
Most people have moved once, twice, or maybe even
three times in their lives. But not me! In my twelve years
of life, I have lived in nine different houses and have
moved thirteen times. Three of the houses I have lived in
have been in the subSaharan African country of Zambia.
Throughout all of this, I have learned that home is not just
a house or an apartment – it is where the people you care
about are.

Living with relatives helps make houses feel like homes.
For example when I was three years old my parents and I
lived with my mom’s friend Mindy and her son. Living
with them was one of my earliest memories but it still
made her house feel like a home. I also lived with my
maternal grandma: before I went to Zambia, when I came
back for three months, and right now while I am on
furlough. That house has become one of the houses that I
currently call home. When my Grandma had her heart
attacks and she was in the hospital the house felt empty. It
is also nice to have a house to stay at while I am in America.
Many of my family traditions happen while I am at this house.

My family has many Christmas traditions
that make a house feel like a home. My
favourite tradition is baking sugar cookies.
When we are in America all of my family that
can come to the house come and bake
hundreds of sugar cookies. We have so many
sugar cookies that, by the end of the season,
we are giving out sugar cookies to anyone
who will take them. This is such an important
tradition that even when we are in Zambia we
still bake sugar cookies with our giraffe and
hippo shaped cookie cutters. This tradition
makes even the concrete floored tin roofed
house in Africa feel like home.

* We are pleased to present this month’s newsletter article by guest author Sean Pluger. This essay won honorable mention in a contest sponsored
by Coldwell Banker Heritage Reality, for which Sean was awarded $100.
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My family also has the Thanksgiving tradition of getting
together and eating a huge meal. We invite all of our family
and some of our friends as well. We eat turkey, cranberry
sauce, potatoes, corn, and almost every thanksgiving food
you can imagine. Even when my family and I are in Zambia
we still cook a big meal and eat it. My paternal Grandma
came to visit us for Thanksgiving and Christmas one year
and we ate the meal with her. This tradition also makes my
Zambian house feel like a home.

Living in Zambia has changed my perception of a home.
Zambian culture is very strange and different. For example
the languages they speak in Zambia are very different from
English. There are actually seventy three different languages spoken in the country of Zambia. Although,
most of them are fairly similar, and all of them are Bantu languages. My dad is in Zambia because he is
translating the Bible into Nsenga, one of the main languages spoken in the place we are currently staying.
The way they greet people in Zambia is also very different. Instead of just waving to a friend or saying
“Hi” people in Zambia shake their friends hand and give them the traditional greeting “Muli bwanji”
which means “How are you”. The person should respond “Bwino, muli bwanji” which means “Good, How
are you”. Then the first person should say “Bwino”, “Good”.

My house in Zambia is a safe haven from the strangeness of Zambian culture and language. This is
because we speak English and we have American customs and traditions. This makes my Zambian house
feel like a home.

My life of moving hasn’t finished yet. In August I will go to boarding school in Kenya. Kenya is a two
hour plane ride from Zambia. This will be strange and different. But I know that even a dorm room in
Kenya can feel like a home with the right attitude. So, in conclusion anywhere can feel like a home if you
have family traditions, people you care about, and the right attitude.

 Chris returned to Zambia on May 13th. He and
the translator(s) have been putting the
finishing touches on the complete Nsenga
New Testament, which will be sent off soon
for prepublication tasks.

 Janine and Sean come back to Zambia on June
27th, with a side trip to to visit friends in
Venice, Italy, on the way.

 Sean will leave for his first term at boarding
school, Rift Valley Academy in Kijabe, Kenya,
on August 28th.

 Father Tembo, one of the Nsenga translators
and Chairman of the committee, has retired.
We give thanks for his faithful service, wish
him blessings in his retirement, and pray for a
suitable replacement soon.




