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Dry and mango season

LAPHIA, HI!

WHAT CHILDREN INZERÁT
THINK OF ME

News from Chad is here!
The atmosphere in April is full of mangoes, the
hottest days and (unexpectedly early) the rainy
season in mid-April. And the rains are really heavy!
Besides, I'm increasingly running into cultural
differences. I am still involved with the children at
school and the patients at the health centre (HC), an
increasing part of them are malnourished children.

The youngest children can be divided into two groups.
They both share the hysteria. The children in the first
group start crying, screaming, covering their eyes as if
they've seen a ghost... At that moment, no gesture on my
part helps, but after a few times, the children get used to
me and I become their friend. And the second group, less
numerous, but all the more pleasing to me, the kids start
laughing. And they laugh and laugh... Each time they
subtly look to see if I'm still standing there, if the strange
girl with the light skin hasn't disappeared yet, and if I'm
still there, another burst of laughter follows. And I laugh
with them.
When Clo and I walk or ride our bikes, kids come from all
sides. We're a big attraction. They shout at us "Nasar,
nasar", that's white in the local language.

HOW DOES THE POST OFFICE WORK
There is one post office in Moundou and the whole county. And
yet there is never a queue. Do you know why? Because it's
permanently closed. But miraculously I still got postcards and
letters from a few of you, thank you very much! It takes two
months, so more letters can still come!
The village post works very well. When the hairdresser was
already several hours late, Sister Sylvie called the two
neighbour kids over the fence. They went to the village to find
Hortense and tell her to come. Then they came back to us and
we could give them something to eat in return. One can't
provide free food to the whole village; giving is not the solution
to the problem. But this way, the children helped us and we
helped them. And after a few hours, Hortense finally
came to braid my hair.
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MILLIONS OF TERMITES AND SUNSETS
With the first rain, all the insects woke up as well as spiders,
scorpions, snakes and frogs. We had about 2,000 flying
termites more in the chapel than we would have liked during
mass… And in general, the animals here, besides insects and
bats, number a few species of birds and then crocodiles and
hippos in the lake, but I haven't seen them yet. However, now
and then, there is a story that a hippo has eaten someone
again... Yes, you guessed right, people don't voluntarily swim
in the lake. But the lake, together with the termite mounds, is
a scenery I often admire.
Our house has a tower that pumps and stores water, which is
then distributed to our grounds. I'm incredibly grateful that
the water flows from a tap; local women otherwise pull water
from the well or walk to taps several hundred metres to
kilometres away and then carry the water in buckets on their
heads. Although the tap water has to be filtered to drink it, the
running water is priceless, try living without it for a day...
Sometimes Clo and I climb the tower and watch the sunset.

with clo on the tower

african sunsets
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MANGOS FOR EVERYONE

At the beginning of April, the dry season is in full swing. This
means that more and more people are having trouble finding
nurture. I see more and more malnourished children in HC.
And mangoes are coming to the rescue. There are mango trees
all over the place... And the taste of mangoes from here is far
from what we know in Europe... And the price too, I bought 5
mangoes for 50 F from the kids who come to sell at HC... That's
7 cents! But there are no two same mangoes. One day I cut
mango and was about to eat it. Therese saw me and said,
"There are mangoes for everyone in Chad. Mangoes for bats,
mangoes for pigs. For mice, roosters, bulls, ants, sheep and
goats. And for people. You must learn to distinguish which
are the best and leave the others to other species!"

WITH MANGOS ON THEIR HEAD THEY
WALK KILOMETRES!

MANGO, MANGO, MANGO

ELL MANGOS
CHILDREN WHO S

The fact that a road exists one day doesn't mean it
will be there the next day. When it starts to rain, the
path along the lake is under water. And the second
reason, the road in the neighbouring village is
blocked with palm leaves that sting. We didn't
understand why... and then we understood, where
the road was, now there's a new brick house! You
have to take a detour to the village now. There's
nothing to say but TIA, this is Africa.

clotilde misses climbing, at
least we have the tower

LA BOULE - CHADIAN DUMPLINGS
As a true Chadian, I'm learning to "turn la boule", a
specific way of mixing. And let me tell you, it demandes
a lot of strength! It can be made out of corn flour,
cassava flour, rice flour or millet flour, which is the
most common here. Anyway, in the heat, by the fire, the
women have my admiration, they are extremely strong
and resilient! I tried turning boule for 90 people at the
weekend. Wow, exhausting! Apart from that Clo and I
cook for the others every Tuesday, it means European
kitchen. Quite often I bake some cakes too, the excited
expressions of the sisters and brothers in the morning
when they find them at breakfast are worth it!
And btw, once I cooked dumplings, they said it is czech
boule. Well, if boule is made out of the wheat farine, it
tastes a bit similar.
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lasagne with spinach

la boule for 90 persons

SCHOOL MEDICAL VISITS
One of my missions I haven't told you about yet is school medicine. The
community operates a kindergarten and elementary school, and HC was initially
established as a nursery for school children. Clotilde and I go through the
classrooms one by one so that each child has a basic check-up once a year. We
measure the children, weigh them, and check which ones are malnourished
according to WHO standards. And there are quite a lot! In kindergarten it was
every 4th child. And you have to remember that these are children whose
parents can afford to pay for their schooling... So you can imagine what the
situation is like among the children from the village who don't even go to
school... Next, we check the children's eyesight and teeth, we can send them to
the ophthalmologist or the dentist when Pascal was here, now we are preparing
a list of children to the dentist for next year. We also do basic clinical
examinations on the children, and often we can detect malaria before it
becomes too serious. We can see that some of the children are interested in
health, sometimes we let them use the stethoscope to listen to the heartbeat,
their amazed faces are worth it, that’s how vocations are born!
In addition, we have been handing out antiparasitic medications at school as
part of a national campaign. And another big project was toothbrushes! Many of
you bought a few before I left, and I packed them all in my suitcase and brought
them here. The other part of the toothbrushes came the same way from France.
Almost 300 in all! We sorted them all out, picked out the ones with the smallest
and softest heads for the kindergarten kids and went to the classrooms. We
started with a little poll in each classroom to see which children were brushing
their teeth, how often and why. And the results were really sad, on average,
there is about 1 child out of 37 in the class who brushes their teeth at least
once a day. We explained to the children why it is important to brush their
teeth, what caries are. Then we all brushed our teeth together so that the
children could experience at least a little bit and create the habit.
I have seen a face perforated for tooth decay several times in HC, the whole
half of their face full of pus, really not nice to see. You can buy toothbrushes
here, however only hard ones and they cost 500 F, a price that people from the
village won't pay for. And there are no toothbrushes for children. That's why I'm
so glad we could do this project. And the children are really motivated, some
parents told me that their children brush now enthusiastically teeth twice a
day!

We continue to tutor at school in the afternoons. I often
work with one or two children who are having the most
trouble. We practise especially addition, I have made them
flashcards, they have to learn to count at least enough to
understand for how much money can buy food for the
family... But it's challenging, sometimes I don't know how
to reexplain the most basic things in a different way so that
they understand... But what is true that take make efforts.
And it's hard to stay concentrated in the 50 degrees in the
classroom, even for me. Clotilde and I have also been put in
charge of a group of children who can't write nicely, so we
are practising legible writing. But with pens that have to
be pushed with a lot of strength it's not easy. But I must
add that the children take it as a big win when they are
chosen for our group. We have a very different approach to
them than the teachers, here even physical punishment is
practised, not easy for me to look at. But the children are
also beginning to understand our style of European
authority and pedagogy.

THURSDAYS WITH MOMS AND THEIR BABIES
Thursday is the day when mothers come to vaccinate their children. And
often they want formula milk. Sometimes they don't have breast milk. Or
more often they have breast milk but for some reason don't want to give it
to their babies. There is a strong belief that sometimes milk is bad and kills
babies. How do you know? You do the "Ant Test". A mother puts some of her
milk from the suspect breast into a bowl. Then she picks up an ant on the
ground and drops it into the milk. If the ant dies, the milk is bad.
Interesting hypothesis, I just think that the credibility of the test would be
increased by counting, for example, the force with which the ant was
squashed between the fingers before it was thrown into the milk, the ability
of the ant to swim or the time the ant has to stay alive, according to the laws
of nature it will die sooner or later... But such details are not taken into
account by local tradition. And so it takes work to explain to mothers that
formula is not what will help them, that the baby needs breast milk, and that
a mother who has breasts overflowing with milk needs the baby to suckle...
The beliefs are rooted very deeply, and in order to refute them, I have to
learn to know just such traditions.
Another group is malnourished children. How do we find them? Occasionally
a mother will come with her child to accompany another. Sometimes Kimel,
who goes to the villages to vaccinate the children, sends them. Sometimes I
see a mom who came for her own health problems and took a child with
here. It becomes easier and easier for me to feel when something isn’t as it
should be for the children. We offer to give the mother a free basic checkup for the child. If needed, we'll help with renutrition. She just has to buy
him a health notebook for 30 cents, where we'll record everything. And mom
has to agree, it’s not only about giving her realimentation milk, she has to change nutrition
habits. And then we follow the WHO recommendations. Kenesse is a nurse, he has
finished his three-year university degree and has done an internship at the renutrition
unit in N'Dj. Now he does his internship in our HC, so we work together. The degree of
malnutrition - the child's location on the weight/height and weight/age curves, and the
arm circumference will determine the degree of malnutrition. Then we need to talk to the
mom, find the reason. No money, no food? Or do they just eat flour porridge? Does the
child refuse to eat? Does mom still breastfeed? Is the baby vomiting, has diarrhea? Is he
often sick? What was the birth weight? Who takes care of the baby, what is the family
situation, is the father at home or living with a second or third wife? Are there other
children at home, if so, how are they? And much more, it is a very complex issue.
Malnutrition is a gateway for many other diseases that lead to worsening malnutrition, a
vicious circle. The most malnourished child I saw was little Arisala, 3.3 kg, arm
circumference 8.7 cm! The threshold for malnutrition is 12.5. So imagine how skinny her
arm was. You can take a tape measure and try to measure the circumference of your arm
to get a better idea. We have a doctor living with us, Therese, who's from Benin and works
at the HIV diagnostic and treatment center. On Saturdays when she doesn't go there, she
sometimes comes to our HC (we work 6 days a week here). Then I can present her all the
children I have questions about diagnosis or treatment.

And before I arrived, who took care
of the malnourished children? Two
years ago another JET, but he had
to leave at the beginning of Covid,
the borders got closed. The local
staff don't pay much attention to
malnutrition. They treat infections,
symptoms.
They don't have time
for renutrition and they don't even see it as ultraimportant. They're used to seeing malnourished
children, they don't consider it as anything unusual,
it's their parent's problem, not ours... Sometimes I
am shocked by their attitude, sometimes they talk
to me as if I am young, white and a girl, which
means nothing rather than something to the male
staff (unless they are thinking about me becoming
their third wife). The Chadians are very proud, they
know best. But I don't want to generalize, people
are the same everywhere in the world, some know
it all and others appreciate the time Clo and I give
here. Sometimes these moments are difficult for
me, but at least it makes me understand better the
suffering of local women... After all, it doesn't
happen in Europe that someone looks down on me
so much just because I'm a girl. It's not pleasant, I
can tell you that! And it's the women who do the
hardest work here. I admire their perseverance and
humility...

SUNDAY IN CHADIAN STYLE
One Sunday Benedicte invited us, we know her from the youth weekend and
she also sings every week at the prayer group that the community holds in
town. Fortunately, she lives not far from us, so Clotilde and I could come.
Her parents weren't home (dad is her own, but her mom lives elsewhere, this
one is his second wife). But the kids were all home. And not only theirs, but
from the whole neighbourhood. The way life works here is that the kids are
wherever there's something interesting. We cooked together, in a casserole
out on the fire. The menu is traditional Chadian, la boule - manioc flour
boiled with water and filled into bowls, which are then inverted onto a plate.
Sounds simple, but anyone who hasn't tried to turn the boule can't imagine
how hard job the women have (the men don't cook). In 40 degree heat, over a
fire, mixing with all your force is a real workout. In the second pot we
cooked la sauce long, long sauce. It's long because it is elastic. I told you
about the slimy gombo. This is even higher level! And what's it made of? Lots
of ingredients you buy at the market in little plastic bags, most of which
don't even have a name in French, let alone Czech, it’s only in Ngambay. And
the texture is thanks to a dried plant that looks like dried stems. According
to tradition, a little girl who hasn't yet become a woman sits aside and rubs
the stems between her hands. After a while, they begin to foam and form a
transparent slimy mass. Meanwhile, the sauce is left to cool. At the end,
everything is mixed together, the magi cubes are added (to all the meals
here), and we can eat. Even though the father of the family is not home, we
have to serve him a big portion of food first. Then it's served for the other
men. Then for us women. And finally, leftovers for the kids. We eat outside
on a mat called la nat. At the end we cook la bouille, porridge. It's based on
rice, flour, sugar, fermented milk and peanut dough, which is not expensive
here, it's very similar to peanut butter, and it's put in a lot of sauces here,
which is great because it adds at least a little protein. I was quite surprised
when Bene’s little sister who is 14 year old, got on a giant motorbike and
went to the market in town to get milk. They say anyone who dares drives
here. On the way back she ran out of gas, so she pushed a motorcycle twice
her size in the giant heat, the money was only enough for milk, not for gas.
IF YOU DON'T HAVE SPOONS, NO PROBLEM, YOU
CAN BEND A MANGO LIST AS AN ALTERNATIVE!

MEAL IS SHARED, EVEN WITH ANIMALS, THERE
ARE GOATS, DOGS, CHICKEN AND DUCKS RUNNING
AROUND, IN A MOMENT OF INATTENTION THEY
PUT MOUTH OR BEAK INTO THE MEAL.
All the children had a lot of fun watching two white girls trying to
cook in Chadian style, and we never stopped wondering how little
children can cook, use a knife, and crush garlic. Or easily grab a
hot pot with their hands and take it off the fire. In the evening
we walked back to our place, the girls accompanied us. And not
only them, but all the children from the village also joined us,
running around us, shouting "nasar, nasar" and trying to touch us.

CHILDREN LOVED THE SUNSCREEN, THEY HAVE NEVER SEEN IT BEFORE AND FOUND OUT THAT THEIR SKIN STAYS A
BIT VIOLET AFTER! THEY HOPE THAT IF THEY PUT A BIG AMOUNT, THEY WILL BECOME WHITE AS US!
We went for a walk to the lake, we saw hippo
footmarks on the shore! And by the way, the
bricks are being made a lot here now. Everyone
is trying to dry them before the real beginning
of rainy season, so far, it's just been a foretaste.

WEEKEND - YOUTH MISSION
The community organized a weekend for teens 14-18 years
old. Over 90 of them came! Clo and I prepared games for
them, taught them the choreography we created with
other JETs in Zaragoza, for the vibes, put on the music
while reading - Webale, a song by a choir from Uganda, the
lyrics say "Thank you, God, for all you do". The whole
weekend was full of joy and energy. And also unique in a
way that the poorest children from the village are together
with children of wealthier parents from the town, some
even brought by car! And the children have fun together.
Because anyone can take their relationship with God a
little further no matter how rich they are, God's love for us
is free!

Another day Bene came to us, I taught her to
bake czech apple cake. Unfortunately she won't
be able to bake it at home, there are no ovens in
the huts. And besides, hardly anyone ever tastes
apples because they are imported, they are as
expensive as mangoes in Europe.
We returned to Bene, while Clotilde was
teaching her to read music (Bene sings really
well, but music is not taught here at school),
Kenesse and I started playing games with the
children. They enjoyed it a lot, and gradually
more and more children from all the neighbors
started to come into the yard and join in the
games. When we were leaving, the kids told us
they wished we would come over more often
because when we are there, all the kids play
together, no one is left out of the group.

EASTER

The other community mission is for youth 18-30 years old.
With these we visited the hospital. During Lent everyone
saved some money and bought soap for it. This we then
distributed to mothers in the maternity ward and to children
hospitalized in the paediatric ward, soap is a necessity here,
but often missing when there’s no money. We also celebrated
Mass for the patients, we went around the wards and invited
people (the families of the sick camp on the mats in front of
the rooms). I was very touched that people from different
churches came and we prayed together. At the end, they
spontaneously started telling us why they were there and who
they had sick. I didn't understand much of the Ngambay, but I
still found the whole situation very nice. And the state of the
hospital? I don't know if you can see that from the pictures.
But I'm glad I'm nohospitaliseded here.

After forty days of Lent, Easter came. About 15 young Chadians came to
celebrate it with us. I was on the music team during the masses, playing the
flute or singing. On Thursday, as Christians, we remember the last supper of
Jesus with his disciples when He washed their feet. During the mass we had
the opportunity to wash someone else's feet. It's actually an incredibly
profound gesture, I don't blame Peter at all for not wanting to allow Jesus to
touch his feet... But the thought that follows is, am I willing to allow others to
care for me and help me? Friday is a day of prayer, of thinking about what
Jesus' death means to me... Saturday is a day of tension, a day of waiting. And
in the evening, a celebration of the resurrection! Because Jesus' story doesn't
end with His death. And people all over the world know it! In the Czech
Republic, I never realized so much that people do celebrate the
commemoration of Jesus' resurrection really all over the world on the
same night... It's not just a fairy tale that a few people in my surroundings
believe... But there are millions of people all over the world who have
experienced that God lives, yes, even today. The Easter vigil was very nice,
we even danced during it, together with three girls we prepared a dance to
the hymn of Moses. And at the end of the mass, still in the church,
everyone started dancing, in the African way, and it was a very lively
celebration full of sincere joy and gratitude.
On Sunday, we went to Mass at the parish, and Benedicte (the daughter of
the family who lives with us) had her First Holy Communion. The mass
lasted 5 hours! It included baptisms (not many babies are baptised here,
more like teenagers), several weddings and a first communion! We sat on the
benches outside, under the tree, but as the sun moved, it always caught up
with us, we moved the bench a little further away, and so on and on... In the
end we ended up in the same place we started, only my back, despite a layer
of sunscreen, couldn't quite resist the African sun and is still blushing... But I
was amused by one man, coming out in my dark red dress after Mass,
starting to feel the sunburn on my back, and he asks me innocently: "Is that
how the dress dyed you? " They don't know anything like burnt skin here.
After the mass we had a celebration at family's house for Bene and
Chanceline, who was baptised, you can recognise them thanks to white scarf
which they will be wearing for 45 days now.

I haven't seen anything like
local easter decoration here,
I still dyed onion eggs and
baked mazanec, traditional
czech Easter cake, everyone
loved it!

AT THE END ONE REAL-LIFE STORY

Eveline (name changed) is a very kind girl from our school, she is 14. She lives
at home with her older sister Opportune (16) and younger sister Claire (7).
Dad left them a few years ago. Mum died two years ago. They found boxes
of antiretrovirals under her mat, she was supposed to take them and didn’t.
She never told her daughters about HIV. So our girls, who have become
orphans, in the middle of mourning, get tested for HIV. Opportune and
Claire tested negative, Eveline, at 12 years old, finds out she's been sharing
her body with the virus since she was a little girl. It's not an easy thing to
deal with. For a long time, she refuses to repeat her birth date, as if it is
linked to the beginning of the disease for her. Usually, when children are
orphaned, an aunt, grandmother, cousin or someone else takes them to
their home, kind of non-written adoption. But that's not the case with
these three sisters, who are left without attention because of HIV. So they
are left alone in their hut, the only thing which works is that one of their
uncles pays their school fees. At least something. The older sister comes for
the weekends 14-18. Eveline comes with us to prayer meetings, every
Thursday she waits by the roadside and gets in the back of the car. But this
Thursday she wasn't waiting for us...
This is the third time in a month she's had malaria. She didn't come to
school yesterday. Doctor Therese, who used to work at the CDLS and has
been retired since yesterday, went to her house. Eveline was lying on the
floor (beds are expensive) and breathing heavily. Therese took her to our
health centre, and after a check-up, she received her first dose of
Ceftriaxone in addition to the malaria treatment. Her condition was
worsening, she was transferred to the central hospital for hospitalization.
And today I could go with Therese to visit her. The first thing I noticed is
that she's lost weight. In her face and in her body. Living alone with her
sisters, it's not every day they can find something to eat...and with illness,
the weight comes off quickly. She's breathing better than yesterday. The
hospital environment is quite African, flies everywhere, stains on the floor,
the dressing trolley the nurses just drove through with scared me quite a bit.
But I was excited about Evelina's x-ray. First, because she has lobar
pneumonia, which is not great, but it's still better than the tuberculosis that
was suspected. And second, because it's the first time I've seen an x-ray on
film, I've only seen digital ones. And so I watch fascinated as Therese looks at
it against the window... I brought Eveline a notebook and crayons, when
she’ll feel a little better she'll have something to do (I haven't seen books
around here yet). And a little soap that smells nice. She gave me a tired smile
and I could feel that she was happy not only for the presents and the sardine
with bread Therese gave her (there is no such thing as hospital food, that's
the responsibility of the families camping at the hospital, if you don't have
family, there's no food), but mostly that we came to see her and that she
knew she wasn't alone. To say goodbye, Therese suggests that we pray the
Hail Mary for her and then again for all the other patients who are in the
room with her (there are 8 beds). When we’re leaving, Eveline is sitting on
her bed, staring into the distance and smiling happily. And I smile too, tears
in my eyes, and ask God to bless this little and very sweet girl, He alone
knows what is best for each of us. Sister Elizabeth, who runs the AIDS
Diagnostic and Treatment Center, is trying to find a host family for the girls,
someone who will at least occasionally see that they have something to eat
and that Eveline is taking her treatment as she should. You can think of
them, pray for them, that both family and financial resources will be
found!

On the way, we pass a woman walking alone, in flip-flops like everyone else
here, with a child strapped to her back and carrying a bucket on her head, a
tray on top of it, and a second bag. Therese stops for her, the woman drops
her load on in the back of the car, and then gets in too. The sun is setting, she
is probably walking all the way from Moundou. When we drop her off, we both
help her put the load back on her head. She is carrying cabbage heads,
together they weigh at least 50 kg, really! Unbelievable. And when we ask
where she's going, she says to Lolo, a village 10 km away. It's incredible how
strong, persistent, and courageous Chadian women are. As we watch her walk
away from us, Therese says quietly, "There are people who precede us into
heaven. Her mother has known a hard life, this woman has, and it will be the
same for her daughter, hopefully until someone in the family becomes
president and changes the situation." And I feel she's right, some of the
women here have only known hard everyday life, but their perseverance,
humility and faith takes them farther than we can imagine.

Two more experiences on the way back. Each time
we pass a tree that I really like. This time I showed
it to Therese, and since she was driving, she
stopped so I could take a picture. With the termite
mound next to it and the palm tree in the
background by the lake with the sun setting over
that tree, I get astonished every time we pass it.
And why is that? It's forked at the bottom of the
trunk, so you can see a bit of the lake through it. I
often pass by it at sunset, sometimes on my bike,
and we avoid the bull-drawn wagons. Fascinating
spectacle!

And with these stories, I say
goodbye. Thank you so much for your
prayers for me, my mission here, for
every malnourished child, for
"Eveline" and her sisters. And thank
you also for your financial support,
that's what makes it possible for the
community here to do what it does!
Mbaidene Terez

