The August 2010 Newsletter of Jean Wahlstrom and Marvin Kananen,

Missionaries who formerly served in Tanzania final newsletter

Dearest friends, family, supporters, and all, beloved to us, precious and caring, greetings.

This final news letter belongs mostly to Jean. I, Marvin, offer only this slight opening paragraph and then the final ‘Nai’ story. But know this to be true: we are so very grateful for you all, for what you’ve done, and for what you will yet do. Thank you. We thank you. The Maasai have a saying they use when someone has given them something so very great that words alone cannot adequately thank the one who gave the gift; they say, “God will have to thank you!” I will miss you and I will miss writing these newsletters and sharing a little of our lives with you.

Jean writes: Truly, our words are just not enough to thank you all for your partnership in ministry over these twelve years. We thank you on behalf of the 850 students (285 currently studying), and 60 new pre-forms coming next month) at the Maasae Girls Lutheran Secondary School plus teachers and staff with whom we’ve shared challenges and growth and faith. On behalf of those whose lives have been touched through A.A. and N.A., we thank you.  On behalf of students and staff at Moringe Sokoine Secondary School and Makumira University College where Marv also worked, we thank you. Marv has begun to thank you for all you’ve enabled by prayer and support, but I would also want to add specifically the thanksgiving from the MGLSS Head of School, Mary Kipuyo; the staff; our Bishop and churches in the North Central Diocese (formerly the Arusha Diocese); and OBA’s Deana Miller and Diane Jacoby, the former and the Interim Director at OBA, respectively.

As we’ve been visiting our missionary sponsoring churches this summer, our emphasis has been threefold:  1) Thanksgiving to God and to all who supported and prayed for us; 2) Report of what God has done through our partnership together over these last 12 years; and 3) Encouragement to continue in mission through the sponsoring of other missionaries through ELCA-GM or through an annual scholarship for a girl at Maasae Girls Lutheran Secondary School (MGLSS) or for a graduate at university, all scholarship funds sent through OPERATION BOOTSTRAP AFRICA (OBA).

What follows is a report of what God has done and is doing at MGLSS through our partnership in ministry with OPERATION BOOTSTRAP AFRICA and all you praying and giving folks who are reading this:

Also, so very important is the fact that there have been about 400 students confirmed at MGLSS, 220 of whom were also baptized into the Christian faith journey.

There have been 397 Form Four graduates of whom 103 went on to graduate from Form Six. Of these, there are: 

                72 primary school teachers trained with 27 currently studying.

                19 preschool teachers trained with 4 currently studying.

                44 have earned bachelor degrees at university level with 13 currently studying, in addition 3 are at medical school to become the first Maasai women doctors in Tanzania, and 3 more completed masters degrees and 1 is about to begin.

By subjects, there are:

                11 Secondary School teachers with bachelor degrees and 11 with diplomas;

                  5 in journalism and mass communications;

                  7 in law with 2 currently studying;

                  8 in social work, 9 in community development, and 1 in gender issues;

                  5 in accounting and 2 in Business Administration with 2 currently studying;

                  5 in Public Administration with 1 currently studying;

                  4 in Wildlife Management with 1 currently studying;

                  5 in commercial skills and 6 in computer science/information technology;

                  1 in Animal Health;

                and 4 are currently studying in Rural Development.

In the medical field, in addition to the three studying to become doctors, there are:

                  7 nurses with 1 currently studying;

                  2 Occupational Therapists;

                  4 in Health Management;

                  5 Clinical Officers with 1 currently studying;

                  2 currently studying for the next level as Assistant Medical Officers;

                and 1 Laboratory Technician currently studying.

                                (By the way, may we mention again the three who are studying to be medical doctors? Two of them are aiming to become O.B.-GYN specialists.)

Even though we are retiring from our positions at MGLSS, the needs of the school continue.  Many more girls will need your continued scholarship support through OBA.  We strongly encourage you to continue that support and encourage you try to increase it and invite others to join you in this venture of educating women in order to help reduce poverty. (The U.N. says the best proven way to reduce poverty in a country is to educate the women.)  Perhaps you might consider funding an annual Education Scholarship or a Nursing Scholarship in the name of your church or organization or as a memorial.  OBA will then assign it to the MGLSS graduate for communication.  Please, contact OBA at diane@operationbootstrapafrica.org or call 612-871-4980.  Experience the joy of giving!

(OBA just told us that for those of you invested with THRIVENT your CHOICE DOLLARS can be donated to OBA directly, for your convenience.  Obviously, we encourage you to do so.  We understand you can split your donation if you want to give to several different organizations.)

Again, even though we are retiring, other missionaries are still ‘on the ground’ being God’s hands and feet to do the work of mission beyond our borders.  We encourage all of our missionary sponsoring churches to partner with another missionary in support.  Contact ELCA-GM, Twila Schock at twila.schock@elca.org , and she will assist you in getting connected.  Stay globally minded in Global Missions!  Experience the satisfaction of sharing the Gospel through others!

After we finish our Sunday visits to churches in the Midwest, we will return to Bellevue, WA on or about September 7th and will continue to share the report of what God has done with churches in the Northwest throughout the fall.  Our only ‘plan’ for this next year is to unpack, sort, shred, settle and lose weight!!  Of course, God may have other plans.  Pray that we keep listening for God’s guidance in all of this process. 

We may be found often at: 1609 – 149th Place SE, #3, Bellevue, WA 98007.

Our new e-mail, at least until you hear otherwise, is: jeannmarvin@gmail.com . Do note the ‘in’ added to ‘Marv.’

The Final ‘Nai’ Story

                She finished her Standard Seven work, her exams were completed. She loved being in school but now it was over. Nai had been the top student in her class; but no one from her area had ever gone on for more schooling. She didn’t know what was ahead of her. She’d had her time in school and it had been great. And then it was over.

                “Nai.” her teacher called to her as she was preparing to leave. The girl looked up, “Would you like to go to secondary school?” A dumb question, of course she would. Everyone loves the impossible.

                “Yes,” she said, softly and politely, her head bowed as was the Maasai way.

                So the teacher spoke the magical words what could change her life, “The Maasai Girls Lutheran Secondary School in Monduli has a place for you.”

                It was a life-changing moment for her. Imagine looking down and seeing all six winning numbers on your lottery ticket. Imagine hearing your name called as the grand prize winner at halftime of the Super Bowl. Or, imagine being a little Maasai girl who had just been told that she could go to secondary school, something that had not happened to anyone in her primary school.

                Nai raced home to share the good news. “Daddy, Daddy,” she called, “I am going to the Maasai Girls School!”

                Her father said, “Daughter, come with me,” and hand in hand he walked her up the hill to bring her to the man who’d already delivered cows for her to be another wife. “Daughter, this is your husband. Bear many children for him,” her father said in blessing her and he left.

                Imagine the wind tearing the winning lottery ticket out of your hand before you could cash it in.

                Nai avoided her husband for several days and, when she had a chance, she raced down the hill to explain to her father that she could go to secondary school. Obviously her father had not understood. She returned home and to explain it to him, that it wouldn’t cost him anything.

                In response, her father called her brothers and together they beat her and dragged her back to her husband. Then they held her down while her new husband consummated the marriage. She said the worst part was that everyone stood around watching, laughing, and mocking.

                After her family left her, Nai cleaned herself up and behaved meekly until she felt strong, and then she fled. She didn’t go home, she vowed to never do that again; instead, she had a magic word in her heart: ‘Monduli.’ “There’s a girls school for Maasai girls like you in Monduli,” her teacher had told her. Monduli: Nai had her word. She would go to Monduli, she would attend that school, and she would learn.

                She knew which distant range of mountains was called Monduli; she decided to make her journey there. She’d never been more than a few miles from her father’s boma, now she was leaving.

                On the second day, trying to cross the dry plains of northern Tanzania without food or water, Nai collapsed beneath a tree and should have died, would have died there, had a boy tending his flocks not found her. He raced home to tell his mother, she came and together they brought the young girl to their home. They nursed her back to health. But one of the blessings and one of the curses of life among the Maasai is that there are no secrets. Word got out that the boy had found a girl; before she was fit to travel again Nai’s brothers showed up. For her disobedience to her husband and her father, hence to her tribe, they beat her until one of her arms would never fully recover, then they dragged her back and once again brought her to her husband, who once again repeated his performance in front of family and witnesses so there was no doubt that he was her master/husband. Nai’s spirit was broken, she became quiet and obedient, she served the man’s other wives and her husband as was right for the newest wife.

                She served faithfully until that moment when she knew she had stored enough food and water to travel for many days. She had her elixir, her magic potent, and this is what it sounded like: Monduli.

                The third time she left, she was not going to return. Her options were few, either she would reach Monduli or she would die. And then, from the face of the earth, from the land of no secrets, she disappeared.

                No one knows the details of her pilgrimage, she’s never told anyone. But, coming over the mountain pass of Monduli Juu (high Monduli), Nai crept down into the town of Monduli. She remained hidden, trusting no one, and watched a well-dressed woman go to a school and waited until the woman returned, obviously a teacher. As the teacher returned to her home that evening, a young Maasai girl in her blue primary school uniform came next to her and they walked and talked. The teacher brought the girl into her house and left her there, for Nai had found a teacher but not one from the Girls School in Monduli.

                That afternoon the teacher went to visit the Head of School at the Maasae Girls Lutheran Secondary School, a brief visit, and then returned to her home. That evening, the Head of School from the Maasae Girls School drove over to visit the teacher, parked the school truck near the teacher’s house, but as she approached the house remembered something in the truck and went back to the truck, opening the passenger’s door and then forgetting to close it, she went in the house. It was a short visit, not even long enough to close the door to the house, then the Head of School returned to the truck, closed the open passenger’s door, and drove back to the Girls School.

                Nai had arrived. In a land of no secrets, the Head of School had already heard of Nai. Nai was welcomed. She was safe now, for once having arrived at school, even the law would protect her. She was safe and, too soon, she was found to be pregnant.

                The law which would have protected her at the Girls School now turned against her. It was utterly illegal for any girl, either pregnant or having borne a baby, to attend any secondary school, be it private or government. Nai’s sprint to safety had been good but, alas, too short. They kept her at the school, giving her all the nutrition and advice they could, for as long as they dared, but they had to return her to her husband.

                Hoping to prevent a scene, the bishop sent his own car and driver to get Nai in the early morning hours while the other students slept, but when the car pulled onto the road, they found the way was lined with the students of the Maasae Girls School who had gathered to sing Nai on her way. And then, in the silent darkness, she was gone.

                The bishop’s car delivered Nai to her father’s boma, for her husband would have nothing to do with such a disrespectful wife, taking Nai’s younger sister in her place. Her father, as is the Maasai way, beat the mother for raising such a disobedient daughter, and the pregnant and disappointed child returned in shame to have a baby in her father’s boma.

                The child was born and died almost immediately, making Nai even less of a woman in the eyes of the Maasai. A woman who cannot bear live children is considered cursed, less than nothing.

                On hearing the news, the Head of School drove the school truck to Nai’s father’s boma, asking for the girl. “Take her, she’s worthless!” the father announced. Despite what the law said about students who’d borne children, Nai came to the Girls School a second time. But this time it was not the same bright-eyed little girl of a year before who first heard the word “Monduli,” a word that made her heart come alive. This Nai was truly broken, her spirit crushed, her eyes glazed over. She did not do well.

                Everyone knew when Nai’s Form Two results came in: she would again have to leave the school. To everyone’s surprise, she passed, barely, but she did pass. Still, she could not perform well in school, and the Tanzanian educational system only allows those who have done well academically (as judged by their test scores) to go on. After the Form Four exams, Nai’s career as a student was over. She had not qualified even as a possible primary teacher.

                She couldn’t go home. Instead she got a job working for the Baptists. (“Baptists,” our matron of the time protested, “we Lutherans educate her and the Baptists take her!” The missionary teachers rejoiced even as the matron complained, for Nai could safely work in their church pre-school program.) A few years later Nai came back to the school. It seems that the Baptist who had hired her had been an American missionary (we hadn’t known that) who, after he left, put his Tanzanian counterpart in charge of the missions work. The Tanzanian pastor, we won’t mention which tribe he was from, arranged the marriage for his young teacher with a local Maasai, taking the cow price (bride price) for himself. Nai heard of the arrangement and fled back to the only place she knew where she would be safe; she came back to the Maasae Girls Lutheran Secondary School.

                Because of her few years as a teacher with the Baptists, Nai was accepted into the Arusha Teachers Training College to become an accredited primary teacher. She came, she studied, and she passed.

                Today, not far from Arusha is a primary teacher named Nai. She is now married to a man who will take no other wives, a mother of two, and pleased with the way life turned out. We rejoice with her, and with her sponsors who did not abandon her even after she’d been gone for a time. 

                We, as missionaries, never made much of an impact on changing Africa, but for a single life, one at a time, we were honored to have been there, sharing their journey.

                This is not merely Nai’s story, this is our story--and it is your story. Together, for a time, we made a difference. The time for Jean and Marvin is over, but not for you. Continue to support the Maasae Girls School. Continue to support those in the mission field. We will love you forever.

Love,

Jean and Marvin

                Friends now, former missionaries then.

GOD BLESS YOU!

P.S.  Life keeps coming at us. Minutes before sending off this newsletter, word came that Jean’s middle brother, Vern, died in MN. Please add his family to your prayers. We will miss our church visit to Fairmont, MN and then get back on schedule. May the peace of God that passes all understanding lodge in us all.

P.P.S. Then the curtain fell and silence and darkness returned. From the darkness came a tear-choked voice, ‘We gots to go now.’ Here endth the final newsletter of Jean and Marvin.

