
 

м 

Raising awareness of the  
importance of cervical cancer 
screening 
By Laurence Carter 

You know how they say your life can change in a moment? Well, just 
over 30 years ago I walked into a room in the Ministry of Agriculture in 
the southern African country of Malawi. I had come to collect some 
agricultural data. I opened the door and there was a young woman, 
with dark curly hair, a bright yellow dress and a beautiful smile. She 
gave me the data, but soon our conversation turned to tennis. That 
weekend we hiked Mt Mulanje in Malawi, and two years later we were 
married. Her name was Melitta Alevropoulos. 

I was on my first assignment for Mokoro, working with Steve Mandel to 
do feasibility studies for a World Bank district rural roads programme, 
and a potential African Development Bank loan for a major road. (I 
learnt a lesson in political economy a few months later when the AfDB 
said that they needed the economic rate of return for the whole road to 
be over 10% so they could justify their loan. We said that wasnôt    
possible, the traffic counts only justified that for half of the road, so 
they re-did the model themselves, adjusted the ERR and lent the    
government the money anyway.) 

Melitta was the love of my life, she was the sort of person who made stuff happen, she was not happy with the way the 
world is. We were lucky, we lived in several countries in Africa (including working for Mokoro in Botswana and         
Swaziland), and the island of St Helena before moving to Washington DC, we were blessed with three children, it was a 
dream until é 

One day, in 2012, I came home from work and Melitta said to me: ñBad news, I went for my smear test and the doctor 
says I need an emergency hysterectomy.ò She had the operation, went through chemo, radiation and then, a few 
months later I got a call from her. I was travelling for work, in East Timor, on the other side of the world. I was sitting 
in an office, working, when Melitta called and told me ñBad news, the cancer has metastasized, they say I have 12-18 
months to liveò. 

Her voice was so far away, I couldnôt see her face, I couldnôt reach out and touch her hand, I couldnôt tell her it would 
be alright, I couldnôt make her smile. I sat down and cried. For her, for the graduations and weddings she would miss, 
for the grandchildren she would never see, for our children and for myself.  
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