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June 18/19/2Q Flying to Angola

At long last we are onw way! Six of us from
the Church of Our Saviour, Milford, NH, are
winging our way across the Atlantic to Ondjiva,
Angola: Richard and Dawn Formica, Martha ang
Frank Manley, Elizabeth Rotch, and I. A group
folks from COOS come out to see us off. Sr.
Warden Peter Ten Broeck and his wife Suzy are
there. So is Parish Administrator Valerie
Hungerford. So are parishioners Bill and Evie
Mar ot and Elizabet hos
really terrific driver meets us and takes us to
Logan Airporti a smooth starOn arrival, Susan _
Lassen of ERD meets us and we await our flight-="

| am really impressed with Air France. Excellent crew, both ground and air. And, wonder of
wonders, a fine dinner on board. Mustantbbed chicken, French camembert cheese, the works
T not your typical airline food.

Arrival in France brings surprises. This is
encountered. The guy looked at my passport, asked not a single question, and waved me through.
Luggage pickup was swift, then, at brealeck peed, a van ride to the hotel. (And I thought
Quebec drivers weredt) First surprise: hishilt 1 40. 00!! Second surprise
have our reservation. Phone calls, some shoiitangd we had our rooms. Third surprise: the
rooms. |l 6ve seen | arger jail cell s! Bunk beds

| suppose | neetb record a fourth surprise. France looks much more American than |
expected. I was t hinki ngiafdgvha lifourtd was dig freeways,Eur o p
chain stores, all the Ausual o hotel br#édndséin
the signs wéaeddothendFreecé di dndt careen ar o
stockcarracer§ youé6d swear youbd never | eft home.

After some chance to settleinand sleepabiegl i t t 1 e bité) | took a v
of the hotel. We were staying in Villepinte, a far suburb northeast of Paris. As it turhsodat,
out. We figured that, by the time we had an h
and | eaving time for anerylitiletime forsightsdaeiag or lindhe o ut |,
So we stayed Aclose to homeo a n-themedréstagamt, ar oun
the ABuffalo Grill. o6 Sur e Ehamburgens, etétbitthe f ar e wa
prices were surely not! Tlse hamburgers worked out to $17.00 US daahd there were plenty
of items on the menu that would have pushed t



atmosphere, not anything fancy or special. Atdoty c k | unch at Dennyos, ec
had fun.Our waiter knew not a word of English, so we had to order by pointing at menu items

and taking a stab at our high school French. It was kitschy and a hoot. Another walk afterwards

and we returned to our hotel for a aghen to the airport to catch ouext flight, to Addis

Ababa.

Our time at the airport proved interesting. We ran into an American/Canadian (dual citizen)
solder who was returning to Djiboutiforapedce e pi ng mi ssi on Atrying t
|l raq. 0 He hhRkdo slbmav dadfthahragskedisomelscared kid insidéut he
also shared some highly critical opinions as to what the U.S. was doing @msdeabout

President Bush. This isndét what | O6ve experien
keep their opinionto themselve$ or are supportive of whatever mission they are part of. There
were a |l ot of Aur ban | ed tingsthat, mpnsense was, were nbto h i s
true. We ended up buying him dinner. Only now we were at the airport and obadbdrger

was superceded in price by a $29 ham sandwich
The bill for the 8 of Jiuos3$400iUB.cOLch!dAndtigs was natlat wa s

a fancy place. Just the airport acting like Disney Wotthowing they have you over a barrel
and youodore stuck.)

Checked in at Ethiopian Airlines. All went smooth until our plane arrived late from its
previous flight. And, instead of a Boeing 767, we ended up on a much smaller 757. Not a full
flight, so it turnedout OKi but this was awld plane. Pretty beat up. Great food and service,
thoughi and the Ethiopian flight attendants wepdte attentive

This was our first truly multcultural experience. There was a mixture of every culture on the
planei a womanin native African dress, African businessmen speaking who knows how many
language$ and then there were the flight announcements on the plfwrst in Amharic, the
official language of Ethiopia, then wrery brokerEnglish, difficult to follow.

At 7:30a . m. |l ocal time Friday, we ilhfasgcibend at Addi
experience. The building itself is quite new and modldoat inside was our first real taste of
Africa. A whole variety of native costumes were in evidence. The duty fredoaiezd a bit like
an oldworld bazaar. And right alongside were Islamic prayer rooms for men and women. They
had an Internet cafiébut the Internet connection was doamthis occasionThen, at checin
for our flight to Luanda, we had pandemonium. éast of an orderly line called by rows, there
was a rush by one and all to make the plane. Boarding passes were nevethakei to get to
the gate they had to be shown just as at security in the USA.

The flight to Luanda itself was fascinating. We l@atb7 this time' a new and nice plarie
but, unlike the flight from Paris, chock full. Near us were a number of young Angolan women
returning from BangkokBehind the young womeihand taking up at least half the planeere
Chinese construction workers being flown in to work on the Angolan infrastructure: roads and
bridges.



June 207 Arrival in Luanda

At last, we landed in Luanda. It all went exactly as Internet blogs said it wauldn a
sense, smoother than we anticipated. Our luggage showed up right away, and passage through
the Green Zone at customssaairly routine.

We wee met outside by two driversoint he bi shopds office who pil
truck and drove us into town. Both were delightful. The driver of our car was Jesus (pronounced
the same in Portuguese as in Englisho t -Aidi@ssd0 i n Spanish). Wedd be
Luandaodés frenetic traffic and it |ived up to
of traffic lights and would cross over to the wrong side of the road to get around stopped traffic.
Hawkers peddled ewghing from fruit to knapsacks to a fd#éngth mirror the whole way along
the route. When they spied our car full of wh
buying.

We passed block after block of dilapidated apartment buildings anddiishacks all with
laundry hangingrbmthe balconies. Yet even the poorest dwelling seemed to sprout a satellite
dish to pick up TV signals. I 6m jumping ahead
why. Only two of the six channels seemed lodalo others seem to be Braziliar Portuguese
stations A movie channel and a sports channel rounded out theifine

At last wepulled up to our hotél an older
guesthousealled thePensadratima. Cold
water shower$ with no shower curtaing!
andsimplefurnishings. But the beds seemed
OK'i and they actually have a rather nice
veranda serving snacks and drifikand, at
night, a decent dining room (it was the nices
part!).

We 0 | | have to make
uptomorrow, though. We are being met at
4:00 a.m. to go to the airport for a very early
TAAG flight to Ondjiva.

June 217 Flying to Ondjiva

This is a day that | will not soon forget. If the international side of the Luanda airport is
confusingly freneticthe domestic side ,iso Western eyegure chaoslt all works, mind you
but is very different from a domestic terminal back holebegin with, you do not arrive via
the (relatively) nice main roadyou pass amongmshackldhousego arrive at alustyterminal
Theb i s h o p 6 sMadogias iSantodichat commendable job of shepherdimgthrough the
maze,and K0n we are on our way.

The plane itself is fairly well-maintained looking 737 and the flight, some of which is
ove ruggedly beautiful mountain terrain, is smooth and uneventful.

AtOnd | i v a owe reeeiveragogous, warm welcome from Fr. Elias and his driver,
Tony. After a long wait for our luggagerfd a goocthance to begin getting to know our hosts)
we begin the drive into central Ondjiva, about 5 km southeast of the airport.



Ondjiva is ashock evenifyaguhi nk youbére ready for ifti. It 0
and desperately poor in a way words cannot possibly describe. The poverty in Luanda seems
al most Aluxuriousodo by comparison. These peopl
Picturesan fAkind of obutesictrd$ et h d elwndredsif heamithate e f f e ct
makes its mark. There are some newer, decent buildings initawgovernment related in one
way a another. The new hospital imazingly good looking. The only problenv,e 6 r e t ol d, [
that it has little medicine and, for lack of sufficient beds, is overcrowded. One must often be
content to sleep on the floor.

When we arrive at thBensao
Tropical, our guest house, we are
surprised to discover i
rooms areclean, the beds are
comfortable, there are both hot and cold
running watefi and everything seems to
work. We settle in, have breakfast and

await Tonyds return. We
experience something that will become a
theme by weekds end: Af
i séAfrican time. Everyt
minutes late.

His tour of thebairros of Ondjiva is heartending. Our first stop is the church, which is
exactly as expected given the pictureg§ wedve
deep in the headf an unbelievably poor neighborhood, and surrounded by chickens, goats, and
atedup boar. (More on the Il atter in due ti meé)

We now drive pagpbonds of brackish water where people are bathing and washing clothes by
beating them on rocks. Our diesition is the open air market. It is vast, dusty, crowidadd

l ined with wares that are (I know | 6m overusi
goats for sale. Salted fish. Flour in open b&jsthing, CDs, electronics, food, a vast assortment
of things 16d never seen or heard of.

It was here, however, that |
began to observe closgp
somet hing 1 6d hg¢
experienced the sheer happiness
of the Angolan people. Thewk
on pennies a day, hawethingi
and theyexudegjoy. They laugh,
they smile, they are unfailingly
friendly. Andyet, they are
immensely poud of their country.

On the way back, we stop at a
bairro to see its communal well,
which serves 300 families. It is




verybarebones and the water it accesses is brown and must be purified to prevent cholera.
Barefoot children play, batereasted womenur se, andéyes, everyone se
that seems so incongruent with thesperatelypoor surroundings.

We arrive back at the guest house just in time to see a large, squealing pig delivered. Just
outside my room, a horror show unfolds as the atpuirn unearthly loud and desperatend
then stop. Oh. My . Go dt.o mMmihgehytodvre muadrknbw asibgaluigkd er
must be killed so we can eat ibut hearing it just outside your bedroom window is not
appetizing.

We have andur of so to freshen up before returning to the church to be greeted by Fr. Elias,
the childrends choir, and the Mot herds Union.
sang, they danced, they ululated, there were tears and hugs and welcomuhgspand a tour
of the desperately poor facilities. Saddest part: the réwily school had had its roof torn off by
a recent storm. Al |l t haitandnwodoodse, anrihis subbsistenceé t wa s
economy there is no such thing as insurance

Fr. Elias concludes by proudly showing us
the gift St. Andreods
feast.Theyare slaughtering the wild boar and !
the goat so they may become our lunch
tomorrow.Still not used to such thingkjust
hope they donét do i [
least aurally) witness to one slaughter is enou===
for a day. '

of us meet to plan Sunday. There will be eigh§= 3
baptisms gift exchange$ and a sermon by &
me, preached in English and translated into = L Sl e X -
Portuguese. Today bdeen (here | go again) unbellevable But tomorrow promlses to be more
memorable still.

Some Random Observations

e Electricity here i§ how bestto sayitPpr i mi t i ve. Though power cu
as | had been led to expect, voltage variatiosasaa issue as well. There are not many
blackouts but -didwms o happen regularly. Voltage s
El'iasd house (about which more shortly) we

out the candles and keep going. At oninphe put on the TV and every light dimmed as
if it were drawing massive power to operate.

e Gasoline here is comparatively cheap. As | write this, it is $4.00 a gallon in the U.S. Here
it is 29 kwanzas a liter about 40¢. This puts it at about $1.50 #oga BUT imagine
paying this price on the level of income these people have.iTtheevery poor have no
cars. But even those who do have jobs and indoat®mut 20% of the populatidnmake
a tenth of what we do. By the way, as in Mexico, there is omdybrand the
government owned Sonangol.



e Back to electricity for a moment. There are no light fixtures or lamps here that | have
seen. Light comes in one of two ways: a bare light bulb hanging from the ceiling or a
fluorescent bulb, also bare. Only etairport have | seen actual fixtures for the
fluorescents.

e Today has begunverychillyl wasnoét expecting this and di
itdos in the 40s. Of course there is no cli
wrap myselfm a blanket. As | write this it is early Sunday morning. The sounds outside
are indicative of the culture. At dawn a rooster crows. Shortly thereafter some of his
compatriots are noisily slaughtered. | can
man is chopping wood for a cooking fire. Suddenly, modern civilization intrudes. A jet
takes off from Ondjiva airport and roars overhé&acery lowoverhead. The noise seems
incongruous in a place so primitive.

e Roads here are mostiell below Western
stendardsi but the Chinese are rapidly
rebuilding and the road from the airport to
town is quite good though not yet
finished. Signs follow the European
standard and are surprisingly good.
Streets and directions are walbrked
here in Ondjiva. Less coissently so in
Luanda where street signs are often
mi ssing. |l 6d hate to taltk
Luandai it is a confusing tangle of narrow
streets and it would be easy to get lost.

e |l am reminded everywhere of Ambagdledor ETf i
here:capacity The simple things we take for granted simply do not exist here or must be
Ascratched for. o The pork | é#awast onight wa
slaughtered just outside the restaurant earlier the same day. Multiulbisistence way
of living by 1,000 and you get the picture
You have to do it yourself by whatever means you have available. It helps me appreciate
the network of support we dxisthege. so for gran

June 227 An Extraordinary Day

This has been an extraordinary day. This
morningi ok, this half day we made joyful and
powerful Euchaist with our new friends at St.
Andre. The service began with song after song
spirited singing and native danciindhe
ululating women raising the tin roof. Then a
more formal opening hyminnot familiar, but
with the words in front of me possible talk up.
The opening Collect for Purity was prayed in
Portuguese and then we sang@®ieria to the
tune of the Battle Hymn of the Republic. Beforg




proceeding to the liturgy of the word, Fr. Elias set in
motion a wonderful and emotional welcome
ceremony irboth song and dance. He recounted the
history of the parish translated for us by Marib
then spoke of our emerging relationship. In the
context of this we presented our gifts. First we
vested the altar in the altar cldttand it fit perfectly.
Then wepresented Elias with the stole and chasuble.
He wept as he donned them, visibly moveshd
these too fit perfectly. Lastly we distributed the

2 dovesi and there were very nearly enough to go
around Women hung them from their ears. Men wrapped the staogdatheir shirt buttons.
Children wore them in their hair or around their wrigtgeryoneseemed to treasure his or her
Afruits of the Spirito dove. Mario then read
symbolism of each item.

Now began the Litigy of the Word. Two lessons in Portuguese were followed by a
Portuguese ver si on idhentheldospel, hickelaead imBnglish Ar t 0
followed by Elias in Portuguese. My sermon followed. Elias himself provided a spirited
rendition of the trarlation. Somehow my version seemed tame alongside his, which was
accompanied by wild gesticulations and much body language. In the midst of it, the Wind of the
Spirit was made evident in more ways than biseit most noisily it blew the twisted roof of the
school back into place (crash!!) just as | wa
and marveled. There are still repairs to be niade 6 s n olut the symholism could not
have been more powerful.

Now followed Holy Baptism. Fr. Eliaked the presentation and examination and blessed the
wateri but | did the baptizing: eight children inafi,i n e | Nome de Pai, de F|
Sant o. ThAemwater'may have been brown and in a plastic bowl set atop a plastic stool
but | dareay God worked more powerfully at this humble font than in the most impressive
marble cathedral font anywhere. Each family was ecstatic that their visiting Am@rieam i em
Chr i lat lwagdtized their child.

A long sharing of the Peace followed. | shook
ewrysinglehandi La Paz d ©ffel@hyr i
singing followed as, first, all filed forward to give
their monetary offeringc
Union brought forward baskets of the food that
would become our postervice feast. The boar was
still cooking outside, but in came the potatoes and pg
the tomatoes and the flour and the vegetables and
Af-douo (-racalpaste that is a staple of the
diet here) the produce of the meager lands of the
people. More shouts of joy. More dancing. More i
ulula o ns . I f God |l oves a cheerful giver, Godoés
surely is poured out upon these people. They had little toi g they gave what they had with
utter and absolute delight.

Mot her




Now | celebrated the Eucharist for them, with Fr. Elias providing the transdatid the
Holy, Holy, Holyi or Santo, Santo, Sanito Portugues& we sang another moving version,
again exuding joy in a way not paralleled by our tentative singing of the same texts back home.
By now, Fr. Elias could see that my Portuguese was pagsaht&so he invited me to do the
Fraction in Portuguese. The people clapped in
appreciation for my attemtwhich I think | got
largely right.

Communion followed, the chalice being
borne, at Fr. Eliasdo invit
Manley. Isaii O Cor pestneoChr
' Portuguese she said fiThe Bl ood ¢
English.

We were now three hours into the service
andthe best was yet to come. What happened
now was powerful beyond telling. It is their
custom that all the children who do not receive
communioncome forward for a blessing. Elias
asked me to bestow those blessings, and so | did.
At first it was childreri’ but soon every single person there came forward wanting a blessing too.
All the while more African song and clapping and swaying. At last ldwng general blessing
camei but we were not done yet. Fr. Elias asked any who wished a laying on of hands for
healing to come forward. | could not
comprehend their requests, but |
briefly prayed for each and easily
60-70 came forward. They seemed <
moved to havéi e | Pai Am
praying over them, even if | could na
understand their requests and they
could not understand my prayers.
And the singing
onéand on, each -
and heartfelt than the last. It was all S
could do to gethrough the prayers |
was so moved by the singing going
on in the background.

Finally, almost antclimactically,
the closing hymn was sung in
procession: AFat
who hast plantedp
By now | could sing Portuguese wit
confidence and | let fly with gusto |
and was 10 feet off the grouincand
tired enough after fouplus hours to
collapse into it.

We shook every hand at the doo



fand then the youth and the Motherds Union for
You would have thought royalty had come. The welcome was simply overwhelming.

After some time to finish preparations, we were presented with our feast. Yes, the meat was
gristly and bony (though very flavorful), the potatoes bland, the rice good, the vegetabie
about which we had to be careful given our western stomabtishere again the hospitality
was generous and heartfelt beyond belief.

After all this, there was only one choice as to what next totd&e a nap! This done, we
reconvened as a groupthe evening to reflect on the day and consider what lies ahead.
Tomorrow, ouri tdNamactandefiSantaeGlad, ahdrthie pnémorial to King
Mandume, the tribal chief who is the local hero.

June 237 Out to the Bush

This day gets off to an&uspicious staitl st ep in the shower, turn
have no running water. | am desperately filthy from yesterdayd the day ended too late for a
pre-bedtime shower. Now | get no morning shower either. | end up giving myself a spahge ba
with the expensive (cold!!) bottled water meant for drinking and brushing teeth. A&olidte
shave out of a mug of such water is all | can manage. It is immensely unsatisfying.

By now | have learned there is a morning routine here mwise. At 4:30 an. | am
awakened by a crowing rooster just outside my window. At 6:00, a jet roars off from Ondjiva
Airport T seemingly not more than 100 feet overhead. By 7:00 construction noise$ laeglin
the slaughtering of the dahgréisnowaniatianktesasne We go
omelet, the same instant coffee, no juice. They have cereal, but the milk to put on it is not
pasteruized so | go with the omelet. Tony, our driver, arrives what is becoming the standard 40
minutes late and off we go.

Our first stop is to change dollars into kwanzas. Today we get 75 to the dollar. We will need
them as we expect to pay our guest house for
cashonly society. They have no credit cards or chéckaly wads oftash and no coins. A
kw200 note is worth $2.33. It takes lots of these to do most anything.

Now we begin to head south for Namacunde, 25 km (15 miles) from Ondjiva in the direction
of the Namibian border. Before ERD bought the local Nets for Life offé@/B vehicle, Fr.
Elias had to walk or hitchhike. We arrive to find a tiny village, at the center of which is an
enormous treé and under the tree the congregation awaits us. Singing erupts. Dancing.
Ululations. Joy. On aintel@aavallcexemony allavereagainonly i s Sa
now with an additional layer of language barrier: these people speak Qual¢cama, the tribal
|l anguage of the fAmeat eaterso of the Namibial
their tribal language, and nBortuguese. Even Elias needs translation by his local catechist,
Tobias. More singing, more dancingnd then | speak, this time translated by a Namibian who
knows English as well as Qualcama. | am greeted like an ambassador, a rock star. Our stay is
extended as the people refuse to let us leave.



At last we doi but the damage of their extended welcome is done. By the time we get to our
next stop, at Santa Clara on the Namibian border, we are so late they have given up on us. Only

the local elder, thecemmuni t yés | ay catechist, remains beh
greetingibut one in which he presents wuBandvith a | o
expect wus to do for them. We must fAmasmsmageo h

not sure our response was wateived but it is important that we not ow@romise or turn our
relationship into a financial aid mission only.
There is a mutuality we must develop and
respect.

We now travel to the border itself. It is

chaos Crowds of peoplare crossing the
border on foot, carrying large bundles on their
heads. The line of vehicles alone promises a
o&  long wait. We are late already. We decide not
,g to enter. The line works both ways. Angolans

. cross to relatively prosperous and cheap
Namibia to lny goods they either cannot get at
home or pay dearly to buy. Namibians cross to
get cheap gasa quarter the price they pay at
home. (By the way, a Namibian vehicle is easy
to spot: it has a bright yellow license platee her e Ang o | a 0 shasaighthantd | a c k . I
drive, as Namibians drive on the left.)

From here we head back to Namacunde and take a right turn onto a lonely and deserted
stretch of road that largely serves one purpageconnect the main road with the burial place of
King Mandume, lie tribal chief who was martyred in 1911. Here, the Namibian name for the
tribe is used the Okivimbai but the Okivimba and Qual¢cama people are one and the same, just
by different names. Okivimba is what they call themselves. We discover here thab thdikd
being called Qualcama, which they regard as a demeaning term for them. The memorial is a
lovely onei but except for two security guards it is utterly devoid of visitors. A restaurant that
once served the site is closed, there being too fetorggo sustain it. A beautiful conference
center is being built by the governménibut we find ourselves imagining it will be no more
successful. Wedre in the middle of nowhere. W
far from the nearest potlon center for a turnaround of fortunes.

We return to town to take a break before dinner. It is a good break. | freshdheupvater is
back oni and take a walk. It is an exgpener. Most of central Ondjiva was destroyed in the war.
While nearly allthe rubble has been cleared, vast empty lots awdigvelopment. But where
new buildings have been built, they are good dnesich more substantial than the ones
destroyed in the war. Among these are the hospital, the government center, the radjdtstatio
MPLA Party headquarters, several schools, and the Catholic church. The latter is quite nice,
actualyirand when | popped my head in, the choir w
music as we have exper i enc e destoyed Bilding rAnmiis e 6 s .
and will continue to remain as a memorial. This was the original government center that was
bombed by the South Africans who provided the weapons and support to the Savimbi UNITA
faction that was strong here during the war.tSbu Af r i cadés rol e in the wa

10



particularly good reputation among Ondjivans. Much of the destruction wrought in Ondjiva was
at their hands.

From here we go to Fr. Eliasd very humble th
light of the ubiquitous bare bulb, we eat dinner. It is another feastl another introduction to
some strange new foods. | am served goat stomach. | wonder if | will be able to eat it. Surprise!
|l tds quite good. Al mosHf oswe e thémahin@pbaddb ft Ri ce a
conversation follows well beyond dark. | am starting to get used to how rapidly darkness falls
here. There is no twilightto speakiof t i s as i f someone just #Atur:r
ends. The transition lasts no longer tharhpps 10 minutes. Same is true at davimreverse.
The sun just jumps into the sky and it is daylight.

The enormity of the level of need here is staggering. But again today we see how these are
people who overcome difficulty with a hearty spirit, deethfand true joy. They battle malaria
and watetborne diseases and AIDS and illiterdacgnd yet they are happy and at peace, secure
in the love of God in a way we can barely comprehend from our jaded western perspective. A
couple of days here and that pgmstive begins to change. What seems shocking on first arrival
very quickly begins to feel normal. You imagine living here and having never seen or

contemplated a Arest of the worldo out there
inAmeria you don6ét go to a communal well to draw
you dondét cook over an open fire. You mean wh
buy it fAon the hoofo and then slaughter it yo
Atelling questionarisesr om our gathering in Namacunde: f
there tribal |l anguages i n your community?o0 Th

this regard. We show them an inflatable globe and point out where théydakthen, halfvay

around the world, where we come from. They seem to have never seen a globé aeibtieey

marvel at discovering how far we have come to meet them. They cannot conceive of such a
distancet hey who probably have nevetjourneytomdheir ed f ur
houses. A thought occurs: This is the world Jesus Knéhat Jesus grew up in and learned from

and lived. How arrogant we are indeed to impose otic2é nt ur y fvodevebboped
understanding of things on Jesus. We really need teamekr (even if, day to day, we do not

' ive) the simplicity amsaorldthatwe are boepavieged tobave hi s
discovered these past few days.

June 24i Back to the Border

Today we returned to the border area, this time irttam@t to connect with Lukas Katenda,
the Namibian priest | met at Virginia Seminary last month. We were unable to connect with him
directly, as Angol aob si amdéntompapblé systensthantheconeon a d i
used in Namibia. But Elias hasfriend in Namibia who carries an Angolan phorso we
attempted to connect through him. The connection failgebugh he himself joined us at the
border for the rest of our day together. While there, we walked up to the fence and peeked into
Namibia.Devel opment al | y, | ackan,nodefin austonts hudding, pristind d o
pavement and westestandard road signs evidence an advanced infrastructure. On the Angolan
side is dirt, trash, a tiroofed hut for customs, and the chaos noted yesterda
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Now we depart on our most
arduous journey yétto a
congregation that truly meets in
the middle of nowhere. The last
7 km are on unbelievably bumpy
dirt tracks with livestock ever
present. When we arrive we are
surprised to see our largest
welcomingcommittee yet a
congregation of nearly a
hundred, dancing and ululatiiig
but unlike the othersjot
singing. Where had they come
from? But for a few grass huts
nearby, we saw no evidence of
- habitation in the immediate

~ vicinity. We learn these are
bushmaeit hey wal kél ong distances. Okivango peopl €
Portuguese, we require translators all around. Simon, the Namibian priest accompanying us,
translates for me; Tobias from Namacuthwke ser v
sing Ahymnal i bButywmm théy dd, they sing tustilyin Okivango. Afterwards, a
feast: greasy, bonypugh chicken and a pasike, brownversion of foufou made from
sorghumi and eaten with the fingers. This is washed down by bashthat is gritty andot to
my liking.

We return ¢ the border to drop Simon offlearby, agirl is selling tangerines from a head
carried basket. They are the sweetest | have ever eaten and a welcome taste of familiarity. Today
we see the mostamazinghi ngs being carried on peoplesd he
heavy bags of meal stacked vertically atop his head, easily weighing a hundred or more pounds.
He doesndt even sdredddoegsnavti tdvéen sl ca@edas i f |
load. Others carry luggage, chairs, even a bicycle on their heads (why not just ride it??).

On returning to Ondjiva we held our one serious meeting of thé dagathering with
several Anglican relief officials who filled us in on all that ERD attigers are doing in the area.
It is impressive. Thousands of mosquito nets have been distributed; some 28 wells have been
dug; HIV prevention programs are in place; literacy programs; schabis an amazing array of
efforts. We will return to the sulge Thursday, only then with Angolan and Cunene Provincial
government officials. Thursday evening we plan to map out our proposal to Mario and the
Bishop for what ways we can hédlpr leverage the help of others.

A hearty dinner of chicken, goat, rice atabksava fodou rounds out the dayhistime there
was more meat on the bones, and the chigksenquite good
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June 25i More Time in the High Desert

Ondjiva sits in high desert country, taiflat.
The weather each day has been beautifuktaty
clear, cloudfree, bone dry. In many ways, the
weather here reminds me of Utiakdeep blue
skies, stars by the millions at night (but, this bei
the southern hemisphere, a whole different set
starsi including a broad band of the Milky Way
crossimg the sky), and practically free of humldlty_._.-—-
This morning | arise to the one downsidi is E
the coldest morning yet and | am not packed fo
The temperature will soon rise quicklyto as

much as the 80s° if today follows the pattern of
previousday§but right now ités no more than 40A, an
must now unwrap myself from the blanket and c
today!

A side word about my room: O

night |1 di scowearmrdiiextdse mendma lg
| think they must have seen my alb hanging on the clothes
tree and sensed that | was sor

Where before there were no pictures on my walls, | now
have a picture of a ballerina over my bed. Where before |
hada plain, brown blanket, | now have a mulitied

blanket showing the Blessed Virgin on an aura with rays
L | emanating from it. My scatter rugs, pretty ratty before, are
now brand new. And the room is clean enough to eat off
the floor of. (Not that it was pogrkleaned the previous
daysi but now it positively sparkles.)

Well, | get up and ah!i | do indeed have that hot water | was hoping for. Not much water
pressure, but it feels good. After anotbaneletbreakfast and the standard-dfinute wait for
Tony,we 6 r e d bdck tatlgeaborder to pick up our Okivambo translators and then on to
two congregations deep in the bush. The first, so remote it is unnamed, is miles from the nearest
paved road or even twelane dirt road. As we descend deeper angelemto the twetrack
pat héand t heametirta cbhke cpoamhehsé Taony warns us to cl os

why: thorn bushes! Thosei2znch t horns | ook fierce! At | ast w
us. Soon, Fr. Elias rings the church bell (@hconsists of a car wheel on a rope) and people
begin appearing fAout of nowhere.o It is not o

no habitations at all in the near vicinity. But they cdneventually some 40 or so in all. They

break into singng i and dancing and ululating. Their church, a simple structure made of sticks
and roofed with palm fronds and thatch, is filled with the joyous sounds of another congregation
welcoming us as if we were Hollywood celebrities. More songs and spéeahdghen another
feasti tough chicken, cassava fdou, and ground nufis all eaten with the fingers.

We clamber aboard our van and take off again, climbing almost vertically back onto the
paved road once we return to it. And now, the same successionabdifferent direction: dirt
road, twetrack, onetrack, thorn bushes. Here we find a structure similar to the fosty twice
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the size. And this one has a name. AlIl Saints
wildly gyrating singing,dani ng and wulul ating wedOve sSseen yet.
us with immense curiosiyand it 0s easy to see why. We are p
these isolated bush folk had seen in a very long time. And that made us celebrities simply in and

of itself.

Communication here is doubly difficult in that no matter
which way one is being translated, two interpreters are needed.
No one person knows all the languages involved, and so first
one must translate to an intermediary language and then that
person translates to the tribal language of this group. I get the
sense this is more difficult here than in the previous stops, as
these people truly know nothing else whatsoever than their life
in the bush. There is no electricity here. There are no radios

televisions, or other ways of | e
worl do outside. |l question wheth
even as far as Ondjiva. Only a very few can read or write. When asked about using mosquito nets
to prevent malaria, abarehadz n ri se to say fAyes. 0 This is a
makes Ondjivads way seem |l uxurious by compar.i
we 6 ve $ andlookynestly healthy. A hedoteaker: an albino boy is herevery
vulnerableintha ear i ng African sun and, weob6re told, d

bathes him with love.

An awkward moment follows this gathering. Like the previous group, they have prepared a
feastibut we have a Afir mo appoistayt Timeyareclebrybukk i n O
by what they see as our rejection of their hospitality. A compromise is reaetedvill stay
long enough just to take a drink of their bush beer. | wince at the prospect considering our
previous experiencdt turns out, howeer, thatthis version is slightly sweet with a taste
reminiscent of orange sod&/e drink enough to be polite and return to the van. Bumpety
bumpetybump, back to
the road, first dirt then
paved, and eventually the
main road to Ondjiva.

This evening, alwrch
member, Julia, invites us
to her home in what is
considered Ondjiyv
nicest neighborhoodi L a
Il | hd@dhe | sl and. 0o
so called because it sits
marginally higher than
the rest of the town, and it
was spared the ravages of
the FebruanApril floods.
Still, by any Western
standards her home is
unbelievably poor. We




eat on a veranda that is lit by a single bare bulb. It goes out once and dims and brightens many
times as the everarying current flows through its filament. Through the curtain ishbene of
unpainted mud 6x6 kitchen, a 6x6 sitting room, and a slightly larggrerhaps 6x8 bedroom.

All share the one sleeping room. When the weather is not too cold they spread out to include the
veranda. What makes her house particularly luxuriooseler, by local standards is that she

has a cistern in her front yarda place to store (relatively) clean water that is trucked in much

like that found at our guest house. When we wash our hands before dinner it is not brown and
muddy. It is cleai butyou still could never drink it

OQur day ends with some conversation as to wh
Ondjivai and we have much yet to do. Our day will begin with the departure of Mario by early
flight, and the arrival of Lukas Kateadf Namibia by road. At 10:00 (10:40 Angolan Standard
Timeiwedre | earning!!) we have an appointment w
we meet the Minister of Health. Then | will have some time with Lukas before he returns to
Namibia. Later irthe day, we have a closing service at the church, followed by dinner and a
firelight conversation. It looks to be a very full day.

Some More Observations

e | took a walk during our break today, and saw some of the simple businesses that line
Ondj i v adws strdets.wkarmaciahere, a muffler shop there. The phone company
office. The radio station. Aarbeiro(barber) shop. Abar,aé&af Ther e are no 0:
such, carrying merchandise such as one might find at home. No supermarket, no
drugstore (théamaciais strictly a pharmacy countérthere is no retail side to the store).
And certainly no WaMart or Home Depot! The open market at the edge of town is the
place to buy the things you need. Or hop a taxi or hitch a ride to the border 25 miles away
to cross into Namibia where, we are told, all the things missing here can be foamd
at a good price too.

e Speaking of the border, right TheoAwgolanhat 6s w
government has closed the one stationmadlj@a while it builds two replacemernitsone
on the north edge of town, the other on the south édge.brings out the resilience and
the inventiveness of the logad¢oplei faced with this reality, thefjll extra tanks when
they go to Santa Clara taipgasi that way they can refill their cars at home between
trips.

¢ Finally a word about cars. For a place that is so desperately poor there are a good number
of themi and the sizes and shapes are many. Mostly Toyotas, Mitsubishis and Nissans
but some Brds and Chevys are here too (built in South Africa and not the same models
as we get in the U.S.) as well as such European brands as Opel, Peugeot and Fiat. And
just to add to the mix, a number of people
buy ther cars therd so you see a number of Namibigpec cars with righband drive.
What you discover when |l ooking at them in
contentedo: all of them ar e maireveathe t r ans mi
Alxwr yo model s. |l 6m guessing they do not ha
have either. Keeps the price (and maintenance costs) idbuirthis may explain why
Luanda is under a cloud of smog
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June26il mpressionséand Looking Beneath the Surfa

Each day | have found myself writing about first impressions. My prayer time this morning
brings me to those places that lie beneath the surface. At each stop, Fr. Elias has spoken about

theneedtobevigint against disease: AAre you using yc
your water (with the free drops the government distributes)? Are you staying faithful to your
wife? We cannot stop AI DS if we pershothese i n ha
sentiments in my own remarks at each stop. | am there to introduce their visitors from the other

side of the world. | am there to send greetingso s peak of Goddés | ove whi

of race or continent or circumstance. But | worry:dpeating these health admonitions really

effective? | think of something Gene Robinson writes in his book and | cannot help but be

concerned: are men really giving up their multiple partners? Or when their wives insist they use
condoms are they engagingdno me st i ¢ vi ol ence as they say fAno
into the streets, resourceless? On the surface | do not see thie lsigriken they are not easy to

see at home either. Perhaps our time with government ministers today will begin addressing

these questions.

Our first appointmenis with the provincial Governori but we discover thdte is not in.
Hedés in Luanda on ur-@GevemnorWeasioldiney. wbbbenctahé VW
an appropriate lower official has been found who can meet witlinaseventually we spend a
few minutes with the Minister of Cultur&/e then go to our 12:00 noon appointineith the
Minister of Health As it happens, éis at a funeral. Can we come back at 2\80fle waiting
for our revised appointmenttime we r etr eat t o EI i awsdaiswatdgings e, wh
T and has been since 10:00. Patiently. As only Africans can. It is a joyful reM@have a
good, substantive discussion and catch up on his latest doings now that he is home from his two
years of studyat VIS He wi | | become the Diocese of Nami!@l
missioneia post thatoés been vacant for three year !
teach them how to manage their finanseséand,
happy to be home. And hisfied&e i s happy too. |l tds been a |l ong
married in September.

Now we return to our appointments. We end up seeing the Minister of Culture in lieu of the
Governor. Our delayed visit with the Healthnister is worth the time and effort. We mutually
learn of what is happening on the health front in Ondjiva.

Now we are transported back to the guest hou
for tonightoés cl osi ng tosstteelproaremeatofagoattoo ng t hos
slaughter for the feast. Our menu tonight is barbecued fgaefou, rice, vegetableand
potatoesBeer, wine, soft drinks and bottled water are offered as lweltcurs to me anew how
much of a sacrifice this repe#ts. The hospitality is truly awesome.

Well, the hour comes to be picked up agamo Tony. Forty minutes latérstill no Tony.
Finallyatdusk (B m! There goes the sun again. 't jJust
arrives.He has been busy, along with several others, preparing the church farevuell
ceremonyi aswell as attending to his own family, which has been a chalerigle he has so
faithfully attended to our needs all week. Omegaration in particular has required some
ingenuity: ashe church has nelectricty Tony has strung extension co
the church so we can have light. At labe celebratioegins.There is powerful singing,
incredible dancing, ululations and joy. Speeches, tyanis, and beautiful gifts for us from our
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hosts. For the women, Africdabrici the most beautifullypattened cloth. For each of us an

African sculpture At heo Thii Wkemever you think of the Thi
will.) For me a gorgeouBalanca Negrd a carving of the national animal of Angola. Another is

to go home with us to give to Bish@ene. More singing more dancing and now even we

Americans get into the act. We sing and dance and, yeah, it gets captured on film to prove it.

Who knew old Robinson could bust a move? ( Me
singing and dancing,ev r epair to EIliasd yar diblut@lso our goat
absolutely delicious, salted and rubbed with garlic oil and charcoal broiled. Rigeufou

delicious tomatoeét he fiwhol e nine yards. of wtkhopuwsatmpr e si ng
boom box accompaniment. Every single person gives us &leek hug and an African

handshake. (It can only be demonstrated, not easily described.) At long last we clamber into the

van and, exhausted, return to our guest house. Another absolutely unféegettaision. Many

tears, many smiles, wonderful friends we will dearly miss. Eliag now we have perfected the
pronunci at i on-LE&Ush MNinBAH-h @ ini@a trué dgern of a man. They are

blessed to have this ball of energy of a priest in timiist, snapping his fingers to lead the

singing and, with a level of depth that is aiuspiring, loving his God and preaching the Gospel.

June 2771 Back to Luanda
As | write this, | have moved from one world to anoth&ven while | am in the same

comtry. Ondjiva, in Southern Angol a, i's a quie
sinks in as a real patience makes itself evident. Now, | am in teeming, pulsating Luanda, with its
blaring horns and nestop traffici a n d | miss ulty.dji vads trangq

As with everything else in Angola, getting h
goodbyes to our newfound friends at the Ondjiva airpag jackhammers blasted away at the
wall separating the old airport from theand new addition being buiElias and | share a truly
heartfelt hug and then he gives me his neck crossbeautiful crucifix | had admired when |
first saw it. He insists that | keep itéand I
memories] only wish | now had withme something to give him in return.

Now comes t he ' '

Dick Formica, a mawho is r

knowledgeable about aircratft, is

horrified. It is an urmarked late
1960s vintage 727 with two
mismatched engines and landing
gear that looks well beyond its
prime. As we clinb aboard, it is
evident this plane has seen bette
days. Ceiling panels hang by a
thread. Overhead compartments
cannot be secur
seen how much luggage we are
taking on. This plane will be fully
laden. | take my seat just aft of th
curtansepar ating 0
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Afirst cl as s .chuckletomyselfrtheitseats ark gxactlyuhe sameoass. Only
once in flight do | discover the difference: they get a meal, we do not. For an hour and a half
flight I can live with that.

Luand®s domest i c t eonfusingtangleve left a ivdeleags Greae swarms
ofpeopl eéhuge buné andnuchgostlingidbauty g a g e 0

Then, suddenly, we spot our driver. And look whis!itNone other than Dr. Matondo
Alexandre, the Net®or Life official who preached at Our Saviour, Milford, a year and a half
ago. It is a pleasant reunion. We grind our w
lurch forward inch by inch, we are cut off, beeped at, approached by vendoospelbaseping
of our own, cut people off and finally snake our way to a blo@tng, narrowalley lined with
old rusting engine blocks. | asurprisedo see what lies at its eiidhe Anglican Cathedral. No
monument of stone or steel, it is @pen portico of cindeblock and tin roofing. Only its ancient,
well-worn sign would tell you it is the seat of a bishBgi de Christd the Cathedral of Christ
the King. The wall openings, with no glass in them for windows, let ionlytair but
mosquitoes and flieis and, in the rainy season, what | would imagine are buckets of rain. Inside,
openbacked benches are provided for seating, goidsiercovered cindeblock altar is the
focal point. No other furnishingsor@me nt s éor paint. We wal k thr ol
corner to discover a crowded, humble office building: diocesan headquarters.

There we are greeted first by the bishopbs w
Bishop Andre Soares (mnoo unc e d #e&SZCHONARhiIi msel f appears and
greeting. After brief conversatidnand setting a time for ouraBirday meeting and dinnemwe
set off again, now for our guest houselanllha de Luandathe spit of land that juts out into
Luanda Bay. More honking. More traffic. Lots of diesel exhaust wafting in the humid air. It takes
an hour to go thé perhapg mile or so to the waterfront. Once there, the traffic eases out and
we make our way out onto thida. It is a chaotic scerietourid style hotels fronting the road,
but behind them endless, unbelievably crowded shawips. Some of the most potentially
beautiful and lucrative waterfront property in the city is filled with these endless slums.
Hundreds of thousands filla spacehblffda si ze of Ondjivads 15, 000.
unfolds before, at long last, we arrive at our guest hous®edbielencia da Kianddronting a
rotary in the heart of endless shanties, it is in a bleak neighborhood. Yet, it i$ eledrf not
altogether comfortable, it will do. On its
rooftop is a beautiful terrace on which breakfast
is served in the morning. We go up for a drink
I and if you ignore the immediate
surroundings, the view is astounding. To the
west is the shimmering Atlantic, lookirige
Maine in reverse. (The sun will soon set on this
westfacing viewi but the coast is rocky and
occasional splashes of ocean spray bring a brief
reminder of home.) To the east is the city
skyline, bustling with new construction,
shrouded in dust and sm. At this distance it
shimmers in the setting sun.
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On Dr. Matondobés advi 2r at t
nearMriphadi hot el , which o
After a week of goat and boar atzighchicken,
hospitably offered though it was, this is a welcome
treat.

And now, off to bed amidst the noise and traffic
that, at nearly 11:00, has not abated in the slightes
Drums pouwd, horns blare, people talk and someti
shouti and we are very much in the city only 24
hours after being in just about the remotest bush t
country has to offer.

June28i No Doubt About 1t, Wedre Back in the City
As | write t osb®dyans andl iam exhausted afteryan unrelentingly awful

night. The noise outside my room was deafening all night long. Screeching brakes, honking

hor ns, bl aring music, shouting, partyingéat 3

time the damage was done. Sleep was not td bete was alightlull in the cacophony outside

T but | was unable to take advantage of it. A last valiant try failed when roosters began to crow
all over the neighborhoaidand now, at 6:00 a.m., the cycle ofeseching, honking and shouting
has begun for a new day.

Fortunately, breakfast on the
rooftop terrace proved a welcome
respite. Though we were outside,
here on the rooftop things seemed
peaceful a refuge from the noise
and haste not far below. A gentle
breeze off the ocean felt good and
we sat and talked and relaxed.

Our driver, Jesus, was to come at
9:00 to take us on a tour, with a
possible stop at the Slavery
~ Museum. We knew 9:00 meant 9:40
1 but then 9:40 passed, and so did
10: 00, then gamto40éand
wonder what had happened to him.
At 11: 00éMario showed
decided this was providential as we needed to have a talk with Mario on our plans regarding the
money he will be holding for St. Andr edds. We
We have a substantive, pleasant conversation and decide perhaps it is well that we did not brave
the traffic to see the city. At 12:30 he depa
km south of town in the suburbs. We will follow at 6100 dinner with the bishop and a
debriefing on our time in Ondjiva.

| N
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In the end, it is Dr. Matondo who takes us. Built into our journey is a stop at the Benfica
Marketi a treasure trove of artisanade items and much more. The vendors here are more
aggreswe than those in Ondjiva. They get right up in your face to hawk their wares. Some
purchases are made and we are on our way.

As it turns out, the bishop lives not far from there. We have seen some unexpectedly nice
neighborhoods on the wéygated condo@mplexes that, to all outward appearances, would be
right at home in Californawhi ch i s the architectural style t
neighborhood seems the samentil we turn into his street, which is dirt. A Spanish style house
comesup on the lefi it is his. Gated, it is a pleasant looking house.

At last, after a meeting with local clergy comes to a claiener is served. It is utterly
l uxurious with soup, chickemfcoursefeutiou.ltlseef , pot
almosta taste ofhoméand t he Bi shop and his wife couldnodo
memorable is how he serves us first before eating hirseltl how his other, local, guests are
served only after we have been.

Returning to our hotel, | find yselflying awake again (now there is a soccer game on and

the entire neighborhood seems gathered just below my window to watch it on analléy
with much cheering and boisterousnesg)egin having thoughts that | know stand square in the
face of what we are bid to learn on this trip. | just want to be back in mywicstd life. Enough
of this. | know the point of being here was to broaden my horizons soavarétreat into the

safety of our firstworld life,
| oblivious to what is
happening onlydet from
where | now lie awake. But
right now | just want to be
home. Yes, wedve b
welcomed warmly and,
yes, we have gained much
from our time with these
hospitable, wonderful people
i but right now I find myself
realizing who | really ani a
first-world inhabitantwho
does not belong her&'es, |
know | must never forget
what | have seen and heard
here. | must never let go of
what | have learned from
being here. But ultimatelihis is not my home do not eat fotfou. | do not slaughter goats. And
T call me selfishi | wish to keep it that way. | will gladly pour energy into helping eradicate the

poverty | see here in any way | possibly¢gamut t he Angol ands world is
how much we discover we are brothers and sisters in Christh. §teal vy , |l suspect th
though my world may be, the Angolan visiting the U.S. would feel out of place as well. Our

world is nottheirseitheind | 6 m sure they would f{fdoeiditing ust a
them
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June 291 Another Immensely Memorable Day

This has turned out to be another immensely memorable day. We are picked up early to go to
St. Peterdos Church, the parish Mario calls ho
am not prepared fdr even after a week in Angmi is what that drive goes through. The first
part, through waterfront Luanda, is pleasant. There is no traffic on this Sunday morning and that
changes things. The reconstruction efforts have been centered here and there are many gleaming
new buildings. V& turn north along the oceanfront and soon things turn industrial. There is the
port districtéand now the refineries. It is s
inconsistent with what we have already seen. Then we reach a rotary, beyone venighing
suddenly changes. To our right is a steep hillside, to every nook and cranny of which is anchored
a shack of some sort. Tarpaper, tin, even cardboard. This gives way to the citly ohuwigich
many livein conditons beyond description on every level. We turn again and our paved street
turns to deeply rutted, undulating direind for what has to be at least five miles, maybe more,
the most indescribable squalor imaginable. Daisro is home to over a million ara half
peopleiand is described as the worldds second wor
A | i 4ally paved with trash for miles, in every direction. There is not a single source of water
anywheren all this sprawling ghetto. You must eith@alk miles or pay (with what?) to have it
trucked in.

At long last we arrive. It turns out Mario himself lives héna what, by ghetto standards, is

an OK dwelling just across from an army base.
Seeinghowéd, whom webve come to know, l'ives, chang
five kids in two rooms with mud walls and a t

Ondjiva must have seemed like a palace in comparison.

Santo Pedré St . H stan@srindhe middle of all this as an island of sanity in a sea of
filth. There is the church, of courseholding 300, it is a large, tiroofed cinderblock and
plaster buil ding. Acrioansnbdicvably Spareofacitity witlthe d 06 i s i
doctordés office, one waiting room, one examin
pharmacyAnd it serves an average of 125 people a DAY with one doctor and (I think) three
nursesAn average of three babies are born here eaclh daybychy 6 s end t oday it
been six (who knows, perhaps more). Nothing mbe$sstandard of cleanliness or equipment
T but it is, we are told, the best clinic for a good radius around.

The bishop is here for the service today. It
is a major feast daiythe patronal festival
and, in addi t"faoniversaty.he par
So when the procession enters the church | am
shocked to see perhaps60 people in
attendance. Whereds the <c
are in Africa. Over the first hour of what will
become dour-hour service they drift in. Soon
it is standing room only with people peering
in the open windows and even one woman
climbing a tree outside to get a viemam
reminded of the Gospel story Bacchaeus as
he climbs a tree to get a better view e$us.
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