
Africa ð Peoples, Places, and 

Perspectives  

Coming to Africa has opened my eyes to a different world . 

Coming to Africa has opened my eyes to a different world.   It is a 

place where those who, on the surface, appear to have little, actually 

have a rich tradition and enormous hearts.   While devoid of what we 

in America are accustomed to in worldly things, they make up for 

showing kindness and courtesy to those whom they have just 

met.   A simple wave from our van passing by elicits enthusiastic 

waves and s miles from children and adults alike.   Try that in 

America and all you'll likely receive in return are empty stares or 

indifferent looks.  

 

Enter a village with dirt roads littered with trash and evidence of 

free -roaming livestock scattered everywhere (watc h where you step!), 

and look at the houses made of clay or straw.   See the rudimentary 

tools for preparing meals and carrying on a daily existence in the 

brutal dry season that lasts for nine to ten months.   See the 

children who carry their main possession  around in the form of a 

bowl that serves as a plate, cup, and beggar bowl.   Watch the women 

pound endlessly with their sticks preparing millet for meals.   Hear 

the donkeys braying in the next street over (or the next yard over) and 

the sound of children a s they play with each other and all kinds of 

other things they fashion from discarded items (like trash) ð an inner 

tube slingshot or a coil of wire to roll , like a wheel.  

 

But meet the chief of the village and be invited to his home where 

chairs are broug ht from other nearby homes so his guests will have 



proper places to sit 

while he himself 

sits on a modest 

wooden stool. Ask 

him if he has any 

needs we can pray 

about and listen as 

he requests good 

health for his 

people and a 

bountiful harvest --  

unconcern ed with 

his own immediate 

needs but rather the needs of those he leads.   Learn firsthand the 

power of a child's smile and how laughter and joy are a universal 

language.  

 

In America we have the misconception that all of our needs are met, 

yet we still long for more, never reaching a "destination" where we are 

satisfied.   The people in the villages along the Mehanna R oad have a 

much more basic lifestyle, unconcerned with business schedules, 

lunch meetings, picking up kids from school, going to the movies, 

hea ding to the mall to find the latest fashion, or how best to keep up 

with the Joneses.   Instead they spend their day preparing meager 

meals and making mud bricks for their homes.   The people live their 

lives without the daily distractions that most often pu ll us away 

from the important things in life like serving God and letting Him 

lead.   The faces I saw on the children of the Mehanna R oad were the 

ones that exuded joy from the time that the white van pulled into 

town until we drove away while they ran afte r the van waving, 

smiling and shouting goodbye.  

 


