Trip 5

A sense of humor

We met a nice  German  fellow  who  grew up  here  on  Nias, and his  Father,  a  Pastor Petersen who  has  lived here for 40  years. I  have  enjoyed  every  minute with  them snatching up  shreds of personal narrartive, decriptons  of  culture,  geography and  history of the  Nias  people; how  he  learned to swim very  young in the Indian  ocean clutching onto  a log of a coconut  tree, how  the Nias people played  a trick on the early  missionaries. The  story  goes  like this. 

When the first  missionaries arrived they  knew  nothing of the  language, the people, their  religion except that  they had many  gods. When  introducing Jehovah, they  asked, "Who is the  highest of  your  gods?" They told  them that  Lowalangi is the highest of their  Gods. So when they codified the  Bible in the  Nias  language, Lowalangi  became the name  they  used for Jehovah. But actually,  Lowalangi  was the not  the  highest of their  gods,  but the lowest. And,  actually  the god of  mischief,  playful  entertainment.  

Jon says that  this is the  very  nature of the Nias people. They are eager to please, to get  along,  and  to  entertain. 

So,  we  set out  in the morning to do follow up  on  some  reports about  damaged  areas  down island where no NGOs nor govenment aid had  gone. The damage  was  few and scant, houses  had  the  furniture  washed out, while others  were  destroyed entirely. I must say  that  the  damage  here is minor compared to Banda  Aceh where  NGOs  are tripping over each other.

 We visited the head of legislature and  asked if there  were  any places  we  should look at for  rehabiltation. He pointed us here and there in general terms. 

We proceeded on to Sorake Beach and Lagundri, internationally famous for surfing. Every year an international surfing comp is held here. AT 5 PM when we arrived, there were several small boys, riding 40 seconds on small waves, less than a meter. We approached one restaurant for diner.  The owner's brother, Amosir, said that there was nothing to cook, nothing to cook with. It had all been damaged by the tsunami. 

We took some picture of the houses and interviewed him for our report. One of the boys, Samson, struggled eagerly with his English. Amosir told us that Samson rides his bicycle 10 km to school everyday. We invited them to dinner at another restaurant. 

Arriving there we found that there was also no food. This restaurant had also been damaged. So, here we sat in the twilight, with 4 very hungry Taiwanese, myself and our guests.

We asked the shopkeeper to prepare whatever  he could scare up. As it happened he couldn't even find a chicken to kill. The night before, while we were in Sitori, we had a crab that could span a desktop. It was dirt cheap and locally trapped. Remembering that, I walked out to the beach alone and looked around for anything that might serve as food. 

I sat down on a log. I bowed my head and prayed. " Dear God, in heaven. You are our provider. You are faithful in all things. Your children are hungry. Please provide for them. How about another crab? In Jesus name I pray. Amen. "

And, as I opened my eyes, and picked up my head, the first thing to meet my gaze, a crab !

The size of a floppy disc scurried before me.     

I roared with laughter, paid the children to gather some silver dollar crabs. A half hour later we had a couple dozen. The restaurant keeper didn’t now what do with them. So, after he finished doing the fried rice, I  showed  him  how to wok fry crabs in an improvised Soy sauce mix.  

Later, at the table, the other members were thirilled to get some crab, "Not nearly as big  as last nights, but very delicious. Thank you."

"Don't thank me. Thank God."

