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KU JERICHO, MOUNDOU, CHAD

African winter

ONE FAIRYTALE FROM AFRICA
There was once a Czech girl who lived in the village
of Ku Jericho in Chad. She didn't fit in with the others
because of her skin colour, but they accepted her
anyway and she felt good there. And while the others
were cold, she was hot. It was 35°C, as it usually is in
February. And at night, the temperature outside
could drop to 15°C. Shortly, winter... If this girl didn't
get boiled by the heat and the others didn't freeze to
death, they lived happily ever after...
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But life here is not a fairytale. You'll find out in the
following stories...
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TIME IN AFRICA
The days are passing. It's been a month since I've been
here. On the one hand, it goes by fast. On the other
hand, the days are so calm, there's time for everything.
Compared to our European pace, it is necessary to
slow down, greet everyone at the beginning of the day
and exchange at least a few words, sometimes even a
long conversation... Work doesn't run away. Every
morning we hear the question "C'est maintenant?
Now?" Clotilde and I didn't understand what they
meant until they explained - it meant "You've come to
work just now?" Never mind that our work hours start
later. There's is only a bit of reproach in it, more of
amazement that someone doesn't get up at 5am 😊

INVERTED EGGS
I'm amazed by the eggs. They're smaller here.
They taste the same. But they don't look the
same! How come? The yolk isn't yellow! It's even
whiter than the egg white, I call them inverted.
And why is that? You've probably understood by
now that it's dry here. That's why the hens don't
get enough fresh sprouts, so they lack
carotenoids, the dyes responsible for the yellow
colour of the yolk. However, if you buy eggs in
the store that are almost orange, don't be fooled,
it's not that the chickens live outdoors in the
wild, it's more of chemical dyes. So better white
than overly yellow eggs after all.

THE STORY OF THE KITTENS
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LOCAL VERSION OF WINTER

The forecast promises a beautiful 35°C in the shade. Lucky we
don't get much shade here...
It's hot. But not as hot as I expected... I usually put my
sweatshirt on before 7am. However, it will soon be over. Since
my arrival, everyone has been explaining that I can't be hot now.
The real Chadian heat will come only at the end of February...
So keep your fingers crossed for quick acclimatization.
Besides, it's very dry here. The humidity is around 10%. In
comparison, 75% in the Czech Republic. It's manifested by a vast
amount of dust. Sometimes it looks like there's fog. Thanks to
my knowledge of the laws of nature, I know that fog goes hand
in hand with humidity. So I'm not going to be fooled, although
I'd rather believe it's fog than dust particles scattered in the air.
They dry out the nasal mucosa and eyes a lot. But only those of
us with lighter skin complain, so apparently, that's something to
get used to. Also, as I've heard stories about the rainy season
starting in May, I'm probably going to miss the drought...
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Last time I introduced you to Exaucé. A cute kitten whose
mother and siblings died after she was born. Despite all
the care from me and brother Thomas (he likes cats as
much as I do, but unlike me, he also gets more or less
along with dogs, there are two of them, Telesis and
Resuscito), Exo still meowed and didn't eat... So Thomas
had the idea to get her some friends. And that very
afternoon, someone from the village brought two cute
kittens, one week younger than Exo. And what a change!
Our kitten started to live, eat, drink, run, and stopped
meowing all the time... Animals work in some ways just as
we humans do... We need to be around others in the
community, share who we are with those around us and
be enriched by others. We named the other kittens
Louange (Lulu) and Božena (Božka). We are not sure yet
if they are girls or boys, we will see as they grow up.
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MOON DISSAPPEARED FROM THE HORIZON
Every day without a cloud. Actually, other than
the dust clouds, I haven't seen another one here.
Occasionally there's a nice but warm breeze. The
moon is fascinating, whenever I notice it, it's
high overhead. I can't explain how it rises here. I
suspect it doesn't like the horizon, so it jumps
straight up at any given hour. And when it's
holding the crescent form, it's lying flat, not the
way we draw it in pictures. The sun sometimes
colours the sky in all shades, and some evenings
outdo others in the competition for the most
beautiful African sunset. Other times only a
round outline can be seen through the dust.

At home?

Unlike the locals, I live in luxury... I mean, I have a roof
over my head, a room, a bed and a mosquito net... And
that's something. Also, food 3 times a day. But of
course, even our life here in the house is in a bit of a
cut down form, I don't have everything here like I do at
home... We have electricity from solar panels, for
larger appliances we need turn on the electric
generator. There are even power lines running along
several streets in Moundou. Still, more often they don't
than do conduct electricity. If this JET news reaches
you, it's a small miracle. Wifi only really works when it
wants to, which usually isn't when I'm home :D

And what does my day look like? Morning prayer at
7 am with the others, then personal prayer. It's great
that our missions here can come from prayer... I draw
strength from it, I process things that are sometimes
hard to accept. When I surrender situations to God, it's
easier to come out of myself and deal with local reality.
Then it's time for breakfast and let's go to the health
centre! We return for lunch at 1 pm, then time for a
siesta (as the temperature rises, I feel more and more
that it is needed). And in the afternoon, we either cook
or tutor kids at school. In the evening, there is holy
mass, dinner, sometimes we play a game (Twin it is a
success, a message for my fellow JETs from Zaragoza).

And what does home mean to me right now? Gabriel
Ballet Centre. It is named after a Swiss bishop who
worked in Chad for many years. He died on the plane
that was attacked by terrorists in 1989 as he was
returning to France. His family then donated the funds
to build the centre, which they gave to the Diocese of
Moundou. And the diocese entrusted it to the Chemin
Neuf community. So, in addition to the part for us who
live here and look after the place, there are also rooms
and various groups come here for spiritual renewal or
weekend retreats.

There are 11 of us living here, three kittens, two dogs,
sometimes a few chickens, goats, and pigs with piglets.
There are also several caretakers, a gardener, and
another brother from the community who helps cook.
The community here is international: three French Sister Tiphaine (health centre), Brother Thomas
(accounting) and JET Clotilde. Sister Sylvie from the
Democratic Republic of Congo (school), Brother JeanBernard from Congo (laboratory), Sister Therese from
Benin (doctor at the HIV diagnosis and treatment
centre), Sister Agnieszka from Poland, Sister Marie
Nadége from Ivory Coast, Priest Elysée from Burundi,
they take care of the house and the various missions of
the community. And for a few months, Izidor from
Chad has been here in service. A community family,
Valentin and Brigitte and two of their daughters, Divine
and Benedicte, and a nephew, Faustin, live in a house
nearby. With girls, we do the dance workout
sometimes. Given the temperatures here, we get pretty
sweaty, but as soon as we go outside, we dry off again
quickly :D We also eat with the family sometimes.

Behind school desks

I spend three afternoons a week at school tutoring
children. Together with Laurence, I am in charge of
half of the third-grade children struggling in math
and French. I'm not at all surprised about French, same
as the children, often I don't know which article is
needed when, where we write é, è, ë, ê or just e. It is
class CE1, children aged 7 to 11. Two of the boys are
good at math, they can do multiplication of hundreds.
The others have more difficulties. And with some of
them, we spent whole afternoons on understanding
addition to ten! You might be thinking, how come, in
third grade? A little note on the education system.

When the kids come home, they definitely don't have
time to write homework... It's time to help, wash the
uniform and laundry for the family, go to the fields.
That's why there are three mandatory tutoring
afternoons in our school.
Have you ever tried to concentrate with an empty
stomach? Nothing much, is it? The brain needs glucose
to function correctly. If you're lucky, you get a little
porridge in the morning (flour and water, a little
peanut dough if your family has the means). If you are
one of the majority of kids, you don't eat anything in
the morning. And school finishes at 12:30, then you
either walk home or arrange to get 6 of you on a
motorbike to take you to your village. Poor
concentration and cognitive dysfunctions are caused
by malnutrition. Especially between birth and six, the
brain develops a lot. And if the body doesn't get
enough vitamins, minerals, protein and calories in
general, it will show up in the future... We see a lot of
malnourished children here. And problems with
learning as well.

School is not compulsory in Chad. Even if it were, not
all children would attend anyway because it's paid.
Tuition doesn't cost much, in our school 33 500 francs
per year (51 euro). However, what is not much for us, is
a lot here. And so there is a large number of children
who never learn to count, read or speak the official
language. Either the parents don't find it important or
there is no money. Or a combination of both.

There are usually about 36-39 pupils in a class. It's a
teacher says, the whole class repeats style. Or the
teacher writes on the board, the pupils copy in a
notebook. But that's more complicated, it assumes
ownership of a notebook and a pen. And these are
constantly lost or written on. Not surprisingly,
children rarely have a pencil case or backpack.
Notebooks are carried in hand or worn in
headscarves by girls. And the pens are the cheapest
ones. Teachers are angry that kids scratch. Well, when
you're learning to write with a pen on which you have
to press a lot to write something, I'm not surprised... I
never realized how lucky we are with ergonomy grip
Stabilo pens for first graders.

Despite all the difficulties, our school is working, and it's working well. This is due to the progressive approach of
Sister Sylvie and Valentin, who run the school. For example, despite the protests of the supervisory committee,
they let the teachers prepare their own lessons. Elsewhere, one person prepares everything, the teacher comes,
reads, leaves. And that's the end of his interest. But the committee sees that it works, after the last inspection they
even booked places for their children for next year. Besides, Sylvie knows the pupils (all 250 of them!), their
families, what is problematic for them. And when something goes wrong, she always tries to help! She is respected
and loved by the children and the parents at the same time. The group of children who come to pray the rosary
with her during the break is growing every day! 😊

Healing the wounds

I have been dedicated to my main mission here for over
a month now, helping out at the health centre. It takes a
great deal of patience and humility before one can be
truly useful... I've been observing how things are done
and why they are done the way they are, justifying to
myself why something should be changed and what
needs to be accepted. Yes, the Chadian health system is
different. But not that nothing works! It just works...
differently.

THE LOCAL STAFF CALLS ME "MAMAN DES ENFANTS", MOM OF
CHILDREN. IN NGAMBAY CULTURE, IT'S NOT COMMON FOR
ADULTS TO SPEAK WITH CHILDREN, EXPLAIN THEM THINGS OR
HOLD THEIR HAND.BUT ANYWAY CHILDREN CATCH ME
THEMSELVES, SOMETIMES IT'S ME WHO OFFERS THE HAND,
PROBABLY IT'S A RELFEX FROM BOTH SIDES.
My beginnings at the health centre were specific
because there are two married couples from France
who come here regularly every year to help out for a few
weeks. The first is Laurence and Pascal. Pascal is a
dentist. There's no other dentist around here, so you
can imagine how full his schedule is. This is the first
visit to the dentist in their lives for most people. And
given that tooth brushing is not in habit, we see pretty
numerous and advanced oral abnormalities.
His wife Laurence has a fantastic gift for explaining,
teaching. She tutors children at school, helps me with
French and the community with various projects.

The other couple is Marie-Pascal and Philippe, who is
an ophthalmologist. Eye problems are very common
here, whether the simple need of glasses (which are
brought here from France) or more acute ones like
grains of corn stuck in the cornea or conjunctivitis.
The sun beats down here, the air is extremely dry and
full of dust, and the eyes suffer, especially when
travelling on a motorbike on dirt roads (without
sunglasses, of course). Which is what most people who
can afford it do when they need to get somewhere.
Family-owned cars aren't around.
Marie-Pascal is a paediatrician, we spent a lot of time
together. I've learned a lot from her regarding
diagnosis, treatment, and even access to moms and
kids.

I SPENT THE FIRST THREE WEEKS
WITH MARIE-PASCAL GIVING
CONSULTATIONS FOR THE CHILDREN.
I WILL INTRODUCE YOU TO THE
STORIES OF SOME:
Marie. She lives in our village. She has deformed feet and it
hurts a lot when she walks. But that's life here. Since she's
already 12 years old, it's hard to say if we can do anything
about it. But I've taught her some exercises, we're doing
taping, she's started wearing sneakers. And the diclofenac gel
helps, too, at least for the pain. But the situation is
complicated when your family can't afford health care, let
alone shoes...

Romeo. He was brought here from school,
unresponsive, convulsing, fever of 41.5 °C.
Diagnosis: malaria. Treatment in these cases
starts right away before the dg is confirmed.
Unfortunately, rapid tests are not available at the
moment. He was given rectal diazepam (which is
called something else here), analgin i.m. to
reduce the fever. And a quinine infusion for
malaria, that's for severe cases. Sister Sylvie, who
is the head of the school, is incredible. She knows
all the children, she's interested in them. And
before Romeo's mom came in, she was waiting
with him at the hospital bedside...

I BECOME A PROEFSSIONAL
BARMAN. TODAY'S MENU:
REALIMENTATION MILK.

Karine. Strange case. Parents brought us a tiny clenched
bundle... A baby that gives you the creeps. Supposedly she's
two months old and hasn't suckled since birth. Two months
without food or drink, massive dehydration, malnutrition... If
that's true, it's unbelievable that Karin is alive! Despite her
enormous determination to live, she's troubled by a cough.
She's had infusions of minerals, vitamins, antibiotics... But
even so, she's not out of danger. When I came the next day,
she was lying in dirty clothes unchanged (the family stays
nearby during hospitalization, cooks for the sick outside the
hospital, takes care of them...) Here the children have no
diapers. And the parents have to be told to take care of the
child... not to let the child lie pooped, wet... We discharged
Karine, it was a complex case, we transferred them to the
central hospital in Moundou. However, the family probably
didn't even go there...We gave them milk, they were supposed
to come back for more in a few days. They didn't. You can
draw your own conclusion. Either Karinka's body couldn't
take it anymore due to general exhaustion. Or she was taken
to a local shaman and given some substance that, according
to the stories, typically causes paralysis and subsequent
death. I have to deal with stories like that here, too.

HUGE GRASSHOPPER, CHICKEN
AND STRANGE DOG AMONG THE
PATIENTS, WE GET ALL OF
THOSE HERE.

WHY DO WOMEN WEAR TWO SKIRTS

The African fabric is called la pagne. It's bought in the
market. Women make clothes out of it. Most often a
blouse and a skirt, both made of the same fabric. And the
last piece of the same tissue women tie over the skirt as a
second skirt. It must be very hot. I didn't understand why
until I asked Aissatou, the midwife. And the explanation?
"You never know... If I come across a dead body on my
way home from work, I can cover it up! By the time the
family arrives, it won't just lie there! Or suppose I meet a
person unconscious because of malaria. In that case, I'll
tie him with the tissue behind me on a motorbike and
transfer him to a hospital. We, African women, we know
how to save!"

WHO DO I CUDDLE MORE,
KITTENS OR AFRICAN BABIES?
IT'S HARD TO TELL. BUT I
MUST ADMIT THAT THE KITTENS
HAVE NEVER ONCE PEED ON ME,
UNLIKE THE CHILDREN!
SIESTA IN HAMMOCK, GREAT APART FROM
THE HEAT AND FLIES MUT MUT, TINY
BITING BEASTS.

LOCAL CURRWNCY IS
DEATH
C E N T R A L A F R I C A N F R A N C . 1 Death is day-to-day here. Often during dinner weABOUT
hear that
C Z E C H C R O W N I S 2 5 F R A N C S . either a neighbour, grandpa of that guy, her sister's niece or
AND SMALL MATHEMATICAL
someone else died... People are closer here. That's why more
T R I C K , H O W T O D I V I D E B Y people from their neighbourhoods die. And that's life. If a kid
2 5 Q U I C K L Y : Y O U D E L E T E dies, there's another one next year... Yes, I'm generalizing. But
TWO ZEROS FROM THE END
for the vast majority, that's it.
AND MULTIPLY BY 4. IT
What's nice to me, an old person dies at home (no money for a
WORKS WELL!
hospital). He is surrounded by his family (very extended) and his
I'm enjoying interviewing Isidore, he's 22 and is
here for a few months of service before his
university starts. I often get questions like "When
does the rainy season start in your area?" "We
don't have a rainy season or a dry season." "How
come?" "Just like you don't have winter here. We
have spring, summer, autumn, winter..."
"In your country, do you have chickens? Pigs,
goats, cows and monkeys?"
After lunch, we wash the dishes, Clotilde and I are
all sweaty, it's 30°C inside, outside about 150° more,
at least in feeling. We're splashing warmish water
on each other (there's no cold water here
anymore), Izi is looking at us incomprehensibly...
"You are hot? It's still winter when it's February!"

N'Dj z letadla

neighbours and acquaintances. They stay with the close family
and help them out. Then it depends on what funds you have. If
you have what it takes to pay, there is one morgue with
refrigerated boxes. But since the average temperature here is
currently 35°C, it's more likely that the funeral will occur right
away. There'll be the rest of your friends who haven't come yet.
The family members talk about what the deceased
accomplished. Just like us, right? But what's different is they
also talk about what went wrong, what could have been better.
And in the name of the deceased, they ask for forgiveness. And
relationships can be mended even after death... Nice, isn't it?

I have a lot more to say, but we will keep the system of the health
centre and a lot of other exciting things for next time. One final
photo of little Kadidja Abdoulaye, with whom I had a picture
already in previous JET news. She is growing well, thanks to the
milk we give her. The situation of this Muslim family is complicated,
for reasons of medical confidentiality, I won't tell you more, after
all, let's stay a bit professional even across continents :D but at
least the fact that this mom doesn't have any milk. And we can give
little Kadidja formula milk every week thanks to your support.
Here, for the most part, people can't afford it, and it's not easy to
get it... So on behalf of all the moms and kids who can live
and grow, thank you for your support!
Tereza

