
Jungle Thorn:
The Rest of the Story

by Teacher Tammy



This story is dedicated to my teacher in the one-room schoolhouse in North Dakota where I
first read the book Jungle Thorn. Her name was Myrtle Rettke Dietrich. She was my
grandmother.
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When I was a little girl in North Dakota, I read a
book about a little girl in Borneo. I lived in a very
cold place. She lived in a very warm place. I had to
wear a wool scarf and mittens in winter. She did not
have any wool scarf or any mittens. In fact, she did
not have any winter at all. I played in the snow. She
played in the jungle. I lived in a little wooden house
that was set up on rocks. She lived in a little
bamboo house that was set up on stilts.



I had a little brother named Terry. She had a little
brother named Bani. My little brother had blonde hair
and blue eyes. Her little brother had black hair and
dark brown eyes. My little brother had light pink skin.
Her little brother had brown skin. My little brother
cried when he was hungry. Her little brother cried
when he was hungry.

I liked to play with my rag dolly. The little girl in
Borneo liked to play with her wooden dolly. I had to
help my mommy and daddy with chores. She had to
help her mommy and daddy with chores. I had to pull
weeds in the garden. She had to pull weeds in the
garden. I could not see very well. She could not see
very well.

The reason I could not see very well was
because I was extremely nearsighted. The reason
she could not see very well was because a jungle
thorn had pierced her left eye. My name was Tamra.
Her name was Kondima.



According to Norma Youngberg, who wrote the
book that I read as a child, Kondima fell from a
broken vine in the jungle. A sharp thorn punctured
her left eye. It could not be removed. Kondima was
very ill for many days. She was blind in her left eye.
When she was able to walk again, she cried when
she looked into a pool of water and saw her face.

When Kondima’s right eye also became infected,
her parents allowed her to go to Singapore for
treatment. She walked through the jungle with Mr.
Youngberg and others. Leaches tried to jump on
them. At the river, a poisonous snake just missed
striking them.

This is a stream of water in Sabah, but it is not the river where Kondima crossed.



When they came out of the jungle, Kondima saw
a bus for the first time. Then she sailed on a big boat
from the town of Jesselton. A sailor was frightened
when he saw her face with the disfigured eye.

At the hospital in Singapore, Kondima was a
good patient. She received many presents. Her
favorite was a doll she named Ellen. She learned to
pray. She learned to trust Jesus.

Kondima returned home with a glass eye where
her left eye had been. She did her best to keep her
clothing fresh. She did what she could to make her
village clean and lovely. She planted apple seeds.
She planted flower seeds.

This is a village in Sabah, but it is not a picture of Kondima’s village.



This is a picture of the secondary school that was built at
Tamparuli, the same school grounds where Kondima came to go
to school, but a different building and a different time. This picture
was taken about 25 years after Kondima came to Tamparuli in the
late 1930s.

At the end of the story, Kondima ran away from
her village with some of her friends. She was tired of
weeding the garden. She was tired of working every
day. She wanted to go to school. She and her friends
walked all the way through the jungle to the place
where Mr. Youngberg was building a new school.

Mr. Youngberg laughed when he heard why the
children had come. When their tired daddies arrived
after searching for them all night, Mr. Youngberg sent
the children home with their daddies. He promised
that they could come back when the school building
was finished.



I loved the story of the little girl on the other side
of the world from me. I liked that the little girl was so
brave. I liked that she laughed in spite of pain. That
was all I knew about Kondima for many years.

Long after I grew up and became a teacher, I had
a chance to go to Sabah in North Borneo. I went to
the same town where Kondima had sailed from. It
was not called Jesselton anymore. Its new name was
Kota Kinabalu.

I climbed up to a lovely hilltop in the jungle in
Sabah. A little church was right on top. The name of
the church was Togop. Cool breezes blew across.
There were deep blue valleys on each side. I felt that
this place must be a little bit like the garden of Eden.



While I was in Sabah, I asked everybody I met,
“Do you know an old lady named Kondima? She has
a glass eye.”

All the people said, “That’s a name from here, all
right, but we don’t know any old lady with a glass
eye.”

After I left Sabah, I flew back to Singapore. The
next day Pastor Nelton came to a meeting at the
union headquarters in Singapore. He said to me,
“After you left, I went to my church board meeting. I
asked the board members, ‘Do any of you know an
old lady named Kondima? She has a glass eye.’ One
of the board members raised his hand and said, ‘She
was my auntie.’ We never knew! We never knew!”

That pastor’s church was the Togop church! I had
been in Kondima’s village without knowing it!

Pastor Nelton is in front of the Togop Seventh-day Adventist Church.



The next time I visited Sabah, I was able to meet
the older sister of Kondima. In the book, she was
called “Chaya,” but her real name was Tingaha.

When I climbed down the steep mountain to
Tingaha’s house, I was surprised when a jungle
thorn stuck my hand. I was glad it was not my eye.

Tingaha’s house was surrounded by fruit trees.
There were chickens clucking under the trees.

Tingaha was pretty. She was friendly, but she
could not speak to me. Partly it was because she
was deaf, but it was also because she did not know
English and I did not know Dusun. We said in sign
language that we will talk in heaven when Jesus
comes.



Two years later I went back to Sabah again to do
some literacy research. I was asked to preach for
Pathfinder Sabbath at the Togop Church. There I met
the grown-up lady who was the smallest girl when
Kondima and the other children ran away from their
village to go to school. I met one of Kondima’s
cousins. In the picture below, we are standing
together in the room where we ate our delicous
potluck.

I am the tall gray-haired lady at the back in the
middle of the picture. The lady who was Kondima’s
littlest friend is standing in front of me wearing a
yellow blouse and gray skirt. Her name is Mandakong
Basanda. The people in the church call her “Auntie.”
The other lady beside me is Somiah, a cousin of
Kondima. She made a yummy dish of green beans
and male papaya flowers to eat at the potluck.



Somiah also showed me a picture of Kondima
with some of her family members.Tingaha took care
of her little sister Kondima and the rest of her family
after their parents died. In this picture,Tingaha and
her husband are seated. Kondima is standing in the
middle of the picture. Her next youngest brother is on
the far right. Her little sister and youngest brother are
2nd and 3rd from left.

Although the picture is not very clear, you can
see, if you look closely, that Kondima’s left eye (her
right eye as you look at the picture) is not the same
shape as her right eye. Auntie Mandakong told me
that Kondima’s left eye was infected when she was a
teenager, and that it did not smell good. Other
children teased her about it. That made me sad.



In the book by Norma Youngberg, one of
Kondima’s friends was named Mookit. He was the
one who carved the wooden dolly for her. Mookit’s
real name was Timus. His daughter Arlin teaches at
the secondary school, SASS, at Tamparuli. Below,
she is shown at left. On the right is her cousin Nora,
secretary to the principal at SASS .Both of them are
from the Togop area and have relatives there.

Kondima became very ill when she was in her
late teens or early twenties. After a lengthy illnes,
she died in 1947 or 1948. She was buried on the
campus of the Seventh-day Adventist School at
Tamparuli, the same one the Youngbergs started.



Picture of the Togop Church, 2008

Carlvett stands outside the Togop Church
in Sabah, East Malaysia, on Pathfinder
Sabbath, September 20, 2008. This is the
Seventh-day Adventist church in the village in
which Kondima used to live. The site of the
village has been moved up the mountain from
the original Green Durian (Sukang) Village.



Pathfinders at Togop Church

On September 20, 2008, the Togop Pathfinders
and some of the other church members gathered
outside for a group picture. Pastor Konis Gabu, the
current pastor, is 2nd from left, while his lovely wife,
Masnie, is 2nd from right. I am the gray-haired lady in
the middle at the back.

That day I told the Pathfinders some stories from
when I was Pathfinder director of the Anderson
Arrows club in California, U.S.A. I told them about the
bravery of Desmond Doss and how our club met him
at a camporee and invited him to eat with us.



Togop Pathfinders Marching With Flags

Inside the Togop Seventh-day Adventist Church,
the Pathfinders march up to the front with their flags
on September 20, 2008. Even though it was warm
and humid that day, there was a cool breeze flowing
back and forth through the open windows of the
church. It almost seemed like natural air conditioning.
It was one of the most beautiful church settings I’ve
ever seen. I was nearly in tears as I stood up to
speak in the church of Kondima’s village and among
her people. It seemed like a dream come true for a
little North Dakota girl who had read the story of
Jungle Thorn so many years before. The best part is
that when Jesus comes again, I will meet Kondima at
last.


