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VOSH Africa - A Dream Come True

By Joyce Crawley

To go on a mission to provide care
for poor people in a country with few
resources is always fulfilling - you
come back with more than you gave.
The Africa mission went ten steps
above any mission I've been on and
fulfilled a childhood dream.

| was a Tarzan fan. | watched all
the old movies and dreamed of adven-
tures, lions, elephants and the Massai
Mara. VOSH allowed me to live my
dream last November.

Our VOSH mission began with the
longest jet flight I'd ever taken. We
were in the air for 15 hours. Upon ar-
rival in Nairobi we were met with an
amazing team of tour guides from Mi-
cato Safaris who set up a welcome
orientation at the Hilton Hotel. We
didn’t know it then, but these guides
would become our friends and
watched over us every step of our
journey.

Kibera Slums

The next day we traveled to a
school in the middle of the Kibera
Slums. Kibera is six hundred acres
(and growing) of mud and filth with a
black stinking stream running down
the middle. Itis an illegal squatters
camp, and receives no government
sanction or funds.

The smell of wood fires, fried fish,
excrement, body odor and rubbish
jumps at you, but you expect it be-
cause 800,000 people live there.
They are the poorest of the poor.

Even with all of this, there is enter-
prise. On the front of the tin or wood
slat huts are signs for barbers, carpen-
ters, hairdressers, butchers, driving
schools and even “hotels”. The sound
of rap music comes from everywhere.

We arrived at Olympic Primary
School, a private, gated school in the
middle of the slum educating 2500
students. There are no public schools.

The children, dressed in their blue uniforms,
“cleaned” the path to our worksite every morn-
ing with tiny handmade brooms and dirty water.

We set up and readied our mission
for the next day.

This isn’t like any school we know -
there are 36 teachers with 70 to 80
students per class. The children are
amazingly quiet in class and their
graduation rate is 100%. They know
education is their only way out and the
expectations of the teachers are very
high. The year end exam scores tell
them what school they will be ac-
cepted to, so there is a great effort
made to learn and score high marks.
There are no amenities - no comput-
ers, no lunchroom, no gym. Lunch is
provided to them by an open air
kitchen where vats of gruel are cooked
for lunch.

We spent four days lining up hun-
dreds of patients, many of whom were
dressed in their best - or in clan cos-
tumes. Almost everyone speaks Eng-
lish so there was no language barrier.
That made it easier to know more
about their life here in this horrible
place.

A beautiful young woman holding a
child tried to sell me some purses
she’d woven. They are decorated with
beads and very well done. She has

HIV and this is her only income. The
child has so far tested negative for
HIV. She only hopes to live long
enough to see her child to adulthood,
but the likelihood of that is slim. She
worries about what will happen to her
child when she is gone and has no
one to care for her. | buy one of her
purses for $8 and wish her well. The
tears come later. Her story is not un-
common here.

The people of Kibera are amazingly
resilient. They walk miles to work
because they can’t afford a bus or
taxi, they will sell you whatever they
can scrounge or the shirt off their
backs so they can send their children
to school and live another day. Itis
something | will never forget and it
reminded me how blessed | am.

View from the Olympic Primary school where
the mission took place. Kibera slum is the 2nd
largest in Africa at more than 600 acres and
growing.

We served over 1800 people in the
slums, and each was patient waiting in
line. We worked each day from early
morning to mid afternoon, when we
were treated to side trips to a giraffe
sanctuary, a tour of the home of the
“Out of Africa’ author, Karen Blixen
and a wonderful HIV Children’s Hospi-
tal and home outside of Nairobi.















Mission Gallery
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Ruth Berkling, left, and Jo.Meyer in the dispen-

Jump rope at lunchtime.

Xandra Hamilton displays African rain
fashionwear.

Steve Griffey, our chief photographer.

Dr. Blair Tanaka, our only MD on this
trip.
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Above, mag-
nificent Mt.
Kenya.

Above, The open

air kitchen at the
Right, one of

Olympic Primary
our more col- school in the Kib-
orful patients. era slums cook
Ola.’ and young gruel for lunch.
waited for-

hours in line
to see the doc-
tors.

Left, A 3 year old
sports her new
sunwear and Sun-
day best.

We saw some interesting costumes - this
man claimed to be a priest. We were not
able to determine what denomination he
represented.






