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I

I	decided	more	than	a	year	ago	to	go	to	the	Global	Volunteers

project	in	Tanzania.	I	did	some	research	and	chose	the	month	of

October	as	the	best	month	vis	a	vis	weather.	I	tried	to	book	the

flight	myself,	but	finally	gave	up	and	used	Cathy	Coury,	of	Ford

Travel,	to	cover	the	details.	I	bought	loose	clothing	as	advised,

and	treated	it	with	mosquito	repellent	that’s	supposed	to	last	up	to

five	washings.	I	went	to	Passport	Health	and	didn’t	need	any	shots

but	got	malaria	pills	to	take	and	antibiotics.	

On	October	2,	2018,	I	flew	at	night	from	Phoenix	to	London	on

the	overnight	plane	and	got	some	sleep.	However,	I	left	my

expensive	blindfold	on	the	plane.	I	arrived	at	London	Heathrow

and	spent	a	few	hours	there	until	I	took	the	flight	to	Amsterdam.

In	Huxley’s	I	had	great	French	fries	and	a	conversation	with	some

women	from	Delaware	who	had	toured	London	and	now	were	on

to	Paris.	

When	I	got	to	Amsterdam,	I	couldn’t	find	the	car	service	I	had

booked	ahead	of	time	and	my	phone	wasn’t	working.	I	finally	just

took	a	cab	for	forty-five	Euros.	Hotel	Prinsen	was	on	a	pretty

residential	street	in	a	nice	neighborhood.	I	walked	around	and

found	a	casino,	sports	bar,	outside	Italian	restaurant	and	a	Hard

Rock	Café.	I	opted	to	eat	at	Jost,	a	restaurant	in	a	hotel	few	doors

from	where	I	was	staying.	I	had	delicious	mussels	and	a	dessert

that	was	their	version	of	strawberry	shortcake.	It	was	homemade

strawberry	ice	cream,	strawberries,	a	not-too-sweet	strawberry

sauce	and	Dutch	cookies	that	were	light	and	looked	like	lace

cookies.	Yummy.	

		d
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The	breakfast	at	the	hotel	was	quite	lavish	and	included

sliced	meats	and	cheeses,	croissants,	breads	and	hot

chocolate.		I	walked	to	the	Van	Gogh	Museum,	past	the

expensive	shops	like	Prada.	I’d	bought	tickets	on	line.	It

was	amazing	to	see	so	many	of	his	paintings	and	the	arc

of	his	career.	The	museum	was	warm	and	I	got	a	bit

dizzy	by	the	end.	I	sat	in	the	café	and	had	a	diet	coke.	

I	went	on	a	canal	cruise	and	enjoyed	seeing	the	Dutch

architecture.	The	museum	for	children	is	new	and	looks

like	an	overturned	boat.	There’s	quite	a	clash	between

the	ancient	and	modern	buildings.	

I	went	to	a	local	bakery	for	lunch	and	had	rolled	slices

of	cheese	that	were	fried,	a	bit	odd,	and	a	delicious

chocolate	chip	muffin.	

I	went	to	Jost	again	for	dinner	but	only	had	the

strawberry	dessert.	After	that,	I	sat	in	the	lobby,	read,

and	conversed	with	the	French	desk	clerk.	

On	Friday,	I	took	a	taxi	at	6:30	a.m.	to	the	airport.	We

had	just	gone	a	little	way	when	I	realized	I	had	left	my

phone	behind	and	we	went	back	for	it.	The	taxi	driver

wasn’t	happy	because	he	had	another	fare	at	7.	I	gave

him	an	extra	tip	for	the	trouble.	Later,	I	realized	I	had

left	my	refillable	water	bottle	in	the	back	seat.	I’m

spacier	that	I	admitted	to	myself.	



	4	

When	I	first	got	on	the	plane,	my	row	was	full.	The	older	man	next	to

me	told	me	about	meeting	a	woman	in	Tanzania	when	he	was	visiting

there.	She	wanted	to	come	to	the	United	States	and	he	was	going	to

help	her.	She	couldn’t	get	a	visa	because	her	profession	was	running	a

restaurant	and	that	wasn’t	a	job	skill	needed	in	the	U.S.	This	man	spent

a	lot	of	money	going	back	and	forth	to	Tanzania.	He	finally	said	he	was

going	to	marry	her.	He	said	he	put	his	entire	401K	in	her	name	so	she

would	have	a	source	of	income.	I	was	aghast	at	this	move.	This	time	she

got	the	visa	and	he’s	taking	her	to	America.	He	moved	to	the	row	in

front	of	us	so	the	young	woman	and	I	had	a	seat	between	us	and	it

made	the	flight	comfortable.	

The	food	on	the	KLM	flight	was	abysmal	but	they	kept	pressing	free	wine

on	us.	I	tried	some	but	it	also	was	terrible.	At	the	Kilimanjaro	stop,	it

was	dark	so	I	didn’t	get	to	see	the	mountain.	

I	got	to	Dar	El	Salaam	at	11	p.m.	I	had	to	get	my	Visa	and	go	through

customs.	It	was	hot	as	hell	as	the	airport	was	not	air	conditioned.	The

taxi	from	the	hotel	was	waiting	and	I	got	into	my	room	about	12:30	a.m.

The	porter	put	on	the	air	conditioning	and	I	was	cool	ten	minutes	later.

The	hotel	was	bare	bones	but	the	room	huge	and	the	bathroom	great.	

The	next	morning,	I	looked	out	the	window	and	saw	small	shacks.	The

hotel	was	indeed	in	a	poor	neighborhood.	After	a	breakfast	of	spaghetti,

hard	boiled	eggs	and	toast	I	hung	out	in	the	lobby	and	read	the	local

paper.	

The	taxi	driver	from	the	night	before	was	lounging	there	also.	I	decided

to	go	to	the	airport	early.	I	had	a	diet	Coke	in	the	coffee	shop	at	the

domestic	terminal.	When	I	went	into	the	gate	area	where	I	met	some	of

the	Global	Volunteers.	We	had	nice	chats.	

The	plane	was	small,	but	the	seats	were	larger	than	in	American	planes.

I	took	some	photos	from	the	air.	
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We	couldn’t	land	in	Iringa,	our	intended

destination	because	the	airstrip	wasn’t	finished.

We	landed	in	a	field	an	hour	and	half	away	and

were	met	by	men	and	jeeps	who	transported	us

to	Iringa	where	we	met	up	with	the	Global

Volunteers	drivers,	Mohammed	and	Rasheed.	

They	took	us	to	a	grocery	store	that	had	public

Western-style	bathrooms.	I	bought	some	cookies

while	others	stocked	up	on	wine.	

We	climbed	into	the	brand	new	Land	Rovers	and

rode	the	two	and	a	half	hours	along	bumpy	roads

to	Ipalamwa.	It’s	in	the	mountains,	at	6000	feet.

The	vistas	were	gorgeous	and	the	greenery

contrasted	with	the	red	dirt	roads.	

I	have	a	single	room	in	the	Global	Volunteers

guest	house	but	there	are	two	big	beds	in	it.	Both

have	mosquito	netting.	The	water	and	electricity

weren’t	working	due	to	a	problem	with	the	large

generator.	We	were	given	buckets	of	water	to

wash	and	flush	the	toilet.	

We	went	to	the	dining	room	and	were	treated	to

a	dinner	of	rice,	kale,	and	pork	done	in	a

delicious	sauce.	
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Winnie	is	the	team	leader.	She’s	from

Iringa	and	has	a	college	education.	Her

hair	is	done	in	elaborate	braids.	She’s	also

a	wonderful	singer.	

Pam	is	a	volunteer	who’s	also	on	the

Board	of	Directors	of	Global	Volunteers.

She’s	been	coming	to	Ipalamwa	for	ten

years.	She’s	a	business	and	leadership

consultant	from	Florida.	

Dr.	Bud	is	an	OB-GYN	doctor	in

Philadelphia	with	a	specialty	in	high-risk

pregnancies.	

										

After	dinner,	we	had	a	short	meeting	where	we	introduced	ourselves.	
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Claire	is	a	retired	teacher	and	educational

administrator	who	is	very	well-traveled.

She	splits	her	time	at	home	between

Nevada	and	California.	This	is	her	seventh

Global	Volunteers	trip.	

Jan	considers	herself	a	“Medicare	bride.”

She	was	a	nurse	and	in	Human

Resources.	They	both	live	in	Minneapolis.	

Nye	is	a	retired	color	specialist	for	Xerox.

He	was	a	widower	and	met	Jan	who	was	a

widow.	They’ve	been	married	two	years

and	seem	devoted	to	each	other.	
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Anna	is	a	young	woman	who	just	quit	her

job	of	twelve	years	in	the	finance	industry

in	Boston	to	travel.	She	went	to	Europe

before	coming	to	Africa.	

Barbee	introduced	herself	when	she

arrived	on	Sunday.	Her	Ethiopian	Airlines

flight	had	been	canceled	at	the	last

minute.	She	a	real	estate	broker	in	Denver

with	many	of	her	family	members	in	the

business.	

Me,	of	course.
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Heather	was	from	Nevada	and	California

and	owns	a	skin	care	company.	

Adrienne	was	from	Chicago	and	works	as

an	occupational	therapist.	

Felicia	was	in	her	twenties	and	from

California.	She’s	finishing	her	bachelor’s

degree	and	works	full	time	as	a	trainer	for

a	small	city.	

The	next	week,	three	more	volunteers	joined	us.	
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Anna	is	in	charge	of	the	clinic.	 Husna	is	in	charge	of	technologies	and

the	women’s	cooperative.	

Mohammed	was	the	lead	driver	and	in

charge	of	the	cars.	He’s	been	with	Global

Volunteers	since	1998.	He’s	protective	of

the	volunteers.	He	went	to	college	and

was	a	National	Park	Ranger	for	twelve

years.	His	wife	and	children	live	in	Dar.	
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After	dinner,	Pam	showed	me	how	to	use	the	mosquito	netting	around	the	bed.	Being	a	nester,	I	unpacked	and	put	everything	away.	

After	breakfast	on	Sunday,	we	went	on	a	half-	hour	ride,	along	bumpy	dirt	roads,	to	Mkalanga	for	the	Lutheran	Church	service.	We	sat

up	front	and	were	asked	to	introduce	ourselves.	The	singing	of	the	three	choirs	was	acapella	and	beautiful.	The	service	was	in	Swahili,

so	I	didn’t	understand	a	word.	At	the	offering,	someone	donated	a	chicken,	someone	else	eggs	and	another	some	fruit.	After	the

service	we	gathered	outside	while	they	auctioned	off	the	chicken,	eggs	and	fruit.	

We	squished	into	a	small	room	on	the	church	grounds	and	met	with	the	caregivers	of	that	village	who	are	part	of	the	RCP	program.	

Amelia	worked	in	housekeeping	but	was	also

ivery	important	as	a	translator	for	the

kindergartenrs	and	the	volunteers.

After	lunch,	Winnie	explained	the	RCP	(Reaching	Children’s	Potential)

1000	days	program.	Global	Volunteers	had	the	same	program	in	St.

Lucia	until	the	government	changed.	An	anonymous	donor	paid	for	the

new	clinic,	guest	house,	staff	housing	and	the	kitchen	and	dining	room	in

Ipalamwa.	There	are	now	270	families	enrolled.	They	started	out	last

year	with	84	families.	The	goals	are	to	increase	the	IQ	and	health	of	the

next	generation	by	providing	prenatal	care,	a	clinic	for	labor	and	delivery,

seminars	(on	hand	washing,	family	planning,	child	development	and

home	remedies,)	technologies	such	as	hand-washing	stations	and

chicken	coops,	nutritious	porridge	and	weekly	visits	by	caregivers	to	the

homes	for	two	years.	The	clinic	is	now	open	but	hasn’t	been	certified	yet

to	be	able	to	deliver	babies.	It	provides	care	for	all	the	villagers.	

Winnie	led	us	in	the	team-building	activities.	After	that,	Anna,	the	clinic

director,	took	us	on	a	tour	of	the	clinic.	It’s	quite	clean	and	up-to-date.	We

went	back	to	the	dining	room	and	Mohammed	gave	us	a	Swahili	lesson.	

We	got	our	work	assignments.	Barbee,	Anna	and	I	will	work	in	the

mornings	at	the	kindergarten	in	Mklanaga.	Claire	will	teach	at	the

Lutheran	secondary	school	next	door	to	the	Global	Volunteers	complex.

Jan	will	inventory	supplies	in	the	clinic.	Dr.	Bud	will	work	with	Dr.

Benjamin	and	the	midwives	to	teach	them	how	to	use	the	donated

ultrasound	machine.	Nye	will	supervise	the	paving	of	the	parking	lot.

Pam	will	do	leadership	development	with	the	Global	Volunteer	staff.	In

the	afternoons,	I’ll	do	home	visits	with	the	caregivers.	



	12	

Kindergarten	in	Mkalanga	

On	Monday	morning,	Mohammed	took	us	to	Mklanaga,	along

with	Winnie	and	Amelia,	a	housekeeper	for	Global	Volunteers

who	would	serve	as	our	translator.	We	were	introduced	to	the

kindergarten	teacher,	Madame	Mklanaga.	Yes,	she’s	part	of	the

family	that	the	village	is	named	for.	We	also	met	the	head

teacher.	

There	were	107	students	in	the	kindergarten!!!	Kindergarten	is

two	years.	The	students	then	must	pass	a	test	to	get	into

Standard	1.	

We	were	given	the	five-year-olds	to	work	with.	Our	classroom

was	the	soccer	field.	We	started	out	with	a	call	for	a	“Biggie-

Biggie	Circle.”	The	children	finally	got	in	a	circle	and	Amelia	led

them	in	twenty	minutes	of	“Stand	up,	Sit	Down,	Stand	Up	Sit

Down.	Jump	Up,	Jump	Up,	then	Stand	Up,	Sit	Down.”	We	tried

some	other	games.	

We	split	into	three	groups	and	read	stories	and	did	activities.	It

was	rough	because	Amelia	couldn’t	be	everywhere	at	once.	The

children	were	not	well	behaved	for	us.	They	hit,	kicked,	bit	and

shoved	each	other.	Their	sense	of	personal	space	was	quite

different	than	ours.	When	I	sat	down	cross-legged	style,

students	sat	on	my	knees.	That	was	quite	a	stretch	for	my	legs!

I	only	got	to	six	in	the	book	Moja	Means	One.

	I	had	to	change	my	expectations.	We	ended	the	morning	with

more	whole	group	games.	I	was	absolutely	exhausted	when	it

was	time	for	us	to	go.	And	we	were	covered	in	the	fine	red	dust

that	is	the	ground.	
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Our	second	day	it	was	sprinkling,	so	we	had	the

students	in	a	small	classroom	with	few	desks.

There	was	wood	with	nails	sticking	out	all	over.

And	we	had	all	107	students	because	there	was	a

teachers’	meeting.	

Anna	and	Barbie	sang	the	alphabet	in	English	and

wrote	it	on	the	board.		I	was	going	to	tell	them	the

story	of	“The	Three	Bears”	but	of	course	they	had

no	idea	what	a	bear	was.	I	told	the	story	of	“The

Three	Billy	Goats	Gruff”	with	Amelia	translating,

and	then	some	of	the	students	acted	it	out.	

It	stopped	raining	so	we	went	to	the	field.	We	let

them	play.	A	boy	had	a	ball	made	of	old	cloth.	It

worked	quite	well	as	a	soccer	ball.	Anna	taught

the	children	the	game,	“Red	Light,	Green	Light.”

By	the	end	of	two	weeks,	the	kindergartenrs	were

saying	“Stop”	and	“Go”	and	knew	what	they

meant.	We	made	our	“Biggie-Biggie	Circle”	and

taught	the	students	“Head,	Shoulders,	Knees	and

Toes”	and	“The	Hokey	Pokey.”	It	started	to	rain

again	so	we	went	back	inside.	It	was	chaos!	My

colleagues	and	I	gave	up	and	let	the	kids	do

whatever	while	we	went	around	preventing

injuries.	That’s	not	my	nature	and	it	disturbed	me

to	have	no	order.	I	went	around	and	taught

children,	one	at	a	time,	a	short	dialog	of	“hello.”	I

taught	them	the	thumbs	up	sign	and	ok.	It	was	the

longest	morning	of	the	year	for	me.	
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The	next	morning	was	better	because

we	were	back	to	our	48	five-year-olds.

We	split	into	groups.	

I	read	stories	and	books	about

numbers.	I	had	a	white	board	and

each	student	practiced	writing	the

numbers	one	to	ten.	There	was	a	wide

achievement	gap	as	some	students

hardly	knew	how	to	hold	a	writing

instrument	and	others	formed	the

numbers	perfectly.	

After	an	hour	we	let	the	children	run

and	did	bubbles	and	Frisbees	as	well

as	group	games.	Then	we	went	back

to	our	groups.	but	we	didn’t

necessarily	have	the	same	students

as	earlier	in	the	morning.	The	students

got	up	and	left	our	groups	whenever

they	wanted,	joining	another	group	or

lying	down	to	sleep.	We	ended	with

another	large	group	activity	and	then

Barbee	led	the	students	around	the

field,	holding	up	flashcards	and	having

the	students	repeat	letters	and

sounds.	I	was	still	exhausted	at	the

end	of	our	morning	but	felt	much

better	about	what	we	were	doing.	
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The	students	themselves	were	sweet	and	lively.	They	had	no	toys

at	all.	They	were	inventive	and	found	sticks	and	plastic	bottles	to

amuse	themselves.	Many	of	them	had	runny	noses	and	coughs.

	There	were	no	materials	at	the	school,	and	the	students	were	in

awe	of	our	pretty	books	and	flashcards.	Divina,	a	child	about	two

and	a	half,	wandered	over	from	a	house	bordering	the	soccer

field.	She	joined	our	groups	and	Anna	fell	in	love	with	her.	Alfred,

known	by	his	nickname	of	Ham,	was	Barbee’s	favorite.	I

especially	liked	Gracie,	whose	home	I	had	visited.

	

On	Thursday	the	students	seemed	sicker	and	lackluster.	On

Friday	they	seemed	better	and	were	the	best	behaved	of	the

week.	They	loved	it	when	I	read	and	sang	the	book	I	Know	an

Old	Woman	Who	Swallowed	a	Fly.	We	did	the	parachute	at	the

end	of	the	morning	and	they	enjoyed	that.	It	was	a	good	day	in

kindergarten	and	there	were	86	of	them.	



	16	

The	second	week	we	had	an	infusion	of	enthusiasm	and	talent.

We	were	joined	by	Felicia,	a	young	woman	who	joined	our	team.

Our	groups	were	smaller	on	the	days	we	had	only	the	five-year-

olds.	

On	Monday,	we	saw	the	entire	kindergarten	class	on	the	field	with

Madame	Mkalanga.	They	were	quite	well-behaved.	The	students

were	singing	a	song	in	English.	It	went	like	this:	

Ester,	hello	dear.	

I	say	come	here.	

Look	at	my	motorcar.	

Look	at	my	motorcar.	

It	is	very	dirty.	

It	is	very	dirty.	

Clean	my	car.	

Clean	my	car.	

Shake	your	body.	

Shake	your	body.	

Shake	your	body.	

		

That	day	was	a	difficult	one	for	me.	My	first	small	group	was	filled

with	naughty	students.	A	child	stomped	on	my	foot,	another

pinched	me	and	one	took	my	phone	out	of	my	backpack.	I	had	a

hard	time	on	the	ground	and	getting	up	from	it.	My	legs	fell	asleep

after	twenty	minutes.	After	the	large	group	activity,	I	got	a	different

group	of	students	and	they	were	much	easier	to	work	with.	

There	were	still	times	of	the	morning	when	we	had	all	107

students.	I	know	I	looked	like	an	old	woman	when	I	got	up	and

down	from	the	field.	I	asked	for	a	chair.	The	next	day	we	all	had

chairs	to	sit	on.	It	helped	in	keeping	our	personal	space	and

controlling	the	students.	We	also	decided	to	sit	in	the	shade	of	a

huge	tree.	We	brought	crayons	and	coloring	books	and	they	were

totally	absorbed.	We	had	to	collect	them.	I	would	have	liked	to	let

the	students	keep	the	crayons	and	the	coloring	book	pages.	
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The	next	day,	I	gave	out	index	cards	and	crayons	so	the	students

could	each	practice	their	numbers.	I	was	able	to	give	more	individual

attention	to	the	children	who	couldn’t	form	the	numbers.	

On	Friday,	Anna	was	well	again	so	the	Intrepid	Five	(Annie,	Barbee,

Anna,	Felicia	and	newbie	Adrienne)	went	to	the	kindergarten	class.

We	read	two	Big	Books	in	a	large	group	before	we	split	into	the	small

groups.	If	I	had	known	the	situation,	I	would	have	brought	my	Big

Books.	It	was	a	lot	easier	to	manage	nine	students	rather	than	fifteen

in	a	group.	

That	afternoon	I	spoke	to	Winnie	about	having	a	different	assignment

in	the	mornings.	

The	next	week	I	didn’t	work	with	the	kindergarten,	but	heard	how	it

went	from	the	others.	On	Tuesday	it	was	raining,	so	they	went	to	the

Ipalamwa	Primary	School.	The	class	wasn’t	quite	as	large,	but	the

students	each	had	a	desk	and	were	much	better	behaved	than	their

counterparts	in	Mkalanga.	I	thought	perhaps	it	was	because	the

teacher	was	there,	but	my	colleagues	said	it	was	the	students.	And

they	had	more	materials	at	the	school.	They	weren’t	as	sick,	either.

It’s	strange	to	think	that	two	villages	so	close	would	have	different

school	climates.	

My	Takeaways:	

I	am	too	concerned	with	outcomes	rather	than	processes.	

I	can’t	make	everything	better	for	everyone.	This	is	a	lesson	I’ve	been

working	on	since	I	taught	high	school	dropouts	in	1970.	

I	must	learn	to	be	happy	with	very	small	successes	and	not	ruminate

on	large	problems	I	cannot	solve.	

The	kindergarten	team	worked	well	and	collaboratively.	

I	must	be	willing	to	lower	the	wall	around	my	heart	even	when	it

means	it	will	be	broken.	

At	left,	a	ball	made	of	torn	fabric
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Home	visits	

I	went	on	home	visits	in	the	afternoons.	The	first	week	I	did	them

in	Mkalanga	with	Miriam,	and	after	that	with	other	caregivers.	The

purpose	of	the	visits	was	for	the	caregivers	to	check	on	the

family’s	health,	keep	up	with	the	baby’s	weight	and	development,

and	make	sure	the	mothers	understood	the	seminars.	They	often

asked	the	mothers	or	children	to	demonstrate	the	hand-washing

stations,	made	of	PBC	pipes,	string,	and	jugs.	They’re	quite

inventive	and	have	made	a	great	difference	in	the	lives	of	the

families.	They	all	reported	that	they	no	longer	had	stomach	aches

or	diarrhea	because	they	knew	when	to	wash	their	hands	and

had	the	technology	to	do	it.	

I	went	on	many	home	visits	with	Miriam	in	Mkalanga.	One	day,

Claire	and	I	went	with	Merriam	to	visit	three	homes.	The	homes

are	made	of	red	bricks	made	by	the	villagers.	They	have	a	hard-

packed	dirt	floor.	The	furniture	is	spare,	usually	very	short

benches	for	sitting.	

The	first	mother	was	forty-two	years	old	and	having	her	fifth	child.

She	was	married	to	one	of	the	ministers	of	a	church	in	the	village.

The	second	woman	was	twenty	years	old	with	a	fourteen-month-

old	adorable	child	named	Lena.	The	third	home	was	that	of	a

woman	with	two	children	and	having	a	third.	She	had	a	television,

powered	by	solar	energy.	Although	the	homes	were	spare,	most

of	the	women	had	small	cell	phones	like	the	ones	American	used

fifteen	years	ago.	They	skipped	right	over	landlines.	

On	another	day,	Merriam	and	I	went	to	the	home	of	a	thirty-one

year-old	mother	who	had	five	children,	the	oldest	of	whom	was

seventeen.	The	mother	had	married	and	gotten	pregnant	at	13.

She	also	had	a	child	in	the	kindergarten,	Gracie.,	whom	I	knew.

Gracie	demonstrated	how	to	use	the	hand-washing	station.	We

had	a	nice	conversation	about	how	important	it	was	to	talk	in

whole	sentences	to	children	and	tell	them	stories.	The	next	home

we	visited	was	a	mother	with	a	six-week	old	baby.	

At	right,	Gracie	demonstrates	a	hand-washing	station
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At	another	home	we	visited	that	week,	the	mother	and	child	weren’t	home,	but	the	father

was.	We	spoke	with	him	about	health	and	hand-washing.	

At	this	point,	Nye	had	gone	on	a	home	visit	and	brought	up	the	idea	of	Volunteer

Voyeurism.	He	wondered	if	we	were	being	intrusive	when	we	accompanied	the

caregivers	on	home	visits.	He	said	as	a	new	volunteer,	he	had	come	with	grand	ideas.

Reality	hit	after	two	and	half	days.	He	said	there	was	no	need	for	his	expertise	on

paving,	because	the	locals	had	their	own	processes	which	worked	just	fine.	Seeing	the

homes	and	the	heart-breaking	realities	of	not	enough	nutrition	and	lack	of	access	to

health	care	brought	it	all	into	focus.	He	said	you	don’t	really	get	what	it’s	like	until	you

come.	I	agreed.	

I	went	with	Miriam	to	a	home	of	a	young	woman	with	one	child.	She	had	been	to	the

Child	Development	Seminar.	We	talked	about	that	material	and	she	said	she	thought

her	daughter	Mary,	one	year-old,	was	hitting	all	the	appropriate	milestones.	We	sat

inside	her	“sitting	room”	on	large	plastic	chairs.	

	The	next	home	was	that	of	a	village	leader’s	wife.	We	sat	inside,	me	in	a	large	armchair

and	Miriam	and	the	mother	sat	on	a	couch.	There	was	a	difference	in	economic	status

even	in	a	poor	village.	She	had	five	children.	Her	youngest	child	was	already	two.	The

family	should	have	aged	out	of	the	program,	but	the	mother	is	still	of	child-bearing	age,

so	that	made	her	still	eligible.	

I	went	back	to	Miriam’s	house	and	she	showed	me	inside.	It	had	a	changing	room	with

clothes,	bedrooms	for	her	and	Ashura,	a	living	room	with	a	television	and	a	kitchen	with

electric	hot	plates.	She	also	showed	me	the	new	outside	bathroom	that	had	been	built,

as	per	government	edict.	It	had	a	septic	tank	and	flushed,	but	not	a	western	toilet.	

This	is	Miriam's	new	flush	toilet
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On	another	day,	Miriam	and	I	went	to	a	home	where	the	woman	was	seven	months	pregnant.	After	looking	at	her	clinic	card,	Miriam

reported	that	the	woman	was	not	gaining	enough	weight.	The	mother	said	she	likes	to	eat	greens,	which	she	sold.	Miriam	suggested

she	add	the	greens	to	potatoes	or	porridge	to	try	to	put	more	weight	on	her.	Her	family	is	not	yet	receiving	the	nutritious	porridge	due

to	funding.	She	hopes	that	the	RCP	clinic	is	certified	soon	so	she	can	have	her	baby	there.	She	had	two	other	children.	The	three

year-old	was	named	Miriam!	

We	went	to	the	home	of	a	woman	who	made	the	local	brew,	which	I	gathered	was	a	kind	of	corn	liquor.	Her	husband	was	there	and

wanted	our	support	to	convince	his	wife	to	stop	drinking.	They	had	seven	children	and	she	wanted	more.	She	said	she	drank

because	she	was	so	stressed.	Miriam	and	I	traded	glances	that	meant,	“So	stop	having	more	kids”	but	didn’t	voice	our	sentiments.	I

did	warn	her	about	drinking	while	pregnant	and	Fetal	Alcohol	Syndrome.	She	said	she	didn’t	drink	in	the	last	week.	We	cautioned	her

to	make	sure	the	children	didn’t	get	into	the	liquor	during	the	two	days	it	fermented.	The	seventeen	year-old	son	had	passed	the	test

for	secondary	school	and	would	be	starting	the	next	term.	Meanwhile	he	was	helping	his	father	in	his	wood-working	business.	I

suggested	that	the	father	talk	to	his	son	about	family	planning.	I	told	them	that	in	The	United	States,	usually	the	fathers	talk	to	their

sons	and	the	mothers	talk	with	their	daughters	about	family	planning.	They	said	they	went	to	a	lecture	where	they	learned	that

condoms	carried	viruses	and	spread	HIV	and	AIDS.	We	assured	them	that	it	was	not	true.	I	suspected	the	lecture	was	at	the	Catholic

Church	as	this	is	their	religion.	The	father	was	quite	engaging,	and	he	said	he	hoped	I	would	visit	his	village	at	another	time.	

On	my	last	home	visits	with	Miriam	in	Mkalanga,	we	first	went	to	see	a	mother	with	three	children:		five,	three	and	two.	The	mother

welcomed	us	inside,	and	we	sat	on	those	tiny	bench	seats.	The	children	were	nowhere	in	sight.	Children	were	allowed	to	wander	the

neighborhoods.	The	mother	had	been	to	the	Child	Development	workshop,	so	we	discussed	whether	her	two	year-olds	had	met	the

milestones.	She	said,	“most	of	them.”	Miriam	asked	to	see	her	clinic	card.	When	Miriam	looked	it	over,	she	was	very	concerned.	The

child	was	seriously	underweight,	less	than	twenty	pounds	at	two	years-old.	When	questioned,	the	mother	said	the	child	didn’t	like	to

eat.	She	was	also	still	breastfeeding	the	child.	When	asked	what	she	ate,	the	mother	reported	that	all	she	ate	was	ugali,	which	has	no

nutrition.	When	I	asked	further	about	milestones,	it	turned	out	the	child	was	only	saying	“mama”	and	“dada”	and	not	words	or	short

sentences.	Miriam	asked	what	I	thought	were	good	protein	sources.	I	said	eggs,	chicken,	pork,	beef,	and	potatoes.	Miriam	added

liver.	Miriam	asked	the	mother	if	she	had	access	to	these	foods.	The	mother	said	she	did,	except	for	the	liver.	I	also	stressed	that	the

child	needed	green	vegetables.	The	mother	stated	that	the	child	didn’t	like	them.	Miriam	suggested	that	the	mother	cut	up	the

vegetables	and	a	protein	source	in	very	small	pieces	and	mix	it	with	something	the	child	liked	to	eat.	Miriam	was	going	to	make	a

timetable	of	what	and	when	the	mother	should	feed	herself	and	the	children.	Miriam	was	bold	enough	to	ask	the	mother	about	her

bulging	stomach,	asking	her	if	she	was	pregnant.	The	mother	laughed	and	said	it	was	an	ugali	belly.	
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Man	making	bricks	from	the	red	earth,	adding	water,	using	a

form	and	then	baking	the	bricks.

Typical	house	in	Mkalanga

A	"street"	in	Mkalanga Miriam	and	I	sitting	on	a	large	bench.
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I	visited	families	with	Anastasia,	the	caregiver,	and	Felicia	(volunteer)	in	Mkalanga.	Our	first	home	was	with	a	family	that	was	better

off	economically	than	most	of	those	I’d	visited.	They	had	chickens,	a	pregnant	pig	and	goats	who	had	had	kids	the	day	before.	This

was	a	single	mother.	Her	husband	didn’t	live	with	her,	but	he	was	still	in	the	picture.	She	lived	with	her	aunt.	A	neighbor	helped.	Her

baby	was	a	week	old	and	the	mother	was	feeling	well.	The	mother	allowed	Felicia	to	hold	the	baby.	Felicia	was	thrilled	and	got	baby

fever.

	

The	next	home	was	that	of	a	woman	with	two	children	and	the	father	lived	with	them.	He	came	out	and	joined	us	for	a	while.	Her	five

year-old	and	three	year-old	came	out	to	be	with	us.	The	children	kept	rubbing	my	hands	and	smelling	them.	I	asked	Anastasia	what

they	were	saying.	She	reported	that	they	wanted	skin	like	mine.	I	told	her	to	tell	them	I	wanted	skin	like	theirs	and	to	smell	like	us.

Their	comment	made	me	sad.	I	guess	all	the	white	people	they’ve	met,	Global	Volunteers,	appear	affluent.	The	mother	said	she

wasn’t	feeling	well.	She	had	a	headache.	Anastasia	suggested	she	drink	a	lot	of	water.	This	seems	to	be	the	stock	response	to

anyone	with	a	headache.	The	mother	said	she	had	drunk	more	water,	but	it	hadn’t	helped.	Anastasia	suggested	that	she	go	to	the

clinic	when	she	went	to	the	workshop	at	RCP	headquarters	the	next	day.	

The	last	home	was	with	a	woman	with	five	children,	but	she	wanted	another	one.	She	was	in	the	program	because	she’s	of

childbearing	years.	However,	after	speaking	with	her,	we	found	out	that	she	had	brought	the	authorities	in	because	her	husband

abused	her.	He	had	a	choice	of	a	fine	or	jail.	He	paid	the	fine	and	moved	out	to	his	parents’	home.	Now	she	had	to	support	her	five

children.	She	couldn’t	work	in	her	fields	because	she	has	a	deformed	leg	and	walks	with	a	stick.	She	planned	to	make	money

weaving	baskets	and	braiding	hair.	She	wanted	to	stay	in	the	program	and	I	understood	that	she	needed	the	moral	support.	
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The	next	week	I	went	on	home	visits	in	Lulindi,	the	next	village	over,	with	Felicia	and	the	caregiver	Sifuni.	In	the	first	home	we	went

to,	there	was	a	young	mother	of	nineteen	and	her	five-month-old	baby.	The	woman	was	living	with	her	parents	because	she	wasn’t

married.	She	wasn’t	happy	with	the	situation.	She	was	very	loving	with	her	baby	and	gracious	with	us.	She’s	part	of	the	cooperative

and	making	baskets.	She’s	also	selling	some	baskets	on	the	side	to	local	shops.	

The	next	two	visits	were	to	an	extended	family.	The	woman	in	the	first	house	had	six	children	and	her	husband	had	died	a	month	ago.

She	had	moved	from	a	village	far	away,	and	back	with	her	parents.	Her	mother	(the	grandmother)	came	out	of	the	house	absolutely

drunk	and	swaying	back	and	forth.	

Three	of	the	children	were	of	school	age,	but	weren’t	in	school	because	they	hadn’t	completed	the	process.	

She	hadn’t	taken	the	baby	to	the	government	clinic	because	she’d	lost	the	card.	There	was	a	fine	for	a	lost	card	which	she	couldn’t

pay.	She	was	afraid	to	go	back	to	the	clinic.	She	seemed	like	she	was	spaced	out.	I	sat	on	a	wobbly	chair,	which	was	okay	for	a	while

until	it	started	to	collapse.	Oh	my!	

The	last	house	was	that	of	the	grandfather	and	the	drunk	grandmother.	He	had	guardianship	of	the	two-year	old	because	his	other

daughter	was	epileptic	and	had	been	badly	burned	when	she	fell	into	a	fire	when	the	baby	was	five	months	old.	The	child	was	stunted

because	mother	had	to	stop	nursing	the	baby	and	he	didn’t	get	enough	nutrition.	He	weighs	less	than	twenty	pounds	at	two	years	old.

The	toddler	hadn’t	been	getting	the	nutritious	porridge	every	day	for	the	last	month	because	the	grandfather	had	to	work	long	hours

at	the	fields.	We	discussed	with	the	father	that	he	could	wake	up	the	baby	and	feed	him	before	he	went	to	the	fields	and	again	when

he	came	home.	I	didn’t	get	why	the	mother	couldn’t	feed	her	child	as	she	was	disfigured	but	recovered	enough	to	do	some	things	as	I

saw	her	unzip	and	zip	up	a	plastic	bag.	

The	grandfather	was	skinny	and	looked	old,	but	might	not	have	been	that	old.	The	average	life	expectancy	in	Tanzania	is	52.	He	had

on	thick	glasses.	He	was	a	very	sweet	guy	and	joked	with	us.	He	said	if	Felicia	would	stay	in	the	village,	he	would	find	her	a	good

husband.	The	grandfather	was	also	not	taking	the	baby	to	the	clinic	because	the	clinic	card	was	torn.	They	were	expected	to	sew	it

up.	I	butted	in	and	suggested	that	the	caregiver	bring	some	tape	and	put	it	together.	That	was	out	of	line	on	my	part	because	the

program	is	supposed	to	teach	self-reliance.	The	whole	situation	was	very	sad.	I	mentioned	to	the	grandfather	about	his	grandchildren

who	were	not	in	school.	He	said	he	went	up	to	the	school	but	they	wouldn’t	accept	the	children	until	they	got	papers	from	their	old

school.	The	family	had	no	money	to	go	back	to	the	other	village	and	get	such	a	letter.	There’s	no	mail	service	between	the	villages.	I

asked	if	the	school	had	telephones	and	was	told	they	did.	I	suggested	that	one	school	call	the	other	with	the	information.	I	knew	the

grandfather	was	too	mild-mannered	to	insist	on	it.	I	pushed	the	caregiver	to	go	to	the	school	with	him	and	be	his	advocate.	I	shouldn’t

have	done	that	either.	
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I	went	on	visits	with	Sifuni,	the	caregiver,	and	Felicia,	in	Ipalamwa.	The	first	woman	we	saw	was	five	months	pregnant.	She	had	some	bruises	on

the	side	of	her	body.	She	thought	that	someone	was	trying	to	get	at	her	baby	and	kill	it.	She	had	gone	to	the	clinic	for	an	ultrasound	and	was

reassured	the	baby	was	fine.	She	was	given	a	picture	of	the	ultrasound.	She’s	hoping	for	a	girl	as	she	already	had	a	boy.	She	has	two	other

children	who	live	elsewhere.	She	asked	us	to	give	suggestions	for	girl	baby	names.	Felicia	came	up	with	Felicia.	The	husband	refused	to	go	to	the

fields	because	she	didn’t,	as	she	felt	ill.	She	still	had	morning	sickness.	The	father	also	didn’t	take	much	responsibility	for	the	three	year-olds,

maybe	because	he’s	not	the	child’s	father.	The	husband		came	riding	up	on	a	motorcycle	during	the	visit.	After	he	left,	the	mother	confided	to	us

that	she	and	the	father	were	having	fights	and	she	went	to	someone	else’s	house	when	it	got	bad.	

The	second	house	we	went	to	was	that	of	the	mother-in-law	of	the	woman	we	had	just	seen.	She	lived	next	door.	Our	client	was	her	daughter,	who

was	nineteen	and	had	a	three	week-old	baby.	The	baby	was	doing	fine	but	the	mother	was	depressed.	The	father	of	her	child	had	broken	with	her

and	made	another	woman	pregnant.	

The	third	home	was	one	with	a	mother	with	four	children.	She	didn’t	believe	in	birth	control	because	she’s	a	member	of	the	Pentecostal	Church.

Her	adorable	baby	was	only	two	weeks	old.	The	father	was	very	involved	and	supported	her.	They	had	just	demolished	their	home	and	taken	the

bricks	to	another	site	to	build	a	house	closer	to	her	mother’s.	The	mother	reported	that	the	father	took	the	hand	washing	station	from	the	old	house

and	installed	it	in	the	new	site.	

Takeaways:	

People	in	all	countries	are	dealing	with	teen	pregnancies.	

Women	seem	to	do	most	of	the	work	and	had	little	power	if	they’re	married.	

Many	people	carry	burdens	on	top	of	their	heads.	

The	caregivers	are	the	“new	Tanzanians,”	educated,	effective,	unmarried,	and	fluent	in	English	as	well	as	compassionate	and	tactful.	

Most	Americans	have	no	idea	how	good	their	material	lives	are	compared	with	third	world	nations	because	they	haven’t	seen	real	poverty.	

Global	Volunteers	needs	lots	more	money	to	install	hand	washing	stations	in	all	the	families’	home	and	chicken	coops	and	nutritious	porridge	for

each	family.	(I	signed	up	for	a	monthly	donation.)	

The	families	were	eager	to	learn	new	technologies	as	well	as	information	about	nutrition,	child	development	and	health.	Many	mothers	stated	this

was	the	most	important	aspect	of	RCP.	

People	can	be	happy	with	few	material	items.	

People’s	sense	of	warm	and	cold	are	quite	different	around	the	world.	Most	of	the	mothers	had	their	babies	in	hats,	warm	clothing,	and	wrapped	in

scarves	or	blankets	while	we	volunteers	thought	it	was	warm.	
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Clinic	

The	RCP	(Reaching	Children’s	Potential:	the	first	1000	days)	clinic	opened	in	August.	It	has	a	pharmacy,	scales	to	weigh	babies,

examinations	rooms,	consulting	rooms	and	offices,	and	labor	and	delivery	rooms	as	well	as	a	maternity	ward.	It	has	been	inspected

many	times	and	should	have	its	government	certification	to	deliver	babies	very	soon.	Now	it	is	serving	the	needs	of	the	sick	in	the

villages.	People	start	lining	up	(sitting	in	the	comfy	chairs	outside	the	building)	at	six	in	the	morning.	Many	walked	more	than	an	hour

to	get	there.	

The	staff	included	the	clinic	director,	Anna,	Dr.	Benjamin,	a	pharmacist,	a	receptionist,	and	two	male	midwives.	Another	doctor	was

hired	while	I	was	there.	Global	volunteers	provided	housing	for	the	staff.	

The	first	baby	was	delivered	while	I	was	there!	A	woman	who	was	having	her	sixth	baby	walked	to	the	local	dispensary	while	she	was

in	labor,	but	they	turned	her	away.	First	babies,	and	ones	after	number	five,	had	to	be	delivered	in	Iringa,	which	is	two	and	half	hours

by	jeep.	The	woman	had	no	transportation,	so	she	walked	forty-five	minutes	to	the	RCP	clinic.	The	doctors	determined	she	was	in

late	labor	and	it	was	an	emergency.	She	birthed	healthy	child	ninety	minutes	after	arriving	at	the	clinic.	

Dr.	Bud	had	sent	a	sonogram	machine	before	he	arrived.	He	spent	hours	with	the	medical	staff	showing	them	what	it	could	do.	They

were	intense	and	eager	to	learn.	They	did	sonograms	on	pregnant	women	and	gave	them	the	pictures	of	their	babies	in	utero.	

Takeaways	

The	clinic	was	a	wonderful	resource	for	the	entire	populations	of	the	three	villages.	

It	was	a	huge	undertaking	for	Global	Volunteers.	I	can’t	imagine	the	overhead	of	all	the	employees.	I	certainly	hope	there’s	enough

money	to	sustain	the	clinic.	

Dr.	Bud	teaching	the	clinic	staff	about	the	sonogram	machine
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Food	

The	food	was	delicious	and	everything	was	made	from	scratch	with	local	ingredients.	Mama	Tony	has	been	the	cook	for	the	Global	Volunteers

projects	in	Tanzania	for	sixteen	years.	When	she	started	work,	she	used	a	wood-burning	stove	in	a	small	enclosure.	Now	she	has	a	modern	gas

oven,	a	microwave	and	two	sinks,	and	an	island	to	serve	the	meals	buffet	style.	

For	breakfast	she	made	oatmeal	porridge	that	was	the	best	I’ve	ever	tasted.	It	must	have	had	some	sugar	in	it.	She	either	served	hard-boiled	eggs

or	a	giant	omelet	which	she	cut	like	a	pizza.	There	was	always	toast,	peanut	butter,	Nutella,	tea	and	instant	coffee	and	fresh	bananas.	

Lunch	always	had	a	salad	of	sliced	cucumbers,	red	onions,	tomatoes	and	avocados.	The	entrees	were	varied:	hearty	soups,	ugali	and	beans,	egg

or	tuna	salad,	homemade	rolls	and	either	bananas	or	watermelon.	

My	favorite	dinner	was	spaghetti	covered	with	warm	cream	of	cucumber	soup	and	chapatti,	a	flat	bread	that	had	a	bread-like	taste.	Other	dinner

fare	included	potatoes,	baked	chicken,	beef	and	pork	cooked	in	sauces,	fresh	peas	cooked	in	a	chili	sauce,	green	beans,	coleslaw,	fruit	salad	with

bananas,	papaya,	melon	and	pineapple.	

Takeaways	

Some	of	the	volunteers	had	worried	about	what	the	food	would	be	like,	but	I	knew	from	previous	trips	with	Global	Volunteers	that	tasty	and

nutritious	food	was	always	provided.	

I	lost	five	pounds	because	I	didn’t	snack	in	between	meals	and	fruit	was	the	only	dessert	served.	

		

Mama	Tony	in	her	kitchen	and	a	bountiful	spread	for	dinner																											Winnie,	the	team	leader,	with	Mama	Tony
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Cooperative	

Husna	oversaw	technologies,	meaning	the	hand	washing	stations,	and	the	forthcoming	seedlings,	vegetable	boxes,	and	chicken	coops.	She

also	helped	the	women	of	Ipalamwa	form	an	economic	cooperative.	They	wove	baskets	and	sewed	items	for	sale.	Now	they	sold	only	to	the

volunteers,	but	I	hope	they’ll	be	able	to	find	other	markets.	I	suggested	the	Hill	Top	Lodge,	where	we	went	for	safaris.	

I	bought	quite	a	few	baskets.	Pam,	Jan,	Anna	and	I	ordered	custom	tailored	clothing.	The	women	took	our	measurements	and	went	to	work.

Pam	and	I	bought	the	same	type	of	dress.	Jan	ordered	a	skirt	and	Anna	bought	both	a	skirt	and	a	dress.	Mine	fit	me	perfectly!	

Takeaways	

The	women	in	Mkalanga	also	wove	baskets	and	sold	them	to	a	wholesaler.	Perhaps	there	will	be	some	friction	because	they	were	not

included	in	the	cooperative.	

Winnie	modeling	the	cooperative's	latest

fashion

Pam	showing	her

caftan	and	a	skirt

made	for	Jan.

The	sewers	flank

her.
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Safaris	

I	went	on	safaris	on	both	weekends	I	was	in	Tanzania.	Ruaha	Hilltop	Lodge	managed	the	tour.	We	got	the	package	for	an	amazing	price!	The	first

weekend	it	was	$420	each	for	the	four	of	us	Safari	Sisters:	Barbee,	Anna,	Claire	and	Annie.	The	second	weekend	it	was	$380	each	for	the	five	of

us.	It	included	transportation	from	Ipalamwa	to	the	Lodge,	two	nights	lodging,	all	our	meals,	a	full	day	of	safari	on	Saturday	and	the	trip	back	to	the

village.	You	can	reach	the	Ruaha	Hilltop	Lodge	at	info@ruahahilltoplodge.com	or	call	+255	(0)	262701806	or	+255	(0)	794	726709.	

On	Friday	after	lunch,	a	four	wheel	drive	vehicle	with	a	driver,	Isaac,	and	guide,	Vianney,	picked	us	up	in	Ipalamwa	and	took	us	on	the	five	hour

drive	to	the	lodge.	We	were	met	at	the	lodge	by	staff	members	with	hot	towels,	tamarind	juice	and	freshly	popped	popcorn.	We	went	on	the	top

veranda	to	see	the	miles-long	view	of	the	savannah.	I	shared	a	bottle	of	wine.	When	we	went	up	the	steep	hill	to	our	rooms	at	the	top,	I	had	to	stop

two-thirds	of	the	way	up.	I	was	coughing	up	a	storm.	I	continued	to	cough	as	I	unpacked	and	went	back	down	to	the	lodge	for	dinner.	The	sweet

corn	soup	managed	to	stop	the	coughing.	I	was	embarrassed	at	my	lack	of	fitness!	Barbee	is	only	two	years	younger	than	me,	but	she’s	much

more	agile.	

The	rooms	at	the	lodge	were	quite	nice.	

Claire	and	Anna	enjoying	wine	on	the	veranda	of	the	Hilltop	Lodge.

mailto:info@ruahahilltoplodge.com
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I	took	photos	of	the	gorgeous	sunrise	before	we	had	breakfast	at	seven	the	next	morning.	

Off	we	went	in	our	safari	vehicle	with	our	guide	Moses	and	our	driver	Patrick.	On	our	way	to	Ruaha	National	Park,	we	saw	a	black-backed	jackal,

warthogs,	and	impalas.	

The	park	consisted	of	more	than	20,00	square	kilometers	as	well	as	a	WMA	(Wildlife	Management	Area)	around	the	park.	The	animals	were

protected	in	both	the	park	and	the	WMA.	In	former	times,	people	could	get	licenses	to	kill	the	animals	that	were	outside	the	park.	Now	If	animals

strayed	into	the	Masai	villages,	park	rangers	bring	them	back	and	the	government	paid	for	any	damages	the	animals	did.	

Once	inside	the	park	we	saw	many	zebras,	greater	and	lesser	kudus,	giraffes,	elephants,	baboons,	trees	whose	flowers	looked	like	toothbrushes,

colorful	lizards,	and	female	lions.	We	thought	the	lions	were	sleeping,	but	one	got	up	and	came	right	for	our	vehicle.	Moses	told	us	to	be	silent.

The	lion	calmly	walked	past	us	and	curled	up	behind	the	tree	for	a	nap.	I	learned	that	African	elephants	cannot	be	trained	to	work	in	a	circus

because	they	are	too	aggressive.	Their	ears	are	very	large	and	shaped	like	the	continent	of	Africa.	
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Lesser	kuduMale	impalaFemale	impalas

Bush	with	flowers	that	looked	like

toothbrushes

Lizard	on	a	rockGreater	kudu
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I	loved	the	boabob	trees.	Boabob	is	the	Arabic	word	for	“many	seeds”	because	of	the	seeds	in	the	fruit.	The	fruit	was	high	in	vitamin	C	so	people

with	HIV/AIDS	ate	a	lot	of	it.	The	trees	were	hollow	and	there	is	water	in	the	bottom	which	has	minerals.	Pregnant	elephants	liked	it.	The	tree	is

also	known	as	the	“Tree	of	Life.”	

Moses	told	us	a	legend	about	the	tree.	God	made	the	animals	before	he	created	trees.	The	animals	asked	for	some	shade	from	the	sun.	God

gave	every	animal	a	different	tree	to	plant.	The	hyena	was	lazy	and	just	threw	his	tree	upside-down	over	his	shoulder.	When	bare	of	leaves,	the

boabob	tree	did	look	upside-down.	The	seeds	of	the	fruit	were	crushed	and	used	as	a	coffee	substitute.	Elephants	stripped	the	bark	and	chewed

it.	Bees	made	huge	hives	inside	the	tree.	

Elephants	stripped	the	bark	from	all	the	trees.	Then	the	beetles	did	their	damage.	After	the	tree	fell	over,	other	animals	took	up	residence.	
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We	saw	many	nests	of	the	tiny	grey-capped	warbler.	The	male	built	several	nests	and	then	the	female	chose	the	one	she	wanted	to	use.	All	the	nests

had	two	openings	so	if	an	enemy	came	in	the	front	door,	the	bird	escaped	out	the	back	door.	

We	stopped	at	a	rest	stop	and	had	the	boxed	lunches	from	the	lodge.	We	were	able	to	watch	elephants	as	we	ate.	After	lunch,	we	saw	a	white-backed

vulture	in	a	tree.	

We	saw	a	savannah	buffalo	alone,	lying	under	a	tree.	Moses	said	that	it	was	probably	dying	as	they	leave	the	herd	when	it’s	their	time.	
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We	saw	more	giraffes,	elephants,	families	of	baboons,	more	lions.	We	were	hot	and	needed	a	break,	so	we	stopped	at	the	Park	Rangers’	bar	and

had	Cokes,	orange	sodas	and	beers.	We	got	back	in	our	vehicle	and	saw	crocodiles	and	hippos.	
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Anna	was	not	feeling	well	on	Sunday.	It	was	very	hot	in	the	four-wheel-drive	vehicle	even	though	the	air-conditioning	was	on	high.	After	an

hour,	we	almost	passed	out	from	the	heat	until	I	suggested	we	open	the	windows.	Lo	and	behold	it	was	cool	outside!!	

We	stopped	to	eat	our	box	lunch	off	the	road	to	Ipalamwa.	Claire	picked	some	eucalyptus	leaves	so	Anna	could	inhale	the	steam	from	them.

Isaac	picked	some	other	leaves	he	thought	would	work	even	better.	A	man	came	up	the	road	and	proceeded	to	eat	the	leaves.	
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The	second	weekend	I	went	on	Safari	with	Adrienne,	Heather,	Felicia	and	Pam.	It	started	to	rain	outside	of	Iringa.	By	the	time	we	got	to	the

Danish	Lutheran	guest	house	and	restaurant	for	our	bathroom	break,	it	was	pouring.	We	got	soaked	just	going	to	and	from	the	building.	The

rain	continued	off	and	on	the	dirt	road	on	the	way	to	Ruaha.	A	herd	of	cattle	darted	across	the	road.	In	front	of	us.	We	screeched	to	a	halt	just	a

few	feet	from	the	animals.	The	horror	in	their	eyes	mirrored	my	own.	Close	call!	

We	continued	down	the	rutted	road.	Suddenly,	we	heard	a	big	bang.	Isaac,	the	driver,	immediately	pulled	over	to	the	side	of	the	road	to	inspect

the	tire.	It	was	destroyed.	We	had	to	get	out,	in	the	pouring	rain.	We	all	had	rain	gear	either	back	in	our	rooms	in	Ipalamwa	or	at	the	bottom	of

our	luggage.		Isaac	had	a	hard	time	getting	the	jack	to	work.	After	a	while,	Vianney	gave	us	a	tarp	to	hold	over	our	heads,	but	we	were	already

soaked.	Adrienne	was	the	only	one	with	dry	feet	as	she	had	chosen	to	wear	boots,	which	I	had	told	her	earlier	was	unnecessary.	She	was	the

smart	one.	Instead	of	complaining,	all	of	us	turned	to	laughter,	it	was	amazing	that	we	cracked	jokes	and	talked	about	hanging	underwear	on

clotheslines.	After	more	than	half	an	hour	the	tire	was	changed,	the	ruined	tire	put	away,	our	bags	taken	from	the	seats	and	returned	to	the

back	of	the	vehicle,	and	we	loaded	ourselves	back	in.	I	brought	out	the	shortbread	cookies	and	they	were	demolished	in	no	time.	

When	we	got	to	the	lodge,	they	came	out	with	hot,	wet	towels	to	welcome	us.	This	gave	us	another	reason	to	laugh.	

We	signed	into	the	hotel,	and	Annie,	Pam	and	Felicia	went	to	their	rooms	to	change	their	clothes	as	they	were	wet	through	their	underwear.

Adrienne	and	Heather	were	ecstatic	to	hook	up	to	the	Internet	and	spent	the	rest	of	the	evening	making	calls,	answering	emails	and

downloading	television	programs.	The	delicious	peanut	soup	hit	the	spot	to	warm	us	up	so	we	could	enjoy	our	dinner.	
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The	next	morning,	we	didn’t	see	many	animals	on	our	safari.	We	stopped	early	to	eat.

Instead	of	taking	photos	this	time,	I	used	binoculars	to	see	the	animals	even	closer.	We	saw	guinea	fowl,	giraffes,	and	a	herd	of	savannah	buffalo

that	took	fifteen	minutes	to	pass	the	road	we	were	on.	We	saw	lots	of	elephants.	Moses	pointed	out	an	impala	carcass	up	a	tree.	We	circled

around	many	times	and	finally	saw	a	leopard	under	a	bush.	

We	saw	two	groups	of	lions,	mostly	females	with	a	few	immature	males.	One	lion	got	up	and	headed	for	our	vehicle.	We	sat	silent	and	transfixed.

The	lion	passed	us	and	lay	down	two	feet	in	front	of	the	bumper.	We	backed	up	and	got	away	safely.	
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The	sausage	tree	is	called	that	because	the	pods	of	seeds	hang	like	hug	sausages.	

Moses	told	us	about	a	bush	that	was	called	the	"toothbrush"	because	people	used	it	to	bush	their	teeth.	Adrienne	gave	it	a

try.
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I	took	photos	of	the	savannah.	

We	again	stopped	at	the	Park	Rangers’	bar	for	sodas	and	beers.	There	was	quite	a	crowd	watching	a	soccer	match.	Some	of	the	rangers

were	playing	“mancala,”	one	of	the	oldest	known	games	still	being	played.		We	saw	more	hippos	on	the	way	out	of	the	park.
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On	the	way	back	to	the	lodge,	it	started	raining.	We	saw	an	intense	rainbow.	We	saw	the	whole	rainbow	from	the	veranda	of	the	lodge.	

Adrienne	downloaded	the	song	The	Rains	in	Africa	and	took	a	video	of	lodge	staff	members	and	me	to	dancing	to	the	music.	

We	enjoyed	the	sunset	and	another	delicious	meal.	

Takeaways	

I	LOVED	seeing	the	animal	in	their	own	habitat	on	their	own	terms.	I	kept	reminding	myself	that	I	was	experiencing	and	not	dreaming	the

giraffes,	elephants,	lions,	kudus,	baboons,	buffalo,	crocodiles	and	hippos.	

There	was	a	difference	in	the	camaraderie	between	the	first	and	second	safaris.	The	Safari	Sisters	were	a	tight	group	during	the	first	safari.

Pam,	Felicia	and	I	were	tight	during	the	second	safari	while	Adrienne	and	Heather	held	themselves	aloof.	I	was	reminded	that	I	can’t	control

others’	behavior,	only	my	attitude	about	it.	
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Workshops	

Since	I	was	no	longer	working	at	the	kindergarten	the	third	week	of	my	service,	I	helped	out	with	child	care	during	the	workshops	on	Child

Development.	These	were	conducted	by	Adrienne	in	English	and	translated	by	different	caregivers.	I	got	to	hold	a	very	young	baby	and	play

with	toddlers.	I	wasn’t	sure	the	mothers	understood	the	content,	but	when	I	did	home	visits	during	the	week,	most	of	the	mothers	who	had

been	at	the	workshop	had	applied	the	information	to	their	own	children.	
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Iringa

We	stopped	in	Iringa	many	times.	The	first	time	was	our	way	to	Ipalamwa.	

On	the	way	to	the	first	safari,	we	stopped	in	Iringa	so	I	could	change	dollars	into	shillings.	This	took	more	than	half	an	hour	and

required	my	passport.	They	wouldn’t	take	any	of	my	money	that	had	dates	earlier	than	2013.	Anna	wanted	to	buy	a	data	sim	card.

While	we	waited	for	Anna,	we	watched	the	people	in	the	market.	I	bought	two	scarves	form	a	stall.	

We	stopped	at	the	grocery	on	our	home	from	each	of	the	safaris.	

On	the	second	safari,	we	stopped	at	the	Hasty	Tasty	for	Heather	to	get	lunch.	Pam	had	told	us	the	food	was	great	and	Heather

confirmed	it.	

Below	are	scenes	from	a	street
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On	the	last	day	of	our	service,	we	left	Ipalamwa	early	because	some	of	the	volunteers	were	on	the	10:30	plane.	Anna	and	I	were	on	the

4	p.m.	flight.	First,	we	hung	out	at	the	guest	house	which	I	thought	was	Danish	Lutheran	but	the	website	says	is	a	charity	from	the

United	Kingdom.	It’s	unusual	as	it’s	a	place	that	hired	only	the	disabled.	The	waiters	were	deaf,	and	customers	wrote	down	their	orders.

The	gift	shop	on	the	bottom	floor	has	items	made	by	the	disabled	in	workshops.	The	charity,	Neema.com,	offers	work	for	the	disabled,

physical	therapy,	medical	and	personal	assistance.	Both	Anna	and	I	shopped	for	gifts.	

Mohammed	and	Rasheed	arrived	and	we	switched	the	luggage	to	Mohammed’s	vehicle.	I	said	I	wanted	to	buy	some	“Akuna	Matata”

tee	shirts,	so	we	went	to	the	Masai	Market.	I	bought	quite	a	few.	Now	that	I’m	home,	few	people	want	them.	Oh	well.	

Mohammed,	Anna	and	I	went	to	a	fancy	restaurant	for	lunch,	Savilla.	We	sat	on	the	patio	and	enjoyed	the	lushly	landscaped	garden.	
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Thank	You,	Tanzania

								by	Annie	Weissman
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