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The Gambia, in West Africa, is the smallest countmthe African continent. It is bordered on thsates by
Senegal. Banjul is its capital. The river Gamhbiias through it, emptying into the Atlantic Ocedts
economy is market-based with 75% of the labor femgployed in traditional subsistence farming.
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This is the bush taxi that both of the OperationgSroads groups in the Gambia shared as we
drove from Dakar, Senegal, to the Gambia. It wkmg, hot, miserable, and hungry ride but
we made it!



Alison, Justin, and | with several of the kids thahg around our compound almost every day.

Another Crossroader, Chelsea, and myself with amether at a traditional naming cere-
mony which occurs one week after a child is bdBirths are typically celebrated by a large
feast, drumming, and a party that runs late inéortight, even lasting up to two days.



Our building project: a library. Here a crew wsin the roof.

A different view of the library—from the perspediof the veranda and front door.



Sunset on the soccer field. This was the fielddtesabout in one of my postings when | was
explaining how far we had to carry water to thekstde. The view in this photo is from very
close to the library, with the well situated at faeend of the field, near the trees.

Another view of the library, with a village childatching me take pictures.



The library as it stood when we left, with a roefndows, and doors.

Rosa, Chelsea, Rass, Aia, and myself eating aitradi lunch as a celebration of one of our
last days of construction on the library. Rass Ai@dvolunteered at the worksite every day for
two summers in a row.



The village elders in the library before the gog@-loeremony they gave our group.

Alison and | doing our laundry with Meta (12) anchivha (9). These two girls were our closest
girlfriends in the village and were also part of tMbye family.



Right: Doing laun-
dry at Mbye Kunda.

Below: Spending the afternoon with the children and freeatithe Mbye Kunda.



Right: Boss, or
Chuippo, at the
library. He is the
student | was talk-
ing about in my
LSAT in Africa
post.

Below: Ya, about 2 and a half years old. She is the dfiltie second wife of the
Mbye family.



One of my favorite children in the village, Kalif&hat a great kid!

The bush taxi we took to the beach for the pichithe end of our Crossroads stay. By the time
it was full, there were 45 people in it!



Five of the Mbye children that | often wrote aboutny blog. Here, they were getting ready
to leave the beach picnic we had at the end ofdinemer. People in the village helped us
prepare benachin, a rice dish served with fish. gatee each child a soda pop to enjoy too. It
was one of the best times | had during the tripabee it was one of the few times the kids had

something so special arranged just for them.

Alison and | decided to take just the childrenhad Mbye kunda to the beach on a separate trip
during our final week. Here we were waiting for twsh taxi to come and get us.



Above: The mother of Mbye Kunda, Mamansata, with me theldeft the village. | had
been an emotional mess all day, which is why mgeye so puffy and | look so frazzled.

Left: Meta, Maima,
and me—in match-
ing outfits | had
made for us.



My friend Rosa and | at customs in the JFK airp&ite were both wear-
ing the African clothing that we had made beforeleie



