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Tanzania Revisited
Sunday 14th – Saturday 24th March 2006

Sunday/Monday

This is now my third visit to Tanzania.  I had a familiar sense of excitement at the thought of being in Africa again. The overnight flight with Barrie was fine, although pretty much sleepless.  Upon arrival it was a bit depressing to discover my bag had been opened and the digital camera and MP3 player had been stolen.
We were met by our driver and taken, along with Rodney and Becky, to our new conference location in the CCT women’s training centre in Morogoro, 2.5 hours drive West of Dar Es Salaam.
We had expected 40-50 pastors to join us for this second Langham Preachers conference.  Imagine our delight when we discovered that there are more like 180.  They are keen to learn and responsive.

We were warmly welcomed by the Bishop of Morogoro, Dudley Mageni.  He enthused them to appreciate the great importance which the bible puts on preaching God’s word and gave his wholehearted support to the seminar.
The accommodation is much superior.  Barrie and I share a room with a small bathroom with shower.  No 5am call to prayer from nearby mosques!

I slept very well although I woke up with lots of mosquito bites from a persistent guy who had found a hole in my net.  Surely mosquitoes are post-fall!  I can’t think of any pre-fall benefit – unless they were made by God to inspire the hypodermic needle.

Tuesday

This is the first day of full lectures. I preached on Ephesians 6 about the hidden cosmic battle which is going on and the preparation for battle which happens in prayer – a key theme throughout the book of Ephesians.  Ideally I would love to be able to keep the sermon flowing using language and illustrations which are easy to interpret and apply.  However, this is not easy, and I feel I am still on a learning curve here.  It feels hard to make the talk flow, and obviously, it is considerably longer than it would be if there was no translation.
Swahili is coming slowly! New words include
Bwana asifiwe – Praise the Lord. Used as a Christian greeting to which a loud “Amen”! is the appropriate response.
Baba- father
Nizuri – thank you
Kwa Hari – Good Bye
The delegates are very enthusiastic (the singing continues to be amazing!) and warmly responsive.

Organisation has improved a lot.  Paul Hunter (the Crosslinks missionary) plays a major role in this and works well to help the Africans keep to time and procedure.  Frank, the clearest translator, put together a conference brochure with all our talk outlines.  However, finding someone in Tanzania to do the organisation will be a huge challenge once Paul returns to England permanently in the summer.

I finally resolved some confusion over timing.  6am is when their time begins running through to 12 at 6pm (they count the 12 hours of daylight).
Staple diet is rice and potatoes, beans, cabbage and a bit of meat or, today, a small bony freshwater fish (with head on!).

Barrie and I went for a short walk around the campus here and we were adopted by three very cute young children who held our hands as we walked around --- we could have walked right away with them and the mother seemed very relaxed about it!

We went to Paul and Philly Hunter’s for dinner which was fun.  They are preparing to return to England in the summer, so much of the conversation centred around the hope that this work here would continue.  Sally, their youngest daughter was very young when they moved to Tanzania so there will be a lot of cultural adjustment.  She is hoping to find a church where she can use her spiritual gift of skateboarding.

Wednesday
Slept pretty well --- holes in the mosquito net repaired meant I didn’t get eaten alive!

I spent quite a bit of time yesterday preparing a new sermon on “The character of the preacher” because Rodney and I discovered that we were both planning to preach the same passage (2 Timothy 4) – so I am now taking Romans 5:4-5 instead.

I learned a couple of new words – out of necessity, mainly!

Madgi Kwenyechupa – Bottled water

Kahawa – coffee

Sala – prayer.

I succumbed to an African “head banging” dance! (well that is what it looked like to me) – but that is probably taking me outside my British comfort zone!  And, actually, there is some controversy in evangelical circles here for there are similarities with the traditional tribal dances.  However, it is a natural expression of their exuberance and seems appropriate in Christian worship.  Their singing is quite amazing.  Someone introduces the music “cantor” style and they join in, breaking into 4 part harmony (unaccompanied).
We met the local small monkeys.  They have the same status as vermin here, mainly because they scavenge food and attract rats, but they are quite sweet.
Thursday
Freddie- another teacher from the Bible school - preached again.  He was obviously nervous about preaching before his peers and two visiting lecturers! But he did a good job with Jeremiah 7 – calling us to true worship of God, applying it well to their culture.  For example, he spoke about his congregation praying for rain and then two days later paying the rain man to provide it for them.  God wants true worship which means not only worshipping him in church – but living a life of faithful witness and consistency all the rest of the time.

There was strong condemnation of going from the church to the bar – and the inconsistency of drinking alcohol and serving God.  I guess rather like Christians I met in the southern US there is a sense that drinking alcohol is only for the purpose of getting drunk and going to a bar is not a social activity as it might be in England, but only for the purpose of intoxication.  Although the warnings about the danger of using alcohol as drug are well taken, and certainly need to be heard in the social drinking circles in South West London!
Students at the Bible school have continued to be very responsive.  There were over 130 here again today.  As ever there is a small minority who ‘niggle’ a bit.  Langham is very generous.  They only charge a small amount for the conference and pay their travel fees.  Bearing in mind that some have come as far as Kenya, Uganda and the border of Zambia this is quite generous.  One or two sought to abuse this by submitting outrageous expense claims, which is always distressing.  Although the poverty which many of them live in must make the temptation very great.

In the evening we met with a small group of potential leaders to try to plan for the future.  This becomes particularly acute given Paul’s imminent return to England in the summer.  One of the Pastors asked whether he could be “chairman of prayer”.  Earlier in the year he had been meeting for 16 days of prayer and fasting with his church leaders, wanting to find a way to help train other pastors to preach.  He was so encouraged to subsequently hear about Langham and wants to bring many more pastors to the next one.

The weather has been pretty hot and humid (as Sky News tells us that London continues to hover around freezing!).  Iringa should be a little cooler.  Sitting at the foot of the Morogoro hills means that there is quite a lot of low cloud and there has been rain every day.  In fact yesterday it was very heavy for about 30 minutes.
I learned yesterday that many of the men have had to plant and replant their Maize seed because rain is too inconsistent.  In the field next to where we are staying whole families seem to work different plots preparing the ground ready for planting.  Looks like tough work.  We watched one family work the field, Mum, Dad and a little girl who was less than two.  It is hard.  I went over and offered a bottle of water and a little box of raisons which they were glad to receive.
Friday
This is the last day of the seminar.  I woke with a bad headache and felt like I had a temperature, and was fearful that I was getting something.  However my head cleared and I felt much better in time to give my final sermon on “Growing as a Preacher”.  I wanted to emphasise that the bible says little about character as such, rather it ties it into the overflow of the believer justified by grace and now living the realities of earthly existence under Gospel imperatives.
We waited to hear news from Ruaha Diocese.  As the day drew on it became clear that we would not be collected till sometime Saturday.  In the evening we went to an expat bar with Tony and another AIM church planter.  Good food for just £3.50 per head.  The landlady’s dog was sprayed green in honour of St Patrick’s day! 

We went back to Tony’s for coffee.  He told us that whilst they were away from the home recently men armed with machetes scaled the fence and broke in.  Quite scary and just reminds one to be ever vigilant here.

Saturday
I probably shouldn’t have had that coffee!  I slept badly.  We waited for our lift to arrive.  There were very heavy thundery showers during the day but interspersed by sunshine.  I read quite a bit of my personal lent project, rereading J.I. Packer’s justly famous Knowing God.

The lift finally arrive at 5pm.  Africa time!  We travelled through Mikumi national park again and saw impala, lots of elephants, giraffes and Zebra.  The scenery was quite spectacular until we ran out of daylight and did the last couple of hours in pitch black!

The driving is still pretty wild!  The little buses have slogans such as “In God we Trust” plastered on the back, but I am tempted to say that their driving gets perilously close to putting the Lord God to the Test!  Indicators are another strange anomaly to me.  I noticed that our driver signalled right meaning any of the following: “I am about to turn right” “I see you there buddy” or “Please give me lots of space when you pass”.  Mysterious! 
We arrived in Iringa after 9pm and I stay with Fiona and Iain Oates.  It was a very pleasant change to have homemade muffins and sweet and sour pork, although I guess for sad reasons.  Such is the severity of the drought and impending famine that locals have taken to slaughtering their cattle.  A sack of Maize now sells for double the amount it was six months ago (46,000 shillings, i.e. £23) and three times what it was a year ago.  Many are finding it unaffordable.
Sunday
With little time to get over that long drive we set off for Magome at 8am.  Once we are out of Iringa travelling South East we snaked along a bumpy, but good, track to Kilolo to be met by Canon Ernest, the Pastor who has pioneered nearby church plants as well as built a lively Christian centre in the village.  There we collected his wife plus my translator Philip.  Oh did no one mention I was preaching?  Fortunately I assumed that it was a possibility!  The roads to Magome are bone shattering.  Plus, with the rain that has finally arrived they were quite difficult to navigate.  Red soil changed to dark clay and some parts were particularly treacherous as we skidded sideways towards the edge!  Anyway, you may have gathered we made it there and back, but I think I might have left finger nail marks in the dashboard.

We arrived in Magome at 10.30am.  The service had already been going an hour, but they were quite happy that we then filled another 2 and a half!  I preached on Luke 15, the parables of lostness and concluded by encouraging them that lost people don’t find their way home, they are sought and found by the son of man (Luke 19:10); that seeking and saving the lost is at the heart of God and should motivate and fire us too; and whenever lost people are found we should join in the rejoicing, even if they mess up our comfortable tidy church!

Not that Magome could yet be described as comfortable or tidy.  It is a thatched hut that was full with the 25 adults and 20 children who were there.  I had the misfortune of having to use the peat “hole in the ground”.  They showed us the proposed site of the new Church which St Luke’s will fund.  It is an empty plot at the moment.  Fiona (who I am staying with in Iringa) is an architect and is trying to encourage some planning and improve the quality of the materials used, which would seem very wise.  They are rather inclined to add or subtract bits to the building as they go along!

At the meeting after the service I spoke with the congregation about our hopes to bring a St Luke’s team next year.  In addition to building the church, they would love it if they could have a well dug.  The ladies clamber down a very steep hill to get water and then up again with very full buckets. They kindly served us lunch of rice, spinach and fish.  Barrie and I prayed the missionary prayer: Lord, I can eat it if you can keep it down.  So far so good, although I have had enough rice to last me a while!
Iain has good quality internet access so I checked email and discovered England’s disappointing loss to Ireland in the 6 nations yesterday (24/28).

The weather is a little cooler here – Iringa is high.  Not seen much sun and intermittent showers.

Monday
Spent the day in Iringa.  We went to Armani Bible School to sit in on a few of the classes – English and Bible, although I escaped the latter to go to the library to do some reading and sermon preparation.    I have two sermons to preach the day after the overnight flight home.  Good to meet some others of the staff team.  Colin Read is writing a definitive history of the East African church – particularly in the light of the East African revival - to be published by SPCK.

We walked around the buildings which have been added since I was here for the Bible Seminar I taught a few years ago.  We also saw the progress of the Maize which is currently chest height but will only come to harvest if there are more rains.

In the afternoon went to look around Neema crafts.  This is run by English missionary Suzi Hart who has an art degree and has put it to good use by training up disabled young people to make crafts to sell in a shop. She also employs graduates from the deaf school to serve in the coffee shop (with excellent real coffee and cake!).  It is an imaginative project and is doing much to reduce the stigma associated with disability.

It was great to meet up with Archbishop Donald.  We chatted quite a bit about the challenges in the Anglican communion.  But it is also exciting to hear about his enthusiasm for church planting and evangelism in the Tanzanian church.  I handed over the £780 which St Luke’s gave for famine relief.  He was most grateful and spoke of trying to support projects which would help them generate income rather that just buying immediate food stuffs, although given the expected severity of the famine, some of the latter may need to happen too.

We also spoke about the work at Magome.  The £5,000 which St Luke’s has given will be enough to build foundations and block work and put a roof on the new church building.  It may be that the team next July (07) could do some painting and other practical projects.  He was also keen that we take opportunity to teach the word – maybe the team could lead some children’s activities and I could lead a seminar to train the local evangelists.
Oh yes, can you think of three uses for Elephant Dung?  One I knew (manure).  The other I learnt today: it is used by Suzi and her team to dye the paper (gross).  I’ll tell you about the third later in the week!

We went to Suzi and Andy’s for dinner.  He is a vet, although much of his time is spent advising adults!  He took a friend to the local hospital and the doctor agreed that he had asthma but then the doctor wanted him to buy three lots of antibiotics and wouldn’t be easily persuaded to do an X-Ray.
Tomorrow, we go to Ruaha National park which should be very exciting.
Tuesday/Wednesday
Ruaha national park is a hidden gem.  It is quite a trek across rough roads, about 2.5 hours from Iringa.  We saw the expected Impala, Elephants, Giraffe and Zebra.  The elephants were quite testy – I think we interrupted one in the middle of its mating and it flapped its ears and looked very aggressive!  Although, I guess I wouldn’t be that happy being interrupted under the same circumstances!

We saw animals I hadn’t seen at Mikumi: giant lizards, Greater kudu, Hippo, and lots of birds.  The park is very lovely and unspoilt.  We spent much of the day looking for the elusive Lion.  My mind was very much on my text for Sunday evening: 1 Peter 5:8-10

Be sober-minded; be watchful. Your adversary the devil prowls around like a roaring lion, seeking someone to devour.  Resist him, firm in your faith, knowing that the same kinds of suffering are being experienced by your brotherhood throughout the world.  We saw much of his devastating actions – wounded Zebra - but he remained elusive.  Behind the carnage lies a devastating enemy!

Actually, we did eventually find him devouring his prey and, though looking content, looking far from safe!  

Dinner was served with the dozen other guests on the dry river bed, lit by paraffin lamps.  Great fun! Dinner conversation drifted into a rather frustrating popular academic conversation surrounding some home grown philosophy which two English teachers were expounding with evangelistic zeal.  Apparently, all humans are born innocent and are corrupted by having competition bred into them.
Apart from the fact that you would really think that there was one person in the world who had good enough circumstances to buck the trend and attain perfection, I wondered what they thought about the intensely competitive natural world which was on display all around Ruaha Park!  The Gospel is so easily mocked and dismissed in these dinner table discussions, but what else adequately accounts for the marvel of the natural world, and yet the twisted flaw in it all, not least in homo sapiens.  Thank God for His grace and truth revealed in his Son!

Wednesday morning started with a walk looking at birds and animal tracks at 6.45am.  Very interesting.  I learnt even more about elephant dung!  The giraffe has such small dung because it is very efficient in digesting its food.  On the other hand the elephant isn’t, that’s why he was causing such a pile up on the roads!  Although it does have the valuable function of allowing certain birds to feed in the remains – but that isn’t my third dung use!  The other use for Elephant dung is to treat fever.  It is rubbed on infected areas and even – yuck! – mixed, diluted and consumed.  I am sticking to antibiotics!

I also learnt one interesting fact about giraffes.  They walk with both right feet at the same time, then both left feet and resort to back and front for cantering.  Fascinating, huh?  The only other animal that does this, apparently, is the camel.

Tomorrow we begin the slow journey home.  4 hours on a bus to Morogoro and then an overnight stay with Paul Hunter before we end up in Dar Es Salaam for the day awaiting an 11pm takeoff.

Thursday/Friday
The 300k bus journey to Morogoro was fairly hair-raising (and late) but other than that, fine.

Good to be welcomed by Paul and Phily Hunter who made us welcome.  We enjoyed Lasagne!

Oh, yes, Paul gave me an idea for a fourth use of Elephant Dung (not that I am obsessed about it!).  He is having made an environmentally friendly boiler which runs on cow dung (he deserves a pat on the back!).  The dung produces methane gas which is then used to fire stoves to cook at the Bible School ….  Should work with elephant dung, I would have thought.

I am ready to be home!  Friday started with a 3 hour journey into Dar Es Salaam.  We spent the day at the Mediterranean hotel on the coast where I swam in the Indian Ocean and the swimming pool and we happily wiled away the hours until our arrival at the airport 2 hours ahead of our 11.55pm departure to London.

This has been a stimulating trip.  Rather a lot of travelling!  However, it has been good, and the times teaching and meeting missionaries and nationals has been very stimulating.  But I am ready to be back with the family.

It is a great joy to find so much in common with fellow brothers and sisters in Christ even though our culture and needs are so different.  We have much to learn from the life and health of the Tanzanian Church.  Hopefully there is a reciprocal sharing.  I know that I receive a great amount.
