Zambia 2 journal
Friday 8 July

I have arrived in Mongu after an eight hour coach journey, which went really quite well. My seat had a problem with the reclining mechanism, which meant that it was permanently reclined! It didn’t take me long to discover the advantage of this, and I was able to relax for as much of the journey as I wanted. I had done the journey before, and so there was not the same excitement of seeing things for the first time. In any case, the land is incredibly flat for most of the journey, and so apart from the occasional villages and the scattering of trees, there was not much to look out for. The tall lush green grass of March which lined the edge of the road as if it was all proudly standing to attention, 10 or 12 feet high, had given way to straggling straw, all dishevelled and unkempt, and was not an object of constant fascination as before! The road is dead straight just like a Roman road, and is kept well maintained. So I settled down in my reclining seat, shut my eyes, and being gently rocked by the movement of the coach, I gave way to day dreaming my first three hours away, happy and relaxed. I read Psalm 16, which truly captured my sense of wellbeing in the Lord.
But when we reached Kafue National Park, I was bolt upright and alert, looking hard for any wild animals. Soon I caught sight of a small herd of buffalo, and then to my great joy, a real, actual, wild elephant, shining grey in the sun as if it had just been wallowing in mud. A bit later a group of about 40 monkeys dashing across the road, and a tall bird, heron-like but bigger, with a black body, long white neck and red splashed around its head – don’t know it’s called, I’m afraid.

The coach was choc a block full, everybody squeezed in tight, but still we took on extra passengers en route. The men either side of me were going as far as Kaoma, and so after a good hour travelling through the Park and another hour or so to Kaoma, they got out but were immediately replaced by others bound for Mongu. And so on we drove and reached the capital of the Western Province in good time.
James Lucas met me there and I was taken to Mutoya Camp on the Senanga road and back to the little bungalow that I had occupied before – a real sense of homecoming! Everything is dry and dusty; the soil is just like sand. The great river Zambezi had flooded across its 25 mile wide flood plain in May, but had since receded; there has been no rain now for three months and the grass of the plain was now turning brown. The wells seem full, and so there appears to be no great problem for a relatively small population. A man is even watering the grounds.

The day started off really quite chilly, warmed up nicely during the day, but returned to its chilliness in the evening – I was quite surprised by how chilly it was, and was glad I had brought a couple of vests with me! I knew it would be winter here in the southern hemisphere, but still we are in the tropics, and so I had not expected this chill factor. But it meant that I slept really well, whereas in March I was having to cope with heat and humidity – that certainly wasn’t the case now!

Saturday and Sunday 9th and 10th July

Saturday was a quiet day sorting myself out. It started off pretty cold, but warmed up nicely during the day. Enjoyed the tranquillity of the camp site without all the volunteers who had gone off for the day. There have been about 100 around, but a lot left on Friday night and the rest will leave on Sunday night. Lunch with James and Jess, then spent time preparing for tomorrow’s sermon. Caught up on emails and had evening meal with J & J again, and went over my sermon once more.

A taxi was sent for me at 9 to take me to Mongu Evangelical Church. Their adult Bible class had started soon after 9 which I joined; the call of Abraham in Genesis 12, with attempts to try and feel what is was like for Abraham. The service began at around 10, with a lot of singing by the congregation and the “praise team”, which was a sextet in March, but now had an extra lady member. Again, they sang powerfully; it was a joy to listen to them, and I do so enjoy the African style with its rhythms and harmony within a fairly simple melody.
I then had to present the new hymnbooks. I explained how it had all come about, freshly typed, with additional hymns and a new Ester section, how people had over-contributed to the cost of printing so I was able to buy a music edition, and how some recording of our own congregation singing he new hymns was done. Photographs everywhere! And then it was time for me to preach: John 12: 20-33, Jesus being lifted up from the earth, literally in his crucifixion, mockingly as king, but as saviour drawing people from all parts of the world.

The pastor and a couple of elders and their wives invited me for a grand lunch in the Oasis Restaurant, which is run by a Jordanian man who came to Mongu 13 years ago; his brother had come 20 years ago! 
The Shanjo team had arrived by the time I returned to Mutoya Camp, so it was lovely to meet up with them and introduce myself.

Evening meal with J & J, and then a precious time of fellowship.

Bed by 9.30 before it got cold!

Monday 11th
Well, this has been a wonderful start to the programme. We met at 8.30 and just spent a bit of time getting to know each other. They themselves had been strangers to each other, but they had now spent about 24 hours in each other’s company, and they seemed to be getting on very well with each other. That was good. They are all subsistence farmers, but two of them act as pastors too and all of them are active in their churches. They all grow maize, millet and sorghum; they all keep cattle and chickens; they all grow their own vegetables, including sweet potato, squash and pumpkins. Enoch has 9 children, aged 2 to 18, and is a pastor in a congregation about 100 people; Rusford is the other pastor, in a congregation of about 200, and has 7 children, the oldest being 29, and there are 6 grandchildren; Hastings and Oliver both have 6 children; and Isilimwe is unmarried at the age of 25 – his name means “born in famine”. They are all from different congregations of the United Apostolic Faith church. Carol is the only lady; she has a 14 month baby with her, but he was sick in the night and needed hospital attention this morning; so she has missed out on most of what we did this morning. Her English is very poor, and she relies heavily on help from the men; she is from an evangelical church in one of the Shanjo villages. Only Rusford and Isilimwe have had education beyond primary level; their English is good and so is Enoch’s. Hastings struggled a bit at first, and also Oliver a little, but they clearly gained confidence in English during the course of the day.

We then had a short devotional time together, and then we got going with the programme. I spent time explaining what we hope to achieve, and then asked them to think of a short story in Shanjo and choose the story teller. Rusford was chosen by common consent, being the pastor of the largest congregation and who had had some Bible college training. His story took just 40 seconds, and then in the absence of a recorder with a speaker, I had to get him to repeat the story bit by bit, which he was willing to do while everyone, including him, did their best to write it down. How could they if they had never written Shanjo before? Well, they were literate in English and in siLozi, the local trade language; they therefore had an idea of the sound values associated with letters, and used that knowledge to write Shanjo as best as they could. They carried on for a bit, until they came to the end of the first stage of the story. Of course, I couldn’t understand a word of what they said! Then I got one of them to write up on a large sheet of paper what they had written down in their exercise book, and asked the others to comment, agreeing, disagreeing and suggesting alternatives. There was a surprising degree of agreement. There were a few problems of sounds/letters being left out; there was a good long discussion about the spelling on one particular word which led eventually to satisfaction all round, but the biggest problem was the uncertainty of where words began and ended. In the end we completed the whole story and they were really thrilled at the thought that they had now been writing Shanjo!

The next step was to get them to explain to me the meaning of each word and parts of words; this is a preliminary look at vocabulary and grammar, which will eventually also have an effect on how the language is to be best spelt. They did this well enough for absolute beginners, and then I rendered it into normal English. This is the kind of process that they will have to get used to engaging in on their translation training. By lunch time, we had successfully written the first story in Shanjo and produced a decent translation of it into English! Congratulations to all! What was an extra bonus was that when Carol and baby eventually returned to us, we asked her to read the story in Shanjo, and she could without any great problem. So she was able to understand the spelling of the language, even though she had not participated in the session. If she could do it, then others back in Shanjo land could do so too.

Lunch was brought to us at 12.30: nshima, cabbage and fish. I thoroughly enjoyed it. Nshima is a kind of dough made from maize, served hot and in huge quantities; it is the staple food of Zambians. They use their fingers to eat, but I just couldn’t! In any case, I found it just too hot to handle, literally! The cabbage was served in strips and was delicious. The fish was fried whole, including the head; you just had to pick the thing apart and mind all the bones, really nice! We agreed on a break until 2, and then we would have a go at a longer story. During the break, I typed up the first story, and just before 2, I headed back to our study room. No sign of them, so I went looking for them. They were working on their longer story, but since not one of them had a watch, they did not know that 2 o’clock had arrived! So we will have to adapt our strategy for the future.

So, off we went with the second story, proceeding in the same way as before. Now we were finding new consonants, until in the end we had a count of 18; we’ve found 5 vowels, which means there will be no problem in deciding how to write them! I expected that they would take all afternoon to do this longer text, but no! Soon after 4, they were finished, satisfied with their spelling and the final translation. So I made tea for them all in celebration!

Since their next meal was not until 6, I decided on a slightly different strategy; instead of them telling a story and then spelling it, what about trying to compose something like a short essay about the values of Shanjo people and culture? So we talked over the kind of things that would be of interest to potential readers, complimentary things that would encourage Shanjo people to read on. So I learnt about their hunting past, their bravery in fighting against lions and other wild animals, their diligence in work and home, their pride in their language, and I left them to work something out together, with Enoch acting as ‘scribe’. In the meantime, I took time off to type up their second story. At 6, they were still going strong; they were not going to stop until they had finished, even though their evening meal had arrived. So since I was invited to eat with J & J, again I left them to it, asking them to put the light off and lock the door when they had finished!

So ended a good day’s work, with great satisfaction all round. 

Tuesday 12th
Up at 6.30. Really quite cold in the night; took a blanket, which kept me so nice and warm I did not want to get up!

Well, today we started off at about 8.30 again. Pastor Rusford, who is emerging as the leader in the group, took the verse about Jesus being the Light of the world, and applied it to getting the Bible into the Shanjo language to give them God’s light.

The men had taken a lot of trouble to compose their piece about the qualities of the Shanjo people, and we spent a considerable part of the morning, checking their spelling, analyzing the language and producing a good translation into English. This procedure is what they will have to get used to; it is rather slow at the moment, but as they get used to it and feel more confident in spelling and writing more freely, it will speed up and they will become expert at it. 

One more consonant emerged in the process, and so we think we might now have all the consonants. I showed them how they are all made phonetically so that they could appreciate the design and structure of the pronunciation system – that it is not a random set of sounds and letters, but that there is a real pattern about them. here it is:

p
t
k

(‘quiet sounds with closure’)

b
d
g

(‘loud sounds with closure’)

m
n
ñ (= ng)

(‘smooth sounds through the nose’)

      f     s    sh


(‘quiet sounds but noisy’)

      v    z


(‘loud sounds but noisy’)


      c (= ‘ch’)

(‘quiet sound with a sharp start to the noisiness’)


       j 


(‘loud sound with a sharp start to the noisiness’)

w        
l     y


(‘smooth sounds through the mouth’)

and the vowels: 

i
u

  e      o

       a

very simple so far, but we have found a few instances of them double in length too. Pitch height (‘tone’) will be another complication. 

Then we started word lists with parts of the body, family and social relationships, farming, wild animals and nature in general. This is all good spelling practice, but now we have begun a preliminary word list in alphabetical order; this will eventually, with a lot more thought and analysis, form the basis of an elementary dictionary.

The afternoon finished soon after 6 pm with us completing the checking, analysis and translation of their first written composition: U Bumi bo BaShanjo (The Life of the Shanjo People). We have made excellent progress.

James took me out for a meal this evening, because Jess wasn’t feeling too well; I am rather dependent on them for an evening meal because there is nothing else available at the moment. 

I have breakfast by myself in my draughty little bungalow, the midday meal with the Shanjo men, and then the evening meal up at J & J’s.

It’s quite chilly in the evening, but the afternoons are beautiful; I’m down to shirt sleeves and bare feet and sandals, but I dress considerably warmer again for the evening!
Wednesday 13th July

Excellent progress again today. 

Here is how my day goes. Alarm at 6.30, and it takes me a few minutes to pluck up courage to get of bed! Put the kettle for some hot water for washing and shaving. I do that as quickly as I can, because it is so draughty in the front part of my little house where there is no glass in the windows but just mosquito netting. Then breakfast in the back part of the little house, out of the draught as much as possible. I’ve now got a toaster, so I have my South African Weetabix, toast and honey and a cup of tea. Then quiet time, but because I am not moving about I wrap myself in the blanket!

8.30 we gather at the ‘staff house’, and each man takes it in turn to read a portion of Scripture and share a few thoughts: today was Isaiah 40:1-5, the message of comfort for the people. We all then pray together in turn. Today the young lady with the baby came, and she joined in too, which was encouraging.

Then we get going for our morning session which lasts until 12.30. Today, for instance, we concentrated on working out the noun classes that operate in the language. Not like French and Welsh with just masculine and feminine, but in Bantu languages there are usually about 15 such distinctions. We’ve got to work these out because it looks as though adjectives have to agree with the noun class, as they do in French and Welsh. We went through our word list very thoroughly; the critical question is what is the singular and plural prefix of each noun, and in this way we began to identify quite a few classes, about 12 altogether, but I don’t think we have finished yet!

The men are quite excited at discovering these features of their language, and they keep thinking of new words that confirm certain patterns. That is brilliant, because not only does it increase our word list, but it also gives them all additional practice in spelling and writing the words out in full. Remember they have never written the language before, and they have simply got to get used to doing so if they are going to be literate in it and help others. 

By the middle of the morning, we need a short break, and so we make ourselves a cuppa of something, but it is not long before we are at it again. I usually use the lunch break to type up everything we have been analyzing in the morning, but we are now getting so many words, I left them to get on with the job so that I could get in 30 minutes typing before lunch – just to keep up with them as well as I can.

Lunch comes at 12.30 – and more or less promptly at that, I must say. The two women who have cooked the meal serve it up in our ‘staff house’ where we are working. The Shanjo men get a huge dollop of nshima, their staple food (a kind of dough made from maize flour), a vegetable – today we had beans, but I must admit I do enjoy the alternative which is strips of cabbage mixed with tomato and onion. And a piece of meat; we’ve had fish, a piece of chicken and today a sausage. No dessert, so I go off to my little house and put the kettle on and make myself a cup of tea and indulge in a biscuit or two.

The men have a break until 2 pm (they call it “14 hours”), but I sit on my bed and type away. I don’t mind doing this, because it represents good progress and I have the opportunity of reflecting on what we’ve done, and so plans for the afternoon and the next day form in my mind.

“14 hours” arrives and we get going again for the afternoon session until “18 hours”. This afternoon we went back over our first story to collect more words and to double check the spelling, because we are all now getting more adept at spelling rules as we work along. The first story was our very first effort on the Monday morning, and since then we have had about 20 hours of further thought and analysis. Yes, we decide to change a couple of things, but I suspect we are touching on a point where the language is actually changing, because there is one feature which they want to retain in the dictionary, but not in the spelling in the story; it does not seem to appear in their colloquial pronunciation either. Long discussion in ciShanjo (as I now have learnt to call the language). 

Then we discovered a few words which distinguish themselves through tone. There seems to be a difference between high tone and low, and now we are beginning to discover where this distinction is important. The word for when is “áa” with a high tone, and their word for here is “aa” with a low tone. We agree to mark the high tone when it is really necessary; you don’t need to mark the low tone, because the lack of an accent means just that – not high! And we don’t think we need to mark the tone for all the words, because the spelling with consonants and vowels does most of the work of identifying a word. So after a mid afternoon cuppa, on we go, but again I left them early, with a job for them to get on with, while I carry on with all the typing.

The afternoon is lovely and warm; I’m down to shirt sleeves, no socks, just sandals. I don’t usually get the chance to enjoy these lovely afternoons, but today round about 5, I did. I sat outside my little house, with the computer cable stretched to the limit and typed in all the words. I visited them at “18 hours”; I’m not sure how much they have done! But then, these men are farmers who are used to being out in the fields every day, physically active, and here they are at a table all day long. But it is fun to listen to them grappling with linguistic questions and discussing with each other, all in ciShanjo.

At “18 hours”, they get their evening meal, which seems to be the same every day, a mixture of rice and sour milk. Not to my taste, I’m afraid, and I get invited every evening to James and Jess’s for a tasty alternative!

I carried on a bit longer however, but I was beginning to get bitten, with the sun setting, so I had to move indoors. I managed to finish the typing of the very first instalment of a ciShanjo word list (eventually dictionary) – 200 or so words! Quite an achievement for three days’ work. I’ll get James to print it out, so that they can check it through and also admire their own achievement!

Then, spray my hands and face against the mosquitoes, and then the room which I then vacate.

I enjoy meeting up with J & J; there is the chance of seeing a bit news on tv, and then having a time of fellowship together. Then I get back to my little house in the dark, and open up my emails and compose my day’s journal. The internet is very slow, but I’m glad to get a signal in this remote part of the world.

Last thing is to light a mosquito ring for protection for the night and get into bed before it gets too cold.

A good day. Very full; pretty long; but very satisfying.

Thursday 14th 

Another long but satisfying day. I didn’t finish until 9 this evening, but neither did the men. They carried on checking more words for inclusion in the word list, which I’ll type up tomorrow. I’ve done quite a bit of typing today, adding to the word list, and typing up the noun class system (a bit like genders in other languages, but we have 15 in ciShanjo!).

Water supply problems worried me last night; delayed getting up this morning trying to work out what I do if there is no water - but there was! All that concern for nothing. Next problem: tiny ants. I found them in my sugar container which has one of those clasps to keep the lid on tight, and in the inside of the lid of my jar of honey! But today my room was cleaned, and so I hope that helps. Keeping my precious honey in the fridge now!

Adjectives and numbers this morning. They both have to agree with the noun, but vary with the 15 classes! And one adjective kale (“old”) agrees in a completely different way from all the other adjectives analyzed so far. Numbers are very interesting: 1 = nke; 2 = bile; 3 = tatwe; 4 = ne; but 5 = their word for “hand” ( a bit like Roman V); 6 = “hand” + 1 finger; 7 = “hand” + two fingers; 8, 9 the same pattern; 10 = kumi; 11 = kumi + 1 finger …; 15 = “ten” + “hand”; 16 = “ten” + “hand” + 1 finger …; 20  = 2 “tens” … ; 50 = “ten” by “hand”; 100 = “ten tens”. If I get time, I’ll try and work out what 99 is.

Lunch: fried fish (delicious), cabbage strips with tomato and onion (delicious) and nshima.

This afternoon, they taught me how to greet in ciShanjo, and how to refer to family members. No special word for wife: “my wife” = “my person”, ie this person belongs to me, which is rather nice; and “my husband” is exactly the same, “my person”. But “mother” and “father” gets very complicated, depending on whether you are addressing them, and whose mother and father you are talking about. And it all takes time to work out; I come with an English culture, with just a single word for “mother” (and ‘family’ words like Mum); and they are telling me the case of Shanjo culture not realizing that it is also all so different to me. You use one word to address her, but quite a different word for talking about my mother but a different word again for your mother, and so on. Fascinating, but a bit bewildering to both parties at times. Time for a cuppa!

Then we launched into simple sentences. Simple, did I say? They add endings where we don’t, and don’t have endings where we do! And that’s just the present tense with I, you, he/she (they don’t distinguish between he and she in sentences). But if you add a name, extra words seem to get added; I told them we’ll start again in the morning! Got on with some more typing, sitting out at the front of my little house, but as soon as the sun begins to dip, the mosquitoes come out without letting you finish the bit you are typing! You have to give in to them, because otherwise you are swatting more than you are typing.

Jess kindly provided me with tea, which was very nice of her as she and James had been invited out.

Carried on further with the typing this evening; editing and adding to the word list, and writing those 15 noun classes. That last job will make checking adjectives and numbers much easier in future.

Not as cold this evening, which is great relief. And that was it for today! Tomorrow morning we review everything we’ve done.
Friday 15th 

Not so cold last night; didn’t even need the blanket. Water supply problem again, but resolved by morning. Oliver, the man with the least English, led this morning, with a brief word on Exodus 3: 9-10 about the cry of the people, and Moses being asked to leave his sheep to do a work for the people. Applied it to the Shanjo people who would like to have the Bible in their own language, and they had been called to leave their farms to do this work; appealed to everyone to work hard for the sake of the people who waited.

And they do work hard. They had worked until 9 last night, and now we checked through the work they had done, ready for me to type up. Then we went on to a tricky bit of grammar: how to say the equivalent of to be. It took quite a bit of time and a tea break to sort this little word out. There is one word for I am in I am Paul, another for I am English, another for I am married, another for I am a grandfather (= “I am I have grandchildren”), and another for I am in Mongu.  They realized that they were “puzzling me!” and indeed they were. But we need to do this because we can’t complete the analysis of the three short stories without looking at these little words. We’ve examined the nouns, adjectives and verbs to a certain extent, but there are still many little words that we have not looked at yet; and that is the main task for today. But eventually I began to see the distinctions. And then we went through 1st person, 2nd person and 3rd person singular and plural, because stories involve these pronouns (‘little words’) the whole time. There seems to be an immense complexity, especially with 15 ‘genders’, and changes of pronouns for different tenses. Lunch was well earned! 

Over lunch I did my usual stint of typing up, and then at “14 hours” we continued examining every little word in the stories. Now they see things with much greater precision. “Ah, that is ‘past tense’; No, that is ‘them’; No, ‘are’ comes before ‘they’; Yes, that is the ‘habit’ ending we  used the other day …” I also taught them the basic principles of how to decide which ‘bits’ belong together within a single word and which don’t. And then another little problem arose; what are those extra little letters/sounds at the beginning of words which are sometimes there and sometimes not? It was difficult for me to see any consistency in the occurrence of these extra letters, and without linguistic training, it was difficult for them as well. Do we write these letters in the ‘word list’ (elementary dictionary), or not? If so, then we must change the place where they are entered because they begin with a different letter! We’ll put them in brackets; great! Do we write them in the texts of the stories? Yes, because the reader will know whether to glide over them or not – but they themselves could not maintain a consistency in this. This looks as if it will remain an unresolved issue; we can’t solve everything in 5 days! But we have been able to check and re-work all the stories, so that there is at least a greater consistency in general.

And so 5 days of solid work has produced a word list of about 250 or so words, an alphabet, and a more or less complete list of the 15 noun classes, three stories ready for print (we think!), and the beginnings of the grammar. A remarkable achievement for 5 subsistence farmers. It has since emerged that one man has done a booklet, but he conceded it was “done in the dark”; and another helped a Belgian linguist collect language data a couple of years ago; but otherwise these men had done nothing remotely like this before.

Managed to enjoy a bit of the warm afternoon sunshine, typing away at the door of my little house. Glad to say that it is not as cold again this evening. And so another good day is coming to an end. My only complaint is that I have not been able to make email contact today!
Saturday 16th 

Still today email contact is very weak. But it has still been a good day so far. We spent time reviewing what we had done and achieved during the week: alphabet, word list, three stories, noun class system and just a tiny look into sentences and the verb to be. We checked all the items that I had had printed, including the three stories, and then I recorded the men telling them. I also spent a bit of time preparing what I should record for BBC Wales, and did that too. 

After lunch, I wanted to do something quite different. I had talked to J & J about various possibilities, but decided that it would be good to see where the first missionaries had settled in the west here (ex-Barotseland). It is at a place called Sefula; it means “the French place”, because the first missionaries were French. They set up their mission in 1885, and so, yes, that would be a good place to visit. James ordered a taxi for me to take me, wait and bring me back. Three of the Shanjo men also came; the taxi wasn’t big enough for us all unfortunately. Sefula was only 25 minutes away in a slow moving taxi. Apparently the local Lozi people could not manage the whole French so they shortened it, and because they don’t have r in their language, it changed to l. so French became simply fula; se simply means place.
We say a memorial stone raised in 1935 to commemorate 50 years, looked round the church, but the most interesting place was the graveyard. Those missionaries lived and died there. François Coillard’s wife only lasted 6 years; he died in 1904, and there were several other missionaries’ graves from around that time. The biggest grave was for Adolphe Jalla, who must have taken over responsibility for the mission; I know the name as the editor of the siLozi-English dictionary. Just made me think of what they endured in those days. One couple had died on the same day; children’s graves were there too. There must have been great sacrifice for the sake of the Gospel, that not only did they live there, but died and were buried there. Quite, quite moving. And the result is clear to see all around, a deeply Christian society, with Christian values and influences.

The rest of the consultant team have arrived; the Fwe language team are here, and now the Kwamashi and the Kwangwa teams too. Just the Makoma now, expected to morrow. 

Evening meal with all the consultants out at the OK Restaurant.
Sunday 17th
No email contact to day, which is a great shame!

Forgot to set the alarm last night; slept like a log until 7.45! Felt great! But now that the rest of the team had arrived, I’ve had to give back the kettle and the toaster, and so I had no means of boiling water for shaving or a cup of tea this morning! So went to church without shaving, but managed to get a bowl of Weetabix down me and a cup of tea before setting off. 

Today was a big day at Mongu Evangelical Church. They were inducting an elder and two deacons. When the moment came, their wives had to go forward as well and were prayed over; the deacons’ wives were regarded as deaconesses. The singing was absolutely wonderful; I hope my recording of it with the little BBC recording device has worked well.

I was presented with a special walking stick – like Moses’s, apparently – as a sign of their gratitude for the hymnbooks; there is a present for you too, for allowing me to come, and a letter for our pastor and elders requesting a continuation of fellowship. Many photos were taken; I don’t think were taken close up that they could see that I had not shaved this morning! 

After all this, a really lovely occasion, a representative of the Evangelical Church of Zambia spoke. Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear! Talk about an o t t personality, this was a real showman. A good message, but delivered in o t t style of tv African evangelist; I think the pastor was a bit embarrassed at times, because he looked quite serious, especially as the man worked up people’s feelings and they  responded. But he was gracious in thanking him.

Then came the celebration of the inductions: coke, Fanta etc and cake. Blow me down, I had to go up and cut the cake ceremoniously with this guy! Now my turn to show grace! The people were obviously very happy and sang and danced, and the all singing and dancing elder form Heath Church had to join in as well – more like mumbling and shuffling!

Then came the special lunch at the new elder’s house; he is a good man, the deputy consul at the local Angolan Consulate, so a man of some standing and substance. It was a great feast, and I was able to meet another representative the ECZ who looked to me to be a fine person. He is now pastor at Chipata, on the Malawian border, and so we had things to talk about. Apparently the Muslims have built 8 mosques there, with Saudi money, in an effort to penetrate the whole country. However, it seems that the local council in Mongu has rejected every overture from the Muslims so far!

The lunch carried on until about 3, and then I helped the pastor to fill in his form of application for ECTW, and so it was 4 before I got back to Mutoya Camp. I was exhausted! I had been in church from about 9.20 until about 2, then the lunch and then time with the pastor. But I surfaced a little later for our first team meeting this evening.

John Anderson is the new person in the team and he will take over responsibility for the Shanjo translation. Born in S Sudan, he has been back there and in East Africa training mother tongue translators for the past 20 odd years; before that he and his wife had translated the NT into a North American language. He obviously loves his work, and he seems a most spiritual person, and I am delighted that such a good man takes over from me. He should have come in March but he was suffering from filiarisis (?) and elephantiasis, something that he picked up in Jos – a worm that lays eggs within the body, and causes the body, or a limb, to swell. He is still not fully recovered; he has to keep his right hand strapped up to prevent swelling. But he will be a great asset to the team, with godliness and experience.

Monday 18th
Today the second workshop really began. Practically everybody has arrived, and all the language teams are well represented. There was a long spiel this morning about what we are doing, and filling in forms, etc, and reporting back on what they had done in the mean time since the end of the last workshop. The new work began this afternoon; what was interesting to observe was how the rest of the participants were still in ‘arriving mode’, while the Shanjo team were already geared up to go, and they finished the task ahead of most of the others. It will have been an easier day for them than last week; it was certainly an easier day for me! John Anderson is getting to know the team well, and I shared with him everything we had achieved. I think he was surprised by how much we had done, but there were a number of advantages in my favour: I had taught all this material before; I knew more of less what issues and problems to expect; I had done all these procedures before; there was nothing other than language analysis on our week’s programme; the men were all fluent in siLozi the local trade language; the spelling system of that language suited ciShanjo too. Anyway, John is mighty glad that I had done all this, because linguistic work is not his delight (as it is mine!). I’m looking forward to a half day’s sessions of teaching tomorrow. Just hope – and pray, of course – that it all goes well.

Had to try to act the doctor tonight because I have eye drops in medical bag, but I think prayer would be the more beneficial treatment!
Still no internet connection today. There appears to be a disagreement between Mutoya Camp and the internet company who seem to think that they are overusing their “unlimited” agreement. That is also a matter of prayer.

Tuesday 19th
Well, well, well, well! Yes, four times up in the night with diarrhoea. Felt very sorry for myself this morning, especially as I was scheduled to teach. Struggled out of bed to the staff house, had a good shower, and shave, then a piece of burnt toast – recommended by Wolf who also advocated charcoal tablets. Taken aback by that suggestion, but tried it in favour of Imodium. Missed my own devotions and that workshop devotion, but caught up with the first session of the day. I was due on for the second half of the morning and the first half of the afternoon. Felt challenged to ask the Lord for that grace that is sufficient, and the strength that is made perfect in weakness.

Well, I was just amazed at how the two sessions went; they went really well. Nobody but colleagues knew how I felt, and they rejoiced with me at the time of prayer together this evening at how the Lord had helped me. After the afternoon session I just cam back to my little house and lay down for an hour and a half. Hildegard was a nurse, and so I took her advice, and here I am, two boiled eggs later, feeling a good deal better.

I had felt uncomfortable and bloated after the big feast on Sunday, and asked the Lord to sort my stomach out – and He did, but in the way I had hoped!
Wednesday 20th
10 hours’ good long sleep brought me back to normality, more or less. Still a bit careful what I eat. But I feel so much better.

My daily routine is different from last week’s. When the rest of the team arrived, I had to give up sole possession of the kettle and the toaster, so I have no hot water available in my little bungalow. This means I go to the staff house for breakfast. And I don’t go before 7, because I think it would be otherwise somewhat intrusive on the occupants of the house. So I get up just before 7, dress, take my toilet bag and towel to the house, and wash/shower and have breakfast there – and usually with a few of the team as well. But I bring my cup of tea back to my little house, so that I can start my devotions as soon as possible; otherwise, time just flies by.

Then we have devotions with everyone in the workshop. Today, Enoch, a pastor from the Shanjo team, spoke: excellent! Revelation 14: 6-7: an eternal gospel to every nation (eg Zambia) and tribe and language and people. So that all people will be able to fear Him and give Him glory. I was very impressed; his Shanjo colleagues were also very pleased for him and with him.

I stayed to listen to John talking about translation principles, but then got down to my own task of working on the ciShanjo wordlist and starting their alphabet booklet. Thoroughly enjoyed myself! Had a light lunch, fried egg and toast. Then a profitable break, listing all the amazing promises in Ezekiel 34, and using them in prayer.

Then back to the word list, with new words supplied by the team, and more work on the booklet. This evening, Wolf kindly printed the complete wordlist and the first part of the booklet for me, so that I can get the team to check through all that tomorrow.

Team meeting and prayer, and then Hildegard cooked me a tortilla with egg, onion and cheese – I still don’t want an awful lot to eat – it was delicious! (So, should I pretend to be unwell tomorrow?)
Thursday 21st
Another good day. Feeling fine. Was able to get on with the ciShanjo booklet, and complete it as far as I am at present able to. The team returned the pieces I gave them with corrections, so now I have entered those too. Spent a bit of time this evening preparing for the devotions to morrow. They want me to introduce the chorus “Surely goodness and mercy …” so I thought I would follow on from that, God providing the Good Shepherd who gave His life for the sheep.

Had a go too at sorting out the noun classes of ciFwe, the neighbouring language.

Chilly in the morning, but just lovely warm sunshine in the afternoon.

I’m now due to return to Lusaka next Tuesday, and so I have booked myself into the Flying Mission for that night and Wednesday. Now entering the final week of the three! Just so grateful for all that I have been able to do.
Friday 22nd
Quietly trusted the Lord to help me when I lead the morning’s devotions. I wrote the words of “Surely goodness and mercy” on the whiteboard last night, and taught them to sing it this morning. Facing the whiteboard so as to look at their faces, I sang as best as I could, and after two goes, the tune seemed to come! I told them how much I love African singing and wondered why they would want to learn an English chorus – it had been their request!

African singing, especially their male voice: simple melodies, a range of rhythms, harmonizations, gentleness, soft voices; yes, I do love to hear them singing. I hear them practicing at breakfast time – what a delight!

I am grateful to the Lord for His help in speaking this morning. 

I am grateful to the Lord also for Ezekiel 36.

Have spent most of the day working on noun classes in ciFwe. They had baffled Diane; she admitted to not having a mind for that kind of analysis, whereas I take great delight in such things. And I think I have sorted it all out. Interested to see to what extent the classes are the same as those we have discovered in ciShanjo. Although they are neighbours geographically, they are not such close neighbours linguistically. There are just a few points that I still need to check in the two languages.

Well, it has been like a good day off today, relaxing with linguistic puzzles, and very satisfying when you cam come up with good proposals and solutions.

Caught up with a bit of the day’s news through Al-jazeera tv, bombing and shooting in Oslo, continuing unrest in Egypt, Yemen, Bahrain, Syria, and now Oman. Great need to pray for God’s people in these countries, and for new governments, and for new freedoms.

Saturday 23rd
Great shouts and loud hurrays as electricity is restored at 8.15 this evening. It is extremely dark otherwise! The power has been off for many hours, which has meant no hot water and no internet.

Relaxed start to the day and then off to meet my Shanjo friends, for a time of prayer together. They all prayed in Shanjo, but Hastings prayed in English for me and the blessed transport for my journey home – a kind thought. Then down to ciShanjo verbs, present tense and past; there isn’t time for much more. I left them to carry on working on the future tense while I started the write up of what we had done so far. Got a cup of tea organized for them all!

Lunch with them all, and then the two who didn’t accompany me last Saturday did so today; with John we went to the market, and I was able to do a bit of recording. Good that the Shanjo men were with us, so that they could explain why I was doing the recording and taking photographs.

The market is a like a secret network of alley ways. There is a large area for fruit and vegetables, but this was Saturday afternoon and so there wasn’t much left. The market itself is like a big square, with narrow alley ways in regular lines and at right angles, all carefully and deliberately planned. the alleys are about a yard wide and about 150 yards long. Everything seems all closely packed together, rooves almost touching overhead. Each shop is about the same size, but there’s no knowing what goods are for sale until you get to each shop. A lot of clothing, shoes and material; we found a tailor too. Baby things, hardware, radio spare parts, household goods. Loud music in some parts, relatively quiet in others. It would be worth exploring if there was time.

It was quite hot, middle 20s I would think. A pleasant break in the demanding schedule. Then a barbecue with J & J, with the rest of the team, but the food got served indoors; a nice evening together, by candle light, until about 8. Then we dispersed and soon afterwards, lo and behold, the power came back on, and so here I am, now able to write the day’s diary.

Sunday 24th
Oh dear, so slow, and late this morning. Barely time to shower and shave, and a quick bite for breakfast before I am off to church. Got there, however, before the church was opened up! Things then began at about 9.30, and so I was occupied now for 3 hours. First of all, adult Sunday School, then worship from soon after 10; a lot of singing, and then announcements, and prayers for those travelling – I had to say my farewells from the front! – then the “praise team” sang a farewell song for me! It is such a gorgeous sound they produce. Then the sermon, a good word from Revelation 5:1-10: Jesus is the only one who is worthy to open the scroll. Then I taught them “Jesus, Jesus, all-sufficient” because it tied in so wonderfully with the message – my second attempt at public singing in three days!!

Lunch at the OK Restaurant with the rest of the team, then taxis back to Mutoya Camp. I tried to make up for time lost in the morning with reading and praying, but I was so tired; I simply zonked out for nearly two hours. Cup of tea at 5, just to help me get going again, sat out in the front of my little house and watched the sun go down; hope my photo comes out alright. Then as it grew dark, I knelt down to be right with the Lord and I tackled the next couple of chapters of Ezekiel – the mysterious Gog of Magog, who planned evil against God’s people living in peace, but he is comprehensively defeated, leaving God’s people with yet more promises!

Bread and jam for tea this evening, and a cup of hot chocolate; and now here I am relaxing at the end of a very restful day.

Monday 25th
My final full day in Mongu. Slow start again, I’m afraid. But had time to myself after devotions to read Ezekiel’s vision of the new temple – with God’s glorious presence. Said farewell at the end of the time of devotions, and then they got me to sing “Surely goodness and mercy” again, with no excuse for looking at the whiteboard!

Later in the morning, brought the Shanjo material up to date, and gave them copies to do a final check. That was ready soon after lunch, and so I was then able to compile the whole Shanjo booklet into one single document. James had agreed to help me print it in the afternoon, and soon we were printing. The printer did a good job mostly, but almost inevitable in these matters, it didn’t all work out smoothly, and so although each participant has two copies, there were a few defective copies with a page missing, and so I’ll have to be content with one of those. I’ve got the whole text in my computer, and so I wondered whether Bridget would be able to print me a couple of full copies when I get back, God willing, on Friday.

But we had succeeded in getting the Shanjo booklet done. Fittingly, a photographer had been invited to take pictures of the whole workshop personnel this afternoon, and so copies of the Shanjo booklet were clearly on display. Happy moments! Very happy!!

Helped with ciFwe noun classes again, and with Kwamashi spelling again.

Diane has done the cooking tonight; really delicious, meat balls, rice, a real tomato sauce, and fresh tomatoes. She was going to do the cooking anyway, but they made it into a little sending off do for me, which was nice of them.

Again, weather was quite fresh in the morning, but then warms up beautifully during the day, until it becomes like a lovely warm summer’s afternoon at home. It stays quite warm into the evening hours, quite balmy.

And now – packing!

Tuesday 26th
Up early, but probably not early enough. Managed to get a bit of breakfast and sort out some lunch, and then took a taxi to the coach station, where they were waiting for me. But my ticket said 8.00, and it was only 7.30! But it seems that everybody else who had booked had already boarded and they were ready to go. Reminded me of our experience with Air Malawi. Flight scheduled for 15.15, was brought forward to 11.45, but we left at 10.45 – again, presumably everyone who had booked had checked in and so there was no point in waiting around!

As we left, the temperature was 16, but by the middle of the afternoon, it had reached 33 – and this is winter! Humidity was down to 10%. It was around 85% in March!

They had left a seat for me right at the front, which was great, so that I could see everything that was to be seen. The driver sped off reaching 80, 85 mph. The road is well surfaced and as straight as any Roman road. He blows his horn at anyone in front of him, especially cyclists and pedestrians. Children stand back in awe as this great vehicle hurtles by. After two hours of fast driving we reach Kaoma, but we had stopped quite frequently to pick up other passengers. Then another hour to reach the boundary of Kafue National Park. 

Now my eyes are fully attentive, and it is worth it. There were some buffaloes. I was pleased that even the driver seemed happy to see them. Then hordes of monkeys, and just like sheep in Wales and goats in Malawi, monkeys in Zambia run across the road ahead of the vehicle, but they are so agile! Two storks, some cattle egrets, and wow! an elephant; not finished yet, because there was a small herd of zebras. Plenty of warthogs and little ones trailing behind. And a great flock of vultures, all busy on the ground among the trees. Antelopes, and an impala – I think that is what it is called, like a deer but with two spiralling long horns that stick straight up. So quite a tally!

It takes two hours to drive through the park. We have to stop at both boundaries for police to check the vehicles, and then the second stop gave me the chance to shell my eggs and eat my bread and margarine. Then another three hours to complete the 400 mile journey. 

Eddie was there to meet me. I was so glad because the taxi men see a white face and insist on taking me; it was quite a scrum just to even get off the bus – I was first because of where I was sitting. And then another scrum to get the luggage – I had asked for an angel’s help because in the rush to get me boarded at Mongu I didn’t actually see my luggage being loaded! But, thank the Lord, there it was, and with Eddie’s help we made our way through the two scrums!

Lovely to get back to the Flying Mission guesthouse, peaceful and pleasant, and be served by dear Esther. I’m the only one in, and so I have the place to myself. And a quiet evening in prospect.

Wednesday 27th
A good long night’s sleep; 10 hours non-stop!

Finished Ezekiel during the day. Although it is in some ways a strange book, it is packed with promises, especially towards the end, and has been well worth the study in quiet times. The final chapters are detailed measurements and instructions, but the message is clear: a vision of the ideal church and individual congregations, with each member being treated equally, with the spiritual leadership and material provision at their centre, and with a perpetual sense of God’s presence at the heart, which is based on the centrality of the atoning sacrifice of Jesus; with the water of life ever deepening, bringing an abundance of spiritual life to all. What a wonderful vision!

Spent a good bit of the day working on an article that Cathy Bow has composed (Cathy was in the team in March) about the work of the last workshop; and on Kwamashi spelling; and on corrections to the ciShanjo booklet (grrrr, why can’t I get it right first time!?). Been great to have peace and quiet to do all this, and very enjoyable too.

Esther has been very kind in providing me with breakfast, lunch and tea, in her efficient, but gentle, way. I have appreciated her kindness very much.

I have checked in by internet and got a window seat; Eddy is to pick me at 6.30 tomorrow morning. I’ll look at the BBC news on my computer this evening, and then before too long, head off to bed.
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