Third part: The first months in Kabinda 
I am slowly getting used to the house, the brethren, the timetable. Also the hospital; well, I was prepared for a lot of things, and I had envisaged all sorts of things, but not like this.  My first visit to the hospital was a staggering experience. I'll write more fully about that later. As far as ophthalmology is concerned, I began my surgery hours. Not many patients are turning up so far,  as news of my arrival hasn't really spread yet, but there were four serious cases already among the first 25 patients. The prediction of the French surgeon who had been working here for four years was well founded: you will find serious cases in Kabinda! 
I am spending most of my free time setting up and fixing equipment. First I looked after the ophthalmologic instruments, and then I fixed the photocopier. The next thing I knew, I was asked to repair radios, record players, a spectrophotometer, incubator, electric organ, a watch... still, I am only one person! 
But here in Kabinda we have to be resourceful under the primitive circumstances. The scenery is beautiful, a sort of undulating countryside. Brooks run across the valleys, there is plenty of water around here. The vegetation in the valleys is a sort of dense primeval forest with large trees and palms. 
An enormous amount of fruit growth in this area; mangoes are in season just now. This fruit growth wild on huge trees, and there is a lot of them on each tree. There are also papayas, bananas, oranges, pineapples, passion fruit, avocadoes. The bananas are quite small and delicious; no comparison with those back home… 
... I have been fairly ill lately. It started about four weeks ago; several of us were trying to fight off sore throats, coughing, temperature and stomach problems. We decided it was some sort of virus. After some slight improvement, we relapsed again, myself included. I developed definite digestive complaints with pain in the region of my liver; my temperature rose 38 Celsius. Claire took some blood in the morning for malaria analysis, while I got hold of an internal medicine text book and looked up my symptoms. It wasn't rocket science, because looking into the mirror I discovered that I was slightly yellow, just like a Chinese. Ergo infectious hepatitis... Do not get a shock, we are inoculated against the malignant form (hepatitis B). We have not been vaccinated against hepatitis A, as the effect of the vaccine lasts only six months. Recovery from this type takes 3-4 months without any after-effects. What complicated matters, was that Claire appeared triumphantly in the afternoon: Richard, the result of your malaria test 10%+. Well, I told her, look at me! See, there is something else as well! Gee, you are jaundiced! I began to ponder what to do about treating the malaria, as most of the medications have a bad side effect on the liver. We settled on quinine. I didn't know at the time that while quinine is a good, effective medicine, it has very strong side effects. Well, I was soon to find out! Because of its strong metallic taste I kept constantly sipping sugared tea, but the worst of it is that it alters the sensitivity of the auditory nerve. As a result one doesn't hear the weak sounds, while the louder ones seem completely discordant and painfully jarring. In addition everything is buzzing, mosquitoes are flying around and someone keeps hammering tin. Indeed, the quinine makes one sicker than the original illness. I couldn't bear to listen to any music on the radio as every sound was distorted. I managed somehow to overcome the five-day cure, and now I can even sing! Incidentally, the hepatitis itself is not too bad, all that remains after the jaundice is only weakness and a slow recovery…  
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