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‘Home stay with Median’- Chapter 6
I arrived at school late as it was already 3pm, it was Sunday afternoon and clouds were rolling across the sky, I could see that the lock on the school office was bolted and no one was around as I sat on the seat of my stationary red Honda.  The engine clicked as it cooled.  

‘Bugger…’ I said.  

I looked round the back, still no one and no way in.  The teacher’s house was also empty which was strange as at least one teacher usually stayed over the weekend.  I headed back to the office.
I looked down the compound and saw a girl.  She looked familiar.

‘Is that you Median?’ I said.

I didn’t get an answer but instead a row of white teeth flashed across her dark face.  She had been waiting for me it seemed.  

We walked towards her home and chatted.  My bag was a little heavy from the large cabbage, spices and peanuts that were gifts for her family.  I would be staying with them that evening.  
We reached her home and as usual I was greeted by the local children who stood all around me like dark flowers under a white tree.  They had colourful floral dresses on but were always so dirty!  No water for washing I thought.
Her home was just like all the others in this area, made of mud and bamboo, four rooms under a tin roof, and painted in gray and pink clay.  I greeted her mother and gave the gifts, they were quickly scuttled into the back room and a huge mug of brown liquid was offered to me.  It was ‘ubushera’ a ‘porridge’ as people called it, that was drunk as often as tea is taken in England.  However, I always remembered porridge being white and gloopy not brown and sour on the tongue.  Perhaps Nestle hadn’t started selling any porridge here yet.
We had a fun afternoon doing video recording for a small documentary I am filming on the children’s lives here.  Median was always the one who smiled at the camera last year and the most photogenic of all the Mukibugu school kids.  She had the most magical set of straight white teeth I had ever seen, probably because children here don’t eat sugared cereal, Mars bars, fizzy cola bottles and a choc ice for desert.  She also had wonderful skin and was one of the best singers in the school.  We laughed together after a long silence due to waiting for one of us to say something to the camera.  She was great on camera and quick with a smile.  
We got along well. She told me about her life, I listened and absorbed as much as I could. I found the simple way of living here enchanting.  Sun came up, fetch water, go to school, come home, help with house chores, collect firewood, bring home animals, prepare food, eat, sit by paraffin light and talk as a family and listen to the wind blowing the trees outside. That was Median’s life most days of the year.  However, that idyllic picture came to an abrupt end when I visited the local spring (see previous article).

The whole family crowded round as I showed them the film work of the day on my camera in the flickering flame of the paraffin light.  They laughed as Median messed up what she was trying to say and smiled as they pointed to people they knew on the screen.  I yawned, it was time for bed.  

I slept in the living room with the two young boys of the family, on a bed of matting and hay; I was waiting for a horse to pass by any second.  I blew out the paraffin light, and the room was plunged into black.  I put my head down to sleep and closed my eyes. 

After my last home stay in the village that was last year, I was expecting the walls to come alive and insects to start sharpening their knives and forks.  I can’t say I had the best night’s sleep, but I didn’t get eaten alive and only one flea bothered me in the night.  Jump, jump, scratch, jump, jump, scratch, squeeze, fleas have very strong shells I knew from experience.  My father showed me one time how to get rid of them with a bar of soap, they were usually found under the pillow he told me as he plunged the soap on top of a jumping black dot.  I could see that his days growing up in Liverpool were a bit more fun at night than mine in little old Zennor village.     

It was morning; we walked to school in a group of ten other children in the orange glow of daylight. They seemed to be excited to be walking with the ‘Mzungu’ teacher.  Three were carrying yellow jerry cans for collecting water later in the day. Dust blew around our feet and made us look like a moving cloud of brown.  I covered my face as the wind blew more dust our way.
As we passed the front gate of the school Median went to join her friends and I went to the Head-masters office, it was the start of another school day.

