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Preface to Volume 4

This fourth volume has a very special significance as it is being presented on the occasion of
the 2nd family reunion of the third generation of Donald Covil Gordons and the 1st of the
fourth generation, the “Cousins’ Reunion” as it is affectionately being called. This reunion
is being held in Juriti, Goias, Brazil, with a weekend excursion in the almost mythical Rio
Verde, site of the Evangelical Hospital begun by the patriarch of the family in 1936, whose
centennial birthday it celebrates (January 25,1997). Almostall of Dr. Gordon’s descendants
will be present. The last reunion of this magnitude was in 1974 in the city of Lavras. This
one, however, will include close to 50 participants coming from as far as Taiwan, Nigeria,
and Ecuador.

We dedicate this volume to none other than our beloved grandfather, whose latest act of
love and dedication to God and to his family is to actually be present at this historic event.
Truly, what more could he have done for us?

The editor would also like to extend a special thanks to Marianne Y. Gordon and Alma D.
Gordon (my “Aunt Alma”), who, of the many thoughtful relatives who really did want to
turn something in for publication this year, actually found the time to do so. Thanks for
your contributions. And for those who were not able to get something to me, there’s
always next year!

December 18, 1996
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Mozambican Tapestry

PURPOSE

Seventeen years of civil war, followed by a year of drought, destroyed much of
Mozambique, including crops, cattle, hospitals and clinic-maternities. The masses were
hungry, with limited means of livelihood. Our goal was to visit former mission hospitals
and clinics that were nationalized in 1975, the year of independence, when thousands of
foreigners were expelled and the struggle for power erupted. Until 1992, the RENAMO
anti-government forces involved the country in guerrilla warfare. How could Christians in
North America and Brazil help?

TRIP

Our flight from Brazil arrived in South Africa around noon-time. The daily plane to
Mozambique’s capital, Maputo, had already left, and we had overnight reservations in the
airport hotel, a good rest from the long crossing of the Atlantic. The South African Airlines
(SAAL) desk refused us for the continuing flight because we could not produce our visas
for Mozambique. The visas were waiting for us in Maputo, but even after checking with
her chief, the desk clerk would not let us proceed.

There were several Brazilians who flew into South Africa with us, headed for Maputo. An
Anglican bishop from Recife - Bishop Clovis - who had lived in Mozambique four years
before 1975. He was invited for a two-week visit by the present Anglican bishop. Gerlano,
a deep-sea diver who lives on the Ilha do Governador in Rio de Janeiro, and was hired by a
company in Nacala to repair an underwater concrete bunker damaged when hit by a ship.
In a single month he expected to earn two-and-a-half-years equivalent of his Brazil salary.
He had never been out of Brazil, and did not speak anything but Portuguese, so we were
able to help him in Johannesburg. Marilia Pastue, a young sociologist who worked with
the Organizacao do Meio Ambiente (Environmental Organization) and came t{o
Mozambique on a specific ecologic project. ~ She planned to travel for two weeks
interviewing the village folk. A retirement-age physics professor from Brasilia, working
with UNESCO in education, who was to present a scientific paper in Maputo, during his 3-
day visit. When SAAL would not let us board the plane for Maputo, Gerlano suggested
that we try again with the clerk who had checked his documents. He had not been asked
for any visa. Sure enough, we were cleared without any hindrance, so Gerlano was of great
help to us.

Arriving in Maputo after a 45-minute flight, we watched a TV crew come off the plane
taking pictures. My first sight as I stepped onto the tarmac was of “Mozambican Airlines”
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in bold letters on a Boeing-737 in front of the terminal. The clear blue sky and bright sun
made it all a very pretty picture. I was disappointed when Alan said that we should not
take pictures, that it would offend. A few minutes later in the terminal the TV crew was
surrounded by police and looked to be in deep trouble over having filmed without
permission. I was, of course, less disappointed!

A young man, Pedro, was just beyond the customs barrier and recognized Alan from the
picture on documents that we had sent ahead. Waving the visas, he signaled our line.
When we got to the police check, our passports were promptly stamped and we were free
to visit Mozambique. Having packed in four nylon carrying bags, we had no checked
baggage to claim. Pedro was just shepherding us through the main door when Bishop
Clovis sent us an urgent message. Would we contact the Maputo bishop, asking him to
bring the original copy of his visa? His faxed copy was not accepted, therefore he was
being held in the airport. When we had not been allowed to board the plane in South
Africa, I had wished we had a fax of our visas too, like he had shown us. Now, of course, I
was less disappointed again. In my first hour in Maputo I found that things were not what
they seemed. We did go by the Anglican church and found they had the original visa, but
thought he was to arrive the next day. They would go for him right away.

HOSTS

We were taken to the old Swiss Mission, now the Presbyterian Church Center, an extensive
downtown block with a large church, - seats 500 - church offices, and several homes built
about 80 years ago. We were hosted in the home of Rev. Afonso Tembe, his wife Anna and
small son Hilder. Before he was married, Afonso was at the Independent Presbyterian
Seminary in Sao Paolo from 1986-1990. What is now the Tembe residence was, for many
years, Dr. Claude Morier- Genoud’s home. Clause, a physician, was born in Mozambique
of Swiss missionary parents. Dr. Clause, his wife Claire and their children had recently
returned to Switzerland. We were given an airy room with a door onto the large screened
porch that surrounded two sides of the house.

MAPUTO

Maputo has two faces: the concrete city which is the downtown area of old Portuguese-style
houses and tall office and apartment buildings; and the reed city which is the precarious
one-room houses with walls and roofs of stalks, dirt floors, jumbled together with
thousands of others on the outskirts of the city. These huts have no electricity, and water is
carried from great distances, in metal cans or plastic jugs, on the heads of women and
children. In our two weeks we often drove along narrow, winding paths, through poorer
districts, headed for a church or a clinic. Sometimes there were trees under which people
sat in the red dust, enjoying the shade from intense heat. Sometimes older folk or toddlers
were resting on mats, oblivious to the surge of humanity around them.
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Both the concrete city and the reed city were marked by decay, trash and open sewage. The
17 years of war had just finished, leaving in disrepair what the Portuguese had built.
Thousands of peasants were forced to flee the countryside where rebels killed and burned,
to cluster precariously on the edges of cities and towns. Most of these poor spoke only their
tribal languages, had never been to school, had no jobs or skills that could provide an
income. Since the shooting had stopped, some were beginning to return to where they had
lived in the country, but they had nothing with which to start planting again since the cattle
was all killed and even chickens were rare and precious. Water was a continuous problem.
The people said God turned his back on them when, after the cease fire, the country had a
year's drought, the worst they had ever experienced. The rains had just begun, making
spots of green here and there. One of these spots was the yard of the house in which we
stayed with its unusually manicured patch of grass and border of bushes.

FORMAL WELCOME

After being served soup, rice and fish we were told we could rest until the 3:30 p.m. formal
meeting for our welcome. When we woke up, a snack was set out on the table - hot water,
Nescafe, tea bags, slices of rubbery gray bread, margarine and jam - as it was every
afternoon during our visit. Both this afternoon break and breakfast (consisting of the same
foods) were called cha. We then sat on the porch waiting for the person designated to walk
with us to the ceremony. This was the procedure for all scheduled events. We waited an
hour this first afternoon.

At 4:30 we were summoned and escorted to the meeting room of the church offices.

Around a large table that almost filled the room were the leaders of the Presbyterian
Church of Mozambique (PCM). In Mozambican tradition, all were silent until the oldest
man spoke, so, after a time, the first word of welcome and a prayer came from Rev. Nasson.
Words of formal welcome were then added by others, and the Rev. Zitha, the president,
began to sing in Portuguese, “Vinde Meninos, Vinde a Jesus” (Little children, come to the
Savior) with all of us joining in (most hymns in the services were started in this way).

Other than singing old favorite hymns during many miles of our travels, this was the only
time the Mozambican Christians sang in Portuguese. All gatherings, formal and informal,
included singing in Ronga, the African language of most of the Presbyterians. In fact, when
a leader said, “Let us pray,” that always included a Bible reading, singing of a hymn and
then a prayer. The hymn chosen for our reception was usually sung with children. Rev.
Zitha explained that it was one still remembered in Portuguese by the older leaders of the
church. In this way they were making us feel welcome on that first day. We were then
“given the word” and Alan expressed greetings from the Presbyterian Church of Brazil and
gave his credentials as a leader in that church. This must have been very important, for
throughout our visit these credentials were repeated in many settings. He then explained
that, in response to the request of the PCM for help with its health-care outreach, we
represented three churches - the PC of Brazil, the PC (USA) and the PC of Canada - which
were eager to work with the PCM in any way possible. In Alan’s words, he mentioned that
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he had visited the PCM in April of 1988 and in January of 1991. We all rejoiced at the
ending of internal war, were saddened over the destruction and loss of lives, but could
sense the optimism that it certainly was the right time to forge ahead in providing more
adequate health-care to the general population. Alma then spoke bring greetings from the
three churches we represented, expressing the love we have as a worldwide community of
believers.

As the sun was setting, we left the reception meeting, and crossed the compound to the
back gate into the garden of our host home. We sat on the screened porch and played with
Hilder. Some neighbors came by and spoke to us in Portuguese, but soon were chattering
in Ronga with the household. Darkness came around 6:00 p.m. and with it mosquitoes. A
cool breeze blew, everyone saying it had become “very cold” when the rains came. It must
have been about 80 degrees F. Actually, mornings and evenings of the next few days were
comfortable to us and the shaded porch was a good place to sit and watch the household
and neighborhood.

TELEVISION

Alter dark, TV programming came on with some cartoons, some educational programs,
news with a British bent and at 8:30 PM the Brazilian novelas (serials). Even in church we
were characterized as having Novela Portuguese! The radio was on all our waking hours
and the TV all evening. The evening meal was served around 8:30 accompanied by the
novela “A Rainha da Sucata” (The Queen of Trash). We watched for awhile with the family
and their guests who came in after supper each evening, while Hilder did his best to get
attention too. Then, with our presence not seeming to make any difference, we retreated to
our room. At the end of the hour show, the teenage niece, who helped in the household,
put water that had been heated on the stove into a basin in the bathroom for my bath. I
stood in an old tub and dipped the warm water over me. Even with a mosquito or two
around, we slept soundly.

WAITING A

We were up early on our visit's first full day, beginning to be rested from the trip. Our
breakfast was set out on the table by 8 AM. The family went about their activities, Rev.
Afonso getting ready for a day at his office in the compound, Ana and her helper making
sure every floor was swept and damp-mopped, and Hilder investigating anything new. By
9 AM we were ready and sitting on the porch, waiting for our ride out to the seminary,
twenty miles away. As time went by, we read, enjoyed “Play on Wordz”, and visited with
various callers who undoubtedly were curious about us. ‘When Rev. Afonso came home at
noon, he was surprised to see us sitting there. Off he went to find out why we had not been
picked up. The use of a vehicle, the only proper way to take us anywhere, was often the
complicating factor. The national church had a Toyota Land Cruiser (much prized by the
Mozambicans) that Dr. Claude left for the church when he moved back to Switzerland.
While we were there, besides the local business for which the leadership needed to share
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the Toyota, there were short stays of other groups from South Africa and from Switzerland
who also came for business meetings with the church. Rev. Afonso discovered that the
arrangements with Bob Farris had been made in French, and Bob had understood he was to
tell the seminary we were coming, not that he, Bob, was to accompany us all day. By then
it was too late to go, or there was no one to take us, and the day ended with no program for
us. On purpose we did not go running after someone in leadership when schedules were
not kept. They knew where we were, we could be seen from most of the mission
compound, and our house host was one of the leaders, so we decided not to hassle them
with American schedule-conscious ways. Around 5 PM Bob Farris came to see us. He had
been working at the center all day, blissfully ignorant of the fact that we were waiting for
him. We were disappointed that there was 50 much waiting in this Friday, but coming
from Brazil, we were not too surprised. It did give us time to watch and be watched.

AFTERNOON WALK

Late afternoon we went for a long walk in town, seeing a good part of the shopping district
and high-rise apartment buildings. The secondary effects of the long war could be seen,
not in bombed-out buildings, but in lack of finances or supplies to keep the city as it had
been under the Portuguese. The general architecture looked very much like Brazil, but the
throngs of people were, of course, all black. Often we could not see another white person
on the street. Vehicles drove on the left which required different reactions from us when
crossing a street. Packed buses speeded by, as well as the major form of transport, the
minivans. These always seemed to have an overflow of people in them, some hanging on
the open back doors. [Our hosts never allowed us to take public transportation. I think
they would have felt they were not taking proper care of us, if we had.] No one seemed to
pay us much attention, we smiled at those who smiled at us, and walked on.

Alan noticed a great change from his previous visits. There were many more shops, these
were open for business and had an abundance of items. He was surprised to see, for
instance, an electric fan, electronic equipment, a variety of clothing shops, and even one
selling marine equipment. We were told that almost all goods come from South Africa or
other neighboring countries, and that they cost 4-10 times what they would cost in those
countries. The general population could only buy a small part of their basic needs.

VISITING FRIENDS

That Friday evening we went to Todd & Janetta Chapman’s for supper. We had known
Todd as a student at Duke University. He returned to Sao Paulo, where he grew up, to
teach at Chapel English School, and worshipped with us at Met Chapel. Later he married
his Duke sweetheart, a beautiful girl, very gifted musically. Todd had tried seminary
earlier and decided that was not how he should live out his faith, so went into banking. For
two years the Chapmans worked in Saudi Arabia, then came to Brazil to set up an import-
export company selling hardwood furniture made in Brazil. After a few years they
changed jobs and were sent to Taiwan by the US State Department. They had a son in the
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Brazil years, and one in Taiwan, right after which Janetta contracted Bell's palsy, from
which she had not completely recovered. Through all of these moves, Todd & Janetta were
active Christians, sharing their faith in many quiet ways. At the time of our visit, Todd was
the economic advisor at the American embassy in Maputo.

They picked up some “take-out” Piri-Piri chicken for our supper, to which Janetta added all
sorts of other goodies. That was a plus, for the chicken was too peppery for me. I choked
every time I tried to eat it, and finally gave up. We did enjoy the evening in getting to
know the boys and in sharing news and dreams with a couple who have been dear to us,
like our children. They were receiving a new ambassador the next evening and having a
dinner for him in their home on Tuesday. After that they planned to take a 5-day trip to
Swaziland for a vacation in a game park. All of this took up most of the days we were in
Maputo so we did not see as much of each other as we would have wished.

Saturday was a known free day. Our house host said he would go out for a walk with us,
but he never did. Because our house had been Dr. Claude’s residence, it had a phone,
which was a help to us. We contacted Samuel (Robert) and Corinne Johnson who were
working with InterVarsity Christian Fellowship in Mozambique, and they invited us for
afternoon tea. He grew up in Brazil where they were long-time colleagues in our mission.

We walked the two blocks to their building. The sidewalk in front of it was broken, and
sewage and trash littered the entrance. The social elevator did not work. The service
elevator had no inner door and was dark. We got off on the last floor and walked up some
steps to a locked iron door where we rang a bell. Corinne came down a flight of stairs and
unlocked the door setting off a loud alarm. In their apartment the small living room
doubled as the office. A mattress leaned against the wall; a Mozambican student was at the
computer, and he or others were welcomed as overnight guests. The bedroom only had
room for their mattress, supported by a wooden frame on 12 twenty-gallon plastic
containers. In that way they had emergency water, as well as getting the mattress off the
floor. Their bathroom was the best one we saw in Mozambique. When they had water in
the pipes, it was a small, but functional, western bathroom, complete with gas-heated hot
water! The small kitchen was long and narrow but quite usable. Off the kitchen, the back
porch looked out to the ocean, and the sunset. Off the living room, a large porch, the length
of the apartment, looked over the concrete city, and the sunrise.

Samuel had broken his collarbone in a motorcycle accident a short while before. It was not
properly set and left him with a hook on the shoulder. Even though he moved more
carefully, both Johnsons were very content and positive about their work. This was the
fifth house in which they lived in the 34 years they had been there, and they were pleased
to have such a nice place. They hoped the widow who owned it, and lived in the other half
of the penthouse, would decide to move away to her daughter’'s and “sell them the key.”

Their old car gave them no trouble and did not appear to interest thieves. They bought
supplies in South Africa, enjoying those occasional trips. Samuel was half-time pastor of
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the English-speaking congregation in Maputo, an excellent arrangement for both parties
involved. He was greatly appreciated for his pastoral work, and it provided many contacts
for the Johnsons. The four of us really enjoyed talking over old times and sharing hopes
and vision for Christian witness in Mozambique. (Note: Four months after this visit Samuel
died in Mozambique of acute malaria, and two years later Corinne was killed in a car
accident due to icy roads near the Atlanta airport. They left strong Mozambican youth
leadership for InterVarsity.)

CHURCH SERVICES

We were ready at 9:00 a.m. on Sunday for Sr. Sive, the Director of Projects for the PCM,
who was to take us to Chamanculo church. He came in an old beat-up car, with a very
bum wheel. He drove very slowly hoping, I am sure, we would get to our destination. The
car belonged to Rev. Zitha, and he apologized several times for its sad state. We drove
through the reed city on the winding trails and came out into a very large clearing where
the remains of the Swiss mission work could be seen. Sturdy buildings for school, dorms
and residence had been taken over by the government in 1975. The church that seated over
500 people stood under beautiful old trees. A row of very precarious dwellings housed the
pastor and his staff. Boys from the slums were playing on a dirt soccer field nearby. The
pastor told us that someday they would build a new larger church on that spot. We arrived
early, so that we could see the Sunday School in action. All around, in the shade of the
trees, stood maybe 30 groups of about 20 children, each class with one or two youth or
adult leaders. Even the small children were attentive and interested, and the whole scene
was one of order as well as excitement. When the bell rang, the children were dismissed
and, from all sides, people quickly headed for the church . We were standing under a tree
talking with the pastor, already in his flowing black robes, and he smiled as he said, “They
are in a hurry to get in because it will not hold everyone, and they don’t want to get left
out.”

We, of course, were ushered to front-row seats. We noticed some rolled reed mats near the
raised pulpit area, and, as the church filled, the older women came forward, unrolled the
mats, took off their shoes and sat stiffly upright with their legs straight out in front of them.

A few young babies were put beside them. For the two hours of the service most of the
omen sat without moving. The back wall was lined with standing worshippers, and faces
could be seen looking in the windows.

All Presbyterian services were conducted in Ronga. The only Portuguese used was for
numbers, so we could understand what hymn was to be sung, and sometimes what Bible
text was to be read. Sr. Sive sat beside us and translated. During the sermon, the pastor
paused often enough for us to catch up. One of the most beautiful aspects of all services
was the music. No instruments were used, four-part harmony was sung. Usually an
individual began with a short melodic line and often there were echo lines from the
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different voices. The vibrant base through most of the singing was like hearing a finely-
tuned instrument - deep, mellow and steady.

There was a special offering for missions. Two young adults stood in front with large
African baskets and, as they came forward, the congregation of six or seven-hundred
danced and sang their joy at being able to give. Even those who looked like they rarely had
enough to eat, put something in the basket.

At the end of the service and before anyone left their seats, we were greeted. The visitor
greeting began with a song, the words of which we did not understand. A man made a
formal speech welcoming Alan. Then Alan was given “the word.” He brought greetings
from our churches and explained the purpose of our visit. A woman came forward to
make a formal speech welcoming Alma. Then Alma was given “the word.” During the
service there had been many Bible readings, prayers, and songs led by both men and
women. Sr. Sive’s wife was a pastor of one of the other churches in Maputo, so both men
and women seemed to be in church leadership. Ibrought greetings and commented on the
beauty and inclusiveness of the service. As the service ended we were taken by the pastor
to stand at the door and shake hands with everyone present. The Mozambican reply to any
greeting always included Obrigado, so were thanked hundreds of times that day.

MOZAMBICAN WEDDING

Sr. Sive had invited us to go with him to a niece’s wedding reception in the grooms home.
Weddings last two full days, the first in the bride’s home, the second at the grooms. We
drove back by our host home hoping to get some lunch (and a bathroom,) but our hosts,
thinking we were off for the day, had gone out and we could not get in. Sr. Sive then went
by a filling station and tried to get the car into a little better shape before we set out on the
hour’s drive into the country to the wedding. Down the road we picked up a church
member, his wife and child. (Cars are luxuries in Mozambique and we often picked up the
driver’s friends and family on our routes.) Eventually we got to a very simple cement-
block house where throngs of brightly-dressed people were concentrated under a big tree
in the back yard. Ata small wooden table sat the bride in a beautiful western white dress,
the groom in suit and tie, and on either side the godmother and godfather of the couple.
We were ushered through the closely-packed people to a bench which was cleared for us.
There were a lot of children around; an old, dusty-looking man with a stick in his hand was
beating the ground near their feet and growling at them. Between growls he would grin,
acknowledging that even though he was to keep the center space open for the festivities,
this was also a game. The children laughed and shrieked with joy.

We were told that the ceremony of the prendas (gifts) was going on. A master of ceremonies
called out the name of a group, and its participants gathered about 30 ft. away and started
their song and chants as they danced up to the bride and groom’s table. In their hands
were unwrapped gifts. Sometimes one of the group brought a pitcher and the others each a
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glass; a teapot and cups; a small stick with money waving from its top; an envelope; a large
box. Each group was either a family, or extended family, a group from their church, such
as women of young people; all the older aunts; all the young children in the family. Once it
was a group of young marrieds who pretended to be very old people. Some leaned on
sticks and hobbled along, some made their faces into a ““stroke-mask,” others bent over and
peeked at the bridal couple from the edge of the table. Even not understanding the words,
we laughed with the crowd at the good actors. As each group came up, the gifts were
given to the godmother, and passed on to bride, to groom, to godfather and finally to a man
at a little table with a big book. He recorded everything. Every so often the master of
ceremonies announced in a loud voice and with great excitement the total of money
received, and everyone would exclaim over the young couple’s good fortune. This wenton
for hours, before we arrived and after we left. The pastor of the groom’s church acted as
our host and was sitting with us. As the afternoon was ending Sr. Sive said we needed to
go. The pastor would not hear of our leaving until we had eaten something, the eats not
having been served yet. He left, and in a few minutes came for us, leading us through the
throng to the tiny house. There we were greeted by the groom’s father and mother, and on
a sideboard, which was about the only piece of furniture in the room, they had set out four
plates of goodies and bottled soft drinks. Having experienced real Mozambican chicken, I
was careful and took a few cautious bites. Since we had not eaten since breakfast, the pop
was very welcome, and of course safe. I never felt badly leaving food in Mozambique.
There was always someone around who had not had anything to eat that day and would
enjoy my food after [ was out of sight. With many bows, hugs and thank-yous we were
again led through the crowd, back to our car. Just turning the car around could have hita
dozen people, but we got off safely with much waving and many smiles. The bride and
groom continued receiving gifts until night, then everyone was fed and the dancing began.
Sr. Sive heaved a sigh of thankfulness when we pulled up at our gate. He really didn’t
think the car would make it to the wedding and back, and I supposed he wondered what
on earth he was going to do with two older foreigners on his hands out in the country
under the hot sun. Actually, I wondered myself, and was very glad to get home to water, a
bathroom and a quiet room until 8:30 supper. Sunday gave us no respite from the ever
present novelas. 1 am sure Sr. Sive was sorry he had invited us to his family wedding,
because he felt the heavy responsibility of caring for us adequately and he knew we had
not had any rest or food. Iadmired him, though, for going through with it, and am grateful
for the unique chance to have taken part in real Mozambican life, within a family circle.

RICATLA SEMINARY

We were told to be ready at 7:00 AM on Monday, out in the compound yard, to geta ride to
Ricatla Seminary with students who would be picked up. So we were out there with the
first arriving workers, and waited about half an hour, then decided to go back to our porch
post. When Rev. Afonso left at 8:00 AM he said he would find out what was going on.
Again it was discovered that no one had told the driver of the car, and he had not seen us.
About 9:00 AM Sr. Matsinhe, the administrator, got stuck with driving us out. His was the
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only car that was in good condition, so we had a comfortable 30-minute ride, and he was
good company.

Ricatla Seminary was one of the very first spots settled by the Swiss missionaries. In fact,
the staff still cares for two graves of the early pioneers. The original house, called “the
green house,” had been remodeled several times, and was again in need of much repair. It
was being used for temporary quarters for the Clinic, and for housing retreat groups, which
came in numbers of a couple hundred. Other buildings included a large classroom and
several residences, some from 80 years ago, and a few recent constructions. Other than
these, the property was dotted with the cement-block round huts with grass roofs, used as
student residences. Those with large families had two linked huts. They had begun
experimenting with metal sheeting for roofs, put on in two layers so that there would be
plenty of space for air to circulate. It seems this also allowed birds and bats to escape to the
outside rather than get trapped inside. We visited an old precarious building, half of which
was a classroom and half a tiny library. The shelves were full, with books spilling over
everywhere, mot of them quite ancient. On the only bit of wall that was free, hung a small
framed photo of one of the founders, quite a famous theologian in Europe in his day.

DR. CHAMANGO

Rev. Dr. Simyo Chamango, director of the seminary, lived in one of the old Swiss
residences — solid brick, spacious, screened porch, inside walls often not all the way to the
ceiling so that air can circulate and cool, and, in many rooms, rick shelves and seats built
into the walls. Sr. Matsinhe introduced us and handed us over to Rev. Chamango, who
was our host for the rest of the day. When we arrived, he was in his living room talking to
a lady and a young girl, so he asked to be seated until he finished attending to them. They
carried their conversation in Ronga, as we sat and watched their expressions and looked
out through the screened porch to the lush green foliage beyond. When the lady and girl
left about half an hour later, Rev. Chamango explained to us that they had come on very
sad business. The 17-year-old girl was the only living relative of a man who, for many
years, had worked at the seminary. They had a little house on the grounds which the father
had built himself. Some time ago her mother had died and the girl continued to care for
her father, who had become bedridden. They had been harassed by the Renamo forces
over a long time. Because they were in great need, the seminary staff gathered some
supplies for them, among these some new blankets which were a big help to the sick man.
One evening thieves had broken in on them and taken what they could find, including all
the new blankets. Her father lost heart after that, and died. The young girl had no
relatives, no way to earn a living a was destitute. The lady who brought her to talk to Rev.
Chamango was looking for some help for her. He did not tell us what he proposed to do
about the situation, but did say that the girl’s great need is multiplied a thousand times all

over the counjry.

HEALTH SERVICES
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After the visitors left, Mrs. Chamango came in and greeted us. She had been educated in
Switzerland, where her husband got his doctorate, and worked with Janice Botha, a South
African nurse, in a Clinic held on seminary property. For the past eight years they had
been seeing 70-80 patients a day. She was also involved in the Public Health course given
for preachers’ wives and other women who were church leaders. The course was 45-days
long with classes from 7 AM to 5 PM. It was meant to prepare these women for teaching in
the community. They covered such subjects as Maternal-Infant Care, First Aid, Nutrition
and Hygiene. These classes were given by government health staff, after which all the
students went out into the countryside, in small groups with a teacher, and practiced what
they had been taught. After two weeks they all came back for a week of wrap-up classes
during which they could share their successes and failures. At the time of our visit, the 30
graduate participants were going out in small groups into remote areas, teaching and
demonstrating health-care for a day, or sometimes for a week. This was all planned by the
Director of Projects of the PCM, Sr. Sive. Almostall of the homes in which we were hosted
proudly told us that the wife and mother of the household had been a student in the course.
The food served was often meager, but it did show good balance and nutrition. One of our
hostesses, Marta, had severely swollen feet. The previous day she had walked 40
kilometers (25 miles) into the bush, carrying a first-aid kit, posters and basic health
information. She also carried the Good News of Jesus who came to bring peace to all
people. Mrs. Chamango went out to see about her work, but sent in a young girl who
served us tea. This was the only home in which milk was included. Later, the young girl
set lunch for us on the screened porch, then after lunch, tea/coffee again in the living room.
Mid-afternoon, after our tour of the grounds, we were again served tea just before we left.
That means that the girl served us, complete with table cloth and dishes, four times on that
day!

DR. CHAMANGO'’S EARLY YEARS

For an hour or two that morning, Rev. Chamango entertained us with story after story of
his life and of the seminary. He grew up in the north and had some contact with
missionaries that provided schooling for the kids. When he came south to the seminary,
however, he was shocked beyond belief that the white teachers expected the black students
to sit at the table with them for meals. That moment is seared into his memory forever, for
his only experience had been that blacks and whites never eat together, and never even get
in the same vehicle. He tried to make excuses and take his plate to sit on the porch alone
and eat, but the teachers would have nothing of it. They insisted he sit right beside them.
During that hour many thoughts and feelings tumbled around in his heart and mind. Fear
at breaking a life-long taboo, wonder at what these whites took for granted, and the
beginnings of a new sense of personhood. He was to go on to become a respected pastor in
Mozambique, to travel over the world and receive degrees from prestigious theological
schools. But as he told his stories to us that morning, we could see the shy young man for
whom a meal had changed the course of his life. (Note: Dr. Chamango was elected
president of the PCM in 1995).
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FOOD SUPPLY

The seminary went through very hard times during the guerrilla warfare. Renamo forces
surrounded it and at many points seemed ready to take over the school and property. Each
student bought and cooked his or her own meals. However, in order to help their meager
resources, the Seminary had co-op from which they could purchase food. During war
years an individual or organization needed to have their name on an official list in order to
be allowed to buy food at a particular warehouse. Several times Ricatla’s name was
dropped from the list with no explanations. A series of talks with officials, over several
days and causing many trips to town, usually got the seminary’s name back on the food
list. Atone point, nothing they did allowed them to buy food, so Rev. Chamango went to
the official headquarters, saw the chief walking by, and said loudly, “Why is Ricatla
Seminary not on the food list?” The chief gave an evasive answer about not enough food
and Rev. Chamango bellowed so everyone could hear, “OK, admit you are closing the
seminary. Without food I'll have to send everyone home. Is that what you're after? You
would deny food to the Mozambicans under my care?” Rev. Chamago then made a
dramatic exit, and the seminary name was on the food lists from then on. Rev. Chamango
smiled and said, “Sometimes you have to fight fire with fire.”

GUERRILLA ATTACKS

One very tense morning the seminary people all gathered in the sanctuary for prayer.
Word had come that the guerrillas would invade and take over the property that day.
Armed men were seen stealthily surrounding the large grounds, and they began burning
some of the homes on the far back edges. Most of the Christians remained in the church
praying. A small group of Renamo forces paused in front of a building. “What's in here,”
they asked? “Oh, that's the children schoolroom. There isn’t much there,” they were told.
The soldiers broke down the door with their riffle butts and looked around in the room.
Some old desks and a broken blackboard was all they saw. Disgusted, they stomped out,
called their companions and left the Seminary. None of them came back. They never got as
far as the church, and they didn’t bother the seminary again. The anxious prayer service
turned into an all-night praise service with dancing and singing and joyful reading of the
Word. Rev. Chamango finished his story with, “You know, there was a second room to
that building that the guerrillas never saw. In it we had all our up-to-date office equipment
donated from Switzerland. They could have taken it or destroyed it, but God only let them
come so far, and no more.”

RICATLA CLINIC ,

During our visit, a doctor and an administrator from the government health service arrived
on an inspection. They were responsible for approving the just-finished Clinic and
matemnity building on Seminary grounds, a gift from Europe. The building looked quite
functional and fresh, but had no equipment or furniture. The inspecting team said the
clinic could not open until the rooms had tiled walls all the way to the ceiling. Rev.
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Chamango replied that the plans had called for it, but that because of the lapse of time and
inflation, the original budget had not covered the cost of the tile. He said donors often
don’t understand when told that their gift was not quite enough to finish the project. The
inspectors seemed to stick to their requirement. Certainly the building was much more
adequate than anything we saw in use. Two doctor’s/medical staff homes had recently
been built a short distance from the clinic. One was a quite modern two-bedroom home.
The inspecting team could not believe that it was meant for only one family! “It's so big!”
they said over and over. By American standards it was actually a nice, small house. Ricatla
Seminary certainly has an open door for medical ministries.

MAUSSE CLINIC

We made many day trips in and around Maputo. During our two weeks in Mozambique
our longest trip (290 Km. or 180 miles) away from the city was to Mausse (Emaus,) a village
where the early missionaries built a large, and later renowned, school, a church, and a
medical complex. Many of the people we met during our travels had been born in Mausse,
or had gone to school there. From Maputo, we took a semi-deserted road for a hot four-
hour drive to Xai-Xai (Gaza Province), and then on past Manjacaze to Mausse. We drove
by villages and small groups of houses, almost all building with their tops blown off,
silently staring through empty windows with sightless eyes. All along, there were burned-
out vehicles beside the road. As we passed a charred bus, our driver said, “Many people
were burned alive in that bus. Each destroyed vehicle represents lost lives.” Few people
could be seen anywhere; most sought safety from the war in the larger towns.

In Mausse, the nurse-midwives and the pastor joyfully greeted us. Even though it was
already quite dark, they said they knew we were coming because the bird that announces
the arrival of visitors had sung that morning. There was no electricity (another casualty of
the war), so, taking my pocket flashlight, we toured the small, round, clinic buildings. Our
light beam picked up some movement on the ground. The nurse quickly stopped us, took
off her sandal, and killed a scorpion a few inches from our feet. Smiling, she said,
“Scorpion bites hurt a lot!” Most of the clinic huts were unused, the work reduced to
outpatient and maternity because there was no doctor, nor food to feed any patients. There
was a “Pharmacy” hut, which revealed empty, dusty shelves with an old box or two of
medications. The Maternity Ward, composed of two round huts joined together, had few
beds, no mattresses and very little equipment. An expectant mother arrived on food just
then, ready to have her baby. As we left, someone went to find a piece of candle and the
midwife gently helped her into the maternity hut. We were impressed by the joy and the
proud hopefulness of the staff. They remembered better days, were making the best of the
little the war had left them, and they saw in us the possibility of partners for a better future.

CHICUMBANE HOSPITAL
On our return trip from Mausse we visited Chicumbane Hospital, also in Gaza Province.
Eighty years ago Swiss doctors and nurses started this medical work under a large Ntondo
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tree on a hill overlooking a vast valley. The tree is still there and the hospital survived
several raids and burnings by the rebels. It was most recently rebuilt by the Red Cross.
The hospital continues to be the medical center for a large rural area. Mr. Joao Timba, a
nurse, was the director of the 150-bed hospital which had three functioning departments:
general medicine, pediatrics and maternity. The operating room was locked for lack of a
surgeon. The laboratory performed simple tests, and the 100-mAmp X-ray was inoperative
for lack of a technician, even though film was available. There was no resident doctor; a
physician came at irregular intervals from the government hospital in the provincial capital,
Xai-Xai. There was no kitchen; food was provided for the patients by their families who
cooked on open fires and slept under the trees around the hospital. The hospital laundry
was done by hand, and hung to dry outside or in a large shed which leaked profusely on
rainy days. The electric water-pump for the semi-artesian well was burned out, and no
replacement was in sight. The hospital urgently needed an ambulance, as patients
requiring immediate care or surgery had to wait for chance transportation. A very large
and pleasant building on the property housed a nursing school with 90 students. The
government was doing a good job of training professional nurses and of providing health-
education for the masses. Each day well-trained nurses cared for hundreds of clinic
patients. The grade school on hospital grounds specialized in galvanized-iron products. A
Presbyterian church and children’s school rounded out the services functioning on the
extensive Chicumbane property, another open door for Christian doctors from USA,
Canada, or Brazil.

INHACA ISLAND CLINIC

Our most adventurous visit was to the island of Inhaca, in the Indian Ocean across Maputo
Bay. We made the hour-and-a-half trip in a speed boat propelled by two 60-horsepower
Yamaha outboard motors. As we waded out to the craft, the pilot, Julio, a tall, handsome
young Mozambican smiled and handed us bright yellow stickers. Soon we were rising
with each wave and pounding down on the other side, only to rise again. Amidst the bone-
jarring ride he laughed good-naturedly and said, “I'm not opening up the throttle today
because there are adults (i.e.: senior citizens) on board!” The beautiful island had a
population of 5000 people living at subsistence level. There was no electricity for the small
modern clinic building or the community, therefore little fresh water. Malaria was an ever-
present scourge. Since a government doctor came from Maputo only every fifteen days,
nurses carried on in-between. The PCM would like a foreign doctor to take on the clinics in
Ricatla and Inhaca.

WHAT WE CAN DO

Our days in Mozambique sped by in dust, heat, and throngs of people. Through living
with a Mozambican pastor and his family, traveling with Mozambican church leaders,
worshipping in joyous services and listening to health professionals, we sensed strength
that comes from deep trials, and dynamic hope that comes from deep faith. Surely this is
the hour for Christians in the USA, Canada and Brazil to share themselves and some of
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their resources with a people who are coming out of the darkness of war into a new world
of peace. (Note: Democratic elections were held in October 1994 and the country chose

peace.)

We came home having learned a great deal about Mozambique. We see our task now as
that of communicators helping our three denominations look for medical volunteers who
can make a difference in Mozambique. (Alma and Alan Gordon, Sao Paulo, 1996)
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Down the Pan-American Highway

September 30. I am now on a bus (this is Friday) and have been on a bus since Monday. It
turned out that getting down the Amazon from Quito would have been quite roundabout
and expensive, so I never pressed for exact details. One travel agent did send a telex to
Lima but hadn’t gotten an answer back by the time I left. Another knew that boats traveled
from Iquitos to Manaus (down the Amazon) and that “some” of them arrived. Alan and I
found the perfect cheap way from Quito to Sao Paulo though’ - by bus, down the Pan-
American Highway. The only drawback is that Quito agents only had information as far as
Santiago (it isn’t a throughway of travel info). As soon as we got off the mountains
surrounding Quito (and I was able to let go of my luggage under my feet that the driver
did his best to whisk out the window rounding the curves every few seconds) I was hot,
jostled and more and more tired as the night wore on. Daylight gave me hope. 7:00 a.m.
we were let out - end of the line. What? We were nowhere! A kind soul took pity on my
look of disbelief and informed me, “We just walk down this street and wait for the border
patrol to open so as we can enter Peru.” Well for starters, one doesn’t “just walk down this
street” with a suitcase, duffel bag, guitar, backpack, poncho and five one liter bags of water,
which [ almost threw away at this point but for some Scott ancestor of mine. Iignored that
same Scott ancestor and paid for a boy with a wagon to cart my stuff. After 2 hours of
officials, passports, stamps, and general busy-ness, I got on another bus company that did
the leg from Tumbes-Lima. Hope increased, the bus was more comfortable than the last
one (come to think of it, the DC metro is more comfortable than the first bus!). We drove
into desert and soon I was even more hot, more jostled and tired than the previous night.
PLUS loud, incessant music now issued forth from the driver's tape deck. The migraine set
in accompanying me all that day and half the night. I vowed I was getting off at the next
stop (Lima) and taking the next plane to Sao Paulo - so much for the “perfect cheap way!”
A change in drivers at 2 a.m. produced a beautiful silence for a period of three hours and I
finally fell asleep and woke up rested and with no headache. 8 a..m. we were pulling into
Lima and I decided to continue my adventure after all.

My guardian angel must have gotten recruits at this point because from the moment I set
foot in Lima until I left on another bus (same company) 3 hours later, I was surrounded by
helpful people. Each with a warning about all the thieves and pickpockets around and
how I should be very, very careful especially with so much luggage. We, the recruits and ],
swarmed up to the information desk so I could check in with the next portion of my ticket.
The international ticket agent came around the desk and personally saw me through the
process, authorizing the baggage man to check my two large bags early, and then HE took
my guitar with him behind the counter “so it will be safe until you board.” A Brazilian
lady checking in for the same bus I was taking then invited me to her house to eat brunch
before we left but I decided to be a little cautious and regretfully declined. She showed up
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an hour later for the bus and so I missed a nice brunch. My luggage and I got safely on
board and continued south. Another not-so-bad-not-so-good night and then high
excitement as we neared Chile. There was a large group on our bus moving to Santiago for
good and their mood of exuberance was catching. We got into the frontier town at11 a.m.
and RUSHED to catch our bus in Chile for Santiago at 3:15 p.m. The border towns are
about 40 minutes apart which we did in a taxi (paid by my bus company) but the time
lapse was spent in customs at the border patrol. Four different groups went through our
bags. Ilost my honey and cheese which I had with me at this point. We figured the guards
hold an open market once a week and sell all the products they confiscate. And Ialmost
lost the recharger for Dad’s otoscope I was carrying, The guard didn't like the looks of it at
alland it didn’t look good when he didn’t understand what I said it was. I finally
simplified it to “a medical instrument.” He immediately asked what I did and when I said
I was a medical student he put it back and waved me on.

As we continued traveling in Chile now, our bus left at 3:30 p.m., food was served as part
of our ticket. Iate royally. Of course, the average 10 checks - papers, passport, visa, fruit,
customs, spot and whatnot - per country still got us on and off the bus. I never realized
how restful bus travel in the U.S. was: there you only get woken up nights if you've
reached your destination. Another thing I've found out is that Spanish really isn't ALL
THAT similar to Portuguese, and to hear people here try to imitate Portuguese is hilarious,
like they’ve never heard the sounds before when actually the sounds are merely arranged
differently. Of course, I don’t know how I sound in Spanish. Maybe people are just being
nice and aren’t telling me. The other passengers here are wonderfully friendly. I've
probably exchanged addresses with more people than Mom and Dad want visiting . . . We
get to Santiago today.

October 1. Santiago, Chile. When I got here, I found out that the next bus only leaves for
Sao Paulo Tuesday and I arrived Friday night. Buta fellow passenger invited me to stay
with his family for the duration and I decided God was trying to take care of me (found out
later from Mom that prayers were flying fast and thick all over Sao Paulo) and I have had a
ball! And dreamed of Brazil every night. The last week in Quito I could hardly contain
myself wanting to get back to Brazil. Alan and Fabi wanted me to stay a year and then
reduced it to at least three months, but not this time. As you will see by Alan’s newsletter
(if he gets it out before the Lord returns), they finally got their water pump installed. For
two days water miraculously came out of the faucets, then the well dried up for lack of rain.
Actually the water level dropped below the pipe so that we were back to hauling buckets
until it rained again. Alan got pretty exhausted and then a final straw was when the church
(of the orphanage) told him they needed the pick-up the same day that Alan needed to go
to the supermarket to pick up fruits and vegetables they give away - a large part of the
orphanages food. (The pastor of that church loaned HIS truck and a friend went to the
supermarket for us.) The next day, he and I took the bus into Quito - 2-1/2 hours - picked
up the truck and went to the Hospital Los Andes for a checkup suspecting Alan’s hepatitis
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had returned. We arrived at lunch break though’ - 1-3 p.m. - and Alan didn’t want to wait
so he just asked a doctor friend his opinion in the hall. The doctor looked at his eyes and
said it didn’t look bad to him. So Alan left. The next day though’ he went to bed for the
day instead of the baptisms at Nueva Vida campground with his church. Alan lives in the
state of exhaustion. This made two days that he didn’t continue with the activities of the
day so as he could sleep. Fabi uses the two Bible Study nights a week to go to bed early.
One way or another the body demands its due. So that Sunday he met with the church
council and was relieved of duties for a month while he tries to rest some. Another relief
was the orphanage board allowing one of the other workers, Manelo, to drive the pick up,
meaning Alan doesn’t have to run all the errands now or always take the group to church
Wednesdays, Fridays and Sundays. So I hope this month brings about enough rest for
Alan to get back on his feet. The day I left, Sept. 26, I got up early to climb the mountain to
the cross in El Tingo. Alan didn’t go because he is taking his rest seriously which I
approved heartily. It was a gorgeous morning. I met many farmers on their way up to till
their piece of land. One boy not more than 15 stopped and asked me where I was from and
wasn’t [ scared to walk alone. When I answered “no” he thought a moment and then said,
“Yes, we are peace-loving people.” He went on and 10 minutes later a shrill whistle turned
my head and there he was on the last crest I could see from my vantage point. That
afternoon, Alan brought his motorcycle to the orphanage from the house and taught me
how to ride it - sort of. We only had about 30 minutes but I had wanted to do that since I
had arrived. Then on the way to the bus station - both Cotopax and Cayambe were clearly
visible in the sunset, no clouds whatsoever. Beautiful. We stopped for fish and rice to go. 1
really enjoyed the times we went out to eat - about 5 times in the two weeks. We'd order
rice and beans (YUM!!) sometimes. But just to have Alan and Fabi all to myself was great.
Their day off, Tuesday (begun as of the 2nd week I was there so I don’t know if it's sticking
even now), they asked for permission to use the truck and we went to Le Mitad du Mundo
and was the museum there. Quite a fantastic display of all the Indian origins of Ecuador.
Plus a relief map of Ecuador with each level of the Andes made out of a separate piece of
wood. Ata glance one can see the highest peaks and the descents. Alan declared it the best
display there. We discovered that from Quito you go as high to get to the Pacific as you do
to the interior but after the one range on either side its all down from there. We also went
to Otabalo and passed near Cayambe and a volcano crater on the way. I only felt the
altitude twice during my stay: going up to the cross (well worth it!) and the day of the
baptisms when some of the church group and I played basketball. I was hurting after a few
minutes! The church has a family of 5 brother, 3 married and with their own families. One
of the wives, Dora, was GOOD. She’d score from half court almost every time. Because it
was s0 cool, I forgot about the sun and got nice and red - which kept me warmer the rest of

my stay anyway.

Evening - Just back from a beautiful day! They took me to see the city. We rode on the
subway. Bought my ticket to Sao Paulo after changing money. Walked downtown looking
at the street vendors with their wares on the ground. They bought me a beautiful copper
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map of Chile as a remembrance of my stay. We went to the zoo - saw all the regular
animals plus some 20 varieties of monkeys, llamas, antelope and a sea ox. They looked so
resigned. [ feel sorry for them even while I enjoy seeing them. The cutest to watch was one
of the monkey types - there must have been 40 monkeys in one pit with climbing structures
init. There were fights going on among what looked like teenagers of the clan, probably
male. And 2 mothers were walking around with their newborns. One newborn wanted to
eat and would hang from the mother as she walked around, eating continuously. The other
one wanted to explore, so whenever the mother stopped, he’d climb off and start walking
around so that the mother would grab his tail whenever he wandered too far or was about
to go off the rooftop. Then when she wanted to move on she’d give the little one her back,
he’d climb down and off they’d go. Aliki, the daughter of the family here, went to feed the
giraffes peanuts and this HUGE tongue came out that made her start back with a screech. It
really was like an oversized snake tongue, long and thin. Finally they compromised and
the giraffe would stick out its tongue and Aliki would pour peanuts onto it - I got a great
shot. We then had lunch and went to their son’s house. TV was on and I watched a game
show they produce not 3 blocks from where we were watching. Three contestants: 1st one
that dropped out got $100,000 ($US 1 = 290 pesos) pesos, 2nd one got 150,000 pesos, the
winner got a house completely furnished. It was exactly like any American show except
they spoke Spanish. Then we came back to Colinas - a little town 20 minutes by bus from
Santiago - where they live. Supper of hot coffee or tea, hot bread, cheese, cold cuts,
marmalade and margarine. I'm off again! To cruise the night life of Colinas with Aliki.
Colinas is quite a family town. 11 p.m. and families are out walking around the main
square, children on the playground, youth milling about in DROVES. Food stands,
discotec, parties in homes. Quite a lot of fun.

Oct 2. Gorgeous day! We went walking in the country - grape farms, peach, corn and
onion. It's spring here now so all the plants are small or just planted. Passed by a rodeo
going on but didn’t pay to get in so we merely heard the music and 'saw the wares out for
sale - everything a cowboy could want and the ponchos and hats typical of Chile.

Oct. 3. Ilove being able to see the Andes again and their snow-capped tops. Tomorrow
should be a beautiful ride as we go through the “Corridor of the Andes” to get to

Argentina.

Oct. 5. Day of the big tally in Chile - the country is deciding whether Pinochet stays or goes
at the end of this term next year. Yes - he stays. No - he goes. The arguments were flying
fast and furious over the weekend, mostly for No. The drive through the Andes yesterday
was beautiful, the road like spaghetti to climb up. At the top we waltzed into Argentina
and I discreetly produced my Brazilian passport to leave Chile and enter Argentina even
though I had entered Chile on my American one because US passport holders need a Visa
to enter Argentina that takes days to get, which I didn’t have. The official didn’t question a
thing. Pretty tricky, huh? I picked up a stone on one of the stops in the Andes to keep. I'll
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probably wonder what it is in a few years. We should get to the Brazil border (at Uruguay,
Rio Grande do Sul) in a few more hours. We head to Porto Alegre then north through

Parana to Sao Paulo.

Oct. 10. I am sitting in a lovely room complete with private bath that Mom and Dad said I
could use because it was empty anyway. My Pluma bus pulled into Curitiba (Parana) for
breakfast on Oct. 6 and someone showed me the nifty-doodle new method of dialing direct
collect on pay phones. Just pick up the ear piece, dial 9 + area code + telephone number. A
recording comes on and asks you to state your name and where you're calling from which
is then played for the other end and they can either hang up or talk. Mom decided she
would talk so I told them I'd be in Sao Paulo in 6 hours. They asked me if it was O.K. if we
went to the beach for the weekend. Now I ask you: is that a question to pose to someone
that has been on the road for 10 days? Oh, excuse me: 9 days, 11-1/2 hours. Well, it was
tough but SOMEBODY had to do it so I said yes. In 6 hours we were IN Sao Paulo but
forgot to factor the fact that we were IN SAO PAULO and it took one more hour to getto
the bus station where Dad had been waiting for an hour then. Sorry. All of us passengers
wished each other well - we’d been with each other 54-1/2 hours by then. Pluma was
definitely the king of bus comfort. It didn’t give food like all buses do in Chile but they
provided coffee and water (mine had just about finished by this time, is that perfect
planning or what?) at all times, plus cokes every so often. We each got a blanket and pillow
to use and the seats were lovely cushy. AND the SAME bus went all the way through from
Santiago, Chile, to Sao Paulo, Brazil!! No more walking across borders with luggage in
hand. AND the crew spoke Portuguese and could understand me! What a relief 1 thought
until I realized I could only speak Spanish now unless I thought about each sentence
beforehand (THAT got straightened out real quick). So after 4 days on the road, 3 days in
Santiago, and 2-1/2 days on the road . . . I got in a car and went 1-1/2 hours down to the
beach and SAT for 3 lovely days by the ocean, Atlantic this time. A mere 7 days ago I was
cruising along the Pacific in a bus near Santiago. 1 LOVE BEING BACK IN BRAZIL!!
(Sandra H. Gordon, October 1988)
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Two Nations

PART 1-LEAVING HONG KONG

September 1, 1987. With only three days to pack I did not have the luxury to check the map
of the US. When I saw mountains from the plane, I thought: the Rockies are beautiful! In
fact, I was flying across the Pacific to begin my adventure in this vast country as a graduate
student at UCLA.

At LAX (Los Angeles International Airport), I was surprised to see so many non-white
faces. 'This is not America', I thought. Oh, no. They charged me one dollar for a cart.
Wherever I went in the past, I was never charged a cent for a luggage cart. Americans!

I was making my first telephone call to my parents, to make sure that they knew I had
arrived safely. Chinese custom?! I was fidgeting with the unfamiliar coins in my hands.
Then I decided to make a collect-call. I dialed and spoke with the operator. What a
humbling experience! I had to ask her to repeat her instructions as if I did not understand
much English. Up to that point, I never thought that English would be an issue, as I had
used English all the time, in school and at work. Besides, I used to work for a British
organization. I had friends from the US and the UK. And I had prepared court reports as an
adoption social worker. I even edited writing of my boss, etc.. Later on, I realized that there
was a thing called 'accent'.

Two hours subsequent to my arrival in this country, I was on my own on the UCLA
Campus which was BIG. I was too nervous to travel on the shuttle, not to mention the bus.
Even when I walked I grabbed the campus map tightly for the idea of being lost was scary
yet real. When I looked at the street numbers, I was confused. 'Why was it not like the
Hong Kong system?' I questioned.

I found my way to the cafeteria. I was a bit apprehensive, so I quickly made up my mind.
"Tuna sandwich,' I said. Unexpectedly, the young fellow kept asking me questions: What
kind of bread? Onion? Tomato? Mustard? Mayonnaise? I stared at him and muttered: 'tuna
sandwich'. I thought: Americans are strange!

After dinner, I went to the dormitory. There came the conclusion of my first day: What am I
getting into? [ was considered 'brave' by somebody in one of my farewell 'banquets' .
Again, Chinese custom! I never thought coming to the US was a big deal. But at that
moment, I wondered: May be they are right.

During the first 3 months, it was so hard to think of living in this foreign country for 2
LONG years. However, there was a change in December, 1987.
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During the Christmas break, I went to Texas for a Christian conference with some friends I
met on campus. I had been going to their church, because first, I was in desperate need of
friends; second, I would like to learn more about American history and culture which
would enhance me to write my papers; third, I used to go to church (Catholic church) every
Sunday. Little did I know, I was drawn by a divine force to this particular conference, in
which [ was confronted with the message of accepting Jesus Christ as my Lord, not just my
Savior! Praise the gracious loving Lord who led me all the way from Hong Kong to hear
this message and most importantly, to respond to it. My life has been totally transformed
ever since.

When I returned to UCLA after the conference, everybody noticed the difference in me. A
professor pointed out that there was special radiance on my face. All the worries about
being a poor foreign student living in an alien culture were diminishing. In the summer of
1989, one week prior to my commencement for getting my Masters Degree in Social Work,
students were oppressed and killed at Tiananmen Square in Beijing, China. My plan of
returning to Hong Kong (which will be turned over from the UK to China in 1997) was
changed, as my parents were concerned about the political future there. I was able to
accept the reality of staying in the US. Now, I truly believe that it was God's providence.
Because of that, I stayed in California and got married with my wonderful husband (NOT
from Hong Kong). God is amazing!

Over the past 9 years, ] have learned and grown so much through the grace of God. The
Lord has delivered me from my fears and insecurity. I feel that I am now ready to
undertake more of His assignments, regardless of cultural differences.

'Here there is no Greek or Jew, circumcised or uncircumcised, barbarian, Scythian,
slave or free, but Christ is all, and is in all'. (Colossians :11)

'Consequently, you are no longer foreigners and aliens, but fellow citizens with
God's people and members of God's household, built on the foundation of the
apostles and prophets, with Christ Jesus himself as the chief cornerstone.' (Ephesians
2:19-20)

PART 2- HONG KONG AND CHINA IN 16 DAYS
(January - February, 1995)

(To me, it seems absolutely normal that I experienced cultural shock as a new-comer,
precisely a first-time visitor, in the US, in 1987. However, I did not expect to have cultural
shock when I returned to Hong Kong 7 years later. The following is part of the conversation
between Donald and I when we reminisce the experience in Hong Kong and China.)
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Donald:

My impression of Hong Kong is - public transportation eats up a lot of time; people live in
tall apartment buildings of at least 30 stories high; one in every ten people use a cellular
phone. China is a country which lacks 'colors'. When we returned from the small trip from
Guandong (the province next to Hong Kong and where Canton is the capital), I noticed that
something is missing - colors. Judging by the most prominent public portraits, the
unification of Hong Kong and China has already taken place - the ruler of both is the
'Marlboro Man'.(However Deng Xiao-peng outlives the ‘Marlboro Man'.) His billboard are
everywhere in the two places.

Marianne:

The traffic in China was horrendous. We could not cross the street even when the green
light was on. Of course, there were infinite number of bicycles passing in front of us ALL
the time. The taxi driver was like a racing car hero! About Hong Kong, I didn't expect it to
be that tough. Chasing buses and trying to get on and off the bus, as fast as we could was
too much for me after 7 years of living away from Hong Kong. I had expected to really
enjoy the foods that I missed. But, surprisingly I didn't find the suckling pig and roast
pigeon (the gourmet Chinese dishes, yet SCARY to many in the US) too attractive. The
winner was my Mom's rice soup with 100-day old egg (can be SCARY to some people too!).

Donald:

Talking about food, I think food portions were small even at a banquet in China. But
Prudence sure had a good time. She had so much attention. She totally upstaged me! I
thought I would stand out as a tall 'guei-lo' (foreigner), but I was wrong. At a restaurant in
China where we visited with Marianne's grandparents, 5 waitresses stopped everything
and just looked at Prudence, repeatedly saying 'ho-duck-yee'(very cute).

Marianne:
It's such an experience. When we returned to San Francisco Airport, I exclaimed: ‘Space!
Space!'

Donald:

Oh, yes. I caughta cold from the trip because the beds were not long enough for me. Well,
the rooms are all small. It was always cold, indoors and outdoors. It's like what my sister-
in-law Alison said: You feel like sleeping on the street.

Oh, I remember the trip to Lamma Island of Hong Kong. We tried to explore the area with
fishing boats ashore. There were shacks around, and they were so close together. We were
like walking indoors when we strolled on a public path. There was even a mahjong game( a
table involving 4 people) going on in the middle of the path. A lady just moved her chair
and let us pass. It did not bother her a bit. (Marianne Y. Gordon, February 1995)



