Uganda Journal (partial)

By Bethany Gregory

July 5, 2003

Chapter 1: The Arrival


Sunday, July 20, 2003: Leaving felt more difficult than usual. Maybe it's because coming back my life will not be the same at all. 

Monday, July 21: Thirty-six hours traveling and I finally arrived. My flight was canceled then delayed. I am so exhausted now. Their morning is my night. So after 36 hours I arrive for a full day of activities. I was so nervous that no one would be there to pick me up. I had no way to contact the Kellermanns and I just prayed and prayed. The last flight had about 100 white people, mostly missionaries and five Ugandans. Maybe this country is so poor that the people do not travel and only missionaries go to it. I did not expect that. 
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Scott and Carol Kellermann set up a clinic under a large tree to treat Batwa patients. They drive the old ambulance everywhere, including picking up Bethany Gregory at the airport in Kampala.


I had no trouble in the airport. Ugandans seem to be so friendly. I got my visa, and Carol was the first person that I saw outside. I was so grateful God had answered my prayer. We hopped into a minibus with a driver named Lawrence. We drove all over town doing errands. 

Carol misses home. She just had a second grandchild that she has never met. I had pictures and she cried. We go down south tomorrow. I am trying to keep myself awake so I can get on their schedule but my eyes are not staying open. Carol left to go fix her car. It is an old ambulance. So I am alone. I do get a little nervous, alone in Uganda on my first day.

It is difficult to understand the English here. They all speak two or three languages, and the accent is very strong. Hopefully I will get used to it. The landscape is so green. 

We stopped at a roofing factory to buy a roof for the new clinic/home they are building. There are a very few Ugandans who run businesses like this, so Carol was excited to buy from them. We drove more into town to exchange money. The atmosphere feels a little like a city in Guatemala. Men with guns guard all of the stores. Carol knows her way around. She is an amazing woman I can tell already. We then went and found the USAID office. The Kellermanns want to get a grant from them so that they can start to do AIDS testing with the Batwa. No one has ever done anything for the Batwa, they are the "lowest of the low here" says Carol. 

We found the office. All of the NGOs were on one road: World Vision, Africare. USAID was at the end and heavily guarded as if terrorism was a threat there. We went through three checkpoints just to talk to someone. They gave us some info but we will have to come back. We went to go get some cards for Carol but they were not done. She says things are just that way. We eventually arrived at a little hotel where we will stay one night.

Tuesday, July 22: One day feels like 10 here. We woke up early and packed the car. We headed out in the ambulance across town. There was so much traffic. They drove on the other side of the road. God protected us. We prayed aloud every few hours for protection. 

It was amazing to drive across the country. There is so much poverty. In Guatemala you can tell how poor a village is by the size of the dogs. In Uganda there are no dogs. Carol says that sometimes they use them for food. How sad is that? So many people are out on the street. They are such a social people. 


Scott ran off to visit someone down the street. He is so active and cannot sit still. Only a guy like him could do the kind of work that he does. He is amazing. We went to a camp near the place where they live. It feels funny to camp in Uganda. I guess I am nervous in a tent by myself. I will pray. I want to be courageous, but I guess I am pretty much a wuss. I am still trying to take it all in.

I just went to dinner here at the camp. Scott and Carol come here to take breaks from their crazy lives. At dinner we met a woman who worked here a few years ago. She is a psychologist. She worked doing a study on traumatized women. The percent of rape and abuse is high yet when you ask anyone about it they will only say that they had heard about it, but that it never had happened to them. 

Scott and Carol say they have the hardest time getting Ugandans to share about their pains. The women tonight said that after years of psychological study the best and most helpful thing to the women is when they are able to feed their children and have a steady source of income. 

The study also showed that there was a change in women who had become Christians. The women felt as if they had left the past behind. It is interesting that this woman could see the healing power of Christ without knowing him. It is also interesting that abused women find healing not in counseling, but find dignity and respect within their own humanity. One of the main goals of mission should be to bring people to an understanding of their humanity and that they are created in the image of God. 

Jesus, help me to feel at peace out here in this dark tent in the jungles of Uganda. 

July 6, 2004
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Chapter 2: The first patient

"I have to see him as Jesus.  I will have to see everyone as Jesus."

Bethany Gregory talks with two Batwa women in Uganda, where Gregory chronicled her six weeks as a medical aide and missionary in 2003. The Batwa are often subjected to racism and isolation by other Ugandans, Gregory said.

Wednesday, July 23, 2003: They decided to rest here one more day. Their lives are so stressful at home that this camp is much needed by them. There are people from Germany, Norway and Australia here. I can't imagine going on a trek across Africa without the purpose of telling people about Jesus.

So, today we read the Bible together and prayed. We talked about war and church. Scott took me into town to e-mail people that I made it here safely. This summer seems like a hard one emotionally to leave. I cried a lot today even though I feel so alive here. I can't figure myself out. Why am I drawn to poverty? What is the beauty that I find in it? What draws me to the suffering? This is what I feel separates me from others back home. Maybe the Kellermanns can explain it.

It sounds like the next few weeks will be intense. Scott wants me to do a survey on infant mortality rates among the Batwa. I will have to be asking some hard questions. We sat down by the lake and could hear a big group of people singing and drumming. 

Time is going by slowly because they needed to relax and I was ready to dive in, but I guess my body did need to get used to the 13-hour time change. At dinner we had such a good conversation.

The Kellermanns are the advocates for the Pygmies. 
Carol sees her role as an advocate. She gets them land and helps to get them through school. 

Scott sits here relaxing because he needs to, but sits with the knowledge that two or three children could be dying because he is gone.

Tonight each of us shared our stories. It seems as if we have each suffered in different ways and that is part of our story, maybe to make us strong people or sympathetic to suffering people. I shared how good God has been, and so I have than to tell everyone else about his goodness? However, that means making the decision to not have an easy life.

Thursday, July 24: I did not sleep at all. My body does not know what time it is. I don't think that I have prayed that much in my life. So it was good. We are taking the morning to relax. I guess I am nervous about being stretched beyond what I have done on other trips. 

The afternoon we spent on the road. I can close my eyes and smell Central America, or maybe it's the smell of poverty. Exhaust, dust, waste. The farther out we go, the more impoverished the people are. It's confusing that this luscious green land would not provide enough for these people. Children with no clothes and protruding bellies. 
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Dr. Scott Kellermann, "The Good Samaritan," tends to a patient. The man was left on the side of the road because the Batwa know that if Kellermann passes by, he will stop.


As we drive by they yell "money" and hold out their hands. The women dress in many bright colors and sashes. The men in suit pants and torn shirts. The Kellermanns live in a small home next to the Bishop's (Episcopalian) home. They will soon move into where the Batwa live. 

Many organizations that have cars drive by - Africare, USAID, Bwindi Forest People. Scott says they buy expensive cars but do very little for the people. The government says they give aid to the Pygmy, but they have yet to see it. He says what they need is not money. It only causes dependency. What they need is education, independence and Christ.

They are called the Batwa, but also Abayanda. There are 2,000 of them - 0.2 percent of Uganda. They live in the Bwindi Forests/Mgahinga National Park. "Gorillas in the Mist" gave them a bad name as they do hunt the gorilla. Because of this and other economic reasons, the Pygmy were kicked out of their homes. 

Oh my gosh - Scott came into the room, throws a stethoscope around my neck and says that I have a patient outside. He comes through the door. He is not Batwa. Scott tells me what to ask him in his own language. I do not even know what I have asked. Scott leaves. I love that he treats me like this. I want to learn but I hate it at the same time. 

The man had cut himself with a machete while harvesting bananas. The cut was so infected he could not walk. It was swollen to his knee, his eyes were completely bloodshot, the wound radiated heat. Scott said it was really bad and he could die. So he put gloves on me and had me clean the wound. The man was in pain. It smelled bad. I have to see him as Jesus. I will have to see everyone as Jesus. 

The man will sleep in the church for the night. He cannot walk home. We gave him an antibiotic, Scott said, "You now need to feel his glands in his groin." I thought he was joking but he wasn't. The infection had spread and was really bad. So much is going through my mind. We have not yet seen a Pygmy and yet there is so much suffering even above the poorest people of this country. He says, "get dressed, we are going on a bike ride."

We hop on his bikes and ride straight up three miles to 6,000 feet. I could hardly keep up and he is 58 years old. We made it to the top. I was glad that he stopped to say hello to people so I could breathe. I must have looked like an idiot though with my helmet on and gloves. No one rides for exercise around here.

When we got home there was another missionary over for dinner. What courage it must take to be a single woman missionary here. She gets so slammed on all sides, by people here and the church back home. We talked about demon possession and medical issues and I found it interesting that they did not know the answer either, even though they have seen it first hand.

The phone rang. A child has died. We will go to the funeral. I can't believe all this in one day! 


July 7, 2004

Chapter 3: Touching Jesus
"You have to be tough for this job and soft at the same time."
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Friday, July 25, 2003: She was three and a half weeks old. Her name was Azaheir. They don't know why she died. But she did.
The little coffin that was built for three and a half week old, Azaheir, who died of unknown causes.

We woke up early and drove out to her home. She lived on the side of a mountain 100 yards from the Impenetrable Forest. Her parents were kicked out of their homes. That's why they had no food or land. They live as squatters. 

Her mother sat weeping with a brightly colored cloth wrapped all around her. They asked for money for the funeral. We gave it. We hiked back down to find the pastor to start the service. He is Bachiga (not Pygmy). We set up camp.

The Kellermanns stay out of this camp half the time. Soldiers guard it because it is just inside the forest. They do not want anyone in who is not allowed. Especially Pygmy. We have met parents whose children were shot when they were running from the forest. But this camp is also surrounded by soldiers because three years ago, some people came and killed all the tourists staying here.

The Kellermanns know everyone in this town. Two babies have died in the last week. Tourists come here to trek the gorilla, oblivious to the poverty of the town. The funeral was so sad. We sat and watched the coffin being built. Coffins that small should not exist. The women wept as the men cut the wood. 

We sing a hymn. Scott stands to say his sermon. God has definitely placed him here to share the gospel of grace and hope, of which the Batwa have little. He starts with creation, the forest, the people, the Batwa, many prophets sent, all killed, even His son. But His son rose again for hope, for hope of Azaheir, for hope of the Batwa. I cried.

They picked up the coffin, and the women started wailing. Two men jumped in the grave and gently placed the coffin down. Everyone picks up a handful of dirt and throws it on her. Men take shovels and cover her. It's permanent, between two banana trees behind their mud hut. I grab the mother's hand. I have no words. We make our way down the hill. Scott wonders if he had been here if the child would have died. 

We drive out to a settlement and walk down to the water system they put in two years ago. Most likely it has saved many lives. 


On the way back up a woman starts screaming and rolling around in a field. Scott goes over to her. Something is poking out of her belly. He thinks she has a hernia that has popped out of her abdomen. She cries out in pain. We place her on a mat and hold down her hands as Scott pushes it down. If she could relax it might work, but she will not stop screaming.

She looks about 15, but she has four children. The oldest is 10 so she must be older. They all look younger because they are so small. 

The woman will not calm down. Scott says she needs surgery. How will she get that? She wants to go to the traditional healer. The Kellermanns do not look down on them. Scott would actually like to work with them and use the herbal healers, but not the cutting or burning. It's a hard balance. The people believe in the traditional healers but come to Scott because he is free.

I start asking questions. How many children do you have? How many have died? All have had children die. Some say the cause of death was ghosts. 

I start helping Scott. He shows me how to spot malaria - swollen spleen, fever. TB, AIDS, cholera, scabies... We saw it all, and Scott said these people are healthy. One child was so skinny and breathing so shallowly. I don't know what I am doing. The first patient had syphilis. Scott laughs, telling me to ask him some very personal questions, and telling me to tell him to use condoms. Aaah! 
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Bethany Gregory holds Noe, Azaheir's big sister, on her lap the day of funeral for Azaheir .

So many children. So many protruding bellies. A woman complains of constant bleeding. I was never expecting to do a pelvic exam. But Scott threw me in there, too. We took her to a back room of a little school and she laid on a table. He said her uterus was normal. I had no idea what to feel for. I can't believe I am doing this. One man broke his pelvis and was in so much pain. 

They all need so much more than Scott can give. They need regular diets and clean sanitation. We have to leave, though. We only saw half the people and were only able to give them some small doses of meds. Somehow it feels like a Band-Aid.

We drive off. I am in a dream. We stop by the four-room hospital being built. Soon they will move down here. It is a nice clinic. Scott is so proud. 

We head back to camp. I am nervous in my tent at night. I have a cold and only one small flashlight. I have touched Jesus today maybe 40 times. You have to be tough for this job and soft. 

July 8, 2004

Chapter 4: A one-hour life
“Poverty, suffering — I am myself here. Why?”


Saturday, July 26, 2003: Today a child died in my arms. God did not answer my prayers and I don’t know why. 

We started off the day headed to the “clinic” which is really a tree. We stopped in town, which was about a row of three homes and shops for tourists. We went in the back room and saw a young woman half naked about to have a baby. She did not look nine months along, but she was. She never screamed or cried. 

We took her on a stretcher to the “clinic” — a small, dark room with one window. We laid her down and for about four hours she pushed. Scott began to worry because it was taking too long. Finally we were able to see the head. With one big push it came out and we caught it. It was a boy, blue, cold, and not breathing. Its heart was pumping. It was a little warm. Scott breathed CPR for him.

In moments like this one has to weigh the costs with AIDS. Scott courageously took the risk. Kristin, a fellow student who met up with the Kellermanns here, pumped his chest while I rubbed his legs to get the blood moving. He looked like Jesus when he was born. Tiny toes and fingers — all perfect — he was ready for life. 

The child would have lived if it was given the proper care. If we had had the breathing tools. If we had a monitor for his heart. If she had drugs to be induced; if, if, if . . . Scott stopped after a half hour when the heart stopped. I kept waiting for his eyes to open and for him to start breathing, moving, anything. He lay there, cold, his mother over him, quiet. They wrapped him in a brightly colored cloth — brown, blue, yellow. His white face looked up at me, his 10 toes all perfect. I cried silently. No one else did — Africans are tough, I think. It did not faze Scott. 


We went outside and began looking at the children laying in the “ICU.” Scott has trained many Ugandans to care for patients. Some are really good. We found some children who were very ill. Malaria. Pneumonia. We gave injections immediately because the children were very sick. I had never given a shot. I was a little nervous. But Scott is a good teacher. 

One woman had an infection that needed a draining under her arm. She screamed in pain. But I kept thinking of the woman who just had the baby who did not cry at all. It was so gross. I am glad I have a tough stomach. About a cup of green puss came out. Another woman I pushed a needle into to suck the puss out. The first woman we had to cut then stick my finger in. 

We stopped for lunch. It was hard to eat. 

Carol had left to pick up a child too sick to come. When she got back the child lay limp in Kristin’s arms. I held him while she ate before rushing him off to the hospital. The child had diarrhea for four weeks. He was never brought to the clinic. I don’t know why. The Pygmy have no future tense in their language so they must not have thought of bringing the child weeks before. He had about a day left in him. I sat outside rocking the child. I cried as I stumbled through singing “Jesus, Jesus, how I trust him.” 

One man came up and asked me if there are children like this in the U.S. I said no. He asked why. That would be a long answer, I thought. “We have programs,” I said. 

Carol drove off with Kristin and the child and his parents. I hope he will live. I can only rest with the hope that we saved more than we lost.

I don’t know why, but I feel most alive here. I witnessed death the closest I have been to it. Poverty, suffering. I am myself here. Why? We treated a few more children, even the sister of the child we buried yesterday. He was so cute. Life is so fragile. Today still feels like a dream. I cannot get the dead child out of my mind. I don’t think that I ever will or ever want to. 

We walked over with Pastor Ingis - a very nice man - to see the clinic. It will be so nice to have a maternity ward. We saw the spot where the Kellermanns will build their home. I cannot believe these two people exist. All the characteristics of who I think missionaries should be are in them. 

We rode a little ways in a minibus. I walked with Pastor Ingis’ two daughters. I carried their dinner in a pot. Need to learn some of their language. When we got to camp we had to tell the master guard that Carol was coming back late so they would let her in the gate. I took a shower. Carol got back! We were all glad and talked about the day with some UN workers. My mind is all over the place. 

Sunday, July 27: It was a good day. It turns out that over 500 people came to the clinic yesterday. That’s so many! I must have missed a lot while delivering the baby. His gray body rests in my mind. 

But the days go on in Uganda. My cold is so bad it’s like I have a fountain on my face. We wake up early. I have to write a sermon. I use a Luke 4 passage and talked about how Christ came for Jew and Gentile — Batwa, Buzungu, Bachiga. Church started at 10:30 and ended at 2 p.m. I was so nervous, so I prayed a lot. They seemed to enjoy it. 


The Pygmy all sit in the back of the church. They rest under a tarp. Some sit on benches, but most sit in the grass. For offering people bring their fruit, eggs, and corn and then auction them off to the people in the church who have money. Then they give the food to the poor people in the church. Some gave me a bag of peanuts. I was so happy to be done preaching. All that was good was from God because it was not me.

Some people brought their babies over after church for Scott to look at. We pulled out some medicine, then headed back to camp. We found some crackers and fruit to snack on. The food here is bland. It’s easy not to eat meat because only if you have money can you eat it. But they don’t use many spices. We had met a photographer from the UN who wanted to take pictures of Scott so we went up to the Batwa settlement where we had buried the child two days earlier. The grave had banana leaves over it. 

The Batwa were so fun. They danced for us and sang. They were happy it seemed. One grabbed my arms. They are passionate people. The women were yelling and stomping their feet as they argued with the pastor about the treatment of their children in the schools. They knew that their children need to get to school in order to better the future of their people. There are only 2,000 left and it sure seems like a lot are dying lately. 


[image: image6.jpg]


Bethany Gregory delivers her first sermon to the Ugandans served by medical missionaries Scott and Carol Kellermann. Though nervous, she spoke about how Jesus Christ had been sent to save everyone, regardless of race.

A girl named Honest sat by me. She looks 8, but she must have been older. She had no hair and was so skinny. She held my hand the whole way down the hill. She came off as cold, but was longing for attention.

We dropped off the UN guy. Another girl, Jonah, needed a uniform. I wish I had a ton to give. They need a ton. Carol does her best to supply shoes, books, food, mattresses... But with 47 Batwa in school it adds up. 

We drove back to Scott and Carol’s house bringing two tourist guys from Britain and four Batwa needing to get to school. On the road a man stopped us who had just crashed on his bike. His face was beat up. We put a mat down and gave him stitches. Three in his forehead and three in his lip and two in his mouth. The cut in the mouth was all the way to the bone. You could see his jaw. He was in so much pain because we could not numb the mouth and so Scott stitched it quickly. There was a lot of blood and one has to be so aware of AIDS, especially using the needles. The rest of the ride was heaven. 

Honest sat on my lap with another girl and sang her heart out. I tried to join, but they laughed at me. We sang some songs in English. We stopped to drop off the wounded man and some men ran up to the window. “Batwa,” they said. I don’t know the rest, but I think it was bad. One grabbed my arm as we left. I did not want to be touched by them. 

We dropped the kids off at school. We made it home and ate dinner. All exhausted. Just a few days feels like a few weeks. Take everything you learn bad about missionaries and Scott and Carol do the opposite. They are so kind and speak of Jesus through every action they do. Even with these British tourists. I can’t imagine that they left meeting these people without being changed. Kristin and I stayed up talking. 

I miss Dan. I don’t miss much, I feel fully alive here. I just wish he was here to see this with me.


July 9, 2004

Chapter 5: Corruption and injustice
“Her sermon was about placing Christ at the center over money.”

Monday, July 28, 2003: It seems like I have been here a lot longer than a week. So much has happened each day. We woke up early, ate banana pancakes, packed up and headed to the hospital. Two Batwa had come by to visit the Kellermanns. She had TB, he did not think that she would make it. She looked well, though. She just needed some tests from the hospital. 

Then we headed on to Totario. This is the nearest Pygmy settlement. The most developed, as well.

The Kellermanns have built a small clinic and a small school. Carol takes care of the school details and Scott the medical. They have people they pay — two teachers and three nurses — so I helped to diagnose maybe 20 patients. TB, maybe AIDS.

The nurses were so sweet. No one has died here and it is because of this clinic. It is amazing what one nurse can do in a community.
We had to drain a cyst on a boy. He was so cute. And I gave another pelvic exam! The woman had herpes. It is not that big of a deal to give the exam after delivering a baby. I was tired this day. Feeling a little nauseous. 

Outside the clinic boys played soccer. I wanted to tell them to stop, to save their energy. They were skin and bone except for their huge, worm-filled stomachs.

Doing missions well is hard work and you have to be sort of tough. I don’t know if I have that yet. You have to have a big heart yet not be taken advantage of. Soft, but tough. I have the softness but need to work on the toughness.
 
We went to bed exhausted. 

Tuesday, July 29: Today was the day of rest. Supposedly we did take our time getting moving, but then we went to the government offices to get a high-level person to demand a water supply for the hospital. This is because the local water engineer will not do it. So Scott put on a suit and tie and went to the person over him. It looks like it went well. I guess we will see. We dropped Kristin off to take a taxi back to Kampala. 

We dropped off Scott and Carol and I went to the Bishop’s school. All the children stared in the window as we planned out the needs of the children.

There are 47 Batwa in the school. We took seven of them home to get looked at by Scott. Two of them had malaria. The rest had rashes and allergies. Carol does such a good job of taking care of them, right down to their socks. 

How many kids must get overlooked? How many children don’t have Carol? I am feeling very humbled lately. I really don’t know much. Doing development is such a hard balance of trying not to create dependency and yet leaving room to meet the needs of people.

The Batwa are so persecuted. They are always the last in line. A Bachiga will not even eat the food the Batwa have cooked.

The Kellermanns worry that if they help them economically the Bachiga will get jealous and might even move to the point of killing the Batwa. It would be genocide. So one could help them, but if you help too much you could hurt them. 

I rode in the car back and forth to the school. Honest sat with me again. At first she was cold, then she buried her head in my chest. She is longing for attention yet acts like she doesn’t want it. She looks so malnourished.

After dropping off the kids, we went to downtown to buy the girls slips. Everyone stared at me. The new white girl in town. One guy walked by and from behind touched me. I hate that. All I could do was move away. I love most things about missions, but I cannot stand that. We headed home. 

At home Scott had made us popcorn. He is so sweet. He had written his own version of the story of the baby dying. It was sad, but good. We tried to figure out why such bad things happen and the role of God in it.

After reading for a while, Scott and I went on a bike ride. It was fun, but I know I must look so out of place. Exercising in a third-world country. We rode up to the Bishop’s new house. It felt so good to breathe again. 

We stopped to say hello to all the people Scott knows. We bought a paper and a woman gave us two small watermelons. Scott did not know how to carry it so he put it in his shirt. He was so funny about it. We came back. Sponge-bath, then to dinner at the Bishop’s.  
 
Scott got up and spoke about how the Bible says to trust in God and He will make your path straight. But what does straight path mean? It does not mean he will tell you where to go exactly, but it means a straight path to the cross, to Christ. The cathedral was brick and large. The Bishops are formal. The banners say “One in Christ” with a black hand holding a white one. Scott did a house call for one of the bishops and his sick wife. I am learning how to take blood pressures. Then we sat in the living room trying to talk about God’s will.

I am feeling lonely this day. That way of being far from everything I know. I don’t know why this culture shock makes you feel like a kid again. But I am so emotional.
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Batwa children in Uganda pose for a photo in school uniforms that Carol Kellermann had acquired for them. In her journal, Bethany Gregory wrote that the Kellermanns feared helping the Batwa too much financially because it could incite violence from other ethnic

The Kellermanns got a big donation and they are so excited. They can build the clinic. I would never mind giving them money because the way they use it actually saves people’s lives. 


Wednesday, July 30: Today was a relaxing day again. They need days of rest to be able to be mentally stable when the crowds of people come. So we read this morning, then restocked and organized all of the boxes with meds. Scott has so many meds, I wish I knew them all. We then went to a church service where Kate spoke for the last time. She leaves tomorrow. Her sermon was about placing Christ at the center over money. It was something that we all needed to hear. 
 
July 10, 2004

Chapter 6: The smell of death
“Can I see myself here in the future? Yes! Is it going to be hard? Oh my gosh yes.” 
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Thursday, July 31, 2003: We say good-bye to Kate. Pack up the meds and head out to Bohoma. The Kellermanns have built a water system, school and latrine and come once a week for a clinic. Still there are so many sick, so many malnourished. Some children were brought, picked up off the side of the road. Three had temperatures over 104 degrees. We give them meds and water. They have malaria bad. 

We treat the very sick first, then eat lunch. It feels funny eating with truly hungry people outside. This community needs real teachers, agriculturists, nutritionists, and an AA program. 

Inside the school, 70 children sing to me in English, but I do not understand. Pygmies can sing. I have not heard a bad note yet. We treat over 100 children. Scott has me give a boy stitches. His head is cut open badly. I have never done this before. The kid was so tough. I know it hurt, but he did not cry. I gave him two shots and three stitches. Blood was all over. You put the needle in the skin in a circular form. My fingers were shaking and I did not realize how much it got to my nerves until one hour later when my body felt so tired. I also gave a boy two shots in his legs. He was so sick, but we do not know what he had. He threw up all afternoon. 

I also helped to do the survey of the mortality rate of children in the last two years. It seems like such a hard question — how many of your children have died? All say 2, 3, even 8 — so sad, but they answer it without a lick of emotion. I want to jump up and hug them, but they do not seem to need the hug. One has to have a good mindset in order to be surrounded by hoards of people all day needing care beyond what you can give them. 
An extremely ill Batwa boy and girl are hooked up to IVs at the Kellermann’s clinic beneath a large tree in Uganda. Most mothers interviewed by missionary Bethany Gregory said they already had lost more than one child.


We head over to the camp leaving many patients not cared for. We treat a man with a swollen eye on the road. We see some familiar faces from last week. Jonah, the sister of the girl who died. The mom, Noe. The other sister. They grab our hands out the window. We set up camp again. We will have another clinic tomorrow. I am exhausted, but my spirit is good. 

Jesus is good. He is good to these Batwa, though they may not know it. Can I see myself here in the future? Yes! Is it going to be hard? Oh, my gosh yes. Scott says that the kids brought to us with fevers would have been dead by Sunday without treatment. I guess I did not realize the impact one is making. I diagnosed and gave meds to three kids that would have died. I guess I can’t think about it too much or I wouldn’t be able to function as a person. I can just touch one and one and one. 

So now I am camping in the jungle. We met some people from Oregon who are trekking the gorilla tomorrow. They will come to the clinic. We met another Ugandan girl who is here working on water systems. We talked to her about the corruption of this country. People do not value honesty. At its core it’s a spiritual thing.

Friday, Aug. 1: I smelled the smell of death today. The morning was good. After drying off the jungle dew was sweet and cold all night, but the day was warmed up. We ate breakfast and tried to figure out how and when the clinic should be open. The Kellermanns make me feel as if I am doing ministry with them and always have. But I really don’t know the answers. 

So we head off to the clinic “tree.” On the road there is a very sick 13-year-old girl. She is stick skinny. Her ears are pussing, she is yelling in pain, she can no longer hear. She yells “Haywe-ma, ma.” We lay her on a mat, 104 degrees. Scott says she is within hours of death. We hook her up to an IV. I have never done this before. It makes me so nervous to push a needle around in her arm. She is already in enough pain. We cannot find a vein. She is so sick. All day she lays there and moans. 

Another boy comes. He looks near death. Dying of starvation or cholera or AIDS. We hook him up, too; he is so dehydrated. My heart aches for them. Two other women have Malaria very badly and need IV’s. I love doing it and I hate it at the same time. But that’s how I feel about this whole day. 


We did not eat. Time flew. Dying people all around us. We put the sickest in the car to take to the nearest “hospital.” The car did smell of death. It seemed like hours to get there, but it was really only one hour.

The hospital was intense. Actually, it might have been the most awful place I have ever been. Dying people - everywhere! Children in cribs, emaciated. I felt as though we had not brought these two children here to live, but to die.

We saw the boy from last week. He looked better but still so sick. The only difference was that his cheeks weren’t sunken anymore. We carried in the girl. She was in so much pain.

A British doctor worked there and seemed at his wit’s end. I would be too, I think. The Kellermans say if they had not taken some breaks/rests then they would be either sent home in a box or in a white suit. And it’s true — you could not do this every day. You can hardly deal with the few images in your mind. Jesus — be with that girl, help her live the [image: image9.jpg]


night, heal her in your name. I can still smell her. I love Jesus and the only way I can think of this is that you are here with these people in the “hospital.” 
Bethany Gregory laughs while teaching a Batwa nurses how to ride a bicycle at the Kellermanns’ clinic in Uganda.

Saturday, Aug. 2: Today was a good day. A girl named Sara came over to visit me. She was sweet, but it is so sad that money comes up so often. I know that money is lacking here but the people can’t seem to get it out of their minds that white skin does not mean money. I wish Sara could just come over to visit and not need to ask about scholarships. 

Children say, “give me my money.” I wish it wasn’t that way, that people would be interested in relationship over money. But how would I know what it would be like to be hungry everyday.  Scott and I took the bikes and booked it out to Kitario. People stopped and looked. I guess girls do not ride bikes so I was stared at. It was a good 15-mile ride except for the crazy drivers. The 15 back were uphill but good. At the clinic Scott got things in order while I interviewed people for the survey. One woman had four children — eight dead. Aaah! So sad!

One woman brought her baby. She had walked three hours to get there. The baby had malaria and pneumonia. He had about a day left in him. Scott said that even with meds he still only had a 50 percent chance of survival. Oh, I hope he lives. 

Another man came with onchocerciasis/elephantiasis but it is caused by a worm given to people by flies. His skin was becoming white. The next thing to happen is he will become blind. 

The nurses at the clinic — Betty, Olivia and Peace — are so cute. They were so surprised we came on bikes. I helped them ride one, and we laughed a lot. 

We rode back home. Half of a hillside was on fire. A drunken man came at us on the road. Scott was sure to be between he and I. The man was getting forceful and Scott has little tolerance for stuff like that. But it was fine after we got to a downhill place so we could go fast enough to get away. We made it home safely.

Carol had brought some people to Byumba to see if they will move with her. The evening was good and relaxing. Scott is so good to talk to about spiritual stuff, politics, and life. We watched part of a movie on their computer and I felt spoiled. But tomorrow will be tough, so I know that I should enjoy myself. The “hospital” keeps popping into my mind, though. I wonder if those children are still alive. 

Jesus — be with them!


July 12, 2004

Chapter 7: A drunken and raging lab tech
“What is worse - bad medical care or no medical care at all?”

Sunday, August 3, 2003: The intensity of some days makes it so you have to take breaks on others. So it is good. But I still vividly live with the knowledge that since we are not doing a clinic then a child is dying. I think I will always live with this knowledge. Part of me does not ever want to live without it. 

So today we packed up and went camping. We are making our way to Kampala to pick up Cliff, an eye doctor. The roads are too rough to drive straight there. So we will work in the Kabali hospital tomorrow. I am nervous after my last visit to a hospital. Scott says 80 percent of them have AIDS. 
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A sick patient lies wrapped in blankets.

The country has been so smoky every since I got here. I have not seen one clear day. The forest is all cut down except for the park, but it is sad to drive through it. Bush’s way to get around environmentalists is by paying for trees to be planted near the forest. A given number of trees allows corporations to give off a given amount of toxins to the air. It is easy to get frustrated with the U. S. And with the church. One can only rest in the knowledge that Christ did say the church would be the hope for the hopeless. 

[image: image11.jpg]



Bethany Gregory uses her stethoscope to listen to a small child’s heartbeat.

At the camp we swam. The last thing I thought of doing here was swimming. But they say the lake is clean. It is 5,000 feet deep. We eat lunch and take out a canoe. I have never been in one. It was so fun. The lake water is so clean. We see amazing birds. A family in another boat laughs at us and waves. 

It is a day to relax, but I feel more thoughtful than anything. Why is the church so messed up? Why is sin so obvious here and not in the U. S.? Why do people suffer? What is the role of suffering in the Christian walk? Why have I noticed more women missionaries than men? What is the role of women? How do I glorify God in my role? What will my life look like? How can I make choices now that will help me to help that one child that will die in my absence? 

Idi Amin was an evil dictator in this country. He killed hundreds of thousands of Christians. The people still remember. No road as been built since then. No hospital, either, except for the Kellermans’ new one. It’s amazing!

Monday, August 4: The night was restless. I could hear a drunk man yelling on the other side of the fence. But I prayed and did sleep. In the morning we left early to drive to Kabali. We ate breakfast and made our way to the hospital. Wow! The hospital - six beds on a wall with a brown body and black, hopeless, desperate eyes staring out. Some with IV’s, some only bones, some with TB, some with AIDS. Men’s ward, women’s ward, pediatrics, surgery. 

Scott and I started out looking at a few in the men’s ward. Some patients were on the floor, no room. We checked one 15 year old boy on the floor - meningitis and malaria and TB - what else could he have? 

When the student doctors showed up we saw one leg was bigger than another. We stuck a needle in it and pulled out puss. So the infection in his leg spread to his spinal cord - to his brain and was killing him. The intern doctor probably saved his life. 

Families take care of the sick here. The smell of urine permeates. Some patients move the mattresses outside under the trees. Some mothers and children wait for them outside. Scott really treats me like a partner. 

So we treat a man with TB in his heart. We get him an EKG. This government hospital has no X-rays, no doctor. People really do come here to die. Fifty percent most likely have AIDS, but the symptoms come out in other ways. 

The hardest thing to see was a young mother who is too sick to take care of her child so the child is malnourished. Orange hair. Oh. Two women were like this. One was really bad. I held the child. Just bones and eyes. Mother has AIDS, but she did not know it yet. Five kids. She has TB too. The baby probably has the disease too. So sad! 

We brought over a culture to be tested. One man came in so angry he was drunk and raging. He was the lab tech and he was mad that Scott had asked for a result of a lab test. He even came at Scott. Scott told him to cool it. This man could cost, and probably has cost, people their lives with this attitude. I sensed evil. I really thought he was going to start hitting people. 

So we went to find the hospital administrator, but no one was there or anyone else. We did find the head nurse and asked her graciously to come and see this raging drunken lab tech. He should be fired, but she says that he is the only one who is trained. Scott’s question is - what is worse, bad medical care or no medical care at all? After today I am not so sure. 

Scott wasn’t sure if I would make it since most people faint after seeing the ward, but for some reason I loved it there - and hated it. The break for lunch was much needed. I keep getting so hungry - low blood sugar - and I quit functioning mentally. 

We walked over to a restaurant. Then came back. The day is a blur though. Diagnosing terminal illnesses. We tried to diagnose one man who has been bleeding for weeks and vomiting blood. We figured out he has a hole in his esophagus from drinking. Alcohol is so awful! 

Carol came and got us. We stayed in a semi-nice hotel. A guy there who is the regional congressman offers Scott and Carol four cows for me. That was a little strange. We just had to laugh. So we ate dinner. We tried to figure out how much is it necessary for missionaries to suffer? Going without main conveniences like water could be deadly after treating people in the hospital today. So now I am thinking, should I pursue medicine? Could I get through school? Would schooling in the U.S. be useful in third world countries?

Tuesday, August 5: Today was a long day. We got up early and walked over to the hospital. Scott says I will make a good missionary. That really meant a lot. 

So we met the interns on the road. At the hospital I kept wondering if the lab tech was going to come find us. These mental pictures of him coming at us flashed in my mind. It was not good. 

We started on the women inside. Some just bones and eyes. Some recognized me and I grabbed their hands. One woman was shaking. She was physically fine, but was suffering from an anxiety attack. The scary part was that I saw myself in her, laying there shaking. Something bad must have happened to her. Very bad. Another woman sang loudly. She really was going crazy. 

We had to put a needle in the lung of a woman to see if there was fluid and what color it was. I held her hand. The liquid was yellow, which equals TB, but maybe AIDS.

One woman was told she had malaria, but looking at her emaciated body and ulcers in her mouth. Diagnosis not in medical terms - AIDS. So we had to tell her. I held the sick child one more time. I wonder if it has HIV. What an awful disease. 

We looked for a doctor who we could talk to about the lab tech. She was in surgery. Surgery prep was outside. Three men in beds lay there. I was not sure if they were alive or dead. A German doctor came over to talk while he waited for the same doctor. He came with his family to meet her. We talked and discovered that this doctor had had problems with the same lab tech. 

One evening he had been in surgery and poked himself with a needle. There is a drug you can take to prevent HIV, but you have to take it within two hours of coming into contact with the virus. So he took the patient’s blood to the lab to see if he was positive. He went home and fell asleep. The lab tech said he would call but he didn’t. In the morning the doctor found out the patient was positive. He was so mad he just started crying. He was playing with his life. 

It might be better to have no lab at all than a lab run badly, or medical care period. We talked to the main surgeon about it. Then went to the nursing school to see if we could find a woman who is a midwife and a nurse. They really would need one down there at the new clinic as I well know. 

Then we took off on the eight hour bumpy ride to Kampala. It was beautiful, but a long dusty journey. We met the Kellermanns’ friend, Franchesca, for dinner. It was a fancy restaurant and I didn’t feel totally comfortable there. From the AIDS ward to the restaurant felt funny. 

We were headed over to another missionaries house to spend the evening with them when the car broke down on the way, despite our prayers. We were in the sketchy part of town as well. I felt safe with Scott though. We parked it in front of a gas company and asked the guards to watch it for us. They had big guns. 

So the missionary, Ken, came to get us. Ken is an intense guy. His wife is sick. So sick she went back to the U.S. He says “Africa will kick your butt.” And it will. Especially with his mindset that he doesn’t need to be careful about malaria and water. That missionaries have to suffer and rough it. The LRA has invaded the area where he works though. The government has supplied arms to the families in town to protect themselves. Ken won’t bring groups out there. He won’t go without his wife. The LRA has kidnapped 10,000 kids in the last year. Sudan is funding them with arms. It is so awful. 

We were so tired. I dreamed about all the bugs crawling on me. Maybe they were. We have to go on for days and I am tired from seeing death so first-hand.



July 13, 2004

Chapter 8: A respite from the clinic
“How can we hold onto these images of dead babies and drunk villages without the hope of Christ?”

Wednesday, Aug. 6, 2003: They put me in an outside back room to sleep. There is a guard and it’s been six days and I still don’t feel too safe. But the day was good. We talked to Ken more. He has a good heart. He never wanted to become a Christian because he knew that [image: image12.jpg]


God would send him to Africa to be a missionary. Now he never wants to go back. 
A small child, whose hair had been turned orange by malnutrition, awaits treatment at Scott and Carol Kellermann’s clinic for the Batwa people of Uganda.


Since we did not have a car, we walked into town. A doctor friend picked us up and we went to the bank. We met another missionary there. Her name is Ann. She was working with the Batwa. She left because she was getting death threats because she was holding people accountable for their use of funds.

It is really sketchy getting around town. Cars will hit you without thinking, and being shoved into a mini van can get dangerous for a white girl. A man sat behind me and kept trying to talk. I was thinking he was too close. Thank goodness our stop was soon after he got in.

We ate lunch and rode the “bodabodas” (motorcycles) to the theater. The last thing I ever thought to do would be see a movie. But I could see how Scott might want a break to escape from the intense life he leads. He really does rest with the knowledge that a child would die because we took the weekend off. 

The bodabodas are so dangerous, they go on sidewalks and hit people! The movie was fun. We took a taxi home. The evening was spent yakking with Ken about his submarine experience in Vietnam. 

Scott was saying if I came out for a year I would be as good as any doctor in North Africa. It was sort of a mellow day. I would love to be doing a clinic in place of this rough town. Jesus is so good to me. I am so thankful for all he’s given. 

Thursday, Aug. 7: After cooking breakfast, Carol and I took a mini van to the mouth of the Nile. Lawrence was our driver. He has eight children and lives in Kampala. 

The Nile was beautiful. The most amount of water that I have ever seen. We ate lunch at Lake Victoria. Scott spent the day in town doing errands. This morning I helped to write their newsletter. Carol cried saying its been the best and hardest two years of her life. 

The friend of the Kellermanns’ called from the Kinkisi hospital where we had left the Pygmy baby that was malnourished. They thought we were coming for them and had been waiting for us for three days. They had misunderstood. The friend gave them money to get home. Hopefully we can see the child when we go back. 

The power went out this evening. It is the second day in a row. Some other missionaries came over for dinner. Doug and Destiny. She is only 19, but so mature. They are from Grass Valley. I wonder what God is doing by calling so many people out of this town. It was good to talk to them.

Friday, Aug. 8: Scott went to pick up Cliff, an ophthalmologist, from the airport. On his way he saw a 10-year-old girl get hit and killed by a car. It really affected him. We went into town for the day to get meds and go to the bank. It is different with Cliff. We went home for awhile. I read through Scott’s medical book. It’s interesting to me. I wonder what God will do with it. 

Scott and I rode a taxi into town to get the meds. They are so cheap here. We rode motorcycles to get the meds back. It was hard to carry the boxes, but an adventure. They are not the safest drivers. 

We ate dinner together and watched a movie and laughed a lot. I am excited to go back down to do clinics and finish the survey. I am not so fond of the city and I love it out there. We had stopped by the Mennonite Central Committee to find Celesta, my friend from childhood who just moved out here. We got phone numbers and met a cool girl. I like Mennonites. They are pacifists and they don’t take anything from anyone. I think a good missionary has to be that way. There is so much corruption. People will take advantage of you left and right if you don’t stand up for yourself and others, yet you have to love people and make yourself vulnerable. That is so how one would have to be in Africa. 

So it turns out Ken moved into this house because the rent was cheap because everyone in the house had been murdered a while ago. Makes you feel uncomfortable or at least pray a little. 

I wonder what the characteristics are of people who make good missionaries?

Saturday, Aug. 9: I woke first and Ken was up. There was an orphan girl who came to get money to buy shoes. Ken said that her parents had been killed by the LRA. Her baby brother was scared of the dogs. We went into town to get the oil changed and go to the main market of all of Uganda. It was really dangerous. It was a sea of black people all buying, selling or robbing. I stuck by Scott. One guy punched Scott in the stomach as he walked by. It was intense and I was glad to leave. 


We drove for six hours to Lake Mbynoyi. It is a national park. I got to ride on the roof and I saw zebras, warthogs, baboons, and birds. It was amazing. At camp we were on the beach and there were about ten hippos in the water. You could hear them all night grunting. So the day was weird. To go from the scary market and see an ugly, scary side of humanity to nature so peaceful and calm. We ate with some other people from Florida. 

It was a good day! I could only hear the hippos all night.

Sunday, Aug. 10: So we packed up camp and at breakfast under a cabin roof. A monkey came right up to the table. Scott gave me a banana and it ran straight at me. I thought it was going to bite me so I screamed and threw the banana. Then I got embarrassed and laughed and turned red. 

We rode on the roof and saw more zebra. Scott and I had a good conversation about culture and Jesus. Inside the car we picked up a guy with a sick brother and got gas. Little things like using the restroom are such a big deal. In Kabali we bought veggies and met up with a doctor and her family. They are missionaries here from England. Tom, Bethany, Rachel, Naomi, Nathaniel.

The kids were fun to talk to with their British accents. Then we were off again to Kunungu. But an hour down the road the car broke again. Was it intense. Within a few minutes at least three drunken men came out of the bushes. A huge crowd had gathered to look at us. At least 100 people staring. The children came close, but so did the drunken men. Scott called for us to get picked up and for a mechanic. But we had to wait over an hour for help. So Carol and I sat inside while Scott and Cliff stood at each door. I wanted to crawl into myself. At least 10 really drunken men were out. It could have formed a mob.  But it didn’t.

This village needs Jesus and all I can think is that I don’t ever want to go back there. I know that Christ doesn’t call us to be safe, but today that’s all I wanted. Ken had said, “they say that common sense is learned. Well, it’s true.” The people in that village live in darkness. Their only hope is Christ, but they don’t know it. So they get drunk. They drink beer they make from bananas. The poor children in the village must suffer. 

One girl looked about six months pregnant, but she was probably only 12 herself. I hope that she just had worms. I thought of those missionaries that just got killed in the Congo. They were killed because they were white and rich, not because they were Christians. That is sad.

I guess I think if you die as a missionary you would want to die for your faith and not because of the color of your skin, or the money they think you have when you have that color skin. Or the fact that your country back home is exploiting people. But I also see how a small, under-educated, impoverished village could be so hopeless that they could mob a broken down car because there might be food inside. 

Tom came and got us and I was so glad that it was not dark. We went to their home and a nice man named Ezra came for us. But we ended up staying the night in the church hostel so we would not have to drive at night. Scott and Carol prayed with me, and we tried to figure out unanswered prayers and suffering. 

How can we hold onto these images of dead babies and drunk villages without the hope of Christ? There is no other thing to cling to except for the knowledge that He is with us, with that baby, with his mother, with that village. Maybe to rest in the knowledge that He weeps over them and with them. 

Scott says that sometimes at the clinics if the you step back and just listen, you can hear humanities groan to God. It must be what he hears. He listens though — and weeps.



July 14, 2004

Chapter 9: Among the living and dying
“Of all the moments to start crying, of all the things I have seen, it was at that moment that I cried.”
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Monday, Aug. 11, 2003: We woke early and left Carol in Kabali with the car and headed straight for Kunungu. It was a speedy drive and we were a little nervous and, also, ready to get out. We ate breakfast and went to the Bishop’s office. The Diocese was in a meeting, but they stopped to introduce Cliff. They are very formal and very intentional about introductions even though they knew we were already late to the clinic. 
A family of Batwa await treatment by Scott and Carol Kellermann of Grass Valley at the couple’s clinic in Uganda, where Bethany Gregory volunteered in 2003 as a medical aide.

We made it to the clinic. There was no doctor there even though there should have been. To start the day the nurse pulled out a drum and the patients sang, clapped, and danced. What a way to start a clinic. So most of the people came for eye appointments and Scott and Penenia went to the government offices to get a visa for a Pygmy to go to an indigenous peoples’ conference. 

Penenia works with Forest Peoples Programme trying to give them rights. We spend a good two hours hopping from office to office. They could not believe that Pygmy would be invited on a trip. There were seven signatures they needed for the passport. It was so difficult and frustrating. You wonder if it’s only for the Pygmy that these signatures are needed. 

We left Penenia in the office and went back to the clinic to treat patients. A girl named Fiona helped to translate. She was 17 and looked 11. 

We treated three people with malaria and a very sick, shaking man. One Muzungu (white man) came in. He was from Holland taking surveys on malaria. The time was good at the clinic, but the spirit at Scott’s clinics are different. At home I took a sponge bath and got dinner ready. 

Tuesday, Aug. 12: It was a crazy day. We packed up and borrowed a car. We set up a computer for someone in the church and then got some TB meds for some Pygmies from the 
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Kunungu clinic. 

A whole family came carrying their mother in a woven carrier between two wooden branches. This clinic is supposed to be treating TB, but because it is poorly run and they don’t care about the Batwa they have been not given the proper meds and they have TB-multiple-drug-resistant, which means it could spread to all the Batwa. 


Patients await treatment under the giant Ficus tree. Often after the clinics, Scott Kellermann will organize bow and arrow contests or encourage people to bring out their drums and dance. These activities help the Batwa maintain their identity and culture even while their health and lives are threatened.


Scott sort of confronted the health worker because he would not give meds for more than one week. But they don’t have the money to get to the clinic. It could turn into an epidemic. So we went to his boss. Hopefully they will be treated. Then we went to the Bishops school. Honest was there in a blue and white dress. That girl is etched in my brain. Bald, skinny, big eyes.

We dropped off the sweaters and waved good-bye. She was the last one waving. Of all the moments to start crying, of all the things I have seen, it was at that moment that I cried. I guess over the injustices these children have to suffer. So we were off to Kitario. There were many people at the clinic. Lots came to see Cliff about their eyes, but we put one girl with malaria on an IV. She screamed and almost threw up. One woman had a cantaloupe-size mass in her stomach. 

One child had kwashiorkor, malnutrition due to lack of protein. His whole body was swollen, even his eyes. His body looked like it had been burned from the waist down. He cried in pain. The burn was from the swelling and the lack of vitamins. He probably had a few days to live. Even with treatment, 10 to 13 percent of children die within one week without cause. 

We ate lunch and packed up the two children with malaria and kwashiorkor, the four parents, and one baby. Seven people in the back seat with one on an IV. I held the IV. A car zoomed around the corner and we swerved off the road to miss it. We went into a big hole and my life flashed before my eyes. Everyone was all right but the luggage rack had fallen off. We repacked and sent some stuff back in a different car. Then on to the ‘hospital.” 

Back to the room with the emaciated children. I was so glad to get them there. I went in the back to find the girl with meningitis that we dropped off there a few weeks ago. There was no one in the bed, but it looked like a patient was using it. So I can only hope she is still alive. 

So we went on to the Ishishi Park. It was so fun. We saw a lion in the middle of the road just sitting there. We were not even ready to start looking. It was so exciting. Then we went onto all the trees to see if a lion was sitting in it, but they were not. By evening we reached the campsite, but it really was in the middle of the jungle along a river. You could hear the hippos yakking. 

Some other campers came along from Canada. A guy and his son. The son, Jeff, is working on a water project here with the Church of Uganda. We stayed up talking. The night was scary. I was nervous about all the animals I could hear right outside my tent.

Wednesday, Aug. 13: We got up early, climbed into the back of a car and headed out with some guides to find elephants. We drove out on a road, turned off the car and listened. We heard one and drove toward it. It was misty. The sun rose red. Everything was black and white, but there was movement and more and more. Over 100 elephants passed by us this morning. They were wild. It feels like that was all a dream to see them go by. 

After light came out we went on to look for lions. We saw water buffalo and one lion, she was even hunting. It was so cool. We came back to camp and looked for hippos. We packed up camp and headed back to Kunungu because Carol had fixed the car by then. 

At home we cooked dinner and bathed. I had a headache. Even though we didn’t do anything serious it was a long day. We were to head down to camp tonight in the Bwindi, but all decided just to leave early in the morning. People came by to visit the Kellermanns and they are so hospitable to everyone. I love the way they are with people. 

Coming Thursday, in Chapter 10: “It started to rain. I could tell the men did not know which way to go and were debating about it. I got nervous when I saw we were marking our trail with machete marks on the trees.”



July 15, 2004

Chapter 10: Trekking the gorillas
“I get to trek gorillas. Not many people can say they have done it, but I would rather hold a sick baby.

Thursday, Aug. 14, 2003: We woke early and left before light. We made it to Bohoma and set up camp. Then we ate breakfast and headed to Byumba.

We picked up a bunch of people along the way. My goal was to do the survey (on infant mortality), but it sure was hard with the translation and the Batwa who didn’t understand my questions. I wanted to know the ages of young children, but they kept telling me the ages of the grandparents in the village. I really laughed a lot inside and let it out sometimes. Too cute! 

Then I helped with the clinic. Many spleens — so much malaria! Time flew by and we were headed back to camp. We went up to the rich person camp. They are all here to trek the gorillas. They had had such a hard time trekking that they gave us their permits to do it tomorrow. 
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Bethany Gregory saw a small group of gorillas on the second day of trekking for them in Uganda’s Impenetrable Forest, the area depicted in the film “Gorillas in the Mist.”


We came back to camp and watched the jungle. Took showers and went up to the other camp. Scott was to give a presentation to doctors about tropical medicine (so they could write the trip off on their taxes). I was so uncomfortable eating the five-course meal and talking about world peace with all these people after spending the last month watching the poor suffer. It was hard for me to hold it together as Scott showed them photos of the suffering people. 

So I get to trek gorillas. Not many people can say they have done it, but I would rather hold a sick baby. It might be my last chance on this trip. I don’t know why I am so emotional about it. Maybe the $275 ticket is free for a reason and I should go. But maybe I think that I feel fully human when I am holding a sick child. Or maybe I have seen more than I can handle and I should take a break. 

Trekking the gorillas with the tourists is partly the reason that the Pygmies got kicked out of the forest even if they get part of the money from the trekkers. Maybe I just need to sleep and pray.

Friday, Aug. 15: I can’t believe I trekked the gorillas today. I woke up early, ate breakfast and headed to get the permits to enter the park. That is the only way to do it. No Pygmy has an extra $275 to spend on a day trip. So there were 11 of us — four Muzungus (white people) and seven Ugandans. Two guides, two students and three guards. 

The jungle is really something to get through. The floor sinks when you step on it and the tall trees with vines make it hard to see the steep canyons and cliffs. We started out outside the forest. The main trekkers were ahead of us telling us where to go. It was a hard hike. We had gone maybe three miles when Cliff had worn out. We had caught up with our trekkers and decided to follow them, but Cliff turned around. 

We were hot on the gorillas’ trail and we could hear them and see and smell their waste. I think they were running from us. The trekkers said this was the hardest hike they had ever been on. So we had to turn around. I had wanted to an hour earlier. It was going to get dark and the last place I would want to spend the night would be in the forest. The ants would eat me. I had sent my sweatshirt back with Cliff. 

At 5:30 it started to rain. I could tell the men did not know which way to go and were debating about it. I got nervous when I saw we were marking our trail with machete marks on the trees. We were hacking our way up ant-infested cliffs, but it was beautiful. A little disappointing we did not see the gorillas. 

How did the Batwa live in this place? Barefoot, water, animals. Man, it must have been a rough, but beautiful life. The warden of the park came for us, then the camp director and 20 other Ugandan soldiers, flashlights and water. It was good. 

I started to recognize the trail. We hiked to the cars through the wet darkness. It would have been so bad. We should have turned around two hours before. It was an 11-hour hike. My feet hurt. I was so glad to get back to camp. 
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Though intrigued by the idea of trying to find the endangered gorillas of the Impenetrable Forest, Bethany Gregory wrote in her journal that she was reluctant to take a break from aiding the Batwa children at Scott and Carol Kellermann’s clinic.


The Kellermanns are so kind. I love them. I wished I was at the clinic. Oh, it is so sad to hear that the girl with meningitis that we took two weeks ago to the hospital died. She was so beautiful. Apparently her mother died two days later, maybe she had something contagious, or maybe she died of sadness. I can still hear the girl cry out “aywe mama.” I wanted her to live! So we read the Bible and prayed. 

I am glad I trekked, even without the gorillas, just to know the Pygmies’ lives were good. At least their old lives.

Saturday, Aug. 16: I woke up so tired and a little sore, but I got up anyway. Before we even went up to eat, one of the trekkers came down to find me. He said that there was an opening to trek. My body didn’t feel up to it, but I decided to go. The Kellermanns paid the difference and I was very touched. They are so Christ-like that thinking about it kept making me tear up on the hike. 

I would have liked to be doing the clinic, but I know there must have been a reason that I missed a day with the Batwa. Maybe I am so emotional that it might have been too much to see the suffering. I do keep thinking of the baby that died and the girl last week. 

I did make it to see the gorillas though. There are only 600 in the world and I saw 10 of them. Even a silverback came out. He was huge. There were three babies who came close. Two climbed the trees. They are so human-like. How could anyone kill one? It would be like murder. 

It feels like a dream that I ever saw them. The hike back was painful because of the 11-hour ordeal yesterday. When I finally reached camp I thought I was going to throw up. It was just too much on my body. I felt better after resting. 

We decided to stay at camp one more night. So we sat in the grass looking out at the jungle. Carol and I had a good conversation about fear and vulnerability as women on the mission field. We might even write a book. We hiked up to the other camp and sat by the fire. Then we went back down for dinner. I was ready to sleep. 



July 16, 2004

Chapter 11: Nearing the end
“A woman that we examined said her problem was that the little god of her dead ancestor would come and attack her every few days.”

Sunday, Aug. 17, 2003: We packed quickly and ate and headed out to church in Kunungu. I wonder if I will ever be back to Bohoma. I wonder what will become of the clinic. 

Scott doesn’t know what to do because the (Batwa) community has not paid their portion for the clinic and so there is doesn’t have the funds to finish before they leave to visit home. They could make up the difference, but Scott sort of wants the community to live up to their promises. 
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Bethany Gregory holds a Batwa baby while posing for a photo with the baby’s mother. The average height of an adult Batwa, commonly known as a Pygmy, is 4 feet 9 inches.
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The only problem is that some people would die if Scott leaves and there is no clinic. He really does save people’s lives. I bet in the two years that he has been here he has saved over 1,000 lives. Maybe more. Just in the four weeks it has got to be over 100. So maybe what he will do is open just a one-room clinic with one nurse, so lives will not be lost and the community can live up to their promises. 

I will miss this place. I can’t figure out why I am drawn to these suffering places. 

The drive back made me a little car sick. We unloaded and headed over to church. We were asked to speak as they welcomed us. I was so nervous, but just thanked them for their kindness. Everything is so formal and I get nervous with all the different levels of diplomacy.

Afterward we had communion and then offering. That was amazing. 

All of us went up in groups. First the children, dancing and singing the whole way. Our group went up, and it was so fun. It was like offering our whole bodies to Christ, not just our money. I will never forget the old man with a spear and a shield dancing down the aisle. He was so cute. It looked like a hunting dance. I hope the younger generations learn his dance. He is the janitor of the Kunungu clinic. 

We went home for lunch. People dropped in to visit. Cliff and Carol went to the school while Scott and I repacked the medicines. I wish I were here long enough to learn how to treat all the illnesses. If I could spend one year with Scott I probably would learn as much as going to med school and maybe even more because of learning tropical medicine. 

The Bishop told us that some tourists were attacked in the Ishishi Park. This was the day after we left. That is so scary. I had a bad feeling there and I was not sure why. One person was killed and another shot and wounded. We might visit them tomorrow. 

Batwa bring in a patient to receive treatment at Scott and Carol Kellermann’s clinic in what Bethany Gregory described as a “Ugandan-style ambulance.”


If they were stealing they probably were not out to kill people, but if they were rebels from the LRA or from Rwanda then that is bad. So missionaries and tourists risk their lives. God is protecting us. I know he is. This must not be the right time. He has plans for me. 

I think I am dreading going home. Who could understand the emotions of holding a child that dies or listening to the last cries of a girl to her mother? Who can understand the hunger of starving children, of a people kicked out of their home? I guess I can only rest in the knowledge that Christ can understand. 

Monday, Aug. 18: We picked up a few people and brought them all to Kihihi hospital for an eye clinic. We left Cliff there. We found out that the girl died that was 13 years old and her mother’s death was due to hypertension. The death of her daughter probably stopped her heart. 

We also saw that the baby with kwashiorkor that we brought in was doing better. You could see his eyes now that they were not swollen shut. The mother looked happy. It was sort of good to see that there were few children as patients. 

We had brought along a Batwa whose tooth was really bad. He is sponsored by the Kellermans through school. We went to the bank and bought a watch and flashlight for one of the Batwa to study. Kihihi is a sketchy town. It feels dark there. 

At the hospital we found out that one man was badly shot and another got away by swimming to safety in the Ishishi Park. I saw the bloody stretcher. That was intense since we had just been there. 

We headed over to Kitario to help with the clinic. Scott had me do all of the diagnosing. Pretty easy when so many have malaria. One child had a 105 degree temperature and was very sick. Another had kwashiorkor. I could spot it. The poor swollen girl lay limp on the examination table. It was my last day to practice medicine for a while. I really liked it. The Batwa are so funny sitting on the grass out front laughing and yelling. 

Scott had me drive for the first time. It’s weird to be on the other side of the road. We stopped by the Bishop’s school on the way back and found them cutting hair. Back at home we divided blankets up for people who needed them and talked with some visitors. 

I can’t believe my time here is almost over. I love it here. I can’t believe all I’ve seen and done.

Tuesday, Aug. 19: I forgot to say that yesterday a woman who we examined said her problem was that the little god of her dead ancestor would come and attack her every few days. She had stomach and fevers. Scott said to give her meds for malaria. 

We drove all day. Nine hours. One flat tire. It is dangerous to stop for too long because people come out. Scott would not let anyone help. The thing is you really don’t know who you can trust. Maybe that’s what poverty can do too. Life is so raw. You can’t hide behind money because there is none. 

We talked about American foreign policy and how it affects people here. The IMF is funding the damming of the Nile. That means the displacement of thousands of people with no money for compensation, yet the electricity will not go to Uganda, but be sold to Kenya for profit. At the same time they want to privatize water which means the poor have to pay for it. Which also means cholera and other diseases. Privatizing water is like privatizing air in my mind. 

Back in Kampala we dropped off our stuff at a hotel and camping place and then went for Ben and Celesta. It was so good to see them. They will be here for three years with MCC. They are teaching high school. I was so glad that they got to connect with the Kellermanns. 

We went to the Japanese embassy for a grant and then to dinner. This town is so sketchy. I guess it’s one of the “safer” capital cities of East Africa, but man, I just feel so nervous here. 

We stayed up late talking. Then it was off to bed under my mosquito net. But I did not sleep. Thinking about going home soon and how that will be. Leaving the Kellermanns, starting school, getting married and thinking about Uganda.

Coming Saturday, in the conclusion of Faith and Suffering: “It feels weird to be leaving Uganda. It feels weird that I was ever there. It really feels like a dream. A vivid, good and bad dream.”



July 17, 2004

Chapter 12: A difficult farewell
“I know God is with me. I know He answers my prayers. But I also know that He didn’t answer some of my prayers — that the baby would live, that the girl would live.”

Wednesday, Aug. 20, 2003: We ate breakfast together and tried to figure out the differences of opinion in the church about war. I guess what I have learned more than ever is that people are sinful and corrupt at our core. We must as Christians try to avoid this and not judge others. Just serve God with our whole hearts. 

We went and stopped at an Internet place to write friends. The Kellermanns were in a rush. So it was a quick goodbye. Oh, I love them so much.

So many security checks. They went through all of our stuff and then again, probably because of the bombing in the Kenyan embassy. 
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Bethany Gregory and two Batwa children stand in front of the water system Scott and Carol Kellermann helped build to prevent the spread of disease in the Batwa settlement.

Saying goodbye was definitely difficult. My heart is partly here now. I am learning how to love the lowest of the low.

The embassy made me mad at the U.S. As I sat waiting for Ben and Celesta to easily fill out the residency forms, I listened to the immigration officer drill into a woman who was asking for a visa. Maybe we do need to be careful because of terrorism, but that leaves no excuse for belittling a person. 

We walked up the hill for lunch and went on to the city mall to do errands. Minibuses get filled up, people yelled all around, smog. It gets intense. I wished I understood the language when our driver got mad and was yelling. On the way home (we were staying at MCC Director’s home), it started to rain, but not so hard. We were all soaking wet and so was all our stuff. We made a mess of the house. 

We spent the evening catching up with each other and talking about military and war and the role the U. S. has in all nations. It is so disturbing. MCC was on its way towards ending the war with the LRA, but it fell through. 

Thursday, Aug. 21: We spent the day rushing around town. The town is not that big for a capital city maybe because there is not much industry in Uganda. We went to the embassy to get a grant then to buy the things Celesta cannot get out in the country. So we hit the grocery store. This town makes me so nervous. 

I got a headache from just worrying inside myself that I was going to be grabbed or robbed or something. I know in my mind that it is not a white and black thing, but I stand out and they have been victimized by whites for centuries. This whole continent has, and so when things get tense I know I am the first to get looked at. I don’t want to be nervous. So it’s something I need to pray about. 

We rode a boda-boda and a matatu all the way back. We watched a movie about the history of the Congo. That’s intense! It was sort of a shock to be in a city now. Los Angeles is going to be a huge shock. I do want to go home, but it will take time to readjust to markets, cars, TVs, paved roads and not being the only white one in town.
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How can I tell the stories of what I saw in a way that glorifies God? 

Bethany Gregory was most touched by the babies and children she met while working as a medical aide with the Kellermanns.

While in one of the grocery stores in Kampala, Celesta saw one of her friends that she had met in Holland. The friend was leaving on my flight tomorrow. She invited me to stay with her in London. But the shock in this is that when I bought the ticket I decided instead of spending a lot of money and finding a place to stay on my own I would start praying that I would just meet someone on the flight. I intentionally chose to trust God with it, thinking that if it didn’t work out I could just stay the night in the airport. God totally answered my prayer and a day early. I did not even ask her if I could stay with her, she asked me. 

God is so good.

Friday, August 22: While still dark, the taxi came to get us. We dropped Ben and Celesta off at the bus station. I will miss them. They are so amazing teaching out here in this sketchy country. The taxi ride to the airport was quiet, but I was grateful to arrive safely. There were full body checks at the gate of the airport. Inside I met Barbara, my answered prayer. We drank juice with another woman from Germany who works with orphans. 

It feels weird to be leaving Uganda. It feels weird that I was ever there. It really feels like a dream. A vivid, good and bad dream. I know God is with me. I know He answers my prayers. But I also know that He didn’t answer some of my prayers - that the baby would live, that the girl would live. For peace and justice. 

I am not sure what to think about those things, the unanswered stuff. He weeps with me. 

I want to come back to Uganda. The flight was long. So many missionaries were on the flight. Barbara’s friend was at the airport to pick us up. It was culture shock seeing all the nice cars. The hotel was so “fancy” compared to where I’ve been. I just wanted to run out the door, but I know it’s God’s provision for me. 

Barbara’s friend took us out of town 45 minutes to her home for dinner. She has four young kids. It was fun to yak with them and their funny English accents. We had a feast for dinner. 

At the hotel I took the warmest longest shower. It felt so good but I still don’t feel completely clean. 

I wonder what it would be like to end the corruption in Africa?
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