Elaine Garvican


Separating the Sheep from the Goats; No easy feat!


Even at the time, it was pretty surreal. Pete Churms (IAF trustee and guardian of the cash), Andrew (our translator), James (photographing the event for posterity) and myself, (allegedly “the expert”) were Going on a Goat Hunt. In Karnataka district, in the middle of rural India, at 3 o’clock in the afternoon. We had pockets full of several thousand rupees and a mission. We did not have any idea where we were going, any knowledge of locals who possessed a surplus of goats, or much of a clue as to what the going rate was for a goat these days, but we remained resolutely undeterred. Having earlier in the week discovered the local markets to be useless, in what may be the least scientific approach to goat procurement known to modern man, we now turned right at the end of the Neerekshe campus and just kept driving. 
Every now and then, we spied herds of small ruminants across the fields, which James would photograph; we would then peer myopically at the zoomed-in digital image and spend 5 or 6 minutes pointlessly debating which species was represented, before admitting defeat and setting out, on foot, across yet another stubble-filled field. With a regularity of greater than 50%, after 10 minutes we would be close enough to realise that the small ruminants were actually sheep. (In my defence, as the party member technically most qualified to know the difference between the two, the particular breeds of sheep and goats in Karnataka look incredibly similar when viewed on a pixelated screen, with Indian solar glare.) All too irregularly, we would get within hollering distance of the shepherd, by now hot and dishevelled, and somewhat dementedly enquire if his goats were for sale. Surprisingly, our method turned out to contain one or two flaws. 

As great as this novel practice of occupying our time was, we were finally glad (and more than a little shocked) when the answer was yes, and there unfolded one of the strangest hours I have ever spent, as we stood surrounded by 50 or 60 goats, bartering for the ones I happened to like the look of, and then desperately trying to prevent the ones we’d paid for escaping from the back of the LandRover, and re-joining their mates. However, once the dust had finally settled, I discovered myself to be the owner of 5 nannies (2 of whom are pregnant) and a newly-weaned billy, for a total spend of 19,000 rupees. During the drive home the nannies were christened (less imaginatively than you might have hoped) Arabella, Bina, Clara, Daisy and Eve. The billy – with his bright and prodigious future ahead of him – we have decided to call Abraham, because we hope he will be the father of many generations to come. 

Earlier in the week, I had spent a lot of time in Muranpur village, talking to people about their goats and cattle and within 24 hours, word had spread that there was “a white ox-doctor” at the Neerekshe campus. The cases I was asked to see were varied to say the least – a goat with a dislocated shoulder, calf diarrhoea, pregnancy testing of cattle (truly a time when you take your life in your hands as you attempt to examine an unruly water buffalo with 18inch horns, without any form of restraint save the rope that ties her to a tree!), horn trimming, lameness and pneumonia. Each time, I also focussed on discussing preventative medicine, the importance to a calf of colostrum  (the first milk produced by a cow, in which are the antibodies the calf needs to fight disease, but the greatest proportion of which was being drunk by the owner, or made into a special dessert), how disease was spread, or practical aspects of breeding (some of the most basic of which had not truly been grasped by many villagers, and most of which caused my translator a fair degree of embarrassment!).
The St Peter’s team represented a broad range of ages and professions, but we shared a common vision; to be God’s hands and hearts in one of the poorest regions on earth, and to take his love to one of the areas that greatly thirsts for it. Collectively, we made a decent-sized splash, the ripples of which are still moving outwards and it was a true pleasure share their company, and see the passion with which each member worked towards the fulfilment of their vision. Matthew 25 says ‘Truly I tell you, whatever you did for one of the least of these brothers and sisters of mine, you did for me’. I found watching members of the team interacting with the people we met, incredibly emotive. In the blankets that we took out, the T-shirts donated by BA, the energy that went into preparing classes, the laptops, the toys and the expertise, God’s love spilled over from his church in Farnborough, to the ones he loves in Muranpur. Although unquantifiable, I believe it was our friendships, unconstrained by caste, our fellowship with Christians in need of refreshing, and our service to the people Indian society considers worthless, which made the biggest impact, on our hearts as well as theirs.  “My little children, let us not love in word or in tongue, but in deed and in truth” (1 John 3 v 18). 
My vision for the people of Muranpur is that they are able to make better use of the animals God has provided, in order to raise their quality of life. My goat herd, which will live on the Neerekshe campus, will:


• Provide the gift of young goats to villagers on, or below, the Basic Poverty line, so that they may have a continued means of income. The free gift of goats will reflect the gift of God’s love, free to all, and form an evangelism opportunity towards the village.


• Provide milk for the children in the Neerekshe crèche or lower school classes, whose nutrition is particularly poor.


• Provide paid employment for a young man called Bheema, who has been under the care of the IAF for several years. Bheema suffered from polio as a child, which crippled his legs, leaving him unable to walk. After medical attention he is now mobile, using crutches, but has no formal education and therefore limited opportunities to support himself financially.








