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In the late 1940s and early 1950s after he became a little too
saggy to fit into a Tarzan loincloth without depressing pop-
corn sales among cinema audiences, the great Johnny Weiss-
muller filled the twilight years of his acting career with a
series of low-budget adventure movies with tiﬂc:s like Devil
Goddess and Jungle Moon Men, all built around a character
called Jungle Jim. These modest epics are largely forgotten
now, which is a pity because they were possibly the most
cherishably terrible movies ever made. B
The plots seldom got anywhere near coherence. My own
favourite, called Pygmy Island, involved a lost tribe of white
midgets and a strange but valiant fight against the spread of
Communism. But the narrative possibilities were practically
infinite since each Jungle Jim feature consisted in large mea-
sure of scenes taken from other, wholly unrelated adventure
movies. Whatever footage was available—train crashes, vol-

canic eruptions, rhino charges, panic scenes involving large




crowds of Japanese—would be snipped from the original

and woven into Jungle Jim’s wondrously accommodating

story lines. From time to time, the ever-more-fleshy Weiss-
mu]ler would appear on the scene to wrestle the life out of
a curiously rigid and unresisting crocodile or chase some
- cannibals into the woods, but these i 1ntIu510ns were genera]ly
brief and seldom ennrely explained. ,

I wouldn't be at all surprised to learn that no more than
four people at a time ever paid money to watch a]ungle Jim
movie. The series might well have escaped my own attention
except that in about 195 WOI-TV, a television statlon well
known in central lowa for its tireless commitment to medi-

ocrity, acquired the complete Jungle Jim oeuvre and for the

next dozen or so years showed two of them back to back late -

every Friday night. What is especially ‘tragic about all this is
that T not only watched these movies with unaccountable
devonon but was indelibly mﬁuenced by them. In fact, were
it not for some scattered wewmgs of the 1952 classic Bwana
Devil and a trip on the ]ungle Safari ride at Dlsneyland in
1961, my knowledge of African life, I regret to say, would be
entlrely dependent on Jungle Jim : movies.

I can’t say it actively preyed on me that my 1mpre5510ns of
'kAfrlca were based so heavily on a series of B-movies made
in California more than half a century ago, but when a per-

sonable young man named Dan McLean from the London

office of CARE International, the venerable and worthy

charity, asked me if I would be willing to go to Kenya to visit
some of their projects and write a few words on their behalf,
it occurred to me that there were some gaps in my familiar-
ity with the Dark Continent that I might usefully fill in. So
I agreed.

Some weeks later, I was summoned to CARE’s London
offices for a meeting with Dan, his boss Will Day and a
rugged and amiable fellow named Nick Southern, CARE’s
regional manager for Kenya, who happened to be in London
at the time. We sat around a big table spread with maps of
Kenya, while they outlined what they had in mind for me.

“Of course, you'll have to fly to the refugee camp at
Dadaab,” Wﬂl observed thoughtfully at one point. He
glanced at me. “To avoid the bandits,” he explained.

Dan and Nick nodded gravely.

“I beg your pardon?” I said, taking a sudden interest.

“It’s bandit country all round there,”Will said.

“Where?” I asked, peering at the map for the first time.

“Oh, juSt‘there,” Will said, waving a hand vaguely across
most of east Africa. “But you’ll be fine in a plane.”

“They only rarely shoot at planes,” Nick explained.

This wasn'’t at all what I had had in mind, frankly. By way
of homework, I had dutifully watched Out of Africa, from

which 1 derived the impression that this trip would mostly




take place on a verandah somewhere while turbaned servants

brought me lots of coffee. I knew that we would probably

visit a clinic from time to time and that someone in the party
might occasionally have to shoot a charging animal, but 1
hadn’t imagined anything shooting at me in return.

“So how dangerous is Kenya then?” I asked in a small
controlled squeak. k

“Oh, not at all,” they responded in unison.

“Well, hardly,” Will added.

“It depyends on what you mean by dangerous, of course,”
said Dan.

“Like bleeding and not getting up again,” I suggested.
“Being shot and stabbed and so forth,” I added.

Thcy assured me that that only very rarely happened, and
that it was nearly always one or the other. You had to be very
unlucky to be shot and stabbed, they said.

“It's mostly diseases you have to worry about,” Nick went
on. “Malaria, schistosomiasis, trypanosorniasis.”

“Rift Valley fever, blackwater fever, yellow fever,” said
Dan. ,

“Dengue fever, bilharzia—the usual tropical stuff}” added
Will.

But they pointed out that you can be inoculated against
many of those and for the rest most people manage a more

or less complete recovery, given time and a considered pro-

gramme of physiotherapy. Many even walk again. [ asked if
there was anything else I should know.

“Well, the roads are a little dangerous—there are some
crazy drivers out there,” Will said, chuckling

“But apart from that and the diseases and the bandits and
the railway from Nairobi to Mombasa, there’s absolutely
nothing to worry about,” Nick added.

“What’s wrong with the railway?” .

“Oh, nothihg really. It's just the rolling stock is a little an-
tiquated and sometimes the brakes give out coming down
out of the mountains—but, hey, if you worried about all the
things that might happen you wouldn’t go anywhere, would
you?” :

© “T don’t go anywhere,” I pointed out.

They nodded thoughtfully.

“Well, it'll be an adventure,”’ Will said brightly. “You’'ll
be fine, absolutely fine. Just check your insurance before
you go.”

'And so it was that I became irrevocably committed to the

African adventure which follows.



Saturiay, September 28

We meet at the Kenya Alrwayq check-in desk at
Heathrow, the five brave souls who are to form our party
from London. In addition to me and Dan, they are: David
Sanderson, a thoughtful and kindly fellow who is soon to
take up a post in Johannesburg as CARE's regional manager
in South Africa, but joining us now in his capacity as urban
specialist; Justin Linnane, an intent but amiable young maker
of television documentaries who has volunteered to make a
video record of the expedition; and the photographer Jenny
Matthews, whose brilliant and compassionate snaps grace
this volume. White-haired and sweetly unobtrusive, Jenny is
easily the wonder of the lot, If you saw her in a supermarket
you would take her for a schoolteacher or civil servant. In
fact, for 25 years she has gone wherever there is danger—to
Chechnya, Bosnia, Afghanistan, Rwanda. She is fearless and




evidently indestructible. [f things go bad on this trip, it is her
P’lIl hold on to.

The first good news is that Kenya Airways has given us all
an upgrade on account of our genial goodness and dapper
manner, and $o of course gets a glowing mention here. It i
a nine-and-a-half-hour flight from London to Nairobi, and
we are very pleased to pass it in comfort, with a better clags
of drinks and our own party packs.

An hour or so after we are airborne, by chance | come
across an article in The Economist declaring Nairobi to be the
new crime capital of Africa. My attention is particularly ar-
rested by the disclosure that street children come up to cars
waiting at traffic lights demanding money and if it’s not given
they rub balls of human excrement in the victim’s face,

I'share this information with my new companions and we
agree that Dan, as group leader, will be our designated
“rubbee” for the week. Conveniently, Dan is in the lavatory
when the matter is discussed and so the motion carries
unanimously. In order not to spoil his enjoyment of Nairobj

we decide not to tell him of our decision until we see chil-

dren advancing.

It is nighttime when we land at Jomo Kenyatta Airport and

pleasantly cool. We are met by Kentice Tikolo, an immensely

good-natured Kenyan lady who helps run CARE’s Nairobi
office and who shepherds us into waiting cabs, In Out of
Africa, Nairobi was depicted as a sunny little c?untry town,
so [ am disappointed to find that at some time in the past 5?
or 6a years they took away that pretty scene and replaced it
with Omaha, of all things. Nairobi is merely yet another
modern city with traffic lights and big buildings and hoard-
ings advertising Samsung televisions and the like. Our hotel
is a Holiday Inn—very nice and comfortable, but hardly a
place that shouts: “Welcome to Africa, Bwana:”

“Oh, you will see plenty of Africa,” Kentice aSSTlrES me
when we convene at the bar for a round of medicinal hy-
dration.“We're going to show you lots of exotic things. Have
you ever eaten camel?” .

“Only in my junior high school cafeteria, and thcjy called
it Jamb,” T reply. [ take the opportunity, while Dan is at the
bar, to ask her about the street children 1 read about on the
flight. o

“Oh, thats the least of your worries,” Kentice laug}:&
“Car-jackings are much worse. They can be quite violent.

“What a comfort to know.”

“But don’t worry,” she says, laying a comforting hand on
my arm and becoming solemn, “if anything goes wrong we
have excellent hospitals in Nairobi.”

We retire early because we have an early start in the




‘morning. I am disappointed to find that there is no mosquito
net around the bed in my room. Unaware that Nairobi is
malaria-free, I slather myself with insect repellant and pass a
l(.)ng‘n.ight sounding like two strips of parting Velcro each
time 1 roll over in the bed and dreaming terrible dreams in
which Jungle Jim, assisted by a tribe of white pygmies, chases
me through the streets of Omaha with dung balls.

| Sunday, September 29

In the mMoming we drive to Kibera, a sea of tin roofs
filling a mile or so of steamy hillside on the south side of the
c1ty Kibera is the biggest slum in Nairobi, possibly the
biggest in Africa. Nobody knows how many people live
there. It’s at least 700,000, but it may be as many as a million,
perhaps more. At least 50,000 of Kibera’s children are AIDS
orphans. At least a fifth of the residents are HIV posidve, but
it could be as high as so percent. Nobody knows. Nothing
about Kibera is certain and official, including its existence. It
appears on no maps. It just is.

You can'’t just go in to Kibera if you are an outsider. Well,
you can, but you wouldn’t come out again. Kibera is a dan-

gerous place. We were taken on a walking tour by the district

chief, an amiable giant named Nashon Opiyo, and three of
his deputies, all Kibera residents. They are employed by the.
government to keep an eye—and occasionally a lid—on
things, even though Kibera doesn’t officially exist. “
To step into Kibera is to be lost at once in ‘a random,
seemingly endless warren of rank, parrow passagemys wan-
dering between rows Of frail, dirt-fAoored hovels made of tin
and mud and twigs and holes. Each shanty on average is ten
feet by ten and home to five or six people. Down the cen-
tre of each lane runs a shallow trench filled with a trickle of
water and things you don’t want to see ot step in. There are
no services in Kibera—no running water, no rubbish collec-
tion, virtually no electricity, not a single flush toilet. In one -
section of Kibera catled Laini Saba until recently there were
just ten pit latrines for 40,000 people. Especially at night
when it is unsafe to venture out, many residents rely on what
are known as “flying toilets,” which is to say they go into a
plastic bag, then open their door and throw it as far as pos-
sible. '
" In the rainy season, the whole becomes a liquid ooze. In
the dry season it has the charm and healthfulness of a rub-
bish tip. In all seasons it smells of rot. It’s a little Like wander-
ing through a privy. Whatever is the most awful place you

have ever experienced, Kibera is worse.




Kibera is only one of about a hundred slums in Nairobi, and
it is by no means the worst, Altogether more than half of
Nairobi’s three million people are packed into these im-
mensely squalid zones, which together occupy only about
1.5 percent of the citys land. In wonder | asked David
Sanderson what made Kibera superior. |
“There are a lot of factories around here,” he said, “so
there’s work, though nearly all of it is casual. If you're lucky
you might make a dollar a day, enough to buy a little food

and a jerry can of water and to put something aside for your
rent.”

“How much is rent?”

“Oh, not much. Ten or twelve dollars a month., But the
average annual income in Kenya is $280, so $120 or $140 in
Tent every year is a big slice of your income. And nearly
everything else is expensive here, too, even water. The aver-
age person in a slum like Kibera pays five times what people

in the developed world pay for the same volume of water

- piped to their homes”

“That’s amazing,” I said.

He nodded. “Every time you flush a toilet you use more
water than the average person in the developing world has
for all purposes in a day—cooking, cleaning, drinking
everything, It’s very tough. For a lot of people Kibera is es—’

sentially a life sentence. Unless you are excepﬁonaﬂy lucky
with employment, it’s very, very difficult to get ahead”

Every day around the world, 180,000 people fetch up in
or are born into ciﬁes like Nairobi; mostly into slums like
Kibera. Ninety pefcent of the world’s population growth in
the twenty-first century will be in :cities.x"For‘ better or
worse, this is where the future is,” David said.Yet, amazingly,
aid ageﬂcies like CARE can do litde for urban slums like
Kibera. The governments won’t . lét them. “Mostly they
won'’t permit any,‘ kind of permanent impmvéments because
they fear it would just aﬁirm‘Kibéra’s existence, and also they
are afraid that it would encourage: moré people to pour in
from the countryside. So they’d rather pretend these places
don’t exist.” ‘ : o ' :

“But they must know it’s here” ;

He smiled and pointed to a big house—a compound—
commanding a neighboring hillside only a couple of hun-
dred yafds from Kibera’s edge. The house, David told me, was
the Nairobi residence of Daniel arép Moi, president of Kenya
since 1978. “This is what he sees. every morning when he
look‘s‘ out his window. Of course they know it's here”

Walking along with us was one of our minders, a kindly -
man of indeterminate age named Bonard Onyango. I asked
him if he had always lived in Kibera. “Oh no,” he said. “I

came here from the country twenty years ago.”




How bad can the country be that you'd prefer this?” |
asked. ‘

“The country is very nice,” he agreed, “but there’s no
work there and so no money. If you have no money,
can’t send your children to school. But in the city if you

work hard and you are lucky you can educate your children

you

and maybe they will have a better life. All these pedple they

are here for their children”

“Rea]ly?"’ I said, impressed.

“Oh, yes. Most of therh.”

Kentice had been listening to this and was ﬁodding in
agreement. “Just over there,” she said, pointing vaguely along
some roof tops, “is the Olympic Primary School. Do you
know, it is the best primary school in all of Kenya?” |

“Truly?” I said, impressed.

She nodded gravely “Three of the eight top-scoring pri-
mary schools in the country are here in Kibera, People from
outside Kibera try to get their children into these schools
because they are so good.” She nodded some more. “People
here will do anything to improve the lot of thejr children.”

“So it’s not completely hopeless?” I said.

Kentice gave a big laugh. “Oh, no,” she said. “In Kenya we
always have hope.”

In the afternoon, just to make sure the contrast was total, we

drove out to the western edge of the city through a succes-

sion of wooded suburbs that seemed to owe more to Guild-
ford Or‘Weybridge than to Africa: Our destination was a
formerly all-white preserve called Karen, whose most fa-
mdus resident was also, thoughtoincidénta]ljr,, ca]led‘Karen.,
I refer to Karen Blixen of Out of Africa fame. o

. We stopped at the Karen Blixen Coffee Garden, built

around an old farmhouse that was once part of her coffee
plantation, and now a popular spot for Sunday lunch. After
Kibera' anything would seem good, but this was almost
painfully agreeable. Inside the farmhouse a lavishly varied
buffet wasfsp‘r,ead out, and outside, scattered around a large
shady lawn, were tables of all sizes, mostly occupied by feast-
ing white families. It can’t have been greatly different in
colonial times. o S o

After lunch we strolled the few hundred yards up the road
to Blixen’s house, the setting for much of Out of Africa. I cant |
say | was hugely interested in the personal history of Karen
Blixen, but it was an interesting insight into the privil‘egedl
lifestyles of the colonial period—which, not incidentally,
didn’t last all that long: only about 60 years. Blixen  herself
spent only 17 years in Kenya, barely a fifth of her life. Any-

way, it was a very pleasant house and the grounds were gor-




geous, with long views across to Blixen’s blue and beloved
Ngong Hills. My big excitement, however, was that as we
were walking back to the car I saw my first Maasai—a young
man with a long walking stick and a bolt of red cloth
wrapped around his waist and draped over a shoulder, loping
past on the other side of the road. It seemed almost prepos-
terously unreal to see a genuine African icon walkin
through this little lost corner of Surrey. i

“What’s he doing here?” I asked, surprised.

Kentice looked at me with a touch of wonder. “He lives
here,” she said. “It’s his country.”

Monday, September 30
Knowing Of 1y interest in ancient pre-humans (be-

cause of a book I have been working on) Kentice set up a
visit to the National Museum. There we met Dr Emma
Mbua, the petite and cheerful chief paleoanthropologist.
Thanks largely to the efforts of two generations of the
Leakey family, the museum has the finest collection of early
human remains in existence., } ’
. ‘lt is an exceedingly rare event when a human bone fos-
silizes—only about one in a billion does so—and even rarer

when one is found. You could easily fit all the early human

bones that have ever been discovered into'the back of a small
delivery van. If you include every last tooth and chip of an-
cient bone ever found, only about §,000 individuals have
contributed to the human fossil record, Five hundred of
these -are held in the Kenyan National Museum in what is
aptly known as the Strong Room, a slightly oversized ver-
sion of a bank vault, with a heavy steel door and thick win-
dowless ‘walls. 1t is the greatest single hoard in the world,
wmore priceless by far than any collection of ‘toyal baubles. Al-
most never is a non—speéia]is; allowed into this room. [ was
honored indeed. : '

Al the spe‘cimens are kept in small wooden chests in cup-
boards lined up around the walls. For one giddy hour, Dr
Mbua brought out one, celebrated skull after another. Here
was the first Homo habilis, found by Louis Leakey in 1964
and long thought to be our earliest direct ancestor. Then
came the famous Australopithecus boisei, 1.6 million yeérs
old and found miraculously intact, lying on the ground in
the open, by Louis’s son Richard in 1969. Then there was the
extraordinary Turkana boy, whose neatly complete skeleton
was found in northern Kenya in the 1980s and which at'a
stroke provided scientists with more Homo erectus bones
than all the previous finds put together. ‘

Dr Mbua’s most treasured relic was a 19—mi]lion—year—old

skull of an ape known as proconsul. “It was sent to the
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British Museum for cleaning in the 1940s,”
took us forty years to persuade them to rety
“Why?” I asked.

“They coveted it,” she said, smiling serenely,

levels of darkness in the world of paleontolo
known existed. *

rn it.”

want to see any of these special things,
Nairobi” How glad T was I had.

The scarci ins i
: scarcity of human remains isn’t Just because few bones
ecome fossils, but also because precious few landscapes of-

fer ‘tht': right conditions to preserve fossils. The greatest of
them is the Great Rife Valley,

next.

and it was there we headed

I had always imagined the Rift Valley as some kind of
canyon—a comparatively confined ‘space where your voice
would echo off walls of rock. In fact, it is a mighty plain, a
hundred miles across and four thousand miles long. It is in’q—

mense, and startlingly sumptuous in its beauty. As you head

o _
uth and west out of Nairob; there comes a place where the

g.round Just falls away and there spread out below you is the
biggest open space you have ever seen: the Great Rift Valley,

Itisan ing si
amazing sight—a pale green vastness interrupted here

18

she said, “and i¢

but hinting at

gy that I hadn*
Now we don’t Jet anything leave the mu-
Seum, ever. They are too delicate and too precious. If you

you must come to

and there by dead volcanic craters, but otherwise infinite and
flat and very hot looking. :

We were headed for a place called Olorg‘e,sai]ie,‘éo miles
beyond the Ngong Hills on thé valley floor. When we ar-
rived, we stepped from the vehicle into a dry, oven-like heat,
which was all the more startling after the comiparative cool-
ness of Nairobi. In 1919, a geologist named J.W. Gregory was
poking around in the area when he came across an expanse
of ancient and distinctive teardrop-shaped hand axes of a
type known as Acheulean. In the 1940s, Louis Le;ﬁkey and h15
wife, Mary, got around to excavating the site. What - they
found was that Olorgesailie was a kind of factory where:
these tools were made in incalculable numbers over about a
million years, from 1.2 million to 200,000 years ago. But
here’s the thing. The stones from which the axes were made
aren’t found on the Rift Valley floor. They had to be brought
there from two nearby mountains named Ol Esakut and
Mount ‘Olorgesaﬂie, each about ten kilometers away. Why
the early people went to such trouble and what exactly they
used the tools for have long been a mystery. Acheulean axes
were beautiful pieces of technology for the time; and each
represented a lot of effort to create, but they weren’t out-
standingly good for cutting or chopping or scraping—cer-
tainly not a great deal better than almost any random

unshaped rock would be.




Yet for a million years early humans went to the consid-
erable trouble of collecting and carrying large hunks of
quartz and obsidian miles across a baking landscape to make

them into axes at this one ten-acre site. More than this, the

excavations showed that there was one area where axes were
made and another where worn axes were brought to be re-
sharpened. It was all amaiingly organized.

Today thousands upon thousands of these stone tools are
heaped and scattered everywhere around Olorgesailie, left
‘where they were dropped hundreds of thousands of years
ago by ancestors so remote from us that they weren't yet
even Homo sapiens. It is an extraordinary site, One other
curiosity is-that no hurman remains have ever been found at
Olorgesailie. We have to guess who the early people were.

I know all this because a very bright and enthusiastic
young man named Jillani Ngalla from the Kenyan National
Museum conducted us around the site. Ngalla appeared to
know everything there is to know about Olorgesailie,

Acheulean tools, the Rift Valley, and early hominids, and yet

he seemed awfully YOung for an authority. I asked him how
long he had been a paleontologist.

“Oh, I'm not,” he said cheerfully. “I am an aspiring pale-
ontologist. I've been accepted at the University of Pretoria”
he added with a touch of pride,
necessary funds.”

“but sadly I don’t have the

i

“How much would it cost?” I asked. .:

“Ten thousand US dollars.” He gave me an apologetic -

look, as if he had just said ten million. .
“And do you have any hope of getting that lqnd of -

money?” T asked. : S B

“As things stand at the moment,” he answered and con-

1 ) : N LOPPN 1]
sidered the question carefully for a minute, “no.

In the early eVen.ing we made our way to the modestly grand
central railway station in Nairobi to catch the overnight

sleeper to Mombasa.

Kenyan Railways has something of a tradition of killing
its pﬁssengers. In just the past decade, a little over 200 people
have d.ied‘in accidents on its trains. The accident that seems
to have attracted the most publicity in recenF years ‘Was orul‘e :
in 1999 whejni the overnight Nairobi—to—MombaSa“trair;'
jumped the rails at an inter‘esting”sounding plac¢ cglled Man
Eaters Junction,” in Tsavo National Park, kjlling 32 people.

The crew blamed brake failure. Kenya Railways blamed
the crew. No one really knows what happened.Thg f?ﬂqw-, |
ing year another 30-plus people were killed in two accidents,
both involving runaway trains, in the space of four days. The
biggest disaster of a]l was in 1993 when a train bo.unfi‘for
Mombasa from Nairobi plunged off a bridge and into the

2




“crocodile-infested” Ngai Ndeithya River, killing 140 peo-
ple. Ngai Ndeithya means “God help us” in Kiswahili, which
would seem to be a not inappropriate motto for the railway
itself. Almost since the beginm'ng, however, the train has
been known as the Lunatic Express. Can’t think why. -

Man Eaters Junction is so called, by the way, because in
1?98 during the construction of the railway about 140 In-
dian workers were snatched and eaten by two lions (giving
a whole new meaning to the term “Indian takeaway”). The
railway’s chief engineer, an ex-army man named Lt. Col
trying to lure the libns into
a trap (often using understandably reluctant Indians as bait)
but always failed. On one notable oceasion a junior ern—’
p]oy.ee named C. H. Ryall sat up all night in an open railway
Carriage with a rifle trained on a pile of bait outside, but un-

John H. Patterson, spent months

fortunately nodded off. The lions ignored the bait and took
poor Ryall instead. k

Finally in early December, after nine months of frustra-

tion, Patterson managed to bag one of the lions. Three weeks
later he shot and wounded the second one, which then
bounded off into the bush, At first light the next morning he
followed the trail of blood to the beast’s lair. Though severely
V\founded, the lion charged. Patterson fired both barrels of
his gun, and was nonplussed, to say the least, to find that the

i .
1on merely staggered sideways and then resumed coming for

22

him. Turning to his rifie bearer for his backup gun, Patterson

was additionally nonplussed to discover that the bearer was
so feet away and 'Climjng a tree. Patterson likeWisé, fol-
lowed, just managing to ‘hka‘ul himself onto a branch, the lion
snapping at his quiverihg]ﬂanks‘;Thér‘e‘ he snatched the gun - f
from the cowering be;rér and fired once mbre,: and the lion. -
at last fell dead. The fa‘te‘of the bearer is not record'e‘d,‘ bu“‘t‘ I

believe wefmay reasonably ass,ur“nie‘ that he was not further

entrusted with the custody of firearms.

The joufncy from ‘Nairobi to Mombasa také$ 13 hours,
ne‘arl‘y‘a]l of it after dark, which is péfhaps a mercy, all things
considered. So long as it stays upright and settled on the rails,
the train 1s quite woriderfﬁl. It Was a litle on the ancient
side, to be sure, but we each had a smig private cabin, whjch a
looked comfortable enough, and the dining car was ‘spl‘én;
did, with :a‘hearty threeécourse dinner and che‘éry,fatténtjvei
service. Kdeing the‘ perils that lay ahead, we took the S’el‘lf
sible precaution of anaesthetizing ourselves with many
Tusker beers beﬁ‘)re,y during‘a‘n‘d after dinner, but even so .
sleep was not to be found.” ' o )
To begin with the beds were small and decidedly on the
hard side; but it was the wild and exttac)rdiriary motions of -
the train that made even light dozing impossible. Normally

3
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I love overnight trips by train, but this was like trying to
sleep through an earthquake. Even in its more tranquil spells,
which were few, it was like being on one of those agitating
conveyor belts that mining companies use to shake diamonds
loose from piles of rubble. Because it was pitch dark outside,
there was never any telling where we were, but the angle of
the carriage made it evident that we were spending much of
the night descending steeply. Every few hundred yards, or so
it seemed, the driver would hit the brakes, setting off a chain
reaction of collisions as each carriage slammed into the one
ahead of it, followed a micro-instant later by the thuds and
confused moans of people who have just been pitched out
of bed. The experience would not have been a great deal dif-
ferent if they had put us all in a large barrel and rolled us to

Mombasa.

Tuesday, October 1
And 50 we stepped into the steamy morning heat of
Mombasa, pleased to be back on solid ground. Our destina-

tion for the evening was the Driftwood Beachclub Hotel, a
stylish but conspicuously underutilized establishment stand-
ing on the Indian Ocean at Malindi. A vehicle from the ho-
tel was waiting to whisk us up the coast to Malindi. Our




Fhe beautitul cane:
Kisumu children and
their wondertul hones

e foothall,

principal task for the day was simply to get in position to fly

on to Dadaab and a big CARE refugee camp the next day,
but we had much to do in the meanwhile.

First we drove to a beach hetel north of Mombasa where
CARE people from all over Africa had gathered for a con-
ference to thrash out a new five-year plan. There we dropped
off David Sanderson, who was to address the conference be-
fore flying back to London, and picked up Nick Southern,
CARE’s regional manager for Kenya, whom I had met in
London, as you will recall, and who was to be our host and
protector for the next five days. An old Africa hand, Nick has
been in Kenya for most of the past 15 years and knows the
country inside out.

With Nick collected, we resumed our journey up the
coast, through a lush, tropical landscape of palm groves and
endless sisal plantations (sisal is used to make rope, I was told)
to a small resort called Watamu.

Watamu was tranquil to the point of being comatose.
There were several good-sized hotels and associated busi-
nesses—diving shops and the hke——but a decided paucity of
holidaymakers. “Tourism has really taken a beating here,”
Nick said, “especially the coastal resorts. it people want to see
lions and giraffes, they still have to come’ togome place like
Kenya, but if all they want is a beach holiday then they go to
lots of other places.”




‘ Fora decade up‘t(n) the mjd—lggos, Kenya was a hot des-
tination. Inte'rnationﬁa] visitor nu,mb‘ers‘ hit 850,000.in 1995

but then slumped to under 500,000 in 1997-amid a weltér of l‘

bad publitity Nearly eVerjrbody You meet can tell you some
unnerving story abqut VIsitors coming to an unhappy end.

Before I even came to' Kenya I_Was told three different ver- |

L sions qf a story "about; a Gérman tourist who was either
~walking on a beach, sitting at an you‘tdo,o‘ricafé orina car ét
a t‘ra’fﬁc‘light‘ with 'his arm out the window when sdméoné
| loppedrtht? arm off with a machete and ran off With tﬁe at-
. tached Rolex. The story is untrue, bat th‘at doéSn’t 1hétter
‘What matters is that people believe it. o
“When people hear these things and then someone sa?s ‘
‘Oh and by the way you have to take malaria tablets, tbb’ a:
ot of them decide just to 80 to Spain,” Nick said.‘“It’s, a

shame because’ Kenya’s got so much going for it—beautifial

countrysid’e, lovely peopie, extraordinary wildlife, wonderfi]
;hmate, great beaches. [ mean,‘look‘,” he said and made a

S . § ) ) - e Y
weeping gesture across what was a setting of incomparable - |

’\ splen‘dor:‘ wide beach, nodding palms, bright sun, sparkling
_ water. ‘ ‘ | '

W¢ took a creaky glass-bottomed boat bperated by tWo
keen young men out to the reef about a qUarfer of a mile‘-
offshore and spent an hoﬁr;dnijring the large and colourful
shoals. of fish. «“Vikrtua]vly the whole of the coést is reef iike
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this,” Nick said. “And they actually look after it pretty con-
scientiously. For all they do wrong, the Kenyans manage
wildlife very well.” He gave a slight apologetic shrug.“You're
seeing a lot of bad things this week. | thought it might be
nice to see something good.”
“Thank you,” I said.
“And the next thing,” he went on, “is really good. Have
you ever heard of the Gedi ruins?” '
“No,” I said without having to think.
“Not many people have. I think you’ll be impressed.”
The Gedi ruins are inland from Watamu and down a
winding track through enclosing overgrowth. From the thir-
teenth to seventeenth centuries Gedi was a thriving but
oddly secretive community hidden away in a jungly setting
in what was then a remote nowhere along the coast between
Malindi and Mombasa. The inhabitants, who were Muslim,
traded with people from all over the world. Archaeologists
have found beads from Venice, coins from China, an iron
lamp from India, and scissors from Spain, among a great deal
else. But nowhere in any written records in any language
does Gedi or its industrious people appear. Somehow for
four hundred yéars Gedi interacted with the world without
being noticed, and no one knows how it managed to escape
attention or why it chose to.
Gedi wasn't rediscovered until the 1920s, by which time it
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‘was completely overgrown, but excavations since then have

uncovered mosques, tombs, houses and a grand palace, spread

across a 4s5-acre site. Monkeys run along the ruined walls,

discreetly keeping an €ye on visitors. The site still seems to
half belong to the jungle, with mighty baobob trees growing
up in what was once a busy lane or someone’ sitting irc:')c‘)rn.
At the end of the day, with long sun beams slanting through
the forest, it was iri’expressib]y gorgeous. We were conducted
around the site by Ali Abdala Alausy, the curator, a dro]l‘and
cheerful man who was so clearly glad of visitors that he gave
us what can orﬂy be called an exhaustive tour. There wasn't
an alcove or pediment to which we weren’t given a full his
tory, not a pit or dwelling whose excavated contents weren’t
thoroughly described. We left packed with kno
admiration, and ready for a very large drink. ‘
We spent the night at the Driftwood Beachclub Hotel.
The only other customers in the large dining room were 2
family of four at a distant table—white Ke
Nick supposed.

- Everybody was tired after the sleep
the night before,

wledge and

nyans on holiday,

less train journey of

didn't realize it at the time but this was because, with the ex-
ception of Jenny, who fears nothing, we were al quietly cer-

tain we were going to die in the morning,

but even so we were unusually subdued. I r

Wednesday, October 2 |

A fEW years ago, I was on a scheduled flight c-m a 16-
seater prop plane from Boston to ‘my local airport in New
Hampshire when the plane got lost in béd weather arfd
couldn’t find the airport. For 40 minutes we flew around in
a perplexed manner, occasionally dropping through the l?w
clouds (which, I couldn’t help noticing, we share.d wlth
many mountaintops) before the pilot got his bearings, or
lucky, and put us on the runway with a descent.so ?teep that
1 sometimes still sit upright in bed at 3 a.m. thinking abo(ut
it. I vowed then that [ would never go on another light zuit
craft. Then two years ago [ flew in a light aircraft across Fiji
almost, but not quite, ahead of the leading edge of the
biggest tropical storm I ever hope to experiena‘e“and [ vowed
then that really, absolutely and under no conditions would I
set foot on a light aircraft again.

And now here [ was about to fly 400 kilometers into. ban-
dit country in a charter plane in a Third World nation. I
mentioned my reservations to Nick Southern at breakfast.

“I know just what you mean,” he said with feeling. “I'm
petrified myself.” o

“That’s not quite what [ was hoping to hear,” I said. ‘

“Absolutely bloody petrified,” he repeated for emphasis.



“I was rather counting on you to tell me everything is go-
Ing to be fine, and that these planes never crash.”
“Oh, no, they crash all the time,” Nick said.

“I know they do, Nick. But | was hoping that you would

tell me that somehow in Kenya they don’t and that for some
reason that hasnt occurred to me the world’s most out-
standing pilots come here to do charter work”

Nick didn’t seem to be listening to me any longer. “Crash
all the time,” he said. “Poor Richard Leakey lost both his legs
in a plane crash in Kenya, you know.”

“I'd heard that,” I said,

“And he was one of the lucky ones,” he added emigmati-
cally.

Dan, also a piteous flier, arrived at the breakfast table just
then. He was as white as a sheet, a condition somewhat ex-
acerbated by the fact that he had madvertently brushed his

teeth with sun cream. Then poor Justin Linnane turned up

looking similarly ghostly. He was uneasy because he had
never been up in a small plane before and now learned that
his debut experience was to be in the company of the three
most hysterical fliers in Africa. Only Jenny remained serene.

Thus it was that we were to be found an hour later at Ma-
lindi Airporr, kicking the tyres of, and otherwise closely ex-

amining, the single-engine aircraft that was to convey us to

CARE’s refugee camp at distant, dusty Dadaab and thence,
at the end of the day, to Nairobi.

The plane, 'm pleased to say, was quite new and loovked
sound, and the pilot, 2 man of great calmness named Nino,
was unquestionably sober and reliable looking. Under ques-
tioning he pointed out that he wanted to crash even less thafl
we did since he would have to pay for the plane. I found this
immensely reassuring. Best of all it was a beautiful‘day- for
Aying, the air still and almost cloudless. We were ﬂymg into
the desert, after all, so the chances of storms were practically
nil. '

The flight itself proved blissfully uneventful. The engine
purred steadily the whole way and no one took a shot at us.
By the time we landed in Dadaab I was almost calm.

Dadaab is bang on the equator, in the middle of a dusty
orange nowhere, about sixty miles from the Somalia border.
There has been a drought there for years, which is exildent
with every dry scrape of wind. In the eardy 19903, refugees
from the fighting in Somalia began to stream over the bor-
der into northeastern Kenya, and a camp was hastily put to-
gether. Nearly a dozen years later it is home to 134,000
people. '

The camp consists of three compounds, each a mile or two

i ; o you must be es-
apart, and when traveling between any two y




corted by a truckload of Kenyan soldiers, just in case. The |

camp has become éssent'ia]ly a city in the desert, with schools

and markets and permanent habitations, It has been there so

long now that a generation of children has grown to adult-

hood without knowing any life other than being behind ra- §

zor wire and heavy iron gates, and a sense that all the world
beyond this shug perimeter offers nothing but danger or in-

difference. CARE has 175 employees on site. Forty-five per-

cent of its spending in Kenya goes to the camp. Dadaab is 2

vivid reminder that refugee problems don’t end simply be-
cause journalistic interest moves elsewhere. The inhabitants
themselves are irremediably stuck. They can’t go back to So-
malia because ‘it isn’t safe and they can’t go elsewhere in
Kenya because Kenya has problems enough of its own with-
out having 134,000 Somalis pitching up in Nairobi or Mom-

 basa, looking for food and work.And so way out in the desert
there exists this strange city-that-isn’t-a-city filled with peo-
ple who have nowhere to g0 and nothing much to do.

We spent a long day doing all the things you would ex-
pect to do at a refugee camp—toured the food distribution
centre, visited schools, talked to administrators, learned how
water was extracted from the ground and sanitized—but
there was a curious lack of urgency about it all. The camp
Occupants weren't dying or malnourished or in desperate

need of medical attention. They were Just normal people like
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you and me who wanted to be somewhere where they could

have a life. |
Nearly everyone I spoke to complained of shortages of

one kind or another—of work, of food, of teachers, of things
to do. There are 28,000 pupils in the camp’s schools, but only
807 desks. There is only one textbook for every zo students,
one classroom for, every 75.1 talked to a bright young man
named James Makuach, one of 357 students preparing to
take the Kenyan Schools Certificate exam, a prerequisit? fo’r
going on to higher education. He told me the school didn’t
have the facilities, in particular the scientific equipment, that
would allow them to pass the test.

“You have no hope at all?” I said. ‘

“Not much,” he said and gave me a heartbreakingly shy
smile. ‘

I couldn’t understand this at all. I asked Nick—demanded
really—why conditions weren’t better than this. He looked
at me with patient sympathy.

“There are 20 million like this all over Africa, Bill,” he
said. “Money only goes so far.” Besides, he went on, dispe‘ns—
ing aid is much more complicated than most people realize.
It is, for one thing, a fundamental part of aid protocol that
you cannot make conditions notably better for refugees tha'n
they are for their hosts outside the camps. It wouldn'’t be fair
and it would breed resentment. “Everybody would want to




be a refugee,” Nick said.“In Practical terms, you can only do
so much.” : ‘ |
“But the kids,” [ said. “They have no future”
“I know;” he said sadly. “I know”

Lflter, as we walked through the camp, Dan pointed out a
nifty self-closing tap on a standpipe in the school grounds
and told me that Nick had designed it, though he was too
modest to say so, Nick, it turns out, is a ‘water engiheer by
training and the tap was one of his first projects in Africa. You
can find them all over Afyica now, Dan told me.

Interestingly, nearly all the field workers for CARE were
trained to do something else. David Sanderson was an archi-
tect before he became an aid worker, Adam Koons, whom
we would meet in another day or So, was formerly a pho-
.tographer on Madison Avenue in New York. A fellow work-
Ing in Uganda for CARE in a previous life designed the
round tea bag. :

“People who work in the field are different from most of
the rest of us,” Dan said as we strolled along, “They ﬁ\%e far
away from their friends and familjes in places like tﬁis that
are generally difficult and often dangerous, trying to help
people they don’t know to have better Lives. Pretty remark-
able really. Could you do that?”

L

“No,” I said.
“Neither could I.” He was thoughtful for a minute. “But

then I'd never have thought of the round teabag either.”

Late in the afternoon we returned to the airstrip for the go-
minute flight to Nairobi. I asked Nino what the weather was
like there.

“I'll lec you know when we get closer,” he said vaguely, as
if he weren’t sharing all he knew.

Ten minutes before we arrived in Nairobi I found out
why he was being coy. Ahead of us was a storm. It looked
big. The thing about sitting near the front in a small aircraft
is that you can see everything—to left, to right and straight
ahead. None of it looked good.

We were over the outer suburbs of Nairobi and some way
into our descent before we hit any turbulence—and it wasn’t
too bad. It didn’t feel as if the wings were going to fall off or
anything. But then the rain came—suddenly and noisily in
staccato fashion. It was as if the windscreen were being
pounded by wet bullets. Maybe it’s always like that in cockpit

and you just don’t know when you are in a separate com-
partment further back, but this was most assuredly unnerv-
ing. Worse, after a minute it became evident that Nino

couldn’t see a thing. He began to move his head from spot




to spot around the windscreen, putting his nose to the glass,
)

looking for any tiny bit of visibility. I couldn’t understand
why he didn* put the windscreen wiper on, then looked

more : i i
ore closely and saw there wasn’t a windscreen wiper. [

glanced across at Nick and we shared a single telepathic i

thought: There’s no windscreen wiper!

~Actually tWo thoughts: There’s no windscreen ‘wiper and
we’re all going to die! ‘

Nino was now bobbing around in his seat in the manner

of someone who is trying to land an airplane while being at-
tacked by fire ants. It appeared that from looking out the side
window he could get a very rough fix on our location, but
only very rough evidently because twice he banked very
sharply, as if swerving out of the path of a big building or
something. This was rapidly becoming worse than my worst
nightmare. . '

| Bu; still he pressed on. For one long -minute, nothing
much happened. We just flew forward in a seemingly straight
line, continuously descending. When we were some small

distance above the ground—70 or 8o feet, say—and there

was still nothing to be seen in front of us, I was pretty com-
fortably certain that we were going to die in the next few
seconds. | remember being appalled, peeved even, but noth-
ing more than that. |

And then bang—and I use the word advisedly, of
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course—right before us, rushing at us at a ridiculously ac-
celerated speed, was a runway. Nino tilted the plane and
dropped us with the sort of suddenness that made our hats
rise off our heads. We landed hard and decidedly off center,
and for a long moment—the one truly frightening moment
of the whole episode—it seemed that he wouldn’t be able to
keep control, that we would hit the grass and somersault into
a thousand pieces. But he managed to hold us steady and af-
ter a small eternity we came to a stop just outside a hangar.

“I'm naming my first child Nino,” Dan said quietly.

Nick was staring at his hand and a large piece of fuse-
lage that he seemed to have pulled off in the course of the
landing, |

Nino took off his headset and turned around beaming.
“Sorry about that, chaps,” he said. “Had a little trouble spot-
ting the runway.” '

“W-w-why is there no windscreen wiper?” I asked with
difficulty.

“They’re no use with a single engine,” he said, pointing to
the propeller directly in front. “Best wiper in the world
couldn’t keep up with the spray off that thing.”

Somehow this didn’t seem an entirely satisfactory expla-
nation, but I was happy to leave it at that. Besides, I had a
sudden overwhelming urge to drink my body weight in al-

cohol.




And T can tell you this for certain now: however many
years are left to me and wherever fate takes me, the only way

[ will ever be killed by a light aircraft is if one falls on me.

Thursaay, October 3

AN 50 to western Kenya. We set off bright and early

to drive to Kisumu, Kenya’s third city, on the shores of Lake
Victoria. Kisumu is only about 300 kilometers west of
Nairobi, but the roads are potholed and slow for much of the
way, so we had to allow five hours to get there. I didn’t care.
None of uvs did. We were four feet off the ground and
wouldn’t get any higher all day.

The countryside was gorgeous—green and grassy with
long views to the rugged Mau Escarpment in one direction
and to the green hills of Aberdares National Park and cen-
tral highlands in the other, all beneath vast blue skies and
baking sun. Here and there along the heights overlooking
the Rift Valley there were roomy laybys where you could
pull oft to take in the views, each with 15 or 20 forlorn trin-
ket and souvenir stalls waiting for customers who these days
mostly never come. There was wildlife, too—families of ba-
boons dining on road kill along the shoulder, herds of im-

palas and zebras dotting the grasslands, soda lakes carpeted

with thousands of bright pink flamingoes. There was no
question that we were in Africa now.

Kisumu has the distinction of being the poorest city in
Kenya. Almost half the people live on 5o cents a day or less.
Curiously, it looked more prosperous than many of the other
places we had been. It had a trim, modern central business
district and quite a lot of nice housing. There seemed to be
more bicycles along the roads and fewer street urchins.

We had come to see the work of Wedco, a small bank—
micro-finance institution is the formal term—that has been
one of CARE’ great success stories in the region. Wedco
began in 1989 with the idea of making small loans to groups
of ladies, generally market traders, who previously had al-
most no access to business credit. The idea was that half a
dozen or so female traders would form a business club and
take out a small loan, which they would apportion among
themselves, to help them expand or improve their businesses.
The idea of having a club was to spread the risk. It seemed
a slightly loopy idea to many to focus exclusively on females,
but it has been a runaway success.

“Our ladies are very shrewd and very hard working,’
laughed Peres Oyugi, Kisumu’s branch manager, as we drove
to Kisumu’s Jubilee Market to see some of Wedco’s money
in action. Ten years ago, she told me, Wedco had loans on its

books of 18 million Kenyan shillings—about $250,000. To-




day its loan portfolio has increased n,eaﬂy tenfold to over 174
million shillings and it is helping more than 200 groups in
Kisumu alone. There are seven other branches spread across
the region. -

Jubilee Market is an extraordinary place—crowded, noisy,
extremely colorful—with large, open-sided halls specializing
in wet fish, dried fish, ve‘getablesy, nuts and other farm com-
modities. 1 had never seen such luscious produce more beau-
tifully. arrayed. Every stﬁ]l was a picture of abundance and
sumptuousness, every peanut and tomato and chili more
neatly arranged and more richly colored than any I had seen
before anyWhere. It seemed impossible that people so poor
could enjoy such plenty. I asked Adam Koons, CARE’ chief
of operations for western Kenya, if it was as good as it
looked.“Oh, yeah,” he said. “My wife and I do our own food
shopping here.~Kei1yms haven’t got much money, but they
are very particular about their food.”

Beyond the main food halls was a sort of bazaar of dark
alleys containing tiny shops—cubicles really—selling every-
thing from bolts of cloth to small electrical items. There [

was introduced to- several of Wedco’s happily prospering

clients, among them a genial but weary-looking woman
named Consolata Ododa. Ododa makes a living selling small
oddments—batteries, torches, plastic wallets, key rings, play-
ing cards. Like all the women in her group, Ododa works
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seven days a week, 12 hours a day, then goes home to cook

an evening meal for her family, so it not exactly a life of

luxury. Every two weeks she makes an overnight trip to

Nairobi by bus to acquire new stock, returning in time to re-

open the stall late the following morning. She had just re-

turned that day from her latest trip, and it was for this reason
that she was “a little tired,” she ‘told me. For all this her

turnover averages about 3,000 shillings a day—roughly

$30—from which she must pay rent, electricity, taxes and in-

terest and principle on her loan. Typically she will clear $6 or

$7 for her 12-hour day—hardly a princely sum, but more,
she told me, than she had ever dreamed of having before
Wedco stepped into her life. And so by such means do peo-
ple’s lives improve, little by little. -

Friday, October 4 ,
o Fl/b’ miles or so south of Kisumu is Homa Bay, a list-
less small city of potholed streets, baking sun and an in-

escapable air of being at the wrong end of a long road. Most
of the drive from Kisumu is along an exceedingly rough and
bouncy dirt track. Interestingly, all road maps show it as a
first-rate highway. This is because some years ago the World

Bank gave money for the road to be paved. In the event,




however, some government official or group of government
ofhcials decided to spare Kenyan workers the wearying toil
of laying tarmac under a hot sun, and pocketed the money
instead.

This sort of thing happens quite a lot in Kenya. Once a
model of probity and rectitude, after 23 years under the in-
creasingly reviled Daniel arap Moi, Kenya has become a case
study in mismanagement and corruption. A group called
Transparency International, which monitors global corrup-
tion, now ranks it as the sixth least trustworthy nation in the
world, ahead of only Bangladesh, Nigeria, Paraguay, Mada-
gascar and Angola. In one year, according to the BBC, §10
billion of public funds went missing in Kenya. Ten billion
dollars! In one year! And it didn’t even top the list!

Why institutions like the World Bank and IME not to
mention our own slumbering governments, allow this to
happen is a question [ cannot answer, but it has unfortunate
consequences for groups like CARE. First, it means that they
are left to provide many of the services that any decent gov-
ernment would itself provide. It also means that donations
for these services are harder to secure because so many peo-
ple think that any money sent to Africa goes into the pock~
ets of despots. If anyone ever, ever, ever tries to suggest to
you that this is the case, you must poke them in the eyes with

something at least as big as a snooker cue, for it just isn’t so.

Money given to aid agencies like CARE—and Oxfam and
Save the Children and others beyond enumerating—doesn’t
pass through corrupt intermediaries. It goes straight into
projects.

Incidentally, Moi is to step down in December 2002
when elections are to be held. The universal hope, it appears,
1s that things will get better with a new government. “They

can’t get worse,” 1 was told several times.

“It’s not about spending huge amounts of money, but about
spending smaller amounts intelligently,” Phillip Makutsa, one
of CARE% project officers in the western province of
Nyanza, told me as we bounced over more rough roads en
route to the village of Ogongo Tir on the edge of the
Lambwe Valley. He was explaining to me CARE’s new phi-
losophy with regard to aid, which was essentially twofold—
to make a little go a long way and to help people to help
themselves. “It can be as little as narrowing the mouth of
communal water containers so that people don't dip their
hands into the water and accidentally contaminate it,” Phillip
said. “That one small step alone has produced a 58 percent
decline in diarthoeal outbreaks where implemented,” he
added, beaming. We were arriving at Ogongo Tir."You'll see

what I mean here,” he added.




Ogongo Tir was a scattered village in a green valley,
which, thanks to CARE, boasted a new well. It was this that
we had come to see. The well, it must be said, wasn’t one of
the wonders of the world. It was just a simple long-handled
pump of the kind still commonly encountered at camp-
grounds. My grandfather had one just like it, dating from
about 1900, on his Iowa farm, so this was hardly cutting edge
technology. But what a difference it has made to Ogongo

Tir’s 321 households.

Before this, one of the village elders told me, during .

droughts and dry seasons women gathering water had to
make a seven-hour round trip to a spring atop a steep and
distant hill, setting out from the village at three in the morn-
ing in order to be back in tume for the day’s other chores.
Because of the distance, none could carry more than a sin-
gle five-gallon jerry can.

Now villagers have only to stroll to a clearing on the vil-
lage edge to get safe, clean, adequate supplies of water. This
was such a big deal to the community that the entire village
turned out to greet us. Children sang us songs and their el-
ders made speeches. Long speeches. Impassioned speeches.
Speeches in Kiswahile and speeches in English. These were
seriously grateful people.

“There’s been a big change in how these things are done,”

Nick told me as we were taken on a tour of a nearby veg-

etable garden, which blossoms even in the dry season thanks
to water from the well. “It used to be that we’d build a well
for a village or make some other improvement and then
move on. Eventually, the pump would break or something
would go wrong and the people wouldn’t know what to do.
They'd come back to us and ask us to fix it because they
thought of it as our well.

“So the 1dea now is that we help them build the well, but
then the village takes complete responsibility for it. They
form a committee and run it as a kind of business. They make
a small charge for anyone who takes water so that they then
have a reserve fund for when they need to make a repair or
eventually dig a new well”

“And has it worked?”' T asked.

“Brilliantly, everywhere we’ve done it. It’s amazing how
long it took aid agencies to figure out that people really,
really don’t want dependency. They want to help them-
selves.”

“Only natural,” 1 observed wisely.

“Only natural,” he agreed.

We returned to our vehicles and plunged deeper into the
broad and comely Lambwe Valley. At length we stopped at a
small farm, where we met a sweet and eager young farmer
named William Gumbo. Gumbo owns four acres of good

but semi-arid Jand in the most gorgeous setting in the very




heart of the valley. It was almost uncannily reminiscent of
Tuscany or Provence—a place of dry, warm, shimmering
beauty. 1 can't tell you how much I wish you could have met
William Gumbo, for he was an inspiration.

Until 1999 Gumbo scratched a living raising maize and
millet and a few chickens. Then CARE stepped into his life.
As part of its Dak Achana (Kiswahili for “healthy house-
holds™) 'programme, it introduced him to a couple of agri-
cultural specialists, who showed him ways to increase his
yields and diversify crops. Today he runs a model farm—a
four-acre outburst of verdant plenty in the midst of a dry,
bare valley. He grows peas, tomatoes, bananas, pineapples,
passion fruit, mangos and much else. Only sweet potatoes
have been a failure: some livestock broke through a fence
and gobbled them up.

William Gumbo loves his farm. He carries a hardback
ledger in which he records every detail of his plants’ lives.
Ask him about his banana trees and he wili search through
the book and tell you that he planted 310 of them on 20
April 2001, and then show you a weekly chronicle of their
progress since. Everything is grown from seeds or cuttings.
Nothing has been nursed on from a pot. It’s all from scratch.

He showed us a grove of eucalyptus trees—1,200 in all—

that he has coaxed into being from seed. After a year and a

half they are already 15 feet tall. In another year and a half
they will provide excellent wood for timber and poles. The
same amount of land devoted to maize would produce about
16,000 Kenyan shillings in income over three years. The eu-
calypts in the same period could produce as much as
200,000 shillings of income—over $2,500, a sum that most
Kenyan farmers would find almost inconceivable.

The idea of the project is that CARE helps Gumbo cre-
ate a model farm, then moves elsewhere. Gumbo, mean-
while, teaches what he has learned to his neighbours. Already
he has helped 300 other farmers in the district.

The Lambwe Valley is not an easy place to prosper. It has
long been notorious as one of the worst sites in east Africa
for tse-tse fly. The fly populations have been much reduced
in recent years, but they still take a good number of animals.
The valley is also cruelly drought prone. As of early Octo-
ber, it hadn’t seen rain in over five months, so farming here
will always be an uphill battle. Even if all goes well, William
Gumbo will still be poor. His house has a dirt floor and it
will be a very long time before he is luxuriating in shag car-
pets. But he will probably have enough to buy his kids
school uniforms—a prerequisite for attending even state
schools in Kenya—or textbooks or pencils or a birthday

present.




William Gumbo, in short, is 2 happy man and he has a fu-
ture, Surely every human being is entitled to at least that

much.

‘ Saturday, October 5
1 WCH, that's pretty much it, I'm afraid. We had another
1 day in the countryside before we returned to Nairobi and
flew home. We visited a tea plantation in Kericho, lunched
with some jolly white farmers and toured a huge flower-
growing operation ou the shores of Lake Naivasha, but for 4
me the trip ended with the happy villagers at Ogongo Tir :
and their beloved well, and with the heroic William Gumbo.
Obviously there is only so much you can learn about a
country in eight days. We didn’t have time even to visit many
of CARE’ projects in Kenya, and Kenya is only a small part

of what it does. But I saw enough to realize that Kenya is

a terrific country that is just full of William Gumbos and
Consolata Ododas (the lady, you will recall, selling oddments
at Kisumu’s market) and Jillani Nigallas (the young man who
longs to be a paleontologist but probably will never make it)

and 30 million other people just as individual and real. I

don’t suppose they can all be saintly and deserving, but they

do have one thing in common with the rest of us: they are

human beings. And, like us, they get only one life apiece, so
naturally they tend to appreciate it—appreciate it very
much, I believe—when people from a more comfortable
part of the world take the trouble to help them make theirs
better. For that’s what CARE does, you see. It makes lives
better, in 64 countries, thousands of times every day.

I don’t know if you are fully aware of it, but in acquiring
this slender volume you didn’t actually buy a book. You
made a generous donation to a worthy cause and got a free
book in return, which isn’t quite the same thing. It’s much
nobler. On behalf of CARE, thank you.

As I am sure the jacket conspicuously notes, my publish-
ers, Transworld in Britain and Broadway Books in the
United States, are also not taking a penny of profit from
this—I know, I can hardly believe it myself—which means
that a great many people behind the scenes worked hard for
free to make this happen, and at the very busiest time of their
working year. I think they deserve a special thanks, and most
of your future purchases.

As for me and the rest of us in our party, well, were very
grateful too—grateful to the CARE people in Kenya for
showing us around, and to you for your support. And best of

all, not once in the week did we get rubbed with dung.




CARE SAYS THANK YOU

. .. for buying Bill Bryson'’s African Diary. We hope you've enjoyed
reading it.

This book was made possible through the generosity and hard
work of many people—from CARE staff and the Kenyan com-
munities they serve, to the staff of Broadway Books and Transworld
Publishers.

And, of course, this book would not have been possible with-
out Bill Bryson, one of the world’s finest travel writers, who with-
stood a punishing schedule to produce his first book on Africa, the

royalties from which he is donating to CARE.
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THE FACTS ABOUT POVERTY

Today, nearly half of humanity struggles to survive on less than $2
a day. More than 30 countries are gripped by armed conflict. AIDS
threatens to take as many lives as all the wars of the twentieth cen-
tury. Our world is indeed faced with complex challenges.

Yet every day, CARE sees victories over poverty that are nei-
ther captured by global statistics nor covered on the nightly news:
A farmer in Malawi who grows enough food to feed his family. A
young girl in Afghanistan who becomes the first in her family to
attend school. A healthy child who is protected against preventable
illnesses such as poho.

While people in poor communities face daunting odds, they
also possess the determination and capability to improve their lives
and bring us all closer to a world where poverty has been over-

come.




CARE is one of the world’s leading international poverty-fighting
organizations. With more than 53 years of experience, CARE un-
derstands the depth and scope of poverty. And we have no doubt
that something can be done about it. Our integrated programs in
more than 60 countries not only provide immediate assistance to
families in need, they also work with communities to create long-
term solutions to poverty.

We believe that together we can make the world better, more
stable and safer for all. We take this goal seriously. So it’s not
enough to simply alleviate the symptoms of poverty. CARE works
with communities to find the source of the problem and solve it.

For good.
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MOVING AHEAD WITH CARE

Our efforts to overcome poverty depend on the support of people
like you—people who care about the world in which they live.
With your help, we can create lasting, positive change in commu-
nities around the world.

CARE is an effective and efficient steward of your investment,
We direct go percent of our expended resources toward an array
of poverty-fighting programs. And on average, for every $r in pri-
vate support raised, CARE can leverage another §$5 in support
from public sources.

To learn more about CARE and how to join our efforts
to overcome poverty, please visit CARE’s global homepage,

WWW.Care.org,




