The one who left must help. 
One early morning, we were gathered around the fire, sipping sweet tea brewed to perfection on the fire of Moses' sister's open-air kitchen. During our conversation, Moses mentioned that he expected me to be of great help to him and his village one day. This statement caught me off guard, as I was worried about the present - was I paying him enough for all his efforts? Were my notes accurately reflecting what I was learning? Moses, a few years older than I, was a short man with thin, bow-legged legs and a huge smile. I met him a year earlier when searching for a site for my proposed research. He introduced me to his community and suggested that his sister host me in her household. Moses was my anchor, translator, research assistant, guide into his culture, and, in due course, my best friend.
I was humbled when Moses spoke about my future return to his village and my obligation to my hosts. I couldn't envision that far ahead. “I'm just a poor student who doesn't even know whether her academic supervisors will accept her thesis," I said. Moses giggled in his lovable way and said: “I know. I know. But someday, you'll come back to us and be generous. I know that. If not to me, then to my children or my grandchildren. You'll be a professional woman and make a good salary. Don't worry about not passing your academic course. I'll teach you all I know about our life, and you'll write it down properly.” I was deeply touched.
Moses understood what I was trying to achieve with my research project - to understand and represent how people in his community lived. He took it upon himself to be my guide throughout my stay in his village. During the first few months, he visited my hut in his sister's yard every evening. Away from the gathering around the fire, we sat next to the wall of my mud hut to discuss mixing English and Setswana, what it was that I wished to learn. Moses would ask me what I wanted to know about my project and why. I did my best to explain and articulate what was, in fact, an emerging understanding of my work and life in his village. In hindsight, these evening conversations with Moses constituted, on the one hand, a way of teaching Moses about the field of knowledge I was trained in --anthropology. During my evening conversations with Moses, I understood that anthropological knowledge is an open canvas. There are no clearly defined ways to sort out the wealth of facts and phenomena I was immersed in. While talking with Moses, I considered the limitations and challenges of the academic knowledge I was trained to record. Moses helped me broaden my perspectives, not just regarding my research project, but more importantly, to develop my ability to empathize and give to others.
Ten years after my initial extended stay in Moses’ village, during which I completed my Ph.D. thesis and began my academic career, I thought back to the conversation that had motivated me to give back. However, when I returned to conduct my second field research, I was saddened to learn that Moses was not there to greet me. Instead, he was hospitalized in Francistown, a city in Northern Botswana. I visited him and brought a pair of golden earrings for his new wife. Before leaving to return to my family in Boston, I gave some envelopes filled with specific amounts of money to S, Moses' sister. I gave explicit instructions like "The 300 Pula goes to you, and the 200 Pula goes to Kay and her children” to ensure each person gets the correct amount. I not only felt a duty to support my adopted family but also knew how much to give each person based on their social distance from me within the family network.
During my subsequent visits, I brought along my children's clothes and other gifts that I thought would be useful to those I was visiting. I received numerous requests from them, such as "My mother needs help replacing her leaky roof," “I was unwell and require money for travel expenses to the hospital," and "My children need new school uniforms.”
I can certainly help with that! Here's the revised text:

I received ongoing requests from close friends and family members, who sent handwritten letters. L, my "little sister," wrote the most articulate and frequent letters among these. Her letters are beautifully composed and contain updates on local events and people. She informs me about the village's births, deaths, and new constructions. Whenever she needed my assistance, her requests were almost poetic. 
Here, I will quote a paragraph or two from our early correspondence.
I tried to help N become self-sufficient. She suggested that securing a driver's license might open her an employment path for a stable government position. Drivers were always needed, she wrote. It was a constructive idea. I asked, and she provided precise details about the cost of such a driving and licensing process. I sent her money through international companies that charged a hefty fee for their services. There were also repeated obstacles L encountered in receiving the money I sent. The people in the local bank branch insisted she needed to enclose this or that document. She needed to travel to a branch in the far-away capital town but did not have the necessary travel fees. On my end, I needed to stand in line at the post office and fill out several forms, followed by expensive phone calls, to secure such a money transfer to Botswana from my abode in the US and later from Israel. 
The driving license path did not work out. L had failed the driving test. She was late to her driving instruction classes. It will work out if she can rent a room closer to driving school. I volunteered to pay the rent for the necessary period she thought required. Another project proposed that L sell clothing I collected from my friends and family. And there was also the idea of her traveling to Zambia on a 12-hour bus ride to purchase dried fish. But the news came back that the package she placed on the bus was stolen. I was determined to help L, an intelligent and driven woman, become self-sufficient and earn her living. I used my White woman clout to write letters to friends in Botswana. But all my efforts to secure a position for M in Botswana failed. 

On such a date L wrote me:
xxxx to be edited below

Facebook and WhatsApp intensified our interactions. I was receiving dozens of requests from the second-generation village kids who wanted to become my ‘Facebook friends’. I read their posts and learned about their whereabouts, and I marvelled at their creative mix of English and Setswana in their many posts. 

I thought that if the roles were reversed and I was in her position in need vis-à-vis a ‘relative’ (lesika) who was expected to help, I could not compose such beautiful texts. And then the roles had changed. Not that I became the one in need, but rather, L became the one who made it to America and was expected to give. In 2018, when I was on sabbatical in Urbana Illinois, I saw her pictures in her Facebook. She was playing in the snow dressed in a nice coat and heavy boots, a huge smile on her face. Snow in Botswana? I exclaimed. ‘No, my sister,' she responded. 'I am in America. A friend had two tickets and she asked me to come with her…so I am here.' 
These days, I could send money directly to M's bank account. We spoke often and at length. Many of our conversations were recorded as texts on WhatsApp. Recently I discovered that I can ‘export’ the transcript of these on-going conversations to my email. It was a new experience to reread these exchanges. It was all there. Minute by minute records of what I said and what each of them, especially M was saying. I could trace the patterns. There was a record of the requests for material help. Send money for my mom’s house. Her roof is leaking. She needs a new roof. My Mom’s new house needs a new door. Pictures of young men mixing mud and cement to make brick for a newly constructed two-bedroom place for ‘our mom’ were sent. She blesses you. You are an angel. She needs 5000 Pula to connect to the electricity. 
Now, she was able to help others. She was in the “send us money” receiving end. In our free WhatsApp conversations, she complained that it is an impossible task. Her aging mother has no income, her young child, left behind in the expanding household of her sister, needed shoes, and school uniform but so did the other grandchildren of her sister. And her sister Kay, had lost her cleaning job in Palapye, the regional town, and with it, the company housing made available to her. And Kay’s daughters now in their late teens and early twenties were beginning to give birth to more babies and there were all these mouths to feed. She sent money and packages. She had no savings. The old car she needed for her work broke down and the repairs expenses were mounting.
The burden of supporting the ever-growing number of dependents back home on her US income as an elderly caretaker in Maryland, was relentless. She decided that the only way to go about it is to finance the travel and visa cost for one of her nephews. With her last remaining savings, she financed the arrival of one nephew and then another. She hoped that these two young men will send some of their income to their mother, and their sisters. A year later she complained that the two young men where barely doing that as they have their own girlfriends to maintain.
