History ComesAlive

First, a little bit about me: My father was the docbMt. Selinda Hospital from 1948 to
1951. In 1951, he died of polio. | also had a younger sisterdwldo My mother and
younger brother were paralyzed from the middle of ttnamks on down. My older
brother and | were not sickened by polio. | was sixatithe.

Now we can go forward. | accompanied the delegation fem Hampshire to
Zimbabwe in the summer of 2010. It was my first time badi years, since | was Six.
It was quite an experience for me, not only in Zimbaliwelt like | had come home),
but back in the US discovering new connections. It was|&iting the experience
continue.

Next to the hospital at Mt. Selinda, there is a swiilge of mud huts. These huts house
a community of mothers-to-be. The primary mode ofgpartation in rural Zimbabwe is
walking. A mother-to-be certainly does not want to wadny miles to hospital at nine
months. It is much easier to walk to the hospitalleut seven months pregnant and live
in this community until the birth process starts.

On the door of one of the huts was the name Dr. Stetsknew of Dr. Stetson, but had
never met him. He was the replacement doctor forathef at the hospital at Mt.
Selinda. He arrived in 1956 and stayed for 17 years. liomexat to several of the
delegation that | knew of Dr. Stetson. Janet Sanf¢onth Hampton, NH) said, “I think
| received a letter from him. I'll see what | candi” Janet sent me his address and
phone number after we returned to the states.

| contacted Dr. Stetson and we had a couple of good phorersations and agreed to
communicate periodically. Dr. Stetson is 86 years ottisnetired from medicine. |
even mentioned the “Dr. Stetson” name on the hut dblertold me that the maternity
building behind the hospital was originally named after. hiWhen Zimbabwe gained its
independence, things western were not as accepted. Hisvasmemoved from the
maternity building and placed on the hut door. But rdlaxStetson was not at all
concerned about the change. That says something ahdsite3on.

This summer, Rita, my wife, and | vacationed for aknveeSedona, AZ. As it turns out,
Sedona is about a half hour from Dr. Stetson’s home twf Cottonwood. We had two
delightful visits with Dr. Stetson (he prefers Kirk)dahis wife Bunni. It was a special
time for me. Dr. Stetson said that the 17 %2 yeatsttieatwo of them spent at Mt.
Selinda were the best years of their lives. Thaxastly what my mother said about
their 3 %% years at the same place. Both the Stetsahsy parents were committed to
being missionaries long before entering the missiod,fiblough Dr. Stetson’s path to
becoming a doctor was a little more circuitous. Both tasipere absolutely dedicated
Christians who felt called to their home and life at Bklinda.

Rita and | will be back to Cottonwood to continue our visit.



| could end the story here, but the experience continDedling our fist visit with the
Stetson’s we met another couple, Jim and Sylvia NisSsivia’s mother was a nurse
who worked with Dr. Stetson at Mt. Selinda. They noa In South Africa. Sylvia
mentioned that she thought that her sister, Marilgd, layed with my sister, Carolyn.
Dr. Stetson gave me Marilyn’s e-mail address and |lsenan e-mail. Below is some of
that e-mail, | want Marilyn’s narrative to be as shespnted it. Carolyn was four years
old when she passed away.

| remember your mother and father clearly, also Carolyrour Father was a tall
handsome man with 'golden’ hair and your Mother was lekuggentle and
slender (they looked the perfect couple. Carolyn wastah (?) when | last
played with her, which was about two days before sha: di/e had a lovely
time together even though | was a few years older hbaiithere weren't any
other little girls at Mt. Selinda for me to play wito | was very good at climbing
trees and playing with motor cars!). We went up a Chitasava tree and |
persuaded her to taste one even though her Dad had taidther as the pips
might give her appendicitus - you can imagine how guifgiti(for YEARS!!!)
when she passed away a few days later as | thouglght e the Chinese Guava
| persuaded her to eat. We were all (about 6 boys anelfinysat into one long
room and keotheray from everyone, in case we also c®adjbt Mum forced
THE MOST REVOLTING MUTI (medicine) down our throatsitvmuch

wailing from all of us - we were too young to realise gbeousness of the
situation ( was born in May 1944, so must have been abgedrs old at the
time), as in those days children weren't told very much.

Even small things that we do can have significant influ@mcsomeone else. | think that
directly addresses being faithful. The first | knew arM/n is the e-mail partially
presented above.

And Dr. Stetson is only one of several Zimbabwe-relggaple that | have met since
returning.

There are so many experiences that make us who w& heeUkama experience
between UCC Zimbabwe and the NH UCC Conference idapddake it work in
simple terms. Let it enter your soul and be part af wbu are. Ukama let my history
come alive.
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