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Preface to Volume 5

After a one-year hiatus (note: there was no edition of the Travelogue printed for 1997), we
are back to the press with our annual compilation of stories, insights, and journals of
Gordons in and around the world, thanks to the renewed interest of several family
members who submitted quality material in the last few months - even without
prompting!

With this volume, the editor once again wishes to prick the minds of all clan members
who are traveling, journaling, or otherwise recording their thoughts: don’t loose those
precious memories to abandoned storage bins; get them to me so they can be
incorporated into a permanent, well-circulated library of Gordon writings. Our purpose
is to gather perceptions of kinsfolk in ever more distant places that we might all benefit
from the family pool of understanding.

Happy reading!

December 14, 1998
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“I Le Le Menke?"'(“How Is The Rain?”):
Through The Seasons With The Lelna Of Nigeria

JULY

On July 7, 1997, Steve and I, along with our sons Joel and Micah, moved into our
newly-built house in a small village called Tungan Marke [TOON-gan MAR-kay], in
northwest Nigeria. We are settling among the Lelna to learn their language and
culture and to work with the churches in the area to translate the Bible into

c'Lela [cha-LAY-lah], the language spoken by the Lelna.

Two days after our move, our next door neighbor, Pastor Ibrahim Gommawa
[ee-BRA-heem GOH-mah-wah), came over with a message from the village chief
asking if Friday would be a good day for him to come greet us. We said we'd be
busy Friday, but Saturday would suit us. Saturday we prepared the living room
for visitors, although we didn't know what time of day they would come. They
arrived around noon. Steve had put four cokes in the fridge to serve the chief
and anyone who might come with him on this official visit. Eighteen men showed
up - all in procession! We didn't serve them anything, but we did manage to find
enough chairs for everyone to sit down. The village chief presented us with ten
dozen guinea-fowl eggs. He then made a speech, as did the chairman of the school
board and the headmaster of the school. They all spoke in ¢'Lela, which we
understood a bit of. Pastor Ibrahim interpreted some for us and also introduced
everybody. Steve gave a short speech in c'Lela, saying we were happy to be here
and that we would like them to help us learn c'Lela. I quickly got together some
empty containers and cans that I have collected (prized objects in this area)

and gave one to each visitor. I suspect that wasn't a proper thing to do, or
perhaps it wasn't done in the proper order, but I hope they will see our desire

to be hospitable and overlook any unintentional offense. People here have been
so generous to us, like the blacksmith who agreed to make a hoe for Steve. He
(Steve) walked over to watch the blacksmith make it. When it was finished, Steve
asked how much he owed, and the blacksmith said, "It is a gift for you!"

15 July 97 - We are enjoying our new house and our village life. The village has
about fifty compounds. Compounds are the basic living units here. They consist
of a wall made out of guinea corn stalks surrounding square rooms along the
perimeter with round huts nearer the center. Both the rooms and the huts are
built out of mud blocks with thatched roofs. The difference between a compound
and a house is that in a house all the rooms are under the same roof and in a
compound each room has its own separate roof and there is a large open space in
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the middle where most of the living goes on. Village people spend very little

time inside the rooms of their compounds. Life is lived outside, close to the

soil. The people are subsistence farmers. Rather than clustering together,

family compounds in Lelna villages are spread about 200 yards apart. This is a
practical arrangement, so that each family's fields surround their compound. Qur
neighbors are very friendly and welcoming. My fear that we'd be inundated by
curious visitors while trying to unpack and settle into our new house has not
materialized. A few people have stopped by to greet us, but they quickly go back
to their farms. The rainy season (May to September) is a time of constant work.
Planting and cultivation is all done by hand.

AUGUST

8 August 97 - Rains come every few days, usually in the evening. Sometimes
gentle and sometimes with a lot of wind. Everything is beautifully green and
growing fast. Our house is surrounded by farms, and we can see our neighbors out
hoeing from dawn to dusk. Our supervisor and his wife, Don and Jean Lindholm,
are here for a few days. This is their first visit to us in our new location.

Joel and Micah love having Uncle Don and Aunt Jean around to read them books
and play games with them. We all hiked about a mile to the chief's house today to
greet him. The pastor went with us to show the way and to help interpret. The
Lindholms brought a giant loaf of bread for the chief. Bread, which is only
available in the towns, is very much appreciated by people in rural areas. We
were ushered inside the round mud-block entrance hut and were given seats on
woven mats which had been placed on top of raised platforms made of mud blocks.
As we were leaving, the chief gave us garden eggs (round green vegetables) from
his garden, as well as a live rooster for our supper! Fortunately, Pastor

Ibrahim was willing to carry it. I do not relish the prospect of holding onto

the legs of a squawking, flapping creature. I know, I'm chicken!

24 August 97 - Recently the pastor, his brothers and a local man who owns a
pick-up truck worked with Steve to patch up the road at its worst spot, the
place we have gotten stuck several times. The road has been no problem since,
though we've continued to have plenty of rain. The boys and I went to the Zuru
[ZOO-roo] market yesterday to buy a lid for one of our clay pots. The pastor's
wife, Mamav [MAH-mahv] Gideon, went with us. I find it helpful to have a local
person along with me when shopping for something I haven't bought before. They
help ensure that I pay a fair price. Mamav Gideon also helped in another way:
she "backed" Micah during our walk through the market. "Backing" is the most
common way of carrying small children in Africa. The child (which can be from
newborn to three years of age) is slung on the woman's back facing the same
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direction as the woman. Then a wide piece of cloth is laid on top of the child

which covers all but the child's head. The two ends of the cloth are brought
around in front of the woman and secured by twisting (much like wrapping a towel
around one's body when getting out of the shower). A narrow strip of cloth is
sometimes added for extra support just under the baby's buttocks and also tied

at the front. The nice thing about backing is that it keeps the child close to

its mother, but doesn't interfere with the mother's work. Both her hands are

still free. In the crowded market, we had an easier time getting around since
Micah was being backed and I only had to keep track of Joel. We passed a lady
who looked very familiar. She greeted me in c¢'Lela and asked if I remembered who
she was. I racked my brain, but couldn't place her, until she asked (in c¢'Lela),
"How are your pots?" Then I remembered she was the one who made the clay pots
for me! We bought a pretty metal lid for our pot and headed home. Now that we
have a lid, we can put one of our pots to use. I'll have Mamav Habila
[ha-BEE-lah], the lady who helps us around the house, rinse out the pot and fill

it tomorrow. Water seeps slowly through the pores in the pot and evaporates,
cooling the water inside. It is nice to have cool water to offer visitors.

SEPTEMBER

28 September 97 - We have had quite a bit of rain, a lot of it coming down fast

and furious. The crops (mainly guinea corn and millet, but also other cash crops
like peanuts and peppers) need the rain. Our hardworking farmer neighbors always
say "Na bomk a'Sila" [nah BOHM ka-see-luh] (‘we praise God') when I ask them "I
le le menke?" [EE leh LEH meng-kay] (‘How is the rain?'). So I guess it hasn't

been too much for the crops yet, though I don't think the farmers would blame it

on God if it were. They are good at giving thanks and not complaining.

We attend the local UMCA (United Missionary Church of Africa) here in Tungan
Marke which is about half a kilometer from our house. This morning we did a
special number in c'Lela during the church service. It was an adaptation of

"Give Me Jesus," a Negro spiritual which an early missionary translated into
c'Lela many years ago. Steve worked with the pastor to get rid of some Hausa
[HOW-sah] religious terms in the c'Lela translation (c'Lela is often mixed with
Hausa, which is the trade language spoken in northern Nigeria). Then we
practiced it for several days, using a tape recording of the pastor singing it

as a guide. Steve played his clarinet on the chorus and we sang the four verses
together. The whole congregation joined in right away and seemed to really enjoy
the song. I wrote out the words on a poster which we asked some kids to hold up
while we were singing. We want to get the people used to seeing c'Lela written
down. We, along with interested Lelna, are developing a writing system which
will be easier to read than those used by earlier missionaries. About 10% of the
Lelna have learned to read and write Hausa and English. We hope these and many
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more will learn to read and write their own language.

OCTOBER

31 October 97 - Joel has started playing with Gideon, the son of our nearest
neighbor, Pastor Ibrahim. The pastor also has four daughters, one younger and
three older than Gideon. These children have recently been inviting us to go
with them when they go out to harvest bambara nuts (related to peanuts) in the
field behind our house. We've done this once or twice, and they have brought us
a dish full of boiled nuts to enjoy afterwards. I think they taste much better

than boiled peanuts. We got back home today from two weeks of vacation at Miango
and a week of getting supplies in Jos. We all felt the difference in the
temperature from the cool plateau in central Nigeria. It is much hotter here.
Even I am sweaty and sticky, and the heat usually doesn't bother me. Joel and
Micah have heat rash and soak the pillowcases and sheets with their sweat (only
a bottom sheet - we hardly ever use the top sheet here). They don't complain,
though, and are happy to be home, after three weeks away. The crops are just
about ready for harvesting. Our house is now surrounded by fields of
twelve-foot-high guinea corn. The farmers plant their fields on both sides of

the single lane dirt road, all the way to the very edge of the road. Driving

from our house to the paved road five kilometers away feels like going through a
long tunnel.

NOVEMBER

18 November 97 - The rains have ceased and our neighbors are harvesting their
crops. Several pick-up trucks go to town every day now, carrying people with
their sacks of grain to sell at the market. Dry season is upon us, and it is not
expected to rain again before next April or May. Dry season brings a few changes
in our household, too. Salt sprinkles freely from the saltshaker, the brown

sugar turns hard as a rock, doors that used to stick now open and close easily,
doors that used to close now don't, I station hand cream by each sink and use it
each time I wash my hands to keep them from chapping and cracking, we all use
Chapstick twice daily, paper now goes through the printer without getting stuck,
wash on the line dries in a matter of minutes, and weed control in our yard is

no longer a problem -- nothing grows!

DECEMBER

9 December 97 - Mamav Gideon (our neighbor's wife) is making a hard dried-mud
floor for her threshing place. First she leveled part of what had been her

pepper garden. Then she soaked some leaves in a basin of water. The leaves were
squeezed out and thrown away. She poured the resulting slimy water over some
piles of dirt and mixed it in with a hoe. She got down on her hands and knees
and spread the mud in a circular motion with her hand until the whole area was
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covered. Then she let it dry. Their harvested grain is threshed on this floor,

then stored in the round storage bins (made of mud blocks with thatch roofs) of
their compound. We are now in the season called Harmattan [HAR-mah-tahn],
when the winds from the north blow dust and sand down from the Sahara desert.
The mornings especially are cold and breezy. Steve has traveled to Canada to
attend his brother's wedding. He will be gone three weeks.

18 December 97 - Things are really hopping. Today the people from the Dabna
[DAHB-nah] clan start their u'Hola [oo-HOH-lah] harvest festival. Truckloads of
people living in this area (who are originally from the town of u'Daba
[c0o-DAH-bah]) are going to the festival. I lost count after twenty-four pick-up
trucks, loaded with noisy party-goers in their finery, drove by our house. I

didn't realize so many people live in this area. It's a good reminder that the
majority of Lelna continue in the traditional religion (animism). They are the
ones who most need the Scriptures in c'Lela, which is the language of their

daily life and religion. Three sets of neighbors have come by to greet us and
bring food. Unfortunately, we have not learned to appreciate their hot peppery
food. So we accept graciously, then give the food away to someone else! U'Hola

is probably the most important of the Lelna festivals. Starting a month before
the festival is to begin, the young men make sure they eat well in order to be

fat. On the day uHola begins, the boys and girls rub themselves with shea
butter or body cream to make their bodies shine. The festival involves wrestling
and dancing. The boys wear leather girdles only, to show off their bodies, and
are well decorated. A lot of chickens, goats and dogs are killed and eaten. The
different clans arrange to have their u'Hola festivities at slightly different

times, so that there are people celebrating throughout the month of December and
ito January.

25 December 97 - For the Lelna Christians, one highlight of the Christmas
celebration is "chewing meat," since meat is expensive (for them) and only eaten
on special occasions. The pastor announced that everyone should contribute to
the kitty to buy a cow. They ended up buying two cows on the Monday before
Christmas. The men of the church killed the Christmas cows yesterday morning.
Each of the church members who contributed to the kitty got some part of the
cows. Our share turned out to be a large basin-full of meat and other assorted
parts. We even got two ears and a hoof! The pastor helped me divide up our share
of the meat. I spent several hours distributing it among six neighbors who

didn't buy a share of the Christmas cows. It was a lot of walking, going from
compound to compound, and my legs ached in the evening. I wasn't even the one
carrying the meat. Tabitha, the pastor's 12-year-old daughter, went with me and
carried all the bowls of meat on a tray on her head. People carry the most
amazing loads on their heads. Joel and Micah often try to carry things on their
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heads, as they see other children doing. They are quite inept at this point, but
hopefully they will get the hang of it. Joel and Micah played at the pastor's
house while Tabitha and I visited the neighbors and distributed the meat. It was
fun to be able to be generous and give something that people value highly. Today
there was a worship service which we had hoped to attend, but Joel had been up
vomiting half the night and Micah did not feel well either so we stayed home. We
huddled together under blankets on the couch and read books. What a dreary
Christmas, with Steve gone, the boys sick, the weather chilly, and nothing
special to eat. It will be lovely to see Steve again in a couple of days.

JANUARY

24 January 98 - We are just back from another trip to Jos. Our neighbors have
finished all the harvesting and threshing and the grain is carefully stored
away.

FEBRUARY

16 February 98 - Almost every morning and every evening (times when the winds
die down) someone is burning the grass and stubble off some portion of their
farm. This usually attracts quite a crowd of children, who like to catch the

small game (rats, etc.) that have to desert their homes because of the fire. I
noticed Joel's friend from next door, Gideon, had a roasted rat on a stick when
we went over to see him a few days ago. Our neighbors are also spending quite a
bit of time these days working around their compounds, fixing their huts or
building new ones. This last week has been very windy and everything is covered
with dust. It is certainly bleak. It's not all bad, though - people have more

time to talk (important for us professional listeners!). The big advantage of
living in a village, rather than a town, is that everybody speaks c'Lela. We

hear c'Lela all day every day and must depend on it to communicate. The rural
Lelna, especially the women and children, often do not know much Hausa.

24 February 98 - Today our neighbor, Habila, hosted a naming ceremony for his
infant daughter. The baby was born on January 25th. We received a printed
Invitation to the naming ceremony about ten days in advance. The custom of
having a naming ceremony is not indigenous to the Lelna, but Lelna Christians
have widely adopted it. Although the specified time to hold it is one week after
birth, the ceremony often has to be delayed until the family can get together
enough money to host a lavish celebration. The naming ceremony at Habila's place
was scheduled to start at 12:00 noon. The four of us walked over to their
compound around 12:30 and we were among the first people to arrive. At 1:00,
some young people started beating drums and singing. It wasn't until 1:30 that
the MC picked up the cordless microphone (that distorted his voice terribly) and
started the service officially. People were still arriving all the time. After
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some prayers and singing, a van-load of people arrived from Bedi [BEH-dee], a
near-by town. People sat either on wooden benches or on mats on the ground in
the shade of two huge mango trees. There were about 100 people in all. To my
dismay, much of the speaking and singing was in Hausa. The pastor of our local
church, Ibrahim Gommawa, started his sermon by saying, "We are all Lelna here,
so why can't we use our own language?" He then proceeded to preach the sermon in
c'Lela. When it came time to announce the name, the baby's father stood up and
announced, "Her name is Christy." The pastor took the baby in his arms and
prayed for her. Then the singing and drumming started in earnest. At this point
unfortunately, our family had to leave in order to meet with the Canadian
director of our mission, who was visiting in Tungan Magajiya [TOON-gan
ma-GAH-gee-yah]. He would be in the area only one day. When our hosts saw we
were leaving, they quickly served us some rice and fried meat. I was sorry to
leave such a joyful gathering.

25 February 98 - Thick dust and winds continue to close us in. The sun is hazy,

the sky gray. Temperatures bounce between 100 F during the day and 70 F at
night. Every night we see fires burning in the fields around us. We can see a

long way in every direction - flat plains with dry, brown vegetation wherever we
look. When there is no rain we are dependent on the well. The level of water in

our well continues to go down, and doesn't replenish itself quickly enough to

meet our normal demand. We are rationing water now - no more mopping floors or
cleaning furniture. Harmattan and no cleaning makes for a very dusty house!

MARCH

22 March 98 - Today we drove four kilometers to a neighboring village, Zadi
[ZUH-dee], for a special joint church service. The Christians from our Tungan
Marke church joined in celebrating the birth of a new church at Zadi. Several
families in that area have recently confessed Christ, due to outreach efforts of

our pastor and other Christians from the UMCA church at Tungan Marke and Bedi.
Mud blocks were made on site and the walls of the new church building at Zadi
are complete. Only the roof is lacking. Our UMCA district (including Kebbi State
and parts of Niger State to the south) is one of the fastest growing of the
denomination. Each area in the district has a gospel team that goes to unreached
villages periodically. The students of the Missionary Bible College (a UMCA
school 50 km south of us) also go to nearby unreached areas. The gospel first

came to the Lelna in 1925 through UMS (United Missionary Society) missionaries
Joseph and Mabel Ummel. Joseph's younger brother Paul later joined him. Paul
and Phoebe Ummel learned c'Lela and preached for about seven years before the
first converts in 1933. The converts all faced a lot of persecution. Christianity grew
fastest in 1946-48 when the soldiers returned from World War II. About 20% of



GORDON TRAVELOGUE 11

the Lelna young men had gone into the army. Those converted in the army came
back spreading the gospel and some became evangelists with UMS. They preached
every market day. Before coming home from the war, some even wrote to relations
to listen to the missionaries and become Christians. Out of an estimated
population of 100,000 Lelna people, we estimate that 15% are Christians, 80%
practice the traditional religion (animism) and 5% are Muslims.

APRIL

21 April 98 - Yesterday we had the first rain of the season! Oh, joy! Sandra (my
sister) is visiting us for a few weeks. Her presence here is bringing us good
fortune. Mamav Gideon, my neighbor and good friend, gave birth to a baby girl
this morning. They now have five girls and one boy. Sandra and I went next door
to greet the new baby as soon as we heard the news. Mamav Gideon was already
sitting up and entertaining a houseful of relatives and well-wishers. These
village women sure are strong.

MAY

10 May 98 - The pastor of our church returned yesterday from a three-day
conference on Bible translation held in Zuru. This morning he enthusiastically
encouraged his congregation to use c'Lela during church services. At this point,
Hausa is used almost exclusively in the churches. The pastor told the women and
the youth choir they had to choose songs in c'Lela for their special numbers. Of
course, the Scripture reading still has to be in Hausa, because there is no
c'Lela Bible. In the evening, fierce dark clouds rolled in, along with a
dust-laden wind. Then the rain closed in, along with the darkness. It is
wonderful to sit in our house and listen to the rain beating on our tin roof.
We've been waiting for that sound for many months.

11 May 98 - We found out this morning that the wind blew the grass roof off our
neighbor's house. The day's plans were all put aside in order to accomplish the
task at hand - put on a new roof. First, they retrieved as much of the grass

that had blown off as they could. They added some new bundles of grass to the
old grass. The three-foot lengths of grass were laid out on the ground. Then

they used lengths of bark to weave the grass together. The bark was first soaked
in water to make it more flexible. Two lengths of bark were crisscrossed with
handfuls of grass tied in between each crisscross. It took about an hour to

weave ten feet of grass. Then, the rolls of grass were hoisted up to the roof.

The frame of the roof is made with long slender poles collected out in the

"bush." The grass was attached to the rafter-poles with more bark strips, which
were threaded through a big wooden needle and then "sewn" down and around the
rafters and tied securely.
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18 May 98 - The third rain blew in last night with great force. We had hail for
a while. It was a good, soaking rain. At last, planting began today. Our
neighbors are all out planting guinea corn.

JUNE

15 June 98 - The crops have sprouted and hoeing is in progress. The day after
each rain, the people are out in their fields, hoeing as well as continuing with
planting. Steve planted some tomato seeds in a large plastic basin. They will
soon be ready for transplanting into the ground.

22 June 98 - Today we planted 212 trees in a big circle around our house.
Everybody's compound has a fence around it, and this is hopefully the beginning
of a "living fence" around our compound. These trees are called "s'anduruku"
[sa-an-doo-r00-KOO] in c¢'Lela. I don't know the English equivalent. They grow
straight up with thin branches also growing straight up to a height of about 12
feet. We got the cuttings from friends in a neighboring village where these

trees are used extensively for fencing. We planted the cuttings at 2-foot
intervals. After they take root, we will add chicken wire all the way around the
compound, and gates at the three entrances, to complete our fence. "We" didn't
actually do the planting. We hired one man from the forestry department and two
workmen to do the job. They added manure to the base of each cutting before
replacing the dirt in the hole. In the middle of the afternoon, it rained

briefly. Nice to get the trees watered right away!

JULY

7 July 98 - Today is the first anniversary of our arrival in Tungan Marke.
Throughout the year, we've been overwhelmed by the generosity of our Lelna
neighbors; we've enjoyed the quiet serenity of country life; and we've watched
the Lelna patiently wait for the rains, faithfully plant, diligently hoe, and
joyfully harvest. I am thankful for the privilege of living here and for the
many lessons I am learning as I go through the seasons with the Lelna.
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Sao Paolo Safari: The Saga of the Lamp

Yesterday was a red-letter day in our household. In the afternoon we set out
to town on six errands. Since coming back from furlough, Alan and I have been
trying to replace, restock, fix, find or learn to do without equipment/supplies/
furniture/staff/whatever- that is needed to run a Clinic smoothly. He found the
examining lamp broken and, the alternative being to hold a flashlight in his mouth,
we have been trying to get it fixed. He spent three hours one afternoon combing
electric shops downtown for parts. Nothing. Then he tried to solder the broken
piece, but his tools were not adequate. Then we asked a neighbor if he could solder
the piece. After a lot of hard work, he was successful. Alan took the lamp back to
the Clinic and headed for the light bulb he had put on the shelf. It had been taken.

He requisitioned another bulb. Some days later the lamp was complete, and he
plugged it in. It shorted the electrical system. The lamp retreated to a corner. A
few days later, Alan took the whole thing apart again, found a defective wire, fixed
it, and putting it back together, plugged it in. It blew the Clinic fuse again. With
its metal head drooping in shame, the tall, gooseneck lamp stood in the corner for a
couple of weeks. Whether all this time the doctor could see what he was doing or
not is open to question. I wasn't there.

So, back to yesterday. Alan needed a special kind of needle for local
anesthesia. When he couldn't find his stock, he used his Rio Verde training, and
improvised in a time-consuming, awkward, but "I've discovered America" way.
Knowing this, I had needles on my errand list yesterday (some people take all the
fun out of life!) and when we got to the shop -- the building was gone! It was rainy
and the day was ending, but we half-heartedly went to another surgical supply
house about ten blocks away. .They had the needles, short rather than long, but
needles. As we walked out, we glanced in the show cases, and seeing medical office
equipment, looked at each other thinking - The Lamp? We went back in, and, sure
enough, there were two models, modern, shiny and working! We came home with a
lamp.

I forgot to tell you -- the old lamp is probably 60-years-old. Alan &I don't think
that is too bad. That's younger than we are, and we still work! I do have a twinge
of sadness over the old, head-downcast, faithful lamp. It has done its job well for a
long time. It has seen much laughter and tears, and shone brightly in its corner,
helping the Clinic do a good job. Maybe when it sees the new lamp today it will be
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glad to go to an honorable rest, knowing the needed light will take its place.
Anyone care to name the new lamp? Alan suggests "Florence Nightingale" [not
"The Lady of the Lamp," but "The Lamp of the Lady!!"]

14
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The Road to Rio Verde

The arrival of a first-time visitor to the birthplace of a Gordon legacy.

We traveled the whole day to get from Uberlandia, where we spent the last
night, to Rio Verde, our destination.

The Silva clan has been most gracious, accommodating, and amiable. Jo and
his girlfriend, Hosana, picked us up at the airport, having trailed behind the rest of
the family for that express purpose. Hosana didn’t speak much English but while
Jo was helping Donald & Marianne find their next flight, we managed to
communicate a good bit with lots of smiles and humble gestures. At that very
moment, I began a very rapid on-the-job-training course in Portuguese, greatly
accelerated by having spoken Spanish fluently for years. By trying out phrases,
listening to others converse around me, and reading street signs and billboards, my
vocabulary is increasing furiously. I love language!

The Silvas, under the patronage of cousin-in-law Sergio, took us out to eat at
a ‘churrasceria’ e.g. steak house, Brazilian style. Everything was fairly generic
until a cadre of handsomely dressed waiters came out with long metal pokers
suspended in the air and large butcher knives suspended from their thumbs (rather
threatening to have big knives dangling so precariously). They proceeded to stop at
each place setting and offer their entree by plopping down a plate, sticking the end
of the skewer into it, and mounting the edge of the knife on the slab of meat
hanging from it. This was their seemingly uncouth way of asking, “Want some?”
They continued this ritual until they consistently got ‘no, thank you’ -s and then
they let us eat. More meat than one could possibly eat!

After dinner, we came back to the hotel and went to bed. I had unwisely
drunk coke for dinner and the caffeine kept me up until almost 3:00 a.m. Lots to
think about as I lay awake.

I didn’t wake up until 8:53 a.m., 23 minutes after we had promised Sergio we
would meet them for breakfast. Elsie and I hurriedly dressed and joined those
remaining in a light breakfast of bread, fruit (papaya!), orange juice, and coffee - all
excellent!
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Then back on the road (after giving each of our gracious hosts a souvenir
from the States). Elsie and I rode with Jo and Hosana, a tight space but wonderful
company.

The Silvas had decided to take the Sao Paulo-Rio Verde trek in two days
rather than one, allowing for a laid-back, even-paced trip with numerous stops for
gas, restroom, and meals. The countryside was gorgeous: rich deep-red clay
underlying plush green farmland, of which there was an expansive amount. The
roads, once we left the state of Sao Paulo, did contain numerous potholes, which Jo
carefully steered around, but generally the roads were not as bad as people had
made them out to be; we kept up a speed of at least 40 mph if not much more.

Finally, the road led into a row of cement-walled stores and Jo confirmed
that, yes, this was Rio Verde.

Rio Verde. Ever since I was a boy I had heard of this town. My grandfather
had made his career here, my father grew up here, and all the Gordon-side legends
began here. Here it was that Grandfather Gordon had centered his medical
practice, here it was that Grandmother Gordon had started a nursing school, here it
was that my father and aunts and uncles watched as their parents endeared
themselves to an entire community through unfailing, faithful service over the
course of an entire generation. Now I could begin to put visual aids to the stories I
had heard from childhood: the doctor’s home, the man with the strangulated hernia,
the man with the hole in his mouth, the devotionals at the hospital, the
Presbyterian church, etc., etc. This town had mythical status in our family and, lo
and behold, here I was - this was no dream!
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