Wisconsin friends may have already read a version of this, which became a front page article in Dec 18, 2008 ISTHMUS newspaper, http://www.thedailypage.com/isthmus/article.php?article=24620
and more than a dozen photos in their on-line Photo Gallery.  For the rest of you…..
(Article attached is identical to the one printed below)
Public Letter #16:  Guilt and Herd Boys
(10/6/08, 11/11/08, 12/16/08)
Honorable intentions mistrusted
I may have gotten turned down for a UN job because I said my motivation to apply was my desire for “world peace and understanding.”  Maybe it was a trick question – a mechanism for sorting out idealists from practical technicians.  Perhaps even in the UN, no one trusts a goodie-goodie.  
Tell someone you’re looking out for #1, and they trust you.  But maybe even you think I’m here in Lesotho, working for the Peace Corps because I want the world to be a better place.  And maybe even you have mentioned in your letters or e-mails that you think of yourself, by comparison, as less brave, more desirous of creature comforts, certainly more busy and committed to family and projects - therefore unable to do something “noble”, like serve two years in the Peace Corps.

I’m selfish too
So I hope you’ll feel better to know I’m here for selfish reasons – wanting a late-in-life career change, needing development experience on my resume, and always willing and eager to “escape” from my current situation, be it graduate school (on a motorcycle), a marriage (via Japan’s bullet train), or a state job (with an exotic African assignment).  Restlessness, in my case, is less about permanent dissatisfaction than it is about always being able to hear far-away music calling my name.

So now I’ve gotten about as far away from Madison, Wisconsin or Bartlesville, Oklahoma as a girl can get – finding myself living in a stone hut in Africa’s only Mountain Kingdom.
Still, I always wince when people refer to my bravery or selflessness.  While the Peace Corps IS set up to address these motives, it nonetheless attracts the restless, the young, the inexperienced, the undecided, and folks who need a dramatic change from dull desk jobs.

I like these people and call them my friends!  I look in the mirror and this is me – more restless and undecided than noble or brave.  Amidst very poor people, however, I do daily reflect on why I’m here, and on gradations of my selfishness.

Pity for the rich
If one lives in the wealthy North, and does NOTHING to address the world’s problems, I do indeed pity him, for he must carry the knowledge of his inaction.  To have wealth and hoard it produces not only most of the world’s problems, but a heavy heart.  

I think MOST people in the North (self included) suffer from this weight – the ”should be doing more” burden.  However, as soon as one tries to address a global problem, the weight shifts.  One loses the guilt, and gains frustration.  Nonetheless, frustration can lead in satisfying directions, the first of which is awareness that the work one is attempting is important.
Scrawled in the outhouse of the Volunteer up the hill are many quotes, among them, 

“And right action is freedom from past and future.  Also for most of us this is the aim, never here to be realized who are only undefeated because we have gone on trying.”

- - T. S. Eliot, The Dry Salvages

Even in the Peace Corps, I cannot escape guilt. Indeed, I’m much closer to it.  Everyday I see children going to school, half of them orphans.  Their toes stick out of shoes whose fronts have been cut off.  They carry their books in torn plastic bags.  A parent lies in bed unable to afford transport money to go to the clinic. With a tiny donation of money or effort, I could help any one of them.  But they do not ask.
Living amidst poor people
An interesting fact of living in a poor community is that one gets in the habit of helping people who ask for help.  The asker is often precariously close to desperation.  He chooses the askee carefully.  When they have absolutely nothing left in their cupboards (I’ve peered in), a family here sends one of their children to neighbors to ask for food.  Since we are 30 huts of neighbors, we may get asked for food only once every month or two.  When asked, though, it’s important we give; otherwise six children will eat nothing for that day.  Like any of us, this family has its pride;  they do not want to beg.  They send the 3-year old to ask.  But they need to eat, and we, the neighbors, invariably have a bit extra in our cupboards.  We give generously, without fuss.  They would do the same for us.
I’m probably asked for more hand-outs in the rich US than I’m asked here.  In the US, the daily mail brings a deluge of letters asking for contributions.  At work there are funds for this and that; I have probably a dozen opportunities each day to “give.”  One grows hard – learns to say no.  Justifies saying no.  Pretends not to see.
But here, surrounded by poor people, I’m asked too seldom.  My guilt here is that I could do so much more, want to do more.  But this is my need to give, not their need to receive.

Perhaps people see me, pity me, and want to give ME something – friendship?  Better Sesotho skills? Invitations to unique events?  But since I don’t know they can give me these things, I don’t ask.
Generosity in a poor land

A corollary about living among the poor is how much generosity you do see – people giving to one another.  For example, out hitch-hiking, as we Volunteers often do, we quickly learn that the fancy cars, usually with South African plates, driven by white people, seldom stop.  But we can see the rickety truck, dragging its bottom, driven by an old black man who can barely see over the steering wheel from kilometers away, and we know already it’s the one that will stop. 
Not only stop, but at the end of the ride, ask us if we need a place to stay for the night.

In South Africa, white Boers express dismay and disdain that we are living in Lesotho.  Openly racist comments, like “How can you live with those people?” Or, “We, too, try to help them but they don’t appreciate anything.  We give them things, but they ruin everything.”  Or, “Where’s Lesotho?”  (OK for you to say, but these are people who live only 100 km – 60 miles – away).
No trickle down

Little of wealth seems to trickle down in my neighborhood, but I know that kindness trickles up.  Most of the people living on this planet are poor.  It’s a relief to lose fear of them.  I want to take this opportunity to tell rich people that few poor people want their wallet, car, home, or even citizenship in the wealthy country.  People here want a job in their town, a good school for their children, and less trash on their own main street.

So I continue to gaze in ironic amusement as I see cars with white people rolling up their windows, staring out in disgust and terror as they pass through rubbish-infested Mount Moorosi, my windy, squalid home sweet home.

 “But what do people eat?”  

I recently talked to a visiting former Peace Corps Volunteer who told me that even though he’d sent home many photos and many letters from Lesotho, he was surprised when people back in the states asked him, upon his return, “But what do people eat?  Where do they get food?”
And he’d reply, “In modern, well-stocked grocery stories.”  He realized he’d sent home photos of people dancing in strange-looking skirts, had talked about traditional healers and herd boys in colorful blankets, failing to mention the many things here in Lesotho that are fairly modern and completely ordinary – grocery stores, cars, office buildings.   I’m guilty of this too.  So let me correct the images I’ve created by saying that little Mt. Moorosi has three grocery stores (two Chinese-run), two large schools – primary and secondary, and traffic going through town from morning to night – including giant lorries from South Africa, government 4-wheel drive Toyota Land Cruisers and every variation of pick-up truck.

Herd Boys

But it’s what’s different that intrigues.  As I look out over the fields, I see what we call in English, “herd boys” (balisana in the Sesotho language), but really they are herd men.  In the days before free primary education started (year 2000), poor boys stayed with the family sheep, goats, and cows.  But now most little boys are in school.  It’s grown men, who never got schooling as boys, who are left to look after the small herds.  The land is unfenced, and men wander with the animals, ever looking for a decent place for them to graze, keeping them away from gardens and newly planted fields.
It is a part of Lesotho’s landscape – an old lifestyle amidst the modern, changing one.  They are wrapped in their colorful blankets, and often wear ski masks to protect their faces from the searing sun, blowing wind and grainy dust.  If you saw one in the US, you’d think he was enroute to stick up a PDQ.
Almost every boy or man older than 12 has experience as a herd boy, and their stories are rich – staying in the mountains for months at a time; losing sheep to wolves;  trapping rabbits and birds;  roasting stolen corn over fires made in ant hills;  being bullied by other herd boys;  waking to find a snow fall upon their blankets.
So, from this small mountain kingdom, amidst summer’s heat and rains, I send you my year’s lessons in the form of wishes for your new year -- 

· That you may be enriched by the profound stories of ordinary people around you;

· That you might trade guilt of doing trivial work for the frustration that comes when tacking important things; and

· That you may dare to give more, in order to know the bounty of your heart.

Madeline Uraneck

ADDRESS:        1/2007 – 8/1/2009
Madeline Uraneck / ('M'e Lerato)

PO Box 172
Mt. Moorosi, 750 (Quthing District)
LESOTHO ** * AFRICA 
E-mail –globalmaddy@gmail.com  I get to an Internet site every 3 to 6 weeks.

I love "real" mail!  92 cents to air mail a letter from USA to Lesotho

                        
After 8/2009:

C/o Marilee Sushoreba

1818 Adams Street

Madison WI 53711 *** USA
(608) 255-0772  
E-mail:  msushore@facstaff.wisc.edu
PREVIOUS PUBLIC LETTERS &A FEW PHOTOS BY MADELINE ARE ON THE INTERNET.at: http://www.globalmaddy.moederogall.com/    

 
1.       First Impressions (November 11, 2006) 
2.       First Impressions Continued:  A Mountain Village (November 16, 2006) 
3.       HIV/AIDS in Lesotho (December 4, 2006) 
Published in WorldView Magazine: http://www.woldviewmagazine.com/issues/dispatches.cfm?id=44
4.       What's Your Name?  4 Weeks in a Basotho Village (December 31, 2006) 
5.       One Day Down: 724 to go (January 3, 2007) 
6.       Collecting Best Days (February 26, 2007) 
7.       What Can I Send You?  (March 24, 2007) 
8.       Madeline Learns about Orphans (April 18, 2007) 
9.       Hello, Neighbors:  Swaziland (May 20, 2007)  
10.     9 Vignettes – Books, Bribes & Baths (June 9, 2007) 
11.     Why Lesotho Doesn't Work, 5 Funerals, 1 Mountain (September 1, 2007)
12.     Candles on My Christmas tree (December 1, 2007)
Published in Dec 2007 Web page of Wisconsin Network for Peace & Justice
http://www.wnpj.org/node/9206
13. Down the Other Side of the Mountain (April 29, 2008)

14. The Crazy Lady on the Bus (June 12, 2008)
15.      
Not Coming Back to the US (August 26, 2008)
16.     
Guilt and Herd Boys (October 6, 2008)
 
My article about Lesotho, published on the first page of Madison, Wisconsin's August 2, 2007 weekly independent newspaper Isthmus: http://www.thedailypage.com/isthmus/article.php?article=8019
won the 2007 Wisconsin Newspaper Assn Award in the "Best Feature" category.
The  Isthmus published a follow-up article, with one of my photos of a Lesotho Christmas dance tradition, on its front page in Dec 2008 and over a dozen photos in their on-line photo gallery::  http://www.thedailypage.com/isthmus/article.php?article=24620
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