Time for another D&T update from Addis Ababa, Ethiopia.
I had to go to Kigali, Rwanda  for 5 days and took Terese with me.  It was her 39th birthday present.  I had to go there and train the new guard force on the use of some of the equipment.  I ended up training over 80 people.  It was interesting to watch them.  We Americans require our personal space, which is about 18 inches.  When someone enters that space we start to get uncomfortable.  This is not the case with Africans.  I taught seven sessions, each with anywhere from 6 to 20 guards.  They stood clustered like sardines while I gave the instructions.  They all had their arms resting on the shoulders of the one next to them, and everyone was perfectly content to being in such close proximity with each other.
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Sunday morning:  Terese and I went out to the nearby Italian restaurant last night.  Last time we went there, the power went out and we sat and finished eating our pizza by candlelight.  Last night, the power stayed on.  Terese had some alfredo pasta and I had the special of the day, Nile perch.  The restaurant is sparse and simple, as in the picture, but the food is well prepared and presented very well.  I keep expecting some food just stuck on the plate the way I would do it, but not so for this little restaurant.  And the perch was delicious.  All food we get here is very mild in taste.  This included sausages, cheeses, chili sauce, etc.  Anything  “spicy” is not.  But beware of anything with “hot” in  the name and placed in a separate bowl.  It will have a good taste, but shortly afterwards your taste buds will shut down and your lips will go numb.
Monday, being the holiday I always wished I had while working in the private sector, we will be home all day and will have a co-worker and his wife over for Terese’s vegi- lasagna.  For some reason, some people do not eat meat.  … go figure.

When you read this next paragraph, if you are familiar with Classical Music, imagine Edvard Grieg’s Morning Mood playing in your mind.  This is the music we would hear on a cartoon (not SpongeBob!) during a scene with a beautiful Spring morning.  To listen, click here.  Wait for the music to start before reading further.
There are things we see and hear that remind us we are living in the Dark Continent. (Africa)  The other day Terese was sitting up on the upper terrace enjoying the sun, when a large beautiful dragonfly floated by and hovered over her.  She has always had a fondness for the dragonfly, so this was a pleasant surprise for her.  Being the only one she has seen so far, it seemed as if it was welcoming her to Africa.   While eyeing the little friend as it fluttered overhead, there was a dark streak that shot by, ... and the dragonfly disappeared!   One of the ugly black ravens with the crooked beak, snatched it out of the sky for a quick lunch.   Yeah, welcome to Africa.
Last week, I had to fly down to Pretoria, South Africa for some training on software that we use daily.  A product of IBM which has caused more profanity in the State Department than anything else, except for a reduction of our COLA.   The country is so different from Ethiopia.  The infrastructure is very good, with excellent roadways, modern restaurant chains, dependable power and high speed Internet.  Most of the nicer homes are for the wealthy Whites.  There are several stadiums built just for the World Cup that played there several years ago.  We had a chance to try for Pretoria but chose not to, as it has the highest crime in Africa.  The crime in Ethiopia is mostly petty theft, whereas the crime in Pretoria is violent.  Every house has a stone or metal fence around it with either spikes or barbed wire.  They all also have notices that warn of an alarm system installed.  Most also have an added 4-6 strands of electrified fencing on top.  We walked to some restaurants in the evenings, but we all went as a group.
This week, I have to go to Djibouti.  The Embassy is moving into a new building next weekend and we will decommission the old building.  I have mixed thoughts on that as I will be gone for about 2½ weeks.  Terese will join me for the last week.  It will be good to actually do some work instead of sitting at a desk trying to hatch a bigger butt.  Maybe even get some overtime in.  The weather we are told is hot and humid.  The current weather here in Addis is windy. They say this is the windy, cool season.  No one told us about that until it arrived.  I thought it was suppose to be perfect weather until the next rainy season.  Remember how windy it always seems to be in the Texas Panhandle?  That’s the way it is now.

Last I checked, our household goods and vehicle are on a ship at the Northern mouth of the Suez Canal.  I hope there are no insurrections or wars in that area until our ship gets through.  Once the cargo arrives in Djibouti, it will be an additional 3-4 weeks while Customs in that country plays its politics.  Hopefully, the household items will be here when we arrive home from Djibouti on November 4th.
Sometime in November we have to go to the Marine Ball.  Every year, the Marines celebrate their beginnings with a ball.  My wife wanted to go this time, so I drudgingly conceded.  She has a friend in the Embassy who she can dance with.  I’ll stand on the side and drink beer with her husband.
Our backyard has become our refuge away from the world.  Our gardener, Michael, takes good care of it.  I’m ordering some garden lighting to place throughout it and will let him decide where to put what light.  In order to let our damn cat get  out and wander around the backyard, we had to have some of the holes covered up so she won’t go exploring outside of the compound.  Michael went and picked up some fencing and dutifully covered up the escapes.  I think he actually did it for the cat than us.  He seems to have compassion for the little heathen.  When he was securing the yard, the cat was on the third floor balcony watching him.  She was squallering at him, and he replied back, “Soon, Katcha (cat’s name), soon.  I do this for you!”  I think the cat was more upset about him covering up her escape routes, than begging to be in the yard.
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We told Michael he can have a small area in the yard for his own personal garden.  We will give him some money to purchase fencing so he can protect the garden from the monkeys.  His birthday is coming up soon and Terese will give him money to purchase new gloves and shoes to work in; his toes stick out of his shoes now.  She also gave him a copy of Mom’s book, which he’s slowly reading.  He said, “She is a very strong woman.  She seems to enjoy life.”  This is from an African in Ethiopia who has Mom’s book in the room where he stays at his Grandparent’s house, where he lives.  He wants to read American books to help his English.  He says the American books are so different from the British way of writing.  There is no way we understand, nor can we predict the effect we have on others, even to those on the other side of the world.
Now for some pictures:  I had our waitress take our picture where we ate.  This was so she would agree to us taking her picture, which is below.  Then further down, is a picture of the bartender where we had a few drinks after dinner.  She told me her name, but I have no way of remembering.
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The next time I “update”, I’ll talk more about driving in the city and the pedestrians we see.  I used to think it was not polite to pee on the side of the street, but now I’m beginning to think that is the way to go.

Love, #6, Dad, fred, OG, D. 
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