Zing every day
Sunday afternoon. 19 February 2012

All went well with getting here; coach to LHR, checking in and waiting, then the flight to Abuja; never enjoy overnight flights, because I can’t sleep or rest well enough; glad when the lights are turned up for breakfast, because then I know that there will not be too long before we arrive. Met Katy Barnwell at the airport, enjoyed a cup of tea with her, catching up on news and exchanging views. David the driver was on hand, and soon we were off, picking up Gwen from the Catholic retreat where she had spent the night.

Gwen’s first visit to Africa; quite excited by all the prospects – I remember feeling that same excitement when I arrived in Zaria in 1979.  She is a 59 year old grandmother, who has taken a sabbatical leave from her college; spent one semester on research and has taken this second semester for unpaid service Wanted her husband to travel with her, but he declined but encouraged her!

Journey up to Jos went well; David is a good driver, but quick, and we were there in about four hours or so. Billeted in Mountain View again; soon Fred was there greeting me, and before long the Dettweilers were there with an invitation for supper, which we were glad to accept. There met Roger Blench, a world authority on Nigerian languages and cultures; rather overawed by him; he knows so much and often dealt with my comments by denying their validity. But really too tired to argue. Slept well that night, a good 10 hours.
Up at 6, shower and shave, breakfast and got ready to leave at 8. Then a long day’s journey to Zing; via Bauchi, Gombe, past Billeri and Kufai where the first workshop and programme were held, on to Numan over the mighty Gongola river, and then south towards Jalingo, but turned east up into the hills. Eventually arrived at about 6.30 in the twilight, and got ourselves as ready as we could for the night. The generator was started up and so we had ‘light’; then a meal, which was simply too much for me – we had eaten a good lunch at Gombe.
The place is Kakulu Bible Institute, belonging to the United Methodist Church of Nigeria. They are big around here, having arrived in the 1930s as Britain began to open the area up. (The church we went to this morning was the No 1 Methodist Church in Zing.) A large compound; we are occupying two of their buildings; the Nigerian men in one and the rest of us in the other. We have a large common room which is where we’ll meet together for staff meetings, with louvred windows on opposite walls, ensuring good ventilation; three rooms are being used as bedrooms. I’m sharing with Andy Kellogg, a young American missionary; Gwen has a room to herself; Danjuma and Vero have their room. Another room serves as a kitchen, and the one other room is our bathroom. All the rooms have freshly painted walls; the mosquito netting seems to be new too. The floors are bare concrete, but we have strips of lino to lay under our mattresses. But otherwise the rooms are absolutely bare! The bathroom has a toilet and shower head, but no basin, and no running water! That is fetched in in buckets from a cistern outside. So the toilet is flushed by bucket; showers are taken by bowls of water from the buckets, with water running away through an outlet like modern wetrooms! The kitchen has but one table! So in many ways, pretty bare and hardly even basic!
It’s really hot, and a bit sticky, and I knew I wouldn’t drop off to sleep like everybody else would; and I was right! I’m the only one coming in from a real winter’s climate. Arriving in Abuja was like walking into a warm wet blanket of air, and now trying to sleep in the hot still air was difficult. But I did drop off eventually and woke up with Vero getting breakfast ready around 6 am.

And so today began. Bucket shower, but haven’t worked out yet how to organize a shave. Breakfast: typical Vero breakfast with porage oats, with bread, Blue Band margarine and jam, and for me a cup of tea.
Then off to church at about 7.30, into Zing and to the UMC of Nigeria. Lovely big building, but a disappointingly small congregation for the English service. The Hausa service following would be better attended, we learnt. But the English service was very formal, and we got the impression that those who led had not prepared themselves well. Most of the singing was poor, apart from the African choruses. The sermon was very poor. A lot of the service was liturgy, with wonderful words, but no spirit or Spirit. The whole service was printed out in a programme, and so I resolved that when I got the chance I would repeat the service as a time of personal worship with the Lord, and I was able to do that this afternoon. I took a chair, my Bible, the service programme and my bottle of water and found a shady spot, and I preached to myself (Matthew 8:1-4): a leper with faith and with a request; Jesus responding willingly and immediately to the man’s faith and request; the leprosy cleaned away immediately and fully; others endorsed this; but why should He tell the man to keep quiet? Because Jesus had greater things to do than heal the body. The leper would never ever forget that day; his life was transformed, and when the great Gospel came to him after the Day of Pentecost, he would be ready to believe and be transformed in his spirit too.
There were other readings too: 2Kings 2:1-12; Mark 9: 2-9; and 2 Cor 4:3-6 (Elijah; and the face of Jesus). Also Psalm 50:1-6 read responsively, but it was worth my while reading the whole psalm. Great prayers in the liturgy, reminiscent of the Anglican ways of doing things.

In the middle of my private time of worship, a group of boys turned up, no doubt, out of curiosity seeing a white man with his blue cap sitting out in the shade, 11 year olds up to 13, and then a couple of older boys, one of whom could speak English a bit better than the others. And so we made our acquaintance, and I told them about my two big boys, Noah and Jonah, who were their ages. And then one girl came up whose name is Goodness. So I expect to meet this little group again, perhaps even each day!
And so the afternoon’s devotions and meeting the youngsters cheered me no end, and so I’m feeling happy to be here. Oh, but it’s hot; I’m sweating in the 90s here (30s in Centigrade)!

Evening. The participants are beginning to arrive, and the remaining staff members. The two men from the Etkwen language were the first to arrive, and so they seemed as happy to meet me as I was to meet them. Most of the language teams have now arrived, but not quite all of them. Enjoyed the cool of the evening.

Jollof rice and spinach this evening with a bit of fish; lunch was pounded yam with a piece of meat and some greens, but I can’t eat the mound of yam the Nigerians eat, so I’m content with half portions.

Monday evening, 20 Feb

Up at 6. Bucket shower and shave. Breakfast. John 9. Lovely breeze, lovely start to the day.

First day of the new workshop; 5 of the 7 languages are represented and we all introduced ourselves. Danjuma spoke eloquently of the need for team work and partnership and the goals of the workshop and the whole programme. Tea; hot milky sweet tea all ready mixed, poured from flasks. Then registering and providing info about the language, number of speakers, locations, religion, relationship to other languages, multilingual situation, levels of literacy in other languages like English and Hausa – all valuable ethnographic info; this took the rest of the morning, with each team member working with one language team. I worked with the Etkwen people, although they are caloled the Ichen in Hausa; that will be the official name of the project, the Ichen Bible Translation project, but they will refer to themselves as Etkwen in any writing in their language – as if a Welsh language project existed, but the people use Cymraeg in their own materials. Apollos is helping also since the language he has been assigned to has not yet turned up.
Lunch: chunks of yam covered in sauce, with a piece of meat and cooked spinach. After lunch prepared for my teaching. I was on right at the end of the afternoon, and by then they were hot and tired, and although I started off brightly enough, I too succumbed to the heat and weariness of the end of their first day! I knew that I had to finish slightly early, because I could not give much more and they could not take much more! I will have to catch up on a later occasion.

Supper: pounded wheat (semovita), three quite juicy chunks of meat and sauce. Glad to sit out under the shade of a tree to enjoy the cool of the evening until it was dusk.

The place where we are staying is Kakulu Bible Institute, near Zing in Taraba State. It is a large compound with a chapel in the middle and various buildings holding staff and students. We are occupying a number of buildings for staff and participants, and a couple of classrooms for study sessions and meals. A male choir sang Amazing Grace at 7 this morning; it sounded just so wonderful as we had breakfast! The ground is totally bare and brown. The trees have kept their green leaves and provide welcome shade, and ten beyond the compound we can see the countryside almost as bare and brown as the compound but lines of scruffy hedges marking the edges of the brown brown fields. There are hills around, rocky and just as bare. There is also a small village nearby, with compounds enclosed by tall raffia type matting, just as brown as the bare soil. (You get the picture of bare brownness?)
Our nearest neighbours live in a pigsty, literally! You can’t smell them in the house, but you are well aware of their pong as you pass by!

Tuesday 21 Feb

Oh it was hot last night; could hardly sleep. Then in the middle of the night, a breeze blew up, and it felt good to raise my head up to the window. Just a pity that the mattress was on the floor and well below the level of the window. Nevertheless, I must have slept a bit. Up at 6 as usual now; cup of tea to help me come to until the “bathroom” becomes free; bucket shower, and for my shave I pinch a bit of hot water from the flask on the breakfast table. Breakfast: porage, boiled egg and bread with Blue Band.

Then a time for quiet; John 10 – Jesus the door by which we go in and out for good pasture (that life more abundant).

Devotions with everybody at 8.30, then Andy Kellogg introduced a new method for collecting words in the local languages. And we spent the rest of the morning doing so. I’m with the Ichen people, who call themselves Etkwen, but I had the assistance of Apollos this morning, because his language team had not arrived. We collected 117 words without too much effort by lunch (spaghetti with a piece of meat, spinach and black-eyed beans).

After lunch I felt quite disorientated by the heat and general tiredness from a poor night’s sleep. Just couldn’t set my mind on what to do. And then it occurred to me that I had read about the abundant life this morning, and I was feeling anything but … So, a shady spot under the trees, and I asked the Lord for His help. I stayed for a while until the pong from the pigs reached me and so called off my time out there. And immediately I go back into the house, I felt useful as I talked linguistics with a colleague. And later that afternoon, because another colleague had been called away for a meeting elsewhere, I offered to take his spot in the programme, and my lesson went really well. So I was very pleased by that.

Supper: pounded rice, with meat, sauce and spinach. Staff meeting this evening. Still very hot, but the cool of the evening is something to look forward to.

Wednesday 22 Feb. 

Still very hot. Up at 6, etc. When I go to wash, I have to remember flannel, towel, toilet bag, clothes and a bowl of hot water. I regularly seem to forget one thing, and today it was the hot water, and so I had to forgo shaving!

After this morning’s devotions, I had a spare hour, which I devoted to reading up on literacy. Found a nice quiet spot with a desk and a breeze, but it wasn’t too long before the children found it also. I’m obviously much of a curiosity for them, but I ask them their names and exchange greetings and tell them I’m working and wave goodbye to them and soon they go! But it was very pleasant for that hour.

A third man from the Etkwen people turned up this morning, which is good, and we decided on a story to record. After recording it, each man had a go at “transcribing” the story as best as they could using the alphabet applied to their language. One man, Bwejwa, has done the linguistics course at NBTT in Jos; he did that in 1986, and he has kept all his notes for an event like this; he is absolutely thrilled that at long last a big initiative is being taken in his language. He is also pretty skilled in spelling his language as he promoted a spelling convention in 1993. He was a pastor in a Reformed Church, now retired but giving himself to the work of translation. The second man, Dansuleiman, is a retired accountant, an elder in Pastor Bwejwa’s church; he has translated many hymns from English and Hausa into Etkwen and composed quite a number of new ones himself; but he is less able when it comes to spelling his language. The new man, Danladi, is an elder in an ECWA church from a different town. He seems to be a welcome addition to the team; he too has had some experience in writing his language. So the team are three retired gentlemen, one with linguistic training and the others with a measure of competence already. So we’re ready!

No great problem with vowels: a, e, i, o, u and the sixth vowel is just like the North Walian tŷ; the only problem is how to spell that one. One suggestion is i (underlined), the other is the upturned e, which is quite common in languages further north in Nigeria. That is something to be thinking about.

Many of the consonants are straight forward, but they don’t seem to distinguish between l and r – that is something else they have to double check this evening. They have two double consonants, a k + p pronounced at the same time, and a g + b at the same time. But then they have a b + g pronounced quickly in sequence; their word for ‘dog’ is bge. They also have d + g and t + k in sequence, which is most unusual in languages.

Three tones: high, mid and low; they seem to have no problem in identifying them, so that saves me a bit of a headache.

We’ve also started a dictionary, with over 160 words entered so far. So good progress by the end of day 3.
Thursday 23 Feb 

Fitful night’s sleep again, because of the heat. I have no pillow; didn’t think to bring one, and so have tried folded blanket, and towels, and sheets, all too hard; so I don’t bother with anything now, absolutely flat on the mattress which is softer at least but puts a bit of strain on my neck. I don’t need any covering at all, because it is so warm all through the night. Remembered to take a little bowl of hot water this morning so that I could shave. There is now a sink fixed on the wall, but it’s not connected to running water! However, it is convenient to rest my little bowl of hot water in!

Vero did chips for breakfast, a very pleasant surprise! Another nice surprise was masa at lunch, pounded rice fried, but this evening, the ‘bitter leaf’ proved too bitter for my taste. However, Vero had done banana bread, really nice with a cup of tea!

Busy day, all day, and really hot.

Taught them how to do a detailed grammatical word by word translation as well as a more natural translation. The detailed version gives me an idea of the grammar, but I need the natural translation to find out the real meaning of the story. In essence, it went “God gave people a choice: to come back after death, or not. The people sent the chameleon to say that they should be able to come back after death; but a nasty lizard outran the chameleon and got there first and told God they should not come back after death. And that’s why we don’t, all because of the nasty lizard!”

Friday 24 Feb 

Daily routine. Up at 6, make myself a cup of tea to wake myself up. Bucket shower and shave. Breakfast. Quiet time. 

8.30 Devotions with all present.

9.00 First session. I took it this morning and spoke about all the different variations to consonants that are typical in this part of Nigeria; that lasts until 

10.30 Tea break. This was instituted by Katy Barnwell, an English lady! A very welcome break, especially this morning for me after such a long session.

11.00 Second session, usually work in language teams; for instance this morning, our team reviewed all the vowels and consonants we had found and thought about the little booklet that we will compose by the end of the workshop.

12.30 Lunch. Chunks of cooked yam today, with spinach in a meat sauce; pretty high in pepper; needed plenty of water afterwards. 

13.00 Rest, but I usually type up stuff that we had worked on, but today there was nothing, and I took advantage to have a quiet nap, after such a demanding morning.

14.30 Third session. Again usually work in the language teams; this afternoon, we recorded a second story, which they have to “transcribe” as best as they can; they then compare their own efforts with the others’ and come up with an agreed version. Then we worked on the detailed translation that shows up the grammar, but we didn’t have to finish that before the next session was due to begin, at

16.15 Fourth session. This is usually a session on some aspect of organizing a translation project. I absent myself from these sessions since I’m not going to be involved any further with translation; instead, I’m studying about literacy projects, using a UNESCO book.

17.30 Supper. This evening, pounded rice with okra soup and a couple of pieces of meat. That was quite hot too, but I only take a half portion because I’m not used to two cooked meals a day. Needed plenty of water again.

18.00 Free(-ish). Today, we continued the translation of the story, the detailed word for word version, and then a more natural version. The story was about monkeys. The villagers had all gone out to their farms, and a monkey wanders into the village looking for something to eat. He sees a granary which had a small hole and he can see groundnuts inside. He puts his hand in and grabs some groundnuts, but he can’t pull his hand without dropping the groundnuts. So he sits there with his hand inside the granary, not willing to drop any groundnuts. But the villagers come back and catch him trying to steal. And that is how the monkey has gained the reputation of being a thief!

Half an hour or so later, I got back to our house, and I’m glad to just sit outside in the cooler air as evening approaches. Made myself a cup of tea, despite the heat, because I just need a familiar taste after all the hot food and tepid water of the day. (No fridge for really cold water!) A bit of chatting with whoever is there. 

As darkness settles, the generator is switched on and we get light until 22.00. So a bit more work, typing up all the versions of the new story. Then time to write up my daily diary, and get ready just in case I can get hold of the gadget that gives me email. It has all got to be done within these three hours, including time for the final bucket shower of the day, lighting the mosquito ring and getting to bed.

Different about today: laundry; someone washes for us when we have enough to make it worth her while – not wasting water on just a small bundle of clothes. Today I got 3 shirts, my flannel and towel and a bed sheet washed. It doesn’t take long to dry in this heat!

Water: big delivery to the house; we had got very low.

Finally, there were thin wisps of clouds this evening, tinged with pink; very noticeable for that reason, but the first clouds I’ve seen for a week! There is usually quite a breeze that starts up in the night and is still blowing through the morning, but it always eases off during the day. But it is lovely while it lasts!

So a good and busy day.

Saturday 25 Feb 

Welcome change to the usual routine. After devotions, Gwen Walton gave an introduction to computers for dummies, and I quite enjoyed it! I acted as her “official2 photographer. After the tea break, the participants had their first practice, and that gave me the opportunity to prepare for Monday morning’s teaching. Then after lunch, most of the staff went off for a visit to a local market.

Monkyin is a sizable town right in the heart of the territory occupied by the Mumuye people. These are the people that Danjuma and Vero served for a long time in producing a NT for them, and so they know the area and the people well. There is a big market on Saturdays there; apparently it is very crowded in the morning, but it seemed to us visitors that it was pretty crowded when we arrived some time after 2. As in many of these markets you can buy practically anything you want for the house and home, including livestock in the butchers area.

Gwen was with us, so we were two whites in the group, and this caused quite an interest because this market does not often see white people – it is so far off from tarred roads that white people working in Nigeria would not easily find their way there. So we were a bit of novelty. But the people were happy enough to reply to our greetings and give me the biggest smiles you could wish for, and plenty of giggles from the little children. I was asked by many to take their photographs, but of course they were disappointed that my camera does not give immediate pictures. Nevertheless, they appreciated the attention, so it seems. It was all so very interesting and enjoyable, even when I got separated from the rest of the party. I knew that eventually I would meet up with them, but I found the fabric section, and found what I wanted, some material that I could give to Andrew and Yanling for missing their wedding blessing. So I needed to find the rest of them, because I could not be sure of prices and authenticity.

The land around is parched. The river beds are completely dry. Harmattan dust hung in the air obscuring the curious mountain shapes around. A lot of the ground had already been prepared for yams, with great piles of grey or brown earth in row upon row, about two feet high, ready for when the rains come, which should be within the next month. A lot of the land was left with stalks following harvests of corn, millet, etc. They won’t work on this land until the rains actually arrive. Baobab trees stood bare against the bare pale blue sky, with their prickly looking branches and twigs. Other trees still bore their greenery, but looked sad and dusty. The roads twisted and turned to avoid potholes, ruts and rock where the surrounding earth has been pressed down by constant traffic. People walked for miles from the market carrying their heavy loads. In front of us was a motor bike with three people; the lady in the middle was holding a live cock upside down by its legs, and the man behind held huge sheets of dried animal hides.

Thoroughly enjoyed the change and felt better for it. 

Supper was a disappointment this time, with yellow cassava and that bitter leaf soup that I find just too bitter. I learnt that palm oil had been added to the cassava, which gave it its yellow colour, and maybe it was that that I could not take. Fortunately for me, Vero had prepared some carrot and cabbage, so I was grateful for that. How I enjoyed that carrot, so much tastier than cassava with palm oil!

Sunday 26 Feb 

Woke up to a thick dust haze, which gave me a bout of sneezing to start the day with!

We ended up going to the same church as last week, because of timing at the only one other English service in Zing. It turned out to be a combined English and Hausa service, but it was mainly Hausa. It was also mainly hymn singing practice, which was quite enjoyable, because they were practicing the old typically Sankey-type tunes.  There was communion part way through; a loaf of broken in the pulpit, but Anglican-type wafers were served to the people. We all had to troupe out to the front and form a queue and take the wafer first – it was given to me with John 3:16 in English – and then the wine, which was coke as far as I could tell. There was no real reverence about it however. There were three collections, but I had come prepared this time, but with only one donation, so I only went up once. The African music that accompanied the main collection was terrific, with a group of four men playing sets of African drums and a strange looking xylophone made with cattle horns of various shapes and sizes all held together with a large leather strap that hung around the man’s shoulder blades; a little lad of about 7 or 8 danced to the music with the players, with amazing synchronization, finishing with the music at a stroke in a very professional manner. The second collection was accompanied by African music with a western-style drum kit, and that too was marvellous. The melody is simple and repetitive, but the beat and rhythm is powerful. 

I forget to mention the sermon, but they seem to have forgotten to include one!

We heard that a suicide attack had taken place at a COCIN church in Jos with three killed and 38 injured, such is the utter wickedness of these Boko Haram people. I am safely 10 hours’ drive from there at the moment, but it is a dreadful thing for the Christians of Jos. I’ll try and contact Fred and Adamu when I can. But if people in Cardiff hear this news, you can assure them I am far way from it at the moment.

We heard that a suicide attack had taken place at a COCIN church in Jos with three killed and 38 injured, such is the utter wickedness of these Boko Haram people. I am safely 10 hours’ drive from there at the moment, but it is a dreadful thing for the Christians of Jos. I’ll try and contact Fred and Adamu when I can. But if people in Cardiff hear this news, you can assure them I am far way from it at the moment.

Monday 27 Feb

Thick haze again today, full of Harmattan dust. Dust has covered everything. It made my quiet time location outside rather unpleasant, and had to abandon it after a short while; fortunately our bedroom was free for long enough. It’s cooler with the haze, but all sorts of other difficulties come too healthwise.

Taught this morning, about the pronunciation of words, not just the consonants and vowels themselves but characteristics about words in different languages and their syllables. Gave the example of abracadabra for a word with five syllables. “Abracadabra, a magic word! And look there are biscuits with tea this morning!” Taught quite a lot this morning, but linked it with what we did last week as a kind of revision and connection; one hour and twenty minutes. And so they deserved biscuits with their tea. Abracadabra; and behold with a flash of the hand there were the biscuits – and thanks, Charlotte, for buying them! So you are a favourite with these people too.

My team, the Etkwen team, have been very diligent in compiling lists and lists of words, which was actually very useful for my class this morning. But it is taking me a long time to enter them all in the computer; I spent the rest of the morning and the first part of the afternoon just doing that, and still there is a huge amount left.

Took a break from that and studied a bit more on literacy with the UNESCO book.

Although it is cooler, it is still pretty hot, but I think that the teaching this morning took up a lot of my energy. Glad to have a quieter evening (I hope!).
As it happened, there was no internet access in the evening, so I spent an hour writing up Etkwen words and then read Treasure Island until suddenly without warning, the light went off early at 9.20and that was that!

Tuesday 28 Feb 

Felt very sluggish this morning; “but my grace is sufficient and my power is made perfect in weakness”. True once again, as I called for help and did a good day’s work. 

The men have written out another story: Two thieves went to a person’s groundnut farm, not knowing about each other. One arrived early, found a hoe and started digging up the plants and taking the groundnuts, but saw another man coming and hid under a pile of discarded groundnut plants, thinking that it was the owner. But it was the other thief; he saw the hoe, but the blade came loose and fell off. In order to fix the blade back on, he fitted the blade in and hit what he thought was the burnt stump of a tree surrounded by discarded groundnut plants. Wham! But he struck the other thief on the head; both were shocked and they both ran off. This is why people say that you should not touch what does not belong to you.

The men have also written hundreds more words, and I’ll try and type up some more this evening; over 600 in the dictionary so far!

The dust haze has eased a bit today, and that means that the sun is stronger.
Wednesday, 29 Feb

I’m finding it hard to get going these days, which is a bit surprising as the haze has kept the heat down; but it’s thinned out today. 

Busy day again, typing all the words they give me; worked on some simple sentences to get some initial ideas of the grammar. What touched me was their selection of simple sentences at one point:

Kpencha is working in the forest

Dr Paul Tench is working for the Ichen language

May God assist Dr Paul and his wife

May God protect them and their grandchildren

We want DR Paul and his wife to think about the Ichen language

Let them think of what to do so that the Ichen people will get the Scriptures in their language if Jesus delays.

Thursday, 1 March

Had to get going early this morning so that I could have plenty of time to prepare myself for taking the devotions this morning. Felt the Lord was with me. The Etkwen team first presented a song in their language and then explained a little bit of their history – Christianity first came in 1904, with American missionaries with SIM. That date gave me the link to Wales and Dewi Sant bringing the Gospel to Wales 1,500 years ago! The life of the church has ebbed and flowed in Wales, but in 1904, there was a very powerful work of the Holy Spirit, but – and here was a warning for Nigeria – 100 years later, there is little sign of spiritual prosperity. There has to be a genuine work of being born again, otherwise there is no genuine Christianity – just an external shell, which would not last.

Showed the flag and shared the Welsh cakes. They were absolutely delicious, and they were soon gone. Special thanks to be sent to my wife!!

Started on the reading and writing booklet today, always an exciting step. Finished my UNESCO book on literacy, but had an interesting chat with Vero narrating her experiences as a literacy project leader and the way God helped her mobilize her people, the Hyam people – real literacy work!

Oh dear! No electricity tonight. Apparently the man let the generator overheat by not checking the level of water in the cooling system. A gasket has blown, and the provost is away, and so no action has been taken. So we are left with candles and torches for the evening. I‘m afraid this is a typical Nigerian problem, not bothering with simple, regular maintenance. Must be quiet and patient!

Friday 2 March

Good day today. Maybe because I felt that all my major responsibilities had now been discharged! Blessed quiet time. Worked a good deal with the Etkwen team. What have we achieved so far?

We have collected well over 700 words; we used the WeSay semantic domain technique, but eventually, syllable structure played the dominant role in collecting most of the words. Rev Bwejwa, who had done Nigeria’s Introductory Course in Applied Linguistics, just got down to listing words very systematically, with the help of the two other men, consonant by consonant with vowel by vowel. Hundreds of them! Many pairs of words that differ by tone alone; this systematic listing has been extremely helpful. Consonant combinations came too. So much to type up! Now they are going to present me with hundreds of words of two syllables …!

We have also studied three short stories and two little songs; analyzed the grammar of them as best as we can for the time being, double checked the spelling, and produced a good translation. 

We have also started systematically looking at simple parts of the grammar: pronouns, simple sentences, tense markers and negatives. Some things are still very puzzling for me, because I think in English, with English categories, but even though I know that other languages do things in different ways, I still have not worked out some of their regular features. But the more evidence of some little words that appears should eventually help – or, at least I hope so!

We’re pretty sure that we have the pronunciation system of words worked out and an effective spelling system. 6 vowels, including the North Walian ŷ; 5 nasalized vowels which we can spell with n following the vowel, since n does not otherwise occur at the end of words; 23 consonants, including kp and gb, in which the two consonants have to be pronounced at the same time. There are some very unusual consonant combinations, with words beginning with bg, dg, fk, tk, tkw, kpw, tsw, etc. There are 3 tones: high, mid and low; the tones seem to belong to words, rather than to the syllable, but I can’t be sure yet.

We have achieved really quite lot already. We have started to plan the reading and writing booklet, but I would like to use as much as possible of the early handwritten notes that Rev Bwejwa has put together. I think he deserves that honour.

I’m very impressed with the knowledge and commitment of all three men; we seem to be working very well together. Rev Bwejwa is travelling this weekend because of a death in the family.
Staff meeting this evening has left me with another teaching session on Monday morning; I don’t really mind, but it does mean that I have to do some thinking tomorrow!

Generator repaired and working again and so we have ‘light’ again this evening!

Saturday 3 March

Slept pretty well last night, despite the efforts of a late night evangelist with his amplifier not far way! Spent the morning preparing for my extra session on Monday morning and then typing up more Etkwen words that the men have written out for me.

After lunch, had a little rest and then soon after 2.30, a small group of us went into Zing just to see the town. Visited the original missionary compound set up in 1932 by Methodists (Americans, it is thought), and their clinic, which includes the best eye clinic in the whole area. A lovely spot, obviously cared for in the past with a variety of trees. Then right through to the other end of the town to a new college of education being built and the hospital. Stopped in the middle of the town for people to buy a few things and for me to take a few pictures. Zing is basically a one street town with a good tarred road a couple of limes long, with just a few junctions. A busy little place, with businesses strung along both sides of the road; plenty of people around, seemed friendly enough, interested to know what we were doing, literacy in the local languages including theirs! The countryside around is dotted with sizable rocky hills, each a very differently shaped pile of boulders.

Really hot again today.
Sunday 4 March

Long, hot day today. Up at 6; off at 8, to Lankaviri, a small town where Danjuma and Vero lived for 10 years while they learnt and studied the Mumuye language and translated the whole of the New Testament. About an hour away, close to Jalingo, the State capital. Arrived around 9, but we did not enter the service straight away  but were greeted by church leaders semi-privately first; great rejoicing to see Vero – Danjuma and two others had been dropped off at another church. There was obvious great delight as people recognized her on this unexpected visit. Then we trouped into church, and as respected visitors we had to occupy the front seats. And lo and behold it was women’s day; so a woman led the service, a line of women marched into the church with singing; quite impressive, with their special printed dress, and then various women’s groups led singing. Young people had their chance too, one with traditional musical instruments, and another with modern electric equipment; two lots of children came forward to sing and recite their memory verses. Three women read the Scriptures, two in Hausa and one in the local Mumuye language. When it came to the notices I had to go forward and explain who we were and what we are doing and the reading in Mumuye gave me the link between the service and our work. There were three collections, all accompanied by singing and a hint of dancing, with everybody going up to the front to drop their offerings in the different boxes. By 12, we were still going but we had a lunch appointment in Jalingo, and still there was no sign of a sermon! So that’s two Sundays in a row without a sermon, and the first Sunday’s sermon hardly deserved that label!

Then on to Jalingo, a biggish city, to the home of the State Parliament’s speaker, who had married a close friend of Danjuma and Vero’s. He was away, but she was home and had cooked us a delicious meal, with real rice! And fish, chicken and bush meat, the meat of an animal that they call grass cutter! To mixed feelings we ate this meal in front of a large tv with the British Premiership football on; didn’t see a goal before we left to go and greet the lady’s parents at their home, who had offered the use of their home as a base for all the preparatory visits for this workshop. Dedicated and willing servants of the Lord. 

It was really hot now, but the nice thing was to pick up bottles of cold water with our lunch. But already they were emptying and getting warm. But we hadn’t finished. We were due to meet people from another language group while we were in Jalingo, so that delayed our return, and then we stopped to pick up mangos and firewood. I had already drunk a litre of water and was desperate for more, but more than anything else a good lie down in comfort on my bed. Eventually we got back at 4; it had been rather too long for me and I was glad of an hour’s rest. We met for fellowship at 5 for half an hour which I appreciated very much; the importance of earnest prayer as when Peter was in prison.

I was too hot and bothered for the evening meal, so finished off the morning’s accha, with a cup of tea and a biscuit or two. Enjoyed a quiet time, rather late in the day. So, glad now to take the evening quietly.

Monday, 5 March

Another long, hot day. Began pleasantly enough, with a bit of breeze, but it became extremely hot by the afternoon.

Taught the first session, 9 to 10.30, all about word division. Finished up with the ambiguous spelling of teatime/tea-time/ tea time to announce the last set of shortbread biscuits with their tea break, to encourage them for the final week!

Spent the rest of the day working on the word list and the reading and writing booklet. Went looking for my team at 2.30, feeling rather tired myself, but couldn’t find them; secretly, I was rather glad, because it meant that I could proceed at my own pace by myself.

Gwen gave us staff a bit of help with our document management and pictures.

Just too hot for pounded yam, etc in the evening; took a piece of chicken that Vero had cooked as a gift from a friend, with buttered bread and that did for me this evening, plus two cups of tea – really thirsty work in this heat.

Carried on with the booklet this evening.

Yes, a long, hot day!
Tuesday 6 March

Yet another long, hot day. Again, began pleasantly enough, with a bit of breeze, but it became extremely hot by the afternoon. 

Gimba gave a very good session on tone, but I think it should have come earlier in the workshop. Showed my team my efforts on the booklet and they were able to correct and expand, which was good. Had serious discussion about the marking of tone on Etkwen words and in stories. We decided to mark all tones on every word in the dictionary as a record of the way each word sounds, but we did not mark tones in our stories – mainly because I did not at the time how important tone was going to be in distinguishing different words. Now we have to think again. We have decided on a compromise solution to see if that would work: just mark the tones when there is a direct contrast between one noun and another and between one verb and another. So we’ll see how this will work.

Very hot this afternoon. Rather glad that my team were occupied with something else which left me free to carry on preparing a first draft of the whole booklet. Worked solidly all afternoon, all by myself up in the house – well, not quite all by myself; Vero was there doing her necklaces, and she attracts little children by her kind-hearted approach. So they came and worked with her, and she sang to them and they sweetly joined in, half a dozen of them, and provided me with a lovely, gentle, soothing background of sound. Worked on until supper.

Sad news. The mother of one of my team members died suddenly this morning; she had been ill, but her death was not expected. So he has now left to be with the family, so we are down to two again. I’m sorry not to have seen him before he left.

Laundry day today, but I have to do my own underwear, soaked in a bucket of Omo, then rinse it all out and hang it out on the line.

Quiet evening, I hope!
Wednesday 7 March

Yet another long, hot day. Again, began pleasantly enough, with a bit of breeze, but it became extremely hot by the afternoon. But it has been a good day. Made extremely good progress in compiling the little booklet on reading and writing the Etkwen language.

I completed the final editing of the booklet this evening. We have included a statement of the principles we have used in devising their alphabet, and an introduction about the people that Rev Bwejwa wrote many years ago. I feel I want to honour as much as I can the work that this resolute servant of God has done. I have also included what I can from his description of the language, which was really very good, but not always systematically presented. But there has been a lot of new work that we have accomplished, and it is a quiet thrill to me to hear them say that they had never thought of that before, and so on.

So we have done a chapter on their vowels, all 11 including their 5 nasalized vowels. And a chapter on their consonants, all 23 of them, and the various combinations that the language allows. Also a chapter on their three tones; there are so many trios of words that differ through tone alone, and we have had a good discussion about how we will recommend the marking of tone. There is also a little chapter on some grammatical things like pronouns and possessive adjectives (my, your, his, her etc), and their counting system. And a final chapter with the three stories that we recorded and transcribed, and two little Christian songs. Finally, a conclusion recommending our efforts to their Language Project Committee and the Etkwen communities. And so the work is almost done and ready for printing tomorrow.

Bwejwa is also going to present the Etkwen counting system at the closing ceremony on Friday morning; very interesting, counting all the fingers and toes up to 20, and then it goes in 20s after that, so 100 is five 20s, and so on.

So, although it has been another hot day, it’s been a very worthwhile day, and very satisfying, with a quiet thanks to God for all His grace and help and strength.
Thursday 8 March
Didn’t sleep much last night; maybe the combination of the heat and an over-excited brain after the hard work on producing the almost final version of the whole booklet. Went over it page by page with the men and entered up a few corrections and amendments, and at last got to a final version, which I printed out after lunch. Quiet sense of satisfaction that we had achieved what we had hoped to do, and took a photo of the very first booklet! With thanks to God!

Rested a bit before lunch, and after the printing to catch up lost sleep. But also managed to finish the copy editing of Fred’s biography. An amazing story of love and faithfulness in the face of great sadness; challenging and inspiring.

Wrote to Charlotte about our success.

Couldn’t face yellow cassava this evening; I think it must be the taste of the palm olive in which it is cooked. Glad to have a jam sandwich and a cup of tea instead. Helped review the presentations that are due to be made in the closing ceremony in the morning.

Again, very hot today; the cool of the evening is just so pleasant. Funny feeling to have nothing particular to do!
Friday 9 March

Lovely breeze this morning and it lasted until the afternoon; a great pleasure!

Different routine today. Needed to start at 8 this morning, as members of language committees arrived. The Ichen (Etkwen) group arrived and so did eventually five of the six committees. We discussed the expectations of the work of the committees, but the Ichen committee were already up and running; they had not only appointed the three men as the translation team but had also agreed to pay them full time as from now. We agreed what they would eventually cover: Luke, the Jesus film dubbed into the language, a little set of booklets on Genesis and the Law, David, Acts and snippets from the NT letters and a hymnbook, all, God willing, by May 2015.

We had a closing ceremony which went very well, a good number of visitors, and participants from each language team presented something of interest from their language. Then lunch, which seemed to go very well, with plenty of happy conversation. 

The breeze has remained with us. It is so lovely. Sat outside eating a mango, but suddenly became aware that I was the centre of attention, all these little children watching me from a distance! Greeted them all.

Packing up ready for leaving tomorrow.

Saturday 10 March

Up at 5.30, breakfast, packed up, set off at 7.15. Different route through Zing on the Yola road, but turned left for Numan. 

Lively chatter at the beginning of the journey, then it subsided, but then suddenly I was asked to pray for Danjuma, and turning round, I could see that he was stretched out on a reclining part of the middle seats. He had severe pain in the chest, a serious worry for someone with a history of heart problems. We stopped at Demsa to ask for a clinic, but we were encouraged to proceed to Numan, but discovered that there was no doctor in at the general hospital. We were then directed to a private clinic, with a man on board as a guide. Drove through the town, then off on to an extremely bumpy road; our guide eventually found the clinic, but vehicular access was really quite tricky. But we persevered, and to our relief there was indeed a doctor on site. The men got Danjuma out on to a stretcher, and took him across to the doctor’s room, and Danjuma was diagnosed with a heart condition with a blood vessel blocked. He was then carried to another room where he was left to rest, the doctor wanting to monitor him over a period of three hours. But unfortunately, the electricity went off and so did the ceiling fan, so we took it in turns to fan him with a piece of cupboard and my cap. How we prayed! The Nigerians met in an adjacent room and there was a loud crying out to the Lord, while the two Americans and I prayed in a much quieter fashion in the room with Danjuma. The Lord heard us all, and eventually after two and half hours, the doctor declared himself satisfied that Danjuma could survive the journey back to Jos. So soon after 12 noon, we set off again, with Danjuma reclining more comfortably than before for the long journey back. The sedation finally worked for him and relaxed enough to fall off to sleep a bit.

But it is a long way from Numan to Jos, and although the roads were mostly good, there were enough rough passages to make us feel concerned for our patient. And added to that there were numerous road blocks, but we just had to pray that we would not be delayed too long. We finally reached Jos as daylight was fading, and Danjuma was now able to sit up for a bit, with the pain subsiding. He and Vero had planned to have us all for the evening meal together, so that we could thank the Lord together, with their daughter doing all the preparation work. We wondered whether we should go straight to the hospital, but they insisted that we should carry on with the original plan. I think they just wanted to be at their house just as soon as possible, where they had devices for such occurrences as these. But the last road check proved awkward, and the soldiers wanted to see what we had packed, and whether our story matched what we were carrying; but eventually they let us proceed. During daylight hours, they could see me, a white person, in the front seat and they usually just waved us through; one even thought I might be a bishop! But by the time of this last check it was dark, and they couldn’t see the white bishop in the front seat! So eventually we reached their home, and we enjoyed a very nice meal together. Danjuma sat quietly with a small portion, while we all chatted away.  Lovely fruit salad!

Then Gwen and I were taken to Mountain View, but we were not expected; something had gone awry with the booking, but fortunately for us there were two rooms available, and one for two nights for me. Gwen was due to leave on the Sunday. So at long last, everything got sorted. It had been a long tiring day, but the luxuries of a proper shower, a toilet that flushed, a proper bed and space to myself helped to compensate.

Sunday 11 March

Up at 7.15, a real lie in! Not much available for breakfast, the leftovers from the workshop, but we managed pineapple jam on bread without margarine, and a cup of tea. I sought out the Morts to find out about church, and Gwen and I joined them for the 10 am service at Hillcrest. There met the Hewers’ daughter Alison, and quite a number of other people, including Andy Kellogg’s family. Nice service, on the evils of gossip, but I wished he had preached to the heart more and not just to the mind.

The talk afterwards was a bombing in the Rayfield area of the city. Eventually learnt that three suicide bombers in a car had rammed through a security gate at a Catholic church, but the bomb went off killing the three and injured quite a number; one elderly lady may have since died. The police were apparently pretty quickly on the scene with road blocks and that helped to quell any rioting and retaliation.

After church, Gwen and I went for lunch, because she had to be ready for 1 pm to leave for Abuja. I spent the afternoon in prayer by myself and with a group that Gareth Mort took me too. There met the man who was awarded his PhD when Jonathan was awarded his Masters, when I was in Jos in 2006, Matthew Harvey and his wife Rachel.

Back at Mountain View, I had a half-expected visitor, Fred. He came with doughnuts that his niece had made for me, because she remembered how much I enjoyed them when I visited his home last December. A lovely thought and a kind gesture. Gave Fred my copy editor’s work on his book; felt a bit embarrassed, but he was very, very grateful, and promised some copies when the book was published. Talked about Rahila and the Lord’s special grace upon them after her stroke.

Then back to the Morts for the evening meal, which I thoroughly enjoyed, a mixture of vegetables, mashed potatoes and meat and gravy. Lovely! Met Niffer (Jenifer) who taught phonetics with me (and Matthew Harvey) back in 2006, now engaged to Marcus Hansley, who is a recent graduate from the Graduate Institute in Applied Linguistics in Dallas, who knows Seth Johnson, the man we hope who will take over the Fayu work. Small world! Marcus had lived and worked in Haiti, so we had lots to talk about, and the other man at the table has a girlfriend in Bamenda in Cameroon, and so knows Robert and Ria Hedinger!!

I lent Gareth the dvd on Welsh singing; he enjoyed it so much I left it with him – his father is Welsh, and he considers himself Welsh therefore, even though he was born in Surrey.

A happy day, apart from the thought of the bombing that had taken place. But Jos did not seem to be greatly affected by it; people and traffic seemed to carry on as if nothing had happened – but there is still the shock to the people who were there and the injuries sustained by many.

Monday 12 March

Woke up at 5; couldn’t interpret the sounds I could hear: where they the usual sounds of early morning business, or were they an indication of trouble in the city? Prayed. Eventually learnt from the groundsman that what I could hear was the call for passengers for long distance travel!

Limited breakfast, but Zac brought me a warm egg, which was nice.

Lovely morning, quiet; enjoyed a walk around the grounds. Adamu Maga visited me, and then Fred. Bought a club sandwich for lunch, and as soon as I had finished it, the driver arrived to take me and two others to the airport.

Good, fast drive; got to the airport in just over 4 hours, very good going indeed. Dropped off the two who were flying that evening, and then dropped me at the Catholic centre in New Lugbe, Daughters of Divine Love. Very nice meal. Slept well until 2.15 am, then a loud persistent knocking noise kept me awake.

Up at 4, to be met by the driver, Andrew, at 5, to take me to the airport – too early really for me, but it suited him and his schedule.
