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Breakfast On The Verandah -
African Style

by Ed Heltshe

The monkeys took our bananas...
The British took our beer...
African pilot Jim Seton-Rodgers took first place.

Balloon racing in Zimbabwe confirmed for me the south central African
republic’s self proclaimed status as "Africa’s Paradise." Together with
fellow pilots, Susan and Peter Stamats of Cedar Rapids, lowa in a
Flamboyant Balloons 105 generously provided by the legendary Terry
Adams of Johannesburg South Africa, I had the opportunity to really
experience both the geographical wonders of Zimbabwe and the equally
remarkable hospitality of the local inhabitants.

By rights, nobody was supposed to be obsessing over our goal in the 1995
First Great Zimbabwe Long Jump. Governed by only two rules, "Rule one:
Any person found taking the event seriously will be disqualified. Rule two:
Don’t forget rule one," the objective was to fly as far as possible in three
flights during a 36 hour period.



From a field across the street from the Sheraton Hotel in Harare,
Zimbabwe’s capitol city, our first launch got off to a slow start. Unlike the
previous two mornings when we had to tie off to our chase truck, the
surface winds were calm. Initially, 21 balloons drifted slowly in various
directions at low altitude. As we ascended into the clear sky, we could see
our reflection in the high-rise hotel’s bronze mirrored window glass.

Then two balloons rose rapidly to above 7,000 feet and broke away. The
first was flown by local pilot Jim Seton-Rodgers, the second by Tom Sage.
Nobody thought Jim was serious. Everyone thought Tom was.

I worked hard to keep the event’s two rules foremost in my mind but, with
the colorful balloons of at least a half dozen different countries ascending all
around us, it was tough not to get a little competitive. I chose to follow Jim.
I’d listened to his strategy the night before, and it made sense to me. He
planned to fly for about two hours and then hook up with an ultralight. The
ultralight pilot would let him know when the thermals started to pick up and
it was time to land.

By the time we got to altitude, four balloons ahead of us and two or three
behind looked like Long Jump contenders. Our flight took us north north
west out from Harare over farm fields, orange groves and numerous villages
of mud huts with grass thatched roofs toward Jumbo and Concession.

On cue, Jim’s ultralight appeared. I told my team that I would land when he
did. By that time, two of the other balloons previously ahead of us had
already set down (without tipping their baskets over) Jim flew on for about
another half hour and I kept him in sight. I hoped to go on following him
when he took off later in the day for the second leg.

We landed in what seemed to be the middle of nowhere and suddenly we
found ourselves surrounded by about 200 Africans. At first, all we could see
was their heads and especially their eyes peering out of the high grass. The
expressions on their faces said they must have thought we dropped in from



outer space, but soon, they were helping us to pack up the balloon. Not long
after, we were met by the chase crew which was supplied to us by our local
corporate sponsor, Swift Transportation Co., a general freight company
based in Harare.

We marked the spot on our map and sought out the local watering hole for a
bite to eat, and then refueled. When we returned that afternoon, it was very
windy. The first and second place balloons were unable to take off, but a
farmer showed us to a field that was better sheltered from the strongest
gusts. We had a hot launch and continued briskly until near dark when,

using our burners for landing lights, we came down on the 20,000 acre farm
of Colin and Nancy Waddel.

The Waddels offered us African hospitality on a grand scale. They took our
balloon to their house, fed us, and offered us lodging in a cottage by their
nearby game park, a fenced compound from which we watched zebras,
giraffes and lots of other critters. The British team sponsored by The
MetalSales Group had also landed on the Waddel farm, and, after making
themselves very much at home in our beer cooler for quite a while, spent the
night in the main farm house.

At about six the next morning, we inflated and took off with our hostess
Nancy Waddel in the basket with us. The Brits were right behind us with
her husband Colin in their basket. Susan flew first for about 45 minutes in
winds at about 25 mph. Then it was Pete’s turn. He has a tendency to fly
low, so we enjoyed the sights and sounds of Africa. First, we passed over a
small herd of zebra, then some condu, and a couple of bush bucks. They
spooked and ran like heifers do back home.

Next, we approached a range of low mountains, part of the Great Dyke near
Caesar’s mine, and I suggested that Pete climb a bit to avoid the curl on the
other side. From the basket, we could hear a sound like a train or like
running water. Train? Water? "It’s a bloody hurricane, " exclaimed Nancy.



She was right! The six-foot-tall grass was laid flat against the ground below
us. The trees were twisting and bending in the rising wind. I hadn’t flown in
that much wind since our trip across lowa two years earlier. I was glad |
hadn’t brought my GPS-I didn’t want to know how fast we were going! I
couldn’t wait for Pete’s turn to be over. When I took the helm, I planned to
land as quickly as possible.

Having logged 40 or 50 miles already, we put down about 8:30 a.m. on a
farm nestled among rocky hills. I dragged the basket through some trees to
slow us before we settled into a plowed field. Frances Tuke, the lady of the
manor, had watched the whole operation through binoculars. She came over
from her house which was about a quarter mile away, and asked us if we
were still in one piece. And couldn’t we, "use a spot of tea then?"

We adjourned to her verandah. Tea soon became a formal breakfast with
linen napkins and many courses of excellent food. Eggs. Bacon. Fresh
squeezed orange juice. Fried Tomatoes. Home made bread. Papaya. We ate
in a splendid setting which reminded me of Longwood Gardens, an
exquisite horticultural showplace not far from my Conestoga, Pennsylvania
home.

Our chase crew caught up with us about half an hour after we landed and
was duly ushered in to dine with us. After breakfast, our hostess gave us a
tour of her gardens. They were striking in their beauty and variety. It was a
great end to our long jump.

And what of the winner, Jim Seton-Rodgers? On the second morning, he set
off alone before the sunrise, reportedly at 3:30 a.m. and, with suspected
strong disregard for both rules number one and two, flew about 170
kilometers to the Karoi area. Funny about that though. He missed the fine
breakfast we enjoyed on the Tuke’s verandah and on that basis alone, we
kind of considered ourselves as the real winners.
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Saudi Arabia
by Cristy Trembly

I can't believe I just got back 2 weeks ago from Saudi
Arabia. It is the most interesting, and confusing place I have
ever visited. It is an extremely modern, rich country, but
with many ideas that we would find restrictive. It was a
privilege for me to be on a Smithsonian trip, which was
costly but the only way a single woman like myself could
even consider going. I have wanted to go, and twice have
been able to look across to Saudi Arabia, but it is like a
million miles away as you just cannot go there. Getting to
Saudi Arabia isn't easy-it is 5+ hrs. to New York from here
then another 13+ hrs. to Jeddah, then another hour and a
half to Riyadh, so you leave California at 9 am on Thursday
and arrive in Riyadh at 8 pm on Friday! It is incredible how
far it is. Not only that, to get our visas, we only got our
passports a day before our trip though they had our
passports 2 months. Going on this Smithsonian tour, it was
unusual for me because I like to go places on my own, but
of course in Saudi that's impossible, and you get so many
extra things, like waiting at JFK Airport in the executive
lounge until our flight, so that was great. We got to meet
the other people in our group, which was really interesting
because they have been to the most incredible countries,
some to Uzbekistan, Iraq, North Korea, West Africa, really
exotic places I would like to go someday! It's nice to be with
people who love travelling to strange places and don't think
I am weird! To understand Saudi Arabia, you need a few
basic facts:



It is as large as the United States east of the Mississippi, or
most of Western Europe. So the various regions are almost
like different countries, in culture and levels of
conservatism.

I. You cannot get a visa for tourism there, it doesn't exist.

II. You cannot travel there independently, fly in, rent a car,
do what you want. You must have a sponsor, a job, a
reason to go there.

ITI. Now if you happen to be a woman, it is even more
restrictive. Women cannot drive, stay in a hotel without a
mahram's permission, in some towns cannot walk alone on
the street.

IV. To clarify, a mahram is a male relative like a brother,
husband, or father.

V. All facilities are separate, every office, restaurant,
building, for singles (men) and families (women and
families.) In some historic sites, museums, and so on, they
have posted hours for families, and some for men only. In
some, women can go alone, but in some, it is written,
"women without mahram prohibited." The McDonalds are
separated into 2 counters, 2 dining rooms, our group was
always separated by a wall or screen as we were mixed
male and female.

VI. Jobs are separate, so with the thousands of well-
educated Saudi women, there are women's hospitals,
banks, schools, universities and so on, so women do have



employment opportunities, and it is growing, but not every
field is open to women, so it is very restrictive. Saudi
women do manage it, though, as most have a driver to take
them wherever they want to go, and they are making their
own businesses, especially at home. Women do own
Internet businesses, because they don't have to relate to
men except by phone, and work in government offices with
meetings by videoconference or phone.

VII. Even when there is no official, posted separation, it is
pervasive. In a shopping mall, women will sit in one area
and men will sit on the opposite side; in an airport waiting
area, it is posted to separate, but our group, being mixed,
would sit in a separate area. If one woman sat down, no
man would sit in the entire row. Even more amazing, on the
airplane, if Saudia mistakenly puts a man next to an
unrelated woman, he won't sit next to her. The flight
attendants are quite adept at moving the people around to
keep the men and women separate. Even in the hotels, a
man will not get on an elevator with a woman, and the men
and women in our group were separated on different floors-
one for men, one for woman, and one for couples.

VIII. There are no movie theatres, and no record stores. No
recreation centers or places where people get together.
Swimming pools and health clubs in hotels are usually
restricted to men, and occasionally there will be a separate
time for women.

IX. And crucially, women must wear a black long dress, sort
of like a judge's robe, called an abaya. You must always
cover your hair with a scarf, no you don't have to cover
your face. Saudi women often cover their faces except for



their eyes, and in other Islamic countries, you will see
women in colorful abayas, and colorful scarves, the only
color allowed is black, but we did buy some abayas with a
little colored embroidery or design on the buttons, but it is
still black. Every woman, whether Saudi, foreign, Muslim or
not, must absolutely wear the abaya under her clothes
when she goes out. No exceptions. When we went to a
beach, we lifted our abayas up to maybe knee level to put
our feet in the water, but that was it. We got used to
wearing it, as it's like a coat with snaps down the front, and
was made of light material, but in the hot areas it was still
very hot, and climbing up and down the steps in an
archaelogical ruin is not easy in an abaya!

From Smithsonian we have a tour leader, Lauren, who is a
typical Washington bureaucrat, always checking the
embassy situation and security and rift valley fever and
malaria (no danger, believe me!), we are as different as 2
people can be, I am used to getting shows on the air, get it
done, don't ask questions or go through channels, just do it,
take care of it, see the hill, take the hill, that is how I am,
where I could imagine she would only go in an organized
tour with every possible ramification explored in the most
cautious way, I just get on the plane and go but I am fully
studied and prepared! We also had a study leader, Gwenn,
who is a PhD specialist in Saudi Affairs, she even lived in
Saudi Arabia for a year. She has written books about the
economy and the people, and gave us several lectures on
the country, deeper than even all the research and reading I
have done to prepare for the trip. You know me, preparation
is the most important thing on a trip like this! We also had a
naturalist guide and leader, Barbara, who is from Montana
and lives a few blocks from Yellowstone, how cool is that!!
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She was very nice and kept us organized in a very nice way
and was very sympathetic to our concerns and questions
and all the things we wanted to do. I would highly
recommend the trip, though, and they took great care of us.
You can find them online at
http://smithsonianstudytours.si.edu/.

Saudia is a very modern airline, no alcohol of course but
since I don't drink so that's OK, and lots of individual video
channels and movies and great food. They also have a
prayer room on the plane and an arrow on the TV screen
always showing where Mecca is. People were amazed on the
plane, they had never heard of tourists going, in fact we are
only the 3rd tourist group to ever visit the Kingdom. They
didn't open anything in Customs, which I thought they
would, I had heard stories about it so I didn't even bring my
Good Housekeeping magazines to read for fear there might
be a bra ad or something and they would take it. Any
"suggestive" photos or religious things that are not Islamic,
of course alcohol or pork, all that is forbidden, even cough
syrup with alcohol. But we got through it , and I can't
believe we are really here. When we drove in to town,
seeing road signs for Saudi cities was incredible, that means
we are really here. They are in English and Arabic, and I am
trying to practice my reading all the time. They have huge
8-lane freeways and ultra modern dramatic buildings, most
built since 1970. The oil boon was incredible, so in 30 years
the country has gone from dirt roads, few stores and little
contact with the outside world to a technological giant,
modern hospitals and shopping malls and a major oil
producer. We got to the hotel and ate a little bit and most
importantly, got our abayas and scarves which we will be
required to wear all the time. It's very warm outside, about
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95 (36C), but not humid. I am lucky that I didn't have to
pay the single supplement for the trip, too, as my assigned
roommate didn't come on the trip so I get to be alone
without saving to pay extra! I am really happy about that,
since I can use the time and the room to organize my stuff
and watch Arabic TV without bothering anyone.

I have been nervous through all this as I have been working
on a plan to stay an extra day to go to Mecca, I am
fascinated and called to go and see it, and since I have
come 8500 miles I need to go the last 40 to get there. I had
been emailing with Smithsonian about this from the
beginning and talked to them personally since April, and
was working with another tour guy in Jeddah to make it
happen, he said it would be easy but as of my arrival in
Saudi I didn't have any confirmations so I was nervous.
However one must learn that everything works on
InshAllah, or God Willing, because if you are supposed to do
it, you will, so I have to be patient. Smithsonian didn't
forbid me to do it but they are very structured and not
wanting to make any changes, but if I am turned over from
them to another person, I won't be a woman alone, and if I
release them from liability and the Saudi guy thinks it is
fine, then I cannot understand the problem, This is the
continuing saga of trying to get things done here, with the
bureaucracy and not being independent to do what you
want. My visa is valid and they have all the paperwork but I
am not sure, day by day if I can do anything. I spoke to
Barbara and Gwenn who see no problem, and to Lauren who
is absolutely against it. I had some sleepless hours worrying
about it but figured if it is supposed to work out, it will.
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The next day we got up and started our sightseeing of the
capital city, Riyadh. The founder of modern Saudi Arabia,
King Abdul Aziz, brought the two sides together there, as
well as his ancestor who brought the religious leaders
together with his tribe, which is why the religious leaders
and the royal family have a close alliance, even today. They
have a check and balance system which lets the royal family
rule, but always consulting with the religious leaders on
important decisions.

I tried to call my friend Joseph, he is the one from Lebanon
but is now working in Riyadh, so I tried all the numbers I
had but couldn't reach him. With my limited Arabic I don't
really understand what they are saying on the phone, is he
just "not here" or does he not live there, I don't know. So I
am feeling tired and upset about that and then the phone
rang, and it was Joseph! I had written him in April that I
was planning to be in Riyadh on this date and sent 2 copies
of the letter to him in case one got lost. For all the modern
things in Saudi, I have found the mail to be very, very slow.
We're getting together tomorrow which will be great.

We saw the downtown area, with the main square which is
also called "Chop Chop Square" as that is where they do the
public executions after Friday prayers. They don't do it
often, but their law is very literal, "eye for an eye" and their
constitution is the Islamic Sharia. We visited the old market
with carpets, teapots, frankincense and myrrh, spices, lots
of things, and the Masmak Fortress where Abdul Aziz unified
the Kingdom in 1902. In fact, last year was the 100th
Anniversary of modern Saudi Arabia. You may wonder why,
since it isn't 100 years yet, but Saudi goes by the Islamic
Calendar, called the Hegira so their year has 354 days, 11
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less than ours, so it is 100 years Hegira. Everything is so
modern but still very different as you can tell. While at the
fortress they have a sign that "women without mahram are
prohibited" so unaccompanied women couldn't visit even
during the family hours. Riyadh is much more conservative
than Jeddah or Eastern Province. King Abdul Aziz lived here
until his death in 1953 and was a simple, religious man who
unified the Bedouins and the city people and brought the
country together. His sons have ruled ever since, as the
succession passes from brother to brother. Of course the
brothers are all getting older, so they will make the
grandsons eligible for the throne, but there are many, many
grandsons so it will be interesting to see in the future how
they choose the future kings. We usually spend lunchtime at
the hotel in a screened-off area and always great buffets
with more food than I need! One thing I have noticed is that
there is only Pepsi, almost no Coca Cola. We then have
some free time at the hotel as everyplace is closed in the
early afternoon, for lunch and also for prayer times. There
are 5 prayers a day and in Saudi it is the law that you must
close. So afterwards we visited Diraiyah, the old capital,
where the al-Saud family took control of the country and
made peace with the religious leaders, so it's an old town,
now being restored, with buildings that were homes and
offices of the people back then. It was first settled in 1446.
We also got to see a video crew taping a television historical
drama which was great, they had a Betacam and track and
it all looked very familiar to me!

I got together with Joseph, we took his car to McDonalds so
I could get tray liners. They have 2 sections, one for singles
(men) and one for families so we could sit there; there are

2 counters, 2 dining rooms, and Filipino guys working at the
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counters. Afterwards we went to a big shopping mall to walk
around and see what is in the stores. Since I was properly
covered and with him I had no problems. He told me not to
worry about the religious police, they aren't out during the
week in the malls and they wouldn't bother us, though they
can ask any couple for their marriage certificate on demand
under penalty of arrest. So I was more free than I thought,
I didn't think he and I could go anywhere at all, but of
course I could never go to his home or even just sit in the
hotel and talk, that would be forbidden, but the mall or
McDonalds was fine.

We also went to the grocery store, I love to do that to see
how much a chicken is or milk or whatever and he was
"absolutely astonished" that I could read a lot of the labels
in Arabic. I told him I would, and I told him I would visit him
in Saudi, and here I am! He just couldn't believe it, I admit
it, I can't believe it!

The next day we visited the Diplomatic Quarter, an area
where embassies are located, and also beautiful homes and
a special guest house for diplomats called the Qasr Tuwaig-
Qasr means castle and it is a beautiful restored building.
They have reception rooms and an outdoor garden with this
stunning painted glass canopy of sea life which was
amazing, and a basketball court, swimming pool and tennis
courts, but of course only for men. They also have extra
security because a Saudia plane was hijacked last night and
is not in Iraq, it was someone who worked at the Jeddah
airport who hijacked the plane, and a Prince was on the
plane too! So very few flags were flying at the embassies,
but we looked at the fancy houses, saw one of the homes
King Fah'd built before he was King, a half-size replica of
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the White House, but he didn't live there as it didn't seem
right for the King to live in a copy of the White House, so he
gave it to a nephew Prince Salman. It was behind a wall but
we could see the top and take pictures from the bus. That is
the luxurious thing on a Smithsonian tour, they know where
everything is, it is easy, we can arrive exactly when
something is open and there is a special guide waiting for
us, it is really convenient. Of course as a woman, it would
be impossible anyway.

We also went to the National Museum, which is incredible,
has interactive displays and video screens and RF headsets
in different languages so as you walk around with an
earphone you can hear about the exhibit. It is also
interesting, because the earliest history is in a dark room,
then you go up the stairs and with the beginning of Islam
you go into the light, literally it gets brighter! They have
exhibits on Jesus and Moses and the prophets, which Islam
believes in, artifacts from various ruins around Saudi, an
entire area with replicas of the holy mosques in Medina and
Mecca (they spell it Makkah but you know it as Mecca
better)

And Hajj displays, it was just incredible. The only problem is
that we don't have enough time to see everything, it is a
superb museum. We also visited the Murabba Palace where
King Abdul Aziz had his offices and meeting rooms, and
modern things like a 1940s radio which was great! This is
when there was nothing modern in Saudi, a really tribal
lifestyle, and they only had airplane flights since the mid
1940s. There are also photos of his meetings with Roosevelt
and Churchill and making oil deals in the early 1940s, and
his personal mosque. In fact, Roosevelt gave him a DC-3 in
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1942 which was the beginning of Saudia Airlines. Here in
Saudi there is a mosque on every corner and to hear the
calls to prayer is just wonderful, magical. We also ate at a
traditional Saudi restaurant on the floor with great food, all
kinds, amazing types of bread, vegetables, we even tried
camel meat which was OK but a little strong for me!

Then we flew to Dhahran, which is in the Eastern Province,
so we are near Kuwait and Bahrain here. At the airport, the
women go through a separate screening with Saudi security
ladies in short-sleeved uniforms, but we are behind 2 levels
of curtains in a room with big signs near the curtains, "no
men allowed." This has also happened in other countries,
but every time we are screened in a Saudi airport the
women are separated. On the domestic flights they always
have a prayer to protect us on the loudspeaker at the
beginning of the trip, and always the arrow pointing to
Mecca on the TV screen, and of course we always wear our
abayas and scarves on the plane. Since 1985 there is a
causeway, a long bridge linking Bahrain and Saudi. In fact,
scud missiles landed in this area during the 1991Gulf War.
When I was in Bahrain in 1984, I was it being built and got
a photo through the fence, dreaming of visiting Saudi, and
now here I am, looking over at Bahrain, it is incredible!
They say it is easy to get a visa to go over there but you
cannot get back into Saudi if you go to Bahrain! Saudi
people go, of course, as easily as we cross into Mexico,
some people live in Bahrain and commute or vice versa. For
this reason, Eastern Province is much more modern and
more liberal, so we don't have to wear our scarves as often
but we always wear our abayas, there is never a place so
liberal that we don't need our abayas! In fact, when we
went to the beach to put our feet in the water, we still had
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to wear our abayas and just pull them up above our ankles!
Many people also like to live in Bahrain because it is much
more liberal than anywhere in Saudi, they permit alcohol
and have movie theatres and music on the radio and women
can drive! It is also very modern, and you don't have to
wear an abaya (of course you must dress conservatively but
black abayas not required!) I would like to go back there
and see how it has changed in 15 years.

We are very lucky to have wonderful Saudi guides with us
on the entire trip-there is a new Ministry of Tourism and the
Prince in charge of it is the Saudi astronaut that flew in the
Space Shuttle. I guess he has been further away than
anybody!! Our Saudi guides are great, one is Sa'ad, in his
40s, his family is Bedouin and they are from Al Jouf, he's
married to an American woman from Louisiana and he went
to college in Arizona. They live half the year in Saudi when
he is working here and the rest in the States, so he knows
both sides very well and can explain it all to us. Our other
guide is young, he is training, his name is Samer and he is
from Jeddah, his parents were killed in a car accident and
he is very sweet. It is interesting to talk to a young Saudi
guy, he loves to wear traditional clothes and he looks like
the cover of a desert brochure! His father was in the
religious police, so he knows about strictly following Islam
but he also loves Brithey Spears!

It is much more humid here, over 100 degrees (40C) and so
we are really warm all the time. They have a new airport in
Jubail in the northern area then we drove to Al Khobar to
the Meridien Hotel which was absolutely stunning. This is a
major date-producing area and the center for Saudi Aramco,
the huge oil company and ultramodern interactive museum
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on the oil industry in Saudi. They have incredible exhibits
that appeal from junior high students to advanced
scientists, with displays and a booth where you go in and
with video and motion, it takes you down into an oil well
where you can see it being mined, so it looks real out your
"window", of course it is just a video screen but it is very
real! It is too bad that every 4th grade class can't go there,
it is so interesting and educational and well-done. The public
relations person met us and took us around, she is a Saudi
woman and covered her hair and was in a long skirt and
jacket but not an abaya. Her husband works on the
compound at the hospital and her father worked for Aramco
so they have always lived on the compound. There are
many, many Americans who work there, in fact on the
compound only, within the gates, women can drive! They
have a Wendy's hamburgers and a school and everything,
and a golf course made from oil and sand, with different
colors for the greens, fairways etc. The golf club was the
only place we ever saw any kind of shirts for sale with Saudi
Arabia on them and we bought out the store. We also saw
the famous pump #7, the first place oil was drilled from in
1938, which of course started the entire Saudi economy.
There is a famous petroleum university here, and we saw
Tornado jets flying over from the Air Force base nearby.
There are a lot of American solders in Saudi.

We also got to spend the day with an American lady who
married a Saudi and moved here 17 years ago. She has
learned to manage the restrictions with the benefits, and
shared her life with us, from sending her daughters to Saudi
school contrasted with the American school she teaches in.
The girls dress in their abayas for Saudi school then go to
Girl Scouts afterwards, so they really do have both worlds.
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We saw a bunch of schoolgirls going home for lunch, black
ones for elementary school, gray for junior high and brown
for high school, and you have to start covering your face
after your first period, so if you start at 10 or 11 you don't
tell because you'll be relegated to the veil that much sooner.
There are no income taxes but fees are increasing for
residence permits, drivers licenses etc.

There's a beautiful Corniche, 150 km long with stores and
hotels and you can walk along it, even as a woman! They
have a great bookstore where we all bought a lot of books
and a very nice mall with abayas in one store and a Body
Shop and Warner Brothers store next door! It is another of
the Saudi contradictions, the blending of modern vs.
traditional. In the same way, Saudi TV has 2 channels and
they are news on what the royal family is doing, prayer
time, Qu'ran readings, and interview shows with men, and
maybe some kind of drama series, but now people have
satellite dishes so CNN, MTV, and everything in between is
available. There is still some control, for example European
TV commercials where they show a woman in the shower
(in the States the glass would be foggy, not so in Europe!),
they make the video fuzzy on the soap commercial, but
there is a lot more freedom than I thought. Many people
have fences around their satellite dishes because the
religious police used to throw rocks at them. We had a
barbecue lunch at a date farm, they just hang off the trees.
We went to an upscale store called Arab Heritage with
beautiful clothes and furniture and all sorts of things, I
bought a couple little cloth dolls which were girls but only
their eyes show, they are quite unique and not too
expensive, but of course everything else I saw that I wanted
was at least $800 so I left it all there!!
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I also got to actually go to the post office to buy stamps,
people don't understand that when you are a stamp
collector it is fun to look so I wanted to see for myself, but a
woman cannot go to the post office, Joseph said in his 35
years he had never, ever seen a woman in a post office, so
one of the guys from the group who also collected stamps
wanted to go, they looked at us strangely but knew we were
foreigners so they gave him stamps, I let him talk in our
fractured Arabic then we divided up the goodies at the
hotel. Still, though, there are only about 5 kinds of stamps,
everything is metered, so it is very tough, and in our other
attempts at the post office we also never found more than 5
kinds, usually about the same, whether it be the airport or a
small town! I would get tired of not being able to do things
myself, but Sabrina has a driver who does things and of
course drives her and the kids everywhere, so she doesn't
feel restricted. She is also very independent so has learned
to adapt, I think in some ways I could, in some ways not,
like I could only work at an all-female TV channel, so I
would have to start one!

After this, we flew to Al Jouf via Riyadh, but we didn't have
to wait in the airport, they arranged for us to go to the
camel market to see the different kinds of camels and how
they can cost thousands of dollars, we also went past the
farms of some royalty, had a very nice lunch then back on
the plane. Al Jouf is in the far north of the country, almost
to Jordan or Irag which is just 200 km away (125 miles)!
There is also an air base in Al Jouf with planes that patrol
the neighboring area, so I hear. It is hard to imagine how
big Saudi is and how you can be bordering Bahrain in the
morning and Jordan in the afternoon. We were going to stay
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in the hotel there, but they had a problem and it was full so
the Prince offered to have us stay at his compound. Of
course we had to be separated, couples, single men, single
women, so we were in 3 separate buildings. Of course we
walked all around and took pictures everywhere. We were
supposed to have a meeting with him but he cancelled, oh
well! We had a house for we 3 women, separate bedrooms
but a living room and 2 bathrooms and a dressing room and
full kitchen, we were living very well! I preferred it to the
hotel anyway-we ate at the hotel but I enjoyed staying in
the compound.

Here it is much cooler and we are relieved, the guys just
don't understand how hot it is! In the evening we went over
to Sa'ad's family home, which is a huge tent compound, not
like our tents, I mean gorgeous with beautiful carpets and
TV and VCR and air conditioning. They brought all sorts of
food for us and it was great. It was like a dream, sitting on
pillows on the

floor in a Bedouin tent, really incredible, drinking tea. His
sisters didn't mind for us to take pictures of them, which
was great as we are strictly prohibited from photographing
Saudi women, you just don't do it, even another woman!
The family has a lot of land in this area, all around us, and
the women make carpets and I took pictures, even with her
face fully covered she can see through it to weave these
rugs, I can't believe it! I looked through one of the veils and
you can see through it but I am glad we don't have to do
that!

The highlight of this area is an archeological site, Domat al
Jandal. It looks like Arizona or New Mexico, very
Southwestern USA, and cooler. There are ruins called
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Rajajil, which are standing stones something like
Stonehenge. No one knows what they are for but have
markings traced back to 4000 BC. Domat al Jandal is a town
with houses and a tower and old ruins from various periods,
some from Nabatean (about 100BC-100AD) and some even
older, it is said Ishmael stayed here, the colors and the
rocks are just beautiful. We had a local archeologist walk
around with us, and of course walking up and down in our
abayas is even slower, he patiently waited for us and I
remarked, "it is not easy in an abaya" and he said he had
never thought of that before. We also visited Masjid Umar,
the mosque built by Umar, the Second Caliph, basically the
second leader after Mohamed's death, built in about 638
AD. Just incredible, and we were particularly fortunate as it
is still in use but we could visit since there is no one there
praying, otherwise it is absolutely forbidden to take photos
in @ mosque.

We also visited the Al-Jouf Water Factory, with clean
bathrooms and to see how they bottle the water. I was
amazed and we could see how they puff up the bottles
which start as little tubes and how they check the water-we
could stand very close and watch everything, much more
than you could here where they worry about liability and
lawsuits! We met the guys who work there who were
fascinated by us, I could speak to one who is a Tunisian and
we could speak French and he explained it all to me and I
told the others. Most of the guys here were from other Arab
countries, our bus driver is from Syria so I was able to tell
him I had been there and it was nice, of course my
sentences sound like a 3 year old but I am trying!
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We also visited a falcon training place, the guys have
falcons for sport and hunting and just showing off, the way
British guys have dogs I guess, but falconry is a very Arab
guy thing, so it was cool to see them.

We also visited some Nabatean wells and other areas, to the
shops there, I got a cute little teapot very cheaply, but
there are no tourist things to buy as they don't have
tourists. So no tshirts and very few postcards, we are truly
pioneers. This morning I drank some mango juice that didn't
agree with me, I think because it was on an empty stomach
as I had drunk mango juice every day in Saudi, but it was
really bothering me. I am so frustrated as every day we are
sightseeing from 8 am to 9 pm or so and there are fantastic
things to see and do everywhere and I cannot do anything,
I can barely hold anything down. This was a lucky day for
me, though, as they had a lot of First Class tickets which
they rotated among the group, and today I got to fly up
front! So I can be all the more chic as I get ill in the First
Class bathroom! They change some of the flights around
which is hard for us because our tour plans are dependent
on being at the airport at a certain time and seeing things
on a schedule. We didn't know if we would fly to Medina
directly, or even through Riyadh, no one knew, but when we
got in the air it was non-stop to Medina. I am really upset
because I am in the holy city of Medina and my stomach
feels terrible, I am hot and faint and feel nasty.

Samer said he would take me into town, there are some
places I want to see, but I feel terrible. He had shopping to
do in town and said I could come along. I have to get the
strength to go; I ate some rice and tried not to be sick, I
took Pepto, Rolaids, Ginger, we had a very nice doctor and
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he gave me some medicine but I felt awful, and he was so
nice, I just cried because people were so nice and I felt
terrible.

Anyway, I prayed for the strength to go and I made it, we
took a taxi and went very fast to the Prophet's Mosque in
Medina, which is second only to Mecca in importance and
beauty. I have seen it on TV so many times and seen it in
books but to see it at night, it is all lit up and just incredible,
the most amazing thing. I was just stunned, so I sat
outside, I went inside and prayed, it was very difficult, he
told me to take my camera but not my video camera, keep
it in my bag and not even attempt a photo unless he was
with me and asked a policeman, as if I got in trouble I can't
speak Arabic to get out of trouble, well that is true. There
are ladies on the women's side fully covered in abayas but
with patches on their shoulders, very serious women to
keep you from doing anything wrong (like a picture!) So I
was very careful, of course there is no time to see anything
and many of the places inside are closed off. It is also not
open 24 hrs. like the mosque in Mecca so you cannot just
go and stay at any hour. So I walked around, then he came
back and we walked around the outside, I have to be careful
because of course I don't know where is OK and where is
forbidden. I also noticed a sign for a parking lot, it was
marked "women only" which was strange to me since
women can't drive, but the drivers must wait in their cars
down below for the women to come, that is the only thing I
can figure.

Seeing the Prophet's Mosque was incredible, but it was just
like a taste, there was so little time, and I only saw a small
part. Afterwards, we went over to the market and bought
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some things, after all I am in Medina, I had to buy some
things to take home, it is unbelievable! He was such a
gentleman, he got water for me from the holy well which
they bring up and he said if I prayed and drank it, it would
help my stomach, which I did, and I actually felt a little
better, but it was hot and I had to be even more covered
than usual to be there. He always made sure I had a place
to sit and carried my stuff when he went into a store, I was
just sitting outside looking at everything, totally in awe.

So we finished and then got a taxi for an hour, it was only
$20, no problem, and drove around and he held my camera
out the window and took a lot of photos, then we went to
the Qiblatain Mosque, just outside, it means 2 Qiblas, Qibla
is the word for the direction of Mecca, so when you see a
Qibla in @ mosque you know which way to pray. So
originally people prayed towards Jerusalem, but Mohamed
got a message from God that they should pray to the black
stone in Mecca so Mohamed came in when people were
praying, he waited until they were done and said, God has
told me we should pray in another direction, so they moved
the other way and prayed that way too. If you put an -tain
on the end of a word it means 2, therefore Qiblatain is 2
directions. It is very famous-I also saw the Hejaz Railroad
Station, from the Lawrence of Arabia times, there are rail
lines from Damascus to Mecca, and were used in the early
1900s. Of course Medina was a big stop on the road for the
pilgrimage. The city is incredible, with modern shopping
malls, we needed to buy some film for one of the guys in
the group, I went to a grocery store in the mall, here I am
in Medina in a mall buying film, as I write this I have to
pinch myself! It is impossible to believe it. We also passed
the cemetery where many members of Mohamed's family
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are supposed to be buried, but it is dark and we can't see,
also the graves have no markings, but I was there anyway!
There is a beautiful waterfall along the road, it is so
beautiful here, I wish I had more time. We got home about
11 pm and I didn't feel well but I got into bed after getting
myself organized, as we must be up at 4:45 am tomorrow
to go to Madain Salah, which is why everyone else got hours
of extra sleep but I was out running around and sick to
boot, but when will I get to Medina again? I cannot believe I
am here!!

Of course it was 4:45 am all too soon but this is a highlight
of our trip, a full day excursion to Madain Salah, which is a
Nabatean ruin that is very similar to Petra, Jordan, and not
that far from Petra as the crow flies, about 4 hrs. by car. I
am sure you have seen Petra, the rose-colored rock and the
buildings carved into the rock, well this is quite similar but
not the same rock so not rose colored, but orange, and not
as large. It is about 3 hrs. away from Medina and is really in
the middle of nowhere. We took the bus up to the ruins and
had a picnic lunch at the Hejaz RR station up here, which
has an old rail car inside. We ate on the ground, they work
very hard to give us box lunches with sandwiches and fruit
and drinks, I am taking it very easy on the food because my
stomach is a long way from normal, but I am on Cloud Nine
from my visit to Medina downtown, and thank God I made
it!

The mountains around here are so red, it is really amazing
to see it They are happy I got to Medina and so are thinking
of how to get me to Mecca-I think all have figured out this is
very important to me, so Lauren said she would explain to
the other people when we get to Jeddah that I have to go
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home on time but they will arrange for Samer or one of the
people in his office to take me, even if I have to miss seeing
some things in Jeddah which I said was fine, whatever they
can do. My bottom line is to get there and not look like a
dufus to the people in Jeddah because I just feel awful
about it, and all the work, but if she can pull this off so
much the better.

So we look at everything, took some very famous photos
from the ruins that I hope will look like the postcards, then
stopped in Al Ula on the way back. There is a new hotel
there people want to look at, which was very nice with a
gorgeous view of the ruins. Of course then you don't go to
Medina, which would be devastating as far as I am
concerned. But it might be nice to overnight here after you
have been to Medina because you are a long way back. If
one had a lot of time, you could visit several ruins in a car,
like from Al Jouf to Taima, Tabuk, Madain Salah then end up
in Medina, drop the car, but oops we can't do that so we
have to fly! I don't think there are any hotels in the other
places either, so this will all happen in time. After all, things
are changing at a fast pace, slavery was only abolished in
1962, though the servants stayed on with their families, and
no one ever believed there would be tourists from western
countries, if it ever happened, people thought it would only
be from Islamic countries.

When we got home to Medina again we had all slept on the
bus and I went right to bed, about 10 pm after getting my
suitcase together (we never have time to unpack them, we
just get some clothes out and throw on our abayas), and off
to the airport to go to Jeddah. Samer is from Jeddah and he
says it is the best place, everyone says so as it has had the
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most cosmopolitan influence, having the port on the Red
Sea and being the port of entry for the Hajj (the pilgrimage
to Mecca) they have seen foreign people and many ideas for
1400 years. It was pretty cool in the airport to see the
pilgrims who make the Umrah or lesser pilgrimage which
you can do any time of year, the men wear a special type of
clothing and you have to put it on before you get to Mecca,
so there are a lot of guys in these clothes waiting for their
airplanes, and people from every country, a large Malaysian
group also going on the Umrah and you can feel the
difference.

So we flew to Jeddah and had lunch at this gorgeous
restaurant overlooking the sea, with huge windows, it
reminded me of the Punta Morro Hotel in Ensenada, right on
the water with a fabulous view. It is very, very hot and
humid, but Jeddah is a gorgeous place, with beautiful
sculptures at each traffic circle, and a fantastic Corniche
with a sea view everywhere and beautiful stores and
everything so modern I cannot believe it. And you can walk
here, even the women! This is great! I am still not feeling
well, just small food which is better for me anyway, ha ha, I
have never looked at fabulous buffet food and just went, no,
not really interested, just a couple of bites! We stayed at
the Inter Continental which is right next to the sea, and a
McDonalds right across the parking lot, yippee! I asked if it
was OK to go, they said yes, I thought maybe I need
something familiar, not that I eat there at home but
sometimes your stomach just needs something plain, not
fancy. So I got a hamburger, I walked in by myself which
the Filipino guys behind the counter were pretty amused by,
I asked if it is OK to be there, I looked carefully for the
family door, a couple guys saw me walk in like I was
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mentally ill but the guys inside said, oh no Madam, you are
very welcome, do you come from America? Duh, even in our
abayas we don't look like we come from around here. I took
my burger back to the hotel though, it was a little too weird
to try and eat it there even in the family section upstairs.
Jeddah is also the first place where we saw Americans in the
hotels and people doing business there.

Then we went to see old Jeddah which is being restored.
Like many cities, buildings are often torn down for progress,
but they are working very hard to restore this part of the
city, which dates back to 1487. There are many beautiful
buildings, the old market which is the shopper's mecca; you
know, I think how often we use the word Mecca, or Wall
Street being the financial mecca, or the Empire State
Building being a tourist mecca, we use this expression all
the time and now we see where it comes from, the center of
the thing, which of course comes from the holy city of
Mecca. We bought a lot of stuff in the market in Jeddah, this
is the ultimate shopping and dealing place, I am pretty good
at bargaining and my Arabic numbers are excellent. We
toured the Nassif House which is 300 years old and being
restored, in fact King Abdul Aziz lived here at one time,
there is wood furniture in the style of Damascus that we
saw the originals when we were there, friends of the people
we stayed with in Damascus you may remember. We had a
beautiful dinner on the roof of the Nassif House, overlooking
the city, positively amazing. So Samer comes to me and
said, we have someone to take you to Mecca, right after
dinner you will go. Of course I am ready right now but I
have no control over this so I must wait, I ate a little but I
am not hungry and also anxious!
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We got back to the hotel about 10 pm and we haven't gone
anywhere, but not to worry, it will all happen, we will call
you. So they did, one of the guys, very cute, Essam, looks
like David Cassidy, he got me at the hotel and took me to
his house where we would pick up his wife, since we are not
supposed to go places unaccompanied as I am a single
female. I imagined his wife as serious all dressed in black,
we walked in, she was in jeans and a

flannel-type shirt, hi, come in, have some tea, they have a
baby about 18 months old playing on the floor watching
music videos, a kitten is eating in the kitchen, getting food
on the floor, just a normal family. I feel I should be more
dressed up but I don't have any better clothes to wear so 1
have to think God likes me just the same.

I was so blessed to be able to see Mecca for myself, and
only 45 mins. from Jeddah. I had seen it on TV for years
and it is the place where all Muslims point to when they
pray, the black stone of Abraham and Ishmael. It is huge,
and has been expanded several times. 2 million people
come there every year at Hajj time and it was still crowded
even at midnight on a normal weekday, but it was just
thrilling to see the hills where Hagar was looking for water
for her child Ishmael and ran between the 2 hills and then a
well sprang up, now called the Zamzam well and still
providing water today (Genesis 21). I drank the water there
and brought some home and to share with friends, it was
amazing. I can never describe how long I had read and
researched about this place and how exciting it was to
actually see it. The black stone was smaller than I thought,



31

but it was because the mosque surrounding it was so
incredibly huge. There is a display with a footprint of
Abraham, and I will always remember how the black cloth
smelled, it is finely embroidered and has the smell of
incense and the touch of it, just overwhelming and
unforgettable. The colors are beautiful, the ceilings, the
spots where there is air conditioning (even at night it is 90
degrees and warm inside, parts have a roof and parts are
open). No matter how prepared I was, reading about every
part and everything, I was just stunned and overwhelmed
and forgot everything, I was just staring at it! I wanted to
sit there for 2 hours and just look at it, try to soak it up, but
we didn't have much time, so we had to leave and go back
to Jeddah. It was part of the contradiction too that as we
walked out of the Holy Mosque, that was just overwhelming,
and in front is the Hilton Hotel and a Burger King! At the
checkpoint there is a gas station and a McDonalds! It is
really amazing, there are definitely no words to describe it,
on every level. I had resigned myself that if I was supposed
to see it, I would, and God provided!

After that, I didn't need to do anything else, in fact we were
there until about 3 am, so the next day I was so tired, doing
all these extra things while the Smithsonian people were
sleeping! Of course it was worth it, I can sleep at home! We
flew to the south of Saudi, to Abha, about 6000 feet and
cool and green. I had to stay awake, I don't want to miss
anything! The hotel was the most elegant we had stayed in,
written up in Leading Hotels of the World, the Abha Palace,
gorgeous, allied with Dallas' Mansion at Turtle Creek so you
have some idea. I had like a suite inside, fantastic view and
definitely the world that I would like to become accustomed
to! They had tons of cable TV channels, with Arabic news,
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CNN and ESPN and a pretty racy music video channel from
Europe, especially by Saudi standards. Another
contradiction, no record stores but you can get videos on
satellite, so Saudi TV was really boring by comparison.

We met Raed, our guide in Abha, who was very handsome
and looks like Gregory Harrison with a mustache! He was
very helpful. Abha is the base for the Asir

National Park, the first area they are trying to develop for
tourism, mostly from other Arab countries. They have a
cable car into the canyon and a nice market and another
large town called Khamis Mushayt with an American base
with Tornados and F-15s. We were in the market and saw
some women in abayas next to us bartering with prices in
Arabic and then said in a perfect American accent, "I think
we got a good deal" so we didn't know them and I asked,
"where are you from" and they were as amazed as me!
Their husbands

worked at the base at Khamis and they couldn't believe we
were tourists! We saw a beautiful artists' colony with
traditional architecture and fantastic paintings and murals
and Arabic caligraphy, I wish I could have afforded some of
it!

We also visited a small village, Al Sooda, with traditional
dancers and a museum that was 500 years old. We are at
the highest point in Saudi, 10,000 feet (3100m), such
contrasts around the different areas of the country! These
people were really fascinated with us, as we were with
them, and we felt like we were in a National Geographic
special. The experiences we had were just amazing, seeing
the children, watching the dancers, it was great. We are
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only about 100 miles from the Yemen border here, of course
Saudi borders almost all the countries in the region so it is
frustrating that we can't visit any of them!

We have to go home now, though, so we flew back to
Jeddah for a wonderful dinner at a very posh country club
and then left Jeddah at 2 am for New York, arrived at 7 am
and cleared customs then got on my flight to LA, arrived
home at 2 pm, not too bad! I was able to sleep about 8
hours, it is incredible how you could fly so far but still be
home in a day. It was an incredible experience, though and
absolutely fantastic. I would recommend this trip to anyone
who wants to see an entirely different culture blending with
an ultra-modern society, it was just fantastic!
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A Cremation in Kathmandu

This is the closest I've ever been to a dead body, 1 thought as I sat on a bench on the
banks of the Bagmati, a holy river near Kathmandu which, like the Ganges in Varanasi,
is a popular place for cremations. Swathed in a white sheet with a square of golden
cloth covering its head and shoulders, a corpse lay atop a stretcher on the ground less
than seven yards from my feet.

Unlike the other cremations taking place on the ghats, which drew large groups of
family and friends, just three men were gathered for this funeral; they sat on a bench
directly next to mine. Surprisingly, one of them turned and hit me up with the old
"Hello, where are you from?" bit. From the beginning, though, it was clear that the guy
was after nothing more than a chat.

Head Constable Shankar RawalHis name was Shankar Rawal, Head Constable for the
Kathmandu Police. He had spiky black hair, a thick moustache, and was dressed in a
black and maroon tracksuit. He'd come with his brother and nephew to cremate a
friend. Clearly in a reflective mood, Rawal quickly dispensed with surface banter.

"So many people miss the purpose of life," he said. "They seek material things: gold,
cars, money, houses. But these things don't bring satisfaction. The Buddha said,
'Satisfaction is not certain, but death is certain.'"" Rawal nodded toward the corpse. "My
friend didn't know what was important in life. He was just about to turn thirty."

"That's my age," I interrupted.

"Mine too," Rawal said. He carried on: "He lost his mind over a woman, and it
consumed him. First he began to drink. A little, then a lot. Then he began to use
drugs." Rawal pantomimed a syringe against his forearm. "His family disowned him. He
slept on the street. He was a burden on society."

A Hindu who quoted Buddha and the Bible, Rawal went on to assert his belief in a single
God that different religions call by various names.

"Although we have different skin colors and different religions... Although you call
yourself an American and I call myself a Nepali, our blood is still red, we're all the same
underneath. We..."

Rawal's friends interrupted him. It was time to prepare the body.

I asked Rawal if he'd like me to leave. "No," he replied. "Stay if you like."

The three friends unwrapped the white sheet that covered the body. Inside, the naked
corpse was encased in a sheet of thick clear plastic. The friends opened the plastic and
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set about rubbing the body with a mixture of powder and water drawn from the holy
river.

The frail brown body was malleable, and the friends manipulated it gently, moistening
every bit of skin with their bare hands. The dead man's flesh hung loosely upon his
small frame. A stitched-up seam ran the vertical length of his chest; there had been an
autopsy. I glimpsed the lines of a crude tattoo on his right shoulder.

Somehow, that tattoo was the saddest thing I'd ever seen.

The three friends set about their work with grave expressions, but nobody wept. They
handled the corpse with tenderness and also a sort of nonchalance. Rawal's brother
uncovered the head and carefully massaged the powder and water onto his deceased
friend's face.

Preparations complete, the men rewrapped the body in the white sheet and carried it
on the stretcher to the waiting funeral pyre. They made three clockwise revolutions
around the pile of logs before placing their friend atop. The nephew took a torch from a
fire burning nearby and made several circumambulations around the corpse.

Cremation Ghats on the BagmatiAs the sheet caught fire, Rawal laid loose bundles of thatch
atop the pyre. The thatch fueled the blaze and obscured the body's form once the sheet
burned away.

Thick yellow smoke poured off the pyre as the flames gained momentum. The friends
stepped back and watched as a man who worked at the ghats shoved smaller sticks
into strategic locations.

Rawal returned to his seat on the bench and watched the pyre burn. "Now we wait for
three hours," he told me. His face was expressionless as he looked toward the fire.

"Are you feeling sad?" I asked after a short while.

"A little," he replied. "He was a bad man, and he caused many people pain. But it's still
sad to see someone go. Especially after all the little dramas."

Looking at me, Rawal motioned with his head toward the clear afternoon sky and said,
"Now, for him, comes the greatest drama of them all."
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Trip to Iraq, January 2003

A view of the Tigris River from my hotel room

Last fall, 30,000 academics signed a petition opposing the apparently
impending war with Iraq. In response, the University of Baghdad invited
signatories to the petition to visit Baghdad to learn more. Thirty-two
people, myself included, accepted the invitation and traveled to Baghdad
on January 11. We traveled using our own funds so as to maintain the
independence of our group. We do not support the government of Irag but
traveled with the hope of learning more about and showing support for
Iraqgi people.

Before leaving, I had some concerns. Frustration over U.S. foreign policy
might translate into aggression from Iraqis. A crisis might occur and make
it difficult to leave. The significance of the trip could be twisted by the
media both in Irag and the US, to opposite ends. And it seemed likely that
the trip would be so closely managed by the Iragi government that
genuine interaction with Iragis would be difficult or impossible.

Upon arrival, though these concerns did not melt away, I had the sense
that it had been right to face my fears. The Iraqg I saw is filled with
ordinary people trying to live ordinary lives - students eager to practice
their English, shopkeepers anxious to sell souvenirs, professors excited
about the opportunity to exchange academic ideas and children curious to
interact with foreign visitors. Yet overshadowing this ordinariness is a
deep sadness and frustration, as foreign soldiers and bombs gather
around a nation weary from years of war, sanctions and international
isolation.
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Our hosts were eager to show off their cultural heritage - a heritage
shared by all human beings as Iraq is the "cradle of civilization". We were
taken to the ruins of Babylon, the Baghdad Museum, mosques and other
historical sites. I was struck by how much stood to be lost to war.

Iraq has been and should be a prosperous country, with fertile land fed by
the Tigris and Euphrates, an abundance of oil and a populace that places a
high value on education. Since the end of the 1991 Gulf War, sanctions
imposed on Iraq have resulted in deaths from malnutrition and disease as
well as economic devastation and the isolation of ordinary Iraqgis. Iraq's
health care system, once among the best in the Middle East, now
struggles to cope with even easily curable diseases. The formerly
impressive educational system, lacking access to international journals,
conferences, and academic exchange, now lags behind. The sanctions,
intended to weaken Saddam Hussein and impair his ability to remilitarize,
have directed his people's anger toward the US rather than his own
regime. Our attempts to marginalize and weaken Saddam Hussein have
weakened and demoralized Iraqg's 24 million people, but seem not to have
affected the regime much.

We knew that the Iragi government had an interest in controlling what we
saw and heard and we were under no illusions that we were interacting
with a representative cross-section of Iraq's diverse population. Our hosts
were primarily university professors, administrators and students, a
number of whom had been educated in the United States. However, we
learned more than just the government line on the current situation. We
witnessed some discomfort about the heavy-handedness of the official
message being presented to us and heard about Iraqis' desire to be
accepted members of the international community.

I heard repeatedly from Iraqis that they genuinely like America and
Americans, and I was warmly greeted by everyone I met. Nevertheless,
the Iraqis I talked to do not trust the United States' expressed desire to
"liberate" them. They were adamant that they could not accept change
imposed by a foreign power. If attacked, they would be forced to defend
their land against the US, which they believe is more interested in their oil
than in their human rights.

This attitude came as no surprise based on experiences that I have had
studying and working in other parts of the Middle East for more than four
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years. The history of colonialism by the British and French is still fresh in
the minds of most Arabs I have met and they are deeply distrustful of
foreign intervention into their countries. Though many Americans perceive
a difference between former imperialist actions of European powers and
current US policy, we cannot ignore that millions of people in the Middle
East do not accept this distinction.

On January 17, the Washington Post reported that postwar plans already
drawn up by the Administration state that following a US invasion, "Iraqis
relegated to advisory roles in the immediate postwar period would
gradually be given a greater role, but they would not regain control of
their country for a year or more...". It seems singularly unwise, from a
security perspective, for the US to put itself in the position of militarily
occupying an Arab country, especially for such an extended period. Of
special concern is the fact that Irag contains many Islamic holy sites and
is close to Islam's most sacred places of Mecca and Medina in Saudi
Arabia. The attacks of September 11 illustrated vividly that it does not
take weapons of mass destruction to cause havoc; a relatively small group
of enraged and determined individuals with modest resources can have a
devastating impact. A preemptive strike on Irag would also set a
dangerous precedent encouraging other countries to take preemptive
actions against their enemies.

In October 2002 letter to the Senate Intelligence Committee, CIA Director
George Tenet stated that the likelihood of Saddam Hussein launching an
unprovoked attack on the US is low but that, if cornered, he would
become much more dangerous. A firm and consistent policy of
containment and deterrence is an option that can enhance global security
without destabilizing the region or creating even more implacable
enemies. It is not a viable or sustainable foreign policy to invade every
country that has oppressive leadership and dangerous weapons.

I believe that Saddam Hussein's regime is brutal one and Iraqis deserve a
better future. But to be legitimate and to endure, change must come from
within. We can support internal change through engagement with Iraq in
which great international influence can be brought to bear. We must ease
the sanctions and isolation that Iraqis have experienced for twelve years
to end the unintended effect of strengthening Saddam Hussein's regime
and weakening average Iraqis. At the same time, we must pursue an
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arms control policy that reflects the needs and interests of all countries in
the Middle East.

At the conclusion of our trip, our group prepared a joint statement
outlining our position and recommendations on Iraq as informed by our
trip and previous knowledge of the region. We encourage others to
distribute the statement and to use it as a starting point for discussion.

There is still time to act to try to stop a war and I urge others to do so. I
have provided information below to assist those who want to learn more
about Iraq and/or to speak out against a war.

Thank you for taking the time to read this and to think about these issues.
Feel free to pass on this information to anyone who may be interested.
This website only scratches the surface of very complex issues. I would be
happy to share more about my experiences and to hear others'
viewpoints.

Julie Ryan-Silva

Graduate Student

Institute for Conflict Analysis and Resolution
George Mason University

E-mail: jryansilva@yahoo.com
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Follow The Israel Experience Trail!

http://www.jfed.org/israel/comtrip00/jlast.htm

2000 ISRAEL TRIP JOURNAL
THE ISRAEL EXPERIENCE

7/4. Every day I wake up with the fear that the beauty I see today won't top
the beauty I saw yesterday, and every day I am amazed....

Everyday I wake up with the fear that my body will not be able to handle
the power of Israel, and everyday I obtain an immense amount of
strength....

Every new day I wonder how these wonders are possible, and then |
remember g-d and where I am. I am home. Meira

7/4. This 1s my first 4th of July that I won't be celebrating in the U.S. I can
remember last year [ was at a huge party with all of my friends. Now that I
think about it I miss my friends so much. I have never had to make new
friends, I've always had the same friends from elementary school. The first
days of this trip were so awesome and fun, things to remember, to tell my
friends when I get back home, but how I get the feeling of not being "cool"
or good enough. I have tried to talk to other people, but I don't think all of
you realize how intimidated I am by you. It's not going to kill you to talk or
sit next to other people that are not in our "group." I'm sorry if that sounds
bad. I only want to have fun on this trip, and be able to look back on it and
say it was worth it all, to spend a summer away from my friends, family,
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home, my room, what I know as mine. I hate bus rides. And I wish that one
counselor (that shall remain nameless) would stop having favorites, or just
stop showing it so much. I would just like to say that we do pay attention
when people talk, even if we are not looking at the person we are paying
attention. At first it wasn't helping to make my trip any better, but I'm not
going to let that bother e and that's about all I have to say. Thanks for
reading.

7/5. After a long discussion questioning our abilities to pay attention and
follow directions we set for a new day. Memories of last night linger in the
backs of our head as we strive for camper perfection. As a "we forgive you
present" our counselors brought us pretzels and boker tov drawings as we
set off for our new adventure.

I like this place! As we drive along, the fruitless, dried out desert becomes
the most valuable thing in the world. Each piece of gravel that is placed
under us as burning pavement shows the sweat of a fellow, Jew? Arab? It
doesn't matter, but he is my friend. He has paged the way for a group of
brats from around the world to find themselves. This fellow is strong; I am
weak...but I am learning the secrets to thick states of life, and love. I belong
here (at least for another 4 weeks.).

7/5. We just went to the Israeli and Lebanese border. Our guide was the
security guard of the kibbutz and he had emigrated to Israel from New Y ork
30 years ago. He told us a story about how some Lebanese "freedom
fighters" took hostages 20 years ago in a building that we were sitting right
next to. Most of the people they took hostage were between the ages of 6
months to 1 year old. Eventually all 5 of the "freedom fighters" were killed
during the raid of the house, but not before they managed to kill one of the
babies with the butt of their rifle, because it had cried too much. Someone
who can kill a bay like that isn't a Freedom Fighter, they are a murderer.
Hooray for Israel. As I sit here on the bus to lunch, with my hat on my lap
and a girl on my arm, I am content. And cold. The girl on my arm insists on
keeping the AC vent open. Her foot is asleep. My left arm is numb with the
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combo of weight and subzero temperatures. The girl likes stomping her feet.
Poor girl. The girl has crazy eyes. They are a lovely shade of green with bits
of yellow flowing through them like lightning. The girl prods and nudges
me. "Write more," she says. "No! I will not!" My hand is tired. And this
journal 1s upside down.

Happy Birthday to Ashley (in 17 days) 17 in 17, ha! Today we went to
some old city that was very beautiful but the best part was lunch and
learning about the Druz religion which as very interesting. Lunch was by far
the best meal we've had the entire trip. Ok, so now we're all going to the
family weekend. I'm going to rest and eat McDonalds and that about it. Ok,
bye!

7/6. Before this trip started, I was upset about the social scene because only
one person [ was close with was coming to Israel with me. Now that it's a
little over a week into the trip, though, and we're all going to visit family or
friends for the weekend, I'm upset because I'm going to be away from the
other campers for more than a day. Somehow everyone managed to become
amazingly close to people they'd never met until this trip in only a week,
and still have 4 to go. I've lost the timid attitude I began with and I'm having
the time of my life out here. I wish everyone cold go through such an
awesome experience.

7/6 Group 2. I think it's kind of funny how we're more excited about getting
to do laundry more than anything right now! I know I definitely am!

[ truly believe that this trip came at the right time. I really needed to be
away from home now! I feel like I'm surrounded with the right laid back,
serious, funny, great people here! I honestly wouldn't change anything about
the people. The program's been fun especially for me - confronting fears -
being underground. I don't know if being underground in the cave will
permanently change me, but I know that I felt safe with these people.

Israel has been "the bomb diggity" so far. I've seen beauty, destruction, and
learned about our history and that of our country. We've been rushing
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around, maybe too much... but I think we have to if we want to see it all.
Tova

We went to Tzfat, the city of the Kaballah. I learned a lot about light blue,
my favorite color, which Tzfat is painted. The sky looks blue but when you
grab it there's nothing there. The ocean looks blue, but when you grab it, it's
see through. This is like G-d, G-d is everywhere but can't be seen and isn't
tangible. Tzfat is painted light blue to be protected by G-d from evil. It was
so interesting. Emily Berkman.

Since I was used to waking up early, Iwoke up at 8 in the morning today
even though I am tired. It is so Americanized here. They have MTV, VH1,
and who wants to be a millionaire with Hebrew questions. The values are in
shekels though. Anyway, everyone here tries to copy the American styles. It
is kinda funny. The cantalope is yellow and people here eat chocolate on
their bread for breakfast like everyday. There are these giant chicken nugget
like things that are everywhere. They are good. Every meal at the places the
trip had us go to has corn.

Israel is sort of like the United States, just it is much more beautiful and
everyone prefers to speak Hebrew to English. No, I have not seen any
terrorists! The media makes a big deal of everything in America. It is not so
violent. Just in certain areas by some of the borders it is violent. It is hot
here. Jerusalem's weather 1s like Danville's but everywhere else it is hotter
that I have been to. The Mediterranean Sea is gorgeous and hiking in 2000
year old water caves built under the old city of Jerusalem was the scariest
and most amazing thing I have ever done!!! The Wailing Wall was
interesting and it's cool to see all the name brands here with Hebrew
writing. [ bought a Hebrew CocaCola shirt.

By the way, the music here is the same. From Eminem to the Backstreet
Boys, they listen to the same stuff as us but they have some good Israeli
singers, too! Anyway, I am staying in this cute little community with only
300 families for the weekend. This was our free weekend to visit family,
friends, or chill at discos in Tel Aviv. Since we are going to go to discos in
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Tel Aviv later, I thought it would be cool to see what living in an Israeli
home is like. Well, it is similar to living in an American home. Anyway, |
have seen the Lebanese border and the Jordanian border from about 20 ft
away. In fact where I am staying now is on the border territory claimed
from the 6 day war.

Yesterday I ate in a Muslim restaurant! They have good food! If you ever go
to a Muslim restaurant eat the thing that sorta looks like pizza!! We have
had discussions with people who live in the Golan Heights. They have a
democratic government in Israel. Right now about 70% of the people think
we should give up the beautiful Golan Heights to Syria with the 18000 Jews
living there who will have to move if that happens. They feel that it is worth
it because it may bring about peace with Syria. Personally, I am not so sure
if it is worth 1t because Syria does not even want this land for any reason
other than it is land and they just want more land for more power. I think
that they would just see Israel as weak and keep trying to get more territory.
Israel needs this land because Israel has a drought and the Golan Heights
contains 30% of the countries water! Everyone agrees though that if it
would ensure peace, they would give up the beautiful Golan Heights. I just
hope that if Israel gives up the Golan Heights, that there is finally peace
between the two countries!

There is not really that much of a war between the two countries, when they
say peace they mean kind of like the US and Russia, like they want people
to be able to communicate freely and be able to visit both countries and if
Israelis could go through Syria, they would not have to fly over the
Mediterranean to get to Europe, but they could drive! Anyway, as they say,
2 Jews:3 opinions. Jerusalem used to be a part of Rome so eating in an
ancient Roman restaurant was great! We wore togas and everything! e-mail
from Katie

I am here on a Kibbutz. I got roomed with Ashleigh Ordin and an Israeli girl
who is 16. They have internet access and a lot of free time here so I might
check my e-mail a lot here! Tel Aviv was nice. I just arrived on the Kibbutz.
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I saw the place where Rabin was shot yesterday. That was very sad. I even
saw the place where the Israeli Declaration of Independence was signed!
That was interesting, but we were tired. I got a henna tattoo in Tel Aviv.
Don't worry Mom, it only lasts two weeks or so and it was painted on. It is
stars around my ankle. Israel is very beautiful. We went to a beach on
Sunday that looks like a Hawaiian beach, but they have a jellyfish problem
right now, so a lot of people got stung by jellyfish. It was on the
Mediterranean. There are about 20 other people from the trip on this
Kibbutz since we were divided into six groups. The trip has been very fun
and this week has been extremely important in Israel.

By the way, I survived a week in the Israeli army, the Gadna!! It was soooo
hard! We worked 17 hours per day!! We woke up at 5 AM and went to bed
around 11PM! We shot M16s and you guys better be nice to me because it
turns out I have extremely good aim. ;) We are by the Sea of Galilee here. It
is very pretty. We have been here before, but being on a Kibbutz is very
different than being on a hostel. Today I went to the West Bank! For those
of you who don't know, this is a land with many Arabs and Jews that is not
part of Israel or Palestine, but under Israeli military control. This week Ehud
Barak, Bill Clinton, and Arafat are deciding on a peace agreement in Camp
David so everyone here is very anxious to hear the results!!

The kibbutz is really nice. The girl I am staying with likes the same kind of
music as me and has a Nick Carter poster on her wall. She speaks English,
as do most people here. I met this really nice girl named Julie, but
unfortunately she will never be in my group. I'm sad that I will not be in Tel
Aviv again, but the Kibbutz seems very cool! Talk to everyone later and e-
mail me!~Katie

We went to a disco the first night we got on the kibbutz, it's really cool, we
are in a gated kibbutz and it is nice and the people are very friendly and they
have a very, very nice swimming pool. We hiked to the sea of Galilee which
is gorgeous. We slept outside at a waterslide park on the beach!! I didn't get
much sleep but we got to go on the waterslides this morning. Now I'm back
on the kibbutz...talk to everyone later! e-mail from Katie
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http://www.bootsnall.com/travelogues/andrea/14.shtml

By Andrea & Dale Johnson

Krazy Kuta

"TRANSPORT? MASSAGE? BRAID YOUR HAIR? SARONG? TOE RING?
PINEAPPLE? HASHISH?"

The endless barrage of hawkers accosted us while we walked down the
street attempting to dodge them, puddles, and the screeching motor
scooters that zoomed by perilously close. Welcome to Indonesia and it's
most popular tourist destination, Kuta Beach.

Travellers have a love/hate relationship with this city of sin. Backpacker
facilities are plentiful and cheap - rooms average only US$4.50 a night,
tasty wood oven pizzas and a large Bintang beer cost just a buck each.
The rupee has remained devalued since the Asian economic crisis - the
average Indonesian worker earns only US$25 a month. It's a place that
encourages excesses; buying too much from the hundreds of surf,
handicraft, and silver shops that line every street; eating and partying 'til
sunrise at the packed restaurants, bars, and clubs; surfing too long at the
easily accessible, consistent beach breaks that are polluted with sewage
that eventually makes everyone sick.

Yet in the middle of this chaos, pieces of traditional Balinese culture still
survive. Every morning Hindus place offering baskets of food, incense,
and flowers at the entrance to their shops, homes, and in shrines that are
a familiar sight at every corner. Women still walk along traffic-clogged
streets carrying baskets of fruit on their heads to bring to the market or a
ceremony. Even at our hotel we enjoyed an interesting contrast watching
the owners perform an elaborate anniversary ceremony in the courtyard
while backpackers continued to wander through in their swimsuits
carrying surfboards.

An essential art Indonesians have mastered is bargaining. Westerners are
constantly targeted and usually quoted prices 10 times higher for 'tourists
than locals. Unscrupulous 'authorized' moneychangers are everywhere.
We noticed the tip off to possible rip-off when finding posted exchange
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rates that seemed too good to be true. On two separate occasions we
were entertained by these sneaky characters. Our first attempt to change
US$100 (which equals $1,130,000 rupees) was an example of short-
changing. Upon careful counting we noticed the agent kept adding small
bills to the pile, insisting to keep a small amount of our money for himself
for 'good luck'. Finally we were disgusted and exited to find another
moneychanger, shouting in the street, "This guy's a thief!" The second
character was much sneakier. He quickly entered an amount on his
calculator showing the total while handing over the rupees. Had we not
been suspicious we could have easily overlooked that his calculator didn't
work correctly and he 'miscalculated' the amount by 90,000 rupees in his
favor. We learned to always count our cash before leaving since 'honest'
little mistakes seem to happen frequently in Bali.

Another tourist rip off is the long arm of the law, which is always reaching
out palm turned up! Bali police set up roadblocks and target tourists in
rentals cars and motor scooters. We had been lucky enough to avoid them
for a month until getting nabbed by one of their street corner outposts.
We were ushered into an outhouse-sized office and informed of our
violations. No international driver's license (fine $50,000 rupees),
impeding traffic - we stopped at a red light, getting in the way of those
running it! (fine $30,000 rupees), and running a red light because we
stopped after the painted line (fine $40,000 rupees). We now owed
$120,000 rupees in fines which were payable in front of a judge at the
city courthouse...OR the helpful police could take care of our fine for us
(wink, wink) if we would just give them the money.

Fortunately, before we had entered the office I quickly removed all but
$51,000 rupees from my pocket and hid it. During our interrogation we
convinced the police that this was all the money we had and plea
bargained our fine down to 'coincidentally' $51,000 rupees. As I reached
for our cash and held it up high enough for anyone passing by to see,
they excitedly pushed my hand down out of view, which I quickly lifted up
again just for the fun of it. Putting on our helmets and thanking the
officers for their help we hopped on our scooter and rode off laughing
about our 'bribery in Bali' experience. Something anyone visiting Bali can
also be guaranteed to experience is genuinely friendly, helpful, and honest
people, unfortunately it just takes some work find them.

Our real reason for basing ourselves in Kuta was to escape on daily surf
safari adventures. Thirty years ago Kuta beach was 'discovered' as a
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surfers' Mecca; now it's overwhelmed with tourists, traffic, and hawkers, a
paradise lost. After reuniting with Jay, he showed us a secret route that
would eventually escape the busy streets and police by taking dirt paths
through plantations and cow pastures, ending up at surf spots with names
like Balangan, Nyang Nyang, Padang Padang, Impossibles, Ulu Watu, and
Dreamland. More often than not the surf was on a shallow reef break or
too big for beginners like Andrea and I, so we relaxed on the beach
watching Jay rip it up. On smaller surf days at sandy beach breaks we
managed to catch a few waves of our own.

Another easy day trip from Kuta (although we recommend spending at
least four days) is Ubud, the 'cultural center' of Bali. Stepping off the bus
in Ubud we were promptly greeted with a variety of accommodation and
transport options. I stood guard over our stuff while Andrea and Jay went
with a friendly local to check out his home stay. The Tutick house was
small (3 rooms), situated in a garden setting away from street noise,
clean, included a full breakfast, and best of all had hot showers - oooh
yeah!

Rice paddies

Ubud is known for having the best prices and selection on traditional
handicrafts, and nearby Celuk for sterling silver. Jay needed to purchase
sarongs and jewellery for his enterprising business and Andrea jumped at
the chance to act as a shopping consultant. Being outnumbered, 1
reluctantly tagged along and fortunately found that Ubud offered much
more than just shopping. We spent a day on our scooters riding around
the nearby volcano and marvelling at the beautifully terraced rice paddies
that are still cultivated by hand. In the evenings we enjoyed the varied
nightlife, and splurged on an expensive dinner (US$15) that rivalled many
of our favorite restaurants at home in Portland. We also had the
opportunity to see a traditional Balinese dance show at the palace temple
that was both strange and interesting, with ornate costumes and complex
movements that we would have needed an interpreter to understand.



49

Indonesian dancers

To our surprise Ubud even had a jazz club with live music so we checked
it out and had a great time listening to the energetic band. Although
known as a tourist town, Ubud didn't have that over-run atmosphere we
dread, and was a refreshing change of pace.

If you really want to get away from it all, head to the Gili Islands just off
the mainland on Lombok. Leaving at 5 am, we caught Kuta sleeping
while waiting for our transport. The partiers had staggered to bed, motor
scooters hadn't started their daily assault, and the tourists shops were
closed - even the hotel staff was fast asleep on the floor in front of the
reception.

Our trip to Gili Air was a 14-hour journey the cheap way (or a 3 hour
jaunt if you have extra cash). Our itinerary included a local bus, slow
ferry, another local bus and ended with an ocean-drenching small boat.
Arriving on Gili Air just after sunset, we raced to find accommodation
before dark, which we discovered wasn't easy. Locals kept saying "island
full, no rooms". Walking the sandy trail nearly around the island we found
a very rustic thatched hut that was probably the last room available so we
kicked out the mice and moved in. Tired, grumpy, and hungry we
collapsed in the heat and tried to sleep. The rooster alarm clock awoke us
early so we had breakfast and decided to search for better
accommodations, hoping that some people had checked out. Luckily we
found a newly constructed bungalow and we were the first people to stay
in it.

Relaxing in the Gili Islands

The three Gili Islands, Taranga (party island), Meno (solitude island), and
Air (a mix of both) are void of any vehicles except horse drawn carts, thus
offering us the quiet slow pace we needed. Andrea and I spent our days
sneaking into the nearby expensive hotel pool (rooms US$28 per night),
laying in our hammock, recovering from a bout of Bali belly, reading,
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talking, writing stories, and watching sunsets from the unique individual
eating platforms.

People may wonder why would we need to relax since we're travelling for
14 months. Fun as it's been, travelling cheaply, doing our own planning,
and trying to stay healthy takes work. Recharged after eight days we
moved on, using the same transport method in reverse. Our total round
trip transport cost was US$18 dollars for two. I guess we got exactly what
we paid for and more.

Reflections on the Terrorist Attacks

At first it was hard to believe that the pictures of the World Trade Center
burning were on the news, not just scenes from another action-thriller
movie that typically plays on the televisions at every bar, restaurant and
hotel on Phi Phi Island to attract tourists. But on the evening of
September 11th, 2001, in Southern Thailand (it was the morning of Sept.
11th in America), everyone stopped what they were doing and watched
the news in amazement.

Dale and I happened to walk into a cyber-cafe shortly after the W.T.C.
was hit; the local news was playing live footage from NYC and our Thai
friends tried to explain what had happened by translating the commentary
into English. Of course initially nothing made sense to us. "A plane hit the
W.T.C? What do you mean it wasn't an accident? Four planes were
hijacked? Terrorists are attacking America?!" we questioned. Only after
seeing footage of the plane striking the second tower, an image that is
now burned into all our minds, did we begin to understand the magnitude
of the situation.

Shock turned into panic for me when the Thais began to ask me if my
family was ok. I suddenly remembered that my parents were scheduled to
fly to Toronto that week, and I couldn't recall what date their flight was or
if it had a stopover in NYC. Who would have thought the tables would be
turned, that my parents - who worry about something happening to us
while travelling abroad - could in fact be the ones more in danger?

Frantically I emailed my parent's business, and thankfully Lisa, their office
manager, replied almost immediately that my parents were ok (their flight
wasn't until Sept. 13th). A few hours later, after watching the English
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version of CNN, I was able to talk to my Mom on our cell phone. I don't
know what I would have done without the modern conveniences of email,
cell phone, and 24/7 CNN.

In the aftermath of this disaster, family and friends have been emailing us
asking many difficult questions. "What is it like experiencing these events
abroad - are we safe?" is the most common inquiry. Like we imagine
everyone at home, we've been glued to the television for several hours
each day. We've been uplifted by stories of heroism and devastated by
pictures of destruction.

We saw footage from countries around the world playing the National
Anthem and observing a moment of silence, which brought tears to our
eyes. The President's address, Tribute to Heroes music telethon, and
memorial service at Yankee Stadium has been deeply moving for us as
Americans, but also for the local Thai Buddhists and Muslims, and fellow
Jewish and Hindu travelers that have been watching TV alongside us.

Being abroad during the terrorist attacks has exposed us to a wider scope
of their effects. People of different nationalities and backgrounds have
been united instead of divided by this tragedy in a common wish for
peace. Everyone we've been in contact with has been compassionate and
thoughtful towards us and we feel as safe, if not safer, here than at home.

The last time we heard shocking news about America during our travels
abroad was after the November 2000 Presidential election. "You have no
President!" the French in Bora Bora mocked, translating the French
Polynesia news report. We were embarrassed with this news, just as we
were embarrassed by the stereotypes of the "Ugly American" - loud,
insensitive, impatient, and overly materialistic. At that time we were glad
to be away from home and to have escaped the 'rat race' of our past
hectic lives. Now more than ever we miss those we love at home, are
generally proud of our fellow Americans reaction to the attacks, and are
happy to be from a country that encourages and defends freedom.

So will we change our plans to continue travelling and return home as
friends and family have asked? We will alter our travel plans when
necessary in order to remain as safe as possible. Not long ago, in June
2001, we left the Philippines after a Muslim terrorist group kidnapped
three Americans and 17 Filippinos from a ritzy resort at a nearby island.
Even though we doubted a similar terrorist attack at our popular budget
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backpacker island (not as much potential for ransom $), we felt no need
to take unnecessary risks.

It's interesting how people from countries that are constantly exposed to
strife react to this situation in their daily lives. In a Manila cyber-café we
watched speechless as five teenagers screamed and shouted in glee while
playing an interactive video game fighting terrorists. Most Israeli travelers
we've met (both men and women) have just finished their three year
mandatory military service and will continue to serve in the military for
one month a year until the age of 45. Until recently, our generation of
Americans had been sheltered from widespread acts of terrorism hitting
home. Sadly, the reality is that there is nowhere in the world completely
safe from terrorism.

The most profoundly simple yet complex question we are often asked is
"Why do you travel?" During the course of our journey the meaning and
purpose of our travelling has continued to evolve. Admittedly we aren't on
a global crusade to save the environment or to educate and improve the
lives of the disadvantaged, although we admire the Peace Corp volunteers
we've met who work hard for these causes. Our reasons are more simple
- to escape our daily routines at home and try a different way of life, to
spend more quality time together, and to hopefully become better
individuals from our experiences.

When we told others about our plans to travel for 14 months, many
people told us "You're living our dream". Older generations said they
wished that they had the same opportunities to travel when they were
young and admired our resolve to turn our dream into reality.

As many travel writers, such as Rick Steves, advocate "Travelling expands
horizons and deepens understanding of other cultures...if more people
traveled the world would be a better place". Certainly we've had the
chance to see many different cultures including a wide variety of Muslim
people in Indonesia and Malaysia. Beforehand, our only exposure to the
Islamic religion was from reading select passages of strict doctrine and
seeing footage of extremist Muslim groups on the news; now we know
that Muslims are as diverse a group as Christians.

Probably the most surprising thing we've encountered during our travels
has been the random acts of kindness from strangers. We began our trip
wary of trusting anyone, suspicious that those who were kind were just
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trying to take advantage of us somehow. On the contrary, we've been
invited as welcome guests into the homes of people who had recently
been strangers and discovered that travel in general seems to bring out
the best in everyone.

While we understand why many Americans have recently cancelled their
plans to travel on vacation, and that many people worldwide are afraid to
fly on airplanes, it's unfortunate that the travel industry has to suffer the
consequences of the terrorist attacks. Our thoughts are often of those we
love at home and we are concerned not only for our own safety but for
the safety of those at home as well; however, we have no plans to return
immediately home.

In the book Travelers' Tales Thailand, author Steven Newman, who was
attacked and nearly killed by bandits during his solo walk around the
world, best sums up our feeling in the following passage:

"But I know that quitting anything because of fear somehow did not
seem 'right’.

To give up now would have been proof of how terrible the world is to
those so eager

To condemn it."
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Genesis 12:2,3 | will bless you and ... all the families of the earth will be blessed
through you.
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A GREAT BOOK: A Stubborn Hope — George and Jeanne DeTellis (Charlie's
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OUR SCHEDULE: Saturday, Sunday, Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday,
Friday, Saturday

HAITI FACTS and STATs: Background, Geography, People, Government,
Economy, Transportation, Military, Transnational Issues.

SONGS

Creole or "Kweyol" Language

About me: My job is a technical writer. Writing is an obsession that | have had to live
with all my life. | started journaling in the 6th grade. | limit myself to journaling only on
trips now. It's my way of sharing the experience with everyone else on the trip so
they can enjoy the trip by reading about it again. It's also for others who plan to go on
a similar trip. Haiti is my 74th country. | travel while I'm (relatively) young so the
journals and pictures will be my rocking chair memories.

Dedication - This log is dedicated to NEW Missions, to Dan for arranging this trip,
and to all my dear friends that | met in Haiti. | have good memories of meeting all of
you on the beach, at the shops, in the youth meeting, women’s meetings, and in
church. God bless everyone:

Yves, (Shawn) Charles, Michael, Peter, Lamartine, Bertha, Miralande, Michelle & baby,
Mitrise, Mary, Achlie, Joseph, Erlanne, Christie, Nika, Tina, Mimi, Yolene, John, Isaiah and
brother Jacques, Michelin, Jaquel, Junior, Davidson, Mike, Roobens, Louise, Olan, Elepha,
Anastasia, Flore, Frandy, Anastasie and Dimi Petit Homme, Dixon, Danicha, Antoinette, and
Piereline.

What to bring

Refer to the www.newmissions.org Web Site for lists of things that they need and
things that people need. | also observed that Haitians would like it if you brought
them:

* Hair ribbons, barrettes, pony tail holders, and nail polish for the girls.
* Underwear for boys.
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Wire or string, beads — to make jewelry: necklaces, bracelets.

Paint — for decorating their sparse quarters.

French-English dictionary.

Wood/leather carving tools

Cordless iron (Antique charcoal type)

Closed shoes and socks. The kids must have closed shoe(s) to go to school.
Veronique asked a boy on the beach why he wasn'’t in school and he said it was
because he didn’t have any shoes. Evidently one shoe is OK. A girl was wearing one
shoe and a sock, and one flip-flop. It looked odd but it was enough to get her in
school.

* Evaporated milk.

Can opener (not electric - duh)

Inner tubes for bicycles or tire repair kits and air pump.

Batteries and flashlights.

Clocks or radio that doesn’t need batteries or electricity.

Cooking spices

Bible in Creole language

US one dollar and five dollar bills. No big denominations. Give the poorest
people Haitian money if possible. It's not easy for them to change US money.

* A small screwdriver for glasses or some wire to repair glasses. On the extra
pair of glasses that | brought, the bag was shaken so much that the screw shook
loose.

*

*  *  F *  *

*

*  * *  *  F *  *

If you bring stuff to leave here in this country, seems like a duffel bag is easier
for them to balance on their head than a suitcase. Louise left a suitcase that had
wheels. | saw the pregnant mother of her sponsored child walking outside the
Mission with the case balanced on her head!

What to pack

*

Two 70-pound hard-sided (not cloth) suitcases of donations. | bought the
suitcases for $3 each at a thrift store. Duct tape them shut because they really get
knocked around. The 5-pound (cardboard) container of peanut butter in one case
crushed onto some clothes. Put all food in plastic bags. No glass.

* Buy all your clothes at a thrift store and leave them there.

Pack everything you need to live for 2-7 days in your carry —on bag. That way
you are guaranteed to have an enjoyable trip even if your bags get lost.

* Work gloves

If you're going to paint - something to clean paint off your skin. (We used
kerosene)

*

*
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* Bandana to wipe sweat, a hat for the sun. Make sure it fits good — it'll blow off
when you ride in the back of trucks.

* On luggage tags — put your work address. Don’t ever give out your home
address or phone. They are always looking for a contact in the U.S.
* Water cleaner pills

*

Ear plugs — no matter how soundly you sleep. Unless you enjoy hearing
roosters ALL night.

* If you're good at skits, storytelling, or puppets, then bring those. Haitians love
any form of entertainment. Make it simple because it will be translated into Creole.

TIPS

* Drink lots of water, but: stop drinking it after dinner so hopefully you won't have
to get up in the middle of the night to go to the bathroom.

* Bring spray sunscreen. It is so much easier to apply over the bug poison on
your skin and you'll need it if you get your hair braided. Braiding costs $5 in Haiti (it's
1 US$ per braid, or about $US100 (Jamaica) or 200 (Turks and Caicos) to have your
whole head done in other countries.

* Beware if you wear (finger or toe) nail polish. | don’t wear it, but | am told that
the bug spray affects it.
* When you arrive in Haiti you fill out immigration form and a yellow form. They

take the immigration form in customs. Don't lose the yellow paper. You need it to exit
the country when you leave.

OUR SCHEDULE

April 6 to April 13, 2002

Saturday
Afternoon  Arrive at Airport
Evening DinnerSpaghetti with meatballs and fresh mangos.

7 p.m. Orientation and Greeting
9:30 p.m. Generator off

Sunday
7 am Breakfast  French toast with great homemade syrup

7:30 am Morning devotion
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8:30 am Leave for church at Masson

12 p.m. Lunch Baked chicken with a very good sauce.

3:30 pm Preparation for week meeting.  Hair braiding at 1 so, preparation was
moved to 3:30

4 pm Swimming

5:30 pm DinnerHam and cheese (from Wisconsin) sandwiches. Chocolate cake.
Dishes: Jim, Jolene, Barb

7 pm Haitian culture and Creole class
9 pm Generator off

Monday
7 am Breakfast  Cereal and fresh fruit, and hard boiled eggs
7:30 am Morning devotion  Speaker: Cliff

8:30 am Mission tour

9:30 Sort and bundle supplies, office and clinic tasks, or paint school benches | did office
work.

12 pm Lunch beets and cucumber —tomato salad banana bread

1 pm Village ministry walk up the river - do skits

5:30 pm DinnerMacaroni and (yummy Wisconsin) cheese. Fresh fruit salad. Cinnamon
bread dessert.

Dishes: Dan & Emily

7 pm History of Haiti
9 pm Generator off

Tuesday

7 am Breakfast = Pancakes

7:30 am Morning devotion  Shawn Budovic

8:30 am School physicals and ministry at Signeau School (all day) pack lunch.

painted school benches.
12 pm Lunch Fried Red Snapper, yams, rice and bean gravy.

1 pm Continue with morning ministries

4:30 pm Shops open
5:30 pm DinnerDinner was beef stir fry, rice, brownies

Dishes: Cliff and Tina
7 pm Youth group

9 pm Generator off
Wednesday

7 am Breakfast

7:30 am Morning devotion  Mary Budovic

8:30 am Market visit in Leogane / High School tour / Chapel service Speaker: Cliff
12 pm Lunch Tuna fish sandwiches

1 pm Gifts for children
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1:30 pm Village ministry
3:30 pm Lasalle Women's Meeting Speaker: Laura

5:30 pm DinnerHam and (Wisconsin) cheese sandwiches, lettuce, mayo. Fresh mango

juice punch. Creme Brulee for dessert.

Dishes: Adam and Tiffany
7 pm Worship at Bord Mer Speaker: Dan

9 pm Generator off

Thursday
7 am Breakfast
7:30 am Morning devotion  Rachel DeTellis

8:30 am School physicals in Signeau (AM only). Cement pour at Bord Mer

School Ministry -- Birey | tried to help with cement

12 pm Lunch with sponsored children  Rice and beans and that great "sauce" and fried
chicken.

1:30 pm Cement work continues or free time

3:30 pm Women's meeting in Neply Speaker: Tiffany

4:30 Shops open | kept shops open till 6.

5:30 pm DinnerPizza, salad, coconut bars.

Dishes: Suzanna
7 pm Movie night
9 pm Generator off

Friday

7 am Breakfast = Pancakes

7:30 am Morning devotion  Dan Merrefield

8:30 am Village or school ministry. Finish bench painting or clinic tasks. School

physicals in Signeau (AM only) | did school physicals. There was also a boat ride this
morning.

12 pm Lunch

1 pm Free time
4 pm Shops open Barter day
5:30 pm DinnerHamburgers, BBQ beans, great potatoes.

Dishes: Laura
7 pm Worship
9:30 pm Generator off

Saturday
5 am Breakfast Cereal

Morning Return to airport

Currency
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Haitian currency is the gourdes, pronounced "goood". Exchange rate is 26 gourdes
per one US dollar.

5 gde equals 1 Haitian dollar, so: 100 gourdes = $H20 = $US4

Exchange rate was 23.761 (in 2001), 22.524 (2000), 17.965 (1999), 16.505 (1998),
17.311 (1997), 15.093 (1996)

Saturday

Our plane left at 8:45 am from Atlanta so we had to be at the airport at 6. Uugh. I'm
not a morning person. The Groff's were so gracious to invite Laura and | to spend the
night and Kirsten drove us to the airport. So there we stood in curb-side check-in with
our huge heavy suitcases for 20 minutes and come to find out that you had to stand
in the LONG line inside for International travel. Yeow. We were starting to run short
on time considering the LONG security line to get into the concourse. Well, we made
it just fine. | met some nice nurses and doctors headed to Haiti also. We stopped in
Miami, then on to our final destination. | had a good feeling about this trip.

Arrive in the airport and Shawn from NEW Missions rounded up everybody with
matching T-shirts. We waltzed through customs. Some of our suitcases were put in
our bus and others we left sitting on the curb outside the airport. Dan seemed calm
about the people in charge of getting them to the Mission and sure enough, they
made it just fine.

| have found that the most anxious part of every trip is getting there with your
luggage. | didn’t journal anything until we were in the bus driving to the Mission in
Haiti. | started with:

"Driving through Port au Prince right now. | can’t stand it, | have to write. "

What inspired me to start writing was a man in the gas station. The bus pulled into
the station and stopped. | looked out my window, and sitting on the ground is this guy
trying to repair the inner tube of his bicycle. He grabbed the tube around the hole and
he was tying string tight around the hole so maybe air wouldn’t leak out. It made a
bump in the inner tube. He had lots of bumps.
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Driving along looking at this country, | have to say that this is the poorest place that |
have ever seen, and I've seen a few places in my life time... There is tons of gravel
and piles of deteriorated, falling apart buildings. People live in and on rubble. The
quality of the streets is awful. And yes, Dan, they should call the county to patch up
some of the potholes. If only if was that easy. Nothing is easy in this country. Dan
said that some streets get so bad that they dig deep ditches so no one can travel on
the street. | makes government notice the bad situation so maybe they will do
something to fix it.

Seems like other places that I've been to have always had some degree of
acknowledgement that tourists bring money, so they make places where tourists can
go. This country has not, or rather does not, have the resources, to accommodate
the tourists. I'm sure they know that if they had a nice market, a bus load might stop
and spend some money. They don’'t seem to even have the capacity to provide for
themselves, much less, provide for tourists. I'm sure there places hidden away from
"all this" where people with money can enjoy the good life. There’s certainly no good
life here.

The bus pauses in traffic and | finally see the first sign of entrepreneurs preying on us
—a guy is selling water in plastic bags. It's the Culligan man! There’s about one cup
in each bag. It looks cold — quite a feat in this environment.

All | see is rubble-laden grimy streets. | look closely at the debris and | see flattened
plastic bottles and shoe soles. These people have lost their souls (soles)!

We are traveling on BJJ Dessalines street. There are utility poles lining the streets
giving the appearance that nights are bright and bustling.

A tattered sign says "Sur Internet” It means "on Internet". It hangs on a shack. Yes, a
cyber café in a shack. More signs:

Chateau Funeraire and Morgue
Cyber cafe

Le Fournesol

Traitmend de Text

Photographie
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Photocopie Plastification

3+2 bank

Lots of "Pharmacie" and "Clinique" medical signs. These signs are painted on
buildings that are very secure with locked doors. There is a small window where you
buy the prescriptions. If you go to a hospital here, someone must bring you food and
medicine. Family members have to get the prescription from the doctor, then go fill it
and give it to the patient.

We've been on this bus an hour. We’re in Carrefours now — the outskirts of Port au
Prince. I've seen very few bicycles so far. | just saw the first motor bike.

| can’t compare this place to anywhere else. It's on it's own and in a different league.
In a whole new category of economic despair.

There a sign that says "Gressier". Maybe that's another town. We are leaving the city
and driving along the ocean. The water looks nice. There are people swimming
(bathing?) too. Very pleasant temperature today. Maybe 85.

Every part of this country that | see is overtaken by poorness. There are many of
incomplete structures that at one time I'm sure had hopes of grandeur. But no, they
stand deserted, baking in the sun, and forgotten. It was not meant to be. There are
many shacks around that people resort to living in instead. Bunches of banana trees,
then another incomplete structure. There is an occasional cow tied to a stake in the
ground. There is a constant smell of charcoal burning.

The despair, | hope | find hope too.

We arrive at NEW Missions and what a contrast. What a wonderful contrast. It looks
incredibly comfortable. There are five of us girls in this building with one bathroom
with shower and water that we can drink! | can brush my teeth in the sink! What
luxury! Each bed has a mosquito net.

Dinner bell rang. I'm starving. We had spaghetti with meatballs and fresh mangos.
Delicious.

After dinner we had an orientation meeting led by Charlie.

NEW Missions people: Charlie and Rachel with Nathan, Jeremy, Carita (means "My
Love" in ltalian. Also Shawn and Mary with Shawn, Ryan, and Ashley (about 13)
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Our groups:

Wisconsin: Cliff, Derrick, and Tina. Jolene, Barb and Jim.
Virginia: Adam and Tiffany
Canada: Madeline and Veronique

Georgia: Dan and Emily. Louise, Stevie, and Christi (9). Laura and me (Suzanna).

14 people visiting. Nice small group. They can handle 40 at time here.

Haiti is a "hard core battlefield".

The Leogane Plane is about 5 miles by 10 miles big. There are beautiful mountains
hovering high over us, not far away. The NEW Missions ministry continues to grow
throughout the plane.

Haiti is a "5th world country”. OK, this is something I've never understood is this
ranking label. So | assume United States is a 1st world country. There are many
other "2nd world countries". Then there are "3rd world" and here is a "5th world" ?
Charlie explained that Haiti does not have the resources and even if it did have, the
country dose not have the capacity to organize the resources to their benefit. That is
a problem.

In Haiti there is "crisis management". But, Charlie said "you can take the situation
and take the bad out of it". We are all servants.

5 Haitian dollars equals one U.S. dollar. When Charlie first came here, it was equal.

GREAT BOOK: A Stubborn Hope — George and Jeanne DeTellis (Charlie's parents)



64

Taxes: There is Federal withholding tax and 6 percent Social Security tax. Charlie
matches another 6 percent.

Haitians can own land. There is no property tax.

Transportation: Mitsubishi Jeep, Mercedes Jeep (maybe 10 in the country). Pay
$30,000 for a work truck, $40,000 for a Land Cruiser.

Diesel gas is $US1.20 a gallon.

Syrians control the grocery stores .

| heard that to get married, a man must offer the girl a roof, a bed, and a table.

In the city, 10 percent are infected with AIDS, in the country only 5 percent.

| drank a lot of water at dinner. | hope it goes through me before | go to sleep cause
getting up at night with a flashlight with this skeeter ("mosquito" for you Northerners)
net will be difficult. The generator is on till 9:30 tonight. It goes off at 9 every other
night.

Sunday

Note to self: Be reverent and humble before God and others. | can really learn from
this experience and these people an. Emily and Christi sparkle. | can see it in their
eyes.

| have such a different feeling here. This is a nice first morning. The earplugs didn't
cover up the roosters crowing. Why are they up so early? | think they started at 2
a.m., then they stop. Just as you are dozing off to sleep again, they start crowing
again. They stop around 6:30 when you're getting up. Go figure. | put on a skirt, slip
and top. | sure never thought I'd be doing this.

Breakfast is at 7 a.m. We had French toast with great homemade syrup made with
their brown sugar and vanilla extract. | remember Saturday mornings when we were

little, Dad would make a big pot of homemade syrup and pancakes. | digress.

Morning devotion by CIiff.

Louise is our appointed "choir director". She led us in a couple songs.
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Proverbs 3:15. Trust in the Lord with all your heart. Don't lean on my understanding.
Acknowledge Him always. He will make my path straight.

8:30 load up in the truck to go to morning church services at Masson. It was about 3
miles away. We were in the back of a "dancing" truck. All of us pile in the back - we
squished Christi on the end and she almost bounced off a couple times. We drove
through the local village of Neply. They called out for candy as we drove by. Little
children were waving and yelling. Little boys with no shorts on (oh my).

Church was an experience. We arrived on "Haitian time". Not many people have
clocks here, so everyone arrives around the time it's supposed to start. A man was
preaching up front. A lady escorted our group in and directed us to some benches on
theright. On the left were lots and lots of children. With a couple of adults. All the
adults were on the right.

Our group had to go up to the front. | really felt welcome there. They weren't trying to
make us uncomfortable by doing that. | got the feeling they were interested in these
odd people visiting their service. Louise led us in a song (in English). Then they
wanted us to introduce ourselves and say something. OK, now | was uncomfortable.
Cliff was first. He was great. Then Laura, who said everything that | wanted to say so
| just said something like | was glad that they let us worship with them. We finally got
to sit down.

Charlie gave the sermon. He mentioned Phil 2:8 to humble yourself. | felt that this
morning. It was the first thing | wrote today. The whole service was a special time to
share with them. To be there and worship the same God in different languages.

Lunch was baked chicken with a very good sauce.

After lunch Louise made appointments at the "salon" to get her hair done. The "Salon
d'Michelle" was outside the fence on the beach under the tree. Michelle and Nika and
others were braiding hair. Louise, Christi, Laura, Ashley and Veronique got their hair
braided. It did look so much cooler. Now they need the spray sunscreen - so the
scalp doesn't get burnt.

The beach is very nice. The water looked nice and many people from our group went
swimming. There were very few shells. The beach was mostly pebbles and black
sand. There are white sand beaches in Haiti also.
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We had a 3:30 meeting with Rachel (Charlie's wife). She wanted to get an idea of
what we wanted to do. We signed up for Monday and Tuesday events. | was the last
person to get the sign-up sheets. | signed up for office work on Monday morning. The
clinic, sorting donated supplies, and painting were already full.

The only thing left for Tuesday was helping in the school. That was the only thing that
| knew | definitely did not want to do. That’s why | had such an uncomfortable, no,
bad experience in the Dominican Republic. | knew that | could not stand up in front of
a bunch of kids and entertain them. | did not want to be forced into that situation
again. | may be ready to do it later, but no now. So | didn’t sign up for anything
Tuesday.

Rachel had written some skits that she read to us. We were all pretty shy, and didn't
appear to want to participate. But we did a quick rehearsal to get an idea of the
message. Arnold was going to translate the message to our audience (audience
being anyone that wanted to watch).

Sunday dinner was ham and cheese (from Wisconsin) sandwiches. Chocolate cake.
Monday

Up with the roosters again. | might get used to them. Rooster would be good for
lunch.... Mmmm...

Breakfast was cereal and fresh fruit, and hard boiled eggs. The milk is powdered
milk, but they add some almond extract so it's really not that bad.

Morning devotion by Jim.

John 10 1-10. The story of the shepherd.

| learning that Grilling out is "Frying out".

8:30 meet for a tour of the mission complex. His house was built in 1983. It was
multi-purpose building: clinic, school, missionary housing. Charlie and Rachael live
there now with their three children: Nathan, Jeremy, and Corita. Shawn and Mary
also live on the compound with their kids Shawn, Ryan, and (Princess) Ashley - |
write that cause she explained that her heritage is in Lithuania. There is a castle from
her royal Budovic family there. | told her that | had been to Vilnius and it's a beautiful
city. Anyway. The other full time missionaries Scott and Tania with Tarin, Morgan
and Tia were away in the states.
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Before the house was built, they lived in tents. There were 15 tents and they had to
bring water in from other wells. They spent $US 3000 to drill a well to 105 feet and it
didn't work. Just mud and yuk. Then they prayed and Mennonites drilled another well
180 feet down. They hit sand then rock (good sign), then fresh drinking water that
gushed up. Now they have plenty of fresh water - the sustenance (along with Jesus)
of life. There are about 5 or 6 other Artesian wells on the Leogane plane.

The well supplies water for the whole mission compound. We can fill our water bottle
from the tap and take a shower every night! Such luxury.

Charlie walked us over to the school buildings and the warehouse. This huge
building is usually full of food, but not this year. Last year they would normally have
8000-10,000 sacks. Today there was one pallet of beans, one pallet of rice and one
pallet of oil.

The mission serves about 4000 hot meals a day. They are really struggling to get
food this year. The U.S. has cut all supplies to Haiti. Some political move which only
hurts the people. Charlie was working on some contacts in Europe and Canada that
could help supply some food. He has to buy all the food now.

After the tour, we went off to do the tasks that we signed up for yesterday. | signed
up for office work on Monday morning. Emily and | sorted the NEW Mission letters to
the kids. There were about a thousand that we put in numerical order. Then we
copied (wrote) names from printed cards to what looked like a school roll call. Some
"different" names that we were writing:

Torcolsky, Mackenson, Glishmith, Bedler, Gavel, Widlande, Rwidleine,Richarleson,
Perterline, Yslande, Wiolmarlie, ijuelisone, Elange Love, Chyline, Woodjiny, Ymmaculeuse
Zizi, Voinel, Olbichou, Passiondinio, and Frannenestha.

Other people did things like sorting the donated items, bundling them into packs. 112
of them. Ashley and Stevie sorted through the files to organize the information on the
kids who were and were not in the organization anymore. Others painted benches.
These were school benches that they built. Picnic table style but with seats only on
one side.

Lunch was the best fried Red Snapper, yams, rice and bean gravy.

At 1, no 1:30 we piled into the truck for a "mission walk". Charlie drove 2 miles to a
place where we could drive down into the river bed, then he drove about 5 miles up
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the "river" as we bounced around in back. The river bed was about 50 yards wide
and the water at the widest was 6 feet wide, sometimes only a slow trickle. Not deep
at all, in fact he drove through the deepest water with no trouble. So here we are
winding our way back and forth across this river bed along this "road". We reach the
"dam." It may have held back water at one time, it was all stones and trickle of water
now. There were beautiful mountains about a mile away. So we stop the truck an 18
of us pile out. That's when Charlie told us that the truck gets stuck easily.

We walked on the dirt road/path where people live. Charlie stops to talk to people. As
short-term missionaries, we are there to support Charlie. We are there to support
him. We seemed out of place, but welcomed. People there hadn’t seen a group like
that before, that’s for sure.

Charlie stopped at a small booth where a man was sitting. He was selling lottery
numbers. He was not a Christian because he thought what he was doing may be
thought of as bad in God's eyes. Charlie explained to him that it didn’t matter, he
could still accept the Lord and still be saved. We passed a very ramshackled
building. It had a sign — It was an Anglican Church. Tattered chairs (they could sure
use some wood glue). There were many Christians in the village already. A crowd
started gathering and Charlie suggested that we perform the skit that Rachel showed
us the day before. Perform! No way! How embarrassing. OK, put that aside and just
go with it. Have fun.

| stepped in to be the person that handed out money to try to get into heaven. | sure
never thought I'd be doing that! Christi was the "gatekeeper" who wouldn't let me in
heaven. Cliff played a great Jesus and Tina was the star of the show with her
performance. The people loved the skits. We made them laugh. Arnold explained to
them in Creole what we were doing and the meaning behind it. It went over well. |
was surprised.

After the "show" we walked further down the road. In the middle of nowhere, there
was a lady selling soda. Charlie paid $H10 (~$US2) and we got a couple bottles of
cold Coca Cola, and some Haitian soda. How in the world did she transport those

glass bottles to this remote place and they were cold. Amazing.

We found our way back to the river through peoples "yards". They sure do keep their
dirt clean and tidy around their houses. | saw the smallest baby goat, maybe 12
inches high. We walked through corn and cane fields. We passed a man on a horse.
We ended up about half a mile from the truck so we walked up the river bed, over the
dam to the truck. Driving back over the dam was fun. The truck tilted some and we
let out a little yell, but we were fine.

We got back at 5:30 for a dinner: beef stir fry, rice, brownies (yummy)
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7 pm evening time. Louise had prepared some songs for us to sing, but instead
Adam brought the guitar and started playing and singing. | didn't know most of the
songs so | just listened.

Charlie gave us a short lesson the History of Haiti.

* Haiti means "mountains” or "high country".

* Haitians won their independence (from the French) in 1804. New years Day is
their independence day.

* There are violent fighting throughout the country. Napoleon sent 40,000 men

to try to get Haiti back. Half died. When their ship was arriving, Haitians burned the
town so they didn’t have any place to live to survive when they landed. After their
independence, they "removed" the white people everywhere in the country.

* Government is one of the main problems in Haiti. It is not representative of the
people.
* About 20 percent are Christian.

The devil appears to have control over some parts of Haiti.

50 percent of the children are not able to go to school.

The average Haitian woman has six children.

50,000 Haitians are allowed into the United States every year. There is an
eight year wait but you can only get in if you have a connection with a family in the
U.S.

* Land in Haiti costs more for foreigners. Lease a parcel of land for $US60 for
maybe 3 years. The cost really depends on the person.

* *  *  F

Also see the end of this journal for more very interesting FACTS and STATS on Haiti.
Tuesday

Morning devotion by Shawn.

John 3:16-17 God so loved the world that he sent his only son.
Matt 28: 19-20 Go and make disciples of all the nations.

"Jesus does not send the equipped. He equips those who go."
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After the devotion, we went off to do our assigned tasks. | got my work gloves, sweat
bandana and helped paint the school benches. They used red paint yesterday. We
had yellow (jeune) and green paint today. You have to get in awkward positions to
paint so it gets all over your clothes and skin. I'm so glad | packed work gloves. If you
weren’t careful, you could get covered in paint. They were building the benches
faster that we could paint them.

We took a break for lunch - Tuna fishes sandwiches.

After lunch, back to more painting. We were working in the warehouse which was
supposed to be full of food. The kitchen was next door. A black man came over and
we talked some. He was teaching me some Creole words and | was teaching him
English words. | was painting while we talked. | had him point out places where |
missed and | would say "mesi" (thank you in Creole) then immediately paint the
missed spot. I'm sure that was the first time that he could direct a white girl. At least it
gave him a story to tell later. Like here | am telling the story to you.

At 4:30 the shops opened. A "shop" is a blanket or tarp spread over the dirt and
covered with whatever items they can sell. NEW Missions has done a good job
policing the shops. Dan said when he first came here the shops were out of hand.
They had them set up all the time and constant yelling at your to some to their shop.
It was such a turn off and they didn’t understand that. It’s still a horrifying experience
to be surrounded by yelling people. They are so desperate to sell, desperate for the
money. | think it was Scott, before Shawn, who explains to them (the "shopkeepers")
the rules that that will help them sell more.

Be courteous. Don't crowd or harass us, or pull us and if we walk away they have to
let us go. It's a very disconcerting process/ situation. There are NO tourists here in
this country. [Charlie said the country has the wrong name.] They have no idea how
to get us to buy. If they are courteous and kind, then maybe we'll buy.

| really don’t need anything, but | can’t look at it like that. If | buy something, then they
can eat for a month. It may be, no, it probably is the only money they get, until the
next missionaries arrive here. Many said they go all the way to Port-au-Prince (P-au-
P) to buy this stuff to sell to us. There were a lot of trinket boxes, small square,
round, medium size that say Haiti on top. Since there are no tourists, there’s no one
to buy this stuff so they make very few souvenirs, so there's not much selection of
items to choose from.

| bought a rock from Charles for 5, no 6 dollars. Now here’s the story. Sunday on the
beach he told me he could scratch my name in a stone. | expressed some interest
and he ran away and brought back a pen and index card. | wrote SUZANNA. He
wrote $5. | said OK. Come to find out that | should NOT have done that. Big oops.
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NEW Missions does not want us to buy anything outside of official shop hours. Tues,
Thurs, Fri 4:30 to 5:30. The rules are set up so they don'’t skip school to set up shop.

So Monday morning when we were doing the tour of the mission complex and
Charles finds me. It's a nice rock but | told him that | can’t buy it till shops open Tues
at 4:30. | asked him to scratch HAITI on the back for an extra dollar. He used a razor
blade. They need some other carving tools to make these souvenirs for us.

At official "shop time" Shawn, Mary, and Dan escorted us outside the gate to the
shops. If they harassed any of us, Shawn asked us to all agree to leave immediately.

Charles escorted me over to his shop immediately. | paid him for my rock, then he
really wanted me to buy something else. Now that’s a tough one. There are so many
people there selling and you want to help as many as possible. | had already bought
something from him, so | wanted to move on and look at other shops. | ended up just
looking and not buying anything else. It is always a somewhat unnerving experience
that | have endured in many a third world country and everybody handles it
differently. | remember those little boys in Cambodia last December — they force you
to take something in your hand, then they wouldn’t take it back — they were required
to bring money home.

Victoria made the mistake of mentioning that she wanted a tea set. Pandemonium
set in. Six sets emerged out of nowhere. She was crowded and squished with people
shouting and yelling prices at her. It was getting out of hand. Shawn observed until
he determined that Victoria needed some help to get out of there. She didn’t buy any.
Their selling tactics backfired and they didn’t sell anything. Maybe Thursday she’ll get
one if things are calmer on the shop-front.

After shopping, dinner. Macaroni and (yummy Wisconsin) cheese. They had a
fabulous FRESH fruit salad. We have a different dessert every lunch and dinner.
Cinnamon bread this time. The banana bread is delish too. | also love the beets and
cucumber —tomato salad.

Tuesday night. 7 p.m. I'm sitting here under the mango tree. The generator is running
and the lights are on. There is a youth meeting going on in the Dining hall. "Youth"
meaning High School, which means any age. They are singing in English and in
Creole praising Jesus. They are not allowed to talk about their shops at all (but Nika
did ask me for my necklace...)

After they finished their games, | joined them for the Bible Study. Each person was
called to the front one at a time to recite the verse they had memorized week.
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Galations 5:22-23 The fruit of the spirit is love, joy, peace, patience, kindness,
goodness, faithfulness, gentleness, and self-control. Against such things there is no
law.

Then they were given another verse to learn for next week. They also had some
homework (on paper) to help them interpret a verse. They also read and discussed
these verses:

Deu 6:5-6 Love the Lord your God with all your heart, and with all your soul and
with all your strength. These commandments that | give you today are to be upon
your hearts.

Luke 6:46 Why do you call me 'Lord, Lord"' and do not do what | say.
John 14:21 Whoever has my commands and obeys them, he is the one who loves

me. He who loves me will be loved by my Father, and | too will love him and show
myself to him.

[Mike had to stand up and talk about this verse. He gets it. The love of God comes
from his heart.]

| sat across from Nika. She had a small book written in Creole: Istwa Jezi - The Story
of Jesus. As | turned the pages and tried to read the stories, Nika told me in English
what was written in the book. | was impressed. Here are some of the stories:

Senk Milmoun Manje [Lik 9:1-2, 10-17] When Jesus had called the Twelve together,
he gave them power and authority to drive out all demons and to cure diseases, and

he sent them out to preach the kingdom of God and to head the sick. ..Jesus feeds
the 5000.

Nonm Rich la [Lik 18:18-30] The Rich Ruler.
Mat 18:20 For where two or three come together in my name, there am | with them.

Lasin Senya a [Lik 22:7-20] The Last Supper.
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Pasyon e Mo [Lik 23:26, 32-34,39-47] The crucifixion and Jesus' death.
Rezireksyon an [Lik 24:1-12] The resurrection.

Gran Komisyon an [Lik 24:36-56] Jesus appears to the disciples.

Phi 3:10 - | want to know Christ and the power of his resurrection and the fellowship
of sharing in his suffering becoming like him in his death and so somehow to attain
the resurrection from the dead.

Wednesday

Mary did the morning devotion.

Phil 2:1-7 Be like -minded like Jesus. Have the same love, be one in the spirit and
purpose. Do nothing out of selfish ambition or vain conceit but in humility consider
others better than yourselves.

You should have Jesus’ attitude.

This morning we are going to the Market and to the school. | hope we don’t get too
harassed at the market. The shops last night were enough of a turn-off. We are going
to drive to an overview of the Leogane Plane - the plane is 10 miles by 5 miles.

We all loaded up in the back of the truck and headed to the Leogane Market. It was
located in "the city". Very old dilapidated buildings. We parked the truck and
arranged to meet back in an hour.

There were many practical items in this market (nothing for tourists). Food, beans,
rice, canned items, evaporated milk, chickens, some meat. wash basin, dishes, soap,
toothpaste, a couple places were selling water. | saw one man with a 6 inch square
chunk of ice in a shiny clean metal container with about 20 gallons of water. He was
selling ice water.

We walked around looking horribly out of place. Nobody paid much attention to us
because they knew they didn't really have much that we wanted to buy. A man tried
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to follow us around begging. We turned the corner and Emily made comment "That
lady was sitting on that same corner last year."

Martha (our translator) helped some people in our group purchase food for their
sponsored children that they would see tomorrow. Approximate prices were about
$H8 for about 10 pounds of rice, $H16 for about 10 pounds of beans.

| found a store across from the market that had "Rhum" (Rum). Madeline said it was
not the good kind though. Some coconut rum would be good. They can’t export it.
Cocoa would be good too, but she couldn’t find any of that either.

Charlie drove the truck up the streets crowded with a vendors selling their wares,
then onto a side street and we stopped at a very unassuming cement building.
Martha went inside and came out with a box of about 20 pounds of frozen chicken.
She later told me is was $H114.

Next on the schedule was the Chapel Service at the High School at 11 a.m. CIiff
(such a brave soul) volunteered to speak. | wonder if he knew what he was getting
himself in to. We brought a small generator, long extension cords, a huge speaker,
microphone and public address system, but they could never get it working.

It was huge building. There were about 10 people per bench (more squished onto
some benches) There are about 30 benches per side, 2 sides so about 60 benches,
so over 600 people. Looks like High School children. Pink tops and gray pleated
skirts and pants. Here we were squished onto the front two benches.

Cliff got up to speak. Arnold translated. He told a story of a fighter.

Romans 8:31-37 If God is for us, who can be against us?
Cliff proclaims: "Victory is ours through Christ who loved us."
"Jesus is a winner!" and they shout back "Amen!"

Nothing can separate us from His Love.

Let God help us fight our fights here.
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| thought it was a very effective, appropriate message. But it was such a big room.
There was a lot of talking but many did listen. Many are looking at us. An occasional
bell signal didn’t seem to affect the noise, no talking. | see why these people are
accustomed to yelling.

It feels like about 80 degrees in here. | felt a breeze through the "window". A window
is cinder blocks with a decorative pattern.

After the service, back to the Mission for lunch.

At 3:30 we walked to the village of Lasalle for a Women's Meeting. Go outside the
mission gate, turn left into the corn field and walk on the dirt path. The path veers
right, go a little further and turn left at the tree. Walk a little further and you come up
on the village. There is a 4-room school house building with the church next to it.
Rachel explained that they try to maintain the inside of the buildings more than the
outside. They can lock the building and keep the inside nice. Inside the church was
painted with a few bible pictures and verses taped to the wall.

It was about a half hour walk. Other people on the worn path too. Eight of us women
here, about 20 women from the village.

Lots of singing and praying, then we stood and introduced ourselves. Rachel
translated. | think I'm getting used to this now because | finally got up enough nerve
to say something more than just Hi. | can’t really remember what | said, something
about worshipping the same God. They said "Amen" back to it. After | sat down, | felt
a huge rush of the Holy Spirit move through my whole body. What a powerful
blessing of a feeling.

Laura volunteered to speak at this meeting. Last night she prepared how she was
going to present her testimony and message. You have to remember that this is very
different country from our country. What you say and how you say it could be very
different for it to be meaningful. For example,

You can't say saying something like "l did not go to church because | was too young
to drive to church". They couldn't relate. You'd have to change it to say "l did not go
to church when | was young because | was too young to travel the distance by
myself".

Laura did a great job of communicating her message with Rachel translating. She
said to "Remember each day not to do things my way — but to follow His way." Amen.

After the women's meeting, we walked back to the mission a different way — towards
the beach. Children ran up along side us. They walk beside you, then take your
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hand. | had two girls and Laura had a girl and (naked) boy. We just walked along
holding hands smiling at each other. She did finally get up enough nerve to ask me
for a dollar.

When we got to the beach, we said goodbye to them. The tide was up so we got our
feet wet in the surf. Wet shoes and sox and the bottom of my skirt. Oh yeah, | love
these long skirts that we have to wear. They are a lot more comfortable than pants. |
bought this one at the thrift store, and | intended on leaving it, but | really like it so it
may come back with me to Atlanta. | think I'll do a lot more shopping at those thrift
stores.

It was about a mile walk on the beach. There was a beautiful sunset. We got back at
6. Church started at 6:30. Dinner was ham and (Wisconsin) cheese sandwiches,
lettuce, mayo. Fresh mango juice punch. Creme Brulee for dessert. | LOVE creme
brulee.

We ate dinner fast, | washed my face, put on dry shoes and we were off fora 5
minute walk to church.

They had a small generator running so the building was dark except for the lights at
the front. The PA system worked and they sang and sang and sang loud with lots
and lots of energy. About 100 people were there.

We had to go to the front and introduce ourselves. We also sang a song. That was ..
oh how shall | say, pitiful. Louise taught us a song in Creole that we sang. | think we
were all a little intimidated by the setting so we didn’t have half the energy that they
have when they sing. They were gracious and clapped in appreciation and we
stumbled back to our seats in the dark back of the room.

| am getting used to "being on parade" now. It is not often that they get to worship
with other believers. It's quite an enlightening experience.

Dan did the sermon. He had quite a message with a captive audience that waited to
hear the next part of the story. | had a little girl sleeping in my lap. She was sweet.
After the service, she introduced me to her mom. The baby was shy.

Walking back after the service we noticed the black sky with millions of stars. It
reminded me of that night we saw the Milky Way in New Zealand. Except this time |
had Charles beside me, hounding me again, trying to solicit his shop and wanting to
sell me rocks with my mother's or friend's names. | was in awe of the sky. | exclaimed
to him how beautiful the stars were! | wanted to admire the sky and the beautiful
night and he kept at it with "you want this" or "you want that" and "l can make you
this" or whatever. | didn't want to hear it. | told him that back in my home we can't see
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the stars. He didn't understand that. He didn't know how lucky he was to see a sky
like that every night. Well, | might have offended him, at least he acted hurt, but
enough was enough. No more with the shop talk. | wanted to enjoy the evening.

| took a (cold) shower, journaled, then sleep. Such a happy, tired body. Wonderful
sleep for a couple hours until Mr. Rooster decides that you don't need to sleep any
more.

Thursday

Rachel did the morning devotion. She talked about "Responses."

God answers and things can change.
Math 15:21. The faith of the Canaanite woman.

Son of David - a term they used to acknowledge the Messiah. You must
acknowledge who He is and who you are.

Verse 24 "| was sent only to the lost sheep of Israel" - a test to see if the woman is
genuine.

"In the midst of discouragement, faith will find encouragement"
Hold onto your faith and God will help you. Man and money alone can’t keep
changing things. A lot has been poured into this country and it is difficult to see the

effect . We need God too.

Heb 11:1 - Now faith is being sure of what we hope for and certain of what we do not
see.

"God allows things in our lives because he wants to see our response."”

"Life is 10 percent what happens to us, and 90 percent how we respond to it."

Thursday morning, some people went off to the school. No thanks for me. | was
ready for more physical work - the cement pour. This place is right on the beach so
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the buildings sink down. They need to pour more cement on a sidewalk that had
sunk about 6 inches. It was in an awkward place, but Shawn figured out how to use
the tractor to transport the cement and he strategically position it to pour over the 6-
foot tall fence. There were plenty of Haitian men there to help, and we tried to offer
our services.

There was a recipe of a bag of cement with buckets of sand and gravel to heave into
the cement mixer. We were filling the buckets with one pitiful shovel-ful of sand at a
time. Later that afternoon, after some of us (me) petered out, a Haitian man filled
sand bucket in 5 seconds all by himself. He laid the bucket down on its side and
shoved it against the sand pile, then he used the shovel to push the sand in the
bucket. As he watch our laborious method, I'm sure he was thinking to himself that
he could teach us a thing or two. Yup, we can all learn from each other.

Lunch was with your sponsored child (if you had one). Many people were really
looking forward to this all week. On Monday, you give the mission your sponsored
child's number. The Mission notifies the family to bring the child to the Mission for
lunch on Thursday. If you have brought gifts for someone else's child, the child is
supposed to come on Wednesday so you can give them the presents (toys, food,
money). At one time, the mission allowed sponsors to mail money to the children. It
got too dangerous for the mission to handle all that cash and a pastor even got
robbed, so they stopped that practice. You have to give gifts in person now.

It's well worth the trip to Haiti to see the children. We just jump on an airplane, but
some of the children walk for many hours to attend this special meeting with their
sponsor. Louise was beside herself with excitement when her boy came to visit. She
had brought lots of gifts. She put them in a travel case with wheels. 20 pounds of rice
would be easier to transport on wheels, rather than carrying it. Well, | saw the
pregnant mother of her sponsored child walking outside the Mission with the case
balanced on her head! These people never cease to amaze me.

Lunch was fabulous fried chicken, rice and beans and that great Haitian "sauce".
One sponsored boy ate so much his tummy really poked out. What a special time. |
thought about the girl that | sponsor in Saigon. | was so saddened by what we
(America) had done to that country. It is unbelievable to imagine and to see the
atrocities that these people endure every day. | am thankful that these organizations
provide a way for us to help in our own small way, one child at a time.

Thursday 3:30, no 3:50 - we left for a walk to another women’s meeting . This one is
close in the village of Neply. It was by the basketball court. Louise said this court was
poured in August last year when she was here. The meeting is out in the open .
Children were playing all around. They brought out chairs for us to sit in. | moved
mine back so | wasn'’t sitting in front center of all the group. They sing and sing in
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Creole, then the woman in charge prays and prays and prays. Many many fast words
pouring out praising God. So passionate. Then every person in the group started
praying out loud for a couple of minutes. Like speaking in tongues all around us.

A cool breeze blows my hair. It feels like about 78 degrees. So nice. It has not rained
all week. Shops open today at 4:30, hopefully we’ll be done so | can give these shop
people some money.

Bible reading Acts 5:1-5 Anania’s sold land, but kept some money for himself. He
died, his wife dies. "Great fear seized the whole church" Wow. Like when people sell
their land here, 75 percent of the time they sell it because they have to pay the
voodoo god...

More singing. We have to introduce ourselves and say something. Then more
singing. There is a LOUD argument going on behind us - a man and woman yelling
and yelling at each other. Shouting. Quite distracting, but others don't seem to notice.
Nothing keeps them from praising God.

Tiffany volunteered to speak at this meeting.

Pro 31:10 - The wife of noble character.

Women can gain wisdom by consulting the Lord in their decisions. Amen.
Allow the Lord to control our tongue and our words.

Give us our earned rewards to bring praise at the city gate.

1 Pet 3 : 1-6 - Wives and husbands.

She did a good job and prepared well. After the women's meeting, we were walking
back and the shops were still open. | shopped till 6! | had no idea it was so late.
Shawn and Mary stayed the whole time to look out for me. Thank you! | do
appreciate their help.

Dinner was Pizza, salad, and coconut bars.

7 p.m. movie night. We saw "Left Behind". That really left me with a memorable
impression of what it's all about. Quite a movie. Charlie made the BEST popcorn that
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| have ever tasted. It was far better than any $5 movie theater popcorn drenched with
fatty oil.

Friday

Pancakes for breakfast. | ate with Nathan. He is a very lovable boy. He has nonstop
energy like the Energiser bunny. He keeps going and going and going.

Dan did the morning devotion.

Math 13:45 - The kingdom of heaven is like a merchant looking for fine pearls.
If you open something up, you may find something of value inside.

It may be hidden.

You may have to really look for it.

But the affect may be that you give up everything you have to get it.

The state of your heart must be such that you are ready to receive it also.
What do you do with it when you have it?

We should give it away.

That morning, the mission arranged a boat ride with a local man. Doesn't that sound
like a fun experience to go on a Haitian boat? Many people paid $US5 each for the
ride. | can't believe | didn't do the boat. | like the beach, | love the ocean. What | did
instead surprised me. | volunteered to help with the clinic and give physicals at the
school. They had one more morning of work to finish seeing all the kids.

They did the clinic all day on Tuesday. They saw 213 kids. On Thursday it was only
in the morning and now they needed help this morning to see about 150 more kids.
Tiffany and Laura helped the Haitian nurses before. Laura was going in the boat, so
they needed another volunteer. It was actually quite a fun experience.

Groups of about 30 kids came out to the covered area where we were working.
Martha gave them their information sheet, Adam did their height and weight, Emily
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did their pulse, | did their temperature, then sent them to Tiffany or the other nurse
for the rest of the checkup. They listened to their heart and did an overall look with
some questions, then the kids got some vitamins.

| was amazed at one very small boy whose stat sheet said he was 11 years old.
Between groups, the kids would sit on the other side of the table from me. They were
very well behaved. On Tuesday Louise and Christi entertained them by painting
finger nails. That would have been a good idea. The kids would touch my skin and
pull on my hair. They weren't rude. They were just curious. We were there from about
9 to 12:30.

Lunch, then the afternoon was free time (finally!) . What a busy, busy week. Charlie
had given me a copy of his mothers' book: A Stubborn Hope by Jeanne DeTellis. |
started reading it on Wednesday and finished it Friday. | couldn't put it down.
Amazing stories about her life and how she was called to Haiti.

Shops open at 4 p.m. today. It was time to bring everything that you wanted to get rid
of and barter for items. | got a necklace for 2 skirts and a dollar. (I figured out later
that | bought the skirts for $US3 each, so you may get a better deal by just giving
them money.) | gave a dress to (pregnant) Christi. | knelt beside an older lady. | didn't
want anything from her shop but | did give her a couple dollars. | was down to two
shirts and one dollar that | exchanged for something. | made sure to get something
from Mike. | even brought him some batteries. That was a good experience.

The locals knew this was our last day at the mission so they were being a little more

insistent with the begging. | couldn't help wondering what more they expected. They
walk beside you and demand:

"Give me shoes"
"Give me shirt"
"Give me flashlight"

"Give me batteries"

It may help if they learn how to ask nicely and say "Please give me some shoes". It
was a similar situation in Vietham. Our guide tried to explain to me that there is no
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word in the Vietnamese language that meant "please”. | wonder if there is a Creole
word for "please”.

Dinner was hamburgers, BBQ beans (like they make in the South) great potatoes.

7 pm Worship in the Dining Hall. Adam leads us on guitar. Charlie shares a
message.

Is this all worth it?

1 Cor 3:8 -Each one will get their reward according to their labor.

Each one will get wages worthy of the work.

God will equip us and provide for us.

Math 16:24 - Deny things so you can pick up the cross and follow Jesus.
Luk 14:12-13 - Our good works are repaid at the resurrection.

Don’t jump into just any good thing. You should follow God's calling.

Set your mind on things above.

The next focus at NEW Missions is generators and PA equipment for churches and
schools.

Distribute passports tonight. We leave at 5:30 a.m. tomorrow.

Saturday

Breakfast cereal and coffee at 5 a.m. Uugh. 5:30 a.m. load up the truck and leave. :-(
Leaving NEW Missions.

The sun is rising over the corn field. Chickens and goats scatter as the bus rolls by.

Many people from the village of Neply are on the edge of the road waving goodbye.
I’m going to miss this place.
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I’'m sure they see our big, full suitcases on top of the bus. We’re on a "tour" bus. The
seats are padded so the bumps don't feel as big. Shawn and Mary are in the truck
behind us. Good thing because a suitcase fell off!

As the children wave goodbye, you can see a sense of disappointment in their faces
knowing that people who bring good things to their community are leaving. | feel sad.
I’'m glad NEW Missions is here to minister and help these people. I'm glad George
and Jeanne stayed through the time of crisis and stayed when they were repeatedly
told to leave. They stayed and continued to help and they knew the people that they
were helping would protect them.. It's a good thing. NEW Missions has been here 20
years!

We just passed a sign on the highway "Douana". | guess it's the name of a town. I'll
have to look it up on a map.

All along the roadside, there are people with their wares waiting to be picked up by
the bus. One lady had a huge basket of tomatoes on her head. | saw a 4by4foot
crate of chickens. White feathers were poking out all over the crate.

On the side of the road there are numerous big piles of burnt cars and tires. They
were road blocks. The kind that Jeanne told about driving through in her book.

Conditions here in the city are definitely worse than in the country. There is NO water
in the occasional river beds that we drive over. So far, so good. We're moving, slow,
but moving. Traffic is heavy, but we have not stopped yet... We’re dodging people all
over the road and other vehicles, and burning piles of debris. It's two lanes in each
direction, but people park in the right lane, so you have to drive in the left lane. There
are often cement barriers to separate the opposing directions. An official car drove in
our direction on the other side of the barrier against oncoming traffic. | guess you're
allowed, if you are somebody special.

I've been noticing the license plates. They say Prive or Taxi. There was a Toyota
Land Cruiser was beside us on the road. License is "00010 Prive" The Prive plates
are usually a letter and four numbers. He must be some high-up government official
who go the tenth license plate.

| saw a sign that said "Telco Haiti: www.makanaky.com ". | was impressed that a
business in this country had a Web site. It sure doesn’t seem like a very effective
way to disseminate information here, if you ask me. Some stats on this country
claimed 3 Internet Service Providers (ISPs) and 6,000 Internet users in the year
2000. Well, | tried the URL when | got home and got the message:
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Unable to open www.makanaky.com/. Cannot locate the Internet server or proxy
service.

| don’t think I've seen a single traffic light yet! There are traffic circles at "big"
intersections. Madeline saw some traffic lights and she said she saw three garbage
trucks! Garbage trucks?!? There is garbage EVERYWHERE, but | guess they need
to start somewhere to haul it somewhere else.

| had a very nice conversation with Madeline on the bus.

She is from Canada, but her parents were born in Haiti. A friend came to pick her up
at the mission and they went to the Montana Hotel. She said it was a 5-star property.
| actually found it listed on the Internet.

Montana Hotel, Port au Prince 509-257-1920

No rates listed, but another hotel, Villa Creole Hotel in P-au-P is $US105 for a
standard double, $US180 for the Ambassador (sic) Suite.

Madeline said they ate at Pietio Ville. All of the people who ate there were either
white or mulatto. Very wealthy diplomats and government officials. Politician and
lawyers. A very elite group. It was located at the top of a protected hill.

Maybe they want to keep this division of the very rich and the very poor. As long as
the poor never see how good some others have it, they will keep functioning and
existing at the level they are accustomed to. They are different levels of poor too.
Madeline see hope in their face.

She feel totally at ease here. Very comfortable walking around. She knows the
language too.

Madeline and Veronique are coming back this summer. A week at NEW Missions,
and week in P-au-P.
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Madeline said they called her "beige woman" or "yellow woman" "Jeune Madam"
because of the color of her skin. She is lighter than most.

Madeline is a nurse. Since she spoke Creole, she volunteered to help the mission

teach some health classes. Two afternoons she taught women about proper hygiene
and nutrition.

The oldest worn out tires are proudly displayed at the roadside for sale. There is a
woman sweeping dirt, another splashing water on the ground to keep the dust down.
| saw a man lean over and pick something up from a road-side pile, then he put it in
his mouth. Now | have seen true hunger.

So much debris everywhere. The people with shops — | look into their faces and |
don’t see pride like | saw in faces of the shopkeepers in Hanoi. Here | see struggle.
Yearning to succeed with what they have.

The most apparent thing | see on their faces is questions. When they see us (white
people) slowly roll by in the bus | can see they are wondering

Where were we in their country?
Why were we in their country?
Where are we going?

What is it like there?

We passed a sign showing the new paper money in the country:

Nouveaux Billets

Nouvo Papye lajan
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A Tap-Tap — is a truck for public transport.

Christi learned that a lot of Haitians have never seen a white child (like her - long
blonde hair and very blue eyes). The other children here are dark skinned with dark
hair and eyes. Her nick name is Ti Blan. It means small white. Pronounced "Tee
Blah"

We use Toilet paper - they use stones or banana leaves :(

Sugar cane is $US1 for one stalk. Stevie, Veronique, Shawn had machetes trying to
take the outside of the cane stalk off. It's not that good. It 's like sweet wood. Children
in the country chew on all time to supplement their one meal a day. | saw a lot of bad
teeth.

We arrived at the airport around 7:45 a.m. | did see two traffic lights. "Air d’Ayiti" is Air
Haiti. We're on American Airlines. Now this is secure airport. Here's the drill:

Stand in line to enter airport. Show passport and ticket. X-ray all bags. Random
searches pulled out of line.

Stand in line to get boarding pass. Show passport, ticket. Random searches pulled
out of line.

Pay $31US exit fee, show passport, boarding pass.

Stand in line to get passport stamped. They take the yellow paper. X-ray carry on
bags.

Go upstairs, shop. Rum is cheap ($US2.50 a bottle), but remember it’s illegal for
minors to have it in the U.S.

Go downstairs, stand in line to get to departure gate. Show passport and boarding

pass. Exit gate, show boarding pass, X-ray carry on bags. Random searches pulled
out of the line. Walk on tarmac, show boarding pass, get on the plane.

10 a.m. and we're on the plane. Flight to Miami is 1 hour 32 minutes. It's 78 in Miami.

We're leaving. | have a feeling I'll be back though.



87

Louise is coming back in August and Dan is coming back in July. He is going to Cap-
Haitien. What a coincidence that my brother, Paul and his wife Stefanie are going to
the Evangelical Free church in Cap-Haitien and exactly the same time that Dan is
going to be there. God's plan in action.

Here's another true parallel. OK, maybe | get this writer and travel obsession from my
father. This excerpt is from a letter that my father wrote to his father on March 6,
1962. We were living in Bogota, Colombia where dad worked for the Rockefeller
Foundataion to help farmers. Sad thing is, it still applies to Haiti in 2002.

Sometimes when | get to worrying about my problems, all | have to do is look around
and | can see people with real problems. There is such a large number of poor
people here it is hard to imagine. And | mean people that don't have shoes for their
kids, or even a roof over their heads. The cardboard from all of our furniture packing
is now the roof and sides of a house of a poor squatter family that lives in a field not
too far from our house. | gave them some hay and it is now their bed, and they
consider themselves lucky. Some of the farmers haven't progressed a bit since the
day's of Christ. It almost looked like a scene out of the Bible. In one field, they were
cultivating and planting corn with a team of oxen and a wooden plow to scratch the
dusty dry soil and plant their corn. There was a little boy about 7 years old following
along behind the plow with his sack of corn, planting it and then stepping on it with
his bare foot to cover the seed up. The dirt was dry and hard and it will be a miracle if
any of it comes up. If one-third of the corn comes up, they think this is good and then
the production is so low that it is hardly worthwhile for them to plant it. One family |
visited got their water by hauling it almost two miles in gasoline tins from the dirty
river. They used this water to drink, cook and wash their clothes in.

Letter dated March 1, 1963. Dad wrote this to his parents. He was 39 years old with
a wife and 3 kids living in a foreign country. (I had to add this for my dad and my
sister who worry about me and my brother traveling to someplace that appears to not
be safe. You should see the Consular report on Haiti....)

| realize that you must be worried about us, especially with all the news in the paper
about Colombia. But honestly there isn't anything to worry about. If something starts
to happen, they have enough U.S. Air Force planes parked out here at the airport to
get the Americans to Panama if necessary. But the thing is, that | don't think it will be
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necessary. Now, there is a good possibility that you will hear about the government
falling here and the military taking over things. This is pretty well expected. But this
will be the army and not the communists, But is and when you read about this , don't
worry. We'll just stay home a few days and then I'll go back to work as usual. But if
we need to, I'm prepared to live here in the house for more than a month if
necessary.

| love this adventurous life that God had allowed me to enjoy. | am so fortunate to
know His presence in my life and experience things with His blessing. | pray He
reveals more escapades for me to explore and write about.

If you want to visit Haiti and a have a similar NEW Missions experience, contact:

NEW Missions

PO Box 2727
Orlando, FL 32802
(407) 240-4058

email: info@newmissions.org

Web Site: www.newmissions.org

Dan Merrefield also does a newsletter featuring Haitian information. Contact him at
dan@merrefield.com.

HAITI FACTS and STATS

Found at http://www.odci.gov/cia/publications/factbook/geos/ha.html

Religions: Roman Catholic 80%, Protestant 16% (Baptist 10%, Pentecostal 4%,
Adventist 1%, other 1%), none 1%, other 3% (1982) note: roughly one-half of the
population also practices Voodoo
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Languages: French (official), Creole (official)

Background

One of the poorest countries in the Western Hemisphere, Haiti has been plagued by
political violence for most of its history. Over three decades of dictatorship followed
by military rule ended in 1990 when Jean-Bertrand ARISTIDE was elected president.
Most of his term was usurped by a military takeover, but he was able to return to
office in 1994 and oversee the installation of a close associate to the presidency in
1996. ARISTIDE won a second term as president in 2000, and took office early the
following year.

Geography

Location: Caribbean, western one-third of the island of Hispaniola, between the
Caribbean Sea and the North Atlantic Ocean, west of the Dominican Republic

Map references: Central America and the Caribbean

Area: land: 27,560 sq km , water: 190 sq km

Area - comparative: slightly smaller than Maryland

Land boundaries: total: 275 km , border countries: Dominican Republic 275 km ,
Coastline: 1,771 km

Climate: tropical; semiarid where mountains in east cut off trade winds

Terrain: mostly rough and mountainous

Elevation extremes: lowest point: Caribbean Sea 0 m, highest point: Chaine de la
Selle 2,680 m

Natural resources: bauxite, copper, calcium carbonate, gold, marble, hydropower
Land use: arable land: 20%, permanent crops:13%, permanent pastures:18%,
forests and woodland:5%, other:44% (1993 est.),Irrigated land: 750 sq km (1993
est.)

Natural hazards: lies in the middle of the hurricane belt and subject to severe storms
from June to October; occasional flooding and earthquakes; periodic droughts
Environment - current issues: extensive deforestation (much of the remaining
forested land is being cleared for agriculture and used as fuel); soil erosion;
inadequate supplies of potable water

People

Population: 6,964,549

note: estimates for this country explicitly take into account the effects of excess
mortality due to AIDS; this can result in lower life expectancy, higher infant mortality
and death rates, lower population and growth rates, and changes in the distribution
of population by age and sex than would otherwise be expected (July 2001 est.)
Age structure: 0-14 years: 40.31% (male 1,421,945; female 1,385,580)

15-64 years: 55.52% (male 1,869,323; female 1,997,246)
65 years and over: 4.17% (male 140,556; female 149,899) (2001 est.)
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Population growth rate: 1.4% (2001 est.)

Birth rate: 31.68 births/1,000 population (2001 est.)

Death rate: 15 deaths/1,000 population (2001 est.)

Net migration rate: -2.64 migrant(s)/1,000 population (2001 est.)

Sex ratio: at birth: 1.05 male(s)/female , under 15 years: 1.03 male(s)/female , 15-64
years: 0.94 male(s)/female , 65 years and over: 0.94 male(s)/female , total
population: 0.97 male(s)/female (2001 est.)

Infant mortality rate: 95.23 deaths/1,000 live births (2001 est.)

Life expectancy at birth: total population: 49.38 years

Total fertility rate: 4.4 children born/woman (2001 est.)

HIV/AIDS - adult prevalence rate: 5.17% (1999 est.) , HIV/AIDS - people living with
HIV/AIDS: 210,000 (1999 est.) , HIV/AIDS - deaths: 23,000 (1999 est.)

Nationality: Haitian(s)

Ethnic groups: black 95%, mulatto and white 5%

Religions: Roman Catholic 80%, Protestant 16% (Baptist 10%, Pentecostal 4%,
Adventist 1%, other 1%), none 1%, other 3% (1982) . note: roughly one-half of the
population also practices Voodoo

Languages: French (official), Creole (official)

Literacy: definition: age 15 and over can read and write, total population: 45% , male:
48%, female: 42.2% (1995)

Government

Country name: conventional long form: Republic of Haiti , conventional short form:
Haiti

local long form: Republique d'Haiti

local short form: Haiti

Government type: elected government

Capital: Port-au-Prince

Administrative divisions: 9 departments (departements, singular - departement);
Artibonite, Centre, Grand'Anse, Nord, Nord-Est,Nord-Ouest, Ouest, Sud, Sud-Est
Independence: 1 January 1804 (from France) . National holiday: Independence Day,
1 January (1804)

Constitution: approved March 1987; suspended June 1988, with most articles
reinstated March 1989; in October 1991, government claimed to be observing the
constitution; return to constitutional rule, October 1994

Legal system: based on Roman civil law system; accepts compulsory ICJ jurisdiction
Suffrage: 18 years of age; universal

Executive branch: chief of state: President Jean-Bertrand ARISTIDE (since 7
February 2001)
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head of government: Prime Minister Jean-Marie CHERESTAL (since 9 February
2001)

cabinet: Cabinet chosen by the prime minister in consultation with the president
elections: president elected by popular vote for a five-year term; election last held 26
November 2000 (next to be held NA 2005); prime minister appointed by the
president, ratified by the Congress

election results: Jean-Bertrand ARISTIDE elected president; percent of vote - Jean-
Bertrand ARISTIDE 92%

Legislative branch: bicameral National Assembly or Assemblee Nationale consists of
the Senate (27 seats; members serve six-year terms; one-third elected every two
years) and the Chamber of Deputies (83 seats; members are elected by popular vote
to serve four-year terms)

elections: Senate - last held for two-thirds of seats 21 May 2000, with runoffs on 9
July boycotted by the opposition; about eight seats still disputed; election for
remaining one-third held on 26 November 2000 (next to be held NA 2002); Chamber
of Deputies - last held 21 May 2000, with runoffs on 30 July boycotted by the
opposition; one vacant seat rerun 26 November 2000 (next election NA 2004)
election results: Senate - percent of vote by party - NA%; seats by party - FL 26,
independent 1; Chamber of Deputies - percent of vote by party - NA%; seats by party
- FL 73, OPL 1, other minor parties and independents 9

Judicial branch: Supreme Court or Cour de Cassation

Political parties and leaders: See the web site. Acronyms are:

ALAH, RDNP, ESPACE, OPL, and MOCHRENA, KONAKOM, PANPRA, PDCH,
PADEM, FL [Jean-Bertrand ARISTIDE], MDN, MRN, MIDH , MOP , FNCD,
MOCHRENA , and OPL .

Political pressure groups and leaders: Autonomous Haitian Workers or CATH,;
Confederation of Haitian Workers or CTH; Federation of Workers Trade Unions or
FOS; National Popular Assembly or APN; Papaye Peasants Movement or MPP;
Popular Organizations Gathering Power or PROP; Roman Catholic Church
International organization participation: ACCT, ACP, Caricom (observer), CCC,
ECLAC, FAO, G-77, IADB, IAEA, IBRD, ICAO, ICRM, IDA, IFAD, IFC, IFRCS, ILO,
IMF, IMO, Intelsat, Interpol, IOC, IOM, ITU, LAES, OAS, OPANAL, OPCW
(signatory), PCA, UN, UNCTAD, UNESCO, UNIDO, UPU, WCL, WFTU, WHO,
WIPO, WMO, WToO, WTrO

Diplomatic representation in the US: chief of mission: Ambassador (vacant); Charge
d'Affaires Louis Harold JOSEPH . chancery: 2311 Massachusetts Avenue NW,
Washington, DC 20008 . telephone: [1] (202) 332-4090 FAX: [1] (202) 745-7215
consulate(s) general: Boston, Chicago, Miami, New York, and San Juan (Puerto
Rico)

Diplomatic representation from the US: chief of mission: Ambassador Brian Dean
CURRAN . embassy: 5 Harry S Truman Boulevard, Port-au-Prince . mailing address:
P. O. Box 1761, Port-au-Prince . telephone: [5609] 222-0354, 222-0269, 222-0200,
223-0327 . FAX: [5609] 23-1641
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Flag description: two equal horizontal bands of blue (top) and red with a centered
white rectangle bearing the coat of arms, which contains a palm tree flanked by flags
and two cannons above a scroll bearing the motto L'UNION FAIT LA FORCE (Union
Makes Strength)

Economy

Economy - overview: About 80% of the population lives in abject poverty. Nearly 70%
of all Haitians depend on the agriculture sector, which consists mainly of small-scale
subsistence farming and employs about two-thirds of the economically active work
force. The country has experienced little job creation since the former President
PREVAL took office in February 1996, although the informal economy is growing.
Following legislative elections in May 2000, fraught with irregularities, international
donors - including the US and EU - suspended almost all aid to Haiti. This
destabilized the Haitian currency, the gourde, and, combined with a 40% fuel price
hike in September, caused widespread price increases. Prices appear to have
leveled off in January 2001.

GDP: purchasing power parity - $12.7 billion (2000 est.)

GDP - real growth rate: 1.2% (2000 est.)

GDP - per capita: purchasing power parity - $1,800 (2000 est.)

GDP - composition by sector: agriculture: 32% , industry: 20% , services: 48% (1999
est.)

Population below poverty line: 80% (1998 est.)

Household income or consumption by percentage share: lowest 10%: NA% , highest
10%: NA%

Inflation rate (consumer prices): 19% (2000 est.)

Labor force: 3.6 million (1995) note: shortage of skilled labor, unskilled labor
abundant (1998)

Labor force - by occupation: agriculture 66%, services 25%, industry 9%
Unemployment rate: widespread unemployment and underemployment; more than
two-thirds of the labor force do not have formal jobs (1999)

Budget: revenues: $317 million

expenditures: $362 million, including capital expenditures of $84 million (FY99/00
est.)

Industries: sugar refining, flour milling, textiles, cement, tourism, light assembly
industries based on imported parts

Industrial production growth rate: 0.6% (1997 est.)

Electricity - production: 672 million kWh (1999)

Electricity - production by source: fossil fuel: 52.83% , hydro: 47.17% , nuclear: 0% ,
other: 0% (1999)

Electricity - consumption: 625 million kWh (1999) , exports: 0 kWh (1999) , imports: O
kWh (1999)

Agriculture - products: coffee, mangoes, sugarcane, rice, corn, sorghum; wood
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Exports: $186 million (f.o.b., 1999) , coffee, oils, mangoes

Imports: $1.2 billion (c.i.f., 1999) , food, machinery and transport equipment, fuels,
raw materials

Debt - external: $1 billion (1998 est.)

Economic aid - recipient: $730.6 million (1995)

Currency: gourde (HTG) .Exchange rates: gourdes per US dollar - 23.761 (January
2001), 22.524 (2000), 17.965 (1999), 16.505 (1998), 17.311 (1997), 15.093 (1996)

Communications

Telephones - main lines in use: 60,000 (1997)

Telephones - mobile cellular: 0 (1995)

Telephone system: general assessment: domestic facilities barely adequate;
international facilities slightly better

Radio broadcast stations: AM 41, FM 26, shortwave 0 (1999)
Radios: 415,000 (1997)

Television broadcast stations: 2 (plus a cable TV service) (1997)
Televisions: 38,000 (1997)

Internet Service Providers (ISPs): 3 (2000)

Internet users: 6,000 (2000)

Transportation

Railways: total: 40 km note: privately owned industrial line; closed in early 1990s
(2001)

Highways: total: 4,160 km , paved: 1,011 km , unpaved: 3,149 km (1996)
Waterways: NEGL; less than 100 km navigable

Ports and harbors: Cap-Haitien, Gonaives, Jacmel, Jeremie, Les Cayes, Miragoane,
Port-au-Prince, Port-de-Paix, Saint-Marc

Merchant marine: none (2000 est.)

Airports: 13 (2000 est.)

Airports - with paved runways: total: 3
2,438 t0 3,047 m: 1

914 to 1,523 m: 2 (2000 est.)

Airports - with unpaved runways: total: 10
914 t0 1,523 m: 2

under 914 m: 8 (2000 est.)

Military
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Military branches: Haitian National Police (HNP) note: the regular Haitian Army,
Navy, and Air Force have been demobilized but still exist on paper until
constitutionally abolished

Military manpower - military age: 18 years of age . availability: males age 15-49:
1,635,253 (2001 est.)

fit for military service: males age 15-49: 888,305 (2001 est.) , reaching military age
annually: males: 87,049 (2001 est.)

Military expenditures - dollar figure: $NA; note - mainly for police and security
activities

Transnational Issues

Disputes - international: claims US-administered Navassa Island

lllicit drugs: major Caribbean transshipment point for cocaine en route to the US and
Europe; vulnerable to money laundering

SONGS

Jesus, name above all names
Jezi, non'w anwo tout non

Beautiful Savior, glorious Lord
Bon sove mwen, Gloriye Segne

Emmanuel; God is with us
Emaniel; Bondye avek nou

Blessed redeemer, living word.
Redampte beni, Parol vivan.

Se pa Puisans
Se pa pouvwa
Se pa Lespri di le Segne x2

Montay yo va deplase
Montay yo va deplase-e
Montay yo va deplase
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Se pa Lespri di le Segne.

| have decided to follow Jesus

Mwen te decide pou suiv le Senye, Mwen te decide pou suiv le Senye,
Mwen te decide pou suiv le Senye, Mwen p'ap tounin, Mwen p'ap tounin

Mwen p'ap tounin, Mwen p'ap tounin, non non, Mwen p'ap tounin
Mwen p'ap tounin, Mwen p'ap tounin, non non, Mwen p'ap tounin

Lord I Lift Your Name on High

Segne, Mwen Leve non Ou

Lord, I lift you name on high

Segne, mwen leve non ou

Lord, | love to sing your raises

Segne, mwen konton louve ou

I'm so glad you're in my life

Mwen konton ou nan lavi mwen

I'm so glad you came to save us

Mwen konton ou te vin sove mwen
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You came from heaven to earth - To show the way

Ou sot nan syel vin sou la te - Pou montrem chemen ou

From the earth to the cross - My debt to pay

Sot sou late al sou kwa - Pou peye det pechem

From the cross to the grave - From the grave to the sky

Sot sou kwa ale nan tonb - Sot non tonb monte nan syel

Lord, I lift your name on high.

Segne, mwen leve non ou.

Creole or "Kweyol" Language
Creole is to French, as emoticons are to English.

If you have caught onto reading emoticons, and you know a little French, then you
may be able to figure out Creole. For example:

"Cn u by me sm lunch | 4gt mny" means "Can you buy me some lunch? | forgot my
money"

"pls wk me if he sez nethng important" means "Please wake me if he says anything
important".

"wsp" is "What's up”, and "xInt" is "Excellent"
Creole French English
Bon jou Bonjour Good morning
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Bon swa (Bon swe) Bonsoir Good afternoon or evening
Mesi Merci Thank you

Ye Hier Yesterday

Web sights for learning Creole

Http://www.delphis.dm/creole.htm

http://www.travland.com/languages/cgi-bin/landchoice.cgi

THE END!
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http://www.stbpoa.com/viajantes/saara/default_ing.asp

Our travel to Southern Algeria in the Sahara (26 December 2001-14
January 2002)

In 2001 Anh-Minh and I finally set our mind on a first visit to the desert.
The idea was not prompted by a long standing dream to fulfil or a sudden
metaphysical urge as friends and relatives often relate the desert to. It
was a compromise.

I had been dreaming to visit North of Algeria for 10 years. Half of my
family had once lived and died there. From France, more than anywhere
else, Algeria is seen as the most dangerous place on earth. Result of a
complicated relation with what had once been part of the French territory?
“From Cherbourg to Tamanrasset” was the scale De Gaulle used to
measure France’s “grandeur” to. Today, Algeria’s 2,381,741 km2 could
easily hold 4 France. 84% is desert and probably 85% in a couple of years
as the desert is gaining despite the green belt, sort of ecological Hadrien’s
wall that the government maintain to stop it. Terrorism and raising
discontent of an increasing population are also two of the ogres that the
country faces. In 1992 Algeria became bloody Algeria in the media and
eventually in people’s mind. A country out of bound; an image that seems
to serve both governments but not the two people relationship. I got fed
up with that simplistic reality, fed up waiting for better condition. I was
mature to land to Algiers with a low profile and alone.

My wife did not want to stay on the shore and give up an opportunity to
make interesting photos. She had visited many countries on her own (Iran
was her last) and had converted me to using the web to prepare mine. To
her big surprise almost no information was available on tourism in Algeria.
Reliable posts had even deserted her favourite forums. We were at a loss.
Encouragement came from catalogues of French tour operators. Algeria
was back after several years of interruption with its best asset: the
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desert. Its lovers had never stop flying over despite dramatic official
warnings. But on their own, knowing from experience. Touaregs had
become their friends and the desert their home. Touareg society in the
Far South had been preserved from the problems that stormed the North
of the country. It had even sheltered Algerians who ran away from the
north. Tamanrasset is as far from Algiers and its perils as Paris is from
Algiers: 2,000 km South from the capital.

The irruption of the Algerian desert in magazines was an invitation to new
visitors and an irresistible temptation for amateur photographs. We would
travel together and stop over to Algiers on the way. Two internet
correspondents in Algeria would drive 120 km to welcome us there and
showed us around the city. We contacted directly a local travel agency in
Tamanrasset. Akar-Akar, Mr Zounga’s agency, helped us to design a route
for a three-week trip in a four-wheel drive car only for the two of us. We
would be accompanied by Azoum, our Targui guide and driver and
Meriam, the cook. This is minimum and compulsory equipage to travel in
the desert whatever your are going on foot, camels, donkeys or cars. It
cost us $2,600 plus the flight on Air Algeria.

When you ask experienced travellers what desert they see as best, you
often get the Sahara for reply. In Algeria the Sahara is the desert in its
full variety: dunes, rocks, mountains often mingle to create hypnotic
landscapes coming from another planet or another time. Water is scarcer
than anywhere else in the Sahara: no salty lakes reminiscent of the
ancient ocean like in Libya; only a couple of guelta, trickles of water
spurring from deep gorges and watched as if they were gold mines. We
set off on a trip in the history of the earth without knowing whether we
were witnessing the past or the future of our planet. From the once
luxuriant tropical vegetation, elephants and giraffes remain engraved in
stone; ancient populations have left drawings and paintings of their
pastoral life; utensils and weapons unveiled by winds are found scattered
on ordinary sand fields; milestones, heads of arrows, pieces of pottery,
ostrich shell like any ordinary stone are forbidden to collect.
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Our route first whirled around Tamanrasset, a passage between equatorial
and north Africa. We drove trough the Hoggar mountains and reached
Assekrem its summit at 2,600 m, a place famous for the sunsets and
sunrises over giant sugar-loaf mountains. People spend the night there in
a refuge and climb the last slope at night expecting the rising sun as if it
were a resurrection. A couple of priests live there permanently. The
Hoggar is the remains of violent and huge volcanic activity that literally
turned the earth inside out. Black round pebble mountains are next to
bunches of brown-orange totem-like shape mountains with enormous
teethes that seems to have pierced the crust over night, leaving blue and
red gritty veins open.

We then headed South towards the Niger border in an area where rocks
meet sand and takes creeping anthropomorphic shapes. It is like walking
in the middle of petrified Jurassic park, with giant mushrooms, fragile
needles and other strange shapes in the remote that attract you like
sirens. The sand makes distance longer and more difficult than you wish.
We easily lost marks and eventually turned back. Dunes are the long
awaited features. They are like naked bodies, really sensual when the sun
falls down. At first we were a bit intimidated and reluctant to alter their
spotless skin with our footprints. Finally you feel like taken off your shoes
and the rest comes naturally... We walked along the fragile edge line,
leaving behind us the constant moving body reshaping itself. One side of
the dune is always softer than the other. We dug our feet in the sand to
find some coolness. Sleeping in the dunes might be a freezing experience
as they become quickly cold at night. I am not even talking of winds of
sand that make the targui, its camel and stones melt in a common cry.
We took a look around on the most aesthetic curves and let us roll down
the slope.
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We started a long pendulum route eastward and spent New Year Eve in
Tahaggart “castle”, a line of rocks cast on our way in the middle of a
boring flat desolated land. It was like an apparition: high walls and towers
besieged by dunes. The falling sun revealed breaches, donjons and
loopholes. The moon rising on the opposite cast shapes of the last
petrified defender. We could not help a thrill, doubtful that Tahaggart had
never been built by an ancient civilisation, a lost world that we were
rediscovering.

We usually stopped at 5 pm at the latest after we found a natural good
shelter for the night. We gave a hand at the installation of the camp and
started our own discovery of the site while Meriem cooked the dinner and
Azoum prepared tea and controlled the car. The air is so dry that nothing
smells, neither us nor the quarter of a mouton that bumped along in the
rear of the car. We had fresh vegetables and fruits during ten days. We
slept out under the stars every day. I was counting shooting stars since I
had hardly seen any in Paris for years. Temperature in the evening was
around 8 degrees against 25 during the day. In winter there is no need to
fear snakes and scorpions; they are asleep. We lit up a fire and told each
other stories. The glittering on the car was the only light in the night tens
of kilometres around.

We also experienced long crossing of flat boring land with huge heaps of
stones naturally gathered by size. We were half asleep. The car must have
looked like an ant that desperately looked for its track home. We actually
did not realised the situation. We trusted our driver blindly. Once we
emerged onto a flat sea of sand. Az