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I dedicate this book to Ann, her courage, love and selflessness


“When I feel the wind on my face,


I know you are there at my side.”
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Chapter One


He found it strangely eerie being back in North Yorkshire again, enjoying a June afternoon walk along the River Ure calmly winding its way through Boroughbridge. He was never able to pass the town without stopping to take a walk along the footpath that held such deep and painful memories. It was as if one more visit would somehow provide the answers, explain the reasons why, and finally make clear to him the justification for the events that destroyed his world and changed his life that October in 1981.


Some people are said to be born with a silver spoon in their mouths, Terry’s was more of a wooden one! His Mother, one of a twin, was born the result of an “Upstairs Downstairs” relationship in 1912. At birth she was immediately separated from her twin brother Arthur, when they were taken off to different Children’s Homes as they did in those days. The fees for their care had been paid for a period of eighteen years; a person with much to lose must have been responsible for such a generous gesture.


Terry’s mother, Daisy, never really recovered from this all her life, and of course never knew her parents. Her mother, Lucy Player, had come from a family of fourteen children and spent most of her life living in Wiltshire. Lucy married Albert Bowles in 1921, but she did not have any more children; dying at Bodmin in 1973, sadly never having been united with her children. Terry’s father Frank, was the third and youngest child of an ex Royal Marine and public lamplighter for Portland Urban District Council in Dorset, so no silver spoon there for sure! Frank & Daisy brought up their two children Esmee and Terry in the light of this background with all its hang-ups, hardships and difficulties.


Terry’s education was poor: it began at St Augustine’s Catholic Primary School, in the back streets of Weymouth in the 1950’s. The school, unusually set in a row of terraced houses was near the railway sidings on Walpole Street.


Emotionally his qualifications were little better. His family background had hardly been very stable or indeed very affluent. His mother had suffered severe depression after his birth, so much so, that for the first five years he was brought up by his father’s only sister, Bess, who lived in Wyke Regis, Dorset. Educated by the Sisters of Mercy, they taught him about this God he had to fear, that if he did certain things, then terrible happenings would befall him.


At school Terry was given endless lists of things that had to be learnt and undertaken, as well as things that he was never to do, half of which he had never even heard of or knew the meaning. After all, what was sloth? Would he enjoy it? Where is it? How could he find it and would he even know he had done it? This was all very confusing when you are so young and brought up in that culture of fear as he was.


School life seemed to also revolve around the dreaded 11-plus: it hung over Terry and his fellow pupils like a sword; the fear of it took away the ability to learn and perhaps to pass. However, he did not disappoint and as predicted he failed it spectacularly.


Terry had to come to terms with the fact that, as he had failed his 11 plus there really was no further point in him living; he was made to feel a failure, with no hope, written off by society. The 11 plus, he was led to believe, really was a point in your life that determined your success or failure forever. This was very much the sentiment of the day, leaving him feeling empty, frustrated and totally useless.


“I think it would be good for you to become an altar server,” his Mother suggested, having seen him so bored sitting with them in church each Sunday.


So at the very young age of five years, Terry became an altar server, at St Joseph’s Catholic Church, high above the Westway Road in Weymouth. The Parish Priest Monsignor Ryan, on being confronted with him at the Crib that Christmas night in 1950, carrying the baby Jesus, said he hardly knew which one to place in the Crib, Terry or the baby he carried.





He grew to enjoy the feeling of being involved and of being “on stage and different,” even at that early age. The feeling of Ceremony, that something special was taking place on that altar, during those services, stayed with him always.


He went on to realise how right he had been to feel that way: it was the seed of his faith, a faith that would be tried and tested to the full during his life.


Being an altar server gave Terry good reason to go to other services during the week and to ride off on his bike to the church, giving him a sense of freedom in those early teenage years. No longer did he have to sit in the pew, pinging the name tab holders on the benches, as he always had done and feeling terribly bored.


It allowed him to go out at night during the week and at weekends to serve at different services. It provided an opportunity to go off with Peter Costello, a fellow altar server afterwards to the Swannary where they would have a cigarette before going home, a vice Peter introduced him to. It gave him a wonderful new freedom and independence, following his instincts to be out and about, with a good reason for doing so.


He played endless football, at home, for the school and the local boys’ team attached to Weymouth FC. Like all young boys, he enjoyed it far more than studying and as he had already been written off by society, why not enjoy life he thought.


From Walpole Street School in September 1957 Terry moved to the Holy Child Catholic Secondary School after his failure of the 11-plus. It was situated on the Wyke Road, in the posh area of Weymouth. Terry felt uplifted going there, and proud to wear a uniform of grey jacket, bright red tie, grey trousers and a grey cap with the red school badge, all proudly worn, unaware that it took every spare penny his parents had to provide it. Life at Holy Child School, once he had come to terms with having failed and being a failure, was not so bad as he settled into it, as long as he could avoid “Aggie’s” cane, then he felt he would survive.





Aggie was the Head Mistress of the school, Sister Mary Edmond Campion, to give her full name, “Aggie” to all the pupils. She was of course a Sister of Mercy, the Catholic Order that ran the school, but she never showed Terry very much mercy. She was in her late 50s, therefore old in his eyes and she seem to spend long hours sitting in a store cupboard where it was rumoured she drank bottles of Guinness – purely medicinal of course!


Her lunch hour in the summer months was spent sitting outside on the playing field at a table, watching over the pupils, while reading the Daily Telegraph. It was well known that she was an ardent supporter of “Cambridge” at the annual University Boat Race. This rubbed off onto the pupils, humanized her and was the reason why, to this day, Terry supported Cambridge in the race each year.


In every institution, there is good and bad among the individuals and to be fair there were some lovely sisters who formed part of his education and his life. One in particular came to Terry’s rescue and to some of his school friends, pointing them to the future with some hope.


Just six months before he was due to leave the Holy Child Secondary School, Sister Magdalene, a beautiful young Irish sister with a wonderful glint in her eye, bravely went to a gang of six lads that hung around together.


“Now, boys, it’s just a few months before you all leave school. What are you going to do?”


“Play football, of course, Sister.”


“Now you know you can’t do that. How will you feed and care for yourselves? You have exams coming up soon and you must work and pass them if you are going to do anything with your lives.”


They all laughed but felt some fear at going out into the unknown away from the shelter and protection of school life.


“If you boys are prepared to work hard, from now until you leave school, then I’ll help you,” Sister Magdalene volunteered to the gang one day. “I’ll give up my holidays and weekends to get you to a standard that will enable you to pass the entrance exams to the Technical College, but you have to work! Then you will be able to take further training at college in a subject like plumbing or electrical engineering.”


So the six boys, Steven, Patrick, Mac, Christopher, Dennis and Terry took up Sister Magdalene’s challenge and worked hard for the last six months of their school life, harder then they had ever worked and studied before. They in turn all rewarded her with their success, passing the entrance exam to the Technical College with flying colours. To see sister Magdalene’s face on hearing of their results was for the boys reward enough.


“Right boys, will you get out there now and show the world that Holy Child Boys are the very best.”


“We will Sister,” they all replied in one voice.


That was the first exam any of them had ever passed in their lives, not the stuff of those that were supposed to be rated as failures! They had amazed themselves!


They were elated one and all and so grateful to Sister Magdalene and the faith she had shown in them. As to what they might all do with their new found wealth of qualifications they were not sure?


Terry was not very inspired with going to be a builder or an electrician and was eaten up with the urge to do something else, something different, something exciting, but what?


His mother, who always wanted the best for him and his sister Esmee, in part due to her own background, wanted them to have a better life than she had been able to have.


“What are you going to do with your life and with your future?” she would often ask him. “It’s no good just aiming to be a footballer, that’s just not on so get used to it.”


“Why not? It’s what I enjoy doing.” Terry always replied to her questioning on this subject.


“I know you’re not so keen on the Technical College thing, but it would give you a good foundation.”


“Yeh! Maybe it would. But it doesn’t really appeal to me somehow, not exciting enough.”


“Well it’s no good you talking like that. I want you to do something with your life, so I’ve made an appointment for you to visit the Employment Exchange with me tomorrow and we can talk to them and see what jobs they have.”


“Aaaaaaaah Mum! Why are you coming?” he protested.


“To make sure you attend of course. I know what you are.”


So on a very warm July morning in 1961 they both set off along the Chickerall Road to attend the interview, Terry dragging along behind not really wanting to be there.


“Come on,” his Mother called back at him. “It’s no use. We have to get you interested in something and into a decent job.”


They walked on up the steps past the old Town Hall building that went to Chapaley Heights, where the Employment Offices were situated on the edge of the bombed out remains of High Street.


“One day Mum, I’ll be able to take you to work in my Rolls Royce,” Terry said as they were walking along!


“Well I hope if you have a Rolls Royce, I’ll not be going to work!” she responded sharply.


They went on up a few more steps onto a cleared area where bombs had destroyed most of the buildings during the war years, except it seemed, for this long stone building that was now the Employment Offices along side Holy Trinity Church on Weymouth’s harbour side. They took the few steps up to the entrance and went in.


A tired, dull, uninspiring, slightly grubby looking man watched as the unlikely couple entered his seedy little office.


“Sit down,” he commanded. They dare not do otherwise!


“Well, son, what do you want to do? What do you want to be?” he fired the straight questions at Terry.


Huh strange, Terry thought, I’m not his son. I had hoped that he might tell me what was available, or at least give me a few ideas.


“Well, I have passed my entrance exams to the Technical College,” Terry stammered.


“Good, well you can go there, can’t you, so why are you here?”


“I don’t want to do that,” Terry explained.


The man looked puzzled with an exasperated expression on his face.


“Well, what do you want to do?” he snapped, with a ‘tired of all this’ sort of tone in his voice.


“I don’t know,” Terry replied. “What else is there?”


“Do you have other interests?” the now sweating man asked with some impatience.


“Well, some weekends I go to help on a farm at Osmington just outside Weymouth,” not being very sure if that was at all relevant or indeed helpful.


By this time the man was getting very red faced and sweaty, replying with an element of frustration in his voice.


“Well there is a new Agricultural Apprenticeship Scheme coming out. Would you like to do that?”


Terry looked at his Mother for some inspiration and approval.


“You’re always up at that farm, you must enjoy it,” she said, “but it’s a poor job and you’ll not be paid very well. It’s a well known fact that agricultural workers are very poorly paid and always have been.”


The somewhat confused man was now getting a little irritated, so Terry agreed that he would give this Agricultural Apprenticeship thing a try.


“Yes, I know, but I do enjoy the outside life; think I’ll have a go at that Mum.”


“I’ll get you an appointment with Mr Schrock who is to run the new scheme from Dorchester. He’ll tell you all about it, and what you must do if you want to join the scheme.”


Eager to get this problem boy out of his office, the man wished them ‘Good Morning.’


He seemed relieved to show them the door, shook them by the hand and showed them out on to the flattened dusty bombsite once again.


From there, Terry followed his interest in the countryside and wide open spaces to become one of the first of four agricultural apprentices that passed out in the County of Dorset at a ceremony on 1st September 1964 in front of the blaze of the press! He also gained a selection of City & Guilds examination passes, obtained in Day Release classes, while he had been working for three years at Denhay Farm, Broadoak, near Bridport. He went into lodgings at ‘Oakhayes’, an old rectory in Symondsbury, owned by the Barnes family, who are related to the poet William Barnes. Terry lived there happily for the three years of his apprenticeship, enjoying the idealist life of a west country farming family.


He followed that with a year at the Dorset Farm Institute, in Dorchester, where he was awarded a National Certificate in Agriculture. It was not much, but it provided all the tools he had, with the exception of enthusiasm and an inbuilt desire to do something different.


With two or three fleeting relationships with the opposite sex that touched him deeply, but were now behind him, he ventured out into the world, ill equipped, but with determination to improve his lot.


Terry had always remembered a talk they had received by a very enthusiastic young lady during his college year. She had returned from Voluntary Service Overseas and had really inspired him with her tales, her wonderful enthusiasm and the excitement of travel. It had made him aware that there was a lot of poverty in the developing world, which to him, a budding farmer, surely did not need to be.


So he decided to take himself off to resolve the problem of world poverty once and for all, to remove this evil that caused so much suffering and then, after that, go on about his career.


It sounded like a good and useful thing to do, exciting and worthwhile.


He applied to Voluntary Service Overseas at 3 Hanover Street, London, W1 (VSO.)


Within weeks the VSO Director and the interview board summonsed him to London for an interview.


“Which country would you like to serve in?”


“I’d like to go to Jamaica please!” Terry replied.


He did not really know why he had said that. He must have been reading something about it at the time, or more likely it was the first place that came into his head.


“You do realise young man that this is not to be a holiday?”


“Yes I do,” he shyly replied, wondering why he had said Jamaica.


He wondered if he had blown it with such a thoughtless comment, but a few days later he was thrilled to receive a letter dated 21st August 1965 telling him that he had been accepted as a volunteer with “Voluntary Service Overseas” and would be sent to Tanzania, East Africa.


They were unable to tell him exactly where in that country he would be sent, or to which project it would be, but that information would follow.


Terry, feeling swept along by events, wondered if he had the capability or knowledge to do the task before him. After all, he had not come from a very inspired background or had a grand education, even if he had a loving family, but he did not lack determination, a quality inherited from his mother. At this point he was just so excited, as was his mother, if a little dazed and concerned at her only son going off to foreign parts.


Terry’s Sister Esmee was in the WRAF, based in Norfolk, so he saw very little of her. They never really had that much in common, Terry being the one to enjoy the outside life and Esmee to sit and read, always fearful it seemed to him, of going out or taking risks.


She had attended a private school, at the Sacred Heart Convent, and had gone on to study and pass her “A” level exams, so she was the one with the brains and the education!


He didn’t see very much of her, their age difference of nearly four years contributed to their separate interests. Esmee met Roger while serving in the RAF and went on to marry him at St Joseph’s Catholic Church in Weymouth on 29th December 1962. It was deep snow that day, the first year for a long while that snow covered Weymouth, even the sea froze on the railings along the esplanade, a winter to remember.


Anna-Marie their first born, Terry’s niece, was really the first baby that he had ever had anything to do with or had paid much attention to. He fell in love with her as soon as he saw her, the most unlikely thing for an eighteen-year-old youth to do, but somehow, unexplainable, he really bonded with her, and could spend hours just looking down at her, gazing into her cot; she was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen.


He loved the occasions when Esmee & Roger would come to visit Weymouth and stay with his mum & dad at their home on Tennyson Road, giving him the opportunity to see Anna-Marie again. Everywhere he went he carried her picture with him, even to Africa. The love grew and still today he has a very special bond and relationship with her.


His nephew, Craig, entered the world on the 10th November 1965; he made his entry in Norwich, Norfolk. Terry’s mum and dad decided to go and greet the newly born Craig on the 17th November. This turned out to be the very day that Terry was due to leave for Tanzania and the Leprosy Centre. So instead of them waving him off, it was he that went to see his parents off on the bus to Norwich, not quite what he had expected.


Daisy and Frank were convinced that they would never see their son again, that if he didn’t catch Leprosy, then a lion or hyena would surely eat him.


Terry shared some of their fears too, going out into the unknown with both excitement and fear in his heart. He could never have imagined that the momentous decision he had made to go to Africa, would have such far reaching effects on him, that everyday after it would be in his thoughts, the people, the places, the sounds and smells of Africa would haunt the rest of his life.


He waved them a tearful goodbye, that crisp sunny November morning in 1965, at the Southern National Bus Station on Upwey Street, Weymouth, for them to make their journey to Norfolk, while Terry set off on his big adventure to Tanzania, East Africa.


Standing in the isolation of the bleak bus station that morning, wondering if this was to be the last time they would ever see each other, he felt alone and a bit sad, but with the feeling that this had to be done. His life was about to undertake a sharp and profound change.


Carrying his case, packed with his few worldly goods (44lbs) he staggered across the road from Upwey Street to the green wooden shed that was Weymouth’s railway station and boarded the train to start this new exciting period of his young life.


When he had first imagined leaving home to travel across the world to live, he had pictured at least a tearful family on the railway station waving him goodbye, maybe aunties, uncles, friends, lined up on the platform, but not this.


Here he was, sitting on the train with the sun pouring through the window and not a soul to wave him off on this journey of a life time, a journey that was to become the most profound experience of his life, taking him from boyhood to manhood and beyond.


He was feeling very alive, excited and on the edge of an adventure, although he had no idea where it would lead, having only just planted the seeds with his application to join Voluntary Service Overseas.


The thrill of going into the unknown, to a place and a people he knew so little about, the travel, the new life, was quite overwhelming, but he felt elated too; it was a very big step for this inexperienced boy from a council estate, but a fantastic opportunity.


He felt good, if a little sad to be leaving Weymouth, the place of his birth, where he had lived with his parents and was brought up in those difficult days after the war: he was going now from the familiar into the unknown.


The throbbing GWR steam engine prepared itself for the long journey ahead to Waterloo, steam pouring out of its sides, the smoke belching from its chimney, as if it too knew that it was off on a special mission.


It slowly and purposefully steamed on out of Weymouth Station, under Alexandra Bridge, up past Radipole and Upwey Wishing Well stations, where Terry and his school friends had so often stood watching the trains in their teenage years. Then on through the long Ridgeway Tunnel to Dorchester, Bournemouth, Southampton and Winchester to the edge of London, slowly pulling into Waterloo Station with the great gusto of power and might. There the engine seemed to just collapse at the end of the platform like an exhausted beast, panting, expelling smoke and steam with a great feeling of accomplishment.


He made his way through the underground system for the first time alone, remembering the instructions his father had given him on how to negotiate the tube to get to the London Airways Terminal Office on Buckingham Palace Road, London SW1 without getting himself lost.


He checked in soon after 17.00 hours and sat waiting for the coach that took all the passengers to the airport on that dark wet November evening.


Out of the windows he could see the rain soaked streets in the lights, making him look forward to the warmth and the sun of Africa. A coach soon arrived to take him on the short journey out of London into the excitement and business of Heathrow Airport, where he boarded the BOAC VC10 that was to take him to Africa, stopping at Rome, Cairo, Nairobi and finally Dar es Salaam. The adventure had begun!




Chapter Two


Terry settled into the unfamiliar surroundings of an aeroplane and for the first time in his life, he prepared himself for the flight ahead. Then, over the plane’s speaker system there was an announcement, “Would Terry Reeves make himself known to a hostess?”


“What now?” he thought, with fear rising within him.


“Were my parents ill already?” He had always feared that they would die whilst he was away. Had VSO decided not to send him? There had been so much confusion surrounding his posting.


He made himself known to the hostess, “ I’m Terry Reeves. You called me?”


She passed him a telegram. Telegrams always were the carriers of bad news he thought! His shaking fingers took the telegram, which read on the envelope,


“Mr Terry Reeves Flight to Dar Es Salaam 7.45pm.


TRY BA 165 Heathrow Airport, Central Hounslow”.


He managed to rip open the envelope and read the following message:-


“SORRY UNABLE TO COME THE BEST OF LUCK. Arthur”


It was a message from his uncle in Horsham – what a kind thoughtful gesture - at least someone realised that he was about to step off the world!


The excitement mounted as the BOAC VC 10 sat at the end of the runway, engines throbbing in their position at the rear of the plane, sounding like a huge Volkswagen car with wings!


It shot off down the runway and catapulted into the air like nothing he had ever experienced. Terry hung on tight, trying not to show his fear. The lights of London were now below and fast disappearing from sight as the plane rose higher and higher and on up to 35,000 ft.


It was time to read the large blue glossy Menu and see the delights that were before him: it all looked majestic as he viewed the contents with amazement,


London - Rome


DINNER


Canape Choisis


Lamb Cutlets Reforme


Buttered Green Beans


Saute Potatoes


Gateau Majestic


Cheese - Cream Crackers


Coffee


Rome - Cairo


Evening Refreshments for joining passengers


Cairo - Nairobi


BREAKFAST


Compote of Fruit


Tomato Omelet with Buttered Mushrooms


Rolls. Croissants. Butter. Preserves


Coffee - Tea


Nairobi - Dar-es-Salaam


LUNCH


Coupe Florida


Cold Roast Breast of Turkey


Kenya Ham - Ox Tongue


Mixed Salad


Cheese - Cream Crackers


Coffee - Tea


He was overcome at the style and amazed that he was taking part in it all, a real dream.


In a matter of two hours he was landing in Rome, then on to Cairo, followed by Nairobi.


There he really felt that he had arrived in Africa and far away from home. It was wonderful to feel the heat of the sun, the change in the light, which lifted the spirits, after the darkness and gloom of London.


Terry sat drinking a large glass of orange juice, sitting in the airport lounge and chatting with other passengers. He discovered that there were two other VSOs on board so they sat and exchanged views on their respective projects. He really began to feel part of something big, something good, as they all shared their various talents, discussing the work they were to undertake and all with the same exuberance.


They were called to board the flight again and strolled out from the lounge to the plane some two hundred yards away from the main buildings. The plane roared off on its way to Dar es Salaam, the last leg of their journey.


The VC 10 circled Dar es Salaam, giving the most amazing and beautiful views from its small windows, of both the city and looking down on the harbour. It was absolutely breath taking as it twinkled like a jewel in the sunlight below.


Slowly it came in to land and taxied to the small range of buildings that formed the airport. He had made it, the flight of a lifetime was over; he was in Tanzania, in East Africa, and it felt unbelievable!


As Terry stepped out of the giant VC 10 and down the steps he felt the moist heat that he supposed was coming from the plane’s engine, after its long journey, but no, it was the climate of the country on this November day, humid, sticky and very very hot. Wow!


Richard Denyer, a tall quiet man, with large biblical beard, met them – he was the VSO Representative for Tanzania and based in Dar es Salaam.


“Welcome to Dar. How was the trip? How is London?”


“The flight was fantastic – London cold and wet, it’s so good to be here in the sun.


Is it always as hot as this here?”


“This is nothing, wait until January comes. That really is hot and humid,” Richard replied with a smile.


He then greeted the others that had also been on the flight, one a young doctor and the other a teacher. Then from nowhere appeared two people who introduced themselves to Terry, “I’m Guy Timmis, the doctor in charge of the Leprosy Centre at Hombolo where you will be stationed,” he said. “We were in Dar today and thought we would welcome you.”


He was a very colonial looking figure in shorts, long white socks and safari boots. His wife Dawn then introduced herself, a pleasant, friendly deeply tanned lady in a full cotton dress.


“We will meet you in Dodoma when you come up on the bus, then take you to the Leprosy Centre from there. Look forward to seeing you then and welcome!”


They were gone from sight as quickly as they had arrived.


The three VSO’s then climbed aboard a grey Land Rover and Richard drove them off to the city suburbs where he and his wife Sue lived.


Terry and his fellow VSO’s were amazed as they were driven down the straight road from the airport. There at the sides of the road were people carrying things on their heads, very poor looking people, some just squatting in the heat of the day. There were mud huts with grass roofs all around. He felt ill prepared for all this and could hardly take it in.


They arrived at Richard and Sue’s house situated on a street that could have been any suburb in England, not here in the centre of Dar es Salaam, except for a magnificent red flame tree in the garden that overshadowed the house while at the same time keeping it cool.


Sue welcomed them, she was a very slim pretty lady with dark hair, in her mid to late twenties. She looked a bit strained and tired. They noticed during their stay that she often went to lay down of an afternoon. The heat of Dar and the humidity was clearly getting to her.


After a long cold drink Richard explained to them that they would all stay in his house for three or four nights, but would have to sleep on mats on the floor until they were dispatched to their respective projects. However, first of all it was necessary to go to the British High Commission to meet the High Commissioner and make their presence known in the country, as he was responsible for all British people in Tanzania.


Richard drove them into the city through a suburb covered with tropical palms among some very smart houses and offices. They drove up the driveway of a palatial white property and parked the landrover under the trees in the shade.


It all seemed very grand and important and in a strange way made them feel proud to be British. Richard seemed to know the way around the offices, as he went to the reception desk.


“Will you find out if Mr Jones is able to see us now?” he asked the man in a white suit at the desk. The floors were all highly polished and everything bright and clean; large potted palms around the reception area gave a very tropical feel to the place. Wow Terry thought, what am I doing in a place like this?


Mr Jones sat behind one of the biggest desks he had ever seen, a jolly, short portly man who welcomed them as if they were royalty.


“Do sit down. Would you like a drink? ‘Fanta’ or ‘Coke’?”


A young smiling African man distributed the drinks. Terry found since he had arrived in Tanzania that he had a totally unquenchable thirst, so he accepted a drink whenever it was offered.


Mr Jones went on to fill in all the details of the three VSO’s, which had to be registered to show they were in the country and explained that they should always remember that they were guests in the country and to behave accordingly. They were to respect the customs of the country at all times and avoid discussing or commenting on politics.


“On no account must you get involved with the local women,” he told them.


Dave, the teacher and Don, the doctor, Terry’s fellow VSO’s smiled and looked somewhat surprised.


“I’ve heard all the stories and all the excuses,” Mr Jones explained.


“Don’t come to me in a few months time telling me that you acquired any sort of V.D. or sexually transmitted diseases from the toilet seats. There are only two people living that I would believe that from, one is the Archbishop of Canterbury and the other is the Pope. NOBODY else.”


With the formalities out of the way Mr Jones relaxed and discussed the projects they were taking up, explaining how they were ambassadors of their country and to always remember that. They discussed how long each of them planned to stay in the country and he expanded on the joys and beauty of Tanzania.


He described some of the history of the area, how the Slave Trade had been largely run from Bagamoyo, just north of Dar es Salaam, with all the horrors attached to it. David Livingstone had passed through the region, so had Henry Morton Stanley, as well as Burton and Speke who had discovered the sources of the Nile and so many African explorers in the 1840’s and 50’s, when carrying out their epic travels deep into the continent. Terry already had a great admiration for the work of those men, having read something about a few of them. It was difficult enough in our present day, but in theirs? However did they manage it? True adventurers, brave and courageous men, with such great powers of endurance and commitment, the like we see so little of these days and who perhaps will never be matched again?


Mr Jones explained he had a boat that he kept in Oyster Bay and invited them all to join him Sunday morning on the beach, when he would take them out on a fishing trip. This sounded fantastic, but there was just one problem for Terry, he had to catch the 10.00am bus to Morogoro and on to Dodoma that Sunday morning, so he could not join them. Rotten luck. The others were to go to their projects in the following week, but he had to leave on the Sunday and so would miss the fun.


On the Sunday morning they all went down to the beach to meet Mr Jones, who was waiting for them attired in his shorts and tee shirt, looking very different from the man who had been behind his desk in his official capacity. He was more relaxed and at ease. They stepped into the serving dingy in turn and paddled it out to the yacht, as Terry waved them all goodbye from the shore! He felt sorry not to be able to go with them and was somewhat aggrieved to miss such an opportunity, a bit of fun and relaxation, but the time had come to face his new project and new life and he was looking forward to that.


After saying goodbye to them all he made his way along the beach to St Joseph’s Catholic Cathedral near the Old Boma on Sokoine Drive over-looking the sea. It was his habit on a Sunday morning to attend Mass and being in Africa was no exception. He just had time to attend Mass, before going on to the bus station where he found the bus, together with a bicycle that had been supplied by VSO. This was now sitting on the top of the bus along with every sort and type of luggage from the other passengers. With a “Jambo” (Hello) he offered the driver his case containing all his worldly goods; it was easily thrown onto the top of the bus, to find a space for its safe passage to Dodoma. The driver directed Terry to the entrance of the bus, as he knew hardly any Swahili at that stage so was totally dependent on the universal language of hand signals!


He gathered the bus was nearly ready to leave so climbed aboard, the only white man on the bus; everyone was curious as to why he should be travelling in that way, their expectation being that every white man had a car and did not ride on buses.


This clearly was not the Southern National bus service in Weymouth, which became very apparent as he stepped over goats, chickens, large baskets of vegetables, sugar cane etc to his seat about half way down the packed bus. He took a seat by the window where he could open it to get some air as the smell was somewhat over powering due to a combination of sweat, animals, vegetable matter and the heat of the day!


The bus pulled slowly out of the station in a heavy well-loaded manner, rocking from side to side under the weight of the assortment of people, animals and baggage. Terry looked longingly towards the sea and all the boats in Oyster Bay, just wishing he too had been able to spend the day on Mr Jones’s yacht, along with his fellow VSOs. It had looked so inviting.


The bus drove along the rough tarmac road in the direction of Morogoro, which was to be the first stop. The heat was oppressive, but there was a flow of air now that they were on the move. He looked around at the mixed bunch of passengers. There were two Masai warriors, very tall with their hair coated in red mud, and beads around their necks. They were carrying long tubes made of bamboo, which he later found out was probably full of a mixture of urine and blood. The Masai carried long sharp knives and looked quite savage and somewhat out of place on this otherwise relatively civilised bus journey. There were an assortment of ladies all with babies and some with several young children too. Men with large looped ears, some with the most unusual items in them like torch batteries hanging as ear rings. There were also two goats that seem to have the freedom of the bus, pacing up and down and sniffing everything in sight.


In the seat next to Terry, was a very old man with very tatty blue shorts, rather more holes then material. He had a skin like a rhino and viewed Terry with some curiosity as he chewed on his sugar cane. Every so often he would tire of the cane he was chewing as it lost its flavour, lean across Terry and spit it out towards the open window. Unfortunately for Terry he was not a very good shot and it often landed on his leg and didn’t make it out of the window!


Becoming a bit fed up with this he indicated to the man that he’d like to change places with him so that the man was next to the window. There he could spit as much as he liked. He seemed happy with the new arrangement as he smiled at Terry with the few teeth he had left in his head.


The bus continued on its journey, the tarmac soon ended and was replaced by a red murram substance, becoming rough and dusty; the passengers seemed to be floating along in a cloud of dust. Every time a vehicle passed in the opposite direction they were showered in more red dust as it swirled into the bus covering everything and everybody in more fine red dust. He was getting desperate for a drink but foolishly had not thought to bring anything with him.


He was amazed at the flat dry lifeless countryside with mud huts and baobab trees all around, trees that looked as if they had been planted and grown upside down! Poverty was all around with half dressed people, children in rags playing with hoops and old tyres and a few cattle that had the appearance of walking hat racks with their bones pushing up through their skin. They all had humps between their shoulders, like camels, something Terry had never seen before in cattle.


This was Africa in the raw and it was only just beginning.




Chapter Three


The arduous one hundred and twenty one miles to Morogoro were completed, with everyone and everything having survived the journey, but covered in a layer of fine dust. They pulled into the centre of the town to a parking area under trees that created a welcome shaded area, giving some relief from the unyielding heat of the sun.


As Terry gladly stepped out of the bus, he was amazed at the beauty of the place; there was a haze of purple mountains high above the town, with flame trees everywhere displaying their rich red flowers in avenues along the road side, with the purple flowers of the bougainvillea, trailing around fences and gardens.


Such astonishing beauty, amongst the poverty that is Africa’s, it was rightly a country of contrasts.


Red dry dusty roads seem to be the order of the day, with small wood shuttered shops along each side of the street. People started to approach the bus selling their variety of wares, from small black round cakes, cabbages, tomatoes, pawpaw, melons and wood carvings of every shape and form, expertly carved from black mahogany.


This band of sellers followed Terry as he made his way to a fallen tree a few yards from the bus where he sat in the shade. He was careful not to go too far away from the bus, as he had no idea how long it was to stay before taking off on the next leg to Dodoma and not being able to speak Swahili he could not ask the driver. He managed to buy a Fanta drink from a small and typically African shop and sat on the tree taking in his new surroundings and all that was going on around him, as he tried to brush off the red dust and come to terms with life in Africa.


The sun continued to beat down unmercifully with the dust flying whenever a vehicle passed its way down the quiet street. After thirty minutes he returned to his seat on the bus, to continue the journey to Dodoma. The old man next to Terry had given up the sugar cane and was now chewing tobacco, but it did nothing to improve his aim!


They set off again along the dusty roads in the heat, mile after dusty mile, the diesel engine throbbed on, a general fatigue seemed to have come over all the passengers, even the goats were now laying down in the aisle of the bus. Terry sort of wished he could join them, feeling tired, with a headache fast developing, the lack of drinking water and the heat being the most likely cause, these and all the events of the past few days since leaving London.


After four hours the bus stopped again, where there was a small run down shed, set back from the road. It seemed to sell a few things, so everyone got out to stretch their legs and to buy a drink. All they had were bottles of Coke, and not cold ones either; they had been stored on the shelves in the sun. In desperation Terry bought one, for there was nothing else and for the first and only time in his life he knew the unpalatable taste of warm coca cola that did nothing to quench his thirst. By this time his head was pounding and he began to feel very low, just what had he got himself into he wondered.


The bus droned onwards, another three hours passed. Terry had fallen by this time into a semi-conscious state, trying not to feel the pounding in his head. His ears, nose and hair were full of the dust that had now changed to a dirty grey colour, as the soil changes of the journey, indicated the miles that they had travelled.


Eventually after nine hours the bus pulled into a large lifeless compound on the outskirts of Dodoma, the light was fading and the sun sinking below the horizon, giving welcome relief from its fierce heat.


Terry was relieved to get off the bus, but exhausted.


“Jambo, Terry,” a voice called out.


He spotted the face of Dr Guy Timmis, who he remembered from the brief meeting at Dar es Salaam airport on the day of his arrival. He was the doctor in charge of the Leprosy Centre at Hombolo.


“Am I glad to see you?” Terry said. “What a long journey it’s been.”


“Yes, it’s over 300 miles,” Guy replied with some pity in his voice.


Guy looked so clean and tidy in his light grey hat, long white socks, shorts and corduroy jacket, very colonial looking.


“Come on, let’s get your case and I’ll take you to the Bishop’s House where my wife is. You can have a meal and freshen up there before we go off to Hombolo.”


They loaded the case into his Peugeot Estate car and made arrangements for the Leprosy Centre’s Farm Manager, George Hart, to collect the bicycle the following day.


The Bishop’s house was in a suburb of Dodoma not far from the Post Office, off Kikuyu Avenue; they parked in the drive and joined everyone in the dining room.


Doctor Timmis introduced Terry again to his wife Dawn and then to Bishop Stanway. They both welcomed him and said how delighted they were that he was to work with them. “Welcome to Tanzania and to Dodoma. You must be feeling very tired. Would you like to use the bathroom?” Dawn asked.


The answer to that was obvious as he stood there rather resembling a wild bushman, red hair, dust covered and exhausted. He asked Dawn for something for his headache and she gave him two aspirin and lots of sympathy as he made his way to go and clean up. Dawn was something of a motherly figure, very caring and kind. Terry felt they would get on well together and immediately warmed to her, as he did to Guy.


After dinner he began to feel human again, as the aspirin, the food and drink started to kick in. He was not looking forward to yet another journey, but at least it was with friends and in a car.


“How far is it to Hombolo Leprosy Centre?” Terry asked the doctor, as they drove out of Dodoma along the now familiar dusty, bumpy roads.


“About thirty five miles but the road will get quite bumpy as we progress towards Hombolo. Once the rains come next month the roads will be graded and it should make driving conditions much better.”


Terry was seated in the front, typically Dawn had given up her seat and sat in the back where the bumps in the road were more exaggerated. They discussed his journey from home, the flight and how he found being in Africa.


They were keen to hear about his family’s reaction to him giving a year to work in Africa, especially their concerns and his own at living and working with leprosy patients at a Leprosy Centre. He too was keen to hear about the Hombolo Leprosy Centre, its people and all about the life he would find there.


They told him how he was the answer to a prayer by the missionaries! The Centre was part of the Diocese of Central Tanzania and run by Christian Missionary Society (CMS) under the direction of the Australian Bishop, Alf Stanway. Terry had never been the answer to anyone’s prayer before, as far as he knew? What would Aggie have thought of that?


They explained how they had, for so long, needed someone to come and take over the farm to enable George Hart, a New Zealand missionary and the Farm Manager to take seven months home leave with his wife and two girls, but until Terry came they had not been able to find anyone to do it.


The road seemed to go on and on. All Terry could see in the headlights were the deep ruts of sand that seemed never ending, mile after trying mile as they ploughed their way along in the darkness of the African night. He was very very travel worn by this time, but they chatted and he tried to keep his eyes open as they explained all about the centre, its people and its original creation.


When they finally arrived at Hombolo Leprosy Centre at about 22.30 it felt very deep in the heart of Africa. The Leprosy Centre was in darkness; Guy explained this was because at 22.00 each evening the diesel engine that provided the electricity was turned off in order to keep the costs down.


The Centre seemed to consist of just a few dwellings. They pulled up in front of a bungalow where they got out of the car. A short, tired looking, almost wild, but gentle lady appeared, holding an oil lamp. She approached nervously as Dawn and Guy introduced Terry.


“Sorry we’re so late Joan. This is Terry. He’s had a very long day.”


As they shook hands a short very weathered looking man came out of the darkness with another oil lamp. Guy introduced Terry.


“George this is Terry, just arrived from U.K.”


“Good day, mate,” George replied. “Come on in.”


Guy and Dawn then left for their own house a few yards away, leaving Terry in the hands of George and Joan Hart who were CMS Missionaries from New Zealand and from who Terry had come to take over, allowing them to take home leave.


George had developed the farm from nothing but overgrown bush land and lived there with his wife Joan and their two young girls, Anne and Margaret since 1963. He was a builder by trade and was responsible for all the building work at the new Leprosy Centre, as well as carving out a farm in this semi-bush country. Terry’s admiration for him was already growing.


The Bishop of Central Tanganyika, by chance, had met Guy & Dawn Timmis in 1958, when they had taken leave from their Government work in Uganda and had gone to visit the hospital at Mvumi, near Dodoma in Tanganyika, the place where Jungle Doctor Paul White had worked and based his popular books.


“You must let me know when you are leaving Uganda,” the Bishop had said to Guy and Dawn. They had been greeted by Bishop Alfred Stanway while at Mvumi, with that command. Consequently, four years later in 1962, when Guy and Dawn Timmis heard about the need for help from C.M.S. for assistance in developing a new Leprosy Centre in Tanganyika at Hombolo, they decided to postpone their early retirement and offer themselves for two years to help get it started. They in fact finished up staying there fourteen years, the happiest and most fulfilling of their lives they later said!


They went on to develop a one hundred and fifty bed centre and to carry out the supervision of some one hundred Government Dispensaries in that area, requiring many long and dusty safaris. They were supported by the C.M.S and the Leprosy Mission and showed great spirit in their response to that enormous challenge.


They were assisted in their task by a fellow Australian, Staff Nurse Win Preston, who was also a C.M.S. missionary, who had years of experience working with leprosy in that part of the world and here at Hombolo, with the assistance of numerous other African staff that she trained and worked with to develop the hospital.


George and his wife Joan played no mean part in this development work, spending tireless hours, building houses, hospital buildings, farm buildings, and clearing the bush to grow crops and feed the patients of the Leprosy Centre, working alongside those leprosy patients that were able to assist in the work, giving them new hope and the chance to learn how best to help themselves.


It was into this life Terry had been thrust by joining VSO and by this time he was beginning to understand something of what had gone on here to get the project to that stage, the problems and the courage shown by the individuals involved, as well as the obvious needs of the people in fighting Leprosy. He was beginning to feel very humble indeed.


That night he did not so much sleep, as fall into unconsciousness on this his first night at Hombolo. He was absolutely exhausted, and did not awake until eight o’clock to bright sunshine and a noise that seem to be saying, “Go away” “Go away?” He wondered just where he was for a while. This noise continued and came from the tree outside his bedroom window. A greyish bird about eighteen inches long with white neck and a loud penetrating sheep-like bleating call, “gaarr, wayyyy” - “gaarr, wayyyy.” It seemed determined to get him out of bed to face the day!


Joan welcomed Terry again. She explained that he was to stay with them for a few weeks as the bungalow where he would live was having a veranda built on the side, but was not quite finished. It was to be used as a guest house in the future, but for the length of his stay he would live there. After breakfast of pawpaw, egg and toast he went off to find George at the farm.


Everything seemed so strange, the light so bright; the heat of the day was building up as it does in those open bush landscapes. It was already eighty degrees and it was only ten oclock.


George spent the morning showing Terry around the Centre, and the boma where the beef cows lived and were herded at night, an enclosure made of thorny branches. He showed him the fields where maize, groundnuts, millet and beans grew, the vegetable garden and the water supply system. The water supply was essential for them all of course and came via a diesel pump from the dam, about a mile from the centre. It was why the leprosarium had been built in that position in the first place, being near to the newly formed dam of some six square miles, built in 1957 by the government.


What an energetic and enterprising man George was, a real New Zealander, burnt a rich red brown by the sun under which he was constantly working. He stood in the field in his long laced up leather boots, dusty khaki shirt and shorts and a large Anzac slouch hat shading his eyes. George had the most amazing piercing blue eyes, like sapphires that seemed to look right through you. He seemed to be curious about the fact Terry was a Catholic.


“Don’t you Roman Catholics pray to Mary?” he asked. “Why do you do that?”


Not a question Terry had expected, standing in the middle of the African bush!


“Well it’s not quite like that,” Terry replied and passed over it for the time being.


But he noticed over the next few days that George was very curious and somewhat apprehensive about Catholics, perhaps he had not really met any before, hardly surprising where he was living.


He took Terry to see his new home situated about three hundred yards from where George and family lived and the same distance to the doctor’s bungalow, with Sister Win Preston’s house in between the two. The building team were busy doing the extension to what had been a house used by two African nurses. Terry was looking forward to moving into his very first home and establishing his independence, it was so exciting.


“Now mate,” said George, “there is to be no girls staying with you in the house when you move in. I hope you understand?”


This was George’s humour, which surprised Terry, with him being a missionary; he really didn’t know why he should have thought that. Perhaps being a missionary he did not expect him to make such comments.


George had a good sense of humour and over the five months that he and Terry worked together before he took his leave they became quite close, something that it was not easy to do with George. They enjoyed a banter and had a mutual respect for each other, even if they did have different approaches to the work and religious views.


George had come from a narrow low-church background and had a strong faith in God. He had never been afraid of hard work and his time in Tanzania had seen him turn his hand to most things, his strong point being the building work at the Leprosy Centre as well as many town houses including the Bishop’s house in Dodoma, where the CMS mission headquarters were based at Mackay House. It was he that discovered that to build a bungalow on the usual foundations was not acceptable, as the walls would soon crack and the houses fall down within six months, as many did.


Instead, he discovered, it was necessary to first place at least a foot of sand under the foundation to act as a cushion with the concrete foundation poured onto the top. This allowed the house to float in the movement of the soil, causing little or no cracks to appear in the walls. With the severe changes in weather conditions, dry from April to November, then extremely wet from November to March, it was a very difficult place to build, or to grow crops, but something George had worked out how to do, despite the elements.


That was the nature of this remarkable man and in this way he was able to demonstrate to the local people just how much it was possible to achieve in such a poor environment.


It became very apparent to Terry, but he was never sure that George fully appreciated the fact, that without the support of many, firstly his hard working wife Joan, who kept the house going and produced good meals in the most difficult of conditions with limited supplies, and his sister in-law Meg from England, who so often took care of their children Anne and Margaret when they were on school holidays in England. Many others in the long support chain helped him to continue serving at the Leprosy Centre, which he could never have done without their assistance and support. One of the last people to come into George’s life to complete the support mechanism that was so important, in fact vital to him in his retirement years, was to be Terry, but that’s another story!


“Whatever you do, mate, while you’re here and I’m away on leave, take good care of the vehicles. This landrover is quite old and parts are expensive and difficult to come by. The CMS mission has very limited funds, so you must take great care of it. You’ll be asked to pay twelve cents a mile for your private use.”


Out of Terry’s pay of £1 a week he could see that he would not be travelling very far!


As George was explaining this he reversed into a tree stump and put a large buckle in the bodywork at the side!


“Yes,” Terry smiled, “I’ll take great care!”


No more was ever said on the subject!


Electricity for the Centre was supplied by a large generator that was driven by a huge diesel engine standing in the centre of the area between the farm buildings and the hospital administration buildings, contained in its own purpose built building.


“Every night at around 6.45pm you must come and start the engine, without fail,” George explained.


He unlocked the door of the generator house, where there was a large board of controls, dials and meters. George went through a list of things Terry must do and NOT do, if he was to be successful in starting the monster and keeping the supply going!


The weight of responsibility began to feel heavy on his shoulders as he tried to take in all that George was telling him.


“I’ll give you a demonstration, mate.”


George took a large starting handle, placed it in the middle of the huge flywheel and started to turn it. First it revolved slowly, then faster and faster as George went redder and redder in the face. When it was going as fast as his little body would take it, with a free hand, he quickly pushed a lever while still turning the flywheel causing the engine to roar into life.


“There you go. That’s all there is to it!”


He then showed Terry how to adjust the voltage, so that he did not blow all the light bulbs and motors in the centre by running it at too high a voltage. They then closed the door on the throbbing monster that Terry had to keep fed and running during his stay. Never again would Terry just accept mains electricity and take it for granted.


“So, mate, at night Guy will turn off the engine: there’s a small bell push by his back door and in order to conserve the expensive diesel he turns it off at ten o’clock every night without fail,” he explained. “If you want to stay up longer then you have to use an oil lamp, so make sure they are lit by then or you’ll be plunged into darkness!”


Slowly all Terry’s new responsibilities were loaded upon him as George went over all the necessary details of keeping the farm and the Leprosy Centre going on a day to day basis.


At the same time local men were being employed to clear the bush to increase the land available for cultivation and cropping; these had to be monitored and paid at the rate of seventy shillings an acre (£2.50) having cut and removed all the trees and dug up, by hand, the roots so ploughing could take place.


Of course one of the most difficult tasks was to learn Swahili, a language Terry had no knowledge of, little of that was spoken in Dorset! Slowly he picked up some of the language, but it was a major problem for anyone working out there. Terry loved the sound of the language and admired George who seemed to speak it well and could certainly get his point over to the men in his employ and the people in general.


About fifteen men were employed from outside the Leprosy Centre, with the Leprosy patients doing some of the cultivation and clearing work. The groundnuts that were grown on the farm were harvested and shelled by the patients, as they sat in the shade of the farm buildings. This provided them with valuable finger exercises and made them feel that they were doing something in return for the treatment they were receiving.


A man approached Terry with a note in his hand; he beamed a wide and toothless smile at him and said, “Jambo Bwana,” as he passed him the note.


It was from Dawn.





“Would you like to join us for dinner


this evening at 7.30?”





He was able to communicate his acceptance of the offer to the man. How completely bizarre he thought, to be holding a sort of conversation with this man who had only a few fingers and toes, and was covered in scars from his leprosy. It felt unreal, but there it was right in front of him, fresh from England, a reminder of why he had come to Africa, if he needed it.


How far removed it all seemed from his life in Dorset and the U.K. quite unbelievable really, and it had all taken place in such a short time.


The remarkable thing about the few leprosy patients he had seen so far was that they were all smiling and seemingly happy. Terry was not sure he would have felt the same in their position.




Chapter Four


There had been much to take in and to understand: Terry was fast learning there was a great deal involved in the day to day running of the Leprosy Centre. He was unused to the heat and was glad to return to his room and lay on the bed to try and absorb it all.


“You want a bath mate?” George called to him from the hallway.


“You bet.”


“Well it’s all yours; the water should be hot enough as the fire was lit early today in your honour!”


Terry went to the bathroom and ran the water; it was the colour of tea, a reddish brown. He wondered if he would come out dirtier then when he went in. It also had a very strange smell like rotting vegetables. Ah well, he thought, at least it’s wet!


As he lay in the bath, getting some relief from the aches and pains of the day and washing away the dust, he spotted up on the windowsill a glass jar with a screw top. It looked as if it contained a sample from a science lab. Wonder what that is he thought. I must ask George.


Having cleaned up, Terry and George sat chatting in the sitting room area while Joan busied herself in the kitchen preparing the evening meal.


“Never go out at night without a torch, mate. Apart from the off chance of a leopard, hyena or lion being around, snakes are everywhere, dangerous and fatal.


The old lion loves a tasty piece of meat from the ‘Old Country’ you know!” George said laughing.


“The leprosy centre has been so recently carved out of the bush, there are still many of its natural inhabitants around. They don’t like us being here and you need to take the utmost care.” George explained with concern, a rough smile on his sunburnt rich red brown face and twinkling deep blue eyes.


He showed Terry the twelve bore shotgun, where it was kept and how he should use it.


“Have you ever used a twelve bore before mate?” George enquired.


“Very little, just for the odd pigeon or pheasant when working in Dorset,” Terry replied.


“Well take the greatest care mate, always keep the safety catch on when it’s not in use, it’s no toy. It can kill you know!”


More of George’s humour, but it was serious humour on this life saving subject. Terry smiled and hoped that he would never need to use it, but it was comforting to know it was there should he need to.


“Tell me, George, while in the bath I noticed a jar with a strange looking item in it on the windowsill. Is that Ginger Beer?”


“Ha Ha! You English are real nosey. One day I’ll explain to you, but not now mate.”


It was time to get over to the Timmis’s house, where Terry had been invited for dinner, so he set off the few yards to their beautiful bungalow, set in a garden of trees, shrubs and flowers that Dawn had built up in the short time they had lived at Hombolo; it was her pride and joy and rightly so.


The lights of the house drew him to the welcome that only Guy and Dawn could give, always warm and kindly. Guy responded to the usual African greeting that everyone made when approaching a house.


“Hodi.” (Hello, anyone there)


“Karibu,” was always the reply. (Come in)


“Wonderful news about the cricket isn’t it,” Guy said excitedly, as he opened the door that was made of wire and mosquito netting. This allowed the air to flow into the house but not the insects.


“Sorry I don’t follow cricket. My father watched it every minute that he could and it’s rather put me off,” replied Terry.


“We are winning against the West Indies; it’s been so exciting.”


Dawn appeared from the kitchen with a beaming smile, “Come in. You must be hungry? I do hope George didn’t work you too hard today, your first day. He works so hard himself and drives everyone the same way.”


“Would you like a Fanta or a Sprite?” asked Guy.


“A Fanta for me please.”


The room was homely with a piano in the corner; the table was laid with candles and flowers, with a napkin in each place. Dawn liked to present everything well and was known amongst her two sisters as the ‘Duchess,’ due to the fact that everything had to be just right, with a place for everything, in the Victorian manner.


Dawn and Guy had no children. They had worked in Government service, spending sixteen years in Uganda from 1946, and told wonderful stories of those times with nights spent sleeping in the bush under canvas, as they went from one place to another across seven different districts, dealing with every medical condition, from smallpox and sleeping sickness to an epidemic of pneumonic plague.


Guy first met his wife to be, Dawn Brewer, while working at C.M.S. Mengo Hospital that had been started by Sir Albert Cook. Dawn’s Mother had worked with Sir Albert at the time of the breakthrough for African nurses, when they were first given the freedom to touch a sick person! Guy and Dawn were married at Namirembe Cathedral in Uganda in 1948.


“I’d never really had much involvement with Leprosy in the past, it was more general medicine,” Guy explained.


“Of course I came across it everywhere we went in Africa. It still has the same effect on people as it did in biblical days you know, with families turning people out if they thought they had the disease.”


“Can it be cured?” Terry asked Guy.


“Yes, it can mostly. It’s contracted by prolonged contact, like mother and child and husband and wife, that’s why you are unlikely to pick it up. I wrote to your mother and father to reassure them on that point by the way.”


“The two main types of this bacterial disease are Lepromatous and Tuberculoid Leprosy. In the Tuberculoid form sensation is usually lost within a small patch of skin where the pigment is lost, the tiny nerve endings being damaged. If not controlled, it spreads, causing loss of touch, and loss of pain, hot and cold in that order. This causes the possibility of burning and cutting without the feeling being present as normal; causing a great deal of the disfigurements, the type you will often see around here at the Leprosy Centre amongst the patients.”


“Lepromatous leprosy causes more nodules and ulcers to appear on the skin as well as the same loss of sensation. The main problem is that the sufferer loses the sensation in their fingers and toes, with the result that they cut or burn themselves without knowing and so often have fingers or toes missing.”


“If it can be cured with such ease, why was it so widespread?” Terry asked.


“For many reason really. First they have to admit and know that they have it. Then they have to be able to find treatment. Some are living far from any form of dispensary or hospital. Even when they have been given pills to take, you cannot be sure they have always taken them; they are so poor that sometimes they will sell the pills the doctor has given them in order to buy food. In a way, who can blame them? The whole point of the Leprosy Centre is to go out and bring to our hospital all the worst cases from the surrounding countryside, treat them and let them return to their communities and villages. While here they help us grow food and learn more about providing food for themselves when they return home,” Guy explained.


Terry was somewhat taken back by this insight into leprosy, he knew very little about it, never having given it much thought until coming face to face with it.


“Well it’s fascinating as well as sad and I look forward to seeing around the hospital with you tomorrow. Perhaps you would take me out to some of the villages next time you go to the dispensaries; that would be interesting.”


“Sure I will. It’ll be chance for you to see the countryside and to meet some of the Wagogo people of this area. In a way they are the lucky ones, there are fifteen million leprosy sufferers in the world and only one in five gets any sort of treatment. Anyway don’t let George work you into the ground and take time to learn more about your surroundings when you can. We’re just so grateful to have you here.” Guy told Terry.


One of the major projects for Terry was to lead a group of men in the construction of a wire fence around the farm to secure both the land and the cattle within. The Diocese had been given more land and the materials to fence it off. Wooden posts with barbed and plain wire had been donated to the Centre; it was a long and back-breaking task of clearing a bush track around the boundary, then endless hours digging in posts and straining wire, all in the heat of the day, week after week and not with the best team of workmen in the world!


Having become a bit fed up of seeing his men dig the wrong depth hole for the posts, Terry devised a method he felt was fool proof. Each of the men was given a stick; the length of the stick was to determine the depth of the hole required. When the top of the stick was level with the surrounding ground the hole was the right depth and the man could stop digging.


One day when he returned to see how things were progressing, one of the men was out of sight, deep down in the hole with soil flying out with the man having dug over six feet deep?


“Where is your stick?” Terry asked him in his best Swahili.


The man pointed to it stuck in the ground about 2 meters away. He had used the stick as a sort of clock and then when the shadow was in a certain place he knew it was time to knock off, just like a sundial!


He was more concerned with leaving on time then he was in doing the job!


Terry worked long hours with the men, learnt their ways and some Swahili too. He worked alongside George, ploughing with the huge disc plough on the back of the Fordson Major Tractor, discing large areas for planting new crops, cutting the grass to make hay, planting and harvesting vegetables, spraying and caring for the livestock, not forgetting dear “Buster” George’s Alsatian dog, who was a wonderful companion and character.
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