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Personal and Family Information

 

Immediately after Thanksgiving, my grandson Michael and I flew to Kenya. (More on that

below.) A few days after my return, I went to Dallas to work on a new book project. I was

tired after the Kenya trip, but I did all right. In the airplane flying back from Dallas,

sneezing and a runny nose hit me and plagued me for two days.

�

In the 30 plus trips I've done overseas, that was the first time I've had problems. The

experience shows me that I'm not invulnerable.

�

On Christmas Day most of our family will be here. I'm delighted that our children and

grandchildren continue to come back to our house for holidays and birthdays.

�

Shirley was sick from Thanksgiving of 2010 until Easter with a lengthy hospital stay and

two surgeries. They implanted a heart stint the first time and the second time the doctor

removed three blot clots. A few weeks ago she developed a severe kidney infection but

that seems almost gone.

�

Publishers released four of my books during 2011. Getting to Heaven: Departing
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Instructions for Your Life Now was my fourth book with Don Piper; a gift book called When

Someone You Love No Longer Remembers; The Spirit of Christmas,  a compilation of

stories collected and edited by Marley Gibson and me (and in its third printing); and

finally, a book for writers, Unleash the Writer Within.

�

This past week, my agent auctioned the book proposal for A Walk in the Dark. It's the

story of Eva Piper (Don Piper's wife). Thomas Nelson publishers won the auction.

�

Africa

 

We were missionaries in western Kenya, near Lake Victoria and the Kenya-Tanzania

border. It was the first time I've been "up country" in twenty-plus years, although I taught

a short course on writing in Nairobi six years ago.

�

As I expected, I recognized almost nothing. Even in remote places like Suna Mission

where we lived, the house is larger with electricity, running water, and the Internet. And

cell phones are everywhere. They're cheaper and more readily available than landlines.

I smiled when I saw Africans on bicycles, pumping away and holding a cell phone with

one hand.

�

Nairobi has the worst roads I've seen anywhere and all-day traffic congestion. The British

government built those narrow roads when Africans traveled mainly on bicycles. Now the

nationals own cars and it's worse than the Los Angeles freeways. Motorcycles with three

to five people on board and all without helmets, wove between cars. Fourteen-passenger

vans, carrying full loads and extra weight on top, clogged the roads. They call them

matatu, which means three, because of the long-ago use of three-wheeled vehicles to

transport people.

�
As I also expected, wild animals no longer cross the roads. Today they have fences

around the animal preserves, call them game parks, and charge tourists to drive through.

�

On the way upcountry, we stopped at Kericho, which is tea country. We stopped at the

Kericho Hotel for a pit stop. As I walked toward the choo (toilet), I spotted a display of

books. The first books I saw were Gifted Hands and Think Big, which I wrote for Dr. Ben

Carson.

�

I pointed out the books to my grandson and to Tom and Margaret Tucker (current

missionaries at Suna). An African woman named Mary Nyamosi, who tended the books,

heard us, squealed in delighted, and insisted Michael take a picture of her and me. Can

you imagine the shock of seeing my book in a remote area of Kenya?

�
My special moments were at Suna. When I lived there I raised money to build a cement

block church building (and we tore down the mud-and-thatch one which was ready to fall

down anyway). The locals under Pastor Peter Deya are now enlarging it. I had expected

it to be finished when I arrived, but they still don't have enough money.
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�

"Soon," they told me. "Soon."

�

I preached on Sunday. I began in the Luo language—which I haven't used for 40 years.

To my amazement, words began to come back, although the vocabulary didn't. I spoke

for perhaps three minutes and switched to English with an interpreter. But it felt good to

express my heart in the vernacular.

�
I spent time with Wilson Amwago, who had been a special friend during our days in

Africa. He's now 86, with cataracts on both eyes and most of his top teeth gone, but his

spirit hasn't weakened. He told the congregation several stories about our time together.

�

On our way back to Nairobi, we visited Ramead Yusuf, the teacher of an East Indian

school. Our Wanda had rheumatic fever when she was in third grade, so we kept her and

C-C home and enrolled them in Mr. Yusuf's school until she was better.

�

As I flew out of Nairobi, I thought of a song I learned in fifth grade. An old cowboy

laments the new west and one line goes, "they've plowed and fenced the cattle range."

He wanted to live in the past but realized he couldn't.

�

I didn't lament. The old days are gone. The trip provided closure to the past and a

reminder that I had learned so much, especially from the Africans, during our six years in

Kenya.

The present Africa
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Part of the old Africa remains.

Near the Tanzania border. Notice the dirt, pot-holed road. 
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This is the Suna church. They haven’t raised the money to put a roof on the side walls.
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