halfway point of our trip. Hayleth asked Caleb tcoagpany us the rest of the way so that |
wouldn’t get lost coming back. When | walked past the kitclBradisey (the younger of
Caleb’s twin girls) was inside cooking. | greeted had she came out to say hi. | extended my
hand expecting the typical handshake, and she brush&deatand gave me a big hug. It was so
sweet. Earlier this week, she asked me to work on heath, mot because she needs help but
because she likes it. | gave her the seventh gradef¢adioexam, and she, as sixth grader, got
most of them right!

Anyway, Caleb walked with us to Hayleth’s. Along the wayteeted several shadowy
figures who walked past. None of them replied. | assineywere people, | don’t know —
maybe they were really short giraffes. But Caleb g@t at night, many people don’'t want to be
recognized.

“That is why,” he said, “here in Tanzania, we fear peopee than animals at night.”

That weighed pretty heavily on my heart. Caleb isroftery solemn. | realized that in
some ways he reminds me of my dad...like he’s carrying a buhd¢’'s not meant for him. His
first-born son was killed when he was eight yearshelchuse someone gave him poisoned him.



| don’t know if it was intentional or not. But wherewstopped by the house again on my way
back to the Center, | realized something about Gradisksd always thought she looked like
her mom. But that’s because she’s usually smiling.eMilve seen her concentrate or look
serious, she looks more like Caleb.

| asked Caleb not to escort me home because one of us kawaldo walk alone in the
dark anyway, and | didn’t mind it too much. When | walk by effyd get to sing. After visiting
Caleb’s, I'm almost always singing “Oh, Happiness” byidaCrowder because his older twin
daughter is named Happiness. | was feeling unusually eierget started dancing goofily
down the path (it's the only way | know how to dance).

| realized as | was swaying back and forth across thetipaithf | continued to do that
through hyena territory, | would be asking for troubleyeflhs are more likely to attack
something that's injured, and my dancing was a pretty algs@ximation. Of course, if |
continued singing, it would probably think | was dying.

My singing's not actually that bad, but | may have mistetie of my readers, when |
told them I'm in a choir, into thinking that | can singot so. | am almost never in the right key,
and | would have no idea if | was — a fact that David ofeeninds me of during choir practice.
It's awfully discouraging. | do okay when there areeptfuys there and | can lip-synch, but
when I'm the lone male and feel likdaveto be singing. *shudder*

August 1, 2010 Day 29 Sunday

“You said it was semi-serious.”
“Well, it just got a violent shove into serious.”

Three things stopped me from muttering a string of unwbatedanguage as | walked
into the office. The first was a conversation t8tphanie’s family and | had had after one of
our Bible studies about how, when unwholesome talk wasgapent, we could control our
tongues and keep from speaking the same way. The secomndeneasse itself that discourages
such language (Ephesians 4:19). The third was John’s partnag vocome as he left for
Australia: “Keep a fatherly eye on things here.”

I’m not ready to be a father. But | suppose no oneyréall The only teacher is
experience, and tonight was full of it. | was upsetar reasons: the first was that Ndilito
asked to borrow the car. Well, asking didn’t upset miear@, | didn't have a problem with it
because | handed over the keys and wished him safari (g@od travels). What upset me was
that an hour after he took it, Dinna informed me thatvasn't allowed to take the car. Juma
could take him wherever he needed to go on Center busm#sster Center hours, the car was
to stay put. It seems likely that Ndilito knew that wienasked and knew that | didn’t know.

The second thing that upset me was that after | foundewasn’'t supposed to have the
car, | also found out that he wasn’t doing what he naddhe was doing. The hour-long trip to
the village to fix his car turned into an excursion thsitdd until 20pm and (I’'m told) took him
to Mvumi Mission. The welder he supposedly was bringingrdtmahelp him with the car
showed up at the Center and hadn’t seen Ndilito all day.

| suppose it would probably be helpful for readers to know Mtiidito is. He was one of
the original group of people who got together to work towaedXmani Development Center
being developed. He’s a student my age, who has been gasodiege (I think through John’s



sponsorship), but is here at the Center for the sumhiers John’s assistant right now, sharing
his responsibilities when John is here and overseeing tiesponsibilities during John’s
absence. But whatever work of his parallels John’s;Hasacter doesn't seem to. Taking the
Center vehicle, lying about where he was going...

What would a father do?

August 7, 2010 Day 35 Saturday

The best moments in life don't have pictures. They hrappespontaneously and are so
exciting that even if | had a camera at the right matraé the right place, it would only be a
distraction. Jumping across rain trenches on thi teadbur Dodoma hotel, deciding which of
the model houses each of the girls and | were goingeaan when we grew up, splashing
Rehema when | told the girls | just wanted to feeMia¢er of a fountain, meeting old friends by
pure chance at the “state fair,” watching Nyemo and Aliaditto the New Holland salesperson
as if they were seriously interested in buying a tracteeing the girls eat their first bites of real
ice cream by passing around my spoon, having Monika wrench mayaweay from my mouth
and feed herself with it because the grape vendor offeeesemples and not her, riding on the
trailer hitch of a tractor in order to catch a bus,ang Stephanie's conversation immediately
beforehand...

Dinna had told us that we needed to leave the house at 6t@@atch the seven o'clock
bus to Nane-Nane. At 6:30, we asked her if she was raadyshe told us that of course she
wasn't, she was changing Jenny's foot wrap.

“Dinna, it's 6:30.”

“Yu-i”

Dinna ran out of Jenny's, past us, and into her own roaasked her if we should go
ahead of her and let her catch the bus on the tailftglloop. She said of course not. Albert
asked her five minutes later, and she said of course wéshou

So Albert, Stephanie, and | left the house and headed d@wbt~ kilometer driveway.
Someday, I'll pay attention to how long it actually kisalfway down the driveway, we saw
Dinna coming down the driveway on the blue Amani Centetdra It occurs to me now just
how hilarious it would have been if Dinna had been drivimgtthctor instead of riding on it.

But Stephanie and | had a good laugh because of it anyivegminded us of a note in
our Swahili phrasebook that instructed readers to exttezir hand and flap it like a whale's tail
in order to hail a cab. In my favorite comedianadBrRegan's voice, | asked, “Could you
imagine a more ridiculous way to hail a cab?'

*click*

Stephanie and | immediately began scrolling through eiffeanimal’s tails that would
look even more ridiculous on display on the side ofrtda&l. Right before the tractor got to us,
Stephanie stuck her arm out in front of her and spuitral in tight circles because she'd seen
hippos move their tails like that. |told her that hippad much shorter tails, so we tucked our
arms into our sleeves up to the elbow and began makiog, dimy circles. It must have worked
because our blue taxi arrived and stopped for us.

Amani Centerers catch the bus before it actually @etise bus stop because there's an
intersection closer to the Center, and the drivesshare enough to let us on there. We boarded
and rode to the village, where I'm pretty sure everyoneikwas waiting to get on. | don't



even want to pretend tmaginethinking about how many people we squeezed onto that bus.
But among the mass Entrodus were my girls. | reacheif seat numbers as they boarded.

“‘Rehema...B2, Raheli...Al, Monika...C3, Pendo...C4, NyeBib, Carol...A3,
Moleni...you're in the back — H2, Mwajabu...let's seB8.Z

When we got to Dodoma, we had to split up because (surpusg®ise) all the hotels in
Dodoma were full, and we needed a place to stay fanige. Stephanie went out on the hunt
with Mary and Dinna, and the rest of us went with Wdfte Nane-Nane. | did a quick head
count, and we had 13 peopl®h, that's almost enough to fill half a huishought. Not quite.

We got 34 people in. Granted, two of us were children, beiobas was pregnant and another
was significantly overweight. We got to Nane-Nanehaiit any trouble, and | couldn't believe
how short of a drive it was when we didn't break dowmglthe way like we had last year.

Stephanie has pointed out before that even though wecoaditantly, we walk at a
relaxed pace and aren't really getting exercise out dtdtld her that when she needs to walk for
exercise, she just needs to spend a couple days with &ViliHe's a speedy little guy! Albert
and | kept losing track of him, which was a big problem becauseabkéehe only one in our
group who had a cell phone to call Dinna when we needeeéb back up.

We zipped to the grape area, zipped through the zoo, zippedttadte area, and
zipped back out to the entrance to wait for Dinna, StephiMamyg. When they arrived, Steph
wanted to see the animals, so we immediately split ujp aga the same groups, minus
Wilfred, who wanted to get back to Makang'wa tonight.

Albert and | led our own, less-frantically-paced expeditiatih the girls. Nothing very
exciting...for me anyway. The girls were entranced bgwple of dancers. It was ridiculous —
just guys dancing in front of a building to the conventiayathesizer music. After a while, we
met back up with Dinna's party in time for lunch. While were waiting at the tables, | took a
couple toothpicks and tried to skewer flies with them. dhti | did it to amuse everyone else,
but | became very focused on it. No success.

But | did successfully eat rice. I've had a lot of trouttheking it down since the end of
last year’s trip. | thought it would go away after aryefh of rice-eating, but my first rice dinner
this was just as bad as my last rice dinner last yeartunately, | am a brilliant psychologist. |
didn’t order rice. When everyone else had finished ealtiggbbled down the remainder of their
portions. Stephanie reminded me that | don’t even lilee ric

“No...but I loveleftovers.”

After lunch, we wandered around some more, picked up pataphient for a swim.
hehehe. | was the only one who went swimming becauseafiusewere wearing swimsuits,
there was no pool, and I'm ridiculous. We walked btle Ibool with a fish fountain coming out
the top and frog statues around the edge. | felt the \watesplashed the girls, and they dared
me to walk in. | took off my shoes and pretended to. Shipervisor of the fountain saw me and
immediately told me that | could indeed swim. | asked $eweral times, asked the girls if | was
understanding him correctly, and still went in very tilpjidvaiting to get yelled at. | love
Africa. | never could have gotten away with that in Aiceer But | waded across the frog's
backs, splashed my face in the fish fountain, aridnfeéhe pool.

| was trying to wade my way around the pool, but the rot¢ked to step on were deeper
than | thought. | went in up to chest level, and whemiecaut, we found the water-pressed
contents of my pockets that | had forgotten to empty dtie only tragedy was a notebook. The
notebook I'm writing in, actually. So if you'd like a m@thentic journal experience, print this
page off, color it pink (the cover bled through), and letuader a sprinkler.



After my swim was when we went to see a replica efideal village water system.
Raheli and | walked around and decided where everyone is goling. Carol will be the
headmistress of the school and live there, Rahell &nel under the water tower on a butte
looking over the rest of the village, Rehema livethmsix-story bank, and Albert lives under a
bridge. His bathroom is on the other side of towhebas to commute.

More walking, more fun, more pictures, and here we ttigeahotel, ready to not go to
bed. Stephanie and | brought games and Skittles.

August 9, 2010 Day 37 Monday

“Jesus, I've forgotten the words that you have spoken. Promises thed lwithin my heart
have now grown dim. With a doubting heart I've followed the paths dfiyeaisdom. Forgive
me for my unbelief, renew the fire again.
Lord, have mercy. Christ, have mercy. Lord, have mercy orLord, have mercy.
Christ, have mercy. Lord, have mercy on me.
| have built an altar where | worship things of man. | have taken joutheyshave
drawn me far from you. Now | am returning to your mercies doefrfg. Pardon my
transgressions, help me love you again.
Lord, have mercy. Christ, have mercy. Lord, have mercy orLord, have mercy.
Christ, have mercy. Lord, have mercy on me.
| have longed to know you and your tender mercies like a river of foegseever
flowing without end. | bound my heart before you in the goodness of youngaegeur grace
forever shining like a beacon in the night.
Lord, have mercy. Christ, have mercy. Lord, have mercy orLord, have mercy.
Christ, have mercy. Lord, have mercy on me. Lord, have m€fuyst, have mercy. Lord,
have mercy on me. Lord, have mercy. Christ, have mercy. hard,mercy on mé.

“Mercy” in Swabhili is “rehema.” “Rehema” in Swahil one of the young girls in my
choir. One of the young girls who made a very serisimdul mistake. | don't feel compelled to
share what that mistake was, but | found out aboutatldest night. | was sitting out on the patio
burning things when Stephanie came out. It was the enar dfig weekend long trip, Stephanie
and | were both tired and ready to go to bed, we had tapgietr school this morning, and
despite all that, something was weighing so heavily on &tegls heart that she couldn’t wait
another minute. During dinner, she had asked what a ps&hnsaitd do if they're told something
then told not to share it with another person whdabty deserved to know. She had been told
this particular something over the weekend, when she angl\wiae looking for hotel rooms
apart from the rest of the group. | gave her the &@dte | could, pretty sure that the person
who deserved to know the secret was me. Stephanie taldatnehen she had first heard the
story, she had almost stopped breathing. When she toldainagst vomited.

In fact, since | woke up this morning I've begantingto vomit, to have some sort of
true physical pain to match the spiritual and emotional et | felt inside. Three times today,
| was crying at school. When people asked what was widalg, them that | was sick. | was
walking from school to church with Stephanie, Rehemé&geRaand a couple other seventh
grade girls who live in that direction, and Rehemalgfeople, happened to be the first one to
ask what part of me was sick.

“Moyo.”



The girls laughed a little bit about that — the usual answ8Nhat part of you is sick?”
is “headache” or “stomachache.” | guess they hadrieard about heartache before and
thought it was funny. | actuallyied to vomit then to prove that something was truly wrong.

Even so, | feel that if | had heard this same news gw& a few months ago, it would
have broken me. | would have collapsed emotionally, mayba physically — stayed in bed for
days lamenting over the loss of innocence, the los®pé, the loss of touch with reality. |
warned Stephanie on the way over to Tanzania thally cedn't know anybody, even the ones
who can speak English. I've only spent four months sitiage, and | can't understand
anything that's communicated verbally. | told her that@tain, | knew that for certain, but
deep down | didn't believe it. | wanted to trust that ngnfils here were who | thought they
were. And | was heartbroken when they weren't.

But God has done something in me — maybe is still doingviten | heard the story, |
went into fight mode. | may not know my girls, buefuse to stop caring about them. | tried to
remember everything | could from the Bible about how to confsin in the church. When
Rehema started to pull away from the group walking hordéhaad to her own house, | held her
back and took her into the church. Stephanie and Ralelvéx us in. Stephanie knew what
was going on, but Raheli didn’t. She came over to ¢ineer of the building | took Rehema to.
She didn’t even have to ask to know that it was betwezand Rehema. Raheli went back to
sit with Stephanie, who was already busy praying for me.

| said the six Swabhili words that | had been reheardirdag, and both of us started
crying. | told her | needed to know what happened, andnstigut protest, took my notebook
and pen and started writing. Afterward, | told Stephdma¢ It need to stay home from school
tomorrow because | don't want to see Rehema again'vatitanslated her letter and written a
(translated) reply.

August 11, 2010 Day 39 Wednesday

| got made fun of for crying when | thought Mary was dyingjot scolded for crying
when nobody was dying.

The trigger event happened today at school. Stephanievear@ Idecommissioned. |
guess what happened could more realistically be callest@mal transfer, but it felt just like
being fired. It was so simple too, so heart-breakinghpke. Caleb Dobogo walked into the
office and said, “I think it will be good for you to stop¢hang Standard VII.”

The national exams are coming up, they want all tin@estts to do well on them, and
they know Stephanie and | aren't teaching to or for thenexSo they're going to take over all
the instruction. | shouldn’t be surprised. Even fromfits¢ day of school, | knew we didn't
have time to reach the Vlis. But | refused to acdepit's the class with my choir girls, with the
other girls I've been playing football with for two yeasgth the boys I've been hanging out with
and having math contests with after school. They&ettly grade that | actually know their
names (although I am a little iffy on the Emmanuel$ Barakas).

And | know that every time | walk past the room and tis kre sitting there without a
teacher, | won't be able to stop myself from thinking tl@uld be in there teaching. | know
that when they score poorly on the national exanbd'langry. If their way of teaching doesn't
work anyway, why can't | teach them something that ngttd&ut how do | argue that when I'm
just a visitor who's supposed to be helping the school insteagposing it?



But that broke me. The fighting me that was willingcemfront Rehema, the relentless
me that was willing to share the Gospel with Mwajabergday until she believes, the me that
could sing “Hero” by Skillet all day every day, is gone.

| lasted until choir. | lasted through the first sodg soon as we started singing the
second one, | had to go around the side of the chuhtihnolt even sure why | lost it then instead
of earlier in the day. Maybe it was just the readifyseeing the girls sing and dance and knowing
that it would seem like such a short time before g@pff to secondary school, just like it was
such a short time that | got to teach the Vlls. Anyveagund the side of the church, | prayed
and cried a couple tears and just hit my head against the(@ain't worry - | hit it lightly and
was wearing a bandana that cushioned my head.)

| only allowed myself a minute or two there before | dedito pull myself together and
think about the positive things that will come out of 8itsation. Stephanie and | are going to
start teaching Standard 1V to keep our workload at thresedasWe already know plenty of
Stanard IV kids who come watch choir practices. |daleifinitely make the most of this
opportunity. Back to choir | went.

By the end of the next song, | was around the otherodittee church sobbing. | didn’'t
even try to stand up, but curled up on the ground at the bése church wall. | had about three
minutes by myself before a flock of kids showed up. Thatched me, curious at first then
giggling a bit. But when | kept crying, they went and gophel

David was the first one to come over. He asked whatwvang, and just having to say
what | was thinking made the tears start flowing witierged intensity. He told me | could just
stay there and cool down. But when | hadn't cooled daftem a few minutes, Mary came over
to me. She also asked what was wrong, but after | eslagshe told me to stop crying. She said
that | was going to make the other kids cry, and thattineeded to come back and sing. She
told me that last year too, when | had a similar breakdatwour crusade in Idifu village. It's
like seeing me cry is as much a shock to their cultuseamg them laugh in the hospital
emergency room was for me.

At that point, everything from the past week came crasthovgn, and everything that |
had dealt with jumped right back into the out-of-consqaiere of my life. | asked Mary why she
had never told me about Rehema. | wondered what elsghddn’t told me about the other
girls in choir, why no one thought | deserved to know wiet happening with the people | care
about the most, what | actually expected to do whed kdow...

Mary didn't understand; I'm not even sure | was makingeskesause | was so upset.
But Mary promised that she and David and | would talk abdambrrow. But what can she do
— storm into the head teacher’s office and demand thagigtate me in the VII classroom
because | was crying? Can she go back in time and rdmakiecision not to tell me? Would |
want her to if she could?

Still, the hope of tomorrow’s conversation was enoteghring me back to choir. | was
still on the verge of tears, but | filed everything ie thack of my mind and just kept singing. |
don’t know for sure, but I think that | actually sang dielpbecause | was about to cry. I'd
better not tell anyone that, or they’ll be trying todfways to hurt my feelings.



August 14, 2010 Day 42 Saturday

| don’t know what it takes to be a world-class photographa | do know what it takes
to be a world-class idiot: climbing twenty-six feet upuduyu tree that | just saw a snake in to
find out if | would be able to get a good picture of theeBam Torch from that vantage point.

The Freedom Torch seems to be as big of a deal in Tanaamthe Olympic Torch would
be in America. I'm not sure how often it comes toklsiag’'wa, but | remember Mary helping
organize something for it during one of my previous trips.s Ththe first time it has ever
stopped at the Amani Center. Many people are talkingtdimw it will “put Amani Center on
the map.” Maybe they're right. Whatever the cdséin asked me to take pictures of the event
to share with him.

| was getting very nervous about climbing the tree agadaulse | wasn’t sure how | had
made it the first time without falling. | told Stephatiat | was nervous, and she told me not to
climb it. But | needed to. | don’t know why, but I conlidback down from climbing the ubuyu
tree again just because | was scared. Maybe | shoudkdhaalva healthy respect for that fear.
What does a twenty-six foot fall do to a person?

The Freedom Torch planners saved me. They didn’'t waninanyaking aerial photos
from the tree or the water tower that | had also ledichup (much more safely because it had a
ladder that was built for climbing it). They had one #peplace they wanted us to take
pictures from, and they didn’t want us anywhere elggeaally because we weren’t Tanzanians.
It was the first time I'd ever been lookddwnon because I'm from America. Usually, | get
celebrity status because of it. It made me reallyepgie the size and simplicity of the small
village of Makang'wa. It also reminded me that | don'ttisalarly like the scale and impersonal
nature of national government. It will good to be awai that natural dislike so that | can keep
it in check when I'm applying for a passport extension.

When the torch arrived in a blaze of vehicles, it wlaar that this was a pretty big deal
for the country. A cluster of guards surrounded the tatuie)ding it so that people could barely
see the torch, let alone touch it.

But for all the talk and show, Stephanie and | did indee@gjebrity status. As soon as
the torch left the crowd, one of the security guardseguitephanie and me along, took us to the
transport truck, and even let us touch the torch.

August 18, 2010 Day 46 Wednesday
| couldn’t decide which of the many lines I've thought of totappen with. But since |
also can't think of anything to write after the opening ljteday’s entire journal will consist of

a variety of opening lines. Enjoy.

I'd better be careful. If | keep having this much suceg¢dmttom-down teaching, I'll end up in
administration.

Apparently, | broke my toe before | came to Africaaldo, apparently, thought it hurt.

| jump once for every minute | teach.



Football season starts Septemid&rid Americaand Tanzania.
For someone with moderate to high pyrophobia, | haveetamany irons in the fire.
“He’s getting beat like he stole something.”
I’m thinking about firing my secretary and planning on givieg an eight-week pay advance.

You know you're starting to pick up a foreign language whangan throw a pity party for
yourself. You know you've really picked it up when you cash talk during ultimate football.

| generally don't like corporations. For corporatidhat make two-liter bottles of water, | make
an exception. If that same company also makes icencilesupport it like a charity.

We’re getting our first school holidays this week. And whsay “we,” | mean “Stephanie.”
I've heard of eating disorders, but | think | might haveeating disability.

"You turned away when | looked you in the eye and hesitated when |fagkedvere alright.
Seems like you're fighting for your life, but why, oh why? Wide ewathe middle of your
nightmare — you saw it coming, but it hit you out of nowhere. And shedeays scars when you

fall that far.

We lose our way, we get back up again. It's never too late to geupaadain. And one day,
you gonna shine again; you may be knocked down, but not out forever. We loag,oue et
back up again. It's never too late to get back up again, so get up, getowpgenna shine

again. You may be knocked down, but not out forever.
This is love calling, love calling, out to the broken. This ig loadling. This is love calling, love
calling, | am so broken. This is love calling.
We lose our way, we get back up again. It's never too late; you maobked down but not
out forever?

Mosquito Defense Plan 2.0 seems to be as big a failurée&MD, 1.1, 1.2, 1.3, and 1.4.

| need two shirts made for when I'm in Africa: onattays “NEVER SERIOUS” and another
that says. “HIGHLY DISTRACTABLE".

Africa seems to inspire me to write titles to books thadn’t anticipate ever having time to
write.

The longer | wait to check email, the longer | wanivit to check email.

I’m teaching a school full of Canadians.

“We're gonna change the way we run. We’re gonna change the way we block.gdvma
change the way we tackle.”



Swabhili Dance Party, Take |

For someone obsessed with truth, | wasn’t as hondstaisted to be with Mary.

August 21, 2010 Day 49 Saturday

The other day, the only thought | had as we walked todakas, “Wow, if | didn’t know better,

I would say that it's going to rain today.” (The nidpafore, Craig and | had asked someone if it EVER
rained during the dry season. Interpreting the extended lawagideead shaking and “No...” as a
negative response, | was fairly convinced that we woulzin'seeing any rain until later in the year when
the “rainy season” begins.) When we arrived at schoeldély started moving at its usual pace and |
totally forgot about the condition of the skies and the heavyl@ot caught up in checking student
notebooks and trying to figure out how to write “Why don’'t yauteVANYTHING | tell you to write?!!”

in Swabhili. | started getting discouraged and thoughtttieatay was going to just go downhill from
there...

...until Craig motioned to me from across the school yaddséarted emphatically mouthing the
words “It’s raining! It's raining!” | laughed and shook myatkand glanced back down at my work. Out
of the corner of my eye, | could see him still looking mediion. | finally looked back up and he
mouthed the words “I'm SERIOUS!” | thought he was ja&ing around with me, knowing that | LOVE
RAIN and thinking it would cheer me up...he was certainly abrirethinking it would cheer me up, but
he certainlywasn’tjoking! | jumped up and ran out the door, hands in theodeel the drops, just to
make sure that he wasn'’t pulling my leg. To my surpase utter delight), | felt the rain falling. It
wasn't a lot and definitely couldn’t be considered a daywmpbut the little sprinkling rain drops were
enough for me. There was no way my day could be bad wdthibugh | am not looking forward to
having raineveryday and adding humidity to our heat, this bit of rain edslarating, invigorating, and
very exciting! | went through the rest of the day vétepring in my step and feeling like there wasn’t
anything that could happen to bring me down.

A couple days later, | was reminded of one of the reaswngding to be able to live here for a
year. While it will be tough, it will be wonderful—espdtyaf | can find things to laugh about. | was
sitting in the church with some of the girls from choir wtraig was in a meeting next door. | was
trying to remember that even these moments together ofuileiationship and trust were important,
but it was hard not to zone out and think about wantingad heme. Then, Raheli (one of my favorites,

if that's allowed[from Craig: clearly, Steph hasn’t read my journalsutl®nna. It's allowed] asked me



a very earnest question; serious concentration wagwatt over her face. “Stephanie,” she asked in
Swalhili, “are there black people in America?” She wary relieved and delighted to hear that there
indeed were, and she even did a little dance aftendetut a loud shriek of joy. | giggled but had to
reflect on it for a while to realize just how hilariousdtually was.

And | didn’t stop smiling for the rest of the evening.

Stephanie and | at Cairo’s most famous Stephanie and | at Cairo’s second most
landmark. famous landmark.

A typical walk home after choir. Stephanie and | using our Mzungu status to
hold Tanzania’s torch.




